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MORE AND HARDER

Skinhead sex is cock, boots, piss and spunk, and helping your mate come. Skins are into being skins together, sucking each other’s shaved cocks, running hands through cropped hair, rubbing oil over smooth bodies and pissing over each other’s jeans and boots, licking each other’s boots clean, feeling boots on hard cock, kicking up the arse, grinding balls with boot-sole, running the laced-up boot between your mate’s legs and wanking your mate real hard so he comes heavy and strong, knowing he’s a skin with a skin mate.


The following items have previously been published:

‘Skinhead Shaving’ and ‘Training Session’ published in Toy;

‘Peter W’ published in the Body Positive Newsletter (London);

‘Mark Goes to Jail’ published in Dungeonmaster and reprinted in Leyland Books’ Sir, More Sir;

‘Military Training’ published in Itch;

‘Recruit Training’, ‘The Masochism of Urban Running’, a part of ‘South Holland, City of Churches’, ‘Hard Steel’, ‘Pony Day Out’ and ‘“Playpen” Slave Night’ published by Checkmate, PO Box 354, Wyoming, Pa 18644–0354, USA.


Introduction

This is an erotic autobiography of Mark, a submissive English sadomasochist: an ‘SM sub’ or ‘slave’.

The story begins in late 1970s England, which was an era of ‘Suck it and See’ experimentation rather than SM manuals or groups. Friends encouraged and warned him. Mark’s instincts for safety and fun developed and allowed him to enjoy for real some serious sadomasochistic fantasies beyond the scope of the gay-bar scene.

Morgan
London, 1999


Rough Bikers in Berkshire

October 1977

When I was young, sweet and innocent, and fresh out of university, I came to London for my first career job and ended up living 25 miles out, in Slough.

Although I had an open mind, I knew nothing practical about sex apart from the biological basics and had not yet had a sexually aware relationship. My expectations of a career probably included a wife and the average 2.4 kids; although, had anyone actually asked me about it, my public-school-rebel attitude probably wouldn’t have been particularly keen on the prospect.

To travel to work from Slough by rail was unattractive for shift hours and I bought a motorbike and started learning to ride it. I knew nothing more about engines than I had learnt from the family lawn mower. The bike shop delivered the bike (a Kawasaki KH250 two-stroke triple) in a pick-up as I didn’t have a driving licence. I rode the bike up and down a service road near our rented house until the engine coughed and stopped. I gave up for the night. Things got better next evening when I found the petrol supply on/off tap!

Next problem was I couldn’t get it to start – the bike shop asked had I ‘juiced it up’, which turned out to mean ‘flooded’. I was totally naïve on sexual talk.

I cautiously rode the bike to work in London and it fulfilled its primary economic objective but I instinctively hankered after social contact with ‘real’ bikers and, on enquiring locally, was directed to a pub outside Slough.

The rough bikers there – a few were Angels – soon informed me that I’d bought a ‘Jap-crap’ bike and I was consequently the lowest of the low. To ride with them I’d have to pass a few tests and prove myself. My hair wasn’t exactly short at this time but theirs was longer and that was the first issue. My ‘sponsor’ in the group was Peter – one of several significant guys named Peter in my life.

Part of being acceptable to these guys was riding and part was drinking – at university drinking lots of ale without falling over had not been a strong point of mine and Southern beer turned out to have much the same effect.

I rode pillion with Peter on the Sunday runs but as a probationer wasn’t allowed to wear leather except work boots: these were a brand I hadn’t encountered previously, known as Doctor Martens. No leather jacket, no leather jeans or gloves, so I was a bit cold in zip-fly Levi’s blue-denim flare jeans, navy-blue rugger shirt and button-up Levi’s denim jacket.

Lots of interesting stunts. If your guy takes care of your wallet for you on the run then you don’t need pockets in your jeans. And a rear seam on your jeans isn’t really necessary; it turns out they suspected me of being gay anyhow. Easier to put grease, fingers, ball bearings or Mars bars in there for fun. And on a run, miles from home, no other transport or money, you take it or else get left stranded … And, having tried it, I found I enjoyed it.

This clothing was always the same and was worn from new and wasn’t washed; my clean upbringing was soon challenged by bike oil and grease as well as pub-spilt beer. Things got even more challenging when it was demanded that I wear a chain padlocked through the belt loops and Peter kept the key. As a refinement, the zip-fly traveller was also padlocked to the chain and kind ‘friends’ ripped out the pockets.

I also learnt another bikers’ trick: how to waterproof jeans. They were removed and returned to me coated on the inside with black engine grease. This certainly stopped any stains from pissing inside – as was necessary with locked-on jeans – and also repelled water from the outside. When I finally had a bath a lot of black grease came off around the bath rim, so as well as cleaning up myself I did a full bathroom clean.

These practices were a far cry from parental toilet training or normal hygiene. Most pubs in the area would not serve anyone in a leather jacket: bikers were almost inherently outlaws and it seemed that you had to conform to strange norms to try to be accepted by them. Perhaps the Angels were taking advantage of my gullibility and innocence, but at the time I thought not. My desire to be accepted as a ‘real’ biker and to conform to what the group required was stronger than my inhibitions and received ideas. Anyhow, having achieved economic freedom (by working rather than being a student), I was going through a ‘rebel’ stage and my education had prepared me to accept on their merits new and different ideas: ‘Don’t knock it if you haven’t tried it’ and ‘Try it – you may like it’.

It wasn’t all dirty jeans and drinking – there was the serious business of motorcycle maintenance that justified all the oil and grease. I did have my doubts about the supposed supremacy of British-built motorcycles. The things kept breaking down. My KH250 was temperamental as well but it was usually to do with the battery or the spark plugs and getting it to go faster. The breakdowns with the Triumphs, Nortons, Tritons and ‘Beesas’ (BSA) seemed much more involved and usually caused total immobility, so we all stopped and stood around watching and offering advice while the bike was stripped down at the roadside.

Their bikes all had names like ‘Trigger’ or ‘Thunder’ or ‘Tiger’; they also all had oil leaks and it was said that your bike wasn’t a ‘proper’ bike unless it had at least an oil drip. Some even sprayed oil on your jeans as you rode along, from leaks around the upper-cylinder area. Therefore no point in wearing clean jeans.

I wore the approved kit for a memorable, cold bike run to a farm near Barnstaple in October or early November: not the kindest weather for biking. As a probationer (‘a moll’) I was still not allowed to ride my own KH250 on runs, so I was pillion-clinging behind Peter on his noisy Norton with no grab rails. We didn’t go that fast so the coffee that he poured into me soon wanted to be pissed away, but there was no stopping so the grease inside the jeans guided the liquid down to the boots without showing discoloration. Shortly afterwards we stopped – for more coffee!

Getting laid out drunk had become a ritual back in Berkshire but out here around a campfire and with hurricane lamps inside old Scout tents things were wilder. The curry had dope in it and joints were being passed round more than usual. I collapsed early and awoke a little later finding myself tied on the damp ground with my arms and feet pulled outward and attached by ropes and tent pegs. Despite my protestations to Peter about the cold, he allowed the others to tip beer over me and to piss on my boots and legs. I was untied only when he wanted to crash out in his tent and even then I wasn’t allowed out of my usual probationer’s locked-on jeans and jacket.

As I was working for a television company and working with the stars, I was ‘allowed’ to put a big five-pointed star of studs on the back of my Levi’s jacket. They said I looked smart from behind, especially when I was riding pillion on Peter’s bike. That jacket eventually had the sleeves cut off and I now wear it over a leather jacket as ‘colours’, although I was never allowed to do that by the Angels. It has never ever been washed.

Sex had never been mentioned by any of these guys until we were all drunk together either at the pub or out on a run. However, they sussed me as a ‘queer’ (they always said ‘queer’, not ‘gay’ or ‘poof’). There had been suspicions early on, probably from following my eye; at school and university I remember lusting after other guys’ bums in tight jeans: that was the time of flared jeans which had very tight bums and crotch.

One of the first things that happened when I was starting to get accepted (as I thought it) was that the back seam on my jeans and the front pocket linings were ripped out from my zip-fly jeans. It wasn’t only me who was treated like this – there was another guy whose zip didn’t work and they wouldn’t let him change jeans or get it fixed. You didn’t wear anything under jeans and I got a big thrill (but was disgusted) when someone first put a finger up my arse and got into my bum – the others had just poked around a bit in the crack.

Coming back after spending the New Year with my parents in Bristol, I found I wasn’t so well in with them. The next time we met up Peter said that he and the others thought I was ‘queer’ and that I should go off and ride with the queer boys’ bike club. He gave me a phone number in London of a guy called Jack T.

My ‘coming out’ story is actually a bit more confusing than that because the first guy I literally went to bed with was Mike; we’d met at university and he was back home for the weekend. It was a rather lovey-dovey affair. We met up for a day quite ordinarily. I got over to his parents’ place on my bike – they were away – and we spent an afternoon out hiking, walking and talking in the pine forests near Bracknell. He cooked dinner for us both; we got pissed and ended up in his parents’ bed. He was the first guy to stick his cock up my bum. When I asked him to use some olive oil as a lubricant he accused me of being kinky.

There wasn’t any animosity from the Angels about my being queer – I was almost one of them but I wasn’t the same as them. The interesting thing, in hindsight, is how tolerant (or exploitative) they were of me being gay. It was one of those things. But if you went to the Angels saying you were queer I guess there’d have been a quite different reaction.

About eighteen months later some of them in that Chapter got done for knifing offences at a party that went wrong, when someone from Hampshire picked a fight. Angels will be Angels …


CPBB and the Metropolitan Bikers

Jack T turned out to like Black Prince rubberised waterproof riding gear and had a whole walk-in wardrobe of the stuff in the basement of his flat in Ladbroke Grove. He dressed me in that stuff and took me on the back of his BMW bike down to his mate who was a farrier living in a caravan in Aldershot. No gloves again, so I had to wander my hands inside his elasticated Black Prince trousers and hold on to Jack’s belt buckle or touch him up as we were riding. At least the Black Prince clothing was much warmer than denims.

One Saturday night he took me to a leather bikers’ pub in Earl’s Court. It was huge and most of the men were wearing black leather jackets and jeans – but they weren’t bikers! I was touched up all the time, which was novel, and I was pissed enough not to be annoyed. The tiny toilet was jammed full and I had to go the whole way round the bar to the other toilet. With all those eyes on me it seemed an enormous pub.

We met some friends of Jack’s – I always called him ‘Jack’ but he was referred to as ‘Johnny’ in conversation as there were a lot of Johns around. That’s a joke from that time – a ‘John’ was a queer and in straight company ‘queer’ was a bad thing to be, an insult that would start a fight. There was a shop that was pointed out to me a couple of doors down from the leather bikers’ pub where I subsequently furtively bought my first gay wank-book, an early American copy of The Leatherman’s Handbook by Larry Townsend. I liked the pun in the title, wasn’t shocked at all and was highly turned on by several of the stories.

Another Saturday Jack T asked me if I wanted to go to the queer bikers’ party. This turned out to be very late at night and we parked in Northumberland Avenue. After that I was to become quite an expert at parking in that area, but this was another first time. We walked into some back streets behind the station and there was a hatch in the ground which you could barely squeeze through, and then you took a bit of a leap to an arched area underneath the brick piers supporting the railways.

Not very big but smoky and sleazy. It seemed oppressive because you knew how much brick was above. We stood around drinking and talking until it was necessary to piss. After I’d done the deed I was appalled when I was shown that the urinals weren’t plumbed into anywhere: behind the board on which they were mounted was a flat area with men rolling in the liquid. Although I’d been told by the Angels that you wouldn’t catch anything from piss, this sight still appalled me; perhaps it was that those involved actually appeared to be turned on by the degradation. Wet jeans with the Angels had been a ‘grin and bear it’ situation.

That cellar was run by a group called the Metropolitan Bikers; it was later the subject of an exposé by a Sunday tabloid newspaper and was shut down. When Celestine disco opened a few years later they opened a Cavern Bar, the entrance to which was at the opposite side of the street to what had been the Metropolitan Bikers’ cellar.

Some of the non-London bikers had a group going called CPBB. The club badge could be explained to inquisitive bikers as ‘Centre Point Bike Boys’ but, to any gay man knowing the euphemistic and heavily legally scrutinised language of gay personal ads, CP could only indicate corporal punishment, and BB meant ‘bare buttocks’ or ‘beating and bondage’, so the intention of the club was quite obvious really.

I was still just 21 years old and, although no longer technically ‘chicken’ (which meant younger than 21), I did seem to be popular with the members of the club.

The President of CPBB, Martin, lived in the Rutland area and held parties at his house. Sometimes these were preceded by events that were supposed to bolster the reputation of the club as a real bike club. There were Treasure Hunts and Economy Runs – the latter pandering to the noticeably slower speeds that the queer bikers rode at compared to my real rough biker friends.

CPBB had ten written rules of the usual kind concerning the running of the club and a notorious unwritten Rule Eleven which stated that at club events lights would go out at 10 p.m. and all members must remove their trousers. The sadomasochism interests were well explored before everyone bundled up together to sleep a bit.

One particularly notorious piece of equipment was ‘The Board’. This was a large piece of wood which was supported at the ends and on top of which you lay naked and face down. Hands and feet secured and head maybe blindfolded. But the surprises were the holes in the board which gave access to the tits and cock and balls. You got teased and tickled, then tit-clipped and maybe caned, finally thoroughly fucked.

Those days before AIDS you got Vaseline and grease (cooking or metalwork) used on you and you sucked cock till you choked and then some more. It wasn’t long before I found myself going to the clap clinic in Windsor; not the local one in Slough in case I was recognised: being gay was definitely a stigma.

I was diagnosed with NSU (urethritis) and given a load of tablets and it went away. Next dose was warts up the bum; they painted on some foul-looking brown liquid that got painful fast and stayed painful for a couple of days even after washing it off.

Another CPBB weekend was in a farmhouse near Shipston on Stour. The farmer was gay and liked bikers. With our bikes all parked up in the yard outside, we had a meal in a big long refectory-type room. Afterwards we went up an open staircase to a loft above. It had no light except cracks coming through from the room downstairs. The farmer went misty-eyed seeing all these men there, saying it reminded him of the time during World War II when he had accommodated some Germans on the farm as prisoners of war.

On that run I made it for sex with a council parks gardener from Taunton; he had tight jeans, brown DM boots and cropped hair – a skinhead. I had long hair then, down to my shoulders, and we grappled and wrestled a bit as part of our sex play: Angel versus skinhead, the old rivalry.

The Royal Wedding in the summer of 1981 marked a watershed; for that occasion and for the month-long InterRail holiday that I took immediately afterwards, I changed to a crew cut. I told people at work it was for practical reasons for the holiday but it was also a deliberate style change. The crew cut was done with scissors by a Cypriot barber near Centre Point. I’ve been cropped or skinhead ever since.


Suburbia

July 1981

Dear Doug,

I thought I’d write about a guy who also answered that same wank-mag advertisement you replied to – he’s a biker, about 5′11″, broad frame, broad shoulders, etc. Goes around as an Angel, either as a slave or a Master, depending. Got a pair of nice leather jeans, unlined throughout but flared, with a button and a thong to gather up the flare when riding the bike. Triumph Bonny or Harley Low Rider.

He came back here and we had a few drinks and smokes. It was fairly hot – I’d fixed the heating and he was in his leather jeans and dark-blue T-shirt, biceps just about squeezing through the T-shirt arms – he weight-lifts as well.

So he gets the conversation on to sex, the size of cock-rings, dildos and so on, wants to look at a four-in-one belt I won at a disco competition on New Year’s Day 1980: it makes into a belt or (usefully) breaks down into four restraints.

Then, while he’s looking in my bottom drawer, he notices the handcuffs; he pushes me backward from sitting on the bed and holds me down – remember he’s about four times the size of me. Gets the cuffs on – and the game’s up. He takes my jeans off and just about gets a ‘Four-Gates of Hell’ strap on me: you know, both balls through one ring, another in the usual place and two on the prick pulling it down to the balls.

Buttplug in and shorts over. He likes the hook on the dildo showing through the shorts. With my legs over my head and tied to the bed-head, he tore the white shorts off and then he gets the small dildo out and gently eases in a larger one, then screws it about a bit and tries a few of my toys on himself, comes back to me and puts some oil from the kitchen on my hairy navel and starts massaging me about – pecs, shoulders, etc.

He takes out the buttplug and comes himself – I’m bursting inside the Gates of Hell rings but he won’t let me come until he’s come hard against me. Then he tells me he’ll untie my hands. I can take off the rings and wank, while he massages my arse with Deep Heat. Wow, what a lubricant. I was on fire and came enthusiastically.

We met on another Saturday night to go to the East London leather pub – the Princess of Russia, home of a leather club, some of whose members seem more into needlepoint than riding bikes. The club had a party in an old warehouse in Spitalfields which has a fantastic spacious cellar, a roaring fire providing almost the only illumination from a huge open fireplace. We brought booze from the pub and fucked around in the firelight shadows on the broken stone floor. Tough on the knees. No toilets – or they were busy – so he pissed on my colours. Rode home happy with a sore and greasy arse again.

I also had a good night last Saturday, was down in Slaveway in Leicester Square again, and a friend of mine, Walid, won their ‘Mr Slaveway’ competition – he’s the guy who got me into weight-training. They’d got one of the back rooms all lit brightly advertising things, and the other one was very, very crowded, so I left 2.30ish and went cruising up to Hampstead and the Heath. Got fucked gently and came home. Slept till three in the afternoon!

So this Master answered an ad I’d put in a gay muscle magazine: ‘slave requires further training … etc’. I’d replied to his letter, telling him what I’d done so far, what sort of limits I’d go to and so on. He wanted every sentence, even in a letter, to end with ‘Sir’ and for me to always use lower-case letters such as ‘i’ not ‘I’ when referring to myself. He threatened to punish me when we met if I failed to comply. The next letter was a list of questions asking in detail what I was after: ‘Do you want to be shaved? All over? How about nettles wiped over you (the effect dies away after about ¾ hour). Will you be clean when you arrive at the house? How large a dildo can you take? Have you ever had Deep Heat on your arse?’ and so on. He said that while I was in training as his slave there would be no normal conversations and if asked to speak I would only be permitted the following words: ‘Yes,’ ‘Sir,’ ‘More,’ ‘and Harder,’ ‘please, Sir.’ The omission of any form of ‘No’ or a ‘Stop’ word turned me on particularly …

I replied and was sent another letter – by now they were addressed to me by name on the envelope and inside I was either called ‘slave [image: image] 26’ or just ‘slave’ – and this letter gave detailed instructions on where to meet this Master, what to wear, etc.

I was to arrive at the door of the house, in suburbia, wearing only my shoes or boots, no socks, leather shorts, buttplug and 2½-inch cock-ring in place, and a chain round my neck. I was not allowed to bring a bag; this was in January. If I was late for any reason I’d be sent to run round the block, timed and punished if too slow, the number of strokes equal to the number of minutes I was late.

So I turned up as instructed. First thing the guy did was to handcuff me on the porch, hands in front of me. Next he put a leather hood which smelt of grease and piss over my head. It had zips for the mouth and slits for the nose and eyes and a blindfold over that so I could not hear or see properly. Then he pulled my balls out through the leg of my shorts, attached a ball-stretcher and weight and left my prick inside the shorts. My legs were held apart by restraints and a pole and he started playing with my prick.

Then he pulled off the shorts and bent me double over a carpenter’s saw-bench, feet attached to one side and arms the other. He played with the dildo for a while, took it out and added it to the weight on my balls and started to fuck me. I never saw his prick, but it felt about fourteen inches long and six inches wide and hard as a broom handle – perhaps it was. Then he made me come and then he came inside me, rocking me backward and forward as he did.

There was another guy who invited/instructed me to come round to his place at 2020 hours sharp. He’d told another slave to arrive at 2000 and I was to go into the room on my left, strip and blindfold myself, stand with my hands on my head and wait. He’d already restrained the other slave and left him in another room. Then he came in and handcuffed me, put bicep restraints on, rubbed oil over my body, around my prick and arse, to lubricate me. He put a ball-stretcher and collar on me and made me kneel.

Then he brought in the other slave, also blindfolded, and made him kneel behind me, back to back. He tied the collars together and restrained our arms so that our hands were over each other’s prick. (We’d never seen each other and could only feel the warmth of our backs in contact – magic!) He got us wanking together but stopped us before it went too far.

Then he got one of us to lie down on a bare bed – just the springs – tied the slave up to it and told the other to fuck the tied-up slave and to do it nicely as he’d change the slaves round so that next the one being fucked did the fucking. That was nice. Then he put buttplugs up each of us, tied us up standing together – collars and ball-stretchers tied – and told us to wank off, still blindfolded and in hoods. Then he separated us and sent us home. I believe it is called ‘lack of closure’ by the shrinks – doing something intense with an unknown person.


Replies to Your Questions, Sir

1. I’m clean-shaven and I don’t want to be shaved anywhere.

2. Yes, I’ve got a small buttplug – could arrive wearing it.

3. Got denim, leather, sports shorts. Prefer to arrive in leather jacket, nothing under; jeans (shorts under if required) and DMs or over-trousers, which will come off over DMs.

4. Yes, oil, grease, mud, etc, jeans and anywhere except face.

5. Bike boots and leathers, one-piece leather suit (not to get too dirty), leather shirt, singlet.

6. Short hair, nearly skinhead every two months or so.

7. Clean-shaven.

8. Can’t wear dirty clothes to work.

9. Could get dirty Friday (Heath, etc.), go home and do shopping, etc, and come back on Saturday. I work indoors so can’t wear leathers all day.

10. Dirty runs fine.

11. No to rings in tits or cock or anywhere.

12. Ditto tattoos or brands.

13. Work in an electronics workshop. Yamaha XJ750 bike from Maidenhead to work in Wembley.

14. Single – live alone.

May I bring a camera along again, please, Sir? Not too heavy first time. I don’t like being cold, Sir.


The Wirral

September 1981

Dear Dave, Sir,

Your letter arrived about twenty minutes ago. I’ve just washed and must get to work soon on my bike; I work in Levi’s, T-shirt and training shoes, and put leather jeans – big, baggy, roomy leather jeans – over my denims to go to work and a scarf tight around my face under my crash hat to keep the wind out. I have a feeling that today I’ll put my tight leather shorts on under my jeans and be turned on further all day.

I went for a weekend with a guy who has a cottage rented in the country. I took an army tank-suit and was either naked or in that – it’s roomy and will go over restraints or ropes and it’s warm.

He collected me from the station, put a dog chain round my neck and tied me up in the back of his van and drove me to his cottage. After he unloaded I was put in the woodshed, hands in manacles, and attached to one of the beams. A ball-stretcher parachute was put on my balls. They’re relatively big, though my prick’s about five and a half or six inches and it’s often fun watching/feeling Masters struggling to contain them in T-straps which they can’t fit!

No need for a hood (dark). He took me inside, laid me face down on the floor and made me put my Doc Martens on, blindfolded me, gently teasing me with a cat when I got it wrong. Then he put me face down, attached straps and ropes to my legs and a pole to keep them apart, and then he pulled the pole up with a couple of hoists, made it off and gave me a buttplug and then his cock in my mouth.

That session started Thursday evening and I went home Sunday evening. He tied me up at night – ropes all over me and then tied me to the bed.

He supervised morning push-ups and chinning, ordered me to cook the breakfast (English bacon + eggs + sausage) and during the day we worked on the cottage, him in overalls and me with a cockstrap, a collar, boots and torn denim jeans. We did some gardening but it was mainly inside. Once I didn’t work to his satisfaction and he made me get the hoist out and he suspended me from a board with boots screwed into it – leaving my weight on my shoulders. He put an electric vibrator in and got me nearly wanting to come, then threw a bucket of cold water over me!

I’ve been back to him several times since then – it’s fun as it’s in the right surroundings and he doesn’t overdo the humiliation side – he recognises that it’s a game which is being done for both sides’ enjoyment in the end.


Biker Bondage in the Woods

December 1981

Dear Doug,

I’ve met this really nice bondage guy; he used to be an amateur boxer and is now into bikes, racing Yammy 250s. I’m not so much into pain as you seem to be, and he (Geoff) is pretty good at tying one up – chain across the bed, collar then handcuffs attached to it, and legs pulled down hard to the end of the bed – blindfolding and generally turning on. Ball-stretcher then Deep Heat on balls. Buttplug then dildo then vibrator.

He’s good-looking as well and has the knack of keeping one turned on for a couple of hours at a stretch – bloody murder but you’ve got to be cruel to be kind, etc.

Also I’ve been out with another guy who met me at a motorway junction, padlocked my bike and took me off in his van, changed me into shorts and rugger shirt, had me run from one cottage to another, wanked me and went off with my shorts, throwing me another pair as he went – made of rubber!

Then I had to run to another cottage. He wanked me again, left me another pair of shorts and off I go to another cottage – except that he’s put a Ty-wrap on my cock (like a cock-strap but hard nylon and you can make it tighter) and the shorts are flimsy, so the hard-on shows through, if not bounces out. So I’m running along a high street. Then the shorts break under the arse and I’m running with it all hanging out at closing time.

I meet him at this next cottage. He Ty-wraps my hands (like cuffs but removable) and makes me walk in front of him. Passing cars make the broken shorts blow up, hard-on and all.

Into some woods by a stream. He Ty-wrapped me to a tree, with my feet Ty-wrapped apart to a branch. Deep Heat on my balls, shorts in my mouth. He starts stuffing Maltesers up my bum – they make bloody good suppositories. He Sellotapes my legs together, puts shaving foam up the inside of my rugger shirt, axle grease on my cock, then he wanks me a bit more to make the Maltesers hard to keep in. Then he leaves me with my hands free, nearly ready to let my bum go, and with no shorts but a note to tell me where some shorts are.

I just about manage to untape myself and find the shorts buried in some mud, and I follow the directions to run back to my bike: phew!


Biker in the Cellar

October 1983

I recently went out on Saturday to the new leather and denim pub in Shoreditch with rubber trousers on underneath Moto-X boots, leather jeans, rubber shirt, army pullover and bike leather jacket. Plus cock-ring and buttplug. Had a good time talking to friends except that Peter had two skinheads in tow, just coming out of the monogamous love affair stage. Decided it was impossible to split them so left my phone number with one (who turned up here for a session in my dark, damp cellar last week) and went on to Hampstead Heath – it was a nice night and I needed some ‘relief’.

Unusually for me (alcohol?) I got stuck in quickly with the first guy to hand, then a crowd formed around us and this guy in a rubber one-piece suit with a through-zip took me somewhere less public.

He stuffed some rubber in my mouth and put a hood over my head and started pouring oil into my jeans. Rubbed the oil up the front of my shirt and all around; he got me kneeling and sucking him despite the rubber in my mouth. With me thus tied up, both hands to a branch above me with bits of sash-rope, he found I’d got the buttplug in and started playing with it and pulling at my balls and tits through the rubber. Finally ended up fucking me, standing, very thoroughly – big prick, and mine sloshing around inside the rubber.

I gave him my phone number sticker – a week later he turned up here. I have a terraced house and it’s easy to bring a visitor into the kitchen, give him a drink of coffee if he’s a cold biker, and then go to the cellar downstairs, taking a candle or night-light. The cellar doesn’t have many fixtures except an old kitchen unit and two old doors, but in the dark it’s great.

He’d arrived wearing bike boots, jeans soaked in chain lube (bike drive-chain grease, thick and black), T-shirt and leather jacket and colours – also greasy. I slipped a buttplug in me and a candle up him and put gloves on. Although his jeans were greasy he hadn’t greased up so he had a lot of cooking fat (cheaper than Crisco) smeared around him. We messed around a bit and went out for a ride on his bike, then stopped near Hounslow and pissed into each other’s jeans, the piss running warm inside and down into our boots. He bent me over his bike and fucked me hard and fast, coming all the way out and ramming hard in.

I’ve been taking more photos for a leather company who design and make high-quality leather chastity belts, shorts and jocks, etc. The photos were fun to do, even if more than 200 pictures of them made my bathroom – shall I say ‘untidy’? Some of the photos were taken in an army surplus shop at the Angel, Islington. It got a bit involved as I took a fancy to Jon, who was the model there. It happened that the next Sunday I went to Redhill as a slave, as did Jon, so was able to cuddle him slave-to-slave, tied up and blindfolded, which was quite the best way to meet another slave.


New Cross and Den Haag

November 1983

I became a slave to two Masters who live in southeast London; they replied to an advert of mine in a gay muscle photo magazine and there was one Saturday when I had nothing to do and hadn’t wanked in the morning so I ended up phoning mid-afternoon to go and see them.

I was to turn up at 2100 hours on their doorstep, dressed in Doctor Marten boots (14-hole), cammo trousers and leather jacket, and with a buttplug up my bum and a cock-ring on my cock. If I arrived at the correct time then the door would be ajar and I would find a note inside with further instructions. I arrived correctly and the note said to close the door, put on the blindfold provided and then the handcuffs and to kneel, doggy position, and wait.

I hadn’t seen a photo of the Master, although he’d asked me if his friend could also do me over. In due course a boot arrived for me to lick and I was then dragged downstairs and chained to a post in a cellar, hands above my head and a chain round my waist securing me to the post. A joint was presented to me. While I was smoking a few drags, the Master’s leather-covered hands examined my chest and tits and cock and balls; a chain was put round me to secure the buttplug and a ball-weight was put on my balls.

A ball-weight is made of surgical-grade stainless steel and is a hollow cylinder with a weight of about ten ounces and a hole in the middle just large enough to squeeze the balls through. The effect is fantastic, the more so as I’d never seen anything like it. The Master released one of my hands to allow me to feel the device and asked me if I could get it off; it felt as if my balls had had a permanent shackle put on them.

There were many other things that we did that night. I was given some caning for disobedience and in the middle of it I realised that there was another pair of hands being nice to me, and there were then two Masters.

They threatened me with a complete body-shave, but I resisted, and in the end they only cropped my head hair. I stayed overnight there, tied up on the floor in their bedroom. In the morning I was sent out running in football kit, no jock, still with the ball-weight on, so my balls were well bounced and my hard cock was showing a bit. I was allowed to take the blindfold off when I left the house and had to put it back on when I returned. I was allowed to see the tattoos on their arms and cocks, but not to glimpse their bodies and faces.

I went back for many sessions, one of which culminated in the attachment of a dog chain round my neck and the soldering of the final link so that it wouldn’t come off without using tools. Unlike the ball-weight, it stayed on full-time and, as it was winter, it could be worn inconspicuously under clothing.


Ball-weight Stuck On

December 1983

Dear Sirs (Ed and Eddie),

So, I’ve just finished getting that ball-ring off: I put it on last night when I got back from training at the YMCA (the neck chain got some interested looks) and had a bad (but enjoyable) night’s sleep as a result (too much wanking again).

Went out shopping this morning with it on under my jeans making me look as if I’ve got something like twenty inches there. Returned, wanked again (I’m getting the tech-nique of pushing really hard to overcome the ring, which makes for a great climax) and did some other shopping, by which time I was getting fairly noticeable ball-ache and starting to think about getting the ring off. Fifteen minutes later, no progress, ball-ache worse and me getting a bit worried. I’d delayed putting it on until after training as I’d suspected it would not be too easy to get off, but the possibility of it not coming off hadn’t quite sunk in – after all there is the Principle of Reciprocity: what goes up must come down.

So I started trying out different trousers – US fatigues, Brit. Cammo, posh black ones and less tight jeans than normal – just in case it was for ever. Less disastrous to change my trousers for work than some possibilities, like wearing a ring for the rest of my life – or attempts with a hacksaw to get it off and embarrassing visits to Casualty.

This time cold water didn’t help; nor did poppers or wandering around the house without any trousers to cool off the blood. Getting desperate – or resigning myself not to cop out of what I’d intended to do (wear it from Thursday night to Monday morning) – I went out walking to the shops – to reproduce the conditions that had enabled me to get it on.

It wasn’t so bad anyway, but I was afraid that my balls might swell or something and make it impossible to ever get it off. Got back, despite some interested looks from the check-out boy at the supermarket (I expect I looked almost as guilty as I did when I went there with a buttplug in), and am very relieved to have got it off. Perhaps I should have made myself sign a statement that I won’t put it on again as otherwise I wonder how long it’ll be before temptation gets the better of me and I’m skating on thin ice again.

There might be something to be said for the lockable ball-shackle – lock it on me on Thursday, and take it off (if I’m good) on Sunday.
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