The Initiation

This story is entirely fictional.

How much would you do for a friend? What would you be prepared to sacrifice in the name of friendship? Last year I discovered, to my great surprise, just how far I was willing to go.
I met Tony during O-week at Auckland University. Still faintly incredulous at my high school academic success, I had been lurking around campus taking it all in, trying to pretend I knew my way around and was totally comfortable. The formidable buildings and multitudes of students streaming around campus made my senses reel. 

I am from a quiet rural town, set in the bucolic splendor that inspired Tolkien’s “Hobbiton”. Auckland city, though no rival of New York, was busy and bustling enough to disorient me. You can imagine how rapidly I was forced to adjust my view of the world as I attempted to settle in to my new environment.
I finally found my way to the science faculty buildings, where a congregation of similarly disoriented students milled about or stood stock-still or sat, staring blankly, as their individual taste dictated. We all awaited an address from the Dean of the faculty, eager for some semblance of order.

Finally, the doors opened and we ambled nonchalantly into the enormous lecture theatre. We randomly allocated ourselves to a swing down, padded seat. The geekiest among the crowd took out notepaper and pencils, ready to take notes from the very outset.

Tony just happened to sit next to me. That’s how we met. Tony was an athletic-looking, handsome young man, slightly older than myself, who was clearly an overseas student. Charisma radiated from his whole person. I was instantly attracted to him. He must get the same reaction wherever he goes. He’s just one of those people who while not devastatingly, jaw-droppingly gorgeous, emits a radiant confidence which instantly wins you over. Then that smile…

“I’m Aziz, but you should call me Tony.” His English was perfect, his accent virtually unnoticeable.

“Hi. Marty.”

“Marty.” I liked the way he said my name.
The Dean interrupted our introductions. I wasn’t paying much attention to the speech. Instead I was picturing my new mate Tony and I in some compromising situations. When the drone from the front had finally ceased, Tony turned to me and said,

“Are you coming to science camp? My friends and I are all going.” He indicated several guys sitting next to him in the row.

“Sure.” I’d probably have to eat bread and water for a month to afford it.

“We’re going to sign up now. Come along.”

And that’s how I ended up going to science camp the week before uni started. It was a week of debauchery and high-jinx but all in good fun. By virtue of the fact that Tony and his friends had signed up on the same sheet as me, we were all allocated the same room.
Tony and I had one bunk bed. Abdul and Mohammed took another. Josh, another guy befriended by Tony got the only single bed in the room. We all soon became firm friends.

Tony was very casual about nudity, and in his disarming way, made us all similarly relaxed. It would usually be quite out of character for me to sit naked on a stool in anyone’s bedroom, but in Tony’s presence, it felt natural and normal. We went naked a good deal of the time we were in that bedroom together. And we got up to some sexual experimentation that confirmed my own homosexuality. I loved it, and I loved Tony.
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Marty at science camp. 
[image: image2.jpg]



Josh at science camp

.

Tony, Abdul and Mohammed were all from the same village in Indonesia. Tony’s dad was the chief and they’d all come to New Zealand to study. All three guys were athletic and had average equipment. Tony was uncircumcised, but the other two had very high and tight circumcisions with prominent scars. Josh and I were both uncut. We were fascinated by the tight cut equipment of the two Indonesians, and examined each of their cocks minutely.
“How come you guys are circumcised?” Josh asked.

“We got cut in a ritual circumcision back home,” replied Mohammed, “the circumciser came through our village two months ago, and he circumcised us and all our friends.”

“Not ALL your friends,” I said, with a nod towards Tony’s hooded dick.

Tony smiled his ravishing smile and gave me an instant erection. We all had another suck and jerk off session then. We all pretended that we had been tightly circumcised by the village circumciser. No foreskin movement was allowed. Abdul gave us all some lube and we jerked off as if we’d been cut. It was great. I don’t think I’ve ever come as hard in my life.

When we got back to uni, I didn’t see as much of Tony as I’d have liked. We had mostly different classes. We did catch up occasionally in the food court. It was at one such meeting that he asked me to do him the big favour.

“Marty, do you remember science camp, when you wanted to know why I wasn’t circumcised yet?”

“Yeah.” I was getting hard already.

“Well, there is a reason. I’m kind of the prince of the village, and there are special rules for me. I’m not allowed to be circumcised like just one of the guys, no matter how much I wanted to get it done. Abdul and Mohammed are my best friends, and it really embarrasses me that they are men and I’m still a boy. But my dad told me that I have to go through the prince’s circumcision ritual after I turn 20.”

“Your birthday is tomorrow.”

“Yeah. So I’m scheduled to get my foreskin chopped in about 24 hours.”

“That’s so hot!” My hard-on knew no limits.

“But there are these rules I was telling you about. I have to get circumcised with three other guys around my age. We all have to go through the ritual together, without anaesthetic and not make a sound. And then I’m bound for life to my three brothers in circumcision, and those three are my most trusted advisors and friends. I can’t become a leader in my village while I still have a foreskin, and I want to get circumcised as soon as I can.
I could see where this was going.

“Would you do me the honour of being circumcised with me?”
I only thought about it for a second before replying.

“Yes.”

I smiled wanly. Tony beamed. My erection evaporated as I contemplated the ordeal to come.

“I’ll pick you up tomorrow morning.”
I masturbated like never before that night. I’ve always enjoyed my foreskin. I loved its silkiness, its slippery, hot friction. Before science camp I’d never considered masturbation without my skinny friend. Now I was contemplating a life sentence of bare-headedness, I wanted to get every last bit of pleasure out of my foreskin.

I awoke at the crack of dawn in a drying pool of cum. I quickly showered, but before I had finished, Tony arrived. He came right into the shower, before I could so much as say “Happy Birthday!” and soaped me thoroughly, then rinsed me off, all the while paying close attention to my foreskin. He dried me with the towel before reaching into a bag and retrieving a rope. Ordering me to hold my wrists behind my back, he expertly bound them together. He dressed me in a traditional sarong-style garment of his people and led me to the waiting car.
Josh was there, dressed and bound identically to me. We smiled nervously to each other, trying to give each other courage for the ceremonies awaiting us.

Within a few minutes we arrived at a nondescript house in Auckland’s suburbs. Josh and I were led indoors and immediately stripped of our sarongs. Another guy our age was waiting naked. He was uncut and bound by the wrists and looked like an Indonesian.

“This is Yusef, my younger brother. Yusef, meet Josh and Marty.”

“Thank you all for your sacrifice. At the end of your circumcisions, you will all be considered respected members of my village, and life-long friends. Let me explain what is to happen. First you will be given one last masturbation with your foreskins. You may not touch yourself – that is why I bound your hands. Abdul and Mohammed will assist you. Next we are all to be shaved ritually. Then we are all washed with sacred waters, ready for the Sh’ia Thun, the “severance of the foreskins”. My father has sent to us the village circumciser for this ritual. He is well experienced in circumcisions, but has no English. He will be your circumciser and mine. You must show him respect. Do not look at him. Do not speak to him. In fact, you may make no sound at all from now until the ceremony is over, or the ritual will be disgraced. We will be led into the cutting room one at a time and each will endure his circumcision alone. Your foreskins will be cut completely off, your frenulums removed. There will be pain, but you must bear it like brave men. Your circumcisions will be tighter than Abdul or Mohammed, as the entire foreskin is removed in the prince’s circumcision ceremony. All the foreskins will then be divided into three, and cooked. Each of us must devour a third of each man’s foreskin, and we will thus be bound in brotherhood forever.”
Tony’s speech had given us all erections. Mohammed and Abdul came forward and expertly masturbated each of us to our last foreskinned orgasms ever. It was so hard to remain silent in the throws of orgasm, but we all managed to keep ourselves undisgraced.
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Yusef is masturbated by Abdul
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Tony is masturbated by Mohammed

Next we were each led individually to a room, where our bonds were loosened before we were spread-eagled on a bed. Mohammed lathered my pubic hairs and carefully shaved me. He touched me tenderly, and despite my impending pain, or perhaps because of it, I grew to erection again.
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Josh about to be shaved

When each of us had been shaved thoroughly, Abdul brought in some special water. This was poured over our heads and genitals to cleanse us for the Sh’ia Thun.

Yusef was marched into the cutting room first. Josh and I stood stock still, nervous as all hell, listening intently to the sounds of Yusef’s circumcision. He made no audible sound. All we heard was the sound of metal on metal and drips of liquid on stone. A few moments later, Yusef was led from the room, rivulets of blood pouring down his thighs. His prick was utterly bare of skin. He had been flayed all the way back to the balls. Yusef was led to a recovery room, and his foreskin was taken to the kitchen.

Josh was next. He aquitted himself with great dignity and courage during his ordeal, making no sound, and walking out of the room, minutes later with blood streaming and no foreskin left at all. He couldn’t look at me as he went towards the recovery room. He was shaking and pale, but managing to walk in a straight line.
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My turn next. I was ushered forward, and as I entered the room, I saw a low table in the middle of the cold, concrete-floored room, and some instruments on a chair to one side. There was no man in the room, and no evidence of the past two circumcisions either. Abdul made me kneel down at the table and tied my penis down. He whispered:

“Don’t make a sound!” urgently in my ear, then pulled a felt bag over my bowed head.

I waited for a few moments. My heart was pounding so loud, I thought everyone must hear it. I was about to be circumcised! Circumcised! I knew the pain would be terrible.
Then I heard short, quiet footsteps approaching from my right, and a quiet clank as the instruments were brought to the table. The circumciser’s bony hand touched my penis, almost lovingly and tenderly. He grasped my foreskin and worked it back and forth gently, gently. I was getting an erection… in the middle of my circumcision!

Suddenly, his grip changed. My foreskin was dragged right back as hard as possible. In the next instant, a blade was used to slice out my frenulum. Before the pain of that action obliterated my senses, my foreskin was pulled forward, tighter than ever before. Intense agony flared in my brain. The circumciser’s fingers dragged more and more foreskin beyond my glans. Then the blade cut again, severing my entire foreskin from the shaft of my cock. The remaining shaft skin snapped back and I thought that was it, but the circumciser’s fingers started peeling the inner skin as well.

It was only a few moments more, then Abdul came and loosed my bonds removed the bag and led me to the recovery area, where Yusef and Josh were lying on the floor, trying not to pass out. I joined them in silence. It seemed only moments before a bloodied but smiling Tony appeared at the door.
We rested the entire afternoon, recovering from the shock of the ordeal. All four of us had completely denuded shafts, from a ring of skin at the base of our pricks to a circle of membrane just under our cockheads. 
Mohammed had bandaged us all, and Abdul was in the kitchen cooking our foreskins for the last part of the ritual. At about 5 o’clock, Abdul entered the recovery room and gave us each three slices of skin which had been cooked for several hours according to the customs of their people. Tony was the first to eat. When he’d finished he said,

“Now you are my brothers in circumcision forever.”

We each ate the proffered foreskins and smiled wanly, trying not to vomit.

Now I have recovered completely from my ordeal, I look back with some pride on the whole experience. I didn’t disgrace myself, and now am truly a man. I miss my foreskin, but the taut, tightly circumcised shaft I have now is great too. All my boyfriends so far have loved the look, smell and taste of my ritual cut. I never have to worry about money again either, Tony is quite a wealthy prince, and has seen to my every need. Josh and I are going to Indonesia next uni holidays to visit the village. Apparently there are a few foreskins that must be shed among the locals, so I’m looking forward to finally meeting my circumciser.
The End.
