Lars becomes a roundhead.


I’m not much for team games, but I do enjoy swimming, so when I found myself alone in a new city in a foreign country, I headed for the swimming pool and practiced my strokes over 50 lengths, then tried a few dives. As I headed for the showers afterwards, an older man left the pool at the same time. As I relaxed under the shower, I noticed that he too stripped off, and at once I caught sight of the shiny ring that hung from his tip of the bare tip of his penis.

It must have been several moments later that I realised that I had been staring at him – and that his gaze was fixed on me. I looked away in embarrassment, but a welter of thoughts whirled through my mind. Of course I knew about the fashion for body-piercing – there had been quite a lot of discussion in the newspapers back home about it, with parents expressing their horror and doctors discussing the risks. I had seen pupils at school with pierced ears, and some of the girls had had their navels pierced, but I’d never heard of anyone having his penis pierced.

The man moved from the shower-room to the lockers and started to towel himself dry. I followed at once, and collected my own towel, and did the same. The one other man in the room finished and left. Wondering how to start a conversation, I asked the man with the ring what time it was, and he told me. Then I asked him about busses from the pool to the city centre, and he said they ran every 12 minutes.

‘So you’re new to our city, then?’ he said.

‘Yes. I’m a student. The university here has a course that I couldn’t get into at home. And I wanted to improve my English.’

‘Oh. Where’s home, then?’

‘I come from a small town in Sweden. So it is very new and very strange to me to live in such a big city.’

‘I’m glad that we have something here to attract you to our city. I hope you enjoy it here. Look, you must be hungry after all this exercise. I know I am. Would you like to come home with me for something to eat. I just live close by. I was going to heat up a pizza for myself anyway, so you’re welcome join me.’

‘ Thank you very much. I’m living in one of the student halls, but I have not found a good supermarket yet, and I’m not very much used to cooking for myself either.’

Soon we were both dressed. ‘My name’s Tom, by the way.’

‘I’m called Lars. Lars Svensson.’  He held out his hand, and we shook hands. This was rather more formal than I expected of an Englishman. As I followed him out of the building, he commented, ‘It’s only about five minutes walk from here.’ Soon we turned off the road, and Tom got out his keys to open the door of one of the line of semi-detached house that we had been walking past.

‘You can just leave your kit there, by the door’, said Tom. ‘ I’ll get the oven on.’ He went into the kitchen and busied himself with some preparations for the simple meal, the said, ‘That will take 12 minutes to cook now. Let’s have a beer while we wait.’ He poured two beers and we sat in his living room, while Tom told me a bit about the city and the district where he lived. There was the sound of a timer, and he said. ‘Good, that pizza should be ready.’ He went into the kitchen and put half the pizza on one plate and half on another. We were both evidently quite hungry, so we ate enthusiastically. It was good to have something hot to eat, though the food tasted different from the pizzas we had at home. 

When we’d finished, Tom cleared our plates into the dishwasher, topped up our glasses, and suggested we take them to the sofa. He went over to the windows and closed the curtains. There was a programme on the television, but he had the sound set quietly. The atmosphere was really cosy and I felt at home and relaxed.

I had been a bit worried about going to his house with a man that I had only just met, but Tom seemed kindly, and generous in his invitation to share a meal with him. I had been able to look at him carefully as we ate, and felt I could trust him. I thought that I’d risk asking Tom the question that had been on my mind since that first glimpse of him in the shower.

‘Tom. I hope you don’t mind my asking such a personal question, but in the shower I noticed the ring in the end of your cock. I’ve never seen one like that before. Do you mind telling me about it?’

‘Yes. I could see that you could hardly take you eyes off it. It’s my PA – my Prince Albert piercing. The story is that Queen Victoria’s husband Prince Albert had one so that he could keep his cock tucked to the side in his tight trousers. There’s another story that it was their son Albert who was so randy that his parent arranged to have it done to discourage his amorous adventures. I got mine to see what it was like. I find that it is interesting wearing it because it gives me a pleasant sensation as my cock moves against my underwear. Do you want to see it?’ So saying, Tom unzipped his fly and brought out his cock. ‘There. Have a good look. Go on, you can touch it – it won’t bite you.’

Suddenly things had changed between us. I hadn’t expected this – but here was my chance to see a Prince Albert ring up close, so I had a good look, and then picked up the ring and looked carefully at where the piercing had been made. What amazed me was how thick the ring was. The whole idea of having a piercing just there I found fascinating and exciting, even erotic – and I could feel my own cock rapidly stiffening.

‘You’re circumcised. That’s really neat. When I get circumcised, I’d like it to look just like that. The brown line makes it obvious that you are circumcised.’

‘Yes. It was so much better. I can still remember how elated I was, that I had got a roundhead cock, after wanting to get rid of my foreskin ever since I was about 10.’

‘It must have hurt like hell, having a Prince Albert hole made that big in such a sensitive place,’ I said – in a voice that was strangely husky.

‘Well, no. I just started with quite a thin ring. The tricky thing is to get the ring through after the needle, but I’d seen a video of how to do it, and when I tried for real, there was actually very little problem. Then, after it had healed and I had got used to it, I used a tapered ring to enlarge the piercing. That ring’s now 6 mm thick. With the thinner rings, the spring in the ring keeps the ball in place. But with these thicker rings, the ball screws in. That also makes it quite easy to remove the ring if I want to.’

‘Wow. That’s amazing.’ That was all I could think of saying.

Tom said, ‘Actually, I’m glad you asked. You were staring at me in the shower, but I was also taking a good look at you. You have a well-developed body, a real athlete’s physique, and yet your cock almost looks like the cock of an eleven-year-old boy. It’s fairly fat, but there’s all that foreskin on the end. How old are you?’

‘I’m 18,’ I said. ‘Why do you ask?’

‘Well, I wouldn’t want to run foul of the sex-offender laws. The penalties these days for paedophiles are very harsh, not only in law but in public opinion too. That means that if I even talked about sex with a boy under 18, I could be in real difficulties. I expect it’s the same in Sweden, is it?’

‘Yes, that’s true. But you don’t need to worry about me. I was 18 in January, and anyway, I started this conversation, not you. Besides, there’s something else I wanted to ask you about. In Sweden, the doctors all seem to be very much against circumcision, even if someone really wants to have it done. That foreskin of mine has annoyed me ever since I was 12. We had a sex-lesson in school, and the teacher said that when your penis got stiff, the foreskin just slides back easily. So I went home, and went to my bedroom, and got stiff, but my foreskin would not slide back at all. And it’s been the same ever since. When we had a medical inspection at school, the doctor looked at it, but just said, ‘That should sort itself out as you get bigger. But it never has, and it’s so frustrating. What do you think?’

‘Shall I have a look?’ said Tom. ‘Let me move the light so that I can really see.’ While he did so, I slipped down my trousers and pants and sat back on the sofa so that Tom could examine my cock properly. Ever since I had asked him about his PA ring, it had been making a bulge in my trousers, and was standing proudly to attention.

Tom moved close and looked carefully. Then he pulled the lose skin down the shaft towards the base of my cock, gently at first and then very firmly, until the pee-hole in the penis-tip could just be seen through the tiny opening in my foreskin. ‘Hm. That’s one of the tightest phimoses I have ever seen’, he said. ‘Just stay there’, he said as he went into the kitchen and returned with a teaspoon.

‘I’m just going to see if I can slide the handle of this spoon under your foreskin,’ he said. ‘Tell me if it hurts, and I’ll stop at once.’

He pulled my foreskin back down my erect shaft once again, and carefully worked the rounded end of the spoon handle into the opening of the foreskin. This was a weird sensation – it was exciting and at the same time I felt as though the handle of the spoon was intruding into my most private space. As he moved it further in under my foreskin, the sense of erotic excitement mounted. When the end of the spoon-handle reached the ridge of my knob, the feeling was really weird. Then Tom began to move it sideways, first to one side and then to the other. I wanted to wriggle and squirm with each movement, and at the same time the excitement mounted in me until I could hold it no longer, and climaxed.

Tom felt the pulsations of my cock and reached for some tissues from the open box on the table at the end of the sofa. Before I could spurt, he had slid the loose skin forward and gripped the opening tightly to the spoon handle, so that when I came, my spunk filled my foreskin so that it ballooned out – another weird sensation. Only when the pumping pulsations had ceased did he slide out the spoon, deftly catching my cum in the tissues he held in the palm of his hand while he ‘milked ‘ my penis and foreskin of the last drops of sperm.

‘Good. That shows it works well. Just stay there, while I dispose of these tissues.’

‘Now, that magnificent erection has gone down a bit, so I’ll continue my examination.’ So saying, he slid the spoon-handle under my foreskin once again and moved it about more extensively, probing all round to test the extent of my inner foreskin. As he worked his way around, I could see that the space was much shorter underneath.

‘Yes. As I thought, you’ve got one of the tightest phimoses that I have ever seen, and quite a short frenum too. I’m not surprised that you want a circumcision. What does surprise me is that any doctor would think that it would just go away. I’ll tell you what. I can really help you with this. Would you like me to do that?’

‘Yes, please. I was hoping that while I am here, I would be able to find someone that would help me get rid of this cursed foreskin.’

‘OK, Lars. If you are sure. Just give me a few minutes to get organised upstairs. Here’s the controller for the television. Just change the programme if you like. I don’t know what is on this evening.’

Tom went upstairs and I could hear him moving around for a while. Then he came down again and said: ‘Lars. Would you come up here, please.’ He led me into a small room with a bare table with a bright light over it.

‘Lars. You’re in luck. I’m probably the best-equipped man in this city to solve your problem for you. I’ve been interested in circumcision for many years. In fact, that circumcision of mine that you so much admired; I did it myself. Look here, in this cupboard. Those are special circumcision instruments. That one’s called a Gomco clamp. It’s what I used, and what I think we should use for you. If you are sure you still want me to help you, that is?’

‘Yeah. Sure. It’s been my secret ambition to get circumcised since I was 12, as I told you.’

‘OK, then. First I’ll have to ask you some questions about your health generally. You aren’t allergic to anything are you?’ ‘No.’

‘And have you had any heart problems?’ ‘No.’

‘I guess the answer to this will be No too, but I have to ask you: have you ever been at risk of AIDS or hepatitis?’ ‘No.’ ‘That means, have you ever had anal sex with another man, or had sex with someone from one of the risky countries in Africa or Asia, or anyone that has had sex with someone from there?’ ‘No. This tight foreskin has meant that I have never dared have sex with anyone. I did masturbate with another boy, when I was 14 – that was when I really realised how odd my foreskin was. He could skin his back really easily, and he couldn’t understand why I couldn’t. He enjoyed our wanking session, but all I got out of it was a feeling that I was odd. So I’ve just wanked off in private ever since.’

Tom asked a string of other questions about my health, for all of which I could just answer No. Then he said, ‘Good. Now please read and sign this consent form.’ I did so – I could hardly believe that I had been so lucky to find this answer to my prayers so easily.

‘Right. Thank you. Now let me explain what I think will be best. If we’re going to use the Gomco clamp, it will need what we call a dorsal slit, so that I can put that metal guard in place to protect your glans. What I think we should do is make that slit today and let it heal up. Then that will give you time to get used to having a bare glans, but at the same time you will have some protection of your glans from the flap of foreskin. I’ll also be able to see your frenum, and you can decide if you want it cut too. So there’ll be two or even three stages, and at each stage you can decide if and how you want to go on to the next one. Is that OK?’

‘Yes, I suppose so. You seem to know all about it.’

‘Right. There’s no time like the present, then. Slip off your shoes and trousers and pants. You can keep on your socks and your shirt. Just put your clothes on the hook behind the door. Now, get up onto the table, and lie back. I’ll get you a pillow for your head.’ ‘There – that’ll make you more comfortable.’ 

‘Now, before we do anything else, I want some good photos of that cock of yours. It’s a classic case of phimosis. Just lie there, and I’ll get the camera. The advantage of this lighting is that it brings out every detail.’ Tom took ten or a dozen photos of my cock from all angles; front, sides underneath; he even got me to try and pull the foreskin back, so he could show how little of the glans could be exposed. 

Then he put down the camera and opened the lid on a small chest near the table I was lying on and picked up a thin wooden spatula – the sort you get in smart coffee-bars to stir your coffee with.

‘Now, I’m going to put this under your foreskin, like I did with the spoon-handle before. I’m using this wooden spatula to protect your glans. It won’t hurt, but you’ll be able to feel me doing it. As you ejaculated just recently, I don’t expect that you will come again, but it may feel quite ticklish.’

That was an understatement! But I managed to lie still while he did it, and after a while Tom said: ‘There. That’s in place. Now, I want you to take three deep breaths, and as you breathe out the third time, I’ll make that dorsal incision. Of course you’ll feel it, but I promise you, it is quite bearable and it will be over in a moment. Now, are you ready?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Three big breaths, then. One. Two.’

As he counted, I could feel Tom pulling my foreskin underneath so that it was stretched tight over the spatula.

‘Three. And out.’ As he said that, Tom picked up a scalpel from the chest beside him, aligned it carefully, then pressed down onto the spatula and cut firmly through my foreskin from the tip of the spatula right along to the tip of the foreskin. ‘Good. Well done, Lars. That’s the dorsal slit made. It didn’t hurt much, did it?’ 

‘Well, it stings a bit. But you’re right, it did not hurt much.’

‘Now, I’ll have to put in some stitches to fix the inner and outer foreskin together, and that will also stop it bleeding. This bit is rather slower.’

‘This bit’ actually took several minutes, as Tom first put in a stitch just beyond the end of the slit and tied it carefully. ‘Good. That stabilises the slit and joins the inner and outer layers of foreskin. Now I’ll put in some along each side of the slit. They should help to stop any bleeding and they’ll help it to heal up very quickly.’

Tom began with a stitch at the tip of the foreskin, one each side of the slit. Then he told me to sit up and turn round so that I had my back to the wall, and to keep my knees apart. That way, I could see what he was doing, and I could also help.

He told me to pull on one of the stitches he had just put in. ‘That brings the two cut edges together, and help to make sure that the stitches go in the right place. It also gives me two free hands, so that I can work quicker.’

As each stitch went in, I could feel the prick of the needle and the pull of the thread, but I seemed somehow detached. It was as though I was watching someone else’s body. When one side of the slit had been sewn up, Tom gave me the end stitch on the other side to pull on, and again he worked steadily putting in stitch after stitch, tying off each one, until there were two neat hems, one on each side.

‘Now let’s get you cleaned up.’ There was actually very little blood, but Tom poured some fluid from a bottle marked Peroxide into a bowl, and with a large pair of forceps and some cotton-wool swabs, he wiped away what blood there was. As the fluid touched the blood, it fizzed and the blood disappeared like magic. Tom moved what was now my loose flap of foreskin aside and used the same fluid to clean around my glans and under the foreskin. As 

‘Look. That’s something no-one has ever seen before. There’s my glans, at last out in the open. I never thought I’d see that. It feels weird – sort of cold and exposed. Hey, this is amazing. I feel really different.’

‘I thought you would. Take a good look. It will feel a bit tender to start with. I’ll just clear up here.’

‘Now, before we do any more, I want some photos of what it looks like now – same procedure as before.’ As he worked with the camera to get every angle of my reshaped cock, he said:

‘You’d better stay here overnight – I’ve got a spare bed. Then I can keep an eye on you, just in case anything goes wrong, though there is very little that can happen. Tonight I’ll put on a loose dressing to protect your clothes, in case it oozes a bit from the cut. But for now I suggest you come down stairs just as you are. That shirt of yours is long enough to keep you warm, and you won’t need any modesty tonight! I’ll put a towel on the sofa for you to sit on.’

As I went down stairs, I started shivering, and Tom noticed  ‘I’ll get you some coffee, and you’d better have some paracetamol – it’ll keep down any inflammation, and act as a pain-killer, and the coffee will deal with those shivers.’ We settled down on the sofa, and watched a comedy show for about an hour on television.

Then I started yawning and could hardly keep my eyes open. Tom took me upstairs and showed me the bedroom and the bathroom. Then he said, ‘Before you go to bed, you’d better have a pee, especially after all that beer. I hope you don’t mind, but I want to see you do it, just to make sure there’s no problem.’ I had a really good pee – the one I’d been saving all evening – and when I had finished Tom dabbed the end of my cock dry with a tissue. Then he took out a padded dressing, a bit like a baby’s nappy, and taped it to my belly so that it hung down over my cock, and told me to put on my pants to keep it in place. ‘If you need to pee in the night, just lift up that pad and fire away. You’d better have some more paracetamol too. Don’t worry, you’re still within the maximum dose. When do you have to be in the university tomorrow?’

‘Not until 11. We’ve got a late start tomorrow.’

‘Good. You can sleep as long as you like, then. I work from here anyway, so I don’t have any deadline tomorrow. If you are worried about your cock in the night just call me. Good night. Sleep well, and I’ll see you in the morning.’

The bed was comfortable and warm. As I lay dozing off, it was a real thrill to think over the events of the day. What good luck to meet Tom like that! And I was circumcised! Well, not really, but my glans was bare for the first time in my life.

I woke next morning to the usual early-morning hard-on – but it felt really strange; sort of liberated. I moved a bit, and I felt my bare glans rub against the pad of dressing. Suddenly the events of yesterday came back to me. My cock felt a bit tender, so I went to the bathroom, lifted up the dressing and had a pee. Then I just sat on the edge of the bed in the bright morning sunlight and had a good look at my remodelled cock. I had a proper glans, just like the men I had seen in the locker rooms when I went swimming!

When I heard Tom moving about, I went downstairs. ‘Morning,.Lars. Did you sleep well? How’s your cock?’

‘Morning, Tom. Yes, I slept very well, thank you. My cock’s a bit sore, but what a difference! It feels strange, but really liberated. It seems to be healing up well, and there’s very little blood on the dressing.’

‘OK. Well, have some breakfast, then I’ll take a look at it. Coffee?’ Yes, thanks, with milk and sugar please.’

After we’d eaten, Tom sent me upstairs for a shower, and told me to call him when I’d finished. I did so, and he took me into the ‘operating room’ where we had been yesterday and asked me to get onto the table again, ‘Just so that I can have a good look.’

He carefully dried my cock and every wrinkle of foreskin with tissues, and then examined it closely. ‘You expect a bit of swelling, but there’s very little here. All the stitches are holding well. We’ll have them out after a week. That’s looking good. Come and see me whenever you like, but make sure you come today week, that’s in seven days time. I’ll write down my address and phone number for you, and if any of this worries you, just phone me. You can wank whenever you feel ready to – just don’t put a strain on that stitch at the end of the slit. You might like to try out the sensations of your glans and inner foreskin. Is that OK?’

‘Thanks, Tom. I know its only Stage One, but I’m so pleased to have made as much progress as this to being circumcised. As I told you, it’s something I have wanted for years. Already this feel much better.’

‘Now, this bit underneath here that connects your foreskin to your glans, it’s called the frenulum. If it has a function at all, it is to pull the foreskin forward over the glans as an erection goes down. In some lads, it is quite thin and weak, and often tears or disappears by the time they have reached your age. But yours is quite short and tight. That’s not surprising, as it has never had any tension put on it before. I’d like you to think about whether you want to keep it like this, or whether you want me to divide it for you. If that’s what you want, it is a very simple little thing to do, and, I must say, it will mean that I can make a much neater and tighter result for you when I use the Gomco clamp. I don’t want you to decide now, but just think about it over the next week or two, once you have had time to explore what it is like to experience all the sensations of your penis with a loose foreskin.’

‘OK, Tom. I follow what you mean. Thanks for all you advice. I’m sure I’m getting more chance to decide for myself than I would with any of the doctors back home. But now I must get going. I don’t want to miss today’s lectures, and I still don’t know my way around very well, so I’d better allow some time in case I get lost.’

I got dressed, carefully adjusting the position of my cock against the protective padding in my pants. Tom gave me a note of his address and phone number, and the number of the bus-routes into the city centre and to the university. Wanting to express how thankful I was for what he had done, I gave him a big hug, and headed off to my room in the university hall to leave my swimming kit and collect me file of lecture notes.

Frequently that day my attention wandered from the academic topic I was supposed to be taking in, and turned towards the radical transformation of my penis since the day before. The slight ache was far outweighed by the sense of having moved at last towards getting rid of the tight constriction of my foreskin. I ate an early main meal in the refectory and was back in my room by 6:00 pm. At once I stripped off down to my tea-shirt and socks and had a good look at my penis. In the mirror, I have to admit that it looked a bit odd. Front on, I could see most of my glans, but from the side there was this sort of curtain or apron of loose skin hanging beside and underneath my glans. Gently I touched the glans and the inner surface of foreskin, testing out the sensations that were new to me but that men with ‘normal’ foreskins, or men circumcised as babies had been able to enjoy throughout their teenage years. Gradually I felt I could be more forceful, and I even started pulling on the flap of foreskin to see how it felt, and it was not long before I could feel another climax coming on. Only after I had cleared up from that did I feel I could get down to the notes I had to work on for my course.

Over the next couple of days, the cut edges of my foreskin dried and healed, the foreskin seemed to shrink, and my glans became more exposed.. I wore the protective pad for a second day, but after that I felt I could safely leave it off. That made a big difference: as I walked about, I could feel my bare glans being stimulated by the movement of my pants against it, and as a result I had an erection almost all the time. Occasionally one of the stitches caught in the fabric and gave me a little twinge, but I was usually able to put my hand in my pocket and sort out the problem. Fortunately my trousers were the fashionably baggy sort, so the erection wasn’t obvious to other people, though I felt I had to sit with my legs crossed whenever we sat talking in groups.

Every morning I awoke to a real stiffie, and as a result I wanked more often that week than I usually did in a couple of months. I soon realised what a rich range of sensations I had missed as I had gone through my teenage years.

A week soon passed, and I turned up at Tom’s door that early evening. Tom welcomed me in, and asked how I felt. ‘Tom, it’s a whole new world of sensations. I’m just grateful for what you did for me, and that I won’t have to endure constrictions of that wretched foreskin any longer.’

Tom went upstairs and I followed him eagerly into the ‘operating room’, stripped off down to my tea-shirt and socks, and got onto the table. Tom washed and dried his hands, then came over and examined my cock. ‘That’s excellent. It’s healed up very well. I’ll just take some more photos, then I’ll take those stitches out.’

With a pair of forceps, he picked up the tail of one of the stitches and pulled on it gently until he could slide the point of a scissors blade under the stitch. As he cut the stitch, it slid out easily. He repeated the procedure until all the stitches were out. I had expected it to hurt, but really there was just the slight twinge as he pulled on each stitch, and then a feeling that a slight irritation had stopped.

As he worked, Tom asked: ‘Well, Lars, that stage has gone very well. What do you think about that frenulum?’

I paused a moment, then said: ‘I think it would be best if you divided it. I’ve tried exploring the sensations there, and they don’t feel very different from my glans. It is hard to see what good that frenulum does. So, yes, please divide it for me.’

The Tom said: ‘Right, if that is what you want. Now, there is something else I ought to tell you about. You remember I watched you peeing after I had done the dorsal slit last week. Well, it looked to me that you were straining a bit, and the stream of pee was really very thin. In fact, you took quite a long time to release quite a modest amount of urine. This makes me think that I should also widen that opening just a little. It would be best to do that at the same time as I divide the frenulum. Do you think that would be a good idea?’

‘Well, yes. Now you mention it, I have noticed that I seem to take longer than other lads to pee.’

‘OK. Just lie back with your head on the pillow and relax while I get ready and clean you up.’ Tom busied himself with his forceps and a swab of disinfectant that he used to clean my penis, which shrank a bit at the touch of the cool fluid. Then he was ready.

He told me to reach down with my right hand to grip my glans firmly between my thumb and first finger, and to pull my while penis firmly upward vertically. Tom gripped my loose flap of foreskin and pulled it away towards my feet. ‘Now, Lars. Take a deep breath, and breathe out steadily.’ As I did so, Tom positioned a pair of scissors carefully and, as I was reaching the end of my breath, he firmly closed the blades. I felt a momentary sharp pain, and saw Tom’s hand that gripped my foreskin move away. ‘Well done, Lars. That’s the frenulum divided now. That didn’t hurt much, did it?’ Now just let go of your glans and put your hand down by your side.’

I could Tom probing at the tip of my glans with something cold. Then he said: ‘Hold steady now.’ This time it was a really sharp pain. Though it was over in an instant, it brought tears to my eyes, though I managed not to call out. ‘Well done, Lars. I knew that would hurt a bit, but it was over in a moment. That’s all done for today. I’ll just put a little dressing in place. Actually, much the best thing is for you to just hold it there. The pressure will soon stop the little bit of bleeding. Come down stairs with me and I’ll give you a paracetamol and make you a coffee. Then I’ll put a pizza in the oven and we can have something to eat together.’

Tom put a towel on the sofa and I seated myself comfortably – still firmly gripping the tip of my penis. When the pizza was ready, Tom cut up my piece into long fingers, so that I could eat it with my right hand while keeping up the pressure on my glans with my left.

Later in the evening we went upstairs again and Tom checked out what he had done earlier, while I watched closely. The frenulum had been divided neatly, though I could still see it attached only to the flap of foreskin under my cock. 

Then Tom pulled apart the pee-hole in my glans. (‘It’s called a me-ate-us, spelt meatus’, he said), and I could see that it was much wider than it had been before. ‘That may continue to ooze a bit, so you’d better wear one of those protective pads for a few days, till it heals. You’ll find that when you pee, it will sting a bit. The answer is to drink plenty of water, then you urine will be much less acid, and it will not sting so much. The other advice I have is this. A cut there seems to close up very quickly, so it is important that you pull it apart every time before you pee. Also I’ll give you something called a sound. Sit there a moment, until I find the right size.’ So saying, he brought a graded set of short pieces of plastic with rounded ends and, by trial and error, found the one that just stretched the opening of my meatus. ‘I want you to use this at east three times a day – more often if you can – over the coming week, to keep the opening from closing up. You may have to force it a little, in which case use it even more often. A week should be enough to make sure that it heals at that size. Do you understand that?’  ‘Yes, Tom. You want me to keep stretching with that sound so that the opening doesn’t close up.’ ‘Yes, that’s right.’

I went back to my room that evening. Tom was right, it did sting when I peed. I was tempted not to drink at all, to cut down how often I had to pee – but I remembered his advice about that just resulting in it stinging even more when I did pee, so I followed his advice. I had to work quite hard in the mornings at first to get the sound to go in, but as the week passed, it became quite easy. I also found that I could pee much faster, and I was not getting such a powerful sensation of pressure in my bladder when I needed to go.

While all this was happening, I did not go swimming, thinking that it would be better not to disturb the healing process. Two weeks after the great good luck of my first meeting with Tom, I phoned him to ask if I could see him again that evening. He told me he had to be out that evening, but arranged for me to go the next day at about 4 pm, and told me to bring my overnight things, as he suggested that I stayed the night.

This was going to be my full circumcision – the event that I had dreamt of for years, so I was at Tom’s front door on the stroke of 4 pm. Tom welcomed me in, and we went at once to his operating room – I knew the drill well from my two previous visits.

He began by asking me for the sound he had lent me. He washed it carefully, then tried it on my meatus: it slid in smoothly. Tom parted the little lips that had formed on either side of the opening and had a good look. ‘Excellent. That has healed up really well, and you have done the right thing to keep it open while it healed. What do you think: is it an improvement?’ ‘Yes – having a pee is less of a performance now that it was.’ ‘Good. I thought it would help you. That’s another thing that should have been attended to when you were much younger. It can often mean that boys develop kidney problems if they have what the medical literature calls a ‘pin-hole meatus’. You have passed the main risk-years, but it should still give you some protection for the future.’

‘Now, I’d better explain how this Gomco clamp works. Your glans goes into this sort-of-bell-shaped piece, and that protects it. Then I’ll pull your foreskin up over the outside and slip it through the hole in this second piece. As it comes down the outside of the bell-shape, it grips the foreskin. As that happens, I’ll adjust the foreskin to make sure that we include just the right amount. Then I’ll put the third piece into place. That allows us to tighten the grip. I’ll get you to do that, and we’ll do it in stages, so that you can take it at your own pace. Once it is really tight, we need to leave it in place for 20 minutes. That stops the blood flow and deadens the feeling in the foreskin, so that when I cut it off, you shouldn’t be able to feel me doing so. It also means that when I take the clamp off, the edges of skin will be pressed together tightly, so there is little or no bleeding. I will have to put in stitches, as otherwise it would probably pull apart when you get your first erection. And those stitches will have to stay in place for at least a week. Do you follow all that?’

‘Sure. I’ve seen some pictures on that web-site, www.circlist.com, so I know how it works. I hope it won’t hurt too much, though?’

‘Well, that’s why I want you to tighten it, so that you can take it at your own pace. You’ll find that each time the pain soon fades. If you want me to help or to take over, just say. Now, shall I start by cleaning you up?

‘Yes, OK, Tom. After what you have done already, I’m sure you know what to do.’

‘I’ll just take a few more photos before we start,’ he said.

Then he got to work again on my cock. As he applied the disinfectant swab to the whole of my pubic area, then the inside of my thighs, then my scrotum, and finally my penis, Tom said, ‘I expect that now you can understand why I did that dorsal slit first. There was no way we could have got the bell of the clamp onto your glans through that tiny opening in your foreskin.’

Next Tom draped a plastic sheet over my thighs and lower belly and made a hole in it through which he pulled my cock and balls. Then he picked up the bell of the Gomco clamp and greased the inside with a little Vaseline. ‘That so your glans can slide right to the top of the bell,’ he said. ‘Now, are you ready?’ ‘Yes, Tom. Let’s go for it.’

Working steadily, Tom did as he had described. Once the second part of the clamp was in place, he spend quite a long time pulling on the foreskin, then a bit on the shaft skin, then on the foreskin again, until he was satisfied that it was in just the right position and that the amount of foreskin it was holding was symmetrical on both sides. I noticed also that he made sure that the end of the dorsal incision was caught up. When I commented on this, he said, ‘Yes. That was a bit loose there. I want that bit pulled through so that you get a good smooth circular cut.’

When he was satisfied, he fitted the third piece and tightened the screw slowly until he saw me wince a bit. ‘OK. Now it’s over to you. Tighten the screw as much as you can bear, then stop and take a rest. Just take you time. But you’ll find that the pain soon fades. Then you can tighten it again. Just remember, too, that each turn of the screw takes you that much nearer to the roundhead cock that you really want.’

I did as he said. At first each turn of the screw just added to the pinching pain. But then the pain did fade quite quickly. It must have taken about ten little movements of the screw before I said, ‘I give up, Tom. You do it. Just do it as tight as you can in one go. That can’t be any worse.’ So Tom finished off the tightening – actually I had nearly got it as tight as it could be anyway. Then he set his watch to time the 20 minutes, and told me to lie back and tell him about my family and about my school at home in Sweden.

While we were waiting, Tom took aload of pictures with the Gomco clamp in place. Then he made some further preparations. I could hear a ripping sound as he opened a sealed packet, and some metallic sounds as he placed instruments ready. It didn’t seem long before his timer went off.

‘OK. Let’s go,’ he said, and picked up a scalpel. Carefully and firmly he cut around into my foreskin, using the metal clamp as a guide. The skin seemed surprisingly tough, and Tom had to work quite hard to make sure that the skin had parted all the way around. Because of the dorsal slit, when he had completed the circular cut he was able to pull the foreskin right away at once. ‘Congratulations, Lars. You are now well and truly circumcised, and have joined the roundheads. Welcome to the brotherhood! But lie still. There is more work to do still. I’ll have to put in the stitches.’

Tom unscrewed the clamp and carefully removed it. There was my glans: bare, purple-red, no longer cramped in or curtained by that hateful foreskin, and with a neat dark ring right round the shaft just below the level of the glans to mark where that foreskin had been removed.

Deftly Tom used a tiny curved needle to insert stitches bridging the incision line, first on top, then underneath, then on one side, then on the other, then between each of these cardinal points, each time subdividing the gap between previous stitches. ‘I do it in this order so that it stays symmetrical,’ he said.

It felt like ages, but actually it was only about 20 minutes until he said, ‘Good. That’s the last one. All finished.’ I sat up and looked, then said: ‘I’m astonished to see how very little blood there is.’ 

Tom said, ‘Yes, that is one of the great advantages of the Gomco. Another is that because it compresses the two layers of skin, they stay in alignment when the stitches go in. Now I’ll just clean you up a little.’ Actually there was very little to do, and he soon removed the plastic sheet that had covered my thighs.

‘Good, Lars. All done now. Stand up and take a look at yourself in the mirror.’

I did as Tom told me, and took a good look, fully frontal and then from each side. ‘Wow. That’s fantastic. I do like that.  The line of the cut looks so neat. Do you think it will go brown, like yours?

‘Yes, probably. That is another good thing about the Gomco clamp – a man really looks circumcised with that brown line.’

‘Tom, thank you a thousand times. I only met you two weeks ago, and you have changed my life for me. I really wanted to get rid of that foreskin, and I wondered for years how to get it done. Then you have made such a difference to how I look. It’s the body-image I wanted so much, and now I’ve got it. How can I thank you enough?’

‘Well, Lars, it’s a sort of hobby of mine. But it’s great to be appreciated. I’m as keen as you are to spread the advantages of circumcision. Actually, you know, it turns me on when I see such a fine athletic body as yours, with the right neatly circumcised penis to go with it. What you could do for me is to give me a good hand-job. Here, use some of this lubrication.’

That was all the invitation I needed. Tom lay on his operating table while I took a big handful of lubricant and massaged his rampant erection, surmounted as it was by his shining PA ring. I started gently, massaging his balls and shaft, then worked more firmly up towards his glans. I even pulled gently but firmly on the PA ring, and that triggered his climax – his scrotum tightened, his shaft pulsed, and in a very short time his spunk spurted in waves, cascading onto his chest and stomach. ‘Fantastic, Lars,’ said Tom.

Tom cleaned up, and I went down stairs to make some coffee. Tom soon joined me on the sofa. ‘Now, Lars: I think you should stay here for a few nights, while your circumcision heals, just in case it needs extra attention. The best thing for it is to let it dry out as quickly as possible, so if you can keep to the house as much as possible, and just wear a shirt or tea-shirt and jersey, but let the air get to our penis as much as possible, that will help. It will also mean that I catch a glimpse of that fine roundhead cock from time to time! Obviously you’ll have to get properly dressed when you need to go to lectures and classes. That Gomco clamp compresses the inner and outer layers of foreskin together, and the stitches should stop it pulling apart, so that should mean it doesn’t bleed. But the line of compressed skin is quite delicate, so you need to be careful not to knock it.

‘We’ll soak your cock in warm salty water twice a day, too. Don’t worry, you’ll find it’s very soothing, and it helps to dry out the scar-line. When you’ve finished your coffee, I’d like to take some photos, so we have a record of how it looks at this stage.’

Over the next week, things went very much as before, except that this time, Tom took a close interest in how my circumcision scar-line healed up. After a couple of days, bits of the skin that had been compressed by the clamp came loose – Tom eased them off with a pair of forceps that he took form his sterile cabinet. They had made a dark, almost black line, but underneath they revealed a shiny pink scar-line. On each side of this, however, was a line of darker pigmentation, and then the inner foreskin showed a light pink in contrast – no-one who would see me could be in the least doubt that I was circumcised!

Tom was right about the salt water – it was very soothing, and it did seem to help the wound to dry out. I sat for an hour, morning and evening, with the end of my cock hanging into this mug of salt water. I enjoyed the careful attention Tom pad to my penis. On day 3, before the usual evening soak, I had quite a hard-on, so Tom offered to give me a hand-job. He was careful not to touch the scar area, and just stimulated my glans with his well-lubricated fingers: in a matter of moments I was experiencing a mind-blowing orgasm – Tom caught the ejaculate as it spurted from the tip of my cock. 

‘Wow – that is the most fantastic ever,’ I had to exclaim. ‘Good, I thought that would happen,’ said Tom. ‘Actually, I also wanted to see what difference that meatotomy had made. The risk is to open it up too far. But that was a fine ejaculation just then, so I think I got it just right.’

After just seven days, Tom took out most of the stitches – he left about three underneath in the area where my frenulum had been, commenting, ‘It often seems to take longer to join up in that area.’ As soon as the stitches were out, the whole area was much less itchy and irritated, and I found I slept much longer that night. Each day, Tom recorded progress with his digital camera. Eleven days after the operation, he took out the last of the stitches.

Two weeks after my circumcision, Tom suggested we went swimming together. ‘You’ve put on some weight’, he said. ‘And besides, I want to see you showing off that newly circumcised cock in the changing rooms. You’ve really got something to be proud of there! Incidentally, if any of your friends want to be circumcised, you know where to find me. You’d be good at starting conversations on the topic now, so use every chance to do so. I expect your flat-mates will want to know where you have been, all this time that you’ve been living here instead of in the flat. I bet most or all of them aren’t roundheads – since the 1940s, fewer and fewer boys have been circumcised as infants, which just means they have to find the courage when they get to your age to ask a medic to refer them for circumcision. Some medics aren’t bad, but most of them seem to be flatly prejudiced against the procedure, so the poor lads have to suffer like you. I’m sure it ruins a lot of potentially good sexual reationships.’
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