SELF-CUT FOR A DARE


When I was about 25, I was having a few drinks with some Bowling mates at Geoff's 

place one Friday night after League. There were five of us and I was the only gay, although 

none of the others knew that. We'd downed a few beers each, just enough to loosen the 

inhibitions without being drunk, when Geoff complained that he had an itchy cock and started 

pulling at it through his pants.


"At least being cut at birth saves me from that problem," said Rick.


"Same here!" said Wal, and it turned out that Geoff was the only one of us that hadn't 

been cut.


"Why don't you get done now, then?" Dave chimed in. "Or are you too chicken?"


"No way!" Geoff asserted. "It just happens that I don't mind being different from the rest 

of you!"


"Oh, yeah!" It was Rick who came up with the dare. "Bet you ten quid you're not game

to do it for yourself!"


What he was betting was old Australian Pounds, equal to twenty bucks now but a lot

cash in those days. "How about we chuck in ten quid each!" Dave suggested, to sweeten

the deal.


In a few seconds there was forty quid on the table, more than a week's pay for Geoff.

He only hesitated for a moment before he took up the challenge. "Okay, you're on!" he said,

"But I'll need someone to help if I'm not going to fuck it up!"


"Not me!" said Wal as we all looked at each other.  


I had a boner to end all boners at the idea but pretended to be a bit reluctant as I 

agreed to be the assistant. "You'll need a real sharp knife, antiseptic, bandages and a 

piece of string." Geoff had no problems there.


"But he makes the cut himself!" Wal insisted. "That's the deal!"


We all trooped off to the shower room taking the meat knife and a piece of string

from the kitchen. While Geoff stripped off and took a shower, I cleaned the knife and 

soaked the string in Dettol then laid out cotton wool and bandages from his first aid kit.

Geoff dried himself and everything was ready to go.


He was a great-looking guy and I fancied him like hell but knew he was regularly

screwing his girlfriend. His cock, though, wasn't exactly big – barely 3" without the ½" over-

hang of loose skin. I told him to start stretching, helped him a bit by milking the head back to 

make sure it would be out of the way then gripped it for him just in front of the tip of the knob

with my finger curled underneath and my thumbnail on top while he tied the string round it. I 

told him to tie it as tight as he possibly could, even though it hurt a bit and when that was 

done I handed him the knife.


I continued to hold his cock steady for him with the skin stretched tight over the head.

"If you're going to do a good job of it," I told him, "place the blade across it just in front of the 

string then give one, quick, strong slice."


"He's really gonna do it!" Dave barely murmured in awe as Geoff took a few deep 

breaths and steadied himself.


"Reckon I would, too, for forty quid," Rick responded. Wal couldn't watch.


I saw the muscles in his arm tighten. A second later his foreskin was dangling free 

between my finger and thumb then as he let out a single, sharp sob when the skin peeled

back behind the knob, I came in my pants. Geoff stood over the hand basin as it started to

bleed. "Oh, Jesus! It hurts, Jaycie! It's like someone is branding my cock with a red hot 

poker!" he groaned.


He moaned some more as I lined up the edges of the cut, swabbed away the blood 

and put a fairly firm bandage round his cock. Five minutes later when the blood began to 

seep though, the other guys had had their forty quid's worth and pissed off home but there

was no way I was going to leave him. "It's not going to ease and there's a chance it could get 

infected if you don't have it stitched, Geoff," I warned him and to that he agreed.


I put a big wad of cotton wool round his cock before he got dressed pretty gingerly and

I drove him to the hospital in his own car. I let him off right outside the entrance to A&E then

went to park while he went in on his own. After I'd been waiting about half an hour or so they

said I could go in and see him. Geoff was sitting up looking pretty comfortable because the 

Doc had given him a shot to numb his cock before tidying up and stitching the wound. He'd

also said Geoff could go home so long as he had someone to stay with him so I agreed to 

spend the rest of the night and next day with him.


It was after two in the morning when we left the hospital and I stopped off at home for

a clean shirt and underwear. Since there was only one bed in his apartment I spent a very

frustrating night sleeping beside him and not being able to do anything I would have so much

liked to. He showed us his cock when he'd healed and nobody would ever have known that

his circumcision hadn't been a fully professional job. I never did ask what his girlfriend had

thought of his changed status.


I was really glad, though, that none of them ever asked me how I knew so much about

circumcision. You see, I'd also cut myself – when I was 15 – and didn't really fancy having to

make up some cock-and-bull story to explain it.  

