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by 
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I genuinely had no idea what Phil was talking about. When he finally managed to explain to me what docking was I thought it was some kind of wind up. I mean, how likely was it that a guy would ever put his knob into another guy’s foreskin? I was certain it wasn’t possible – surely all that stretching would make it burst. After a couple of awkward seconds though I realised he was serious. Dead serious, and dead embarrassed - almost squirming with discomfort. I hated seeing him like that. 


What troubled me even more than my concerns about the physical possibility of the whole thing was just why Phil wanted to do it so bad. Why would he want to feel his cock head covered with skin after all he had done to reassure me that getting every scrap of my own covering removed was the best decision I’d ever make? The implications of that were, - well I think I just kinda decided not to go down that route at all, certainly not on the night before I was going to get cut. The next day Phil was going to be sitting next to me, willingly loosing even more of his foreskin and watching me getting cut back to the balls yet here he was saying, well – like I say, I just chose not to go there.


I looked into his face and he seemed so vulnerable, childlike almost. It was as if he was a kid again, begging Mom or Dad for something real special that he just knew they weren’t going to want to let him have. I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t say anything as I didn’t know what to say. I just pulled the comforter to one side, opened my robe and sat there waiting for whatever was going to happen. I figured that if he was going to bust my foreskin it wouldn’t matter a whole bunch as it was all coming off the next day anyway- I just didn’t want it to hurt too much. 


Phil slipped off his robe and got up onto the bed, bollock naked. I looked at his body close up. He was muscular for sure, real nice looking I supposed. He parted my legs wide and came and knelt between them. His cock was hard, and again I was surprised that it looked kinda small, especially right up next to mine. He was my big brother, yet his willy was smaller. How had that happened? I supposed I hadn’t accepted until them that I was all grown up as well now and that kind of stuff was just the luck of the draw. 


I looked at the bunch of skin that gathered behind his rim even though he was real stiff and wondered what his dick would look like after Jeff had taken it that pucker of flesh away forever. Better, I thought - it would look better as it was kinda neither one way or the other as it was. Again, I pushed out of my mind that strange and disquieting thought that, despite all he had said, he might actually have preferred to have been allowed to have a dick with skin on it, a dick like mine.


I glanced down between my thighs. My big balls lay stretched out of course, spreading a little on the sheet. My dick hadn’t gotten the slightest bit hard though; in fact it looked as it was trying to make a run for it and retreat into my body. This, combined with the fact that I’d been without tape on all day, meant that there was quite a serious amount of empty skin hanging loose below the end of my glans. 


Phil caught my eye for a second then looked away. I couldn’t help flinching when he reached out and took hold of my cock. So gently, he pulled the foreskin back as if it was fragile and he was afraid he might damage it. I wondered for a second if he had ever done that to anyone before and realised just what I had taken for granted about being uncut. He rolled the hood right back flat along my shaft until I could feel my frenum pulling tight under the head. I figured I was going to have to ask him to stop if he carried on much further as it would start to hurt real soon. He sensed it was at full stretch though, and kind inched his knees forward on the bed until the tip of his cock was nuzzling mine. 


So slowly, as if he was savouring the moment, he started to roll my hood forward. My foreskin covered my glans as usual then without any hint of reluctance it just kept on rolling. Instead of gathering into a bud of overhang like normal my extra skin just kept on going, right over the end of his bared dick until his glans was as covered as mine. I looked at him, but he wasn’t looking at me. His face was white and I couldn’t make out the expression on it – he seemed to be someplace else entirely.


His fist was round our two joined cock heads, just holding them tight for what seemed like an age. My cock was soft, his like wood, but they were joined, joined inside my foreskin. Suddenly, he kinda thrust his cock forward inside my skin. I felt a sort of pop and realised that his glans must now be lying on top of mine inside our shared skin. 


It felt kinda full down there but, surprisingly, not unpleasantly so. I was relieved that it wasn’t hurting my hood to have a double load of cock head to protect. I reached down and gently uncurled his fist from round our cocks. I had to see. There it was. The shape of his glans clearly showed through my distended skin, resting on top of my larger helmet both of them tucked snugly inside my hood. It was amazing. My foreskin was stretched right out along his shaft, more than covering his entire helmet, the snout of it resting on his bunch of remnant skin in the groove behind his head. The pair of us were joined in such a strange, intimate way like some kind of weird Siamese twins. He looked at me and smiled. I returned his grin, glad that he was ok. Neither of us said a word. 


I put my fist round our shared cock, just the way he had held it earlier. Squeezing a little, I felt his helmet squidge around inside my covering. I heard a tiny sound from the back of his throat as he closed his eyes. Without thinking, I gently started to beat off in the way I used to do before I’d gotten into the taping shit. I worked my skin backwards and forwards along my shaft, except that now it wasn’t my shaft inside that skin, it was our, shared shaft. I wondered if Phil’s cock would pop out, but it didn’t – there seemed to be plenty of room inside that thing for both of us. 


Strangely, my dick still wasn’t hard at all but it was weird to feel Phil’s stiffness inside there as if it was my own boner I was wanking. Even stranger, without wood myself I still had the same feeling of urgency inside my head as if I’d been stiff and aching to shoot. Less worried now about hurting myself and about Phil’s dick coming out I started rubbing a bit harder. 


I’m not sure how long I was at it – it seemed like only a few seconds, but suddenly I heard Phil groan and arch his back. I saw his balls churn. Pulled tight up against his body they looked so unlike my hangers which were slapping round in the way they always did when I beat off. He groaned again. I felt a sensation of warmth flood the inside of my skin as he let go of his load into it. I looked down and saw my foreskin balloon up huge as it filled with pump after pump of his gizz. I held my snout closed behind his rim but some of his cum was leaking out of the seal my hood made behind his helmet and dripping down across my fingers and onto the sheets. Jeez, there was so much of it. Enough for the two of us.


When I came to the next day I sensed that Phil was already awake. I could feel him nestled up behind me, his arm round my shoulder just how we had fallen asleep minutes after he had juiced inside my foreskin. I lay there not moving, savouring the unusual closeness of the moment for a second or two until he broke the mood and gave me a friendly squeeze.


“Morning Kid. Big day today” he said, and with that sprang out of bed. 


Typical Phil. He didn’t say a word about what had happened, either then or ever again and I was glad. I’d thought as I was drifting off to sleep after we’d pulled our cocks apart that there might be all sorts of consequences, changes of plans, confessions almost, but I figured that for once Phil was right – sometimes it is easier to just say nothing. 


With Phil out of the room I reached down to my cock, very aware that this was the last morning that it would be the way it had been on every other morning of my life. I touched my morning boner, feeling the end of my foreskin and the slight crust of Phil’s dried cum there for confirmation. If we had gotten up and showered last night might I now be figuring that I could just have dreamt the whole thing? I slipped a finger inside my hood and ran it round the glans. I felt both the moistness of his cum still in there and noticed the very slight tenderness after the extra stretch my hood had had. Then I just got up and showered like nothing was different, except that I couldn’t help but be oh so aware of the significance of pulling back my long overhang and cleaning under there beneath the steams of water. Never again would I need to roll back, soap up and dry off before feeling that so familiar sensation, almost forgotten since I’d been taping up, of my hood suddenly resetting itself and snapping to over the end of my cock head, tucking my glans away inside its living, tailor-made protective sheath.


I heard the intercom go when I was in the shower and by the time I’d fished out from my rucksack the tight jockeys and track suit pants that Phil had told me to bring with me he was in the kitchen brewing coffee with Carl and Jeff. I hadn’t realised they were due so early. Shit, those two were keen.


Phil threw me a look as I went in and I knew exactly what it said. He needn’t have worried. I wasn’t ever going to say anything if he wasn’t – just easier to pretend that the last night thing had never happened. I smiled back at him, hoping he’d read between the lines. Shit, what would his two buddies make of it if I told them what Phil had said to me in that weird moment of honesty last night?


“Hey Kid”, said Carl. “I see you are all dressed ready - good pants for a circ there. You sure won’t want any sexy skin tight 501’s on you later today!”


Everyone laughed and the slight tension in the air melted. Jeff had his arm round Phil and it was just so abnormally normal. Why wouldn’t it be, I wondered? Was it just me? Wasn’t getting circumcised just a minor piece of day surgery that happened thousands of times every week with no one making any big deal out of it? Well I knew it wasn’t going to be that way for me. I played along with the light touch though, figuring this was going to be the easiest way to cope with it all. 


“So y’all get a good night’s sleep last night?” said Jeff, obviously genuinely unaware of the implications of what he was saying.


I made sure I answered first, using it as a way of setting Phil’s mind at rest that I wasn’t going to be spilling any unwelcome beans.


“Yeah, we just hit the sack early and read after you’d gone” I said, trying hard not to look at Phil.


“No last performance with the old kit before the upgrade then Kid?” said Carl.


“No,” I laughed; “I reckoned I’d give that a skip and wait for the new improved version” I replied.


“Well, be a while before you are ready for that one” said Jeff. “But Carl will do a nice tidy job on you – keep the battering to a minimum.”


Battering. I didn’t like the sound of that too much, but I supposed I’d have to face up to the fact that it was going to feel real sore for a while, far too tender for any action for a week or two. Bound too, when you have a part of your penis removed.


“Anyway, you’ve got your own on-site medic to take care of you and pop you a few pills if you need them to take the edge off” he went on, “though I suppose there’s not many docs tending a new cut who’ve got one down there of their own to look after as well!”


The conversation turned, and we ate a light breakfast as Phil had warned me that we shouldn’t have too much before the anaesthetic. Shutting the door as we left the apartment it struck me that the next time that key turned in the lock things would be so different for me. I didn’t let myself start thinking too much about that. I knew that if I was going to bottle out again now was the time to do it but deep down I just knew I couldn’t, not again, not even if I wanted to. And I didn’t.


The Day Surgery wing was as quiet as it had been that last time and we headed for the same room at the end of the corridor. It was all set up just the way as before and looked more familiar but somehow scarier as I knew now what was going to happen there. Carl and Jeff put on gowns and scrubbed up real good. It felt weird taking off my pants and shorts and Phil helping me into my gown before doing the same himself, but with him there with me I knew it was going to be OK. 


Carl and Jeff seemed to take an age checking that all the pieces of equipment were laid out ready and I was starting to feel real nervous. Phil, slightly manically I thought, was going on about medical details that I preferred to try not to take as that stuff didn’t help my nerves too much. Finally, they were ready to start.


“OK men” said Carl. “Here goes. Two perfect, matching circumcisions coming up, a la carte. Here is to a bright new future for you both.”


“Amen to that” said Jeff. A whole new beginning for you both.”


I was kinda surprised that they didn’t start with the jab. I’d assumed that they’d do all that shit first and I was hoping to get anything to do with needles out of the way early on. Crazy really, worrying about a hypodermic when it was going to be closely followed by a heavy duty, skin-crushing clamp on your dick and then a run round it with razor sharp surgical steel, but there you go. The lads set to work with the Gomco. They both knew what size caps we needed from before and soon our ends were covered with their shining steel helmets. Carl rolled my skin back to fit mine on of course, Jeff just had to kinda stick Phil’s on his bare bell end – the last time our dicks would ever need handling differently. Within seconds, my hood had rolled all the way forward and covered my Gomco cup up. Just the metal blob on the end of it stuck out surreally through the puckered end of my skin, almost as if my hood was making one last attempt to point that it was there to keep my most sensitive part covered and protected from the harsh world outside. The metal in my dick meant I couldn’t help of thinking of the ring in Carl’s piss slit and wondered if he was wearing it that morning. When he stretched sideways I could vaguely make out his big packet through his surgical gown but it was way too baggy to see details like that.


Next they started fitting the clamping bit of the kit. This was getting freaky now and I was glad when Phil reached across and held my hand. Carl had mine adjusted in a second or two, equalising the amount of skin on each side of the bell, checking that he had pulled just the exact right amount through past the plates. He was obviously an expert but, shit, the amount of skin on the wrong side of that baby was terrifying! I couldn’t believe that all of that was coming off me. Surely he was going to flay me alive. He gave the screw on the clamp a half turn then looked up, seeming to sense what I was feeling. I suppose he had been here before with his other circ clients.


“Looks a lot there Kid, doesn’t it” he said. “Don’t worry – you’ll still have just the right amount enough left, even after all that redundant skin goes and you are cut nice and sleek like your brother and Jeff – trust me.” Luckily I did. 


It freaked me a bit seeing my dick fitted inside the clamp so I looked across at Phil for distraction. It was obviously a lot harder job for Jeff to get things set up just right. Phil had so much less skin to manoeuvre and that clearly made it a trickier business. Jeff had to be sure he was getting every scrap tucked into the clamp but I could see it was easier when you had more to get a hold of. Phil was looking down, passing the odd comment and I wondered again if this was something they’d played at before. It was for real this time though. For both of us.


Jeff eventually asked Carl to check how he had gotten things set, and he agreed that he’d got it just right. Jeff took up a little slack on the Gomco screw, the same as Carl had done with mine.


“OK gentlemen,” said Carl. “We are ready to proceed. I think you two should begin the unveiling ceremony while Jeff and I get ready with the hypos.” 


I wasn’t at all sure what he meant, but Phil did. They had obviously already fixed up this bit of the proceedings amongst themselves. 


“Here we go Kid”, said Phil, turning to me. “No going back now, for either of us. Just say when you start to feel it bite.”


I still wasn’t sure what was going on. He was still holding my hand, but he took it now and moved to between his legs, kinda of forming my thumb and forefinger around the screw on his Gomco. He reached across to mine, held the screw and very slowly started tightening it. Just a little at a time, pausing after every little move. I felt the mechanism stirring on my dick. 


I knew now what he wanted to happen. He wanted us to share the moment, to take this irrevocable step for each other. I mad my first turn for Phil, feeling the slight friction of big furled screw on my finger tips as I started to work the clamp that would soon bite into the remains of his foreskin. I looked up at his face, and his eyes were there ready to meet mine. 


We held each other’s gaze intently, holding our other, free hands tightly as little by little we turned the screws that were in control of the mechanism that would crush part of us both, altering us for ever - not just our bodies, but alter something deeper than that inside us too. Here we were, looking into each other’s eyes as we set that irreversible process in motion.


I’m not sure how many full turns of the screw we had made before I began to feel it get serious. Perhaps the fifth or sixth time Phil made a move on it I had a slight sensation of pushing on my skin as the two plates of the Gomco started to come together. I wondered if he was feeling it too. 


The next turn and I flinched. I was expecting it to hurt that time - I don’t think it actually did but by then I’d gotten anxious enough to jump before I got bit. 


“You feel it Kid?” he asked. 


I nodded.


“Just a tiny bit more” he said again, advancing the screw almost imperceptibly. There was no doubt now of the feeling of pressure as the plates started to crush my hood.


“Go ahead Kid”, he said, “Turn mine again.”


“I really didn’t want to hurt him, and I was supersensitive to any tell-tale signs from his body that I was as I ratcheted up the pressure a little more on his clamp. He breathed in deeply, almost as if he was trying not to flinch.


“More” said Phil, a strange tone in his voice.


“Ok guys, time for the hypo I think” said Carl quickly, looking slightly anxious.


I’d been unaware of him and Jeff for a while, but there they were with two primed syringes, shooting out a stream of liquid from them just like you see in the soaps, except this was for real.


“This won’t hurt” said Carl as he gently took hold of my dick. I looked out of the window as he got to work, knowing that in a way this was going to be the worst bit for me. I wondered if Phil was looking as Jeff did the same procedure on his dick. This was the kinda stuff Phil was doing day in day out on the wards but I wasn’t sure if that made it any easier when it was you on the receiving end yourself.


“We’ll just let you sit there a while to numb up a little” said Jeff.


Feeling the weight of the Gomco across my thigh was weird, but now I could definitely feel the pressure on my foreskin too. A hot, urgent kind of burning sensation, a heaviness there as the plates were bearing down with pressure onto my doomed skin. After a while, it was mingled with another feeling and I guessed the jab was kicking in and sensation of pressure on my hood began to melt into numbness.


“You feel that?” said Carl after a minute or two, lightly scratching the top of my dick with the blunt end of a scalpel.


I couldn’t fell a thing. It was a real bizarre to feel nothing, even though you could see that you should be.


“You?” said Jeff, doing the same to Phil, who just shook his head.


“Ok boys, I think we’ll take over with the screws now” said Carl. He started to turn the knob on my clamp now, firmly and confidently and so unlike the tentative, tender way that we brothers had handled each other.


Phil was holding my hand again now. It was surreal seeing Carl coaxing the Gomco into doing serious damage to my foreskin yet feeling nothing at all. Phil seemed to be holding my hand very tight, almost painfully. Strange that this seemed to be a bit tougher going for him than it was for me, and I reckoned that I could be right about getting medical stuff done being hard for docs to cope with than it is for everyone else.


I couldn’t look at what Carl was doing to me once he took hold of the scalpel. I knew what was coming - the final moment of separation as my foreskin and I parted company for ever. Strangely, I felt really calm now that there were no more decisions to be made, no more worrying about the rights and wrongs and what everyone else would think. All that was behind me now. All I had to cope with now was learning to live the rest of my life as a circumcised man.


Strangely I was able to throw the odd glance across at Phil and Jeff when the scalpels came out, even though I knew much the same thing would be going on over there as was happening to me. I saw the small flap of skin lining the bottom of Phil’s Gomco bell, crushed beyond repair but still very much attached to Phil.  As Jeff pushed the knife into it, I felt Phil’s hand tighten hard around my fingers and he took a sharp intake of breath.


“Phil” I said, “Just don’t look if it’s upsetting you. It will all be over soon.”


“Shit,” I thought, “Who is looking after who here?”

*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *

