Nathan’s Request

This story is entirely fictional.

Final exams were over, summer had just begun and Rohan, Charles and Nathan were getting ready to go on an end-of-year roadtrip of adventure. They were headed to the coast of their native South Africa for two weeks of well earned drunken debauchery. The three friends had grown up together in the same neighbourhood, gone to the same schools and university, and belonged to the same congregation.

Rohan was packing the car as Charles and Nathan showed up at his parents’ house.

“Shirtless already, and summer’s only just started! He never stops showing off.” Nathan complained good naturedly.

“What’s the point of having nipple rings if no-one knows you have them?” retorted Rohan with a smile.

The three laughing friends embraced and threw their stuff into the boot.

“Food? Check. Clothes? Check. Booze… uh huh! Let’s go!”

They piled into the car, Rohan at the wheel. With the music turned up to a chest-rattling volume, they drove out of the industrialized drudgery of the city and onto the open road.

A couple of hours later they arrived at their cheap beachside rental house and stowed their stuff. The house itself was just a shade above a hovel, but it was close to the beach and it was clean and the rent was next to nothing.

“Come on guys! Let’s hit the waves!” yelled Charles, already dashing toward the water, kicking sand behind him as he went. Nathan and Rohan looked at eachother momentarily, grinning widely, then raced eachother to the surf, across the deserted beach, disrobing as they went. The three guys had left their speedos in the house, but nothing daunting, they stripped naked and dived into the foaming waves.

Charles was already in the water, his lithe muscular body diving headlong into each approaching wave. Rohan was broad-shouldered and devastatingly handsome, with blonde streaks through his hair and nipple rings to accentuate his pectoral muscles. Nathan was a thin boy with curly hair and blue eyes. Of the three friend, only Nathan remained uncircumcised. His foreskin extended beyond his glans in a little spout, while his friends’ cocks sported flared heads and dark scars. The liquid ice of the Southern Ocean made the boys’ scrotums contract tightly and their penises shrink. 

They played for an hour in the chill salty waters. Finally, they emerged, cold but content from the powerful surge and stood drip-drying in the gentle warm breeze.

“Are you guys hungry?” asked Nathan.

“Yeah. Let’s clean up and go out for dinner!” suggested Rohan.
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Charlie (left) and Nate (right)
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Rohan talks to Nathan in the bathroom

“I call first shower!” yelled Nathan, not waiting for a reply.

The other two walked back to the beach house at a more leisurely pace, picking up their discarded items of clothing as they talked.

“Man, was that fun or what?” said Charlie.

“Yeah.” responded Rohan distractedly.

“What’s up?”

“I was just thinking about poor Nate.”

“What’s wrong with him?”

“You know.”

“Oh. That. Maybe he’s happier the way he is. Maybe he’s going to leave the congregation. Maybe he’s planning on staying a virgin his whole life. It’s none of our business. Besides I seem to remember several years of sexual fulfillment before I was called to our Ceremony.”

“That’s part of it. You and Nate and I – we’ve always done everything together. It’s so weird that you and I got called by the Elders three years ago and Nate hasn’t been done yet. We’re all the same age, we’re all faithful members of the church…”

“If he was worried about it, he’d have asked the Elders by now.”

“Maybe he’s nervous. It must take a lot of courage to ask someone for a circumcision. I probably wouldn’t have had it done if the Elders hadn’t tapped me on the shoulder.”

“Hmm. I still think it’s none of our business.”

“You’re probably right. Hey - I call second shower.”

Nate was just getting out of the shower as Rohan entered the bathroom. Nate wrapped a towel around his waist and let Rohan past. Rohan reached in to turn on the water, but hesitated, and turned back to his friend.

“Nate, can I talk to you about something really personal?”

“Sure, bud.”

“OK. Why haven’t you been circumcised yet?”

“Um…”

“It’s just, you know Charlie and I were done three years ago, and you know the laws of the church – uncircumcised men are not allowed any sexual interaction with the women. I know you’re not gay. Are you thinking of leaving the church, or are you happy to be a virgin your whole life… what?

“I’m not leaving the church and I don’t want to be a virgin anymore. And I hate the way my dick looks – I’m so envious of you and Charlie with your bared heads and beautiful circumcision scars. I wish the Elders would call me to my Circumcision Ceremony.”

“Have you asked them why they’ve missed you out?”

“No. But I can guess. A week before you two were called, an Elder caught me jerking off in the toilets at church. I was looking at a photograph of his daughter. I’m being punished for my sins. They’ve probably decided that I am to remain a boy-child forever in the eyes of the church.”

“Who caught you?” Rohan asked, intrigued.

“Elder Fitzgerald. I was wanking over Miranda.”

“Oh MAN. No wonder. Maybe he’s forgiven you by now – it has been three years. You should ask him for his forgiveness and then ask him for his permission to have the Ceremony. I reckon he’ll OK it. If you ask him, I’m sure that by the end of the summer you’ll be a full member of the congregation, foreskin free and ready to fuck!”

“Really?”

“Yes. And Charlie and I will help you. Don’t you worry Nate, we’ll circumcise you ourselves if we have to.”

And with that, Rohan turned on the water and showered. To his surprise and embarrassment, he found that he had a boner to take care of. All this talk of circumcisions had had an effect on him. Nate on the other side of the shower curtain was having trouble with a boner of his own. Nate could hear the sounds of masturbation coming from the shower, so he pulled back the curtain and caught his friend red-handed. Rohan turned, surprised to see his friend staring unabashedly at his engorged, 8 inch organ. Rohan’s right fist enclosed the long rigid shaft with its dark brown scar halfway down. His purple cockhead was clearly visible, flaring widely at the smooth corona. The neat cleft on the underside of the head was completely denuded of frenulum. Two large orbs filled the expanding scrotum, only slightly obscured by a neatly trimmed pubic mound.

“Since I’m soon going to be like you in that department, how about you show me how it’s done?”

Nate dragged his ample foreskin back to the root of his shaft with his left hand. Rohan soaped up his own turgid, slack-free cock and started rubbing. Nate took the soap and carefully lubed his cock head, imitating Rohan precisely. Soon his right fist was flying back and forth, rubbing the throbbing, flaring glans. Rohan’s cock grew harder and darker. Moments later, his semen was adorning the wall of the shower. When he’d regained his composure, he turned to assess Nathan’s technique.

“Not bad. Here let me hold your skin back.”

Rohan came up behind Nathan. His detumescing circumcised dick pressed snugly against Nate’s butt crack, his left hand grasping the boy’s foreskin and holding it firmly back, he let Nate pleasure himself.

“No. Let me show you.”

Rohan took Nate’s throbbing member in his own right hand and plied the tricks he’d learned in the last three years. Within a few moments, Nate was ejaculating with more force than ever before. His knees buckled with ecstasy and he knelt, unmanned for a few seconds, in pools of his own cum.

“And that’s how it’s done.” offered Rohan. 

Knock knock.

“Come on guys – the hot water will run out!” yelled Charlie from outside the bathroom, unaware of the erotic scene occurring within.

During their fortnight together, the guys got up to all kinds of fun. Rohan and Charlie were hits with the local girls, nightly bringing sexy young women home with them. Nate wasn’t nearly as confident with the ladies as his friends, and even when he did pick up, he was bound by church law to stop before reaching home base. It was a very frustrating time for the poor young man.

Nathan would lie awake at night unable to sleep because of the nightly noises of pleasure coming from the adjacent rooms. He became remote and jealous at times. On some occasions, he left his friends and went for long walks on the beach.

During one such absence, Rohan told Charlie what he’d learned from Nathan.

“So Nate desperately wants to get circumcised, but has been too chicken to face old man Fitzgerald to get one this whole time?”

“Well, I wouldn’t put it quite like that. The point is, he wants it and I’ve said we’ll help him out.”

“Sure. What do you think we should do?”

“We’ve gotta talk to Elder Fitzgerald on Nate’s behalf and sort out what his intentions are. Does he plan to veto Nate’s Ceremony forever, or is he just punishing him for a finite time?”

“And if he’s still not going to allow Nate’s circumcision?”

“Let’s see how we go through the proper channels first.”

The guys went nude swimming again on their last day together. Nate kept skinning himself back, but the cold water made keeping his foreskin retracted a near impossibility.

“What’re you doing, man?” asked Charlie.

“Keeping myself skun back to get the “cut feeling”. I want to know what it feels like to be a roundhead before it’s made permanent.”

“You’re really that keen to get the snip? I remember feeling pretty sick at the thought of getting cut. It really hurts you know – more than anything you’ve known before.”

“Charlie, I just want to be like you guys. I want to be allowed to go all the way with a girl. I want a cool scar ringing my manhood like yours. I want this fucking frenulum destroyed – like yours. I’m ready to face the pain; I’ve been ready for years.”

On the trip home, Charlie sat in the back seat with Nate. They were pretending to be asleep, but Rohan noticed some movements in the rear view mirror. He didn’t say anything as Charlie’s hand grabbed Nate’s and guided it into his shorts. He let Nate play with his circumcised 7 inches all the way home. Rohan knew the guys weren’t gay – just curious about the upcoming ceremony.

They dropped Nate off first.

“We’ll see you again real soon, buddy.”

Nate waved goodbye. The others drove off, but not towards Charlie’s house…

Knock knock.

“Oh, hello boys. What can I do for you?” enquired Elder Fitzgerald from the doorway of his home.

“Elder. We’ve come to ask you some important questions. Can we come in?” replied Rohan.

“Certainly. Come in and sit down.”

The boys entered and were led to the sitting room. A moment later, Miranda Fitzgerald brought in a tray of biscuits and drinks and served them.

“Now what did you want to discuss?”

“It’s about our friend, Nathan. We have just returned from a trip together, and it came up that he’s still not a full member of our church, though he feels more than ready to take the next step. Why have the Elders chosen to overlook Nate for the Ceremony three years in a row?” said Charlie.

“You came straight to me with this question, did you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you must suspect it is my veto that has prevented your friend from receiving his Circumcision Ceremony. Did he tell you why I might object to his being made a man?”

“Yes, sir. We understand Nathan wronged your family while committing a terrible sin. He is truly contrite. Surely three years’ punishment is sufficient for such wrongdoing.”

“I will be the judge of that. But perhaps you are right. It may be time to induct young Nathan into the fold. Very well. There is to be a group Circumcision Ceremony next weekend. Tell your friend to come before the Elders like the others and beg leave. I will not veto his request on two conditions: he must admit his sin to the Elders and beg my pardon, then he will allow me to circumcise him personally, in whatever way I choose.”

“Thankyou, Elder. Nathan will be very happy and we are both very grateful.” exclaimed Rohan and Charlie.

“Now before you leave, drop your pants. I want to check on my handiwork.”

Both guys complied. Miranda could see their firm butt cheeks from her vantage point at the door. Her father inspected the boys’ penises thoroughly before nodding his approval.

“Very good, Charles, very good. Not bad Rohan. You are both fine circumcised young men. Send me your uncut friend and I’ll make a decent man out of him, have no fear.”

Charlie and Rohan were so excited they went straight back to Nathan’s.

“Guess what! You’re getting circumcised next weekend! We just went over to see old man Fitzgerald. He’s going to circumcise you himself, just like he circumcised us. All you have to do is admit your sin to the Elders and beg his forgiveness.”

Nate couldn’t believe it. He just hugged his two friends. He couldn’t speak for a long time.

“Thank you guys, so much. You’re the best friends ever.”

Next Sunday at the end of church, Elder Fitzgerald stood and read from his list.

“The following boys will come with me now: Nathan, Rohan, Charles, Terence, Elijah, Seth, Robert, Cameron, and Luke. Come.”

Nathan smiled wanly at his parents as he rose. All the other boys were just turned 18. They all filed past the congregation and into the specially built part of the church, hidden from view.

Elder Fitzgerald tapped Rohan and Charlie on the shoulder and took them aside.

“You two are here as assistants. I wanted to reward you for your courage in speaking to me on your friend’s behalf. I will teach you both how to circumcise a boy, so that in time, you may perform these ceremonies as well.”

Then he turned to the waiting huddle of boys.

“You know why you are here. It is time for you to become men in the eyes of the church, and from henceforth to enjoy the privileges that entails. Is anyone here unwilling to face the ordeal of circumcision? Speak now!”

“No, sir!” came the robust reply.

“But first, there is one among us who has something to say. Nathan.”

“Elders, brothers, three years ago, I committed a sin. Elder Fitzgerald found me in the church facilities, masturbating over a photograph of his daughter, Miranda. He rightly banned me from entering manhood for this sin, until today. If it please the Elders, and the Lord, I now humbly beg the Elder’s forgiveness, and respectfully submit myself to the Ceremony.”

“Well spoken, young Nathan. I do indeed forgive you. I will circumcise you today. I will circumcise all of you boys today. Two friends of Nathan’s have been enlisted to assist me. Rohan and Charles – don the black robes.”
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Boy showing obedience to the Elders
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Boys are disrobed while reciting verses
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Boys may not touch themselves
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Each boy is bathed in turn to purify him
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What awaits them behind the curtain?
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Boys lie silently awaiting their turn
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Behind the black curtain
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Nate takes one last look

Each boy was required to go through the time-honoured rituals of obedience and recitation. They were then stripped and ritually bathed in holy waters. Once clean, no boy was permitted to touch himself. Rohan and Charlie were allowed discretion to use ropes on certain boys to ensure they obeyed this rule.

Nathan knew as he laid on the bench awaiting his turn that very soon his body would be racked with more pain than ever before. But through this pain, he would become a man and that thereafter, he would be allowed to enjoy the single greatest pleasure in the world. His friends were there to help him through it, too.

They took the younger boys first. Rohan and Charlie silently led each boy to meet his fate behind the black curtain. Nate listened intently, but the black curtain material damped all but the loudest noises. The assistants returned to the waiting area at fifteen minute intervals to collect the next boy.

After an hour of waiting, only three were left, then Cameron was ushered silently behind the curtain. Suddenly, a shout rent the still solemnity of the occasion. It was Cameron who had yelled in pain, and sullied his Ceremony. All the others had borne the ordeal with stoicism and courage. Cameron would henceforth be known to the Elders as a coward.

Luke was taken next, leaving Nathan all alone. He felt his heart rate increase involuntarily. He was to be the next boy to surrender his foreskin to the church. He sucked in his courage and resolved to meet his fate with silent determination.

All too soon, Charlie and Rohan were at his side, lifting him to his jellified feet. Half stumbling, Nate was ushered behind the dreaded black curtain. Before him was a thick wooden stake fixed firmly into the floor, with manacles for wrists and ankles. A red stain had been taken up by the wood from about halfway down its length to the floor – the blood of its previous victims. He was marched over to the stake and turned. Without instruction, he raised his hands over his head to allow his friends to fasten his bonds.

Rohan fastened his wrists in the handcuffs, while Charlie bound his ankles securely to the floor. Nate surveyed the scene before him: a row of Elders dressed in their black, cowled robes sitting as witnesses to his circumcision; before them, a table with surgical instruments laid out neatly; to the side, Elder Fitzgerald, washing his hands at a stainless steel sink, where rivulets of blood mixed with surgical iodine; his two friends to either side of him.

Nathan: Fitzgerald was ready. He ordered Charlie to bring the tray of instruments to him. He ordered Rohan to prepare the site. I took one last look at my doomed foreskin. Do I really want this? Maybe I should just join a different church. But no, the scriptures clearly require a covenant written in blood. It had been decided thousands of years ago: the males of God’s chosen people must be circumcised in the flesh of their foreskins.
Rohan promptly swabbed my genitals with copious volumes of iodine, flushing out every nook and cranny. When satisfied, the young assistant doused the entire area with surgical spirit. The alcohol stung my urethral meatus.

“Get ready, boy,” whispered Elder Fitzgerald harshly, “I’m going to make this one hurt.”

“Rohan, retract the initiate’s foreskin!” commanded Elder Fitzgerald, as he picked up a flat serrated knife and a pair of wickedly large haemostats.

“Don’t move. Don’t make a sound,” whispered Charlie urgently from my side, “It’ll be over soon.”

Rohan had my foreskin stretched back to its absolute limit. The frenulum was taut and white with the strain. I couldn’t look. Fitzgerald approached grinning gleefully, with malice glinting in each eye. Next I felt a searing sharp pain in my frenulum, and I guessed it was gone. Glancing down, I expected to see blood fountaining from my wounded prick, but no. Haemostats were now crushing my delicate frenulum. Fitzgerald applied traction, then used the serrated knife to make tiny little cuts to free the frenulum from the underside of my cock. Every millimeter he stopped and applied more traction, before making another tiny little cut. Each step was agony, pure, white hot agony. My breathing became faster and shallower and I began to feel nauseous and faint. The bastard was going to make a coward out of me as one final punishment. I realized this even though my consciousness was being torn apart by the cruel slices.

“Breathe deep and slow, buddy.” Charlie was muttering under his breath. Fitzgerald shot him a look of pure malevolence, and started sawing more slowly. After the longest time, he stopped, and held my severed frenulum aloft to the onlooking witnesses. I had only moments to rest from the frenulectomy before my actual circumcision began.

“Pull the initiate’s foreskin all the way forward!”

Rohan complied quickly. The pain was incredible. Blood oozed constantly. I could smell the sharp tang of it.

“Rohan, you may make the first cut. Apply the straight haemostats to the middle of his overhang. Good. Now use the knife to sever the end.”

Rohan tried to make it quick, but the knife was dull after so many circumcisions. He sawed at my mutilated foreskin as quickly as he could, and finally, the tip dropped to the blood-spattered floor. Fitzgerald took over and released the crushing haemostats. Next he grabbed my shaft skin and tugged it out as far as he could. My pubes were halfway up my shaft before he picked up the (mercifully) sharp disposable scalpel and ran the blade around my shaft skin at the corona. When he let the skin go, the incision line was virtually back to my balls.

“Rohan, carefully peel the initiate’s foreskin from the shaft. Do not make a slit this time.”

Rohan was horrified. He knew this would cause excruciating pain. He looked at me apologetically. I just nodded it was OK. He took a firm grasp of my foreskin and jerked with all his might. It took ten or twelve jerks to slip the tube of skin from my shaft. I don’t know how I mastered the pain. I wanted to cry, I wanted to scream, I wanted to pass out at the very least, but something kept me from doing any of those things… pride perhaps?

Now I was circumcised. It had been done. I was just like my friends. I was now a fully fledged member of the church. Fitzgerald must have gained a grudging respect for me, because he simply sewed the circular end of my inner skin to the remainder of the shaft skin, and closed the frenulectomy site without any further ado.

“Do you want a dark scar like your friends?”

I nodded mutely. He painted the circular wound with charcoal and wiped away the blood.

“The initiation is complete. I acknowledge the newest man in our church, Nathan.”

I was let down from my shackles, and almost fell to the floor. Rohan and Charlie were there to catch me and lead me to the recovery area, where Cameron, Luke, Eli, Terry, Seth and Robert were all trying to sleep it off. As I was led past them, they all glanced at my butchered penis and shuddered. I had been given the most radical circumcision ever performed on one of the congregation.

It took me three weeks to recover enough to be able to touch myself at all. Rohan and Charlie took turns visiting me during my convalescence. I will always be grateful to both of them.

“Did you enjoy circumcising me?” I asked Rohan, one day.

“Yes and no,” he replied, “I didn’t like hurting you, but I knew you really wanted it, so I felt that long-term, you’d be happy. I especially hated flaying you like that, it was just cruel.”

“You did a great job. I’m going to love my new cock.”

“Thanks. Fitzgerald thinks so, too. He’s taken me on as an official apprentice. Pretty soon, I’ll be able to circumcise guys; make men out of them. He wants you to be an apprentice, too. Do you think you could perform the ceremonies?”

“Yeah. Totally!” I replied fervently.

In the following months, I had an unending parade of girlfriends. None of the relationships lasted, but they all slept with me. The all wanted to see and feel the most radical cut in the flock. The guys hassled me to let them look in the changerooms, too. I proudly showed them all my beautiful new cock, with its dark circumcision scar back at my balls, and the proud flaring head, devoid of frenulum. There is absolutely no slack whatsoever when I’m soft and even less when I’m hard. When I get an erection it feels like something’s going to burst, but the orgasms are great and the girls love it.
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Nathan at 25, father of two boys and apprentice circumcisor

Rohan and I both went on to become adept circumcisors for the church, under the tutelage of Elder Fitzgerald. Charlie is too compassionate to be a circumcisor. He is the head assistant at all our Ceremonies. I still hear him muttering encouragement to the eighteen-year-old initiates as they face our blades at the stake. 

I got to make one final fantasy come true – Miranda is now my loving wife. She has borne me twin sons. Tomorrow, I am having a second stake erected behind the black curtain. My boys will face all of life’s challenges together. I am determined.


The End.

