Cleaning Up The Neighborhood
Chapter 1: Like Mommy, Like  Son!

Sandy Cox and her only child were living in a bad neighborhood until about

a month ago when they were fortunate to be offered subsidized housing in a

quieter area, albeit along a busy highway with few close neighbors. In the

time they'd been living in their small 2-bedroom duplex, her son Joey had

made only one friend, Timmy. Although Timmy was several years younger than

Joey, Sandy was happy to see her son avoiding the older kids who lived

about a mile down the road (and all the dangers they represented to her

son). 

Sandy finished up doing the left-over dishes from lunch and began

preparing supper as she watched Joey play with his new friend Timmy in the

yard. It was over 100 degrees in the shade as the boys danced around in

the cool spray of the lawn sprinkler in their tight  little swimsuits. In

a fleeting thought she noticed how delicate both boys looked; almost

feminine.  In the kitchen Sandy was near the point of heat exhaustion even

though she was only preparing  a cold meal. When nearly ready to serve,

she went out on the little patch of grass they called their lawn and

joined her frolicking 13-year old and his 10-year old buddy for a quick

refreshment in the spray, but soon told Timmy  it was time for Joey to eat

and sent the younger boy home to his own dinner.   Just outside the

kitchen door, on the porch, Sandy grabbed a bath towel from the stack of

fresh laundry she had taken off the line earlier  and tossed it jokingly

over Joey's head and tousled it dry, her son's shaggy wet brown hair now

in a funny looking ³spike" hairdo.  She then dropped the towel down to his

shoulders and continued drying him off. As she did so, he slipped out of

his tight wet swimsuit, kicking it aside as his mother continued drying

his damp torso.  His mother hung his swimsuit on the clothes line and Joey

and his mother then went inside.

To some, Joey's relationship with his mother might seem bucolic. Unlike

many boys his age he was completely at ease as she dried off his naked

body. In fact, he was actually now quite proud of his circumcised penis. 

Nor did he blush as that neo-pubescent organ began to rise as the towel

tossed across the newly bared tip, first  incidentally, then deliberately 

as his mother dried him head to toe. In his own special way Joey was

fortunate. 

Joey and his mom had been abandoned when Joey was 5 by a compulsive

gambler father who disappeared from their lives after  a fight one night.

Since then Sandy had raised Joey receiving  aid from the state, even

though she worked as a nurse for the local physician. The pay just wasn¹t

that good, but she enjoyed her work and working with the town¹s only

doctor who had not only given her  a job, but provided free medical care

to her entire family.

From the time Joey first expressed a curiosity about his penis and sex

many years before, Sandy spoke openly and honestly to him. He had grown up

knowing that he would eventually be circumcised, like all good American

boys, and about his own body and any function it carried. His mother

always imparted a loving and informative  answer to any question he had

and never made him feel uneasy about asking. When she began noticing his

open display of masturbation when he was a few years younger she explained

that it was something that ³everyone" does (including mothers) because it

"makes us feel good and helps us relax", and in so doing she removed any

stigma he might have associated with the activity while easily letting him

know that as he was becoming more sexually active he was approaching the

age where he should be circumcised.   After he got a little  older  she

introduced him to Vaseline and the pleasures and benefits of having a

bared glans, and made sure he always had a small jar of Vaseline and

tissues on the stand next to his bed so he would be prepared for life as a

cleanly circumcised boy.  Joey enjoyed peeling back his foreskin and

rubbing the bare red head with Vaseline and did it almost nightly!

Just before her son's 12th birthday, a good year and a half ago, knowing

that her "little boy" wouldn't be little forever, Sandy had explained,

with books, pictures and "in the flesh", all the mechanics of circumcision
and reproduction to her son. During this discourse the topic of

masturbation  also came up.  She explained that before too much longer

Joey would experience his "first  ejaculation" and that it would be

something "wonderful" that he should tell her about as soon as it

happened. Joey was quite excited as his mother explained the concept of

circumcision of both the male and female and how orgasm was improved by

it.  She spoke from experience, as shortly after her son¹s birth, her own

clitoral hood had been circumcised by the physician for whom she now

worked and her sex life had improved dramatically.   The same doctor had

also circumcised Joey¹s father about a year before Joey¹s birth (at

Sandy¹s insistence...at the time she didn¹t even know females could be

circumcised) and Joey¹s dad had also said many times that he much

preferred his circumcised penis.   She explained to Joey that she felt it

was time to circumcise him as well, and that she felt the Hollister

Plastibell would be the best method.  After having viewed the pictures of

boys being circumcised, some with the Plastibell, Joey agreed that he

would like to be circumcised right away, as he couldn¹t imagine orgasm

feeling ³better² than it already did, but he certainly wanted to find out

for himself.  

That evening Sandy called her boss and told him that Joey was ready to be

circumcised and asked he could drop off a Hollister kit on his way home

from the office.  Fortunately for Sandy, her employer believed in

continuing her education and had taught her to perform many of the routine

tasks that were commonly performed by a physician.  In the last several

years she had circumcised over 100 boys from infancy to just

post-puberty.  She was skilled with both the Gomco Clamp and the Hollister

Plastibell and was now about to circumcise her own 12 year old son, the

thought of which started her juices flowing.

When Dr. Ring arrived, Joey was slightly nervous but not really  worried

as he entered the kitchen where his mom had covered the table with soft

towels and a pillow. Dr. Ring helped Joey hop up on the table.  The

operation was to be by ŒPlastibell¹ under a local anesthetic which was

injected by Dr. Ring and took effect very quickly. Joey¹s foreskin was not

overly long and easily retracted for swabbing with antiseptic due to years

of regular retraction, stretching, washing and masturbation. After the

doctor had swabbed the area, he watched as Sandy placed two pairs of

forceps on the tip of the foreskin and used them to pull the foreskin

forward. Another pair of forceps was then used to make a small Œcrush¹

mark on the top of the foreskin just behind the corona.  Joey held his

head up so he could see the work his mother was doing, and it felt odd

because while he would normally be very  hard from having his mother touch

his ³dinky² as he called it.  Now he was soft and couldn¹t even feel her

satiny hands which gently caressed his hairless sac from time to time, as

she reassured him in a calm and soothing voice.

The forceps were then used to crush the top of the foreskin, from the tip

up to about three-quarters of the way to the previously made mark. When

Sandy started to cut up the newly crushed line, some blood started to ooze

out and Joey felt queasy, laying his head back down on the pillow and

looking up at the ceiling.  Sandy handed Joey a youth sized Plastibell and

asked him to hold it for her for a few moments.  Joey studied it

carefully, knowing that he would be wearing part of it for a least a

week.  It was a beautiful clear plastic device with only one purpose and

Joey looked forward to having it on and being ³clean² as his mother often

referred to boys that had already been circumcised.   After his mother had

cut the dorsal slit, Joey¹s foreskin was folded back and he was ready for

the Œbell¹. Joey handed his mother the  Plastibell  which was inserted

over the pink glans. The foreskin was pulled back over the ŒBell¹ until

the Œcrush¹ mark was in front of the ridge in the ŒBell¹.

                    Joey wearing his Plastibell

   Joey with string being tied to Œbell¹

The foreskin was then clamped to the handle of the ŒBell¹  whilst a string

was placed around it into the groove of the ŒBell¹. Joey now watched as

his mother then pulled very  tight and knotted the string on his ŒBell¹.

The excess foreskin was then cut off around the front of the ŒBell¹, using

scissors, and the handle was broken off the ŒBell¹. His mother placed the

severed foreskin in a small glass baby food jar filled with clear liquid

and promised that Joey could have it after the operation.  Antiseptic

powder was applied to the whole glans and wound area. No other dressing

was used and Sandy felt she had given her boy a moderately tight

circumcision in the 15 minutes it had taken, from start to finish.  Dr.

Ring commented that Sandy certainly had become a skilled circumcisor and

Sandy thanked Dr. Ring for his compliments and training. 

During the following week, Dr. Ring had stopped by several times to see

Joey and to check on his circumcision.  Joey spent most of the week

without clothing.  His newly bared glans peaking out from the Plastibell¹s

ring had been toughened somewhat by his mothers suggestion of masturbating

on the bared glans, so when Joey did have to get dressed to go shopping he

found it erotic to have his bare dinky head rubbing against his

undershorts.  Sandy examined her work several times each day, and

estimated that Joey¹s bell would be on for a least 10 days, as his

foreskin had been rather  thick and tough.  Eight days after she had

placed the ³bell² on her son, she gently eased it loose while bathing

him.  Joey was now a cleanly circumcised 12 year old boy!

  Joey sans bell 10 days

  after his circumcision
It was a year later when that wonderful event (ejaculation) actually

occurred, but the night he ejaculated for the first time came as such an

exciting event to him that he called out to his mother, only a few minutes

after she had tucked him in for the night, so that she might come and see

the product of his labors.  His mother had been right, masturbating with

her newly circumcised penis was even better than before when he had all of

that skin which got in the way.  Orgasm was even better now, and even

better yet, he had now had his first wet orgasm! Joey felt so proud of his

accomplishment that he told his mom that he would tell her every time he

had an orgasm, but she quickly assured him that from now on she knew he

was experiencing "grown-up" feelings, but it wasn't necessary to tell her

every time. Blushing slightly, he realized the truth, but before she

tucked him into bed he asked her about something that had bothered him for

a long time and didn't remember ever getting an answer he fully

understood. He told her he sometimes heard her cry out at night (when she

thought he was asleep) and that he had at times run to her bedroom door to

see if he could help, only to find her sleeping. She giggled as she told

him that when he got a little older he'd feel like crying out when he

masturbated, too. With plenty of tickles and giggles Joey thought he got

the message.

It was only about a month ago that Joey discovered the next sign of his

new manhood: a tiny pubic hair definitely discernible from the light fuzz

around the base of his penis. He had been in the bath at the time and

again called his mother to come and see. Sandy was overjoyed for her

little boy and after giving the little hair a good examination she

promised to take Joey out for ice cream to celebrate.  During her

examination she also marveled at her handiwork.  Joey¹s circumcision was

quite beautiful with a delicate scar line much closer to the glans than

that of her husbands

 freehand circumcision whose  was three-quarters the way back the

shaft       Joey 1 year

when he was hard.  Additionally, she thought she noticed that

Joey¹s             after circ.

glans had already begun to flare and that his little penis had experienced

 marked growth  as well.

So as Joey stood naked in the house as his mother intimately dried his 4

foot tall, 75 pound body, he felt only good, exciting feelings, right 

down to his partially erect circumcised penis, enjoying every feeling she

imparted to his tender young flesh.  After his body was dried off

completely she took a brush and comb and groomed the boy's hair to her

liking. Finally, with full consideration of the heat-wave they were

experiencing, she told him he didn't need to wear anything more than his

underpants, to which he happily agreed, and so dressed they went to the

kitchen and helped themselves to a tuna salad dinner, followed by an

evening of cuddling, as close as the heat could allow, in front of the TV.

Around 9:30 that evening, Sandy coaxed her son to his room, and when they

arrived she gently pulled his underpants off him, knowing his preference

for sleeping in the nude in such hot weather. He was quite tired and was

happy to kiss his mother "Good-Night" as she took one more long look at

his delicately beautiful, tanned body and bared, pink glans, before

tucking him in with a light top sheet and a kiss. She went to her own room

and undressed. Feeling a strong urge, she could not resist lying on her

bed and masturbating her bared clitoris long and hard to a remarkable 

climax, replete with the loud moanings and cries she so often uttered

through her private fantasies.

Joey was used to hearing these sounds, and now beginning to understand

what they meant, frequently masturbated in his own private concordance

with his mother, mimicking her sounds (but not quite fully aware of their

significance), and tonight was no exception as his young, circumcised

penis became fully hard and he ran his fingers over the powdery, dry glans

before sitting up and coating the entire organ with Vaseline.

 Joey,  age 13 1/2  
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