"Tell It to the Sarge"

(Foreskin Quarterly ["FQ"], Vol.I, No 3, pp 31-32, Summer 1985)

SIR,


I am writing to you, Sarge, in answer to your ad in Drummer magazine. I have often fantasized about getting "cut." In my fantasy, I have been bound, rendered immobile, beaten, verbally abused, hooded and gagged so that I was completely helpless, branded into slavery, and finally, as the climax of it all, was "cut" by a master. My dick is 6", has a tattoo of a rooster on the foreskin plus a tattoo of a fly on the head. The fly is hidden from the world because of the foreskin--so cutting me would liberate the rooster and bring the fly out of the closet. Please consider me for your services, Sir!

Dear Sarge,


I am already circumcised, Sir, but my big brother isn't. He's 19 years old and he is a bastard. He keeps slugging me in the nuts just because I am younger. Dad keeps hollering at him to join the Marines. He's a fucking couch potato, always watching TV except when he is beating his meat or pestering me. 5f he joins up, sir, does that mean you guys are going to cut off his stinking foreskin at boot camp? That's what I read somewhere. That'd give me a laugh. Only thing is that I want to be there and watch. Sarge, where are you stationed?

Are you close to Brooklyn? I've got this clubhouse where you could come some Saturday weekend leave and bring your circumcision tools that you use on recruit dicks. Me and my buddies could grab the son of a bitch off the couch and bring him in for you. We'd rip off his levis and hold him on the floor--spreadeagled real wide--so you could get a good grip on his dick and trim it clean. Man, I'd dig watching that! He'd probably go crying to Dad, but shit, Dad's sick of him anyway and wouldn't pay no mind, especially as he keeps stinking up the house with his cheese. He'd probably just tell him to go out and join up! Now, Sir, if you can make it here pretty soon, do you think you could loan me a set of your tools? 

Dear Sarge,


I am an ACORN and seeing your ad inspired me to write a series of science fiction stories for my fellow ACORNs. I call them "Space Ageing David" because it is about a new laser beam circumcision gun being tested by the US Navy and funded by Saudi Arabia. The story goes that a war is going on in the Persian Gulf and Allied troops are stationed in Saudi Arabia in huge numbers. The Arabs want this new tool perfected quickly because of all the uncircumcised Allied military personnel (British, French, Italian, etc.) fraternizing with their women, which is contrary to the strict Islamic taboos against "unclean" penises. The Allies want the instrument perfected quickly

Because of the danger to their uncircumcised men should they become prisoners of the opposing Islamic armies. 


The concept of the laser gun is that it has a special wire which can be tied to several dozen penises at once and, when activated, the beam travels down the wire and circumcises all the men simultaneously--quickly and cleanly--so that they can go back to the front. The US Navy has perfected the gun for single circumcisions using their own recruits, but they ran out of foreskins. So, it was decided one large mass circumcision would complete the perfection of the tool. 


The governor of California sent out a call for all patriotic men who still had foreskin to volunteer to join the circumcision ship. The Naval vessel left San Diego and traveled up the coast to San Francisco, picking up volunteers along the way. Reaching San Francisco Bay, the ship was greeted by tug boats, fire boats, a waving mob and the media. 


My first person character is a Navy medical corpsman who still has his foreskin and hides it from view in order to keep it. 


My second person character is you, Sarge. You are a tough old Marine Drill Sergeant who happened to obtain the circumcision gun in error and helped perfect its use by circumcising your disobeying, uncut recruits. This excerpt from my story finds the two characters arriving at the ship on Saturday morning to get their assignment. The Sarge had asked for a group of tough young punks that the various police departments collected to "volunteer." Sarge was looking forward to an excuse to rough up a few hated skinheads before he took care of their dicks. Instead, they were assigned to Room 900, which according to orders, was full of a group of college students from Southern California. We join our characters approaching Room 900:


"Just my lousy luck," the Sarge growled. "Hell, we don't start circumcising until tomorrow morning. They gave us the whole fucking day to explain to the skinheads how we are going to skin their cocks for them. What are we supposed to do with them for the rest of the day? I'd like to rough 'em up even if they are a bunch of snubbed-nose college shits. Goddamn skinheads!"


I kept silent as we walked up the crowded passageway. I wondered what those collegians were going to think of their circumciser. He was used to everyone jumping to attention when he shouted. I wonder how these guys are going to take his bullshit?


We enter Room 900. Wow! What a lot of jock meat! The men were lounging around waiting for us. They were all naked in this small sweaty room. About 25 all-American specimens--fine faces, well-developed chests, slender waists, clean-cut throughout except for their penises, which we will circumcise quickly tomorrow. Damn, I'm going to hate this! I didn't know there were so many good looking men left with foreskins and here we've got to cut them off. What lousy duty! "Hey, are you guys our circumcisers?" one of them shouted out. Sarge introduced himself very properly and was greeted by a howl of applause, whistles, catcalls, yelling and foot stomping.


"Attention1" ordered Sarge. They either didn't hear him or ignored him. "Hey, Marine, here's my banana. Want to peel it now?" one of the handsome jocks yelled as he waved his long uncut penis at us. "Come and get it , boys. It's waiting for you!" waved another. "How many skins you  snippers got under your belts so far?" asked another.

"Hey, you old geezer, my old lady's going to be after your balls when she finds out you cut off some of my pecker," shouted a tall, hairy chested stud. More shouts, whistles, stomping. Cocks were waving at us from all directions. I loved it! Sarge was getting angry. Then someone yelled at him. "Hey, Leatherneck, let's see your short arm. I'll bet it's never been docked!"  


With that, Sarge opened his mouth wide and roared, "HELLLLL

YESSSSS IT HASSSSS! I wouldn't walk around one single day with that ugly, good for nothing, stinking wad of baby fat hanging on my dick like you guys!" With that the men went crazy, waving their cocks at each other shouting, "Man, it's stinking baby fat!" "Yeah, so's this I've got here!"


"HOLD IT!" Sarge ordered. "Hold what, Sarge?" "Did you hear him, fellows? Sarge wants us to hold them!!" "C'mon over here, Sarge, you can hold mine!"


"GODDDAMMMITT! CUT THIS SCREWIN' AROUND!" Sarge bellowed. "Cut! He said cut, men!" "Start with mine, Sarge!" laughed a husky blond as he waved a huge, fat hunk of meat at us, which was covered with a healthy two-inch overhang. Jesus, Ithought, I'd like to start with that one myself! "Hey, Sarge," yelled a black adonis. "If you want to screw around, come over here and let your ass feel what it is like coming from an uncut prick while it is still uncut."


That did it. Sarge stomped over to the black athlete, but suddenly realized that he was facing a 6'5", 250 pound halfback. Sarge turned and grabbed the first thing he saw. It was the penis the hunky blond was still waving into the middle of the room. He pulled the blond by the cock to the front of the room.


"OK, wise guys, I ain't wasting no more time here! It's my job today to show you shitheads the way we are going to peel your penises tomorrow with that there laser beam and I'm going to show you by circumcising this here dick right now!"


Silence filled the room at last. The jocks realized that they were about to witness one of their own men getting his penis circumcised. No more jokes--it was the real thing! The husky blond tried to pull away but his meat was firmly locked in sarge's grip. He turned pale. I prepared the laser gun while Sarge started to stretch out the doomed foreskin. He stretched and stretched until the skin fanned out like a bedsheet. I wondered what in hell the Sarge was up to.


He looked directly into the blond's blue eyes and said,"I'm just going to test for sensitivity, see." He picked up a needle and, grinning, he began to drive it through the top lip of the foreskin. He drove it through and then asked, "How's that feel, Skinhead?" The boy stammered, "Uh . . . er. . . not too bad."


"SIR! CALL ME SIR< YOU DUMBNUT SKINHEAD!" The Blond looked at him for a long time in silence, then the Sarge began to twist the needle. "Sir!" the boy said. Why the old bastard, I thought, he isn't checking sensitivity at all. He's just venting his sadistic hatred of foreskin on that kid. Sarge then gazed right into the boy's eyes again as he pushed the needle through the lower lip, clamping the foreskin shut. 


"Feel it now, Skinhead?"


"Yeah, I suppose so."


"SIR! CALL ME SIR, GODDAMNIT!" Sarge said as he took a swat at the penis in his captivity. With that the blond's dick began to stretch itself out and began to strain and twist itself around the restricting needle. "That's right, Skinhead," snarled Sarge, "it's getting ready." He took out the needle and the penis pushed itself out a good eight throbbing inches while all eyes in the room gazed at it in silence. There it was, waiting for its fate. Waiting for its circumcision. I handed Sarge the gun and Sarge pointed it at his quarry. He held it up and slowly looked around the room, obviously studying all the throbbing uncircumcised meat pointing at him. Then he looked once again at the husky blond's penis and announced in a triumphant voice," "IT'S TIME TO CIRCUMCISE THIS PENIS!"

(To Be Continued)

[Part two is in Tell It to the Sarge--the Cutting.doc]

