
A Feast, From Advent To Epiphany

A Sexually Explicit and Bloody Horror Story
by Russell Liney [Serialized In Three Parts]

Part One. Advent 1974. Bully Beef [And Chips]

The captain of the university rugby team, had a finely toned, muscular body
which was – at only nineteen years of age – already comparable with that of a
fully  mature  man.  He  ploughed  through  everyone  on  the  field  like  the
Twentieth Century hurtling across the American plains.

Matthew Brendan was a bully, on and off the rugby field, but though he
was feared, hated and avoided by the majority of students, there were a few
lads of a similar kind, hero worshippers, who’d hang out with Brendan and
onto his every word. Most of them kissed his ass as if they were entitled to
some of it.  His ass  was pretty admirable,  I  would have said as much,  but
secretly, I desired all of him.

He had had the nickname, Beefy, bestowed on him by his class-mates,  on
account of his beefcake physique. Out of earshot, by the ‘wimps’ and ‘swots’
he was referred to as, “bully beef.” A tough, and unpalatable dish.

Next to Brendan, I was a small fry, and that’s the nickname he bestowed
on me, a complete stranger whom he appeared to loathe. The name was apt,
because I was actually stick thin as a French fry and quite his opposite in
every way. It seemed unlikely we two should ever be friends, or even politely
sociable, but something in my passive nature was moved by his attentions so
we,  the odd couple,  were  bonded in  my imagination as  “bully  beef  with
fries”,  and  I  accepted  the  label,  “small  fry”,  not  as  an  insult  but  as  a
compliment instead. Other friends of his took up the cry, and not in a manner
that was insulting; on the contrary it seemed like they were including me as a
member of the gang. It was a mystery to me as to why; perhaps Brendan had
verified it. There wasn’t anything I had in common with any of them, so I was
a bit suspicious. I had no intention of being Brendan’s faux friend or stooge;
or the butt of their pack cruelty even though their chumminess appeared to
be genuine, so I played it cautiously. They seemed to be trying to draw me
closer in; or rather, he was.



Coming  at  me  out  of  the  blue,  one  late  afternoon  of  the  first  week  in
December, while taking a solitary walk outside the campus precinct, I was
surprised by the force of a heavy slap to my rear end, which made me cry out
in pain and surprise.

To my amazement, it was Brendan who had delivered the whack and
he stood grinning at me, as if he were expecting me to return a similar blow
[tit-for-tat,  juvenile  style]  and  laugh  along  too.  I  just  gaped  like  a  dead
Codfish, lost for words. Though no physical contact had been made between
us prior to that day, he then playfully threw his arm across my bony shoulder
and said,  “In England, we’d be known as ‘Bully Beef and Chips’,  like the
comic book characters, and, y’ know, I think I like your version better than the
nickname the others call me by.” Was this sincerity on Brendan’s part, or a
means to put me off guard before a beating for the insult?

There was no way he could possibly know I secretly called him, “bully
beef”.  None  of  my  own  friends  would  spill  it.  Unless  one  of  them  was
jealously aware of the secret lust I harboured for Brendan. Maybe it was only
a wild guess on Brendan’s part? I felt uneasy and slightly queasy. I shut my
eyes tightly, unable to speak, waiting for the obvious to happen right there
and then; but it never came. Instead, a hand pushed lightly against my chest
and next I was lying in the long frosted grass with Brendan’s body weight on
top of me, forcing the air out of my lungs rendering me almost unconscious.
In the freezing fresh-air, my breath curled and dispersed like an exhalation of
cigarette smoke.

“You know, up close you’re like a girl with those long dark eyelashes
and that  pretty red mouth”.  I  could feel  his  hardness  pressed against  my
thigh, “Let me … I know you want it too. You haven’t fooled me. I’ve been
watching you, watching me, for months now.”

I tried to wriggle free to no avail. He just pinned me down even harder
and I was practically immobilised. I couldn’t speak because one of his large
hands was over my mouth.

“I think what you really want is for me to take your punk ass by force,
don’t you?” I nodded feebly and opened my eyes wider in affirmation and
relaxed,  then I  panicked,  tensed,  and shook my head,  not  really knowing
what it was I wanted, or how it would feel. How could I? I was virgin ass!

In  a  swift  move  he  pulled  my pants  down with  his  free  hand  and
entered me with animal ferocity and terror took me over for that split second.
Unable to cry out for help, I tried tearing at his face but he shook free, lifting
his head out of reach by arching his spine backwards, then he continued the



thrusting, rhythmic motion. I grasped his buttocks, scratching and digging
my fingernails into them as deeply as I could. That didn’t work either – it
simply turned him on even more – and my attempt to push him off me with
my  bloodied  floundering  hands  failed;  I  hadn’t  the  physical  strength  to
withstand his attack and for a split second I seemed to pass out, then, my icy
cold brain exploded – like a solid crystal paperweight dropped on the floor –
into a  thousand sharp fragments,  swirling around inside my skull,  and a
warm  rush  of  blood  behind  my  eyes,  the  like  of  which  I  had  never
experienced before, brought clarity of mind as Brendan collapsed exhausted,
still inside me.

It was the first time I had ever been screwed, yet painful and traumatic
as it had been, I was left with an extraordinary sense of satisfaction. I was
aware of the existence of the prostate gland but completely ignorant of how
the friction of Brendan’s dick rubbing against it had activated my climax. My
one  thought  in  the  silence  which  followed  was  of  the  wonderful,
simultaneous orgasm we had experienced, and how suffused with joy it had
left me.

“I guess now, you’ll squeal.” Maybe he mistook my burning face for
vengeful rage? He looked at me quizzically. “Well, I shall tell ‘em you made it
all up,” he said, without considering that the damning proof of his wounds,
and mine, were a dead give-away and would do for him, anyhow.

I could feel my warm sticky mess between our bellies, drying like an
adhesive. I stopped his attempt to pull out by digging my nails back into the
wounds I had made on the hard muscles of his ass. It surprised him because
it was confirmation that I was not going to squeal. No words were spoken by
either of us. Just a very long intense pause, in which two teenage boys staring
deeply into one-another’s eyes knew that this was how it should be, and was
going to be. It was like the planet had stopped spinning and we were flung,
joined together into the blackness of outer space.

I grasped Brendan’s mop of black curls and forced our faces together in
an awkward, yet tender first kiss. He did not pull away as I had expected he
might, but kissed me back.

That  was  how  it  started.  Our  passion  for  each  other  developed  into  an
obsessive  love  affair  and  the  long  grass  hid  many  more  of  our  needful
couplings,  until  towards  the  end  of  our  final  year,  when  it  all  suddenly
stopped. No explanation; no nothing! My first thought was that we’d been
given  away  by  a  jealous  student.  After  all,  Brendan  hadn’t  sought  the



company of his old friends in ages. Or had he been warned off? I had good
cause to be afraid. Harvard would not tolerate a student whose unwelcome
behaviour threatened the reputation of the university, or who stood in the
way of  another  promising students  future success.  My parents  were poor
since they had sold practically all they owned to help finance my scholarship.
Brendan’s  parents  were  ambitious,  politically  motivated,  and  rich.  A gay
scandal in the political arena would mean the end of his parents careers.

I was devastated, and couldn’t believe it when he told me he thought
we had both simply outgrown the relationship;  I hadn’t by any means, and
my feelings towards Brendan hadn’t changed. If anything, they were stronger
than ever. I thought it was a once in a lifetime thing, always and forever. It
was a long time before I found out the real reason I’d been dumped, and it
wasn’t because he had been forced even further into the closet and had had
the  door  closed  on  him.  As  for  me,  I  was  outed  by  the  powers  that  be,
shamed, and driven out of the university as having been a bad influence on
one of my peers; the bad apple in a barrel of ‘American Red Delicious’, which,
in truth, were not all quite as rosy and ripened to perfection as they appeared
to be.

Part Two. Yuletide 1984. December 1. An Encounter In Briefs
Part Three. Advent 1994. December 1. World AIDS day


