The Ultimate Nudity.

I do not remember precisely when I first became conscious of the fact that some boys’ cocks were different to others. At birth I was not cut, nor were my two other brothers. Therefore when we saw each other naked I never thought that other boys’ cocks could be any different.

However when I started to go to school, I began to notice that when some boys peeded, their cocks looked different to mine. My curiosity began to emerge, and I began making a point of studying why they were different. In this general study I came to the conclusion that the cocks of some boys were much more attractive than others. One of the reasons appeared to be that the tip of their cock was exposed. I began to experiment, and discovered that I could pull the fold of skin on the end of my cock down, and expose my cockhead. When I did this I found that the head was very sensitive, and I would roll the skin back over.

I must have been getting on for ten years old before I decided that I would try and keep my foreskin back as much as possible, and look like all those who’s cocks I so admired. I began to find that my head was not as sensitive as it used to be, and this meant that I could keep my foreskin back for longer times, and more frequently. I did find however that there was a tendency for the skin to cover my head again, involuntarily.  I even tried putting elastoplaster strips to try and hold it in place. This again proved not to be terribly satisfactory.

One day a group of us began some mutual sexual contact. I was able to actually hold various cocks in my hand. Quite rapidly this progressed on to the point when we used to try rubbing each other’s cocks. The cocks that I particularly liked the look of were somewhat more difficult to rub than those which had a covering of skin. When asked most of them said that they had always been like that. (obviously they must have been cut at birth, and had no memory of anything different). I became more and more interested in the subject, and yet I still had none of the correct answers. Then, one day on our return to school after the Summer Holidays, one of our group became reluctant to take out his cock. Eventually he was persuaded to do so, and I was amazed to see that his cockhead was exposed. I knew that previously he had been like me, and had a covering of skin over it all the time. Eventually I discovered that he had complained of a soreness, and had been taken to see his Doctor, who had eventually decided that he had to be “circumcised”. The Doctor had done it then and there in his Surgery. At last I had discovered that it was possible to have the skin removed with an operation called Circumcision. I quizzed the boy on a number of occasions, and decided that I would have to have this thing called circumcision.

When the next School holidays came up I complained at home that my Willie was sore! An appointment was made to see the Doctor. To my utter disappointment, he examined my cock, and rolled back the foreskin, and pronounced that there was nothing that he could see that was making me sore. He gave my Mother some cream, to put on if I felt sore again. I realised that I was not going to be circumcised, and had to rethink again. Over the next few years I had to be content with trying to get my foreskin to remain pulled back. Increasingly this proved difficult. My pubic hairs had begun to grow, and they used to become trapped behind the skin and my cockhead. This was painful, and meant I had to readjust my pants. It was embarrassing if I was in public.

I went on to have various mutual sexual games with boys, during which I had my first “dry” climax. This was a wonderful experience, and I used to rub my cock at every opportunity that I had. One day I was into a particularly vigorous rubbing session on my own. Suddenly I had the most terrific orgasm. This time however a white liquid shot from the tip of my cock. It was sticky, and I imagined that I had done damage to myself. However this was soon allayed, when talking to a slightly older boy, who explained that it was normal, and this was how babies were made. I was horrified, until it was explained that that had to happen when I was with a girl. This I felt was not a thing that I wanted to happen, and I therefore became a bit wary of the girls. Many of them that I knew seemed to be quite keen to get one of us on our own, and to look at our cocks. I felt that I did not to make any babies at the moment. Therefore I tended to keep with the company of other boys. There was one in particular, who I much admired. He had been circumcised, and his cock was much to be admired. The head of his cock seemed to be much larger than the rest of his cock. One day he asked me to take his cock into my mouth. I looked at it, and decided that it was something that I could do. The result was that I went down on my first cock, and started to lick it. It was a result that felt very nice. I worked my tongue around his head, and he started to moan. I am going to cum, he said. With that my mouth became filled with a sweet liquid. It was absolutely marvellous, and I loved it. He said that he had never cum in someone’s mouth before, but that it felt terrific. After that we regularly did that, and I became hooked on it. I asked him to do it to me, and he tried to do it. It was not a success, as he said that the loose skin was not nice. 

Eventually I was sent to a Boarding School. Here I found that there were plenty of opportunities of studying cocks. We used to have sport, and afterwards we would all take a shower. These were communal. There were several showerheads above a large shower tray. I could easily compare cocks. I found that the mix of circumcised and uncircumcised was near enough 50 – 50.

I wondered whether I could manage to become circumcised whilst at school. There was a school Doctor, who used to come at the beginning of each term, and examine us. The examination usually entailed an examination of our cocks as part of the routine. We would be asked if we had any problems. I tried, on one occasion to say that I had a problem, and that I wanted to be circumcised. The Doctor looked at me, and then said he would have a look. He rolled back my foreskin, and the rolled it back. I see no problem here he said. There is no reason to circumcise you. So once again I had been rebuffed!

We were in quite small dormitories, of about eight of us. In one of these dormitories that I spent two terms in, we started a procedure, which we called “The Pilgrim’s Progress”. After the lights went out one of us would take it in turns to get into the bed of our next door neighbour’s bed, and wank him until he came. Having made him cum, we used then to have to move to the next bed and repeat the exercise. Some of us used to cum off quite quickly, and some used to take an age. To be honest, I never really discovered why this should have been. When someone was a little slow to cum off with wanking, I took to the habit of going down on them and sucking them. This usually brought things to a head quite quickly, and they would shoot into my mouth. I therefore had the opportunity of giving head on very many occasions. It was obvious that I was getting to be quite an expert on this. I began to find, that when it was my turn to do the pilgrims progress, more and more seemed to be harder to wank, and they would say to me “Suck it, please”. There was one night that I sucked all seven other boys off. Eventually the dormitory was split up, and the “Game” was not repeated elsewhere.

Eventually I joined the Army, and again there were plenty of opportunities to observe the frequency or otherwise of cut cocks. I tried once again to get a circumcision, as I believed that Army Doctors were quite keen at cutting foreskins off. Nevertheless I failed, and almost gave up being able to be circumcised. I left the Army, and went on to University. At University I was always looking to try and save on costs. One of the effects of this was that I used to share a one bedroomed flat with various guys. Usually we ended up in the same bed, as it was a one bedroomed flat. This inevitably led to sexual contact to a greater or lesser extent. I learnt a great deal about sexual practices, and found it all very interesting.

Of the sex that we used to do, that of sucking was always high on my list. I had just finished sucking off my current flatmate, when I mentioned to him that I wished that I could be circumcised, like him. He said , well why don’t you get it done? I explained that I had tried several times, and had been rebuffed each time, as they said there was no need for me to be circumcised. I explained that I had even contemplated doing it myself, but had not gone ahead, as I did not really know how to go about it. Peter then said to me, much to my surprise, that he had only recently been cut himself, and that he could give me the address of the Doctor that did him. This Doctor was reputedly one of the best in the country at that time. I was over the moon to think that perhaps, at last, I could be cut. The downside was that this Doctor lived some considerable distance away. I, also was always short of money, and did not know whether I could afford to have it done. However I wrote to the address that Peter had given me. After a few days I had a reply. He said that there was no problem, and that if I wanted to be circumcised he would be happy to do it for me. A fee was quoted, which was fairly reasonable. (£20 in those days!). I therefore wrote back to say that I wished to go ahead, but that I would have to save up for it. Back came a reply to say that when I was ready to write to him again.

It took me several months to get the fee, and then I wrote again, and said that I was ready for him to do the Op. In his reply A prescription was included, with the comment that when I was ready to give him a ring, and fix a date and time. I was then to get the prescription made up, and to take one tablet each day for a week before my appointment. I duly ‘phoned him, and we fixed a date. As he lived in a small town in Southern England, and I lived, at that time, in Edinburgh, it was difficult for me to make the journey. I decided that it would have to be between terms at University, so that I had several days free. I had been told I would be pretty sore for some time after the operation, and that I did not want to be doing too much whilst I healed. With this in mind I caught a coach down South, and stayed in a Youth Hostel near where the Doctor lived. I then was able to get a local bus to take me to the village where he lived.

I arrived a little early for my appointment, and took a walk around the village. It was a most beautiful village, and I thought that it was lovely to be loosing my foreskin here! I went to the local Public Toilet, and had a pee. I looked at my cock, and thought that that will be the last time that I have a pee like this.

At the appointed time I rang the doorbell of the Doctors house. He answered it himself, and showed me into his house. He then took me into a room where there was a table in the middle of it. We sat on chairs, and had a bit of a chat. He explained that he was retired from the Army, and did circumcisions as a fairly routine job. He was a great believer in circumcision, and had performed very many hundred of these operations. He first started when he was stationed in North Africa, and found many of the soldiers were getting infections under their foreskins due to the sand and general heat. He therefore used to almost routinely circumcise soldiers when they reported to him with any sort of complaint, and they had not been circumcised.

Eventually he asked me to drop my trousers, and to take them off together with my underpants. I was then asked to get up on the table and to lie down. First of all he looked closely at my cock, and rolled the foreskin back, and then forward again. This was then when he asked me whether I wanted a “French” cut or a full cut. I asked what a French cut was, and he explained that he would only remove part of the foreskin. The head would still be partially covered. In a full cut he would remove it all. I immediately said that a full cut was what I wanted. I wish that perhaps I had known a bit more about the various ways that a circumcision could be done. I did not really realise that there were different ways of doing circumcisions. However I had given the go ahead, and I was so delighted that at last I was going to be rid of my foreskin, that I did not think anything more about it.

The Doctor explained that as he was going to give me a “full” circumcision he would also have to remove the Frenulum, so that he could get the circumcision really tight and neat. He then started to mark my cock with a pen, first with the foreskin pulled forward, and then with it pulled back. He explained that he was going to do a “Cuff Resection” or freehand,  to circumcise me, as it gave him better control of the amount he was going to remove. During the course of this he made the remark that when someone was paying him for a circumcision he felt that it was not right for them to have to come back after a period of time to be redone again, because there was loose skin left, which they wanted removed in a second operation. “You will never need to come back for more skin to be removed. Therefore I will give you your monies worth and give you a full circumcision, which will feel tight at first, when you get an erection, but no skin will cover your glans again”. The Doctor explained. This is why, he had prescribed the tablets. They would stop me getting erections, and had to be taken for another week after he had circumcised me. The stitches would have had time by then to have healed sufficiently to prevent tearing when I got an erection. 

Then he started to inject my cock in several places. This was the most painful of the whole procedure. Finally a cloth was placed over my lower body, and a hole was cut. Through this hole my cock and balls were pulled through. Because I was lying on my back I did not see too much of what he did. Occasionally he would comment that he had managed to remove something, but I did not fully understand what was going on. I felt absolutely nothing, and just lay there. Eventually he said that he was now going to stitch up the edges, and that he would be using stitches, which did not dissolve. Stitches, which dissolve, would be more likely to leave marks, and could even leave holes where the stitches had been. However I would have to remove these stitches myself after about a week to ten days.

Finally he said, that’s it. I had a chance to have a look, and looked up. My cock looked a mess. There was signs of blood, and it all looked a bit puffy and bruised.  I was then bandaged up, and put my underpants and trousers back on. I had now been fully circumcised, and was delighted.

I was asked what I was now going to do. I said that I would have to try and get back to the hostel for the night, and then catch the coach back to Edinburgh the following day. He then suggested, that as time was getting on that I was welcome to stay the night at his house. He said that he had a spare bedroom, and I was welcome to use that. I took him up on it, and when I went to bed he gave me a tablet, which he said would help me to sleep. By this time the injections had worn off, and I was feeling a bit sore.        

The following morning the Doctor asked to have a look at my cock to see how it was. As he examined me again, he said that even though he was saying it himself – it is a very good circumcision, you should like that.

This is the story of my circumcision. After it had all healed and I stood naked somewhere I had that feeling that I was as naked as I could ever be. Every part of me was exposed to view. It was certainly the ultimate nudity! But what a joy, to be rid of the foreskin, that I hated. There was no way that I was able to move skin over my glans when erect, (you could see where the skin was being stretched, and hence no movement at all), and even when flaccid there was very little movement in the shaft skin. My only regret was that I had had to wait so long before finally achieving my wish to become circumcised. I have never had any regrets about having it done, and was glad that I managed to get a Doctor who gave me a very neat and tight circumcision. It did perhaps take me a little longer to reach a climax. This was no bad idea, as I had a tendency to cum fairly quickly before. I still get plenty of sensations in my cock, so am happy with that. When my flatmate saw the final effect was most impressed, and reckoned that my cut was about the tightest he had come across. I was delighted about the outcome, and would highly recommend anyone contemplating a circumcision to “go for it”, and to make sure that it is as tight as possible. If I were to have a circumcision now, I would have asked for a “High and Tight” one. At the time I had mine done I just thought that there was only one type of circumcision.


I understand that the Doctor who did my circumcision died a few years after doing me, so I am not able to recommend him to anyone unfortunately.

