Tony – A Cut above the Rest
By Paulcirc

Tony was sitting in his private barracks room. As he read his 
handbook for the one hundredth time, he heard a knock at his door. 

"Come," he said absent-mindedly. He glanced up as the Arab commanding 
officer walked into his room. Since they were both officers, Tony had 
no need to salute in this informal setting, so he motioned to the 
empty chair next to the bed where he sat.

"What's up, Ahmed?" asked Tony, not anticipating any great problems. 
As 
an American advisor, he had brought the trainees a long way. They 
would 
be graduating from flight school in a month. From now on it was 
practice, practice, practice. The routines would become second 
nature. Tony was proud of them. 

"Tony, I must speak frankly with you. I hope I do not offend you." 

Tony's attention became more concentrated. He had no idea where this 
conversation was headed.

"Of course, my friend. Is there a problem?" Tony queried, trying to 
put his friend and colleague at ease.

"Yes, I am afraid there is. As you know, this is a new program, 
training jet pilots here in our country, rather than in Texas. I am 
the only one who know that this has been planned to keep any 
potential bad guys out of the United States. Since nine eleven, this 
has become imperative." Ahmed spoke quietly and sincerely.

"Well, yes. I know what the Air Force's intent was. Personally, I 
think it has been successful. I've enjoyed every minute working with 
your men. They're top flight. I hope I haven't done any thing to 
offend them. I've really tried to fit in."

"You have done everything right. You are a good man and a good 
teacher," Ahmed observed.

"Well, then, what's the problem?"

"A part of this program is the fact that you will continue to fly 
with this company. You are to stay with us. To learn our ways, so 
that you can become a resource if our two countries ever need to 
fight side by side in the future," explained Ahmed. 

"I wasn't told about that part of the program. I am surprised. I had 
planned on returning to the States, next month," Tony's astonishment 
at this change in plans was evident.

"I have prevailed upon your commanding officer, and he has assented 
to this change. I hope I can convince you to stay for a couple of 
years. You are unmarried, correct? "

"Yes…" responded Tony with a good deal of doubt in his voice. "But I 
do 
have a girlfriend in the US. And family."

"You will receive many weeks of liberty back in the United States. We 
will fly you to meet your parents in Paris, at Christmas time. And, 
we will give you the wages of an Arab pilot, in addition to your Air 
Force pay. At the end of two years, you will have a good deal of 
money in your pocket," Ahmed spoke matter of factly.

"I am tempted. I must admit. I've enjoyed this tour a lot," reasoned 
Tony. The situation was beginning to please him.

"There is just one thing. There is one step you must take if you are 
to join our unit…" Ahmed hesitated before he continued.

"I don't understand," interjected Tony.

" We know from your initial physical here that you are uncircumcised. 
Most of the men don't know this, since there is much less public 
nudity in our services. But a few of the men have inadvertently seen 
you leaving your shower. You are not as modest as Arab men tend to 
be, so it is beginning to be said that you are still a boy."

"A boy? That's pretty insulting, you know," retorted Tony, his anger 
flaring.

"Oh, my friend, do not take this personally. Among Arab men, an 
uncircumcised man is still a boy. Khitan, or circumcision is a rite 
of 
manhood. You must be circumcised in order to be a man, equal with 
this 
unit."

"You've got to be kidding. I don't see what business it is …" 

"You are right, of course, by American standards. But you are in a 
Muslim country. You must be circumcised in order to join our ranks. 
It is mandatory," Ahmed spoke with force, but without anger.

"Well, suppose I say yes…" Tony had always wanted to be like most of 
his fellow pilots, cut and proud, as he imagined them. His own 8-inch 
cock was thick and handsome, but at the end of it was an inch-long 
foreskin. It was floppy, usually wet and often smelly. He had been a 
poor boy, and his parents couldn't afford the cut when he was a baby. 
Just the time when he entered the Air Force, they had changed 
policies and no longer routinely cut new inductees. There had to be a 
medical reason for a circ, and Tony didn't have one. His cock was 
very, very healthy. "… just suppose. Would I go to an Arab hospital 
or would I go to Germany to an American hospital?"

"Hospital? Tony, you do not understand. This must be a ceremonial 
circumcision, just like what these men experienced when they were 6 
or 7. That is how you will become a man in their eyes."

"Now, wait a minute. I have to have a circ done by a ritual 
circumcisor?"

"Yes, Tony. That is true. It is best. The men will respect you much 
more."

"OK, suppose I agree. When does this happen?" Tony felt that he 
needed 
time to consider his options. It was more than a bit overwhelming to 
consider all that Ahmed had put forth.

"Oh, he is here now. The men are in the dining hall, waiting for you 
to 
appear. We knew we couldn't give you a long time to consider this. It 
is too frightening. It must come like a thief in the night. It is how 
the circumcisor arrives in their hometowns… unknown to the boys. They 
do not have time to build their fears. So Tony, what is it to be?

Tony was completely speechless. How could he say yes to this 
pressure? 
How could he say no? The men would consider him a coward. They would 
know that he didn't have the courage that they showed at an early 
age. 
Finally he nodded.

"Alright. Let's do it."

Ahmed left the room for a moment and returned with a white robe. "Put 
this on, my friend," he advised.

Tony removed his fatigues. In his boxers his slipped the robe over 
his head. He knew he was shaking.

"Now, the undershorts, my friend," said Ahmed, holding out his hand 
to put them aside.

Tony did as he was told. Suddenly, he felt more vulnerable beneath 
the robe than he would have if he walked down 5th Avenue stark naked. 
He now sensed his cock slapping against his thighs. His nutsack hung, 
unprotected, in his crotch. His whole being was concentrated between 
his legs.

"Come, now, Tony. I must warn you that this a time of great 
excitement and rejoicing among Muslim men. They remember their own 
khitan. It takes them back to their childhood. They do not always 
behave with a decorum suited to men."

Tony followed Ahmed down the hallway to the dining hall. The men 
stood 
in a circle. In the center of the circle was a chair. Next to it 
stood a man, dressed in white. A small table was next to the chair. 
Various instruments were laid out on it. The man, the circumcisor, 
motioned Tony to step into the circle and take his seat.

"Tony, this is Hosmani, the circumcisor. I hired him, since he is 
acknowledged to be the best. He can not, however, speak a word of 
English. I will have to stay by your side to interpret his 
instructions."

Tony nodded that he understood the situation. Hosmani spoke a few 
words.

"Tony, lift up the robe and reveal your private parts." Tony couldn't 
believe this was happening to him. But he did comply.

He was surprised to see the men of the unit gather around his chair. 
They chatted quietly, pointing to his cock. Ahmed seemed embarrassed 
at their behavior, but made no effort to control it.

"You see, my friend, they have never seen a grown man with a 
foreskin. It is fascinating to them."

The circumcisor squatted in front of Tony and took his peter in his 
hand. He lifted it up and examined its outer skin. The blue veins 
were prominent on its surface, running down, nearly to the tip of the 
long skin. The used his hand to retract the foreskin. Without 
warning, Tony's cock began to erect. Hosmani smiled and spoke to 
Ahmed.

"He says not to be embarrassed. He has to see it hard, so that he can 
judge how much to take away." Tony nodded. He could feel the thrill 
of sexual excitement surge down his spine. His knob was bulging on 
the end of his shaft. It held the foreskin back. The cutter spoke 
again to Ahmed.

"He says that you will have to get rid of your erection before he can 
cut, since your foreskin is now caught behind your knob. It's a good 
thing you are being cut, he says. You a bound to have problems with 
this tightness."

"Well, how am I supposed to deal with this? I just can't think my 
erection away," said Tony, almost whining.

"Oh, my friend, will you let me deal with this?" Tony stared at his 
friend blankly.

Ahmed knelt before Tony and took the engorged tool in his hand. He 
stroked it expertly, moving the skin of his shaft back and forth. 
Tony's sense of pleasure made him forget the circumstance of the 
moment. He forgot about the men around him for several moments, as 
the pleasure mounted. He glanced up and saw that the men were rubbing 
their crotches. Several had their hands inside their pants. They were 
all clearly hard.

Tony suddenly felt the joy of the occasion. "Ahmed, tell the men that 
they shouldn't be shy in front of me. Tell them to pleasure 
themselves freely. We are in this together. Why should I be the only 
one to have his jewels on display?" 

Ahmed translated, and his men gratefully pulled their clean-cut cocks 
into view. Tony sighed. He finally saw how he would be jerking off in 
a few weeks. Some men rubbed their knobs with their fists. Others 
used a bit of saliva to lube the motion of their hands across their 
bare shafts. 

Tony now watched as Ahmed continued his efforts on his friends cock. 
The foreskin had gradually worked its way past the cockhead, and was 
now slapping furiously against the bulbous purple bud. Precum dripped 
inside the foreskin and let the skin make a slurpy, popping sound as 
it was withdrawn and pulled forward. Tony's nuts were now so tight, 
they nearly disappeared into their sac. He could feel the heat 
mounting. He was ready to shoot. The men began to cheer him and Ahmed 
on. Their voices added to the immense excitement. Tony had never felt 
this sexually turned on before. A gush of creamy spooge shot from the 
end of his dick. Ahmed pulled back his foreskin once more to show the 
profusion of cum to the company. They cheered and applied themselves 
to their own orgasms. Within a minute, they all had hands coated with 
the sticky white liquid.

The circumcisor cleaned up Tony's cock. He was thorough. When he had 
finished, he pulled on Tony's foreskin, stretching it out at least 
two inches past the tip of his glans. The completeness of Tony's 
orgasm left his cock limp. The pressure was beginning to be painful. 
Tony wanted to complain, but he didn't want to lose face in front of 
his comrades.

Taking the stretched foreskin in one hand, Hosmani reached for a 
slotted, thin piece of wood. The slot seemed impossibly narrow, as 
the circumcisor placed it against the extended prepuce. He shoved the 
slot against the skin and forced it into the vertical hole. It 
resisted. 

"Tony, be patient, this is a slot for boys. He has never cut a man 
before, so he doesn't have a man-sized tool. It is going to hurt, but 
he has to use the device to protect your knob."

With one great effort, the circumcisor forced Tony's foreskin into 
the slot. The pain was nearly unbearable. He winced.

"The pain of the slot will soon be over," consoled his friend

Tony could feel the beginnings of another erection. The slot held his 
cock firmly in position. It was a war of sexual heat against a small 
piece of wood.

He watched as Hosmani reached for a straight razor. He let Tony's 
imprisoned dick fall free. The foreskin was wedged into place, and it 
was turning a dark blue color. The feeling of pain was lessening, 
now. The cutter stropped the razor until he was satisfied that it 
would cut through flesh like butter.

Hosmani pulled once more on Tony's straining cock. He increased the 
tension on the foreskin and lifted the knife. Placing it against the 
skin, he stopped a moment. Tony thought he might sense the cold steel 
against his foreskin, but the other feelings and lack of blood in his 
hood disguised any distinct sensations for that area. Suddenly, 
Hosmani sliced through Tony's skin. It couldn't have taken more than 
a moment. Tony sat there amazed. His cutter held the detached skin 
high for all to see. Tony followed the motion of the cutter's arm 
into the air. He saw the bloodless foreskin dangle from his cutter's 
fingers. The men clapped. Tony glanced down at his crotch. The 
slotted device, having no foreskin to anchor it, fell free. Without 
warning, a wave of searing pain shot up his cock. A rush of blood 
dripped from the severed edge. From the corner of his eye, as he 
strained to keep the tears from his eyes, he saw his friend Ahmed. 
The commander had his own beautifully trimmed cock in his hand and 
was ready to shoot. He couldn't relieve himself as he had masturbated 
Tony, so he saved his own pleasure for the actual cutting.

"Ahmed, you fucker, you're enjoying this," shouted Tony. 

"Ah, yes, my friend. As you will enjoy it when the next uncut 
American 
pilot undergoes this ritual."

Hosmani now touched Tony's cock once more. Tony was fascinated as he 
saw the raw edge of the shaft skin withdraw toward his pubes. It left 
a 
tubular area of his cock without flesh. Deftly, the cutter pushed on 
the remnant of his inner foreskin. He shoved it back from his glans 
and moved it over the fleshless area. He wrapped a clean bandage over 
the wound. The wrapping held the remnant in place. A dull throb and a 
burning sensation permeated Tony's cock. It wasn't unbearable, but it 
was present in his consciousness.

Ahmed, now clean of his copious cum, replaced his cock in his 
trousers. 

"Now, my friend, we party." The music began. Men danced wildly. Tony 
was treated like a king. He thought about the events of the day and 
experienced an unanticipated sense of satisfaction.

Three months later, Frank, the latest American fly-boy to join the 
unit, sat in the same seat. Ahmed again used his talented hands to 
prepare the American for his initiation. On the other side of the 
chair, Tony pulled his own beautiful tailored cock from his pants as 
the knife was prepared to trim his fellow countryman. The big blue 
veins stopped, now, at a fine line, halfway down his ample cock. The 
now dry and smooth inner foreskin remnant met the darker skin of his 
shaft at that line. His cock felt tight, straining against the healed 
scar. He rubbed his knob, as he had never been able to do before, 
since the sensations were too intense when it had been covered. As 
the knife sliced off the skin, Ahmed and he blew loads of creamy jism 
out into the room. It was a moment of ecstasy and bonding.
