Rev. Tom

When Rev. Tom and his wife Sara moved to Kurtville, he thought that he had found heaven.  He left behind suburbia with its temptations, its rules, its questioning.  Now, he was free to run his church as he saw fit.  

Kurtville was a quiet, hill town, whose one, small, evangelical church was struggling, following the pastorate of a lukewarm preacher. His parishioners, although poor and unsophisticated, welcomed Tom with open arms.  They loved his sermons and his strength.  They embraced Sara, as well, as she organized women’s societies and built solidarity among them.  Soon, women outnumbered men in his church two to one.  The offerings were good and the pews were nearly full, but Tom yearned for a truly masculine church, one where men assumed their rightful role as masters of their homes.  As long as women predominated in his congregation, he would have to cater to their whims.

One evening, during prayer, an inspiration overtook his mind.  He would start a men’s society that would be the heart of the Kurtville Church of the Holy – he would call it the Brethren of the Covenant.  

The next Sunday, Rev. Tom read through the announcements in a straightforward manner until he paused a moment, and lifted his eyes from the bulletin.  

“Men of this congregation, I have had a revelation from God.  He wants us to band together as Brethren of the Covenant, to do his good works in our community.  He wants us to be a beacon to the heathen.  He wants us to share the load of this ministry.  He has directed me to organize this holy society next Wednesday evening, following our weekly prayer meeting.  I pray that you all will there, for our task is great.”

There was murmuring and exchanged glances, but the hearty handshakes he received as the men of the congregation filed out of the church that morning gave him reason to be optimistic.  His women parishioners were less enthusiastic.  Perhaps they already sensed that any society that gave their menfolk a voice would only rob them of theirs.

Attendance at prayer meeting was unusually high, and men were for the first time in a majority.  They seemed excited and eager to end the prayer meeting so that the new business could begin.  Once 9:00 arrived, women reluctantly made their way into the night.  The men remained where they sat.  

“Brethren, I have heard God’s wishes for the men of this church.  He wants us to band together like the Israelites of old.  He wants us to bear the mark of the covenant.  He wants us to be circumcised in his sight.”   

Men glanced around the sanctuary when Rev. Tom had finished.  They wondered if their fellows found the revelation strange, but they didn’t speak until Phil Haynes stood up.

“But Reverend,” interrupted Phil, “doesn’t the apostle Paul tell us that we don’t need to be circumcised in the flesh, if we have circumcised our hearts?”

“Phil, you have studied your New Testament well,” answered the pastor, “but I am not talking about your salvation.  I am talking about a society of men within the church.  I am talking about men who share in the covenant – men who give each other strength and courage to be real men in their homes and in this town.”

The men liked the sound of this message.  They yearned to be the masters of their homes, to regain the status that their fathers had enjoyed when they were boys.  Even though many of them hand instinctively covered their private parts when Rev. Tom had begun his announcement, they were buoyed by the growing stiffness beneath their hands.

Another man stood to his feet: “Rev., how will this circumcision take place?”

“We will draw straws tonight.  Every Wednesday, following Prayer Meeting, three of you will in turn be circumcised.  Brethren bearing the mark of the covenant will have a social each month.  Only the circumcised will be welcome.  I believe that soon Kurtville will feel our presence as our number slowly grows.”

So it began.  Each week, after Prayer Meeting, three men would remain seated in the pews when prayers finished at 9:00.  The men would be nervous, but the nods and encouraging smiles of the Brethren, would cheer them on.  After the sanctuary cleared out, Rev. Tom would tell the men that they must retire to the men’s room where they would don the vestment of covenant.  They could wear nothing but this robe.  Then, with prayerful hearts, they would wait in the hallway outside of his office.  

As an initiate entered Rev. Tom’s office, he would be directed to take a seat directly before the seated pastor.  Rev. Tom would intone a brief prayer before directing the man to draw apart the folds of his gown.  In nearly every case the proposed Brother would be sporting a hardon.  His embarrassment would grow as the throbbing member between his legs was revealed.  Tom was secretly delighted.  He loved the sight of hard men and missed it deeply since he had moved from the suburbs where he had roamed the parks at night.  

Many of his congregants were toughed by manual labor.  Their hard bodies shivered before him.  

“Now,” he would say, “I know this is embarrassing.  But it is natural under the circumstances for a man to get an erection.”

Looking the man straight in the eyes, he would place both of his hands on the man’s hairy thighs and continue: “I have to get rid of it before I can circumcise you.  You do understand, don’t you?”

The man would almost always nod in agreement.  Telling the man to relax, the minister would push him gently back into the chair and take the pulsing cock into his hands.  He would gently at first, but with growing urgency, pull the doomed foreskin back and forth.  Gradually the initiate would relax and spread his legs wide.  He would detach himself from the reality of what was coming and allow himself to enjoy this last pleasuring with his foreskin.  With a groan that was always audible to the men who waited in the hallway, the man would feel his seed erupt from his member, spraying the minister with hot cum.   Rev. Tom never seemed to mind.

Once the novice’s cock was cleaned and lying limp in his crotch, Rev. Tom would pull the foreskin forward, making it stretch well beyond the cockhead that was now clearly outlined beneath the taut flesh.  Rev. Tom had done some research before the first circumcision ceremony and had found that the Jews used a slotted shield to isolate the foreskin from the cockhead.  He had fashioned one that had a suitably ceremonial appearance.  Furthermore, had honed a pearl-handled knife to razor sharpness for the actual cut.

As Rev. Tom would stretch the skin, the initiate would squirm or open his mouth to protest.  Tom would interrupt by asking, “Do you accept the bonds of this Brotherhood by taking on the covenant of Abraham?”  As the man, whose mind was now concentrated in his crotch, would nod assent, Tom would plunge the shield down on the foreskin, forcing the straining flesh into the slot.  Inevitably, a jolt of red-hot pain would shoot up the novice’s spine.  Still stretching the flesh, with his left hand, Tom would take the blade in his right hand and slice smoothly through the foreskin.  Once it was free from the new member’s member, the foreskin was flung to the ground, and the released cock would pull back to the man’s pubes.  Usually the shield would fall free and allow the skin on the penis’s shaft to retract.  Blood would form along the edge of the shaft skin.  Rev. Tom would take a clean cloth and bind the member tightly to control the bleeding.  

Most of the men who had been initiated were stunned at this point.  They were numb with pain.  They listened mutely as Rev. Tom instructed them:  “You are now a Brother of the Covenant.  Go forth and be a man among men in your home, in this congregation and in this community.”  

They would leave the office as if in a dream and return to the men’s room where they removed the vestment and put on their street clothes.  The non-church going men of the town could spot the initiates in the first few day following the circumcision, as the initiated walked about gingerly with an uncharacteristic bulge in their trousers.  

Soon after the shock of the procedure wore off, nearly every new member began to experience a pride in his own courage.  He had endured the pain of initiation.  He was a Brother of the Covenant.  His ego grew, as he reestablished himself as the master of his home and assumed a leadership role in the church.  However, none of the Brethren shared his experience or even hinted at it to his wife or even to fellow Brethren.  It was too personal and there was a hint of humiliation that each had to deal with in a private way.

The monthly socials for the Brethren were a let down.  There were no secret handshakes, no mumbo jumbo – just more exhortations to be men.  The ham and scalloped potatoes, apple sauce and apple pie were pretty good, though.

After a couple of years nearly every grown man in the congregation was a Brother.  Rev. Tom was beginning to think he might have to move on.  He was addicted to the opportunity to handle a guy’s cock, to bring him to climax and to slice off his foreskin.  He had memorized the length of every one of their penises – the amount and distribution of their pubic hair, the quantity of their cum as it covered his gown.  It had been a heady two years, but the candidates were dwindling.  He had even considered moving on to the teenage boys of the congregations, but he knew from experience that they talked too much.  Any circumcision on a cock less than 18 years old might get him into big trouble, so he limited the membership of the Brethren to men 18 years old or older.

Phil Haynes had originally thought that he would pass on Brethren membership.  He was quite satisfied with the long foreskin that adorned his 10-inch cock.  It gave him another inch of bragging rights when he was limp, silently impressing his townsmen when they pissed together after a softball game in the woods that boarder the baseball field.  However, some of the circumcised men with smaller dicks were now shaking the last drops off with pride, instead of shielding this from view in their cupped fists.  As the numbers of the Brethren grew, they now longer stared in awe of his horse dong, but with an air of superiority and disdain.  And even Phil had to admit that their smooth cocks were alluring in a way that couldn’t be duplicated by a limp cock, even a large one, that had a pucker of wrinkled flesh at its tip.  So, he resolved to join his friends.

The cut was similar to the others.  However, Phil wasn’t embarrassed when the pastor jerked him limp just before the operation.  He stared directly into Rev. Tom’s eyes and smiled.  Tom didn’t know how to react.  He knew he had found a man who shared his interest, but he didn’t dare to show it. 

A few weeks passed after Phil’s cut.  It healed handsomely.  Once the bruising and swelling wore off, Phil was able to pee in public with the best of them.  Now his cock had the perpetually posed for erection look, even during the act of urination.  He loved it.  He reassumed his leadership position.

Although Rev. Tom was a softball player, too, he never took a leak with his teammates.  He would drive off into the evening and stop at a service station where he would let loose with twirling stream of golden liquid in privacy.  However, it wasn’t modesty that compelled him to pee privately.  

Phil, always cock curious, took notice of Rev. Tom’s lack of cameraderie.  He followed Rev. Tom home one evening.  He couldn’t understand how a man who drank that much iced tea and Coke could hold his water for so long.  When Tom pulled into the convenience store/filling station, Phil followed his lead. 

Phil caught sight of Tom as he entered the men’s room.  Fortunately, it wasn’t a ‘One holer”.  It couldn’t be locked from the inside.  Phil walked in as noiselessly as possible and strolled up to the minister as he stood at the urinal.  He slapped Tom on the back and said, “Hey, Rev.  Fancy meeting you here.”

Rev. Tom turned around instinctively, spraying piss on the wall.  Phil looked pointedly at the minister’s huge dick.  The yellow stream was passing through a foreskin that was even longer than Phil’s own.  Phil smiled and said, “We need to talk.”  He turned around and left the store.  He sat down on the pastor’s fender and waited for him.  

Eventually, Rev. Tom had to leave the store.  But, catching sight of Phil in the parking lot, he knew that his life was going to get more complicated.  Finally, he summoned the courage to walk out into the evening air.

“Well, Rev. Tom,” began Phil, “I think you need to explain yourself to Brethren.  Here was have the head of the Brotherhood who doesn’t bear the seal of the covenant.  That’s a bit strange, don’t you think?”

Rev. Tom smiled at him sheepishly.  “Well, who would I get to do it?  I’m the only circumciser in town.”

“I think the answer is obvious, Rev. Tom,” responded Phil.  “You gotta cut yourself.”

“I couldn’t do that.  It would be just to hard.  I’ll have to look around for another minister who shares my beliefs.”

“Tom, this can’t continue.  It’s a real betrayal.  It’s gotta happen tonight.”

“You must be joking.”

“Look here, Tom.  If you ain’t cut before my eyes tonight, I’m going to tell every Brother in town you’re a fraud.  It’s your call, Reverend.  Now get into that car and I’m going to follow you down to the church.  Don’t worry, I’ll be there to help you along.”

Tom did as he was told.  When he was in his office, he tried to lock his door, but Phil was too quick..

“Now, get out of those clothes.  Get buck naked like I had to.”

Tom considered his alternatives and did as he was told.  He was surprised to see that Phil was stripping too.  His eyes were attracted to Phil’s huge cock that was slowly rising toward his furry navel.  The plum-colored cockhead was dripping precum.  It was handsome, far handsomer than it had been when Tom’s knife had sliced away the flesh.  

Phil approached Tom and grabbed hold of his pastor’s cock.  It, too, was hardening.  A few stroked on the sloppy sounding member brought drops of precum to the peeslit.  Tom was surprised when Phil dropped to his knees and applied his tongue to the minister’s knob that was slowly appearing was the foreskin drew back.  

Phil was good.  Within a few minutes, Tom was weak-kneed as wads of cum shot into Phil’s mouth.  Each of them knew he had found a soul-mate, but that realization was not going to delay the initiation.  

“Where are the instruments?” demanded Phil.

Toms walked to his desk and pulled out a box.  Phil took it from him and opened it.  In it were the shield and knife.  Phil handed the instruments to Tom.  He knew the routine.  The moves had been seared into his mind during his own initiation.  But he was not going to let Tom off easily.  The minister would have to cut himself.

Tom begged for mercy as Phil forced the dangling foreskin into the slot.  No mercy was shown.  Then, Phil took the knife and handed it to Tom.  

“Go on, now.  Cut it off!”  Tom was reluctant.  Slowly the preacher drew the knife across the bunched skin.  Tears formed in the corners of Tom’s eyes.  When the blade finished the job, Tom slumped back into the chair that was behind him.  With a flourish, Phil held the severed skin in front of Tom’s eyes.  

“You are now a Brother of the Covenant, and I am your assistant.  I will stand at your side whenever you induct another man into our group.  I will assist you when you disarm these men by jerking them off.  Is this clear?”

The minister assented with no argument.  Wrapping his own bleeding cock in a cloth, he knew that he would have to leave Kurtville.  Things were not going to be boring here, after all.
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