Lars Persson <rkmp72@hotmail.com>
My New Neighbours

I live in a small apartment. A couple of years ago my neighbours on the same floor found their dream house and moved out. I wondered who would take their place. An old person? A young couple? Friends, sharing? Who?

I soon discovered. The new neighbours were Therese and her four-year-old son, Daniel. We met while the men were moving in their furniture. Therese impressed me. She was in her early forties and had dark hair and a nice curvy body. As a young man half her age, I found it hard to concentrate while I was talking to her, ‘cause I couldn’t help undressing her in my imagination. She was very lively and spontaneous, laughed a lot, and she was that kind of person that likes to touch you, just grabbing your arm or shoulder for a second. It is just that second that can take your mind on a trip. But I couldn’t work out if she was flirting with me, or if that was just her usual manner. Her son Daniel was full of energy and we took to each other at once.

In the basement of the building there’s a room with a shower and a sauna. It’s a simple room, and not very big: just one shower and a sauna cabin with five seats. I had used it sometimes, philosophising and drinking some beers with friends.

The day after Therese and Daniel moved in, my doorbell rang. Therese stood there in her dressing gown. “Hi, Lars. Sorry to disturb you, but I’ve seen that there’s a sauna in the basement. I’m not sure who is allowed to use it, or how it works. Do you know?”

“That’s OK. We can all use it – all of us in the building – but the others don’t use it much. I’ll show you the switch.” I led the way down there. Therese said: “Daniel and I would like to use it now. Please switch it on. How long does it take to heat up?

“It takes about 15 minutes.”

“OK. We’ll come back then. Would you like to join us?” 

I hesitated, then said a reluctant “Yes.” 

“Good. I’m very glad. We can meet back here in fifteen minutes.”

When I closed my door behind me, I felt my heartbeat racing. What had I agreed to? Was I going to share the sauna with this flirtatious, curvacious woman and the boy? Would they wear swimming kit?

Twenty minutes later, I was on my way down again. I walked in to the shower and could see that they were in the sauna already. I turned on the shower and it felt good. My pulse had gone up a bit more as I turned it off, swept my towel around me and opened the door. They welcomed me in with smiles. They were sitting on the top bench, both of them nude. I sat down besides them. 

Then Daniel asked: “Are you cold, ‘cause you’ve still got your towel around you.” His mother and I laughed, and she said, “No, but he might be shy.” Then she told me that she was trying to raise Daniel to understand that our bodies are beautiful, and being nude is nothing to be ashamed of. I got the message, unwound my towel, and sat on it.

Now I was nude. I could see them both looking me over. Daniel stared at my penis with curious eyes. Therese’s eyes were delighted, glittering. Daniel turned to his mother:

“Why does Lars’s penis look funny?”

“Well, he is circumcised”, she told him. “Lars has been to the doctor to trim away the skin at the end of it. It’s called the foreskin.”

Daniel continued starring, and then asked his mother:

“Doesn’t it hurt to trim away the foreskin?”

“No, it doesn’t. You can get an injection so it doesn’t hurt at all. Then the doctor cuts away all the spare skin and puts a bandage on. Then a bit later it looks as nice as Lars’s”, she said. I was conscious that all the while, her body was next to mine and her fingers were just a few inches from my penis. As the subject of so much attention, it was firmly erect now.

If my pulse had been racing before, now it was galloping.

“Why do they take away that foreskin, mama?”

“Well, Daniel, there’s lots of reasons. It is done if you belong to a church, like Muslims or Jews. In some countries it is just the custom. Then some boys need to be circumcised because it hurts, or there’s something wrong with it. And some people do it just because they think that the penis looks more beautiful without a foreskin.”

“Do you think it look beautiful, Daniel?” I said.

“Yes, it does. I want to be circumcised too, Mama”, the boy said and tugged at the foreskin on his own penis.

“Daniel, you can be circumcised when you’re older. I will help you, ‘cause I think it is more beautiful, too.”

It fell silent in the sauna for a few minutes. Then the boy said:

“Mom, I want to get out, I’m finished.”

“OK Daniel, let’s take a shower.” She nodded to me and said that she would be back soon.

When they had gone I showered myself, and slowly breathed out. My penis had softened, but my mind was racing as I tried to make sense of this situation. While I was still showering, Therese came back. 

I turned off the shower and went back into the sauna. Therese apologized for her son.

“He’s at that age when he questions everything. It can be embarrassing at times. I hope you didn’t mind.”

I said I was OK, but actually I was a little shocked to have my penis discussed like that. I didn’t mind the nudity, though I was still a little embarrassed about the conversation – but fascinated too. 

She was a gorgeous woman and her breasts were some of the most perfect I could imagine. They bounced a little as she moved, and I just wanted to hold them in my hands. I could see that she was nicely shaven between her legs, and she wasn’t shy showing me how good it looked.

We talked awkwardly about where we had lived before and what we did. But it wasn’t long before she brought the discussion back to my penis. She was obviously curious. Her hand was on my thigh as she said that my cock was one of the nicest she had ever seen.

“It looks so bare with its smooth shaft, and the head doesn’t have all that covering of spare skin”, she said. “Really manly.”

“I’m glad you like it. No one has ever complemented my penis before. But when I go to the nudist beach, the women always seems to have a big smile when they see what’s between my legs,” I said.

“Ooh, I can understand that. With such a beautiful cock like that, they might want to do something with it”, she said with a flirtatious look and a big smile. “And besides, a circumcised one like yours looks sort of ever-ready, no-need-to-wait, stripped and ready for action. Those ones with foreskins – they look as though they have something to hide all the time. Lars, why are you circumcised? When was it done? Was it when you were a baby?”

“I always wanted to be circumcised, ever since I saw a boy who didn’t have a foreskin, and my mother explained about circumcision. I must have been about six. He was the son of my mother’s friend. From that moment I knew that’s how I wanted to be. I hated my foreskin. Like a lot of little boys, I used to pull at it, because it itched. My mother took me to the doctor, and I managed to persuade him that I needed to have it cut. But that wasn’t till I was 14, so I had to live with it for eight years. When it was cut, it was such a huge relief. Afterwards I felt marvellous, really elated that I had finally had it done. I felt really nude when I took my clothes off, and since it was done, I like my body so much more. I suppose it’s what people call getting a better self-image, and improved self-worth. Circumcision is something I can really recommend to every man. In fact, I think every woman should have her husband or boyfriend cut. Certainly I haven’t any regrets whatever.”

Therese listened and nodded repeatedly as I spoke. “Obviously you feel very positive, and very strongly about it”, she said. 

By this time we were both sweating heavily in the heat and steam of the sauna, and my earlier arousal had subsided. Therese listened, and eventually took her eyes off my penis.

“I’d better go up and see to Daniel”, she said.

“OK. You use the shower first.”

As she left, she said: “Thanks for showing me how the sauna works. I’ve really enjoyed our talk. We must do this again sometime.” Then she gave me a kiss. All I could say was: “Yeah. Thanks.”

Therese showered, then went upstairs to her Daniel. I showered and dressed too, picked up my towel and returned to my apartment, hoping that the next time would be very soon.

That evening the door-bell rang again. It was Therese again. “Can I come in?”

“Of course. Where’s Daniel?”

“He’s asleep. He’s just started back at school, so he’s exhausted. If he wakes, he knows where I am. Can we talk?”

“Sure, come in. I’ve still got some beers. Would you like one? Then we can sit on the sofa together, and you can tell me how I can help.”

Therese sat down, and Lars cleared away the beer-bottle he had been drinking from, and brought two glasses and some full bottles from the fridge.

She said: “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea, Lars. My man Sven is working away, but we’re still very close. And besides, you and I are neighbours, so I don’t think we should have a relationship, or anything like that. But since this afternoon in the sauna, I haven’t been able to forget what I saw. And it’s like this: I really love Sven, but he’s just an ordinary man. I mean, he’s got a foreskin, like just about every other Swede I’ve seen. I’m fascinated by the pictures of circumcised dicks I’ve seen in magazines, but I’ve never really seen one up close until yours today, and I can’t help wondering what difference it makes to how it feels having sex. Would you mind if we try? We could just go on from where we were in the sauna, couldn’t we?

A dozen thoughts flashed through my mind. Inhibitions conflicted with eager excitement. My parents had always warned me to beware of strange adults who might offer me sweets. Was Therese a “strange adult”? There were all those “westerns”, with the randy cowboys shot dead by jealous husbands. Besides, Uncle Hans had warned me very solemnly against all women and their seductive ways – but then, he was trying to get divorced at the time; he’d lost his house and was still very bitter about all women. Then there was the priest in the confirmation classes, warning us all about having impure thoughts, and telling us we should keep ourselves pure for our wives when we got married – with the implication that sex was not to be enjoyed, or at least, not too much. But the glances that passed between us boys around the room were reminders of the jokes we had shared in the lavs at school and as we walked to the priest’s house.

My mind felt as if I was standing on the edge of a precipice. This would be the real thing. I sometimes thought of myself as a man, but sometime I felt I was still not much older than 13. This would be my graduation from boy to man. Sex was no longer just randy thoughts, porno magazines and schoolboy jokes. This really sexy woman was offering herself to me. This was the offer of my most horny dreams, and here she was, on my sofa. Why had she chosen me? What if I didn’t come up to her expectations in my performance? But then, there were all my erotic thoughts and all my eager excitement. I’d be mad to refuse.

“I don’t know what to say. Do you think we should? I’ve never had sex with a woman before - I can’t really count that time with Tina, behind the cinema, when we were 16. Shouldn’t I wait, and keep myself for the right girl? Besides, what would your man say?”

“Don’t worry. You can still have sex with the right girl, when you find her. And if we do it now, I can show you how it’s really done. Then you’ll know how to please your girl properly when the time comes. I’m on the pill, so you don’t have to worry about contraceptives. And you won’t tell Sven, will you? Come on. Have some more beer.”

Therese kissed me – not just a kiss on the cheek, but full on the lips, and then with her tongue exploring mine. As we embraced, I could feel her ease down the zip on my jeans, and release my rising penis. Then she helped me off with my jeans and jockeys, and pushed me back onto the sofa. Her dressing gown had fallen open in front.

“Let me have a really good look at that circumcised cock of yours”, she said, as she angled the reading lamp to shine fully onto it.

“That’s interesting. I can see just where the cut was. The scar has obviously healed up very well, but the skin looks quite different on each side of it – sort of silkier near the knob, and more like the skin on your tummy further up the shaft. Now it’s all stiff, and the skin on the shaft is really tight. There’s none of that stale smell – I suppose its urine and so on that gets trapped under a foreskin. Can I touch the knob? I’ll do it very gently.”

“Oh, yes – that’s just the right place. Yes. Rub it harder. Yes, that’s it”

“Oh, I thought the knob was too sensitive to be rubbed like that.”

“Yes, I suppose mine used to be. Actually, that’s one of the advantages of being circumcised. My knob is a bit less super-sensitive than it used to be, so it’s more fun when it’s rubbed.”

Therese sat astride me, and used my cock to stimulate her pussy. When she sat like that, I could reach her seductively rounded breasts. As I touched them, she gasped, “Yes, hold them firmly. That’s what I like.”

A little later she leant forward over me, and I could feel my cock sliding smoothly into her, deeper and deeper. The feeling was fantastic as her vagina gripped my penis firmly. This was like wanking, but so much smoother, much more intense, far more exciting. Then she started up a regular rhythm, with my penis sliding smoothly in and out of her, gradually and steadily accelerating – and I responded. It wasn’t long before I could feel myself about to climax. But she was there before me, panting and pumping, until she gasped, “Yes.” 

“Yes.” “Yes.” We each gasped in turn. We were both coming together, in an ecstasy of excitement – pumping together until the last drop of spunk had come.

“That was fantastic.” We collapsed into each other’s arms. Gradually we caught our breath. I had never felt so close to anyone, ever before.

Lying together, we talked. “Yes. That was incredible. I didn’t think that the real thing could be so mind-blowing. I really love you, Therese.”

“Yes, but Lars: remember what I said. This can’t be a relationship between us. So no more talk of love. But Yes, that was more fantastic than it has ever been for me before, too. You’re so right. It makes so much difference, you not having a foreskin to get in the way. I could really feel every little movement you made inside me. Sex like this is so much better. I’d hoped that there wouldn’t be much difference, but there really is. This has been an incredible experience. I’ve just got to get Sven circumcised. Daniel too – he was asking me about it again as I put him to bed.”

“But we’ve got these laws against circumcision here in Sweden, haven’t we?

“Ya. It’s not illegal, but they’ve said that you must have some kind of a license to perform circumcisions, and that it must be done in a hospital or a clinic, I think. The trouble is, it’s scared off most of the medics that were willing to do circumcisions in the past – and there weren’t many of them. I can’t understand why they’ve made it so difficult, especially now I know how much better it makes sex.”

“When does Sven get back? Where is he, anyway?”

“He’s got this job in Tunisia. The money’s great. His contract goes on for another ten months. But Daniel and I are flying out to see him next week. We’ll be away for two weeks.”

“Well. There’s your answer. Tunisia is a Muslim country. It should be quite easy. You could organize to have it done there.”

“I suppose so. Why didn’t I think of that before. You are clever. By the way, will you look after our apartment for us while I’m away, and water my plants?”

“Sure. It’s no trouble.”

“I’d better get back, in case Daniel wakes. Thanks for this evening. You’ve opened my eyes and broadened my experience, far more than I ever thought possible. I owe you some beer, and a whole lot more. Good night, little Lars, and sleep well.”

“Good night, Therese, and thanks for everything.”

-o0o-

Three weeks later, Therese rang the door bell. 

“We’re back! Thanks for looking after the apartment – the plants look fine. You must have green fingers. Look, I’ve brought you this back. There’s a box of dates. And there’s this. It’s a charm to wear round your neck. They called it a golden horn, after that harbour in Istanbul. But I got it because you’re so horny. Wear it for me, will you?”

“Thanks, Therese. That’s really generous of you. I’ll think of you, every time I look at it in the mirror.”

“I need a sauna, to get really clean again after that flight. It was delayed, and the air conditioning at the airport wasn’t working, so we had to sit for hours in a boiling hot building. Will you come for a sauna too?”

“Yes, I’ll come. I’ll go and switch it on. Then we’ll meet down there in half an hour. That’ll give it time to heat up and you can unpack ‘till then.”

I went downstairs and switched on the sauna. Half an hour later I went down again, had a shower, then went and sat in the sauna, leaving my towel hanging on the peg in the shower room.

Soon I heard Therese and Daniel come in. They stood together under the shower for ages, soaping and washing, then came into the sauna.

The first thing I noticed was that Daniel had been circumcised. And the first thing that Daniel said was: “Hello Lars. Look. I’m circumcised too, now, just like you. My Daddy took me to the Doctor to have it done. It tickled and hurt when he did it. You said he would give me an injection, didn’t you, Mama. He didn’t give me one, but I was very brave. My Daddy said I was brave, didn’t he, Mama?”

“Yes you were very brave, Daniel. And it is nearly all better now, isn’t it?”

“Yes. I don’t even need a plaster on it now, do I?”

He was sitting next to me. I could have a close look, and saw a neat scar encircling Daniel’s little penis, half way up the shaft. The head stood out bravely, and there was no wrinkled skin on the shaft. The scar was still a dark red. Clearly the operation had been done very recently.

“Yes Daniel. That’s very handsome, and I’m sure that you will like it even more as you get older. Don’t ever let anyone laugh at it, will you? We both know how much better it is now, don’t we?”

“Sven and I took Daniel along to this professional circumciser in Sfax ten days ago. There are special men who do circumcisions, and they just advertise in the phone books, you know. But Sven asked around, and this one was highly recommended by several of his colleagues. After he had done Daniel, he did Sven too. It was a very neat job, but Sven has taken longer to heal up. He was still feeling a bit sore when I left, so we haven’t had much fun – you know – in the last ten days.”

“Yes we did, Ma. There was this super beach, and I went swimming in the sea every day, except not the day I was circumcised, didn’t I, Mama?”

“Yes, you did, Daniel. The man said that the sea-water would do him good. And he was right. I’m amazed how quickly it’s healed up. And Sven’s too, though his still looks very bruised.”

“The sea was lovely and warm, but it tasted really salty, Lars. Not like our sea at the coast here at all. We built some super sand-castles, didn’t we, Mama?”

“Yes, Daniel. It was really fun on the beach there, wasn’t it? We used to go every morning, just at dawn, and again every evening, after the sand had cooled a bit.”

During all this conversation, my penis had been hardening steadily. I didn’t know what else to do, so I said a quick: “See you later”, and went out and stood as long as I could under the cold shower, until my skin tingled. Then I towelled off and went upstairs.

That evening, Therese was at the door again. 

“Can I come in?”

“Please. I wondered if you would, or if you’d be too tired.”

“Yes. It’s been a long day. But I just had to see you again. As I said, Sven and I didn’t get any fun together in the last ten days, after his circumcision, and with all this business of having to care for Sven’s penis and Daniel’s, I’ve been so horny that I just couldn’t wait any longer to see you again, and try out that fantastic dick of yours.”

“Sure. Come in. I’ll get some beer.” 

She shut the door. “No. Please. It’s you I want, not beer. I can’t wait to feel that super cock of yours inside me again.” She was all over me, pulling at my belt, the zip on my jeans, the buttons on my shirt. She couldn’t wait. I eased off her tee-shirt and slacks – they were all she was wearing.

Then she was on her knees, kissing my cock. “I haven’t been able to get it out of my mind, these last weeks. But it’s even more magnificent than I remember it.” By now it was wooden-hard, and throbbing.

I lifted her up and carried her over to my bed. This time I insisted on staying on top. She had surprised me when she rang at the door. I wanted to tease her, so I just let the tip of my cock touch her cunt for a moment, then took it away again. I managed to keep this going for several minutes, while she kept trying to pull me inside her. She was gasping for more, and I was not going to give her all she wanted, for as long as I could hold out. But when I did slide inside her fully, she gasped, 

“That’s fantastic. I can feel the rim of your knob. I can feel the veins on the shaft. It’s never felt so good as this, even that last time.”

Then I could hold it in no longer, and we both climaxed in unison. And again. And again. I had read about multiple orgasms, so this must be it. Therese said: “Lars. You’re incredible. It’s never been like this before, ever. You’re magnificent. This is tremendous.”

We lay and luxuriated in the glow of our achievements. I could feel my heartbeat gradually slowing, and hers too. This was almost as good as those multiple climaxes themselves.

“I see you’re wearing your golden horn. It looks nice on you.”

“Yes. Thanks. I’ll have to get used to something round my neck all the time. I’ve never worn anything like it before.”

“I hope you do. It’s your medal for supreme sexual performance.”

“Then it’s set me a high standard to keep.”

Eventually Therese got up off the bed and started looking for her clothes and putting them on. As she did so, she said: 

“Sven told me he would have to come home here in two weeks time, just for a couple of days to discuss some technical things with the experts at home here. But that’s great, ‘cause he’ll be able to see how I’ve organised our things in the flat, and he’ll add on some days of holiday, so he can spend some time with Daniel again. And you’ll be able to meet him too.”

-o0o-

Two weeks later, we met on the stairs.

“Hi, Lars. Sven, this is Lars, from the flat across the landing.”

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

“Therese tells me there’s a sauna in the basement. You don’t know how much I’ve missed a good sauna, while I’ve been away. We’re all going down there this evening, about 7. Are you coming too? I’ll make sure it’s good and hot.”

“Yeah, OK. I’ll come. Thanks.”

At about 7, I went down to the sauna, to find Sven, Therese and Daniel already in there. I showered quickly, and went into the little wooden cabin. Daniel sat between his parents, both of them leaning back against the wall. I sat in the remaining space, beside Sven. This gave me a good view of Sven’s newly circumcised cock. 

“Therese told me you’re circumcised, Lars, and I see she is right. As you can see, I’ve just been circumcised too. Therese has been nagging at me about it, so I just went ahead and had it done last month. We had Daniel’s done too. In Tunisia it’s just normal. You hear the fathers discussing it at work quite often. I thought it was a bit odd, having the skin of your cock cut off, and I never thought we’d have Daniel’s done. But after you’ve lived there for a time, you come to think it is really normal. Then when Therese and Daniel were there, Daniel said he wanted to be circumcised so that he looked like you, Lars. Therese joined in too, and I thought, Yeah, all those Muslims can’t be wrong, so I went ahead and booked it with the best man in town.

“I must admit, I was a bit scared. I mean, here at home, you almost never hear of anyone having it done. And with the new law here, we could probably never have had Daniel done without a big fuss. That man there really knew his job. I asked him about anaesthetic, and he said, “No problem. I’m very expert. Don’t worry. Be very happy.”

“So I just stripped and lay down on his couch. The place was spotless. I could feel him cleaning me up, and smell the alcohol he used. Then he told me to concentrate on a mark on the ceiling and breathe steadily and deeply. He said: ‘Alahu akhbar’ – its their standard blessing, you know. I felt a strong pull and a very tight grip on my foreskin, which suddenly stopped, and then he said: “Congratulations. Now you are really a man.” Only then did I feel I’d been cut. His knife must have been incredibly sharp. Then he put on a dressing, and I walked with Daniel and Therese to the taxi that took us back to my apartment there. 

“It’s been a bit painful at nights, while it has been healing. But I’ve been in the sea every morning and evening, and it’s healed up really well. Nobody who hasn’t been circumcised can really understand what a huge improvement it is. I feel really clean there, in a way that I never did before. And since I told my colleagues where I went that weekend, it’s made a big difference at work: they really respect me now. Before, I always felt like an outsider. I used to put it down to being a foreigner, but it wasn’t that. The men have treated me as a brother, when before I was the ‘know-all foreigner’, just useful for what I knew. You see it in the lads, too. They get a sense of self-confidence which they never have before they are circumcised.”

While Sven had been talking, I was having a good look. Sven’s dick was average sized, but the glans rim stood out well. The skin on the shaft was drawn smoothly back, with very little slack, even though he was not erect. Half way along the shaft was the new scar-line, quite a livid red still, and marking the clear line of transition between the bright pink of the skin nearer his glans, which contrasted with the paler pink/brown of the shaft skin. There were some brownish marks where bruises had faded. But the circumciser had done a neat job, and the result was very handsome.

“That’s very impressive. Congratulations, Sven. Me and you and Daniel - we’re all brothers in the same club now. You must give me the name and address of that circumciser in Sfax. There was a man in the gym last week. He was asking me about how it felt to be circumcised. With the cheap flight these days, he could fly there and back, enjoy himself, get circumcised, and come back, all for the price of a cheap holiday.”

“Sure. But I’ll just give you my internet address there. Just tell him to email me with the date he arrives, and I’ll fix it all for him.”

A couple of days later, I met Therese on the stairs again, carrying up her shopping.

“Hi, Lars. Are you OK?”

“Yes thanks, but I’m missing you.”

“You mustn’t. Sven is back in action again – and Wow, isn’t he just! He flies back to Tunisia tomorrow. We’re going down for a sauna again at 7 tonight. Will you come?”

“OK. See ya.”

That evening, Daniel wasn’t in the sauna. “He’s tired”, said Therese, “so we put him to bed. So it’s just us three adults this evening.”

“Hi, Lars. Come and sit down. Hey, I never realized that being circumcised could make so much difference. Therese and I have been at it all weekend, all night as soon as Daniel’s gone to sleep. Having sex when I had a foreskin was like eating a toffee with the wrapper still on – there wasn’t nearly so much sensation. Now it’s really sweeeeeeeet!”

“Yeah. Nobody believes you when you say it is better without a foreskin. But we roundheads really know how much better it can be.”

“I’m glad we got Daniel done too, aren’t you, Therese?”

“Yes – though he won’t know about the best bit until he’s older, will he? Sven, as your woman, I really appreciate how much better it is, too. I’m really proud that you had the courage to go ahead and have it done, and I’m so pleased that you like it. We knew he would, didn’t we, Lars?”

“Yes, I suppose we did.”

