Part One

My name is Elizabeth, but everyone calls me, Beth.  I was 8 years old when my baby brother was born in the 1979.  He was born sooner than expected, because I remember one night Daddy rushed the three of us to the nearby hospital in the middle of the night.  It was later explained to me, that my baby brother had been born about two months prematurely.  Mommy was fine, but the baby was very small and weak and they kept him in an incubator for the first month of his life.  While mommy was in the  hospital, daddy and I would go to the nursery and look through the glass at my baby brother.  My baby brother Mike, had been named after Daddy, so his real name was Mike William Johnson Jr., but from birth everybody just called him Junior.

Finally, six weeks after Junior was born we were allowed to bring him home.  Mommy was completely recovered from childbirth, but still tended to get tired easily, so thinking myself quite grown-up, I would help around the house  as much as possible.  In the evenings and on weekends I kept mommy company while she nursed Junior.  Watching intently as he would suck on one breast and then the other.  Mommy would joke that he liked her milk much better than the formula he had been given in the  hospital.  She also said she enjoyed nursing him because it gave them both a chance to bond, something that was impossible while Junior was isolated inside the incubator.  Although it wasn't my favorite chore, I even helped out when mommy had to change dirty diapers

My favorite chore was bath time.  That was in the evening after we had dinner and before Junior was put down to sleep.  Mommy had a special thing that was made out of a giant sponge which was curved on the inside to keep the baby safe on the counter during a sponge bath.  Mommy washed Junior with a soft washcloth using warm soapy water from the adjacent bathroom sink.  Being a curious and intelligent young girl I watched intently as she washed his genitals.  She would carefully wash his buttocks to make sure nothing was left behind from a dirty diaper.  Then with her left-hand she would take hold of his tiny penis and try to retract his foreskin.  I could tell it was  difficult to do, because at first she could only get the skin to move a little bit, so that a very tiny red portion of his glans was visible.  She would always wash as much of his penis as she could and then she would apply a dab of Vaseline to the red part before allowing the foreskin to cover the glans back up.  I remember asking her why she used the Vaseline and mom replied that she did it the keep the skin from becoming stuck to the head of his penis and so it would be easier to pull the skin back at his next bath.  I never worried about this being painful for Junior, because he never gave any indication that it was.  When mommy would try to pull back his skin, he would squirm and vocalize, but he never fussed  or cried or gave any other indication that what she was doing was uncomfortable.

We had gone camping as a family  a couple years earlier and the three of us had showered together in the evening prior to getting into our sleeping bags and going to sleep.  So although mom and dad were not in the habit of walking around the house nude, I had on several occasions see each of my parents nude.  One day at the conclusion of Junior's bath  I asked mommy why Juniors “pee pee” looked different from Daddy's.  Mommy explained that when Daddy was born a minor operation was performed on him that was performed on almost all little boys in America.  He had been circumcised.

She explained that this was a simple operation that cut off the skin which covered the end on a little boys penis.  This operation was done to little boys, she went on to explain, to make it easier for the boy to keep his penis clean.  She continued, that in different parts of the world some societies perform circumcision for religious purposes, but in America, it was done routinely primarily for reasons of cleanliness.  She explained that because Junior was born prematurely, he had been much too weak to undergo this minor operation while he was still in the hospital.

I had always been given free reign to look at any of the books in our house.  One evening I was sitting on the floor thumbing through a nursing text book of mom’s while my parents watched a grown-up TV program which didn't interest me in the slightest.  It turned out that the book I was looking at was one of moms obstetric nursing textbooks from when  she had been in nursing school.  As I absent-mindedly turned the pages, I stumbled across a page that showed two different methods of performing circumcision.

I flipped back up one page in the textbook.  On that page was a picture of a boy baby wrapped from head to toe, with only his little penis and testicles showing through the wrapping cloth.  The article explained that the boy was restrained in a device called the “Circumstraint” to immobilize him in preparation for circumcision.  I now returned to the page showing the circumcision and studied that page with rapt attention.  The top half of the page showed the forceps guided procedure and in the last drawing sutures were applied to hold the raw edges of the foreskin together as it healed.  The bottom half of the page showed a circumcision being performed using a Gomco clamp, and beneath the drawings there was a brief explanation saying that this was an almost bloodless procedure for which sutures were not required.  The Gomco method of circumcision seemed to leave more foreskin behind since in the drawing, the remaining foreskin just barely covered the ridge of the head of the penis.  Nonetheless this became my preferred method of circumcision because it was bloodless and no sutures were used.

One afternoon, I was again looking at mom’s nursing text books.  Without thinking I showed the circumcision pages to mommy and said, “Is this what we were talking about earlier?” Mommy simply replied, “Yes, dear it is” and returned to ironing. Years later, when I had discovered the joys of masturbation, I would lay in my bed rubbing the outside of my clitoris and looking at this page of the textbook showing a male baby being circumcised!

I was still present every evening at bath time.  I noticed over weeks that Mommy was able to retract the foreskin on Junior's penis a little bit more each bath time and eventually  she was able to get the foreskin retracted completely behind the head of his little penis.  She continued washing it very gently with a soft baby wash cloth and when finished continued applying the thin layer of Vaseline to his glans before she allowed the foreskin to slip back up hiding his penis from view.  By the time Junior was two, we were taking our night time baths together, and the most enjoyable part of the bath (for me) continued to be when mommy would retract his foreskin and clean underneath it.  Sometimes there was some white sticky stuff that she would wash off, and it was at these times that she would mumble to herself, “I wish he'd been circumcised as a baby”.  I don’t think mommy knew I heard her mumbling. Junior and I continued to bathe together until I was 13, and started to menstruate.  At which time mommy decided I was all grown-up and Junior and I stopped bathing  together.  I liked being considered more of a grown-up, but I missed the opportunities to see Junior's penis.

Part Two

We grew up in Southern California.  Unlike the stereotype, there was not a swimming pool in every backyard.  In fact, our family didn’t have one. However our next-door neighbors did.  They were the Hulberts.  A husband and wife and four children.  The oldest and the youngest child were boys and the two children in the middle were girls.  The oldest boy was named Matt, and he was about my age.  Each of the children were about two years apart giver take a few months.  Matt was 12, Alicia was 9, Cynthia was 7, and Darrin was four.  Just as Matt was the same age as I, Darrin and Junior were within a few months of each other.  When they first moved into the neighborhood, all the Hulberts children wore swimsuits every time they went swimming.  But they spent so much time in the pool that eventually Mrs. Hulbert allowed her children to swim naked. If they had company, the guest could decide for themselves whether they wanted to swim in the nude or wear a swimsuit.  But I never thought too much about it, and was perfectly content swimming in the nude in front of the girls and even Matt, when I was were younger.  But at the age of 12, both Matt and I swam only in swimsuits.  I think we were both more body conscious since we were each going into puberty.  Matt and I swam together in the pool before Junior was born.  And although at the time I did not know that he was circumcised, I do remember studying his penis when he didn't know I was looking.  In truth, he was probably studying my anatomy on the sly also.  It was only after Junior was born that I learned what circumcision was from talking to mom and looking through her nursing textbooks.  It was then that I remembered that Matt’s penis looked like the circumcised one’s in the nursing texts.

The six of us were swimming in the pool.  Matt I were wearing swimsuits, Alicia, Cynthia, Darrin and Junior were all swimming au natural.  It was early summer, and mom and Mrs. Hulbert were sitting at the patio table casually watching us in the pool to make sure no one got hurt or got in trouble.  I probably wasn't supposed to hear anything, but I was close enough to the patio table to hear the two women talking.  Kathy Hulbert was saying to my mom, “I couldn't help but notice that you didn't have Junior circumcised.  Was there any particular reason for this?”  Mrs. Hulbert went on, “Is it because his Daddy is uncircumcised also?”  Mom replied, “No,  Mike Sr. is beautifully circumcised.  The doctor did a nice, tight job when he was born.”  Mom continued, “Junior was eight weeks premature, and spent his first month in the incubator.  The doctors finally let us take him home at 6 weeks, but even then he was much too small and frail for us to consider putting him through anything like circumcision.  We simply decided to wait. Then when I started taking Junior in for his regular pediatric check ups I discussed with the doctor that his father and I wanted him to be circumcised as soon as possible.  We wanted it done when he was young enough that he wouldn’t remember anything.  We also wanted his penis to grow up with an almost invisible circumcision scar, which they get when they are cut very young.”

Unfortunately the pediatrician kept telling me that Junior would be traumatized for life if we had him circumcised even at the age of a few months.  He told me that if Junior wanted to be circumcised, he could decide that for himself later in life, but that for his mental health we were better off leaving him uncircumcised for now.  I wasn’t sure if any of that was true or not.  But it created enough doubt in my mind that Mike and I decided to wait for the time being.  Even though we were both still certain that we would get Junior cut if the time presented itself.  So far, we simply haven’t had an opportunity to get him circumcised.”

Part Three

One weekend I walked into the house in the afternoon and noticed there was a lot of talking, and commotion coming from Juniors bedroom.  The door was ajar, so I walked in.  Junior was on the bed  naked from the waist down.  Dad was holding him down on the bed.  Mom was holding a soapy wash cloth and trying to retract his foreskin as Junior squirmed and yelled, “No . . . No . . . Leave me alone!”  I later learned that earlier that day Junior had complained to mom that, “I itch down there.”. Mom had taken him to the bathroom and tried to retract his foreskin and she said his penis smelled awful.  In addition she could not retract his foreskin easily behind his glans and Junior admitted that he had not been retracting the foreskin to wash himself every day as he had been told to do.  Eventually, with my parents holding him down, mom was able to retract his foreskin  and clean his infected penis before returning the foreskin to the covered position.

Later I was to learn that Mom and Dad had had a discussion that night and had decided to get Junior circumcised.  At this time I was 15 and had already had sex education in school.  A couple of weeks later, Mom asked me one Friday afternoon if I would rather stay home alone or come with her to go to the doctor with Junior. There was no way I would stay home.  So mom drove the three of us to the doctor's office.  The doctor was a woman who had been our family doctor since Junior and I were too old to go to a pediatrician. I figured the best I could hope for was to sit in the waiting room with mom while the doctor performed Junior’s circumcision.  Junior was very quiet in the car.  I’m sure he was nervous and maybe even a little mad, but he didn’t let it show.  When we got to the doctors office it was late.  No one else was in the waiting room. 

The doctor knew mom was a nurse.  When we got there, the receptionist/assistant closed and locked the office.  She was young, in her mid twenties, and very pretty.  She explained to us that she assisted the doctor in her outpatient surgeries.

Apparently mom and the doctor had already discussed several things in advance, because the doctor came out of her office and invited mom and me back to her operating room.  To say that I was fascinated would be a massive understatement.  And because I was the only one there, besides Junior, without medical training, every step was explained to me so I could understand what was going on.

The doctor came out in the waiting room and offered Junior a pill and a paper cup full of water.  Junior took the pill, which the doctor explained was a mild tranquilizer to help him relax.  The doctor then went on to explain that while his operation was a simple one that was performed every day, that did not mean that it was unimportant to him.  The doctor asked Junior if he had any questions.  Junior kind of squirmed around..  But finally nodded, “No”, he had no questions to ask.    The doctor went on to explain that the sensation of having his bare glans rubbing against his underwear would feel unusual, but that in a couple of weeks he would adjust to that.  Junior blushed at this point.  The doctor went on to say that in discussions with “young men” she had circumcised, many admitted that the sensation of the bare glans rubbing against their clothing, far from being uncomfortable, became something which they really enjoyed about being circumcised.  The doctor went on to explain that keeping clean would be infinitely easier for Junior after the operation.

She then said, that even though he was only 7 years old now, when he got to high school and had to change for gym, he would be glad his mom loved him enough to get him circumcised, because almost all the other boys in gym class would have been circumcised when they were first born, and Junior would fit right in and not feel strange or odd.  By this time, we could tell the pill had taken effect, because Junior’s eye’s beginning to look droopy and sleepy.  The assistant helped Junior into the tiny operating room, while mom took off his clothes and helped him into a disposable paper gown, with the seam in the front.  Mom got Junior up on the table, then stepped back out of the way.

First the doctor and the assistant put sterile gloves on.  Then the assistant soaked a cotton ball in betadine solution and wiped all around Juniors genitals.  She then retracted his foreskin, which took a little doing as it was slightly tight, and she wiped down his penis with this sterilized liquid.  Then with the foreskin still retracted behind his glans, she sprayed his entire penis with an aerosol numbing agent..  There was a sharp intake of breath with she sprayed Junior's penis.  Later he explained that the aerosol had felt unexpectedly cold.  While the doctor waited for this topical anesthetic to work, she filled a small syringe with a diluted lidocaine solution.  She waited about 5 minutes, then began to inject the pain killer all around Junior’s penis.  I remember thinking Junior’s penis looked like it had been stung all over by bee’s since each injection created a small lump under the skin.

After about 15 minutes the nurse assistant handed the doctor the Gomco clamp.  While the doctor dismantled the clamp, the assistant applied a liberal coating of Vaseline to Junior’s glans.  She explained, to everyone in the room, that it would prevent the cone from adhering to Juniors glans after the pressure was released.  Junior had been lying very still.  Anxious, I think, just to get the whole thing over with.  Where our places reversed I certainly might have felt the same way.  But as it was, I was watching the most erotic thing my young life had ever experienced.

The doctor slipped the cone of the clamp over the head of Juniors penis.  As she held the clamp with one hand, she asked the assistant for the base plate.  The base plate had a hole in it which fit over the cone and Juniors foreskin.  Once the cone and base plate were attached to each other she applied and partially tightened a knurled clamping nut.   The doctor then asked the assistant to hold the clamp as she reached for two sets of forceps.  The doctor used the forceps to urge more of Juniors foreskin up through the hole in the base plate.  At this point mom exclaimed, “Make sure it’s nice and tight, doctor.”  To which I thought she meant the clamping nut on the base.  Later I realized she was referring to how much foreskin she wanted removed.  The doctor did a beautiful job.

Convinced that she had pulled as much foreskin forward of the clamp as was possible, the doctor instructed the assistant to finish tightening the clamp, while she held upward pressure on Juniors soon to be missing foreskin with the forceps.  After a 15 minute wait the doctor took her scalpel from the surgical tray and sliced cleanly around the base of clamp.  Immediately the foreskin sticking out of clamp slipped forward up over the cone, and Junior knew his foreskin was forever gone.  The doctor removed the clamp and gently took the cone off of Juniors glans.  There was a slight popping sound when she broke the suction between the cone and the head of Juniors newly circumcised penis.  I thought about that for several seconds.  My baby brother was now circumcised.  I liked it!  I liked it just fine.

Part Four
Junior’s foreskin was bright red where the raw edge was.  But there was no bleeding.  The doctor then gently applied more Vaseline to the raw edge, and the glans and began to wrap Junior’s slightly swollen cock with thin medical gauze.  Both the doctor and the assistant assured Junior that he would heal nicely, and they assured him he’d be happy with how nice his penis looked once it was fully healed.  The doctor wrote out a prescription for antibiotics and a mild pain killer.

The doctor then told mom to buy Junior an athletic supporter.  She further instructed mom and Junior to make sure his penis was pointed upward inside the supporter.  This reduced oozing from the exposed wound, kept Junior’s penis drier, reduced blood flow and minimized separation of the foreskin layers before they could heal together.  Mom filled the prescriptions on the way home, and told Junior that she’d go back out and pick up the athletic supporter while he rested at home in bed.  When we got home, Junior went to his room and lay down on his bed.  It was then that I realized how stressful the afternoon had really been on my brave little 7 year old brother.  I assured mom that I’d keep an eye on him while she made the short trip to the store to get Junior the jock strap the doctor had recommended.

Mom had been home for over an hour, when Junior woke up and complained that his penis itched and burned!  Mom, who had experience with adult circumcisions from her nursing days, reassured Junior that he was experiencing normal healing sensations.  Mom had already given him an antibiotic, so she brought him a small glass of water and the pain pill the doctor had prescribed.  

After about twenty minutes, the pain subsided, and Junior went back to bed.  He stayed in bed most of the weekend.  Sunday afternoon, mom announced that Junior was going to soak in a tub of mild soapy water.  Mom scoured the tub with scouring powder to get it really clean, then she sprayed the interior of the tub with a spray bottle containing an ounce of chlorine bleach and a quart of plain water.  She then wiped down the tub again before she filled it with warm water.

Mom knew I was intensely curious to see how Junior’s penis was healing so I was allowed to be in the bathroom when she called Junior in from his room.  Mom helped him off with his pajama’s.  Then she removed his athletic supporter and gently began to unwrap the gauze that had been on his penis for about two days.  With the gauze removed, Junior’s penis still looked swollen and angry.  The raw edges of his foreskin had oozed a little on the gauze, but by now, it was starting to scab up and you could tell it was going to heal nicely.  Junior stepped into the tub. And using his arms for support very, very  slowly lowered himself into the water.  I think he may have been afraid he’d start bleeding or something.  But nothing happened.  Mom told him to wash all over, but not to touch his penis.  She just wanted him to soak his penis in the water.  With that, we left Junior to soak and clean himself.

Junior stayed on the prescription pain killers for five full days.  After that mom found that he could get by comfortably with regular Tylenol.  Junior stayed home from school the entire week after his  circumcision.  By the time it was time for him to go back to school it had been nine days since his circumcision.  Although not totally healed, he was well along on his way to recovery.  Mom had asked the doctor for an additional two week “no PE” note on the doctors prescription pad.

This kept Junior from possibly hurting himself.  By the time the “no PE” had expired, he was pretty well recovered.  The kids at school simply assumed Junior had been sick, especially when news got around that he had a note from the doctor excusing him from physical activities as recess times.

I got to see Junior’s penis a couple more times that first week, while he was healing.  Once mom became convinced that he was healing properly, she began to give him more privacy at bath time.  I never saw his penis again after that.  I turned my curiosity and attentions on boys my age in high school.

Part Five
By my sophomore year in high school I had “dated” a couple of boys.  It sounded more serious than it was.  I was pretty busy with school homework, special projects our teachers liked to inflict upon us, and outside activities.  I had been active in our towns girls softball league since I was in the fourth grade.  And I enjoyed playing.  I was a pretty good catcher.  I also played on a girl’s volleyball team, and a girls basketball team.  We weren’t state champions or anything, but we won a lot more games than we lost.

Most of my boy friends were active in sports too.  I liked going to watch their football games and basketball games.  I had been kissing boys since the age of 13.  That was normal or even a little late for girls in this day and age.  By my freshman year, I would allow a boy I really liked to touch my breasts from outside my clothing.  I would only let this happen if I really liked him, and we had been seeing each other for at least three or four months.  Then I’d cool things off a little bit.  Not to be catty or anything, but to see how he’d react.  If word got back to me from my girlfriends that he’d been telling his male friends at school that he’d gotten to “first base”, then I’d gradually cool things all the way off while I planned for my next boyfriend.  This only happened once.  I figured I had to find out if I could trust them before things went any further.

The second boyfriend, during the latter part of my freshman year, was really a great guy.  His name was Blaine, and he really liked me a lot.  It was mutual.  We had dated for over three months before he got the nerve to put his hand on my breast one night in the movie theater.  I didn’t react at all.  Meaning I didn’t lift his hand and move it away.  I just pretended that I didn’t even feel it there.  But in fact I did, and his hand felt delicious.  My breasts were about normal for a 15 year old young lady.  My bra’s were a little bit padded.  I told myself that this was for extra support.  But in truth, it made my “bust” look a little bigger.  My breasts were a little bigger than most of my friends.  I loved having my boyfriend touch them.  The movie incident lead to move fondling.  I never let him put his hand inside my bra, just to keep things from getting too far out or hand.  I loved having my breasts rubbed though.  My nipples would pop right up at attention, and delicious waves of pleasure rolled over me as Blaine rubbed and caressed both of my breasts.  We went out all summer.  It was during the summer that I finally let Blaine put his hand under my bra directly onto my bare breasts.  It was a major improvement for us both. Blaine seemed to be a natural.  He seemed to instinctively know how to rub my breasts and nipples to get maximum pleasure for us both.  He was firm enough in his touch to keep me stimulated once we were into heavy petting, but he wasn’t so rough that he made me sore or uncomfortable.

Eventually Blaine progressed from touching my bare breasts to kissing them whenever we were completely alone.  Blaine’s handling and kissing of my breasts was highly stimulating for both of us.  He began complaining how painful his erections  were inside his pants.  After a particularly hot kissing session, when Blaine complained of “blue balls”, I told him I'd rub his penis for him.  In about 2/10 of a second he had his pants unzipped and his penis was out pointing straight up at the headliner in his father’s car.  I timidly reached over and wrapped my hand around the hard, warm, throbbing piece of flesh.  It felt great to my touch.  I could tell Blaine was enjoyed himself because he almost stopped breathing. I began to explore his penis gently with both hands.  In the dim light I could see, and my fingers could tell that he was circumcised.  The head of his penis was smooth and slightly pebbly  in texture, and there was no bunched up skin behind the ridge of his glans.

As I gently rubbed my hands up-and-down length of his penis Blaine began to moan softly.  Emboldened by this sign that I was doing everything right, I asked Blaine to lift his hips off the car seat, while I unfastened his pants and pulled them down to his knees.  Shortly after that his underwear followed the same course as his pants.  This gave me unrestricted access to his testicles and his beautiful, hard, circumcised cock.  With my left-hand I fondled his testicles. While my right-hand  loosely  encircled his penis and continued a gentle upward and downward motion.  Periodically I would place the palm of my right hand on the tip of his glans and lightly stimulate all over his glans with the palm of my hand and my fingertips.  This met with the same groans of  approval as my other stimulation did.  I have to admit I was enjoying myself immensely.

I really wasn't keeping track of time although I know that my stimulation to Blaine’s eager penis lasted for what seemed like at least 10 minutes.  Eventually Blaine’s breathing started to get shallow and more rapid and his hips began to squirm on the car seat.  He warned me to lookout and before I had a choice in the matter one way or the other Blaine’s cock began to spasm and semen shot out all over the place.  I was absolutely fascinated!  I had never seen anything like this, nor had any of my reading in mom’s nursing text prepared me for this.  Her textbooks while thorough, had a cold, detachment to them which I guess is so typical of any textbook.  I continued rubbing my hand up-and-down Blaine’s cock until his orgasm subsided completely.  I think he was surprised that I had so little reaction to his whole orgasm.  He may have expected me to say, “Yuck” and snatch my hand away when he first began to climax.  Or maybe he expected me to simply snatch my hand away and leave him to finish rubbing himself to climax.  But in any event he seemed extremely grateful the I had unflinchingly continued handling him until his orgasm subsided.  

Blaine suffered from hay fever, so he had carried a handkerchief with him since about the age of ten.  He rapidly got that out and we proceeded clean ourselves up and wipe down the inside of his dad’s car as best we could.  Perhaps I should have felt “cheap”, or “used”, or “slutty”.  But I felt none of those things.  I enjoyed being held by Blaine, and kissing him, and having him fondle and caress and kiss my breasts.  This seemed like a non-injurious way for me to reciprocate for all the pleasure he had given me.  Blaine was certainly pleased with this new stage in the development of our relationship.  Because at least once a weekend he would manage to get us into an isolated place where I could jack him off and he could suck on my breasts and nipples.

Eventually one Saturday mom and dad took Junior with them to go shopping.  I was left alone in the house.  I called Blaine and invited him over.  I told him, “We’d be completely alone!”  We immediately went to my bedroom.
With  some coaxing of me by Blaine, we both ended up totally naked.  This was the first time I had ever been completely naked in front on someone that wasn’t in my immediate family.  

His body was lean and hard and I could tell by the condition of his abdominal muscles that he did a lot of exercises to stay fit.  It was great to see his hard young cock in the daylight.  In the past I had only been able to explore it with my hands.  Now I was able to see this organ of adoration in all its glory.  As we lay on the bed, head to feet  I propped  up on my right elbow and began exploring and fondling Blaine’s cock.  He may have been nervous at first but I began asking questions about his penis, and he eventually answered them, as a simple expedient to keep me handling his cock.  I felt  a firm ridge of skin around his penis about three-quarters on an inch behind the coronal ridge.  This was an area that seemed to be particularly sensitive.

I asked him about it, and  Blaine explained that that was the scar tissue leftover from where he had been circumcised as an infant.  The skin directly behind the head of Blaine’s penis was pink and satiny, then there was the scar tissue from the circumcision, followed by  pale white skin like the skin on the rest of his body.  Although he liked me to grab his cock at the base and jerk my hand up-and-down, the skin from his circumcision site back did not seem to be particularly sensitive to stimulation.  I asked Blaine where he was most sensitive, and how he best liked to be handled.  At first she would answer, just explaining, “Oh Beth you do a just fine!”  But under the coaxing he finally explained where the more sensitive parts of his genitals were.  It was the sensitive spots to which I directed my stimulation attention  as I began jacking him off.

After about two or three minutes of such manipulation, I felt Blaine’s trembling fingers high up on my inner thigh.  I remember thinking myself, “Well we’re about to move to another level in our relationship.”  But I said nothing to stop and Blaine and he continued. Eventually he reached my pubic mound.  By way of encouragement,  I parted  my legs further giving his hand better access to my very wet pussy.  Part of my mind was concentrating on stimulating Blaine’s cock and balls, while the other part was engaged in enjoying the feelings of his hand touching my virgin pussy.  He stumbled across my clitoris, a bit too firmly in fact, and I let out a gasp.  Afraid he had hurt me, Blaine snatch his hand away.  I reached down taking his hand in mine and placed it back on my pussy.  I explained to Blaine that he had brusquely scratched my clitoris, and that I would respond much better if he would rub it from side decided with moderate to light pressure.  Eager to comply, since I still had his cock in my other hand, Blaine began again. I was almost delirious.  It felt immensely  better than when I rubbed myself in bed at night.  In fact I couldn't believe how incredible the sensations really were.  Without premeditation, and perhaps by way of encouragement, I leaned over the for the first time in my rather young life and sucked the head of his penis into my warm wet mouth.

Operating purely on instinct, I began bobbing my hand up-and-down Blaine’s cock as he furiously rubbed my engorged clit!  I hadn't been sucking for very long what I heard Blaine mumble, “Beth, watch out!”  I jerked my head away and replaced by mouth with my hand as I continued rubbing Blaine’s cock.  It only took a couple strokes before he began to ejaculate violently.  As before, I continued rubbing him until he was completely satisfied.

Blaine had stopped rubbing me when his own orgasm struck.  I now lay down on my back and concentrated solely on the feelings in my body as Blaine resumed rubbing my eager clitoris.  The feelings were so great I never wanted them to stop.
But eventually I could feel my orgasm building and finally like a tidal wave it crashed over me literally knocking the wind from my body.  I urged Blaine not to stop and as he continued rubbing my clit, wave after delicious wave of sensations washed over me.  Eventually my twitching, gasping and shuddering can to an end and Blaine knew it was time to stop rubbing.  We each lay on the bed silently recovering.  I got up, got a warm soapy wash cloth from the bathroom, and cleaned both of us up.  I also wiped a little of Blaine’s semen  off my bedspread.  We both cleaned up completely and were totally presentable long before my parents got home with Junior.  In fact to keep them from being suspicious, Blaine had gone home about 20 minutes before they get back, and as far as everyone was concerned I had simply been home alone.  Little did they know.

Part Six
It wasn’t until high school that Junior began dressing out for PE.  Therefore as far as I know none of his friends ever noticed that he hadn’t been circumcised at birth.  I would sneak into the bathroom after Junior finished his shower, without knocking.  I took every opportunity I could think of to try and catch him naked.  Hoping to get a glimpse of his now grown up and fully healed circumcised penis.

Junior wasn’t particularly self-conscious about his body, but he didn't seem to want me to see anything, so therefore he was very uncooperative.  I did get one good chance to see that he healed nicely and there was a dark band around his penis were the clamp had been applied.  But he usually kept himself covered up and my attempts to see him fully nude were seldom successful.

One Thanksgiving weekend I came home to visit. I had been out of nursing college for two years and Junior was a freshman high school.  Like mom I'd gone to nursing school, and was now working for a hospital in another town.  I loved nursing.  But was not sure I  ever would have chosen that as my profession had I not become interested in circumcision and male anatomy as a youngster.  One of my favorite parts of the job was assisting doctors as they performed neonatal circumcision's.

I was in bed in my old room reading on Saturday night when Junior came home around 10:00 PM.  He walked straight from the front door to his room.  He didn’t seem to notice me, he simply closed the door to his bedroom, got undressed then got in bed.  As I continued reading I heard a lot of mumbling coming from Junior’s room.  Eventually my curiosity got the better of me, and I silently approached his bedroom door.  Junior had not latched the door closed, I could hear him talking to himself.  He was complaining about his girlfriend, and what a tease she was, at how much he ached for sexual relief.  I nudged the door slightly open and was greeted by the sight of Junior laying in bed with light on masturbating.  I watched for a couple of minutes.  It was very exciting watching him rub his strong hands all over his rock hard penis.   Without realizing it. I must have gasped or made some other slight noise, because he heard me and turned his head

He looked over towards the door embarrassed while trying to cover his erect penis with both hands.  Knowing I was caught, I stepped into the room and closed the bedroom door behind me.  Then I went over and sat on the end of his bed.  Junior was trying to cover himself up.  He began to explain his predicament.  His girlfriend and he had been dating for several months.  They kissed and eventually she let him touch her breasts outside her clothing a little bit. 
What she would not do, despite his pleading, was touch his penis.  He was healthy and 16, and he desperately needed relief from his sexual tension.  He looked at me, waiting to see what my reaction would be.

Finally Junior asked me, “Why are you here?”  I replied that I had heard a knocking sound coming from his room and had come to investigate.  I further explained the knocking apparently was caused by his headboard tapping into wall as he thrashed in bed.  I really didn’t want him to suffer from embarrassment, so I quickly explained that masturbation was the most natural thing in the world, and there was no reason for him to feel self-conscious about it.  To which he replied, “Does that mean you do it?”

“Sure”, I explained I had been masturbating since I was younger than you are now.  So how do girls do it he asked? “Well, I may tell you sometime”, I replied.  But first you look like you need to finish something you’ve already started.  With that I slowly pulled the sheet down off his body, exposing his only slightly withered erection to my feasting eyes.  His erection looked about seven inches long, and I estimated that the circumcision scar was about an inch behind the flaring glans.  The circumcision scar was darker brown than the rest of his shaft skin, and was quite distinctive.  I watched as he wrapped both hands around his penis and began stroking up-and-down.  Wordlessly I nodded my head giving him non-verbal approval to continue.

After a couple of minutes he started lubricating and I could see that it was getting easier for his hands to slide up-and-down over the flaring head of his very hard cock. I decided to take  a bold step.  I reached out at gently took his hands off of his cock and replaced them with my own.

I could tell by his eyes that he was quite surprised by my actions, but he never said a word.  I knew  from reading Forum magazine that the head of the penis and the circumcision scar  are the most sensitive areas on a man's body.  So those  were the places I began to gently rub and caress with my fingers as I told Junior what a beautiful penis he had.  I continued rubbing his cock head with one hand while I stimulated his circumcision scar with my other hand.  I could tell that what I was doing felt good by the general moans that were escaping from Junior.  My enjoyment and manipulation of this beautiful circumcised cock went on for several delicious minutes until Juniors body tensed  and there was a sharp intake of breath.

He arched his back and buttocks almost lifting off the bed and I could feel the beginning of his orgasm as his penis began the throb beneath my hands.  His semen began shooting up the end of his penis and splashing down on Juniors chest, sheets, and my hands.

Being a nurse I was not startled by bodily fluids.  So I continued rubbing Juniors cock with my semen soaked hands.  Although I lightened up my touch since I knew his penis would be extra  sensitive having just achieved orgasm.  I continued rubbing for another couple of minutes until Junior finally asked me to stop.  I was reluctant to let go of this gorgeous cock.  The cock I had not seen for years.   I went into the bathroom and grabbed a hand towel which I tossed to Junior.  Junior began to wipe his come off the sheets and tossed the towel to me so I could clean my hands.  

We talked about girls and sex and how hard it was to have adult sexual drives and yet not have the freedom to explore sex as adults do.  Junior finally asked me if I was going to tell  mom and dad about me catching him masturbating.  I assured him I would not tell, as I was on his side.

I assured him I would never betray his confidence.  Besides, I went on, mom and dad probably masturbate all the time themselves.  This got Juniors attention, and he asked the second time how women masturbated?.

I explained that we were fortunate in that there were several areas we can touch that lead to orgasm, but that the most common way for a woman to climax was through stimulation her clitoris.  I explained to Junior that in the womb up until a certain age boys and girls look identical and in fact have common sex organs.  Then as the baby gets older, in the boy the penis is formed if the baby is a girl the same sex organ turns into clitoris.  I explained that the clitoris on females was very similar to a tiny uncircumcised male penis.  This discussion of sex after jacking my brother off to orgasm had brought me to a high-level of arousal.  Even though I was reluctant to expose myself to Junior, my panties were soaked.  Junior finally asked me the inevitable question, “Do you masturbate?”

I got off his bed and locked his bedroom door,  Then I lay down on the bed beside him.   I nervously pulled up my skirt, and slid down my panties exposing myself to Juniors bulging eyes!  I then separated the lips of my vulva, and told him to take a look as I pointed to my clitoris with my index finger.  I told Junior to keep watching, and as I began rubbing my clit back and forth pressing on the thick hood which covered my sensitive organ.

I stopped rubbing my clit, and grabbing Juniors hand, I showed him where to stick two fingers in to  my hot, moist vagina.  This felt marvelous as his long, thick fingers slid inside me.  I told him to move his hand back and forth, slowly sliding in out as I continued rubbing my clit with my right hand.  Junior did as he was told without saying a word.  The sensations between my vagina and my clit were marvelous.  I rubbed and tweaked, while Junior’s tireless fingers prodded my pussy.  I was really in no rush for these marvelous sensations to end.  Eventually to felt the tingling sensations building inside of me that triggered the beginning of my orgasm. Soon my orgasm washed over me, like a giant wave of sensation tossing me wherever it wanted.  I lightened up on the pressure on my clit, but kept rubbing.  I knew my clit would get super sensitive, but I needed to keep rubbing so as to extend the orgasm as long as possible.  Eventually the delicious sensations subsided, and I collapsed, limply onto Junior’s bed.  In the distance of my mind, I heard Junior murmur, “Wow!”  To weak to answer, I mentally agreed with him!

Part Seven

This experience change my relationship with my brother forever.  The next day was Sunday and late that afternoon I drove back to my apartment to prepare for the next day's work.  After graduating from nursing school, I had gone to work for a community hospital about 50 miles from my hometown.  This gave me liberty of being far enough away from home that I didn’t see my family every couple of days, while still being close enough that if I wanted to, I could drive home in about an hour. On Sunday before I left to drive home, I had a conversation with Junior in which we discussed him visiting me from time to time.

A couple of weeks later, my parents phoned to inform me that they were driving out of town that weekend to visit one of my dad's distant relatives who had become very ill. Mom asked if she could impose on me to watch Junior for the weekend.  I readily agreed, and Junior bless him pretended to be put out that he was going to be watched by his big sister for the weekend.  Friday evening came, and there was a knock on my door as the folks came long enough to thank me for me for watching my brother.  They dropped off some clothing, and Junior, before taking off for their long drive.  I ordered a delivery pizza, and we chatted and drank lite beer with our pizza.

In preparation for Juniors visit, I had rented some adults videos. The first video featured an orgy where five or six couples swapped partners having sex every way imaginable.  We watched this in the living room, and it wasn’t long before Junior I were both totally aroused.  I could tell Junior was hot, by the pronounced bulge in his jeans.  Soon we were both naked.  We were both anxious to continue where we had left off Thanksgiving weekend.

Junior asked if I would teach him more about female anatomy, and I readily agreed as I lay on the floor shamelessly, with my legs spread wider part, Junior tenderly poked and prodded around my vulva asking questions about what this was or what that was.  He quickly learned to spot my clitoris, my urethra, and to differentiate between my vagina and anus.  Turnabout was fair play, so I had Junior lay down with his erection standing up proudly above him.  I explored his testicles gently finding out which areas caused him most enjoyment and then began studying his prize, that beautiful cock and I had watched the doctor circumcise some years before.  I was no virgin, and I had had a few sex partners during and after college.  All them, thankfully, were circumcised, and I knew from talking with all them that be penile shaft skin from circumcision scar down was not very sensitive.  It behaved pretty much like normal skin cells anyplace else on the body.

For most the sensitivity started with the circumcision scar which could be highly sensitive up to the coronal sulcus and the glands itself.  Junior really had a great looking cock.  While not terribly long, the head flared up from the shaft.  The head had an almost leathery texture when flaccid, but where erect became smooth and dark purple because of the infusion of blood.  I began very lightly running my hands up-and-down all over Juniors cock.  As he began to lubricate I rubbed as much lubricant as possible into the head of his penis.  Not only did we both enjoy this thoroughly, but lubricating Juniors glans also seemed to increase his level sensitivity.  By this time we were both ignoring the movie, and I decided it was time to take things up the next level.  I squatted over Juniors cock with my pussy right above his face and proceeded to take his firm young cock into my mouth.  There was a sharp intake a breath which indicated that Junior was pleased by what I was doing.  I continued suctioning with my mouth, while giving him a close-up view of my pussy.  It didn’t take too long for him to erupt!  And climax he did.  Darwin must have had teenagers in mind when he discussed survival of the fittest, because Junior came hard enough, and with enough volume to populate a small village.  I sucked him dry, then let his shriveling cock “pop” out of my mouth.  All he could gasp was, “Oh My God!”
I was ready for some serious sexual attention now.  But that’s another story!
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