The Preacher's Son


I started life in 1963, born in a farm town in Illinois. My dad is a minister and while I was growing up we moved to a new town every single damned year. It was his job to fill in just about every small town, big city and suburb in the state. I went to a new school almost every semester and, just as boys do in the school showers and in the john, I checked out the penises of my peers. That is where my trouble began.


Well, I grew up fairly normal even with all the moving. I was a good little boy as was expected of a minister's son. Mothers in the congregation were always telling their little brats, " You should act like the pastor's boy," and they were constantly introducing me to their daughters. I guess I was the All-American boy next door, except for two things: I beat my meat like crazy and I had a weird dick. I was left uncircumcised and it made me feel creepy! I really didn't know the reason, because both my dad and my younger brother were circumcised. I think I was aware of my difference from the time I was in the crib. When I was in the early grades it really didn't bother me so much because in those rural three-room schools the kids never showered together. I just assumed that some guys were born like me and some like my dad and brother. Dad said that God made everything and I took it for granted that He also made Dad's penis without skin.


Then, in 1977, my dad was assigned to a church in a Chicago suburb. I was in the 8th grade and there were about 80 kids in the gym class. I saw more of my peers' penises in one afternoon than I had seen in my whole life and I was shattered!  God didn't make "some like mine and some like Dad's" after all. He made them ALL without skin!  Every dick in those school showers was circumcised, except for one other guy. His name was Joe Palmer. With 78 cut cocks against 2 uncut cocks I now knew that I was weird!  At night I would ponder in my mind trying to understand how the circumcised guys jacked off. I did it by moving my long cylinder of skin up and down my bone-up shaft and rubbing it over my cockhead. I tried pretending that my dick didn't have skin and kept the skin back with rubber bands, but it just wasn't as good. It made my cockhead sore. I wanted to discuss jacking off with Joe Palmer. Being that I moved so much, I never really made any close friends and never had a jack-off partner. Well, just as I got to know Joe well enough to propose such a topic, my parents once again packed up and moved along.


This time we moved to a large, wealthy area down the state and my parents put me in a boys' academy. I was 15 by this time. I sort of rationalized that the reason all the boys near Chicago were cut was because God thought it was better for big-city fellows to have skinless dicks and farm-area boys to be more evenly divided between cut and uncut. Boy, was I wrong! Every boy in my dorm, every boy in gym and all the fellows on my swim team were cut, except for one lone cadet. His name was Paul Mason. By this time in my life I had seen at least 200 pricks and only Joe Palmer, Paul Mason and I were uncircumcised.  To make matters worse, both Joe and Paul had short foreskins and could almost pass as cut. My goddamned foreskin was so long that it was the first thing all the fellows looked at when they saw me naked in the showers. 


I was a good student and sort of popular, even though I was always the new kid in school. On the inside I secretly felt like an outsider, although I began to think that the other guys really didn't give a damn whether I had skin on my dick or not Then one day in the locker room I overheard some guys laughing about my "gross-out" penis. I quietly left the room pretending not to hear. The thing that really hurt was that Paul Mason tried to avoid me and also tried to keep his foreskin pushed back in the showers. I could tell he, too, was embarrassed by his uncut dick.


I'll tell you, by the time the semester was over and I said goodbye to that school, I had lost my faith in God! Why did he do this to me? Dad preached that He loved everyone. I wanted to discuss my problem with my father, but any talk of sex in our house meant a good whipping! So I suffered in silence.


That summer I was 16 and got a job as a counselor at a summer camp. That was even further down the state, so I figured these farm boys had to have a few foreskins among them. Shit!  Of the 18 counselors and 70 kids I saw swimming naked, not a single one of them had a trace of skin coming over their bared cockheads! There wasn't even a Joe Palmer or Paul Mason there to make me feel better about myself. I avoided swimming. One of the other counselors, Al Adair, sensed my problem and gave me my first opportunity to see how a cut cock worked.


One night after Our duties a bunch of counselors were bullshitting around a campfire when Al took me aside and said in a soft sympathetic voice, "I noticed your penis hasn't been circumcised?" 


Somehow, I didn't take offense to his question. "That's right," I answered. "God didn't want me to have a skinless dick. I don't know why."


He looked at me puzzled-like and asked, "Do you know about circumcision?"


"Sure," I retorted, not wanting to be dumb about these things because Al was just about my same age," God makes two types of dicks, some with skin and some without!"


He took me to his tent and proceeded to tell me all about how skinless dicks have had their foreskins cut off by doctors and not by God. I couldn't believe it!


It was then that I asked, "How do you guys with circumcised penises jack off?"


Al, finally seeming not all that much smarter than me, said, "well, I've often wondered how you uncircumcised guys did it with all that skin up there getting in the way. Maybe we need a couple of demonstrations. Right?"


Al explained that he wasn't in the habit of jacking off with other fellows and I said, "Well, this will be a first for me too!" We agreed that this would be an exception because it was important for our education. I'd never learn this from my preacher old-man, even though he was as circumcised as Al!


We sort of shyly pulled out our peters, keeping on our shorts, and began pumping on our dicks. I rolled my skin up and down my shaft and got up a boner quick. Al tugged at his dick right behind his bare cockhead, trying to force what looked to me like remnants of amputated skin forward. He wasn't getting hard very fast when he said, "Hell, I need some grease!" He got a tube of KY and smeared it all over his cockhead and shaft. Then his skin-remnants pulled forward more easily and he got hard quick. Grease! Why didn't I think of that all those nights I had my foreskin back trying to pretend I was cut?


 Well, there we were watching each other's dicks get a good beating, observing our different J/O methods. I thought to myself that Al was working pretty damned hard on that circumcised dick of his while I was pumping on my skin so easily, almost effortlessly. As much as I hated being the only guy around with a foreskin, I began to think being cut wasn't such a good idea. 


I started my junior year in a new high school that fall. We also moved near a university with a great medical library. Al Adair had put a bug in my ear and as soon as I got up the nerve I went to the library and began reading everything I could find on circumcision. I studied before-after pictures, read all about penis problems like phimosis, etc., and was particularly impressed that I couldn't find anything in the medical books that said remaining uncircumcised was good. Circumcision was good, not uncircumcision!


I began fantasizing about myself getting circumcised while beating my meat. Then I began recalling Joe Palmer and Paul Mason and I would fantasize about them getting circumcised. In my most erotic moments, in the solitude of my room, I beat my uncut meat while Joe, Paul, and me all got circumcised together. Boy, if Dad only knew what was going on in my room! I'd be whipped crazy!


Back at my new high school it was the same old shit. As expected, I was the only fellow in the showers who still had skin dangling over the end of his prick. Three things happened in my junior year.


One, my friends Chris Powell and Mark Hudson started getting on my case about being uncut. They kept telling me all the reasons why they were better off being circumcised and about the diseases I could get. I knew all that from the library books, but what really got me was that they said the girls wouldn't like my dick and wouldn't give me head. I was still a confirmed virgin, but the thought of being rejected because of my foreskin really got to me.


Two, the fellows on my swim team began making rude remarks about my dick while roughhousing in the locker room. One guy said, "Man, I'd sure hate to eat your tail!" I had no idea what he meant but it really hurt. 


Third, the coach asked me if I had ever considered getting circumcised. I guess he thought it might solve my problems in the locker room. He told me that he could have it arranged with the school doctor if my parents would agree.  My parents? My Bible-belt, "No-such-thing-as-sex" parents? That's a laugh! I would rather remain a damned outcast than face my old man with a request for circumcision.


We moved once again. I had just turned 18 and was in my last semester at a new high school. Before school started I had met a neighbor boy who lived just three houses away. His name was Kurt Bergen. We hit it off as friends, but it wasn't until school had started and we were in the showers when we suddenly faced each other stark naked and couldn't believe our eyes. We were both uncut! We didn't say a word but just sort of looked at each other with a smile. 


Boy, that made me feel terrific! I finally had an uncircumcised friend I could talk to! By this time I had seen perhaps a thousand dicks and only Joe Palmer, Paul Mason, me and now, Kurt Bergen were uncircumcised. There was so much to say, so much to do with Kurt. We had to compare notes!


We met that afternoon at his place and had no problem getting into a discussion of circumcision. He told me that he was always embarrassed at school, but at home all of his three brothers and his father were uncircumcised. That was because their grandfather came from Sweden where they didn't believe in it. Well, needless to say, we got into a "demonstration" which continued every afternoon until we graduated and left for college. We would beat our uncircumcised cocks to a pulp while we read books and looked at pictures about circumcision. We shoved our foreskins back to see what we would look like if we got circumcised, stretched our skins to see whose would get longer or who could keep it shoved back the longest. We would check out each other's cheese making, help each other clean them out and, for the first time for both of us, we "ate some tail." Also for the first time, the thought of circumcision was relegated to my erotic fantasies and I was happy to have a foreskin.


Things changed, though, because of two events. One, this fellow at school named Steve Lampert was the school bully and, I suppose, just because Kurt and I had different cocks, it was an excuse to pick on us. He kept making remarks to me about my "smelly prick," etc. in the showers and sometimes he grabbed my foreskin and pulled on it in front of other swim team members who all laughed. I could handle all that but not what happened to Kurt.


One afternoon after school I heard a commotion behind the school's bleachers and went to check it out. There was a mob of fellows standing around a guy on the ground, and Lambert was obviously the ring-leader, as usual. As I got up close I was horrified to see that it was Kurt on the ground and they had pantsed him. They were making all kinds of remarks about his exposed uncircumcised dick. I pushed my way up to Lambert and swung and decked him. 


The other fellows, afraid of getting in trouble, pulled Lambert and me apart, and Kurt and I walked away together. After that, word got around that we were "queer." I just assumed that they meant that we had "queer" penises which was, after all, correct Lambert laid off us after that, but one guy in the locker room came up to me and said, "You are too nice a guy to be queer. Why don't you get your dick clipped so you'd be like the rest of us? Then you and Kurt wouldn't be in love anymore."

That did it! I had to do something about the situation!


Then another thing happened while I was still a senior. Kurt's cousin came to visit. Kurt had told me his cousin had just been circumcised because the doctor told him he had phimosis and, at 19, he was about to go into the Navy. We had been told that the military circumcises recruits quick if they need it. Well, both Kurt and I couldn't wait for his cousin, Eric, to show up. When he did we got him into the garage, where Kurt worked on his car and his parents never went; we got his pants down quick. There it was, a freshly circumcised penis! It just stood there poking straight out into the garage. Kurt and I just stared at it with our mouths open. 


I had read that it was better to be circumcised at birth because it was difficult on an adult and the results weren't as good-looking. Hell, it looked like the real thing to me! Not a pinch of skin left. His cockhead looked a little smoother and redder than on most cut dicks, but when he began his "demonstration" I observed that he could beat right over it without hurting it. He didn't even use grease. Then he gave both Kurt and me turns at beating on his cut dick to feel what it was like. Boy, I liked it!


Afterwards, Kurt said that he never wanted to get circumcised so he would never go into the military. I said that I wanted to get circumcised whether or not I went into the military.  "You can't get circumcised," he said, "because you don't have phimosis. Doctors won't do it to fellows our age for no good reason."


I was working weekends at a gas station and I couldn't get circumcision off my mind. I figured that I had to wait until after college, when I was about 22, and pay for my circumcision out of my own money. But I wanted it now! Phimosis was the only way I was going to get it and I began thinking up ways to fake phimosis. Otherwise my parents would never pay to have my cock redesigned.


Suddenly, as I was pumping gas, I had a brilliant flash. Gasoline! I ran to the library to take a look at some phimosed foreskins in medical books and confirmed that many were red and sore looking. So, I smeared gas all over my foreskin and cockhead. Man, did it burn like living hell!


It worked, though, and I went to school with a sore, red foreskin. Dr. Saunders was the school doctor and was there only on Mondays. I got an excuse to get out of class and go to his office. I marched down the corridor determined that this was going to lead to my circumcision at last! But outside his door I froze. How could I go in there and display my self-inflicted problem? I stood there about a half-hour trying to talk myself into it; first thinking it was my only chance and then thinking he might realize my scheme and tell my parents. He would probably take one look at my dick and ask what the hell I did to it! I gave up and went to gym class.


In the showers the fellows noticed my sore cock and began saying things like, "you've been pumping too many chicks these days," or "Better lay off that prick or you'll wear it out." The coach called me in and gave me a note to see Dr. Saunders. And off I went thinking that, with the coach's help, I was about to get circumcised. 


Dr. Saunders looked at my red foreskin and said, "that's not really a sign of VD as the coach thinks, but we'd better give you a blood test anyway." Then he gave me some ointment to put on my foreskin. So, that summer I graduated with three things: honors, a scholarship to college and my foreskin.


That summer I again went to work at the summer camp. Once again, all the kids were cut but one of the other counselors was not. His name was Billy Mitchell. 


Here I was out of school and ready to go to college and had seen perhaps two thousand dicks in my lifetime and I could count on one hand those which were uncircumcised. I still remembered their names too: Joe Palmer, Paul Mason, Kurt Bergen, me and now, Billy Mitchell. I still remembered each foreskin very well and, still obsessed with circumcision, I must have circumcised each of those fellows a thousand times in my J/O fantasies. Now I had a new one to circumcise!


It was a hot summer and we slept outdoors in sleeping bags. I would lie there awake until it was dark enough to jack off in the bag without anyone noticing. I was obsessed with circumcising Billy's penis and I beat my meat to that fantasy every night. One night on a hiking trip Billy put his sleeping bag right next to mine. Before we went to sleep he reached into my bag and got hold of my penis. He didn't jack me off but pushed my foreskin back three times and let it roll up front again on its own. "Just testing," he whispered.


So, thinking I must return the compliment and also curious as hell, I did the same thing to him. "No phimosis," I whispered. "Is that why you are still uncut?"


"No," he whispered back. "I was born at 6 months and they don't cut premature babies. Once my dad asked me if I wanted to be and I said yes, but our family doctor didn't believe in it and talked us out of it. So I guess I am uncircumcised for life. How about you?"


"Bullshit! I'm getting clipped as soon as I can afford it!" I said in a louder voice. 


"Shh!" he whispered and asked, "What for?"


"I'm sick of being weird!" I replied.


"Yeah," Billy sighed, "I know what you mean!"


We fell asleep.


During the summer Billy tried to make me change my mind, telling me how much more erotic uncut dicks can be. He demonstrated on his cock while we were in the woods and we had some great foreskin-stroking jack-offs together under starlit skies. One night he asked me what I was fantasizing while we were both beating our meats and I said, "Honest? OK, I am thinking about your long uncircumcised hard-on being clipped back to your balls while I watch!"


He laughed and tightened his fist and beat on his skin even harder and said, "Yeah, I have that one sometimes. Sometimes I fantasize about meeting a dirty old mountain man up here who takes me to his dingy cabin and spends the next few days eating off my foreskin."


That fantasy got me wild and I pounded my foreskin even more fiercely. Then he said," I want to be there when you finally get that foreskin chopped off that preacher-son penis. I want to watch your face when you get your first look at your circumcised cock!"


With that we both shot over the top! We collapsed on the ground and he said, "Gee, it's nice to find someone with whom I can share my most intimate fantasies. Of course, I was only kidding. I might have fantasies about it, but I'll never get circumcised."


"Well, I said, " this time next summer, if we are both working here, you are going to see a circumcised cock between my legs!"


In the fall I started college which was a small but prestigious school. My dad was transferred to a church in a nearby town, so I continued to live with my parents. As always, I was expected to be in my father's congregation every Sunday morning. At his new church I was introduced to a handsome young doctor who made quick friends of both me and my preacher-dad. Could this guy be my circumciser? I thought that if he was dumb enough to go to dad's church I could probably fool him with fake phimosis.


I had been masturbating with a new technique, just preparing myself for the day I was circumcised. I kept my foreskin shoved tightly down at the base of my cock, lubed the head and beat right over all the sensitive parts of my dick which should be covered by foreskin. It was sensational! However, somehow the outside of my foreskin got dry and developed a slight crack. Maybe it was caused by the rubber bands I used to hold the damned skin out of the way. Well, I thought this was my chance to show my dick to Dr. Guy Hunter, the churchgoer. Maybe he would say, "there is only one cure for your foreskin and that is to trim it off!"


In the meantime, I had a look at most dicks in my new college and, so what else is new? 100% clipped clean! I had four years to go at that school and I'd be goddamned if I was going to be the freak in the showers. I wanted to get on the swim team but put it off, trying to figure out how to get circumcised first. Then one day after school I was driving home when this stupid farmer was looking at his fields instead of the road and rammed into my car. I wasn't really hurt, but the cop told me to see a doctor about a possible whiplash. So, I ended up in Dr. Guy's office the next morning.


Dr. Guy's nurse told me to take off my clothes and wait in the examination room. He came in all smiles and handshakes and said that he would make an appointment for me to have X-rays that day. He said, "I don't think there is anything wrong, but I can fill in the insurance forms in such a way that they might give you a nice settlement. By the way, do you have any other problems we might be able to include on the list?


I hadn't yet taken off my jock and I sort of fumbled around trying to decide whether to show him my sore foreskin.


He said, "Got a problem down there? Let me see."


Ipulled my jock down to my knees and he immediately exclaimed out loud, "You've never been circumcised!"


Why I got so embarrassed after all I had gone through with my foreskin at school I don't know, but I suppose an adult noticing my uncut dick just got to me! I turned red as a beet and couldn't talk. He asked me if my foreskin retracted without difficulty and trying my damnedest to lie and say no, I nodded my head. He looked over my balls and looked up at me and asked, "What's your problem?" Then I pointed to the tiny dry crack in my foreskin. "Oh!" he said as if he was relieved, "I can give you some ointment that will heal that up quick."


Oh shit, not ointment again!


I thought I was defeated and would never lose my foreskin when thunder struck!


Dr. Guy said, "By the way, have you ever considered having that circumcised? Or is it against your dad's religious beliefs?"


Still not able to get my words out straight I said, "Yes and no, I think!"


He laughed and said, "What does that mean?"


I blushed like a pink pig and he knew I was embarrassed by the subject. He asked me to sit down in a chair next to him. I started to pull up my jock and he said, "No, take it off. I want to tell you my own experience with circumcision and I want to watch your reaction."


That was all he had to say, because my stupid uncut dick boned out a mile! Did I ever feel funny sitting there naked next to Dr. Guy with a hard-on staring him in the face. He tried to ignore my naughty dick and started his story.


"I got circumcised six years ago when I was 21. I was in med school and they needed an uncircumcised penis to use in a demonstration of the circumcision technique we were being taught. As it turned out, I was the only one in the school with a foreskin but I refused to volunteer. I had always felt peculiar about being uncircumcised but I didn't want to get circumcised.


"Well, the professor invited me over to his house one night and asked me to reconsider. He put me in a room with a large TV screen, told me to strip naked and sit there alone and watch the video. He locked me in the room and promised I wouldn’t be disturbed.


"As I sat there I watched a film of young men, mostly med students and interns I presumed, not only getting circumcised but explicitly showing before and after erections and some post-circumcision interviews. Most of the fellows told of great new erotic sensations in their newly circumcised penises and some even said that they could hardly control their erections, just like teenagers again. I was so hypnotized by this film I didn't realize that I was sitting there, just as you are now, with a full erection. Not only that, I ejaculated as one man's penis was shown up close and he was pointing out his new most sensitive spots.


"The spot that got me off was his circumcision scar. I suppose as a prospective doctor scars always fascinated me.


"So, when the professor knocked at the door, I quickly cleaned up the mess and tried to press my erection into my underpants and let him in. He took one look at my crotch and said, 'Looks as if I have my volunteer.' I was circumcised a few days later as I and twenty other students watched."


My eyes were as big as my cock when he stopped talking and looked at me. Then he reached over and touched my throbbing dick and asked, "Do I have a volunteer?"


He began pushing my foreskin back and as I watched he exposed my flaring cockhead and held my skin as tight as it could get at the bottom of my shaft. "Nice loose skin on this one," he said as he stared at my cock. "It would be an easy one to circumcise. I could do a fine job on it. You'd be proud of it! Of course, you might want to discuss it with your father first, although you are of age and have the right to decide for yourself." I just stared at my dick in Dr. Guy's hand with the skin tight back and then I really embarrassed myself! I shot my wad.


Well, the date had been set. Dr. Guy was going to be my circumciser. I was 19. The date was Sept. 25. Dad, much to my amazement, offered to drive me to the doctor's office for my circumcision. He and Dr. Guy had discussed it, but Dad and I never mentioned it. He just said he would drive me there and that was that! He still couldn't talk about sex or penises to his son!


Then in my car I thought, shit, if I am ever going to learn why I didn't get it when I was born, it is now. I had Dad trapped, so I asked, "How come they didn't circumcise me when I was born and they did you and my brother?"


Father almost lost control of the car, coughed and took a long time thinking about his answer.


"My son," he finally pronounced as if he was about to give a goddamned sermon, "the doctor who delivered you just didn't mention circumcision to your mother and me." Was that all? Fuck, after all the pain I went through and that was it? He didn't mention it?


Long silence in the car and my father was ready with another pronouncement. "The doctor who delivered your brother didn't mention it either, but he chose to circumcise your brother."


Of course, I forgot, my Bible-toting parents weren't about to discuss a penis, even with a doctor.


They refused to take any responsibility in the fate of their sons' foreskins! I sat there sort of sulking, thinking that was all I was going to get about the history of the family's dicks when my father opened his mouth again.


"I was circumcised when I was seven years old. In the early depression years it was the custom to remove the tonsils and foreskins of boys at the same time. The boys in my class were taken by bus ten miles to a hospital and that was when I was circumcised."


Well, I'll be damned! He told me!


"Gee, Dad, I'm sorry," I said. "Did it upset you at the time?"


"Well, I believe I cried some, but your grandmother told me that God did it to me and that it was good," he replied and closed his mouth tight for the remaining miles of our trip to my circumcision. I felt like asking if it was so damned "good" then why didn't he see to it that they took care of me? But, what the hell. Why rock the boat now? I was about to get what I wanted.


Dr. Guy's nurse prepped me and left me alone on my back on the operating table covered by a white sheet. By the time Dr. Guy entered the room, the sheet was like a tent! My uncircumcised dick, which was about to get circumcised, was standing straight up.


Dr. Guy took one look at the bulge in the sheet and laughed. "I can see you are ready for it! First, since you and I are alone and no one ever need know what we fellows are doing in here, let's have some fun. Before we cut off your foreskin, I want you to use it one last time while I watch and decide just how far back to take it." He pulled off the sheet and there I was flat-out naked with my dick straining to reach the ceiling!


I wasn't sure what he had in mind until he said, "Go ahead. Start pumping on your foreskin while you still have it. It will be the last time you will know how it feels. I want you to masturbate while I show you photos of circumcised penises, each showing different styles. I can tell by your reaction which one you prefer. Then we will discuss just how far back to take you.


"By the way, these are military photos. I had some experience circumcising GI dicks when I was in. I think I did about 40 of them. Don't tell this to anyone, hear? I really enjoy circumcising penises. Especially penises on such handsome young men as yourself. Yes, we are going to have a good time this afternoon."


The thought that first hit me was that I was in heaven. Then I remembered that my preacher-father was out front waiting in his car to drive me home. How long was this going to take?


But once he started holding photos of magnificently cut dicks in front of my face I forgot everything and began beating on my foreskin like never before! Dr. Guy kept glancing at my dick every time I looked at a new photo. Then he showed me one that was cut so tight that the scar was almost in the bush! He must have noticed that my biceps bulged and my fist tightened as I squeezed my penis like a python crushing his prey.


"That's it!" the doc exclaimed, "this is the penis you want. Nice and tight. I don't blame you. After having a long foreskin all your life you want the opposite. Well, take a look at mine."


I raised my head to watch my circumciser pull out his penis and it was as tight a job as any I've seen. "Wow! I said. "Dr. Guy, that is beautiful! I want a penis just like the one you've got!"


With that his penis got erect and again I said, "Wow!"


I was beating my poor doomed foreskin to death! Suddenly he said, "Wait a minute. Just to give you a preview, why don't you work on mine while I do the final pumps on your skin?"


I reached over as he stood next to me and my hand went around his magnificent bare cockhead and down his tight shaft. He instructed me to hold it down further, just behind the head. I did and I began pumping right there, and by the way he started pounding my foreskin I could tell I was working his dick right.


"Wow!" I kept saying. We were both beating cocks furiously when something real weird came over me. I wanted to kiss my circumciser. Breathlessly, I said, "Dr. Guy, do you think you could kiss me?"


He smiled and, without missing a beat on my dick, gave me my first french kiss and it mellowed me out like nothing before and I almost stopped pumping on his dick. Then I could feel my balls boiling and I thought it would be fantastic if we both came together while kissing. He must have had the same idea because our kissing became intense as we both buckled up with orgasms. Circumciser and circumcisee. This was better than all my fantasies!


However, I wasn't circumcised yet.


After cleaning me up he laid out his tools and said, "I suppose you want to watch your foreskin being cut off? You don't have to watch, you know."


I nodded my head yes. I wanted to watch that goddamned piece of skin get what was coming to it. It had caused me years of grief and heartache and I wanted to see and feel each slice.


With that, Dr. Guy gave my dick a couple of local injections which hurt at first and then, using the freehand method, he started my circumcision with a nice slice down the top of my foreskin. It didn't hurt, but I could feel the skin being cut apart. It was then that I knew I was finally going to become a circumcised man. Twenty minutes later I walked to my dad's car with a circumcised penis between my legs. We didn't say one word on the way home!


I eagerly joined the college swim team, proudly showed off my new circumcised dick in the showers and met a new friend. A new problem had come up in my life. After kissing Dr. Guy I had the urge to kiss other men. Was I really gay? Was I gay because I spent my childhood  checking out penises to see who was uncut like myself? Or was I checking out penises because I was gay? Which came first?


All I knew was that this really handsome, dark-haired fellow in one class kept glancing at me and I glanced back. He was a Latin-type, different from all the blond Anglos I grew up with and who went to Dad's church. In fact, my circumcised dick got stiff just looking at this guy in class. I began to jack off fantasizing on his big , dark circumcised cock.


Well, one day I picked up a flyer on campus that told about a meeting of the school's gay club. Curious, and not one to be hindered by my dad's stupid religion, I went. That was where I met Tony Calandra, the fellow I'd been jacking off over. We ended up in bed and in love!


And guess what? He's uncircumcised!
