Calun had just about had enough of being prodded, poked, measured, weighed, physically tested and checked in every way imaginable, and generally ordered around. He was almost at the end of his army induction and assessment and ached from the days of hard training that his body wasn't used to and which had achieved its aim of driving him to his absolute limit.

This final ordeal, the "physical", had put him in a large PT hall with all his fellow trainees for a thorough physical check of how their bodies had survived the week of torture they had been put through. For him it had been torture anyway. Many of his companions had clearly relished the competitiveness of the environment and found their new lifestyle of constant physicals and mental trials highly stimulating. All Calun longed for was an end to his service and a return to his real life. Spending what seemed like a whole day completely naked while queuing in turn to have one doctor after another closely examine another part of his anatomy was almost too much to bear.

Right now he had reached the worst part of the physical. All soldiers had to receive a series of vaccinations before they could be considered for active service -even those only serving their period of national service. Calun hated needles and became more and more tense. As he waited in line behind the screen he could hear the recruit in front of him being told, “face the wall, bend forwards over the couch, OK – you’re done. Next!” The script was repeated to each man as the line moved forwards, only interspersed with the occasional sharp intake of breath as a needle was pushed into a recruit.

Within a couple of minutes he was called behind the screen and braced himself. His left arm was swabbed and the first shot was ok; not as bad as he’d expected. The second stung. Next came a shot into his butt as he bent over the couch. That was the worst. The needle felt larger and the solution burned slightly. He straightened as the needle was withdrawn and the “OK” was repeated, turned to leave, but was ordered, “lie on the couch”. What had he done wrong? Why did he need more vaccinations than the rest? He felt his cock lifted and swabbed underneath. His foreskin was then popped back and his helmet thoroughly swapped with more, cold, antiseptic. He gulped and felt numb as his heart began to race even faster. Vaccinations weren’t given into cocks so what on earth was wrong? A sudden scratch and stinging in the base of his cock made him tense, and instinctively recoil from the discomfort. The doctor noticed his reaction and reassured him “try to relax, you will gradually feel less & less”. “What is it?” Calun asked. “It’s called Lignocaine, a local anaesthetic” Came the reply as Calun felt the needle removed and reinserted into the other side of his cock. The doctor continued, “we don’t want you to feel any pain during your circumcision, we’re not sadists you know!”

Calun’s head swam. This was too much for him to take in. The doctor had stopped pumping anaesthetic into his crotch and was now massaging his penis as if he was rubbing the anaesthetic in. Calun raised his head to see what was happening. The doctor held an almost empty syringe in his right hand and his cock was swollen from the Lignocaine that had been pumped into him. The doctor smiled down at him. “In a few minutes you will be completely numb so you can move on to room 21, just outside the exit of the hall, so the clamp can be fitted on to your penis. I just need to give you one more shot into your frenum so we can get that sliced off too.” “But, but I don’t need circumcising!” protested Calun. The doctor retorted, “you have a foreskin. Soldiers around here don’t have foreskins; you must have noticed that in the showers and barracks. Of course you need circumcising. Your fellow soldiers who haven’t already been sorted out will have their circumcisions done today too. Once you are healed you will be eternally grateful for the upgrade we are giving you. What more could you ask for than the gift of a cock to be really proud of?” At that point the doctor eased the needle into the underside of his helmet while holding his foreskin back tightly. Despite the previous injections of anaesthetic, Calun winced.

The doctor continued to talk. “In any case, your foreskin is a bit on the tight side and far too long to keep clean 24x7. We can trim off a nice big chunk of this skanky foreskin of yours, fold the inner skin back, and leave you with a nice, tight circumcision with a scar line way down your shaft. With a permanently bared glans and nowhere to harbour traces of urine & semen, you will stay constantly clean. So much more healthy for a soldier.” Calun nearly protested that he wasn’t planning on being a soldier for much longer, but thought better of it and kept quiet. “That’s your lot then. Off to room 21. Go straight in so they can get started on you as soon as possible.”

As Calun swung his jelly-like legs off the couch he wasn’t 100% sure they would support him and he felt dizzy as he stood up. He forced himself to walk and, as he passed beyond the screen, looked back at the line of recruits awaiting their turn. The next guy in line looked terrified while the two soldiers behind him were beaming. Calun glanced down at the first soldier and saw that he too still had a foreskin while the next two men had helmets that were already bared.

He left the hall and, with a shaking hand, turned the handle on the adjacent room, 21. Walking inside he saw two doctors standing either side of a couch on which a naked soldier was lying. They were clearly working on the soldier’s circumcision, but Calun’s view of the soldier’s crotch was blocked by the back of one of the doctors. All three men turned to look at him as he entered allowing Calun to see the blood-stained gloves of the doctors and a swollen, bloody cock on the soldier. “We’re nearly finished here” said one doctor “so take a seat and we’ll get a clamp fitted on you while we sort out this soldier”. He pointed to a young-looking, skinny and almost hairless soldier sitting next to the door behind Calun. The lad sat there looking rather bored. His legs were apart and, clamped onto his foreskin was a shiny metal device that looked like a metal bell over the lad’s helmet with a metal ring clamped tightly around the rim of the bell. His foreskin was bunched up in front of the clamp and his shaft skin was held taught.

Calun sat down next to him aware that he was staring at the guy’s penis. The lad grinned at him and spoke. “Don’t panic you don’t feel anything. It’s great to be getting clipped at last isn’t it? My parents refused to pay for me to be cut so this is saving me a fortune. Foreskin is such a nuisance.” He was well-hung with a thick cock and a pair of large low-hanging nuts in a shaved scrotum. The lad continued to chat. “My big brother was clipped when he did his national service. According to him it was the best part of being called up and he asked for his circumcision to be done as tight as possible. His cock looks amazing now with a nice dark scar about halfway down his shaft. I’ve asked for the same and the doc here certainly stretched plenty of skin into the Gomco.” “The Gomco?” Calun asked. “Yeah. That’s what these circumcision clamps are called. They give a nice neat circumcision and leave a dark scarline. No chance of ever being mistaken for an uncouth uncut ever again.” He was clearly very excited by the whole experience and sprang to his feet as the doctor called “next!”

“Hold your horses lad” the doctor continued. “We will do your trim in a minute but we need to get a clamp on this soldier’s foreskin first so it can be completely crushed while we finish your circumcision.” The soldier who was leaving looked relieved as he walked to the door with a dressing around his cock, midway between the base and helmet. He grinned at Calun and scratched his nuts. “Enjoy!” he said as he left the circumcision room and nodded to the lad.

“On the couch please soldier. Lets see how much we can trim off you.” Calun lay down and tried hard to relax as he felt some strange movement around his crotch. He looked at what was being done to him and realized he had no feeling in his cock as the doctor had pulled his foreskin back, put a metal bell over his helmet and was now pulling his foreskin forwards again but over the outside of the bell. He then took a metal plate with a hole at one end and placed it over the bell to trap his foreskin. A metal bar was then fitted onto the top of the bell and held in place with a knurled nut over a threaded locking post so that, as the nut was tightened, the bar pivoted and pulled the bell tightly up to the metal plate. Before the nut was tightened much the doctor worked his way around the bell, tugging at Calun’s foreskin and pulling as much through as possible. “We like to circumcise our soldiers as tightly as possible. No point in only half doing the job” explained the doctor. He checked his work and, seeming satisfied, tightened the metal nut until he was obviously exerting as much force as he possibly could.

“OK, that will kill off your foreskin in a few minutes so take a seat while we trim off this lad’s skin and get him sewn up.” Calun returned to his seat as the lad wasted no time and swung himself eagerly into position. Calun could feel the weight of the clamp pulling on his cock but felt no pain.

The door opened and two soldiers entered, half carrying a naked recruit between them. Calun recognized him as the guy with a foreskin that had been waiting immediately behind him in the queue for injecting. The soldiers were grinning as one spoke. “This one isn’t to keen to lose his foreskin doc. We told him he has no choice and that you’re going to make a soldier out of him despite what he wants but the other doc had to give him some Valium to calm him down. Oh, and the doc that injected him said he’s not had a full dose of Lignocaine so we’ll hang around in case he needs holding down while you clip his cock.”

One of the doctors, having changed his gloves once more, grinned in return and immediately picked up a scalpel from a fresh tray of instruments his colleague had prepared. Calun heard a scratching of the blade against the clamp as the lad’s foreskin was cut through. “Congratulations soldier. You are now circumcised” the doctor said as he removed the clamp. Calun could see that the lad was still beaming with delight but the man due to have a scalpel run around his cock next was whimpering as he struggled against the effects of the Valium and tried to get away from the soldiers who were restraining him.

It took a few minutes for the lad to be stitched up and have his newly bared cock dressed. The doctor gave him some instructions on looking after it and a note of when to report back for a follow-up check.

Obviously eager to get the protesting recruit’s foreskin clamped, the doctor quickly changed his gloves, had a good stare at the recruit’s cock to decide what size Gomco he should use, and asked the soldiers to get him onto the couch. “For goodness sake hold still” snapped the doctor. His colleague was helping the soldiers pin him down but his cock was still moving too much for the doctor to be able to get the plate over the bell of the clamp. The doctor’s temper broke. “Have it your way then. This needn’t have hurt you but, whether you like it or not you are leaving this room as a circumcised recruit. Soldier, will you grasp his scrotum tightly above his testicles please and push them down towards the couch? If he still struggles, the pulling on his cords is going to hurt him bigtime.” The soldier seemed delighted to oblige, and the recruit gasped as his sac was manipulated by the soldier trying to get a good grasp of his nuts. “Not too tight” warned the doctor. “We are circumcising him not castrating him.”

The recruit started panting with short sharp breaths as he realised he was finally immobilized and his circumcision was imminent. The doctor finished adjusting the position of the Gomco and started to tighten it. The reduced dose of Lignocaine that had been injected into the recruit’s cock obviously made a big difference as he yelled out as the clamp bit into his foreskin. By the time it was fully tightened his eyes were watering. The soldiers dragged him back to his seat and Calun realized that he was actually now feeling relieved – not that he was about to have his foreskin sliced off but that at least it wasn’t going to hurt.

