        The  pathway  that  finally  led  to  my  own  circumcision  has three

definitive  turning  points.  The  first incident occurred when I was eight or

nine years old.

        During  one  summer,  my  parents  had  rented  two large rooms from a

country  house  near  a  lake. The house itself had several other rooms rented

to  other  families  -  we  all spent our summer holiday in that house. It was

quite  nice,  there  were  many children, and we could play all kinds of games

together and so on. But one of the games was very peculiar.

        I  don't  remember  how  I got into the situation - I think that I had

trespassed  on  the  bigger  boys'  secret  territory without actually knowing

it  -  I  can  remember a hut they had built in the woods. So the boys thought

that  I  needed  to  get  punished. I was led to some kind of basement room of

that  house  by  force,  and they talked about how they would punish me. I was

terrified,  of  course.  Then  one of the boys shouted: "Let's draw him on the

guts!"

        I  was  very  frightened,  because  I thought that they would hurt me.

I had no idea, what that 'draw on the guts' meant.

        In  the  middle  of  the  room  was a thick wooden pole, standing from

the  floor right to the ceiling, perhaps it was some kind of a support. Before

I  could  realize  hardly  anything, I was pushed against that pole so that it

was  behind  by  back.  Then  my hands were firmly tied around and behind that

pole  -  now  I was their prisoner and they threatened to hit me if I were not

quiet.  I  was  totally on their mercy, and I realized that by trying to fight

back  I  would  only  make  my own situation worse, so I did not dare to utter

a  word.  Then  the boys stood around me and they all shouted: "Let's draw him

on the guts!"

        Then  one  of  them  unbuttoned  with  keen and hasty fingers my short

trousers  and  yanked  them down, and a split second later, my underpants were

down  and around my ankles as well, and my small, hairless willy and everything

was  free  in  the  air,  for all to see. Then one boy grabbed my willy and it

stiffened  a  little  -  I  can  remember it well, because I had wondered, why

it  sometimes  stiffened,  just  by itself. I looked down as he kept fingering

my  willy, and then, all of the sudden, I felt a very sharp feeling; not pain,

but  like  an electric shock, and then I could see how my foreskin was pushed

back  and  my  red,  glistening  and  shining glans was exposed, for the first

time, I guess.

        I  was  stunned.  I  had  had no idea that such a thing could be done;

but  just  the  sight  of  my  own naked glans excited me very much, and I got

a  violently  throbbing erection. The boy who thus 'drew me on the guts' liked

this  and  he  kept  my  foreskin  pushed back very firmly and they all looked

closely  at  my virgin naked glans, examining my very stiff little willy. When

they  had  got  enough  of  this,  they released me. I can still remember very

clearly  how  one  of  the boys - the smallest of them, about my age, I guess,

- said: "Are you happy now, now that you have been drawn on the guts?"

        From  this  incident I learned that the foreskin could be pushed back.

I  could  not  possibly  understand  why it was like that, but I soon got into

the  habit  of  drawing  my foreskin fully back to look at my glans when I was

lying  in  the  bath.  I was curious to watch how my glans came to sight. Very

often  I  got  an  erection  when  doing this, but I did not understand how to

take the next step - I was still too innocent.

        Then came The Incident Number Two. I was then twelve.

        It  was  early  autumn, and I went to my school one morning, as usual.

When  I  entered  the  classroom,  I  at once noticed that something was going

on.  All  the  other  boys  were  ominously silent, not shouting and screaming

as  usual  before  the  lessons  would  begin. I had been slightly ill and off

two  days  from  school,  so  I  knew nothing. Then one boy said to me: "Don't

you  know,  we  will  have a medical examination during our gymnastics lesson,

the  gym  teacher told us yesterday that we should wash ourselves scrupulously

clean this morning - and e v e r y w h e r e. Are you clean?"

        My  heart  went  boom-boom. Washing e v e r y w h e r e? What was that

supposed to be?

        I  then  remembered  how one of my friends, who was in another school,

had  told  how  all  the  boys in his class, when they were between eleven and

twelve,  had  had,  as  he  put  it, a balls-check. It meant that during their

medical  examination,  for  which  they  had to be in the nude, a woman doctor

had  very  carefully  examined and fingered their balls. One of his classmates

got  an  erection  during  that,  but  the doctor had just smiled and told the

boy  to  relax.  We  were  now between eleven and twelve: would it be a balls-

check  for  us  too? I was quite a bit frightened, but I also in some peculiar

way wanted something like that to happen - it was a thrill.

        Then  our  gymnastics  lesson  and the exam was supposed to begin. Our

gym  teacher entered the locker room along with the doctor, a friendly looking

young  man.  The  teacher  asked,  what, if any (!) clothes we were allowed to

have on during the exam. "Underpants only," said the doctor.

        So  we  all  undressed  ourselves to the underpants only. When we were

ready,  our teacher explained: "You, who are next to the door to the gymnastic

hall,  you  will  be  the  first one. And while he is there, you (that was me)

will  watch  that  door,  so  that no one can go through it before he returns.

After  that  you  will go in, and you (the next boy behind me) will then stand

by this door and so on. Do you understand?"

        We  nodded  silently,  and  the first boy went in. After a few minutes

he  returned, and we all surrounded him and asked what was done, did something

hurt  and  so  on.  The boy was bright red and looked very embarrassed. He did

not speak a word, just began to get dressed. What had happened there?

        I  would  soon  find  that  out: it was now my turn. I went in and the

doctor,  who  sat at a small desk, motioned me to come to him. Behind his desk

was  another  one,  at  which  the gym teacher was sitting. He gave the doctor

my health record card.

        Then  the  examination  began.  It  was very ordinary, he looked in my

mouth  -  ah!  -  listened  to my heart and lungs, palpated my throat and then

my  tummy.  After  this he stopped. Was that all? No balls-check? My heart was

beating  vigorously.  Now  he  looked  at  my record card for a while, then he

said: "Well, now this too."

        As  he  said  this,  he  put his hands on both sides of my underpants,

took  hold  by  the  side  seam, and gently but with determination pulled them

down  to  my  knees.  I  saw  flames! He looked at my small hairless willy and

balls  for  a  while,  then  he touched my scrotum gently with his fingers and

felt  my  testicles,  one first and then the other. It felt marvellously good!

Then  he  said:  "Now this." He grabbed my willy with his thumb and forefinger

near  the  end  and lifted it up to horizontal position. Then he simply pushed

my  foreskin  fully  back  -  it  went quite easily - and looked closely at my

bared  glans.  Then  he  lifted  my willy upwards and took a close watch at my

knob's  underside.  I  was  soon  in my thoughts back in that basement room in

the  country  where  I  was drawn to the guts, and then to my horror, my willy

sprang  erect,  it  even started to throb! And to make things worse, I saw how

the  gym  teacher  just  two metres away stared blatantly... I got stiffer and

stiffer,  but the doctor just looked me in my eyes, patted me on the shoulder,

smiled  friendly  and said: "All OK here too," and then he flicked my foreskin

forwards  again  and  covered  my knob. Now the exam was over, and I could get

dressed.

        I  don't  know  why,  but  I got strangely very excited when I saw how

my  own  glans  came  to  sight  when my foreskin was pushed back. Now I think

that  this might be one of the many original reasons for circumcision; mankind

probably invented it during the Stone Age.

        Just  a  few  weeks  later  The Incident Number Three occurred. It was

clearly the most important turning point on my road to circumcision.

        A  new  family moved into a flat in the house where I was living then.

There  were  three  children:  a girl about sixteen and two boys, one fourteen

and  one  twelve,  like  me.  His  name was Peter. I liked him quite a lot and

we  soon became friends. We had all kinds of games together, but sex was never

discussed between us - until one day.

        The  one  of  my  other  friends, who had previously told me about the

balls-check,  (Peter  was  in  his  class)  said to me that when they had been

measured  and  weighed in school (they had to be naked when they were standing

on the scale), everybody had noticed how Peter was different, right t h e r e.

In  what  way,  I  asked,  of  course, and he explained that Peter's willy was

not  exceptional  in size, but it was of different shape. He told further that

it  was  not  'sharp'  and  tapering by the end, but round and blunt instead -

 'stumpy',  a he put it. Of course I wanted to know all about it, but he could

not give me any more details. I had to find it out myself.

        I  simply  one  day suggested to Peter that we should show our willies

to  each  other.  He at first did not like the idea very much and refused. But

I  began  to persuade and finally I got my will through by bribery. I had made

a  plastic  scale  model  of  an airplane - Fairey Gannet - which he thought a

marvellous  model,  it  even  had  movable  and retractable landing gears, and

I  promised  to  give  it  to him, if only he could show his penis to me. This

did  the  trick,  and now I could see his mystery with my own eyes. We decided

to do it at his place when one evening when his folks were out.

        I  rang  his  door bell, and as he opened the door for me, I could see

a  glint  in  his  eyes,  and we grinned to each other. We went into his room,

me  with  the  plane.  He  wanted  to play with it right away, but I said that

it  was  not  his  - not yet, and I put it on a table. Then we started to play

Monopoly,  as  his  parents were still there - they were about to leave soon.

His  mother gave us some cookies and lemonade and said what nice boys we were.

As  soon  as  the front door was shut and just the two of us were in the flat,

I  wanted  to  begin, but he suggested that we should wait a few minutes, just

in  case  someone  came  back  to get something forgotten. We went on playing,

and after about then minutes he said: "OK, let's go to the bathroom!"

        I  remember  vividly  how my penis was stiff like a pencil in my pants

when  we  walked  into  the  bathroom;  it almost hurt a little. As soon as we

were in there, I said: "Starkers," and he nodded.

        Just  a few moments later I was naked - I undressed myself much faster

than  he,  so  that I could watch him. I said that I had been told that he was

'different'  right  there. He looked at me surprised, but then he nodded. When

he  had  his  underpants  on  only  he seemed to hesitate a little. "Let me do

it,"  I  said  and  began  to pull his underpants down slowly - I wanted to be

like  the  doctor  at  school.  He had nothing against it now and he noted and

mentioned  about  how  stiff  my  willy  was. He looked smiling downwards as I

pulled  his  pants  down. When his penis finally popped out to sight, I almost

lost my breath. I had not seen anything like that in my life!

        I  was  more  than  stunned  to see how he had no 'trunk' at all - his

overhang had mysteriously disappeared altogether, and his knob was completely

bared, the rim of it and everything. I also noticed how he had a very peculiar

ring  on  his  willy's  shaft,  about  in the middle, and the skin changed the

colour  right  there from red to pale white. When I looked closely I realized

that the ring itself clearly was a scar.

        "What on earth had happened to it?"

        "I was cut."

        "Cut?"

        "I  was  cut  a  couple  of years ago. My brother was cut as well. They

call it circumcision."

        "Did it hurt awfully?"

        "I  was  put into sleep, so I could not feel anything, but it did hurt

a little afterwards."

        "But why was it cut like that?"

        "I  don't  really  know,  my  folks just told me that it was necessary

and we were both put into a hospital and it was done there."

        As  we  talked,  he  too  got  stiff. I touched his willy and tried to

tug his skin on the shaft to and fro. I couldn't move it all - all the sliding

skin  had  been meticulously cut off. The skin was now so tight that his willy

even  curved slightly upwards. I was astonished and amazed. Why on earth would

it be necessary to cut one's willy like that?

        "Does it bother you?"

        "I  was  against  it  when  it was done, but now it doesn't trouble me

at all."

        "And your big brother was cut as well?"

        "Yes."

        "And your folks just said that it was necessary?"

        "That's right."

        "But do you like it that way?"

        "Yes, I think so and I have nothing against it anymore."

        I  realized  how  he  had  been  permanently 'drawn on the guts' - his

knob  would  always  be  bare, so different to mine. It certainly looked nicer

to  my  mind,  and  I was even a bit envious to him. And seeing his knob naked

excited me  too, of course.

        But now it was his turn to examine my stiff willy.

        Like an expert he pushed my foreskin back.

        "You  see,  this  was  cut  off"  - he pointed to my foreskin. Then he

started  to  move  it  back  and forth, and I got a very strange feeling right

in my willy's head.

        "What are you doing?"

        "Just watch."

        I  leaned  against  the  edge  of the bathtub and watched curiously as

he  moved  my  foreskin  to  and  fro. Now my glans was covered, now uncovered

and  so  on.  My  strange  feeling  began to grow stronger and stronger - then

I  felt  like  having  thousands  of small ants climbing upwards on my thighs,

and then the tickling sensation right in my willy's head suddenly grew immense

-  my  eyes  went black, I saw a flash of light - then I was out of breath and

I  almost  collapsed.  I saw how my glans was bright red and congested and how

my whole willy throbbed and jerked.

        "That's a wank," Peter said. "Was it the first time for you?"

        "A wank?"

        "Yes, did you like it?"

        "Marvellous! But how can you know a thing like that?"

        "My  brother  told  me  and showed it to me. We often wank each other.

But now it's your turn!"

        I  then  grabbed  his  penis,  but  as the skin on his shaft could not

move, all I could do was just to twitch it.

        "No,  no, use this" - he took a small bottle of some lotion and poured

it  all  over  on his naked knob and on my fingers. This made it all slippery,

and  he  told  me  to  concentrate on the head. I rubbed it to and fro and his

tummy  started  to  move  in  and out. He began to sigh and pant and his whole

body jerked, and then he told me to stop. 

        We  stood  there  a  long  while  just  looking  at each other and our

willies. What a marvellous thing - my very first wank!

        "Now you know how to do it!"

        "And your brother showed it to you?"

        "Yes,  but  he  is  different. His willy is a lot bigger that mine and

it has hair all around, and when I do this to him, it squirts."

        "Squirts?"

        "Don't  you  know  anything?  He  squirts semen, like grown ups, we'll

do the same thing soon."

        Thanks to his brother, he was so much more advanced than I.

        After  this  we had these sex sessions quite often, but still the very

first  time  was  the nicest of all. To be wanked to first climax by a circum-

cised boy: a thing to remember.

        So  we  wanked  and  wanked - we both began to squirt - just a drop or

two  at  first,  then  more;  we got hair and everything. However, these happy

days did not last long; he moved out and I was alone.

        But  now  I knew what circumcision was and I began to study it. I read

everything  I  could find about it, and when I wanked, I almost always thought

how  it would be if I too were circumcised like Peter. Circumcision and every-

thing  related  to  it began to excite me erotically, and it did not take long

until  I  began  to  wish  to be circumcised. I had many dreams: of converting

to  Judaism, of being captured by bunch of furious Arabs and being circumcised

by them by force, and so on.

        But  one  aspect  about circumcision interested me in particular. Many

authorities  were  of  the  opinion  that  circumcision  makes  the glans less

sensitive,  thus  enabling  the  man  to  prolong  his  climax. And one argued

directly  that  'after  the  operation  orgasm is delayed but more intense and

their  partners  notice  thet  they last longer'. But some others claimed that

it  did  not  make  any  difference  whatsoever,  neither  in  performance nor

pleasure.

        And  that  was  very  interesting.  Circumcision  either  reduces  the

sensitivity  level  of  the  glans or it doesn't. The views were opposite, one

must be right and one wrong. So, I decided to perform a test.

        I  tied  my  long  but  loose  foreskin with plaster straps and rubber

bands  so  that  it was held completely behind my glans. Now my penis was like

circumcised.  It  tingled quite strongly in my bared knob as it rubbed against

the  fabric  of  my  underpants. This tingling was sometimes almost unbearably

strong,  especially  if I got an erection when walking. But the idea was, that

I  would  keep  it  that  way  several  weeks,  so that my knob would get less

sensitive, if it ever would, and thus this tingling would become less intense.

However,  I did not keep those bands and straps long enough to note any change

in  the  sensitivity  -  they  were  too  uncomfortable and disturbing, so the

question remained unanswered.

        One day a thing which might be called as a prelude to my final circum-

cision happened.

        I  often  used  to begin my wanking by first pulling my foreskin fully

back,  quite hard sometimes - I then thought how nice it would be if it always

were  like  this.  But  when  I pulled it, I noticed how a thin band or like a

tendon  on  my  penis' underside pulled my glans' head downwards, it distorted

its  shape  slightly.  It also hurt a little - and I thought that it was not

supposed  to be anything like that - at least Peter didn't have any if I could

remember. Perhaps I could get rid of it?

        One  evening  when  I  was in the bath-room I again pulled my foreskin

back  and  stretched  that  strange band. And again it so annoyingly bended my

knob  downwards.  I  realized  that  it  prevented  me pushing my foreskin any

further down. It had to go!

        I  took  an unused razor blade from my father's shaving set. I thought

just  to  try  something  a  little  - note how it would feel. If it hurt, I

wouldn't go any further.

        I  put  the  razor  blade  right  on that taut band. Then I pressed it

downwards  a  little.  Nothing  happened.  I  pushed a little harder, and then

to  my  great  surprise,  the  blade  like slipped right through the band - it

was  like  having  cut  off  a taut rubber band. It happened so quickly that I

had  no  time  to  react  for  the slight but anyhow sharp pain; but it bled a

little,  so  I  stepped in the bath-tube and rinsed my penis with water. After

a while I stopped now the only very slight bleeding with paper tissue.

        The  first  wound  on  my penis healed in about four or five days, and

now  my  already  loose  foreskin  was  even more easy to push backwards - and

my  glans  kept  its  shape  even under tight pull. I was quite happy by this,

of course.

        A  few  months  later  the  final  turning  point  to  my circumcision

happened.  I  saw  a  picture  in an American medical book - it was a close-up

photo  showing  a  young  teenager's  penis  in erection. I almost dropped the

book  when  I  saw  it.  The  boy  had  been very nicely circumcised - not the

slightest  bit  of  any loose skin, and every part of that glans was bared for

good.  That  was  too much: I had to get myself circumcised, came hell or high

water! Now I had made my final decision...

        But  there  was  the problem how to get circumcised. I was far too shy

just  to  go  to  a  private  surgeon  and ask for a circumcision - besides, I

certainly couldn't afford it. But perhaps there would be another way?

        By  the  stories and descriptions I had read I knew that the operation

itself  was  quite  simple  and  trivial - after all, if it was so universally

practiced  in even primitive conditions, it could not be dangerous - otherwise

the  habit  had long ago disappeared - not to mention it becoming an important

religious observance. I thought that I would do it myself, or at least try.

        At this point I must mention that my foreskin was of the very childish

type,  very  long  but loose, and , more important, very thin and elastic, not

at  all  thick and fleshy, as so often among adults. It was the typical little

boy's elephant trunk.

        I  decided  that  I  would  first  try to split my foreskin lengthwise

on  the  upper  side  from  its orifice to the rim of my glans. This splitting

is  sometimes  used  as  a  cure  if one has a too tight foreskin - especially

in  emergency  cases.  I  thought  that after that I would perhaps do the real

circumcision  itself  later  on, depending on the procedure and results of it.

And  if  I  could  not  go  any further than that, I could then always explain

that  I  had  been  such  an  emergency case, if I later on would need to seek

help from a professional. At least I would have a 'medical' reason for getting

circumcised.

        I  collected  all  the utensils I needed: gauze, antibiotic powder and

ointment, disinfectant solution, extremely sharp scissors, and most important,

of course, anaesthetizing ointment.

        Then  one  evening,  when  I  was sure to be undisturbed, I decided to

go ahead.

        I  first  shaved  in  a  warm  bath all my pubic hair away to minimize

the  risk  of  infection  and  to  get a clear view and area. I then pushed my

foreskin  fully  back  and  applied  that  ointment thickly on my glans and on

the  inner  layer  of  my  foreskin. I pulled it forwards again and then I put

that  ointment  on  its  outer  side too. Then I wrapped my penis tightly in a

small  plastic  bag,  so  that  the  ointment  should penetrate effectively. I

decided  to wait for two hours, during which I watched TV and drank some wine.

        Then I began.

        I  washed  the  ointment carefully away; while doing this I could note

how  well  numbed  my glans and foreskin were. I pinched it as hard as I could

-  I  didn't  feel  a thing. Then I cleaned my whole penis and the surrounding

area carefully with the disinfectant solution and after that the scissors.

        Now  I  was  ready to start. I pulled my foreskin forwards, stretching

it  out.  I  then  pushed  one of the blades of the scissors in the foreskin's

orifice,  on  the  upper  side on my penis, until the end of the blade reached

the  neck of my glans. I could clearly see it through the thin stretched skin.

I waited a second and then I began to cut.

        I  was  stunned.  As  I cut my foreskin, I couldn't feel anything, and

it  was  as  easy  to  split  and cut as if I had been cutting a thin sheet of

paper.  In  a  second  or  two  I reached the rim of the glans, and it came to

sight.  I  took  the  scissors away and looked at it. Almost no bleeding, just

a  few  drops;  and  my  freshly split foreskin was hanging down a bit and the

upper  side  of  my  glans  was  now bared. I was very much encouraged by this

(and  the wine), so I decided to do a total circumcision right away. I grabbed

my  foreskin,  or  now  a   skin  flap, one the left side, and pulled it taut,

to the utmost, so that it would be easier to cut when the skin was on stretch.

Then  I put the scissors at the end of the split wound, a bit behind my glans'

rim,  and  started  to  cut  round downwards. Soon I reached the underside. It

was  almost  as  easy  as  the  initial splitting. I did the same on the right

side,  but  there  was  a spot where it hurt like hell. I thought that I could

not  possibly  leave  it  like  this,  I had to complete my circumcision, what

should  I  explain  if  I  had  to go to a doctor! I could do the cutting only

bit  by  bit,  but  to  my  luck, that unnumbed area was quite small; and when

I  reached  the underside again, it was totally painless, and finally my fore-

skin  was cut off altogether and it fell down on the newspaper I was standing

on.  Now  there  was  some  bleeding, big, big drops, and they pattered on the

newspaper.  But  I  was  not  at  all  worried - I was so happy that now I was

finally  circumcised  -  for  good  - and no-one could take that away from me,

ever. I sat there for a whale, waiting that the bleeding would still a little.

I  tried  to  dry  my penis, I put antibiotic powder and ointment on the wound

area and then I bandaged it firmly. After that I put two pairs of tight under-

pants on and went to bed. Thanks to the wine, I soon fell asleep.

        When  I  woke  up  next  morning, I could see that I had not bled much

during the night, I had only a small bloody spot the outer pair my underpants.

I  took them both away; the gauze was totally red with blood, but it had dried

a  bit  already.  I  went  to  the  bath, so that the water would dissolve the

coagulated  blood  and that I would not tear the wound open again, as I wanted

to  change  the  bandage.  I  peeled the gauze open, and when my glans finally

came  to  sight,  I  knew  that now it would be naked and bared for all to see

the  rest  of my life. I was immensely happy by this, and I erected. This hurt

a little, so I went flaccid again. Soon I had removed the gauze entirely.

        My  penis  was  not  a beauty - swollen and blue, and the wound looked

quite  nasty,  as I had not put in any stitches. But no sign of any infection.

I rinsed it carefully, then again the ointment and powder and a tight bandage.

I did this every morning and evening for about a week and a half.

        The  swelling  subsided  only  in  a couple of days, the wound started

to  look  better  and  cleaner  and the blue colour also gradually faded away.

Soon  the  wound was dry and closed by a scab, so I did not need any bandages.

After  one  week  or so, the shrunken scab fell off, and my circumcision wound

was now healed completely, and I could finally study the results.

        Cosmetically  my  operation  was just neat - I had removed my foreskin

entirely,  the  glans  and surrounding area were totally uncovered and no loose

skin  left on the shaft, even when my penis was quite flaccid. The scar itself

was  angry  red,  but  I  thought that it would later on settle down (which it

did),  but it was smooth although a little uneven. I was most happy to realize

that  now  onwards  not  the  smallest part of my glans could be ever covered.

When  erect,  the  shaft skin was very tight and it pulled my scrotum forwards

quite  strongly.  Even  now  the  tightness  and  pull  of  the  skin  somehow

strengthens  my  erection  -  when  I  am erect and I do not touch my penis at

all,  it  stays  erect  by  itself much longer than before the operation. Also

during  masturbation  I  enjoy  the tightness and the feel of the wholly bared

glans. And as my scrotum is pulled forwards, my hand continuously bumps against

my balls when I 'play', and I enjoy that too.

        But  what about sensitivity? I could note a clear change in it - after

a  few  months  it  ceased  tingling  like it did when I kept my foreskin tied

back,  it  just tickles a little, especially if I get stiff in my pants. Also,

during  masturbation  before  my circumcision, I always had to use my foreskin

to  stimulate  the glans. If I pulled the skin back and tried to rub the glans

itself,  it  just  hurt.  So  it  is certainly less sensitive now than before,

but  that  soon  turned  out  to a great advantage. I can now prolong my play,

which  was  a  quite  difficult  earlier,  and I also found my climaxes deeper

and stronger after the operation.

        But  what  if were now uncircumcised - if my foreskin could grow back?

Would  I  do  it  again?  Most  certainly  -  but  this time perhaps in little

different way.

        Circumcision  -  on  infants,  children  and adults - can be performed

in  a  number  of  ways, and the end result depends on the method chosen. Some

circumcisions  are  loose  -  the prepuce has not been removed entirely, there

is  some  skin,  which  forms a kind of a collar around the neck of the glans,

left.  Others  are tight and complete, the head being wholly denuded, but they

too differ. It's the scar line that tells the story.

        According  to   the  Arab style of circumcision  the foreskin is drawn

tightly  forward,  to  the  utmost, then it is often tied or clamped with some

kind  of  an  instrument  and  then  cut  off.  When the clamp is removed, the

integumental skin or outer layer of the prepuce retracts often well far beyond

the rim of the glans. The sheath of the penis is thus shortened by the removal

of  its  forward  fold,  which  is now a mere remnant, the so called preputial

root.  The  thin  inner  layer of foreskin, which still is partly covering the

glans,  is  then  turned  back  over the corona to join the thicker outer skin

and  form  a  kind  of cicatrical ring or narrow band of scar tissue well down

on  the  penis'  shaft. The orthodox Jewish style is quite different. In that,

the  foreskin  is drawn only  to that extent that after the incision the outer

layer  retracts  immediately  behind  the corona. The inner layer, which again

still  covers  the  glans,  is then torn and split on the upper side until the

corona  can  be  seen.  The  skin flaps thus formed are then torn sideways and

backwards.  The  membrane  is  peeled  back  as far as possible and then it is

cut  away.  Originally  this  part  of  the operation was introduced to ensure

a  total  and  permanent  uncovering  of  the glans and to prevent any attempt

to  restore  a  foreskin  by  stretching  some possible skin remnants left. As

the  thin  inner  membrane  is  cut off, not turned back and down, the scar is

then snugly behind the glans' rim.

        When  I  circumcised  myself,  I  stretched  my foreskin as tightly as

I  could  when  cutting  it  with the scissors. As a result my circumcision is

now  a  total  and  complete one - absolutely no loose skin left. Also because

of  this stretching I removed all of the outer layer and let some of the inner

remain  -  the  outer  one will get a lot more stretched than the inner simply

because there is so much more of it. I now have about two and half centimetres

(one  inch)  of  that  inner  layer, or mucosa, left. During masturbation just

that  area  is  the  'hit spot' - it is very sensitive, clearly more sensitive

than  the  glans  itself.  But  sometimes I consider it being too sensitive. I

often  cover  it  with  liquid  plastic  plaster or collodium. When it is dry,

it  forms  a  thin  and elastic layer on that too sensitive part. Now my glans

-  and  the  glans  o n l y  - gets stimulation. The feeling is then strangely

different,  when  it  is  concentrated  just  there, and when I am approaching

orgasm,  my  knob comes very red and congested. Just immediately before climax

it  quite  suddenly  becomes extra-sensitive - equal to the pre-circumcisional

level,  I  think,  although  there  is no way to 'measure' it. But this way my

orgasm  is  even  more  intense  and I have noticed that it also lasts longer.

Therefore,  I  think  that  I  might choose something like the orthodox Jewish

method  to  get  rid  of  that over-sensitive part. But, on the other hand, it

does  look nicer if a clear scar line lies well down on the shaft. And because

I  can not change my situation - I am now so tightly circumcised that it would

be  impossible  to  remove  any  more  skin - I am happy and pleased to be the

way I am.




