Bare Ben
By Gareth Walton and Rick Pollard

Chapter One

He threw his rucksack on his bed, leant back ag#nme bedroom door, and took
out his penis for the fourteenth time that day. $igit of it still hit him like a punch in
the stomach. It was true that the unadulteratecmdrthose first few days had lessened,
but he still couldn’t fully own the knowledge tha was looking at a part of his own
body. How could it be his? There was no foreskirlenpenis that was lying across the
palm of his hand.

He caught sight of himself reflected in mirrorluis wardrobe door, a tall, dark-
haired, good-looking young man. The white fleshhef long, thick manhood hanging out
of the flies of his school trousers contrastedk$yawith the black of the cloth. His penis
had once been one to be proud of - it hadn’t tdkemlong to realise that in the P.E.
changing rooms when he had first gone to secorgtdrgol. Now, so completely and
terrifyingly altered, it didn’t even occur to hirhdt it might be that again one day. It
certainly didn’t look good now. He was resignedhe marred thing he now had between
his legs being something to keep hidden away fergist of his life.

Even from across the room he could make out thesibg in the mirror; above it
the red, raw line where the scalpel had done iitéte work of permanent severing. It
was just impossible for him to accept that he wasng) a reflection of his own, mutilated
body. The young man he was looking at was so gleadumcised. He just couldn’t
think of himself as that. Not yet. Probably never.

Ben took in the reversed image of the row of etghth birthday cards along the
top of his book shelves, rarely noticed now afteing there for six days. Adulthood. That
was something he had looked forward to. Duringci@rse of less than a week, that
special status had been granted to him but songeyl@inmore precious taken away from
him. Yes, he was a man now, but an incomplete. Goeapto his circumcision, Ben'’s
coming of age seemed now to be totally inconsedalent

On his desk was a pile of papers that had artivatdmorning, containing more
details of the BSc in Metal Sciences at Nottinghamiversity than he could possibly take
in. Of course, he thought, his college friends wieagsume he’d always been the way he
was now. That first time at the gym, the pool,hia gents in the Student Union bar or
wherever it was when his new mates first got toesadh others’ genitals - that special
moment of male bonding that they wouldn’t fully enstand until long after it had
happened - it would never occur to any of them ligalhad been as complete as them until
so recently. They would never think that he waslueehalf an inch of loose overhang,
not tightly stretched shaft skin. The would gudes the scar line, far straighter than
anything nature could create, set so far back loehis vulnerable exposed mushroom
head was something that still shocked him everg i saw it and that he would try at



all costs to hide from them all. He'd be healedHtmn of course, he knew that. Ben
realised that bruising fades, and he hoped thatnonth things might look a little less
horrific than they did at that moment. Despite sragll crumb of comfort, the thought of
living the rest of his life with no covering on lg&ans did nothing but make him feel
physically sick. He had no real idea of what awmcised penis was supposed to look
like, let alone how it was supposed to fulfil itenty functions, and he had and no-one to
ask. His imaginings weren’t ones on which he caoedivell for too long.

He’'d so nearly made it, that was the galling thiageighteen he could have said
no. He would have done so too, and in no uncetéins - Ben was sure of that. As a
mere seventeen year old, however, it was diffefemtas just done to him. Five days
before his birthday, so he had had no say at ali.asked, not even given a hint about
what was going to happen. Just five days — thataleagr. That had taken some thinking
about. It was admirable in a way, all the planrtimgt had gone into it. Almost flattering
that someone had thought it worth taking so muchbte. It wasn’t admirable though, far
from it. He would never be able to prove anythiBgn knew that, and it hurt.

Very carefully, Ben tucked his penis back inside $ort of underwear he hadn’t
worn in years, edged up the zip and hung his blagem the back of the door. He put on
a CD and sat down cautiously at the desk in thelewn He opened one of his school
books but before he got to the end of the firsageaph his mind had wandered back to
his penis. Instinctively, he knew that it would éadk very long time for his emotions to
come to terms with what had been done to him. Bgefof will, he had made himself
think only analytically about it all, and he coudddrely cope with even that. If he could
come to understand the "how" of no longer havigraskin, perhaps he might one day
be able to move on to get to grips with “why" idhaeen taken from him. Coming to
terms with the reality of life without a foreskina® a very long way off yet, and he knew
it.
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Chapter Two

"Opportunity, Means and Motive" — Ben had beemykato analyse plots that way
for his AS-Level English. Although the last of ttieee was a long way off in his
understanding, he had at least gained some ldatigart in being able to sort out the first
two in his head. Ben was naturally trusting, arttbil been hard for him to accept that the
whole thing had been set up so carefully. Pariroflonged to be able to believe that it
had all been the way it seemed on the surfacehdolahew that he couldn't really buy that
version of events.

"Opportunity”. That had been planned so longdaamce. That plane ticket for
his mother's wedding anniversary present - "ontbade silly-money fares you just have
to grab when you see them." It had seemed a kimagtht of his stepfather's, making such
a fuss over giving the ticket to her that evenimghie restaurant two months back.

"I know how little you get to see your sister.t Will be lovely in Spain that time
of year." "You deserve a break." "I've made suré'li/be back in good time for Ben's
eighteenth.” How genuine it had all sounded. Bahéwgen managed to feel pleased for
his mum that her drip of a second husband had neahagomantic gesture. It saddened
him now to realise that Roger was just gettingdwrof the way.

At first, Ben’s mother Carol had been a bit coneerabout being away during the
run up to his exams. He had seen on her face hash she wanted to go though, and had
reassured her that it would be fine. That tormehiednow. Deep down, he hadn't really
wanted her to be away while he was revising forfhisvels, but it had seemed a bit
immature to make a fuss. After all, he'd be awaynatersity in a few months and he
wouldn't have her to rely on then. Anyway, he sdinow, even if she hadn't gone then
Roger would probably have been smart enough td thimnother way to get the job
done. And smart he was too. Almost admirably snfdmost.

"Means". It was that that really gave it awaygRis plan had been clever
though, Ben had to admit that. Looking back, Bealised now that his stepfather had
made sure he was around to overhear the call henadd to his mother after she had
been in Spain for a couple of days. Even at the titrhad been a bit puke making - all
that "I'm missing you so much" and "I don't knowawko do with myself without you
around” stuff. Roger started feeding her his Iie.told her he was passing the lonely
evenings by sorting through the boxes of old pafieatshe'd brought with him when he
had moved in with them, stuff that he hadn't looketbr years. He told her that he'd
come across the policy for a private health inscegsian that he'd got as a perk at work
years back, and that he hadn't realised that lpsraiants were entitled to an annual
health M.O.T. up to the age of 18. Of course, he, $8e’d found this out too late for it to



be any good for his own two sons, but did Caroltam to fix one up for Ben while
there was still time?

Looking back, it was hard for Ben to accept tretltbelieved that a man like
Roger, who had found the TV licence in 30 secotatsathen the detector van had called,
had any unsorted papers anywhere. His every baténsént, warranty card and receipt
was filed neatly and instantly recoverable. Rodgedd-the-Small-Print" Turnbull not
having known what his entitlements were? With higlls that was a laughable ideal.
Had it been Ben's father, well that would have bedifferent matter. He was the sort
that could quite easily have forgotten that he énael had private health insurance in the
first place — how many times had he gone out todmme tool for a job around the house
then discovered later that he already had onedirstied? His dad would most likely only
have discovered a policy like that a month or tfterat had expired.

Ben had actually been OK about having a healtblche. It didn't seem such a
bad idea to get a once-over before heading offiteeusity as it had been a while since
he'd had a medical at school. Ben smiled now viighitony of remembering how pleased
he’d been then that Roger seemed at last to binigdam like an adult. He had talked it
all through with Ben, consulting him about the tese for the appointment before
calling the clinic one morning as they sat shabingakfast. Even after fixing it all with
the receptionist, he took care to double checld#tails with Ben, his hand over the
receiver as he made sure the timing wouldn't infgrhis revision.

What Ben never knew, however, was that as sote &sd gone upstairs to start
revising Roger had made a second call to the clwsing his mobile this time, and sitting
outside in his car to be sure that Ben couldn’trbear this rather different conversation,
Roger Turnbull rang back, pressing the keypad wisfightly shaking finger.

Despite his nervousness, Roger knew exactly whatds going to say in this
vital second call - he'd thought it through enotigtes after all. He asked if he could be
put through to the consultant who was to see Beméxt day. Roger introduced himself
to Dr Argent, apologised for troubling him and sh&lwanted a quiet word before his
stepson's appointment.

Roger explained to Argent that Ben had asked hitelephone on his behalf, it
being rather a delicate matter. He was happy teodde said, as the lad was very shy and
found the whole matter acutely embarrassing. Benold the doctor, had long had
concerns about "a small matter of personal hygiefée lad didn't want there to be any
issues of a sort that might interfere with hisewhshall | put it" said Roger, adopting his
most man-to- man voice, "well, lets just say, ‘nfeeee with his social life’ when he goes
to university.”

“Ben", he told Dr. Argent "has just had the brighga of suggesting that perhaps
it might be possible to book him in for a .... (Rogencentrated hard, as he knew he
would have to say the word any second now).... fdr@amcision straight after his
health check.”



Roger was pleased with himself. He had managedydhe word.

“It's just struck Ben that it would save him hagito make a second trip during
his exams if you could do it tomorrow. He has askledut getting circumcised so many
times that | know he’s really sure about it".

Roger felt a little more confident now. His vomeunded like step-parental
concern personified.

"He’s certainly got a really long foreskin, ankinow it's meant he’s had a terrible
time all through school; kids can be so unkind,tcéey. | think he’s really had enough
of the thing now, and he says he wants it sortédoce-and-for-all. | suspect that the
fact he is just about to head off to university hdet to do with it, if you get what | mean
- we all know what lads are like!” said Roger, atiog his man-to-man tone again.

Roger tried to stop talking, but he found he caiild

“He’s made his mind up that he needs it, and $ Bare, then - well, I've always
thought it was cleaner and healthier that way. &ah | are really lucky”, Roger went on
further still, knowing this was the part of the gemsation where he was really going to
have to start pushing his luck.

“We're close enough for him to be able to talkrie about this sort of thing but,
like | said, he’s painfully shy with strangers. Riates the thought of having to talk about
any of this to you, so he asked me to tell you kiead just like you to get on and do it
when you see him tomorrow."

Roger's fingers were crossed tight while he waseféed on-hold Vivaldi. He
knew there would be other options if this one fhilend he was ready to make an excuse
and cancel the whole check up if Dr Argent seemédadis, but this would be such a tidy
way to get the job done. The relief washed overWwimen Argent came back on the line
and said that he had checked his diary and theutdvw® no problem scheduling Ben for
a longer appointment to perform what he termed fitoeedure”.

Roger was amazed how easy it was. He had matientglong the way that he
was aware that there would be an extra fee to pdylat seemed to mean he wasn't
having to convince Dr. Argent of anything very much

"We've discussed the options and done a littleareh” said Roger, going into the
last piece of the script he'd rehearsed so mamgstimhis head. “Ben would like to have
what | believe is called a high and tight circunmswith his banjo string taken out too."

Roger knew the word "frenulum” of course, but e balculated that it might be
wise not to show too much expertise on the subfgaying "high and tight" was dodgy
enough, but he had to make sure the lad was pyoped thoroughly flayed so it was a



risk he'd have to take. Roger still found it hardattually say those words out-loud. He
was half surprised to hear them come out of histmea calmly and without his voice
cracking. The only sign of a lack of calm, had amgbeen there to notice it, was the
tenting of his trousers as his penis hardenedensid

"l am circumcised, and so are his stepbrotherBesohas had a chance to see
what's what over the years. It's definitely a hagid tight that he wants, like ours.”

Roger knew he was sailing very close to the wiow,rbut still couldn’t stop
himself.

“Actually, 1 think he likes the idea that he wiilhally match the rest of the men in
the family down there — | don't think he likes fiexg) the odd one out at the moment. You
know what kids can be like, not wanting to be ddfd."

As Dr. Argent put down the phone, he wondered iidilgis man had any idea just
how low the incidence of circumcision was in prarat England.

As Roger Turnbull put down the phone, he dug &islgahand into his trouser
pocket. Putting a thumb and finger round his glaesmnassaged it with his rapidly
moistening foreskin.
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Chapter Three

Roger was sitting outside the finance office & Burden Park Clinic some time
before it opened. The wait while the girl hung @p boat and filled the kettle unsettled
his nerves, and he realised he would have to maledfart to seem calm and relaxed
when she was finally ready to deal with him. Besg@ointment wasn’t until that
afternoon but Roger knew that he had to get evenytbettled now while there was still
time to think of a plan B or, if things got reathcky, to get a message to Ben to stop him
coming and abort the whole thing.

There was, of course, no medical insurance poRoger couldn’t think of how
anyone could find that out now though. His compaoyld keep details of employees’
contracts confidential and, in five days time omBebirthday, he could quite
convincingly, Roger being Roger, say he had shrédde then redundant, non-existent
policy document. He had signed up for a credit ¢hadl he knew he would only use once.
Registered at his work address, it only had tchgatthrough today and by tomorrow, it
would be cut in half. He had been setting asidé tapay the bill at a bank where he
wouldn’t be known on his next business trip up ¢otfand. Once it was settled, that
paperwork would also be shredded so that thereduoeiino record of the transaction
ever having happened. Roger didn’'t begrudge oneypehthe £400 that the circumcision
would cost, but the wasted £300 for the needlesslkchp irrationally annoyed him, even
though he knew that the whole plan hinged on it.

When the clinic’s receptionist finally called hiower, she swallowed the story that
Roger fed her without question. Seeing the waytisatleverness took her in gave him
the familiar buzz he experienced when he saw thatad his little scams had taken. He
told her that he might not be able to get away freonk in time to bring Ben in for his
check up and, because of this, he wanted to dbeathdmin now in order to save any
hassle for the lad later.

In reality, Roger could imagine nothing that wosatdp him collecting Ben and
making sure that he kept his appointment. Seeimgwalk through the doctor’s door on
the way to having his beautiful penis spoilt wasiae for which it would be worth
keeping even the most important client waiting.ngethere to see him emerge later,
knowing that he no longer had any scrap of foreskiinis permanently scarred penis,
would even be worth losing a contract for.

There was just one worrying moment with the pajpekw\When Roger produced
the document giving him power of attorney over Bée, receptionist wasn't at all sure if
this was enough for him to give consent for surgerya minor. It had lain unused in a
drawer since his marriage to Ben’s mother as, ®éh’s dad Richard based on the other
side of the world and away on tour so much, Caaal thought it a good idea to draw it
up should anything unthinkable ever happen. Rogeted while the girl went off to
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consult the Registrar about it, only daring to wssrhis fingers when she came back
smiling.

Roger managed to casually ask her to check tlzlslef Ben’s appointment. He
was surprised to find himself taken aback at thg stee just said “I've got him down for
a full Medical M.O.T. plus a circumcision”. She saoled as blasé, as if the lad was
getting a wart removed. Had she any idea what miotsion would mean to a young man,
just how life changing it would be? How could sheat it so flippantly? It irritated him
that someone like her could even use the C wordowtitblushing, or at least somehow
acknowledging the significance of what Ben wasddtgough.

Roger had wondered if he should check with hertti@paperwork specified the
removal of every bit of Ben’s penis that it was gibke to remove. In the event, he didn’t
trust himself to be able to ask in a calm voicenaa way that would raise no suspicions.
In any case, he realised, perhaps the less thex@mvpaper about the whole business the
better. He would just have to hope that Dr Argead remembered his request for a high
and tight with the frenulum removed but, whatevaprened, a circumcision was a
circumcision.

Roger couldn’t help wondering if he would ever gesee the details of the
surgeon’s handy work on Ben. Even if he didn’t, aedknew that a fleeting glance one
day in a pub toilet would be about the best heatbobpe for, the main thing was that
Roger would know it had actually been done. He alnfet sorry for Ben. He liked the
lad, but it had to happen nevertheless. What watssthying? “The sins of the father....”?

Ten minutes later, and Roger was back in theHatook the receipt the
receptionist had given him out of his jacket pocked savoured being able to read it
properly now. After all the months of planning thevas so much satisfaction in just
seeing the name Benjamin Cook and the word “cirgsime’ together on one piece of
paper. How much sweeter still would it have beeheafname printed in the “patient” box
was Richard Cook instead of his son Ben’s, butwest something that even Roger
couldn’t have organised. Nevertheless, the poweetobution at second hand was heady
stuff. Making sure that the cars around him wer@tgnRoger couldn’t help opening the
fly of his suit trousers and reaching inside.

Another saying came to him as he looked at the thidt just about half covered
the glans of his short, stubby erection: “In thed of the blind, the one eyed man is
king”. For once, it didn’t trouble him that his hibbarely covered his helmet. Compared
to what Ben would soon have, his own short foreskimed positively luxuriant.

Roger thought again about how Ben’s penis wagedis father’s — big and
sculpted, with a long tube of skin carrying oncidously far past the end of the head.
The uncanny similarity had given him a jolt thasfitime he had taken Ben and his own
two sons swimming. Seeing Ben naked for the finsethad also made him
uncomfortably aware that nature had been far fremegous when endowing either of his
own offspring. He resented Ben'’s luck there, setingso confident in his nakedness
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next to his own sons in the shower. Even throudarpal rose-tinted spectacles, Roger
could not pretend either of his two sons had modbrag about.

At the time of that visit to the pool, Ben was abthe same age as his father had
been when he had first become friends with RogegnEas a teenager, Richard had never
been shy about vaunting his rather generous maninmdnly that, he always seemed
so proud of his overhang. This “absurd”, as Rogewed it, bit of extra flesh had so
clearly been passed on to Ben along with, to ysterase of Richard’s which Roger
remembered now with distaste: “a large portionhaflstupid, vain and down-right tacky
pride of Richard’s had always irked Roger, evermoteethe fateful day when their
friendship had come to such an abrupt end. He wegdo get the last laugh now
though. It seemed to be a day for homilies: “Alhtie come to those that wait.”

Roger remembered again the time in their teensaheorrified Richard had
reported what had happened over the tea tableathbefore. Richard’s mother and father
had sat him down and told him, completely out &f fue, that he thought it would be a
good idea for him to be circumcised. Even tellinrggBr the next day, Richard was clearly
mortified. He had said how barbaric he thoughtwicision was and how, as far as he
was concerned, that they might as well cut the eitmhg off him if they were going to
spoil it by cutting the end away. Roger had neweerythe matter of circumcision much
attention one way or the other, and he had beezedrat his friend’s strong reaction.

Richard’s parents had actually been rather tabaclatoo. They had thought that
their son would be relieved at the thought of gettid of all that extra skin, but in the
end they had quietly dropped the idea when Rickaeined really upset by their
suggestion. Nevertheless, that event was a subj&dtich Richard had often returned
with Roger, and Roger could tell something aboatititident had really freaked him.
Roger just wished he could somehow see the lodRidmard’s face when he found out
saw that his son had been spoilt by circumcisian.vfeeks, Roger had been enjoying
imagining his newly-cut stepson coping with his reatus, thinking of his discomfort
when he next went to the gym with his friends. Rageuld so have loved to tell Richard
that his son’s suffering was all Richard’s fauliat he had brought it on Ben because of
the wrong he had done to Roger all those yearsRagger imagined the horror that would
have been on Richard’s face if, when they were be¢hagers, he had looked down and
found that not only had his skin extension gonetbat every scrap of his generous over-
supply of covering had vanished. Having the hegallyoexposed and vulnerable instead
of languishing in its covering would have shut himand stopped his bragging and
flaunting. That was beyond Roger’s power now, lutMas going to get the next best
thing by inflicting it on Richard’s only son.

Sitting in the car, Roger pulled his foreskin titgack onto his shaft, so far back
that it started to hurt. He tried with difficulty timagine how awful it would be to be left
like that the whole time, how weird it would feekfthe head always to be exposed and
rubbing mercilessly on your trousers. How shamefust it be to have to let others see
your most personal part completely on show, withway of ever keeping modestly
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veiled like normal men who can chose to reveanhly in the most intimate of moments.
He, Roger, was going to take that choice from Bédwat special power elated him.

Suddenly, he surprised himself by feeling sliglatthamed. It passed as he
grabbed for the best justification he could mustfhat it must be like to have as much
skin as that” he thought. Surely it must be a probfor the lad having to pee through a
nozzle all the time? He almost managed to convmeeself he was doing Ben a favour in
sorting that out for him. Almost.

Roger heard a car door slamming and hurriedlyaersd his penis. Turning the
key, he put the car in gear, guiltily hoping thas Burden Park Clinic didn’t have CCTV
in its car park.
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Roger’s desire to spoil Ben’s penis had been cgraimfor a long time. Looking
back, he could actually identify the exact momehewthings escalated and he knew he
would no longer be able to stop himself makingappen. It was when Roger’s younger
son Matthew was invited to Gemma Thompson'’s eigtitebirthday party. She was one
of Matthew and Ben’s classmates, and Roger coddew delighted his boy was about
the invite. Ben had certainly noticed Gemma’s rati®ious charms from time to time,
but Matthew had long been hopelessly in love wehlhut too timid to make a move. For
Matthew, getting to go to her party was a verydegl in his life, and the first time that
any girl had even seemed to notice him. Matthewidepand pleasure had, however,
received a big dent when Gemma rang on the mowfitige party to invite Ben too.

That evening, Roger had turned up as plannedlkectboth the boys from the
Thompson’s at 12.30. Turning into their drivewalg, leadlights caught two intertwined
figures in the alleyway alongside the house, rgpilifconnecting their tongues as they
heard the car approach. Roger could see that oirelwf was Gemma. For an instant he
was delighted that things had clearly gone wellMatthew. A second later, and Roger
felt as if he had been kicked in the stomach. Hetba boy wasn’t Matthew. It was Ben.

Roger chose to pretend he hadn’t noticed thenramglthe door bell. He
eventually found Matthew sitting in the back gardesry drunk and feeling very sorry
for himself. Roger didn’t say a word, but he wadibg inside. History was repeating
itself. It awakened so much hurt in Roger, makiing think back to when his then best
friend Richard had betrayed him in such a similagywl hey were in their second year at
university when Carol, Ben’s mum to be, arrivechdsst year. Both Richard and Roger
had instantly fallen for her in a big way. At firgsthad been a real bond between the two
of them as both admired her from afar, but shediaavn not the slightest interest in
either of them. After a while though, Roger haduifit he was making progress with her
and a light hearted rivalry had started up. Thenecéheir end of term party, and that
changed it all. Roger had gone out just beforeoldet some more wine before the off-
licence closed. When he came back he found RicraddCarol in a writhing clench on
the settee.

The hurt of that betrayal went deep, and Rogerdsah nurturing the injustice
ever since. He had been delighted when he heatldeograpevine that Richard and
Carol’'s marriage had fallen apart eleven years.|& pure fluke, Roger, divorced
himself and looking after two sons, saw Carol oriefd’s Reunited” a couple of years
after that. He had risked sending her a chatty leae thing had led to another and, to
his great satisfaction, she had said yes whemia#yfiasked her to marry him. He had
feelings for her, he was sure of that, but he ktieat part of him got a lot of satisfaction
from knowing that he had finally triumphed over Racd. Not only could much of the
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burden of looking after his boys be dumped on toeane else, but he had got the girl,
and his way, after all — something Roger was vengfof getting indeed. Finding
Matthew in such a similar situation with Ben andr@®ea brought the raw injustice of it
all flooding back. Taking Carol from him wasn’t &ichard had done to Roger all those
years ago though; there was another score to bedstitere too. That was something he
decided to do something about as well, even if Beuald have to pay the price for it in
his place.

As it happened, Matthew bounced back very quibikidgn his snub at Gemma’s
party and the coolness between him and Ben onigdasfew days. Gemma had dumped
Ben pretty thoroughly by the end of the week andtiMav had struck up with a girl he
saw at the bus stop, who had more than obviousiywstshe wouldn’t mind Matthew as a
boyfriend. In fact, being able to share complairabgut Gemma’s behaviour towards
them both had brought the boys closer together ttheynever had been before. Roger
chose not to notice this though - the damage was @ohis mind and both the empathy
he felt for his son and the hurt of all those yeays made him determined to act.

At first, Roger had been stumped as to how ttisgblan in motion. As he left the
clinic on the morning of Ben'’s appointment and &dron to the ring road, he couldn’t
help thinking how clever he had been to find a wagnake things happen. Perhaps it was
more than just luck though. Things had gone so thell fate seemed to have agreed that
he was justified in what he was doing and had ghiema helping hand. He remembered
the conversation he had engineered with Caroltéd&new would be vital to making the
whole plan happen, and how things had so unexpgdiathied his way and made things
so much easier.

On one of the occasional Saturday afternoon swigrtrips with Ben and his
own two boys, a plan had dawned on Roger. He kreewduld have to play his cards
right, but that was one thing at which Roger wagseet Later that evening, he gingerly
started a well-thought-through conversation witmBenum. He’d told her he had
noticed something about Ben that was worrying lneparing himself to lie to her, he
said he’d seen over the last couple of trips tgpib@ that Ben’s foreskin was looking as
if it was getting rather tight.

“All three of them are growing into strapping late went on, “and sometimes
one bit of a strapping lad grows a bit out of swiih the rest of him. | think Ben should
really get his foreskin checked out just to belmdafe side.”

Ben might have been turning into a fine young niart there was nothing
whatsoever wrong with his foreskin, and Roger kiteBen’s mum had looked a bit
taken aback, and Roger knew it wasn’t actuallysibr¢ of conversation you usually had
over a Saturday night glass of wine and DVD. Het kaliing, carrying on before she
could reply, and banking on his assumption tha was a topic on which she would
hardly be an expert. Coming from a big family aighe knew she was always a bit of a
loss when it came to “men’s stuff”. It struck higaan how ironic it was that her one
child was a boy, and that she had inherited twsteyssons as well. He explained that
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teenagers’ skins can sometimes get tight as they gp and cause problems. It was no
fun, he said, if it was hard for them to pull ittkeand sometimes, if the skin gets really
tight, it can even get stuck back which can caaa#lyr serious complications. In a
moment of sudden inspiration, he had added thatufcan’t retract properly to clean
underneath then hygiene was a real issue too. el@ ke was on to one of her pet
subjects when it came to cleanliness, and realisétibeen clever to sow this seed early
on and push this particular one of her buttons.

“Mmm”, she said, “Actually, Richard always hadlte really careful about
keeping clean down there”. Roger always flincheside when she mentioned her ex-
husband and his ex-best friend. This time thoughwas completely taken aback by the
rest of her sentence: “l suppose that's why it'sraeech easier for you, being
circumcised”, she said.

It took a second for Roger to register just witegt sieant. He was a quick thinker
and he knew instantly that this was important,ibitcok a moment or two for him to
realise exactly the significance of what Carol hed said. She had obviously made a
huge assumption long ago, and assumed wrong. 8hglhRoger was cut! That was so
good!

Ever the good Catholic girl, Carol had only slejth two men in her life — her
two husbands, Richard and Roger. Richard had @ lmterhang; Roger had rather less
than none. Richard’s overhang, she had assumedyhatsall intact men had. Roger, she
had assumed too, must have been circumcised torwagreerhang at all.

Had he not been a consummate straight faced tisty &oger would have
laughed out loud at the way things had turned sxpectedly in his favour. He hadn’t
even had to lie this time- she had deceived hevg#ibut, for once, any help at all from
Roger. He blessed Carol’s naivety at that momeatjging that she had just seen so few
penises in her life, let alone any who had undeggbe brutality of circumcision. He
thought of his boys when they were small, thetias¢ he had supervised their bath time.
Then they both had a little trunk of extra sking &en would surely have had that too -
all boys of that age did. That bit of overhang, shest have assumed, grew with
uncircumcised lads as they moved into manhoodacthey all end up looking like
Richard with his elephant’s trunk.

Thinking over it all later that night, Roger womeé how anyone could be stupid
enough to think that anything as gross as Richdadéskin was normal. Seconds later,
the corollary of her error dawned on him, and Wés a far less welcome thought. It
annoyed him to realise that his new wife must abvagve thought of him as less than a
complete man, a man that was less than perfeananckd by having had part of his
penis taken away. Despite that, it amused himitktbf her shock if she had ever been
with a man who really had undergone the cruel\&ttat would she have made of seeing
a penis so completely denuded of skin that evelynmeitre of the head was permanently
uncovered and on show, the mark of the surgeonfe khowing on the shaft where it
had scarred that special flesh for the rest advieers’ life? Did she not realise that
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circumcision was surgery, and surgery that lefy\avious scars too? Did she really
think it was such a benign procedure that he cbaidge undergone it and still looked the
way he did? Circumcision wasn’t some minor tidyugthat left a man with the amount
of modesty and protection that Roger had, it wasdbal removal of an intimate and
sensitive part of the body that leaves him charigedver. None of that really mattered
though. Her stupidity had played straight intolasds and things had suddenly got a
whole lot easier for him. That was what really ciaah and he couldn’t believe his luck.

After Carol’'s mistaken assumption came to lightyas all going to be so much
more straightforward. As Roger had hoped, she elastant to discuss Ben’s “problem”
with him herself as that would have been just tomba&rassing for both of them. She was
more than happy when Roger made his kind offealtotd the lad. “This sort of thing” he
had told her” is always easier man to man.”

Roger had, of course, not the slightest intentibdiscussing anything with Ben.
The medical plan idea was firming up his mind. Haulg say just enough to the boy to
cover his tracks, get him a complete, total antdlestss circumcision and leave him to deal
with the consequences. It was a simple as that.
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Bare Ben

Chapter Five

If Roger seemed quiet on the drive back to th@alvith Ben it was because he
was thinking hard. He had to be sure that he hadsst enough to the lad to cover his
tracks in case things turned nasty. Knowing hirheslid, Roger was pretty sure that Ben
was too trusting to ask tricky questions. Evemé lad had suspicions, Roger was sure
that Ben would just be too embarrassed by the aeatiwhat was going to happen to
want to make things worse by creating a fuss. BegriRoger knew he just couldn’t take
any chances. He had thought very carefully befalkerty to the boy the night before, but
Roger carefully re-ran the conversation with Behisnhead to double check that it would
do.

“Oh, by the way”, Roger had started, adoptingrhast casual voice as he
scrubbed the potatoes for their evening meal tfitck me that if anything shows up in
your medical and Doctor Argent wants to do moréstaad stuff - like an allergy test for
your hay fever or something — then it might makessdf he just got on with it and did it
all tomorrow. Then it can all go on the same hilflahe insurance will cover it. Is that ok
with you?”

Put that way, it sounded so reasonable that ha’'tnasprised that Ben raised no
objection.

“OK said Roger. I'll sort it then. | didn’t thinkou’d want to be to-ing and fro-ing
to the doctors during your exams, and if we caprate while the policy lasts then all
the better. It can all be done and dusted bef@adttiday starts. No point in hanging
around for an appointment on the NHS if we can é@gi

Roger had sense to shut up then. He knew thabamacteristically, he was in
danger of starting to burble. Nevertheless, heiathhis own cleverness once again. If
he had been any more specific it might scare tlyeand he didn’t want that, let alone to
raise any suspicions in his mind.

Roger had started setting Ben up weeks beforeswbring after one of their
swimming trips. He had waited to catch Ben alond adopting his special parental
voice, said he had something he wanted to askvwBared inside, hating these
excruciating moments with his step father. Rogekéd off with his usual “As your
father isn’t here to do it....."”. This pre-cursor alyg got up Ben’s nose because of its
unspoken but very clearly implied subtext of “ashas abandoned you and selfishly
buggered off to the other side of the world.” Baver knew what was going to follow on
from this grating intro, but it was seldom welcon&is time it worse than any of Roger’s
other heavy-handed and double-edged bursts of oramah paternal stuff:

“Listen,” Roger said, “this is a bit awkward, sk just be blunt. | couldn’t help
noticing earlier at the pool that you’'ve got rathdot of foreskin.”
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Roger was working hard at the measured tone ofdice, the vital nature of this
trumped-up conversation being something which wasching even his often-used skills
of cunning.

“Its just that, well, lots of lads of your age @éap problems down there as they
grow and, well, I just didn’t want you to be suffeg in silence.”

Ben was cringing inside and wanted to tell Roggrush off and mind his own
business. That just didn’t work with Roger thouBlen knew that well from experience.
He gritted his teeth, managed to throw back a safikorts and just said it was all fine.

“Are you sure?” came back Roger. “You really @emm to have more than is
usual and | would have expected that you ..."

Ben was saved. His blessed his step brotheranfte as they appeared through the
kitchen door bang on cue. Roger was actually rattlesved too. He never broached the
subject again. He knew that he didn’t have to. He ¢overed his tracks enough, should
things ever get tricky.

Ben was actually rather impressed by the Burdek €bnic - it was all so smart
compared to his family doctors. He had been catkétom reception by cheery young,
black nurse with a cockney accent who seemed frefigly at odds with the place’s staid
ethos. He introduced himself as Mike, and he stBek at once as being genuinely
friendly. As they chatted, they got on to the sabpf Ben's college plans. Discovering
that Ben was going to Nottingham, Mike told himttivas where his girlfriend lived and
that he was going to enjoy life there as it waseagcity with lots of night life.

Ben was pleased to have someone kindly lookirey &ftm but, even so, he wasn’t
too keen on medical gown that Mike asked to chamige He hadn’t expected that,
remembering his last medical where the school nuasigust opened his shirt to run a
cursory stethoscope over his chest. He knew tteslchp was likely to be more involved
than that, but he felt more than a bit vulnerabégtiwg in Dr Argent’s consulting room in
a gown which was only just long enough to allow hiegling a little vulnerable without
his Calvin Klein’s, to keep himself covered up.

When he finally appeared, Dr Argent’'s seemed plieasnough, but his slightly
forbidding bedside manner didn’t lead Ben to expleat the appointment would be
exactly a barrel of laughs. He was pleased in g Wagwing that there probably wouldn’t
be too much in the way of small talk to worry about

Ben was surprised just how thorough the check agp Wr Argent asking him a
whole string of questions between the various @stse worked his way down several
pages on a clipboard. Ben had been there abouiriies and was thinking that he must
be almost through by now when Argent asked his sloimggthat took him totally
unawares: “Are you sexually active Ben?”
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Ben felt himself flush. He hadn’t been expectingtt The memory of those two
amazing minutes in Gemma Thompson’s front gardesh#d into his mind, his tongue
down her throat and her hand down his trousersttiticount? He just didn’t know.

Dr Argent had, however, half expected Ben’s disimotrat his question,
remembering his step father’'s words about how sigdyeanbarrassed the lad was. He
moved quickly on after Ben’s mumbled an inconclagieply. He said he expected that
they had covered sexual health in PHSE lessorchabg and that as he moved into
adulthood and became sexually active he hoped kidwemember all the advice about
safe sex and how important it was to protect hifrezed his partners.

Ben enjoyed the practical part of this sectiothefexamination even less than the
preliminary questions. The doctor had asked himpien the gown. The school nurse
hadn’t done anything like this and he was amazati@hen a thorough check up would
venture into such personal territory. To Ben’s nficgtion, Argent had thoroughly
examined his testicles, saying how important it weasheck regularly for any changes as
testicular cancer was a big killer amongst young.milake an appointment with
yourself to do a check every month — so many yauag don’t notice anything until it is
hard to treat, and | don’t want to see you bacle lasranother avoidable statistic.”

That wasn't all Ben had to go through before h@ld¢@cover up again. Dr Argent
seemed surprisingly interested in his foreskindii®’t ask him anything about it, but he
spent quite some time manipulating it, pullingatviard then right back onto Ben'’s shaft
and even feeling his frenulum. This was so embsimgsso embarrassing in fact that Ben
didn’t have any worries about getting the erechierwould have sprung within seconds if
he had been doing these things to himself.

During these unwelcome manipulations, Ben thobglek to the one time ever his
father had spoken to him about his foreskin. It yuas a few weeks before he had gone to
secondary school, and Richard had asked Ben iabdevorked out how to pull it back.
Ben, embarrassed to the core, had told him heHadhoped that this was the right
answer and that it wasn’t going to get him into &neyble.

Just a couple of months before, Ben had madeviearespiring discovery that
there was something inside the end of his willy.Hdd found that out by pure chance
when he had idly tried holding the sides of hisisipart a little as he peed. It fascinated
him. Bit by bit, getting a little more daring evettgy, he had risked opening the skin a
little wider, eventually working a finger insideetlong tube to feel what was in there.
After a week he had discovered the slit where l@e wame out and, by running a finger
tip round inside it, that the trunk of skin dids&em to be attached to whatever it was
covering up, apart from one little place at thettotwhere there seemed to be something
in the way. Growing bolder, he had tried folding 8kin back a bit more until he
discovered that the whole thing would go back asig revealing a purple coloured part
of him that he hadn’t known existed. He just cottldesist doing this more and more,
helped on by the fact it became easier to do ityetnme he tried. Although he couldn’t
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stop himself, Ben was a bit scared that he wasgdoamm, in fact, he wasn't at all sure
that he should be able to do this at all and asigety concerned that something was
wrong with him. After a week or so Ben had takepuading back every time he could,
enjoying the fascinating sight of the thing thatays reminded him of a triceratops’ head
emerging from its fleshy covering. He had beentalisappointed that the stringy bit
underneath didn’t seem to let him pull the skinarovg all the way back to the base of
his penis, but it amused him to hold it back asafait would go and see how different he
looked. Letting go again, he enjoyed seeing thie¢isrn to normal as the skin rolled
gradually forward under its own steam then, witreaar-fascinating acceleration,
shapping back over the end of his glans to forrfaitsiliar elephant’s trunk toy. In some
ways it was like having a new toy, but Ben instwvely knew that there was something
rather different about this new, secret playthsmnething that meant it was best enjoyed
in private and not talked about with anything else.

At first, Ben had wondered about asking his dasuabis new discovery. Apart
from anything else, he really needed to know ats supposed to happen. He decided in
the end that he just couldn’t, afraid that he’¢heitbe scolded, told to stop or, worse,
rushed off to the doctor. Huge relief had come afternoon in the school library. He was
intently looking for a book on space travel wherhad become aware of giggling on the
other side of the book stack. Intrigued, he’'d peeheough a gap between the
encyclopaedias and seen Ewan Lamb and Hayley Jgamthe other side. Ben was
amazed to see that Ewan had his penis, much srttadietis own as Ben couldn’t help
noticing, hanging out of the fly of his shorts. Ewsaas demonstrating to a fascinated
Hayley how he could cover and uncover the end ®fahily. Relief washed over Ben he
wasn'’t a freak after all. In the conversation with dad shortly after that, Richard told
him that now he was growing up he would need te sgecial care and wash under his
skin every day. Ben always had after that, pledsethe paternal confirmation that he
was allowed, even encouraged, to uncover his neiglygvered glans.

Early in the appointment, Dr Argent had taken@obisample from Ben. Roger
had warned him that this might happen, knowingkidevasn’t too keen on needles, but
Ben still hadn’t been too happy to see a hypodemmibe man’s hands. His heart sank
when the doctor, finally abandoning Ben’s genitaésne back with another. Ben wasn’t
too sure what this was all about, the doctor jagtrg) that he’'d give him his shot for “the
procedure” now so that it could take effect whigefimished off the physical. Ben wasn’t
exactly sure what a “procedure” was, but over bi®sl career he had stoically endured
tetanus and other boosters and guessed that thenskbbe one of those. Whilst Ben held
a piece of cotton wool over the sore puncture marki\rgent gave him a sight test,
pronounced that his glasses were still fine for himd then asked Ben to go and relax on
the trolley in a small, rather more spartan anmexk ¢ff the consulting room.

Ben had had enough by now and had been hopinghiaaight test was the last
thing on the afternoon’s menu. It was a hot aftemand he was suddenly feeling rather
tired, so the prospect of lying down wasn’t tocagieeable. Even so, his surroundings in
the side room suggested that this next test, whatewas, might just be something rather
unpleasant.
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Ben was slightly surprised when Argent buzzedubloto call in Mike, who
greeted him anew with a big smile and a wink. Benil have welcomed a bit more of
his reassuring friendly chat at this stage, buhébbe just had to shut his eyes for a
moment as his drowsiness increased. He could haar mdsily getting things out of
drawers behind him and would have liked to turmbto see what was going on, had he
not felt more than groggy. He could see Dr Argatiher ominously scrubbing his hands
at a sink in the corner and, rather concerned,vizamed to ask what was going to
happen. This test, whatever it was going to tunt@be, was beginning to alarm him.
Despite that, the effort of trying to speak seefusttoo much. Dr Argent and Mick
came back to the couch as Ben’s eyes closed d&@mcould feel Argent examining his
foreskin again and Ben felt annoyed that he justdiot seem to leave it alone. He felt
him rolling back the skin again, stretching it aslback as it would go and then pulling it
much further forward than Ben found comfortablesthefore he finally succumbed to
sleep, Ben heard Mike and Dr Argent talking.

“There doesn’t seem to be anything wrong witloibte” said Mike. “Seems a
shame to take a nice one like that off.”

“It's elective” replied the doctor, “He’s is oldheugh to know what he wants.”

Ben was still trying to make sense of that aseflarfto a troubled dream about his
dad showing Gemma Thompson his willy in the schibohry.”

Roger was at the counter of the Burden Park cdfégevhilst Dr Argent was
stretching Ben'’s foreskin out to an extent that Mldwave really freaked its owner, had he
been awake to see it. The distance it reached ahMike, who thought he had seen
every shape and size of hood on the dozens ohkadtsd seen out cold on that same
table. He was wondering how the doctor was goinghtaw where best to make the cut
when there was just so much skin there, and hg tiped for the best on its owner’s
behalf.

By the time Roger was sitting down with the Dallglegraph and sipping what he
called a “lartay”, Argent had a long handled clacapefully in position on Ben’s
foreskin. Mike was squirming to see how much ofttbg was on the wrong side of its
jaws. Circumcised himself as a baby, he always ladétle uncomfortable seeing other
men being done. When they didn’t have an obviouspsis, he sometimes couldn’t help
wondering if they really understood what they weténg themselves in for. For him,
foreskins were rather magical and mysterious thargt although he didn’t really mind
his status too much, he had always rather wishemblel have had a chance to
experience what it was like having skin. He alwaied to imagine being able to slide
something so moist and comforting over his glame 3pecial texture of the severed
hoods that ended up in a metal dish after Dr Arpaxtfinished his “procedures” was
something Mike often couldn’t resist savouring ascleared away, sometimes even
discretely sliding a finger inside their dead opesi when they had come off in one piece.
The idea of lads actually opting to lose their skivhen there was no compelling reason
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always disturbed him somehow. He remembered weltdhsing he had had to put up
with as the only circumcised boy in his class &bst and, since then, how his conquests
had so often done a double take when they hadoesdme intimate and had seen his
bare headed penis for the first time. Still, like tloctor said, if that was what they
wanted...

Dr Argent’s feeling on circumcision, had he evetually stopped to think about
it, was much less ambiguous than Mike’s. As a Musit was just something that
happened. He would not for a second have thougbétabout wanting it for his sons. As
a man, he found it hard to understand why somemiatwho had presented with
phimosis or balinitis had even questioned the rieethe removal of their foreskins, nor
seen how the loss of such a small piece of skitddoother them as much as it sometimes
did. As a doctor, it was just an easy and lucrgpieee of minor day surgery and that was
that.

As Roger started on an almond croissant, the deas closing the handles of the
clamp, waiting to sense the familiar feeling of istpy resistance as metal touched metal
through skin. By the time Roger was picking crurabhis plate, the device had done its
job and killed Ben'’s foreskin. The doctor reachedthe scalpel that Mike proffered and
ran it across the bottom edge of its jaws, leawairtlgin red line in its transforming wake.

By the time Roger had discovered that he had ivesfin one of the boxes in his
soduko, Ben and his foreskin were no longer comakedt was lying, limp and greying on
a metal dish, waiting for Mike to tip it into theow surgical waste box ready for the
incinerator. Mike looked at it lying there, amazgdow much of it there was. “It's half
the length of the lad’s dick” he thought, “and thaaying something in his case!” He had
been surprised how high the doctor had cut, knowhaghe usually preferred to do low
cuts with the scar line hidden neatly in the grobehind the head. When he had
remarked on it, the doctor had said this was aiapesjuest. As Argent set to work
shipping out the boy’s thick frenum Mike startecctear up, surprised that the lad had
known enough to express such an informed preference

By the time the doctor was threading self diss@\sutures through the red raw
edges of Ben’s inner skin Roger was well into thgyeclues of the crossword, impatient
now for the call that the lad was in the recoverym. He looked at his watch, annoyed
with Ben for causing all this hanging about. If Bept him waiting much longer, Roger
thought, he was going to miss the start of thattsgquarter finals from Wimbledon.



Chapter 6

Bare Ben

Chapter Six

The third time he came to, Ben managed to stakewde lay dead still in his
bed, the curtains closed against the strong evenuntight, as he weighed up the
increasingly urgent need to pee against the nahatavashed over him. As his head
cleared, Ben became aware that his penis felt ufartable. He cursed the doctor for
messing about with his foreskin so much — it haehbabvious to Ben that the mauling
Argent had given it was going to leave him sorel e couldn’t see what the need for it
had been anyway. Ben pulled back the duvet to hdwek. As he stretched up the waist
band on his trunks a bolt of shock hit him harthi& base of his stomach. Most of his
penis was covered in a tight gauze bandage. Wials¢here was a small patch where
some blood had oozed through.

Fighting back the nausea, Ben sat up in bed,ntigtevide awake. It was worse
than he thought. That fool Argent must have proddedaround so much that he’'d done
some damage. Ben reached down and took his pehis iiand. It was sore, in fact very
sore indeed, and he winced. Trying to calm him&s#f) turned on his bedside light and
reached for his glasses to see the worst. Thed§dss shaft was uncovered, the bandage
veiled the middle section and, rather surreallgt fhe end of his glans was sticking out of
the other end. Ben felt carefully for the loose ehthe gauze, needing to take it off to see
what harm had been done. Argent must have beeeditty rough with it during that last
test if he had drawn blood, thought Ben. He stredgb think what the test must have
been for, and why he had needed to be knockedoitt He made a tentative pull at the
loose end of the bandage but the shock of paintthatised made him realise it would be
too incredibly painful to take it off. He couldnihderstand why the bare bellend of his
penis was showing like that — the doctor must hralled his foreskin back and tucked it
inside the bandage for some reason. It would neeanally stay back by itself for more
than a few seconds unless his had a very full ierecand that was one thing that he
certainly didn’t have at that moment. A new wavaafisea swept over him and he had to
lie back on his bed. As he did so, he noticed tioevh envelope on his bedside table. He
vaguely remembered that Mike had put into his heste had unsteadily left the
recovery room. He reached for it, slid his fingadar the flap and took out a thin leaflet -
“The Burden Park Clinic. Post Operative Care: Qmcision.”

Ben struggled to get a grip on things. He jusidot make any sense of what this
was all about. He knew more or less what circuronisvas — they had covered the topic
briefly in a very giggly year 9 RE lesson on thesiof Judaism and Islam, but that was
about it. He was a Catholic. None of that weirdfsiias anything to do with him. He
couldn’t have been circumcised - it wasn’t done¢ople like him.

In that RE class Ben had been horrified at thegho of anything so awful being
inflicted on anyone. “No religion is worth that’elhad thought. In the break after the
lesson there had been a lot of chat about amomg&idnds, everyone saying how glad
they were it hadn’t been done to them. To BenMislim idea of doing to boys at
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puberty had seemed down-right sick. At least if ware Jewish if was over with before
you were old enough to know what was happeninfpothat matter, before you had had
a chance to know what you were going to miss ferrést of your life.

Ben knew a boy from Pakistan in one of the otf@sses in his year. Every time
he saw him after that lesson it had made him feahge just thinking of someone having
taken a knife to his penis. It was even worse ttheait parents could have willingly let
something so dreadful happen to him. He had wonldétee would ever get to see what
the result looked like if they ever ended up in $hene sports set. Other than one of the
back view of a rabbi bending over a child with tamily gathered round, the RE teacher
had brought no pictures to that lesson, and Berfdwad it hard to imagine what a penis
with its foreskin cut off would look like. Ben hadme awareness that some boys needed
to be circumcised for medical reasons, but he leaah eartily relieved that it was
nothing he’d ever had to worry about.

Now, in the cool of his bedroom, Ben couldn’t gumhanage that same confidence
that circumcision was nothing to do with him. lutdn’t have been inflicted on him,
could it? Why would anyone have done that? At thament, Dr Argent’s words as Ben
had given in to sleep came back to him like a staphe face:

“Its elective — he’s old enough to know what hentgd’

There couldn’t have been some terrible misundedstg could there? With
horrified realisation, Argent’s in-depth examinatiof Ben'’s foreskin, the mysterious
second needle and the gauze around his sore cstak@ke some sickening sort of sense
to him. That idiot doctor couldn’t have got his @®mixed up with some Muslim kid’s,
could he?

“Shit”, said Ben aloud. “Shit, shit shit.”

As Ben was struggling to come to terms with thjrigsger’s son Matthew was
downstairs and eavesdropping as his father spakdlyjan the phone to Carol.

“Yes, it all went fine” Matthew heard him say. €¥%, | was right. The doctor
thought that it was best to take it all off to betbe safe side.... Yes, he was fine about
it...... Yes, he seems ok to me. He’s resting — g@tbiver the jab | reckon. ...Yes, I'll
check on him. By the way, | really wouldn’t mentianything about it to him when you
get back. | think he’d rather just keep quiet abibutnderstandable really, lad of his age.
He’'ll talk if he wants to. By the way, will you waon the road outside arrivals halls as
usual?” Matthew knew there would be nothing mor@ntdrest to hear and made sure he
was innocently back in front of the television wedifore his father had hung up.

Carol was a bit concerned about Ben when sheeartiack from Spain. He
seemed quiet and rather introspective, whereakathéhought he would be on a high
because of his birthday the next day. She jushipustrange mood down to the stress of
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his A levels and too many late nights spent regisihgenuinely never occurred to her
that his unusual mood was anything to do with isuencision.

Had she had ever thought about it, and she hadaitl would have viewed a
circumcision as being on a par with having a tamith It was a bit uncomfortable while it
was being done, left you a bit sore for a while Yo were glad you’'d had it fixed, and
you got used to the feeling of something being mgsafter a day or two. It would never
have occurred to her that it could be somethirggdifanging for a man, and she would
have been genuinely astonished to find just howmitlicad affected her son.

Ben’s birthday had taken on a new and depresggmgfisance for him. He had
read the leaflet from the clinic so many times theknew its shocking contents almost
by heart, and realised with a feeling of forebodingt the day when it said he needed to
soak off the bandage in a hot bath was going toi9&8" birthday. This wasn't the sort
of unwrapping he had been looking forward to or tlagy at all. He didn’t know which
was worse though, the thought of seeing the awdtih under the bandage, or not
knowing. He had to do it anyway, he knew that. Heaged to get through the traditional
birthday treat of a full fry-up breakfast with angglance of light-heartedness but, as soon
as he decently could, Ben locked himself in théatwetm and turned the taps on full.

He had reached a kind of state of emotional detach when he lowered himself
into the tepid water. He went through the motioh&ashing, knowing full well that this
was the last reason for this particular soak. Hmsation of the water on his penis was
both unfamiliar, slightly uncomfortable and morarha little disconcerting. After a few
minutes Ben noticed that the end of the gauze veasng) to come adrift, and the urge to
rip it off almost overwhelmed him for a second lyefbe convinced himself that that was
not going to be a good idea. The waiting was bengragony when finally Ben risked a
gentle tug at the softening wrapping. Finally térged to unwind itself slowly in the
water.

Ben had had no real idea what he was going toligelkunderneath the dressing.
He had imagined every possibility several timesrpse reality was neither better nor
worse than he had feared. He hadn’t expected thsiihg though. The puffy, inflamed
skin appalled him even though he could see thrdugypanic that it wasn’t going to be
like that for ever. The obvious permanent damagehhd been done to his penis really
horrified him though. Every scrap of his foreskiasagone. In one way it did still look a
little like his penis, but in another it was as@meone else’s had been grafted onto his
crotch. The familiar triceratops head was justehg@rst more baldly exposed than ever
before. In its new context, his glans looked séed&nt from when Ben had enjoyed
exposing it by gradually by rolling back his skiarthg one of his long, luxurious wanks.
Now there was nothing at all anywhere near the dielgye of his helmet to soften its new,
harsh and, it struck Ben, almost immodest outline.

The damage higher up his shaft looked no lessfizoifhe line the scalpel had
taken was a red raw ridge right across his shafit Was to be expected of course, but
what Ben just couldn’t fathom was why the skin teheéhe scar like looked so different
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than it had before. The texture was altered somebatwthat was nothing compared to
the fact that it seemed to have changed colonowt seemed to be much lighter, a totally
different tone than the skin higher up. Had thexerbanyone there to tell him, Ben
probably wouldn’t have believed them when they $haa what covered shaft of his penis
above the head and below the scar line used to bfeeanside of his foreskin.

Back in his room, Ben found it so hard to analysefeelings that he soon stopped
trying. Anger, embarrassment, disbelief — they vadren there somewhere. Shame
though - that was the hardest to understand. Wihelifeel ashamed that such a thing
could have been done to him? It hadn’t been hik.félas he going to have to feel like
this for the rest of his life? Would he have todshamed that a part of him, a part of
which he had always been rather proud, was now tangeso awful that it would have
to be kept hidden away at all costs? Was he ash#dméete had let it happen, even
though he had had no inkling that it was goingeéalbne to him? Could he have stopped
it somehow? That was hard to accept — he reallyhladdho idea it was coming? Or was
he ashamed that part of his body was so faultyitlmad needed a doctor’s knife to put
things right? Ben thought he knew that that waivétcase, or did he? He had no real way
of being sure what a normal, healthy foreskin stidod like, but he had never had cause
to think there was anything wrong with his. Whickeeway Ben came at the situation,
there was just no answer.
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Bare Ben

Chapter Seven

For the first few days, every step was agony. Aargless movement jolted the
scar, but the torment of the ceaseless and unwelstimulation of his glans as it rubbed
on his clothes was almost worse. Whenever he c&ad,had his hand in his trouser
pocket to keep the material well away from his ne@iposed head. At home, he could at
least wear a loose tracksuit, but at school it wasire as his black uniform trousers were
getting a bit tight for him. Ben knew it would seeidiculous to buy a new pair for just a
few more days school, and the embarrassment ofpaoiexplain such a seemingly
reckless new purchase to his mother ruled it ootptetely. At nights, the torment of the
bedclothes resting on his penis agonised him. Daspéor sleep, he soon resorted to
propping up the sheets with a cd rack on one ditnoand his French horn case on the
other.

At school, Ben took great care to ensure that &g alone when he went to the
toilet. He had never before felt the least bit ahgput urinating in public, savouring the
sensation of letting his long penis flop out of tysand not caring much who saw. Now
though, he took to using a cubicle as the barree-tirinals offered no protection from
prying eyes. He was relieved that he had so fevg dagchool left as there was a good
chance he could make it through to the end of teitimout anyone finding out his
dreadful secret. The rest of his life was a diffématter — he would have to face that in
due course, but for now he could at least try wdthe shame of any of his schoolmates
seeing the awful thing that had been done to him.

In retrospect, Ben realised that the distractibhi® exams had been a good thing
in saving him from the depression that overcamewiranever he let himself dwell on
his recent modification. At the time though, theess of A levels seemed as nothing
compared to the horror of living the rest of hie s a circumcised man. Luckily, Ben
was both bright and well prepared for his examsthete were few nasty surprises in his
first block of papers. After two weeks of movingutiausly to avoid the pain of his
circumcision rubbing on his trousers plus a weékngi at a cramped desk in the exam
room, Ben’s body was aching for exercise. He haduple of free days and a whole
weekend before his last papers and, although domgjog was still out of the question
in even the tightest of pants, the thought of gdorga swim was becoming tempting. He
was hesitant, as the thought of anyone seeing ppalked him, but the more he thought
about it the pool seemed a fairly safe option. #as longing to feel the sensation of his
limbs stretching out in the water and, after thigkit through carefully, he reckoned that
if he went midweek and in the quiet time betwedrost parties leaving and the
lunchtime rush of business men arriving, there veagy little likelihood of anyone much
being around.

Ben knew that throwing a leg over his bike antrgjton the small, racing saddle
wasn’'t going to be wise, so it was a long, hot walkhe pool. Unusually for him, he
chose to change in a cubicle rather than in then @yea. Although he wouldn’t have
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admitted it even to himself, he had always ratmgoyed the freedom of being naked in
public as, although he was a quiet lad, this wasanea where he really was his father’s
son. He took care not to look at his penis as Hieghaown his pants. If he had done so,
he would have seen one which still looked very eaal, to anyone who knew the signs,
obviously freshly cut; the bloated flesh around ¢lear line was still bruised, the suture
marks still obvious.

Ben realised his first mistake when he came tb qrulhis Speedos. With all the
events of the last couple of weeks, he had forgdtiat they were getting a bit small for
him too and that he had meant to buy a new pawrbdfis next swimming trip. Very
cautiously, he managed to ease them up over hisatgerCarefully arranging his battered
penis inside them, he was glad that the uncomflertigphtness of the material would at
least offer some support and stop his manhood rgaaiaund painfully as he swam. Ben
was relieved that he had been right about the lookem being empty. Stowing his
rucksack in the locker he cursed when, as usuakdiesed that he had forgotten to take a
20p piece out of his track suit before foldingatefully away.

Ben’s second mistake was not being prepared @bity, full-length mirror by the
showers. As he sluiced down before heading foptha, he caught sight of himself and
had one of the punch-in-the-stomach moments thdt Hegppened so often since his
circumcision. His Speedos were verging on indedégittness; the eyes of anyone
appreciating this fit, good-looking young man wotridtinctively be drawn down to them
to see if his contour there was as pleasing asesteof him. What shocked Ben was the
bald, bare outline of the head of his penis thaiw&d so obviously through the taut
material. He stood transfixed for a moment, adpgsto the fact that it would be clear to
anyone who cared to look that there was no foreskiering the large glans that lay
inside. He had occasionally seen other men wittsétmee sort of shape in their trunks, but
it was only now that he realised what it was he baen seeing. The sharp ridge of his
newly bared glans was so obvious; the whole shafifeedhead brazenly on show, as if he
was setting out to show the world that his penis denuded.

Ben'’s first instinct after the panic had subsieexs to get dressed again and head
for home. The thought of having to go past the gl the front desk again so soon
embarrassed him though and, with a heavy heart, \Bemt back to his locker and
retrieved his towel. His plan was to carry it asually as he could in front of him to the
side of the pool, from where he could make a quiakh for the safe covering of the
water.

As he dived in, the familiar shock of the cold &rahit him. What was new was
the sting of the chlorine on the still-raw wound luis penis. As he set out instinctively
into his strong front crawl, he was all too awaféhe new sensation of the water flowing
over part of him which had, on every other timehiagl been swimming, been modestly
veiled in its protective bag of skin. Ben usualgmated lengths of front crawl with back
stroke, but he knew that until he got some newkisuiand he was sure that, for the first
time, he was going to have to buy the sort of baggymuda shorts he hated) that nothing
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would compel him to swim on his back. The risk nf@ane seeing the obscene outline of
his crotch was one he was just not going to take.

After thirty minutes of hard swimming, Ben feltsHimbs regaining some of their
usual suppleness. He was reluctant to leave therwaut had begun to think about
revising for his next physics paper and the faat thwas getting dangerously near close
lunchtime - he needed to be on his way beforeukh of health-conscious business men
arrived for their work out in the gym beside theopas he certainly didn’t want anyone
seeing his penis. He found it hard to imaginergttanyone look at it ever again but it
certainly wasn't fit to be seen in its current staBen hung around near the steps out of
the pool, eyeing the safety blanket of his toweltlo® bench by the side. He timed his
departure with careful precision, the other swinsnatr the far end of the pool and the
lifeguard distracted filling in something on a dgard.

This time, Ben made himself avoid looking in theror as he went past. His plan
had been just to get dressed, go home and shoesr It it was so totally deserted in
the changing room that he reconsidered. If he way quick, laying everything out
ready, he could be in and out of the shower insgE@nd then be ready for revision as
soon as he got home.

Having a shower had felt different since Ben hadrbcircumcised. From being
comfortable being nude in public, now even beingedaalone troubled him. Even the
sensation of the hot water flowing over his ba@nglwas new and disquieting. Before,
Ben had had to roll back his long hood so he coatéfully soap underneath it in the way
his father had taught him. It had been no chorso@p his glans; the pleasant slippery
feeling had always given him the beginnings of et&on, and then letting go of the roll
of bunched-up overhang and see it sedately slidk bmits default setting of its own
accord was always strangely satisfying. It wasaltlifferent now. Ben just didn’t have to
give his penis any special attention anymore. I$ \@amuch less complicated piece of
equipment in its new form, and reaching down ardirig its bare, blunt end in his hand
was something he took care to avoid. Under the pgowshowers at the leisure centre,
Ben was struck by the fact that the arc of watedena different shape as it ran off his
starkly re-modelled penis. Lulled slightly by thater which was always so much warmer
and more plentiful than their rather miserable stloat home, Ben’s mind wandered a
little as he pondered this. With his impending ptyy®xam in his mind, he was vaguely
wondering about the scientific explanation for thiéerent course of the water when the
sound of the door from the gym area banging andotié voices that followed panicked
him back to reality. He was suddenly aware agaihayf unaccustomedly vulnerable he
felt, standing there more naked than he had evem bepublic before, his most intimate
part so obviously stripped of any covering. In ecs®l, he realised that things couldn’t be
much worse - it would have been bad enough if @ been a stranger coming in, but it
wasn’t. Two young men were right there in fronhah, sweaty in shorts and vests after a
work-out in the gym. Ben struggled to control hane. With shock, he had realised that
they were two boys from his year at school, Ge@gder and David Evans.
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Unable to ignore them, Ben was surprised how d¢dsuamanaged to sound as he
said hello. He had never felt any discomfort angeiaked in front of his peers before -
he had never had reason to feel awkward aboustagg, quite the opposite in fact. It was
awful now to feel such shame. Ben managed to saygtong inane about how the exams
would soon be over. He cursed that he had placedlasses safely on top of his locker as
he struggled to see where they were looking, arrédd the expressions on their faces to
judge if they had noticed what he dreaded themcimgti With adrenaline rushing, Ben
grabbed for the protective shield of his towel.



Chapter 8

Bare Ben

Chapter Eight

Ben had to make a super-human effort to concentratis revision that
afternoon. His mind kept going back to the changown, searching for any sign in
George and David’'s comments or demeanour that wellllim if they had noticed. Ben
knew them quite well, and he drew comfort from fiet that they weren’t the sort that
would hold back from passing personal remarks, lwewsensitive the issue. He was sure
they would have said something either mocking, @mguor perhaps even sympathetic,
if they had noticed his penis and, overall, he vedigved to think that he had got away
with it.

Ben had thought long and hard about tackling Rageut his circumcision. Part
of him needed so badly to know why it had been dblgeremembered agreeing with
Roger that Dr Argent should just go ahead and datwias needed if anything showed up
in his medical, but Ben was sure that there hadal#ein anything wrong with his penis. He
thought of his father, and how his penis lookedtpmauch like his own. Richard
certainly had a lot of foreskin, but it didn’t seeéoncause him any problems. Ben had seen
other lads at school who had almost as much ovgraaine did, and none of those had
ever come into school as drastically changed dsmbdbeen. Asking Roger seemed to be
the only way he would get the whole story, but thas assuming that Roger even knew
why himself. Indeed, did Roger even know that het I@en circumcised? He hadn’t
mentioned anything overtly, and Ben went over tiegs that his stepfather had said to
him after the event and there was nothing he cpudiown that conclusively showed
that he knew. Even so, there was something intindifierent in the way that Roger had
treated him since it had happened. As well as Bager had made no comment on the
occasions early on when Ben had obviously wincednitis scar caught him, and some
instinct told Ben that he must know. Another poweirfistinct told him just not to ask
him anything. Whatever that instinct was, it invedvmore than just the squirm-making
embarrassment of broaching a subject like that higlstepfather.

After events at the pool, Ben knew that the follogvSaturday was going to be an
even more difficult than he had thought. Ben wasrdto play his last cricket match for
the school side and his obvious concern was thatigkt well turn up to find out that he
had been wrong, and that George and David hadatbkiis circumcision after all. If they
had then, knowing them as he did, then Ben reatisa&dt was more than likely that word
of his circumcision had already spread like wildfiound the school. At first, he thought
about making some excuse and getting out of thehratogether, but the idea of being
on the team one last time meant a lot to him anldated the idea of missing it the last
fixture. Sidestepping the changing room and thevgin® was going to be an issue, but
there had to be a way round it. The idea of hislezkohool cricketing career being
tainted by a last match where he was taunted foetiting so embarrassing and beyond
his control was ghastly. Luckily, it was a home ohaaind that at least gave him a fighting
chance of getting through it.
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As it was to be most of the team’s last matchy tineed long ago planned a
celebration for afterwards. Ben realised that held/probably have to forgo that now.
He couldn’t bring himself to head into town for thlanned pizza in his cricket gear, and
getting changed without showering would be bounatti@ct ribald comment from his
mates. He planned an excuse to duck out of thedripe could make a dash for home
straight after the match. Wearing his whites onlihe to the playing field made Ben feel
very conspicuous but, as he rationalised to himself nearly as conspicuous as he would
have felt standing in the showers without a foneski

To his great relief, no one said anything unweleamen Ben arrived at the
pavilion. He did his best to enter into the slighgbignant end-of-an-era banter and
managed to slip away into the toilets to ease twsdver his genitals before the match
started. Wearing that on the bus would have fslt oo weird, even though no one apart
from Ben would have known. Careful though he waswinced as the plastic edge of his
box snagged the still-raw scar line when he tugkadside his pants. That, though, was
nothing though compared to the unpredicted discanofahe match itself. Ben was in
agony every time he ran to field the ball. His gesiapped around inside the box and
grated every time it hit the sides, rendering himast useless as a team member for this
significant match. At half time, he sneaked inte thilets and padded out his box,
wrapping wads of toilet paper round his penis yatrleast to stop it moving around so
much. Was there was nothing, thought Ben anghigt being circumcised wouldn’t
spoil?

Three days later, and it was the day of the ains. Many of Ben’s year had
already finished, and the rest of them just hadsi®isy3 or Biology 2 to get through
before it was finally all over. Ben’s policy wasrmmally to stay in the exam room to the
last minute, un-embarrassed to remain checkingigtrdnis answers even after most of
the other candidates had handed in their paperbeantked off into the sunshine. His
resolve weakened in this, his last paper. He wasifewith exams and felt confident that
he had given his best answers in a paper thatdtdwihh play pleasingly to all his strong
points. More than that though, he had unwisely ctorechool wearing the boxer shorts
he much preferred to the old-fashioned slips tietincumcision had necessitated. He
had forgotten for once to check his underwear dhaeanight before and, slightly late in
getting up, he had found that boxers were all wes left. Within minutes of leaving
home, they had started to chafe on his shaft.dream room, they had settled
uncomfortably and clung round his circumcision sewever much he squirmed round
in his desk, Ben couldn’t get comfortable and, valdtmmy morning heat adding to the
discomfort, he had been one of the first to geang leave. With the exultation of
freedom finally washing over him, Ben set out asribee deserted mid-afternoon
playground to the sixth form common room and, stigkis hand in his pocket, he
savoured the relief of stretching the materialisfdoxers away from his scar.

Realising that this would be one of the last timesould do it, Ben let the door
of the sixth form kitchen bang with its ever-satisf) crash. He stood on the stool that
was, unless any member of staff was hoveringplefinanently in place and climbed out
of the window and into “cough corner”. The name badn coined years ago for this
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small area of flat roof over the class room belbat tvas totally shielded from view from
anywhere else in the school and, therefore, thg glate where a crafty, unobserved
smoke was possible. Ben hated cigarettes, butveel Isitting out there as it was always a
suntrap in the afternoons. The view out over therlmgcountryside had always pleased
him too, and he looked at it through the fresh efesomeone who knew that this would
perhaps be the last time he would take it in. Retain the sun, Ben felt a sense of well-
being that he hadn’t felt since he had had a fanesk

After a few minutes of solitude, Ben was vagueliaee of hearing the kitchen
door bang and hearing voices of unseen hewcomeing iroom a few feet below him.
Chris Newsome, Ed Parker, Nathan Reed and Gemmaddon - he recognised their
voices as they discussed the paper they had alefusind celebrated the fact that it was
all over now.

“You coming out tonight, Gemma?” said Chris. “Avfef us are going up the
King’'s Head to celebrate with a few bevies.”

Since they had all turned 18, Ben’s cohort haddadder range of place to go for
a night out other than Pizza Hut and Burger King.litdd been looking forward to the
still-new pleasure of a pint or two with his matesheir favoured pub in the high street.

“Dunno”, Ben heard Gemma reply. “Depends who's icmri
“George, Emma, Will, and Ben” replied Nathan.

“Which Ben is that?” asked Gemma. “Fat Ben or B2ea?”
“Bare Ben” said Nathan, without hesitation.

There was no comment or follow-up question. It whsgious that they were all
used to the new nickname, and that they knew gxactvhom it applied. They moved on
to discuss when they were going to meet, but Belst@pped listening.

“Shit”, thought Ben, burying his head in his hamdsdespair washed over him.
“Shit, shit, shit”.

++++++++++++++

Had, by some strange means, Ben been able to WihaivGemma Thompson was
thinking that night as she sat at the bar in thegis Head sucking at her fifth Bacardi
Breezer through a straw, it is hard to know whatght have felt. With no little
trepidation, Ben had made himself face them all évaning and, to his great relief,
nobody had made any unwelcome comment. Gemma leeddyeing Ben ever more
closely as each drink went down, rather regrettvag he was wearing a track suit bottom
instead of the usual rather un-fashionably snuggelat she always enjoyed seeing on
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him at non-school gatherings. Always a slyly obaatwoung woman, Gemma had
noticed how Ban was taking care to time his vigitthe gents just the other boys in the
group had emerged from theirs. Twirling the cheapden umbrella from her glass in her
fingers, she looked for signs of bulk in his traskiremembering so clearly the feeling of
his fascinatingly sizeable penis in her hand whentsad finally managed to coax him
outside on the night of her party. Excited to taeeh stiffen so quickly as she pressed
against him, she had needed to be unusually pansiséfore he finally allowed her to get
her hand inside his trousers. Remembering the ey of his thickness made her cross
her legs tightly as she fantasised with pleasuex ber plans for later that night - getting
Ben alone in the pub car park and doing the saramag

She found it hard to imagine what his penis wdaddike now. She had
experienced rather a strange new feeling when atidnbard from George Carter and
David Evans that the end of Ben’s penis no longer its covering of skinGemma had
never seen a circumcised penis, let alone helddmethough of what one might feel like
in her hand excited her, and the idea of sometbingtark, brazen and instantly available
to her touch was one she found truly erotic. Slilnttananaged to work Ben'’s foreskin
back before as there was just too much of it toimdate in the confines of his trousers,
but she loved the thought of it not being there simel wondered what had prompted him
to have it removed. Reaching in and getting hedrsdraight round that big helmet and
feeling its shape un-disguised in her hand madenoest. Rolling the neck of her empty
Bacardi bottle in her hand, she wondered idly alleeiother things she would like to do
with it too.

It may or may not have been a shame that GemmdrsBacardi was one too
many. If she hadn’'t stumbled when she tried tooffeher stool and promptly been sick
over Nathan’s new trainers then she wouldn’t haagto go home and Ben might have
been very distressed and confused when she madedveron him. On the other hand,
he might just have felt something other than thgeanshame and frustration as he lay on
his bed that night and once again wondered if heddimy and masturbate, not that he was
even sure if masturbation was even an option tlaatstill available to a man who had no
foreskin.

As Ben lay on his bed, it may or may not have teeehame too that he was
equally unaware of what was going on in a bedroothé next road where David Evans
was standing naked in front of the mirror on higdvabe door. With a little difficulty, he
had rolled his rather tight foreskin as far baaknal his shaft as his slightly short
frenulum would allow. After looking at his refleoti from every angle and without
allowing his head to cover over again, he begastrtike his bared glans as he savoured
the image of Ben standing under the shower atwimming pool that was so clearly
fixed in his mind’s eye. He vowed again to himgetfthe fifth night running that the next
day would be the one when he finally plucked uprage to ask Ben what it was like to
be circumcised and, more importantly, to find ootvihe had managed to arrange to get
his foreskin removed so he could ask for the saimeéif.



