"Tell It to the Sarge"                                             

        by the 'Sarge'

(Foreskin Quarterly ["FQ"], Vol. I, No. 4, pp.12 & 14, Fall 1985) 

        [note: << ... >>  =  italicized; some typos have been corrected; 

         this is the only "Sarge" story I have: kindly send me any others]

        <<We continue with the "Spaceaging David" segment from FQ3, in 

which Sarge and a naval corpsman have been assigned to circumcise a 

roomful of college jocks on the Circumcision Ship in San Francisco Bay. 

The ship sailed up the coast of California picking up volunteer 

uncircumcised men at the request of the government which was working with 

its Arab allies trying to perfect a laser beam circumcision tool to use 

on troops stationed on the Arabian desert. The college jocks gave the ole 

Sarge a bad time as he introduced himself as their circumciser and in 

anger he grabbed the penis of a husky, blond boy who was waving it at him 

in jest. "It's time to circumcise this penis," Sarge announced...>>

                                ######################

        "What's your name, college boy?" the Sarge bellowed into the face 

of his captive as I readied the laser circumcision tool. "Campbell," the 

kid replied. "Where the hell were you born, Campbell? Siberia or 

something like that?" Sarge taunted. "Los Angeles. I was born in Los 

Angeles," Campbell replied softly. "LOS ANGELES!" Sarge screamed, "Then 

how come they didn't take care of your dick when...hey, mister, wait a 

minute. You are forgetting to address me as SIR! ADDRESS ME AS SIR! DO 

YOU UNDERSTAND, PUNK? Sir...er...oh...I mean." Poor Sarge really 

embarrassed himself that time. He forgot that it wasn't a military 

subordinate's penis he had locked in his fist. Campbell broke out in a 

wonderful boyish grin and said, "That's OK, Sarge. I'll call you Sir, Sir."

        That really mellowed the Sarge and he replied, "Oh... er...well, 

thanks, Campbell." With that the Sarge relaxed his firm grip around 

Campbell's penis and let go of it just long enough to see that the cock 

was fully erect. Sarge looked down at it, placed it in one palm and with 

his other hand fingered the overhanging blond foreskin, contemplating. 

Then Sarge broke the silence, "Son, why didn't they cut this off when you 

were born?"  "If you mean by that why I wasn't circumcised, Sir, it is 

because my father was against it," the boy replied calmly.  "WHAT IN THE 

HELL IS WRONG YOUR OLD MAN ANYWAY?" Sarge bellowed again, "I'll bet he's 

a goddamn skinhead and wanted his little boy to have one just like him. 

Isn't that right, Campbell?"  "Not exactly, Sir," Campbell explained, 

"They took off dad's foreskin when he was in the army. He had been 

injured and claims that some fruit medical corpsman came through his ward 

and cut off all the foreskins one afternoon."  "WHAT IN HELL DO Y' MEAN? 

THERE AIN'T NO FRUITS IN THE U.S. MILITARY!" Sarge protested, "Probably 

just an ordinary corpsman detailed to take care of a bunch of goddamn 

skinheads. Hell, your ole man should have been grateful to him!"  "Well, 

Sir," Campbell continued in his calm manner, "Dad, claims that he liked 

his dick better when it had its foreskin." Sarge's eyes widened and then 

he asked, "Well, if that's the case, college boy, how come you 

volunteered for this here circumcision ship?"  "Well, Sir, I didn't 

exactly volunteer. My coach told me and the other two uncut team members 

we had to do our patriotic duty in the name of the school, so we agreed 

and here I am with my dick in your fist, Sir, about to get it peeled<" 

Campbell continued, "I sure hope my dad never sees me naked again because 

he would probably kill my coach."  "FUCK YOUR OLD MAN, CAMPBELL, IT'S 

YOUR COCK, NOT HIS! YOU CERTAINLY WANT ALL THAT SKIN CLEANED OFF YOUR 

MEAT, DON'T YOU?" Sarge asked.  "Not really, Sir. I sort of dig the feel 

of the skin when it rolls over my dick," Campbell said as his eyes 

twinkled. Suddenly the crowd of naked college jocks broke their intense 

silence and broke out in an uproar of whistles, cat calls and cheers as 

the crowd yelled, "RIGHT ON, CAMPBELL! HEY, SARGE, LET'S WATCH CAMPBELL 

ROLL IT ONE LAST TIME! ONE LAST TIME! ONE LAST TIME..."

        The jocks began to chant as they began to roll their own skins in 

unison. What a sight! The Sarge realized that he couldn't fight the 

sexual exuberance of these youths and shrugged his shoulders and 

announced, "Campbell, you've got twenty strokes, but for chrissake don't 

pop off because I sure as hell don't want  to work on a limp dick."

        "SIXTEEN... SEVENTEEN... EIGHTEEN..." the crowd chanted as 

Campbell slowly, deliberately rolled his foreskin up to a point and then 

back off the fat pulsing shaft. "NINETEEN... THIS IS IT, CAMPBELL... YOUR 

LAST ROLL, CAMPBELL... WHAT'S IT LIKE, CAMPBELL?... UP FRONT, CAMPBELL, 

THAT'S IT... BACK, BACK IT GOES... THAT'S IT, CAMPBELL... HURRAY!"

        The Sarge squared his shoulders and picked up the laser tool 

while I secured Campbell's huge hands behind his back. His muscular 

thighs thrust forward and his long, fat penis bounced freely in the air. 

All eyes were on it as the crowd came the a hush again. Sarge turned to 

me and asked, "How far do we trim this one?" I pointed to a spot not too 

far down the shaft as I hated the thought of all that thick skin coming 

off his pole. "SHIIIT! THAT'S NOT ENOUGH!" Sarge growled, " WHEN THE 

MARINES SKIN A DICK, WE SKIN IT RIGHT! I'M SKINNING THIS PIECE OF 

AMERICAN MANHOOD RIGHT BACK TO WHERE IT BELONGS. BACK TO THE BALLS!"

        Campbell turned pale and softly asked, " Aren't you going to 

leave me enough to fiddle on, Sir?"  "FIDDLE?" Sarge asked with disgust, 

"Mister, all you need to do with this thing is to fill holes. After I'm 

through with it it'll be so tight that you won't want to fiddle." Sarge 

began circling the penis with the laser almost two thirds of the way down 

the shaft. "Jeeze, Sir," Campbell said as his eyes widened, "That's too 

far down on me. Oh! What's that feeling? Oh, shit, that feels good." 

Campbell was beginning to feel the beam vibrating around his rigid shaft. 

"Ooohhh! Sarge I don't really want to get circumcised, Sir! Is it too 

late to stop, Sir! Ooohhh, shit, man, what are you doing to my meat? 

Sir?  Sir, keep doing it! Oooh, yea! Ooohhh, right man, skin my meat! 

Yea, Sarge, skin it! All of it ! Oh fuck, peel that skin off my meat, 

Sarge! Yea, that's right, take it off! Yeaaaa!"

        Suddenly, Sarge put down the tool. The audience was spell bound 

as they watched Sarge slowly pull off Campbell's foreskin unveiling his 

handsome new circumcised American penis. Then Sarge looked around the 

room at all the naked jocks, each with a pulsating uncut dick pointing 

right at him and his laser gun, waiting until tomorrow when he is 

scheduled to take care of all twenty college boys for the sake of the 

country.

The End.

The Cutting (Another Story)

From the crowd of onlookers two slaves, commonly called the twins step
forward and remove your chains. One is a blond German enuch with a long
uncut cock covered in fine golden public hair which contrasted sharply with
his deep brown all over tan. His companion was a slender Indian with a thin
gold cockring locked behind the prominent ridge of his circumcised cock.
They tie your hands behind your back and walk you to a cave where you're
told to stand in a tub.


The German slave takes place in front of you and the Indian stands behind
you holding your tied hands. The German slave reaches forward and you
instinctively bend forward but the Indian pushes your buttocks forward. He
cups his hands around your balls squeezing them lightly before starting to
stroke your growing erection. With the one hand stroking your cock he uses
the other hand to tug at your and scrotum. Their laughter attracts onlookers
who gather around to watch them. They wash and shave your armpits, groin and
backside. As the slender Indian shaves your genitals, you notice his growing
erection as he soaps up your erect cock before shaving it. Suddenly the
Indian slave responds with: "Allow yourself to enjoy it, gay men often shave
their genitals. It makes one much more aware of your sensuality and blow
jobs so much more pleasurable. Soon you will be a slave and you should know
that traditionally slaves have always been shaved. Also you should know that
seeing a trimmed crotch at a gym means that someone is blowing that person".
To the amusement of the soldiers and onlookers the Indian starts to
masturbate you. When you ejaculate in powerful spurts the onlookers seem to
nod their approval. According to the Indian the "manroot" must become large
to loosen the skin. When he is finished he massages an oily lotion over your
genitals. You are then led to a cave where your hands are tied above your
head and your feet wide apart to rings on the floor. You notice the Sultan
amongst the onlookers and suddenly feel every movement of your exposed
genitals hanging between your widely spaced legs. The youngster, who
masturbated you at the pool, steps forward and runs his hands over your
chest and grasp your cock, pulling and twisting your foreskin in a painful
manner. He calls his two friends who also start tormenting you by plucking
and pinching your foreskin to the amusement of the onlookers. They stop when
the twins arrive with two bowls of linen leaving your cock half erect and
the foreskin tender as swollen as before. When you look at the onlookers
around you, you recognizing your new master as he sits quietly at a table
eating grapes whilst looking at you. You look at each other and you notice
him observing you closely. When the Indian slave places the bowl at your
feet he whispers to you that his is name is Abizan.


When Abizan stands up he removes his cloak standing naked in front of you.
You're dazed by his handsome looks. You look at his flaccid cock and his
short public hair and a sense of lust and excitement and comes over you as
never before and feel yourself getting aroused in full sight of everyone. He
stands still and watches your cock movements. "I like it when a novice slave
tells me that he wants to give himself to me". He walks up to you and folds
his arms around your chest and back pressing his body against chest and
erect cock. You feel his body warmth as his firm flesh press against yours.
He looks you in the eye and says, "I am your master and you are for my
pleasure". His arms move upward taking hold of your head. He leans forward
to kiss you but you turn your face away but he holds your head tightly as he
kisses you full on the mouth
.

“Use your lips”, he whispers and “kiss me gently” he orders. He runs his
tongue gently against your lips. When you stop, he kisses you in the neck
gently nibbling at your ear. When his mouth reaches your ear you smell his
body ordure and he whispers; "refusal to kiss will be your last holdout
against accepting your gay sexuality". You remember being shouted at:
"gayboy! gayboy! and telling yourself they are mistaken and you would never
let it happen. However, confronted by touch of his naked flesh against yours
excites you like never before. He grasped your nipples gently tugging at it
and rolling the hardening teat between his fingers. "Do you like it, do you
want me to stop?” Suddenly he clasps it hard and you yelp in pain before he
continues to gently massage your nipples. You feel how your nipples become
more sensitive as he plays with them. You feel his hands move downward,
cupping around your buttocks tearing your cleft apart as he pulls you
towards his hips. His short trimmed pubic hair scratches against your shaven
crotch causing your erection to harden before he lets go and stands back to
watch you. "He's cute when he's horny", he says to the onlookers. You hear a
homosexual howl amongst some of the soldiers as they look at you. "It seems
to me that you have a problem with some swollen skin. He kneels before you
and you feel his hands move up your chest until it finds your nipples. He
looks up at you before he pushes his mouth over your cock and you feel his
tongue play over your foreskin as he pushes his mouth over your cock. He
sucks hard on your cock and you feel the twins grasping your upper legs
before he slowly pulls his head away from your erect cock. You feel yourself
breaking out in a cold sweat. Abizan senses your sudden anxiety, looks up
and smiles at you and softly says; "Relax slave, your sexuality is about to
be born". He looks down and gently folds his lips over your foreskin sucking
it gently whilst his tongue plays against the opening of your cock.


You glance at the soldiers and slaves around you. You are surprised by the
group eroticism as they look at you and the fact that they are unperturbed
by seeing each other’s erections. Your eyes meet with Fazan the Sultan's
youngest son. Like most of the onlookers he has also naked and you notice
the semi erection of his uncircumcised cock as he stares at you. You look
down at Abizan and feel yourself becoming more aroused when you see his
aroused cock and cockhead which was flared open displaying his prominent
cockridge protruding form his shaft as he stands on his knees sucking your
cock. "I am going to come" you warn him. He is unconcerned and continues to
suck you. He presses your cock deeper down his throat and a jolt of pain
strikes you when he forces the tender foreskin back to expose the cockhead.
He pushes the skin back until his soft lips touch the ridge of your
cockhead. With his one hand around your erect cockshaft he pulls the
shaftskin backward until it strains against the cockhead. He starts to lick
the exposed head. You lean backwards with your eyes closed relishing the
intense sensations as if you are about to come again. You feel something
cold press against your cock before he releases his grip around the
cockshaft and gently forces the foreskin back over the head. There is an
upward jerk and your body instinctively tries to jackknife. You look down
and see a vertical cut in the skin above your cockhead. "Stand still", he
orders in a gruff tone. You look at your cock from where blood was oozing
from the cut.

He takes a band from the bowl and ties it tightly around the base of your
erect cock. Whe the bleeding stops he washes the area with warm water and
says, “Now I can see where to work”. He pauses and smiles re-assuringly at
you. He lifts the tip of the severed foreskin from your cockhead and asks
the Indian slave if he is ready? “Yes, master, the skin is loose and he is
ready for you”. You feel the twins tighten their grip around your legs.
Immediately you feel Abizan pull harder at the foreskin and with small knife
in his hand he starts slicing into the skin. You feel each movement of the
knife which feels like a hot iron burning into your skin. He works painfully
slowly. Halfway he ask the Indian to let go of your legs and to grasp your
cockhead and pull it forward as he trims away the skin behind the cockhead.
When he reaches the skin beneath the cock opening it is much more painful
and you sign a relief when Fazulla lets go of your cock and it drop down.
Immediately the shaftskin to pulls away from the wound to expose the naked
shaft underneath. You look down and see blood oozing over the now cut flesh
behind the now completely naked cockhead. Abizan reaches out and grabs the
head turning your cock upside down. “I am not finished yet, hold him tight”
. He takes a small scissors from the bowl and you let out a yelp when you
feel him press the blades against your cock and with two snips severs the
frenum. He loosens the band and raises himself in front of you, standing
with his blooded hands grasping the knife and the severed foreskin.
“Congratulations, this is my first gift to you, for I want you completely
circumcised before becoming a new member of my household”. “Thank you
master”, you respond. He comes closer to you and whispers, "You have done
well for I like it when a slave does not whine when he sacrifices his
foreskin to his master. Remember you mind and body is mine and this is only
the beginning of how you will sacrifice yourself to me. In return I will
help you to discover your own sexuality by stressing your body and soul to
limits unknown to you. When I am done, you will be true to your manhood and
to yourself. Disappoint me and you will become a fuck slave for all. Abizan
then turns around and holds his arms out to the twins who wash the blood
from his hands before he puts on his cloak and leaves with the Sultan. You
look down and sag on the rope when you see the blood oozing from your cock.
When the Indian slave rinses the blood from cock you are shocked to see the
raw cut. When he douses your cock in liquor, it burns as if you are being
branded by a hot iron. You force yourself not to make a sound and tears run
down your cheeks. You look down and watch how he forces the shaftskin
forward until it reaches the severed skin behind the cockhead before
starting to wrap linen tightly around the wound . When he is done he unties
the band around your cock and loosens your hands sonthat you can hold your
cock whilst they wash the blood strains from your legs.

Suddenly you sense the pain and realise that this is not a dream, you have
just been circumcised.
