I was to be the new boy at the Irving Lumber camp.  It was my first time ever being so far away from home and for such a long time.  I was a stocky guy and it had been suggested by many that I seek my fortune being a full-time lumberjack.  Now that I was actually arriving here, and to be stationed here for the next six months, I was starting to feel nervous about the whole endeavor.  I have to admit, there was something very cool about being in the middle of “Nowhere”, Nova Scotia where the only thing as far as the eye could see were pine trees and a single gravel road, which when traveled for about 100km, would arrive at the closest “major city” with a population of about 120.  It was quite erotic being surrounded by nothing but other beefy lumberjacks!

I was shown around the camp by the foreman, Jake, who had been with the crew the longest.  He showed me the camp and introducted me to the rest of the crew.  As I had imagined, all the crew looked like they were right out of a “Tom of Finland” print --  huge pecs, arms, legs, square jaws and big manly beards.  I was nowhere near as developed as these long-term lumberjacks were, I hoped that I could keep up with them.

Everyone was ready for bed about 8:00, just after dinner.  I quickly discovered that there was very little privacy at the camp -- we all slept in a “long house” which was reminiscent to the bunk houses from summer camp.  Believe me, sleeping with these guys would prove to be tough, between the softly creaking bed springs when someone was all horned up and quietly masturbated and the snoring which was sometimes louder than their chain saws!

The next morning came far too early, it was 5:00 and I had hardly slept a wink just fantasizing about all the hot men sleeping in the same room as I.  I sincerely hoped at least one of them would “have their way with the new boy”, but alas, they were all well behaved...  Shucks!

We all headed for the showers before breakfast.  To my delight, the shower house was nothing more than a wall of shower heads and a few toilets and a large, trofth style sink.  I was going to see all 17 of the guys in the nude everyday?!?  My cock started swelling with the thought!  I tried thinking of non-sexual things to prevent a full hardon from giving away the fact that I was gay to these guys.  All the guys started taking off their t-shirts and boxers and went to the shower area, being somewhat shy, I was the last to get undressed and head in.  When I walked into the shower area, about half of them turned and stared at me.  Specificially my groin...  Then it dawned on me... holy shit, I was the only uncut guy here!!  “Looks like they sent a boy here when we clearly asked for a man.”, laughed one of the guys -- a few similar comments were made from some of the other guys when Jake spoke up and told them to “lay off on the new guy, no one’s perfect!”  I shouldn’t have had a problem with this kind of hazing, afterall I went through this before in high school -- but hearing these comments coming from all of these guys that I considered sexy really made me feel bad... yet somewhat aroused.

After our showers, I got snapped with a few towels, and a few other snide comments were made -- but I turned the other cheek and got dressed for breakfast and my first day of work.  It wasn’t as difficult as I thought it would be!  I proved to be a good worker and slowly earned the respect of my peers over the next week, even though they still picked on me for being uncut in the showers and even sometimes on the job (they really got a chuckle out of calling me “cheesehead.”  Sigh...  I thought this torment would have stopped after high school!

My friendship with Jake really developed well.  He took me under his wing and was kind of my surrogate father while I became accustom to the camp.  Jake had worked for Irving longer then anyone else in our camp and served as my mentor.

Considering all the harassment I’d suffered my entire life about my “hood”, I confided my secret desire in getting circumcised to Jake.  I told him how I tried to wear it back as much as I could, but it would just spring forward again.  He seemed sympathetic.  Jake was a cool guy.  I think he was the first adult I’d ever told this to, and he was very considerate about it, but didn’t pressure me either way (which I thought was very nice of him!)  All he mentioned was that cook also doubled as the crew’s doctor and that he could help me with “my problem” should I desire it.  

Lumberjacking is seasonal in these parts, therefore it’s important to get as much work done as you can in the time you have.  The only down-time we had were Sundays, the one day we had off per week.  This coming week, however, was to be different as there was a strike by the drivers.  Without them to take the fallen trees away, we couldn’t work.

Following dinner on Saturday night we decided to have a bonfire party -- I was looking forward to this, as I really wanted to get more social time with the guys -- it had been four weeks now since I came on board and I really only got to know Jake well -- none of the others.

Cookie got us a keg of beer, and following dinner that night we had a grand time at the largest campfire I’d ever seen!  Bill, about 35 was quite a rugged man who hardly spoke had obviously been drinking a bit much -- he slapped me on the back almost knocking the wind out of me and said “ya know, you’re not such a bad boy after all!” -- He’d never spoken to me before, except for a few crude comments in the showerhouse!

--

Three of them got up and headed over towards me -- two grabbed my legs and literally lifted me up onto a fallen tree, Bill yanked at the front of my jeans, and with one firm grasp tore them open -- he reached in and grabbed my boxer shorts and pulled them off of me from under my levis!!  My uncicrumcised cock flopped out, along with my balls onto the rough bark of the tree between by legs -- the other guys laughed at my cock.  “Ha ha ha, now that everyone’s had a laugh at my expense would you please let me go change??” -- “Hell no, boy -- today’s your big day!  We’re going to make a man of you!”  Before what he had said truely sunk in, Randy came up on the side of the tree, took a grasp of my foreskin and proceeded to pound a freaking nail into it -- affixing me to the tree by my prepuce!!  When I opened my mouth to scream out in pain, they shoved a thick glove in to keep me quiet.

Here I was, legs spread around the trunk of the fallen tree, my cock nailed through the foreskin so I couldn’t get away -- I broke into a sweat thinking what they had in store for me now.  I felt Bill near my backside, he leaned over and whispered in his deep voice that I’d better not squirm; as he took his knife and cut the backside of my pants open, right along the seam, exposing my backside for all to see.

