Malaysia: Manhood, Seduction and Enslavement.

by Tom Macalastair

My grandparents gave me some money on condition that I use it to travel during the university Summer vacation. So I bought a open-dated long-haul air-ticket to Malaysia, leaving London in early June, as soon as my exams finished, with the intention of returning via Thailand and India. I checked in with time to spare and settled to wait in the departure lounge. After a while a young Malay man about my own age sat next to me. He introduced himself as Ibrahim bin Sultan Salim al Sabah. Soon he asked me about my travel plans, and when I replied that they were flexible, he started to tell me about the many places I could visit in Malaysia. We seemed to get on well, and before the flight was eventually called, he insisted (despite my protests) on upgrading my flight to business class so that we could sit next to each other on the flight.


He was a medical student returning home on holiday, and it was not long before he volunteered that his younger brothers were to be circumcised after a major ceremony at the end of the week. “Are you circumcised?” he asked me. His question took me aback in its directness, and I blushed as I replied, “No, I’m not.” “No, not many of the British are, but it is surprising how many requests we get in the hospital for circumcision from students and young men.”


Towards the end of the flight he asked where I planned to stay, and when I said that I would take a taxi into town and find one of the places recommended by the Rough Guide, he insisted that I come home and stay with his family. “We have plenty of room for guests”, he said, when I protested that it might not be convenient.


Once we had landed, reclaimed our baggage and passed through passport and customs inspections, Ibrahim was met by a uniformed chauffeur, who greeted him respectfully and loaded his luggage into a large car. My backpack was lost in the cavernous luggage compartment, and I began to suspect that Ibrahim’s claim that “We have plenty of room” might well be truer than I first thought. 


As we drove from the airport I could see that in the residential areas most of the houses were the traditional single-storied bungalows with high thatched roofs and wide verandas, but I could also see the sunset catching the concrete sky-scrapers of the city centre. Then we arrived at a dockside, where we got out and boarded a powerful motorboat. The driver transferred our baggage and the boat set off. A fast 40 minutes later we approached the coast of a large island, turned in to a hidden bay, and tied up at a smart jetty where Ibrahim was greeted by saluting soldiers. A limousine took us through the town to ornate gates. The window beside Ibrahim silently slid down, a uniformed officer saluted, and bowed to talk to Ibrahim. My name was mentioned, and we drove on more slowly. 


“I have told him that you will be staying in one of the guest rooms.” Almost at once we halted outside a large building in traditional style, and a uniformed servant approached the car. The driver opened the door beside my seat. Ibrahim told me: “They will look after you here in the guest-house. If there is anything you want, just ask. I must go and meet my family now, but I will call for you in the morning, and I’ll show you our magnificent island. Sleep well, my friend.”


It was beginning to dawn on me that my new friend Ibrahim was a man of consequence. Then I remembered the name he had used to introduce himself. My limited knowledge of Arabic was enough to tell me that this meant “Ibrahim son of Sultan Salim the Seventh”, and the significance of this was evident in the lavish welcome I received as I entered the building. I was shown to a bedroom by a butler, who offered to have my travel-creased clothes laundered and pointed to a sarong (waist-cloth) and smartly-pressed shirt laid out on the bed for me to wear instead. I was offered a cold meal, but we had eaten on the plane and I was so tired from the journey that all I really wanted was to sleep.


Ibrahim called for me next morning, as dawn was breaking. “Come. I’ll take you to our bath-house. Just wear a sarong and shirt.” Still half asleep, I did as he told me. We walked a short way through extensive gardens to a large building with a domed roof and a facade elaborately decorated in blue and green geometric patterns. “It is built at the edge of the palace grounds and near the mosque, so that the public can also use it before they pray. You know that Muslims have to pray five times a day, and we must wash before we pray. So both the mosque and the bath-house are acts of charity by my father to the people.”


As we entered by a guarded doorway, we saw the courtyard with its fountains, and taps at which men were washing their faces, hands and feet before prayers. “There is a separate bath house for the women at the other side of the mosque. I have already said my morning prayers, so we’ll go straight into the bath-house here. The full treatment is marvellous for the aches and pains after a long flight.”


We entered a sort of locker-room, and Ibrahim stripped off. “In a Turkish hamam you have to wear a loin-cloth all the time. But here in our bath-house we have the custom that before Allah, no man is greater than another, so we have no need for clothes to mark social distinctions. The only exceptions are the old eunuchs, who have worked here since my grandfather’s time. Obviously they are less than the rest of us, and so they wear a loin-cloth.” With a hint as strong as that, it took me only a moment to remove my sandals and my two garments and hand them to the attendant. From what I knew of Islamic insistence on ‘modesty’, even to the point of making women wear a head-scarf or cover themselves from head to foot in a burka, this theological line surprised me - at least until I got to know Ibrahim better.


He led the way past some latrine cubicles, which I did not need to use just then, to the shower room. As we showered together, I noticed him looking me over appreciatively, and I returned the compliment, taking in his slim, brown, muscular physique, his dark pubic hair, and his short fat penis with its bare and well-developed glans - but, curiously, no sign of a circumcision scar that I could see. 

When we had showered, Ibrahim led me on to another room, obviously a barbers’ shop. We each sat in a chair, and again Ibrahim gave instructions. The barber started by cutting my hair, shaping it, as I could see in the mirror, to a neat and short but tidy style. When he had finished, as I thought, he showed me how it looked at the back, and I nodded my approval. But as I started to get out of the chair he restrained me, and produced a cut-throat razor. He lathered my face, and gave me the closest shave I have ever experienced, removing the stubble which I had allowed to sprout. 


When he had finished and wiped away the remaining lather, he helped me from the chair, then led me to a stone slab covered with scrubbed pine duck-boards and got me to lie on it. Ibrahim called across to me: “Don’t worry. He’s going to shave the rest of you. You’ll find it feels really clean.” 


It was a strange feeling to have a man working over my body, lathering and shaving every inch of it, moving my arms up above my head so that he could shave my arm-pits, then on down to my pubic hair, moving my penis from side to side as every hair was removed, then drawing up my scrotum and angling it carefully to present it in the most advantageous way to his smoothly-moving razor. At this point my blood ran cold at the thought of what might happen if his hand slipped. I had no desire to become entitled to wear trousers in this bath-house! On he worked, down my legs, then turned me over to work down my back before parting my legs to shave between my buttocks. and the parts of my scrotum he had not reached from the front. 


When he had finished, he produced a bottle of after-shave lotion, with which he drenched me. Immediately my skin tingled all over. As I stood up, still smarting from this treatment, the barber used his hand-mirror to show off the effects of what he had done. It was a decade and more since I had last looked like this, ‘as smooth as a baby’s bottom’. As I admired myself in the mirror, it struck me how much larger my penis looked, no longer half buried in its bush of pubic hair. 


I waited until Ibrahim finished receiving the same thorough treatment. As I did so, I studied his genitals carefully, revealed as mine had been in their full glory. Now I could see that he had a clear circumcision scar-line, marked by a sharp colour-change from pink to brown, but unusually it was located very close to the base of his penis, where it had been well-covered by pubic hair when I had looked before, as we showered together. I was fascinated to see such a high-placed scar. All the circumcised penises I had seen hitherto (and there had not been many of them), had a scar-line somewhere near the edge of the glans.



From the barber’s, he led me through a doorway into the heated bath area.


This was magnificent. Tiled walls were roofed by a dome with windows at its base which illuminated the whole space. In the middle a circular raised and heated slab was surrounded by a wide walk-way. Off this opened a series of rooms, of which the barber’s was one. Ibrahim led the way onto the heated platform, where there were already several men lounging. I noticed that they greeted Ibrahim respectfully and made space for him. When they looked at me, it was with frank and searching curiosity.


After lying on the heated marble for some time, gently dripping sweat, two masseurs approached, each large, well-muscled, and spectacularly well endowed. Ibrahim spoke briefly to them, and they launched vigorously to work. The first thing mine did to me was to soap me all over and scrub me with a special rough glove. 


My session with him lasted almost half an hour, during which I was rubbed, pummelled, bent, stretched, twisted and tenderised, and I discovered more muscles than I had ever dreamt I might have. At ‘half-time’ my masseur turned me onto my back. As he saw my foreskin, he commented, “Not good. When you have finished here, you should go and see the circumciser. He will do a very good job for you. It will make you a much more powerful man, very good with the ladies!” 


As I lay there, submitting myself to his vigorous attentions, I could see a steady procession of men and boys passing to and fro, entering the side rooms, pausing to converse with their friends or wait their turn with the masseur - which gave them plenty of time to watch me being worked on, and to stare at my genitals, blatantly on display as they were. Several of the men fell into conversation with ‘my’ masseur, and sunnet was one of the words that figured frequently in these conversations. Ibrahim commented after a while: “They are saying that you should be circumcised and that you should see the circumciser. I agree, but I think you should first come to the big ceremony tomorrow.”


“What happens tomorrow?” I asked. 

“Friday is the most auspicious day. Tomorrow my brothers will be circumcised. The custom is that many boys are also circumcised on the same day. My father pays the circumcisers, so that the fathers of poor families do not have to. It is another charitable act by my father.”


When the masseurs had finished by rinsing us down repeatedly in alternately cool and warm douches of water, we thanked them, and Ibrahim suggested that we relax in the cool for a bit - a suggestion to which I quickly agreed, so we went and sat on one of the benches around the walls in the cool room. 


Ibrahim called to a young boy standing by a counter, and he brought us each a cup of hot mint tea, setting it down beside us. As he did so, of course he presented me with an excellent view of a penis well grown for a boy aged about 12, ending in a little cluster of foreskin and fronting a pair of well developed testicles in a scrotum on which there were already a few wispy hairs. 


Ibrahim thanked him for the tea, and exchanged some conversation with him. “I asked him whether he would be going to the circumciser tomorrow. He told me that his father is only a poor tea-seller, so he has not been to the circumciser before, but now he has the chance on Friday, thanks be to the Sultan. My father does much good for the poor people.” Later another boy was summoned to bring some Turkish Delight to us. A similar conversation followed, but Ibrahim told me that the boy had answered that his father had said he was too young still, because he had not yet finished learning to read the Koran. Ibrahim had asked how much more he had to learn and had offered to help him - a gesture in which I detected an ulterior motive!


As we sat, I could observe the men and boys who passed on their way to the various purveyors of goods and services in the complex building. All the men were circumcised, some of them in the same style that I had observed on Ibrahim and some with the scar-line much lower down towards their glans rim.  I really was the odd man out, the only adult male still with a foreskin. This was the reverse of what I was used to: in the changing rooms at home, it was rare to see anyone without a foreskin. 

Some were as clean shaven as I now was, while others had kept their public hair. Moustaches were quite common, but there were very few beards. The Taliban in Afghanistan had made it a religious offence not to have a beard, but here fewer men could manage a decent beard and most were clean shaven. 

After half an hour cooling off, he said “Now come with me. I will give you a special present.” He took me along to another booth, where perfumes, after-shaves, lotions, shampoos and creams were sold. On the way we passed a stall with a huge display of body-jewellery. Its proprietor beckoned me over and told me that he did “all sorts of painless piercings. You want a nice ear-ring? Or a hafada?” Ibrahim disposed of him with a brusque, “Later, perhaps”, and swept me along to the perfume stall. He asked my opinion of several different after-shaves, and when he found one that I liked, he asked for a set, packed in its own toilet-bag, and signed the bill for the embarrassingly large cost. Again I protested, but Ibrahim brushed my comments aside. “I am giving it to you as my friend. Here we do not reject a present given in friendship.” Then we made our way back to the locker-room, dressed, and I applied the after-shav ehe had given me.

-o0o-

Ibrahim returned with me to the guest house, where we were served a late breakfast. After we had eaten, he said he had something very important to tell me and took me to my bedroom, locking the door after we entered.

He sat on the bed and motioned to me to do the same. “When we were in the bath-house, I could see that you still have your foreskin, and in fact you seem to have what we call phimosis. I have brought you in here so that I can look at it properly. Just undo your sarong and lie back.” I was embarrassed, but did as he told me.

The first thing he did was to try and push back my foreskin. “Can’t you get that foreskin any further back?” he asked, having pushed it until I squirmed in discomfort. “No. I’ve never been able to see more than just a glimpse of my cock-head. Leave it, please. It hurts when you try to push it back like that.” 


But he continued to play with it, pulling and pushing it until my penis was bone-hard. Then, without a moment’s warning but with tremendous force, he stripped my foreskin right down my penis, said “Look: there’s your glans,” and, almost immediately, brought it back to cover the head gain. The sharp pain as he did this made me cry out: it felt as though my skin was being torn apart. But the pain was mixed with a powerful feeling of sexual excitement. As I cried out, Ibrahim moved swiftly to cover my mouth with his, and I felt his tongue probing my lips until I let it in. His kiss lingered until he could feel me no longer squirm from the pain of my penis, and yield instead to the stimulation of his caress. 


Then we parted, with my mind in a whirl. I had thought myself immune to the attractions of other men, so this was a completely new experience. I was still a virgin: at school I had worked hard for exams and led a busy sports life, which I continued in the first year of university. I had not allowed myself time for a sexual relationship. But I had always thought of myself as heterosexual, and found the friendship of girls pleasant, if sometimes puzzling. Like about two of every three university ‘freshers’, I did not ‘get lucky’ that year. Now I had to admit to myself that Ibrahim’s advances had a powerful effect on me.


We both had majestic erections, and there was a burning sensation in the tip of my foreskin. Ibrahim fetched some cream from the shower room, made me apply it to his penis, and showed me how to massage it. I fumbled a bit initially, but soon worked up the rhythm he wanted, until he ‘came’ with a jet of semen that reached the far wall. “Clear that up,” he said, “while I take a shower” – obviously he was a man used to giving orders to servants. He dried, dressed, and then said, “We shall have to get that phimosis seen to, but I’m too busy at present with all the Circumcision Festival. I’ll see you again tomorrow morning, anyway.” With that he left. I cleaned up the trail of his spunk, then applied some of the hand-cream to my poor sore foreskin.  This was a turn of events which left me confused.


At mid-day he was back, offering to take me sight-seeing in the afternoon. He apologised for having hurt me, and offered to check “if there was any real damage.” Once again he soon had me erect, then jerked my foreskin clear of my cock-head – this time continuing the pressure until he had bared the furrow round its rim. This was filled with a whitish substance. He brought a moist tissue from the bathroom and wiped away the smegma which lay trapped there. “This is yet another good reason for circumcision. When it has been done, you will be much cleaner. You know our circumcisers tell small boys, ‘Keep still now. I will just make it clean for you.’ But we mustn’t run the risk of paraphimosis. That is when a foreskin gets trapped behind the glans and cuts off the circulation to it.” My ‘glans’, as he called it, had swollen, and he only managed to pull my foreskin forward to cover it with great difficulty –once again I suffered the painful thrill of his attention. 

“Now show me how you give yourself pleasure, with such a foreskin still on your penis.” I showed him how I stimulated the glans by mannipulating the foreskin over it, taking care not to pull it back in the painful way that he had done. “Do you really get pleasure from that?” he asked me.

We moved to the dinding room where were served a lunch of deliciously varied flavours by the staff of the guest-house. As they cleared the table we talked over coffee, then they left us alone. Soon Ibrahim suggested a nap, “as we are both jet-lagged”, and led me back to my guest-room. Instead of leaving me, as I had hoped, he came in. He stripped off his shirt, and suggested that I’d be cooler without mine too. Sitting on the edge of the broad bed, he pulled me onto it, and soon our sarongs fell off us.


“Tom, I have wanted you since I first sat beside you in the airport in London. Don’t protest: just lie still while I enslave you with my eyes. When I saw you naked in the hamam, I wanted you then, but of course we could do nothing in such a public place.” In a moment he was kissing me, his tongue pressing deep into my mouth, then nibbling my nipples, before moving downwards to my penis and scrotum. Part of me wanted to reject these homosexual advances, but at the same time I found them arousing. He continued to play with, kiss and caress my erection, stimulating me while taking care not to bring me off. Soon I was doing the same for him. He started to suck the tip of my foreskin between his lips, and then I felt his teeth nipping its end, and asked him to stop it. “Enjoy it while you still have it”, he said, continuing to play with it with his fingers. “This is what I like, to play with a foreskin that I know is doomed soon to the circumciser’s knife. Soon it will look like this”, and suddenly once again he had stripped my foreskin back to the root of my penis. 


Again I felt the painful thrill as he did so. This time he kept my glans bare, and for the first time in my life I could study what so far had been my most private possession. I had felt naked this morning in the bath-house, but now, as the air played over my glans, I felt even more bare and vulnerable. I showed him how I rubbed the underside of my penis for stimulation. When he took over it felt strange, but soon I was enjoying it, and it was not long before he brought me off, neatly catching my ejaculation in another tissue. He, too, had to show me how to pleasure him by gripping his penis-shaft firmly and moving the shaft skin up and down so as to stimulate the edge of his corona. “You’ll have to learn to masturbate like this for yourself, after you are circumcised.” He urged me to work even harder, and then suddenly tensed and gasped, before shooting a large load of spunk onto his broad and muscular stomach. We lay together panting, then I wiped his stomach and we dozed beside each other.


I woke to find Ibrahim again exploring my foreskin, staring at it intently as he manipulated it over my erecting penis. “Let me see that bare glans again,” I breathed to him. Once again his nimble hands denuded my most private part. Each time he did so, it was less painful, and I came closer to accepting that circumcision would be the improvement I really wanted. “We two are the only ones ever to have seen this”, he murmured to me, “but soon  it will be bared to all the world, and you will become a real man…. Heavens, is that the time. I must go to my father, to help him make the final arrangements for the ceremonies tomorrow. You rest here, and enjoy your meal this evening. There will be other guests in the house here. Just introduce yourself. Tomorrow morning I will send a servant to guide you to the room of ceremonies in the palace. He will come at 6:00. Be ready for him please. I will see you there. Until then, remember the pleasure we have had together. Goodbye, Tom.”

-o0o-


I spent the rest of the day luxuriating in my palatial surroundings. At dawn on Friday I was guided to the room of ceremonies, joining a group of dignitaries, all men. Ibrahim entered, followed by his father the Sultan, to whom we all bowed respectfully while he moved to his seat in the centre. Three seats facing him remained empty, to which three boys aged about 12 or 13 were escorted. First an attendants sat in each of the seats, while the three boys stood respectfully in front of their father, who questioned each of them in turn. My neighbour whispered to me: “The Sultan is asking them if they have completed their reading of the Koran, and if they are ready to be circumcised. Of course this is a formality, as they know the answers they must give.” 


Then the boys turned and went towards their attendants, who helped them remove their capes and sarongs. Now naked, each sat on the lap of his attendant, who got him to bring his thighs up to his chest. The attendant passed his hands under the boy’s knees and took hold of the boy’s wrists. Once this position had been achieved, the attendant tightened his grip, immobilising the boy while parting his thighs to give the circumciser, and all the rest of us, a good view of his genitals. 


Beginning with the tallest of the three, the surgeon bent to his task. First he probed the space between foreskin and glans, and spent some time moving the probe around until it was clear that the boy’s glans and foreskin were completely separated. The boy grimaced, and clearly found this process painful. By the time the circumciser had finished, the boy also had a firm erection. Then the circumciser gripped the shaft-skin of the penis, drew it very firmly forward, and applied a clamp to this extended skin, beyond the end of the glans, tightening the clamp once it was placed satisfactorily. Raising his knife in a theatrical gesture, he called out “Allahu akhbar” and swiftly drew the knife across to amputate all the skin held by the clamp. The boy wriggled so the attendant tightened his grip, while the circumciser (the Tok Mudim, I was told his title was) manipulated the inner skin still covering the glans to push it back to cover the raw area of shaft. I was interested to see that the cut edge extended back almost to the base of the boy’s penis shaft. Once the circumciser was satisfied that all was in place, he inserted a stitch to align the frenal line underneath, with a second stitch in the middle on top, then applied a bandage to cover the whole of the lad’s penis shaft while leaving the glans protruding and bare. The attendant relaxed his grip, enfolded the lad in a new white cloak, and murmured encouraging words to him.


While the circumciser was working on the lad, I could feel my own penis erecting. Looking down surreptitiously, there was an obvious bulge in my sarong. I had not felt so embarrassed since the uncontrollable erections of puberty! But then, glancing around the room, it became obvious by the way that most of the onlookers were ‘adjusting’ their sarongs that they were as turned-on by the proceedings as I was.


The other two boys, who had watched the attention given to their bigger brother with mounting anxiety, were soon subjected to the same treatment themselves. When all three had been cut, the Sultan came forward, thanked the Tok Mudim, and congratulated his three sons on their bravery and on coming to the status of full members of the congregation and of society. He gave each a present, which they eagerly unwrapped.


Then he turned to address the guests, telling us that these three boys were among the first of very many boys and men who would make a similar transition that day. “We all have the important charitable duty to ensure that the hallowed religious tradition of circumcision, handed down to us by the prophet Mohammed, peace be upon him, is continued in our society, not only for our own sons but also for the guests among us and for our servants.” We were then invited to drink a toast in fruit-juice. The Sultan circulated among his guests. As he came towards me, Ibrahim moved to introduce me as the guest whom he had met on the plane. “Welcome, Tom. I am pleased that Ibrahim has looked after you, and has arranged our hospitality for you. You must stay as our guest as long as you like. Ibrahim will make sure that all goes well.” “You are most generous, Sir”, was the only thing I could say.


Ibrahim signalled me to follow him as he went into the adjoining room, where each of his three brothers sat on a highly decorated bed, thanking the visitors who filed past them with gifts of money, clothes, or electronic toys. Each wore the shiny new wrist-watch which had been his father’s gift. For lads who had had most of the skin sliced from their penises only half an hour earlier, they were remarkably cheerful. Ibrahim explained that one was his true brother and the other two were half brothers, the sons of his father’s second and third wives, which accounted for the similarity in their ages. 


Making it clear that I should follow, he led me into a passageway, then pulled me into one of the doorways leading from it, and locked the door behind us. “I saw your erection in there,” he said, as he slipped off my and his sarongs, to reveal the short but hard erection of his own. He pushed me onto a couch, and quickly worked on my foreskin – still sore from the previous day – manipulating  it rapidly until I climaxed. Then it became obvious why I had had “first go”: he wanted me to masturbate him using my ejaculate as lubricant. He was clearly highly aroused by the ceremony we had witnessed, so it was only a few moments before he also climaxed.

As we cleaned ourselves up at the wash-basin in the corner, Ibrahim told me that his duties for the morning included making visits on his father’s behalf to many of the locations where charitable circumcisions were being done, and he suggested that I accompany him. I had taken little interest in circumcision at home, but the last couple of days had changed that completely, and I agreed enthusiastically.

-o0o-


We drove in Ibrahim’s open-topped sports car. Our first stop was at a marquee pitched in a small dusty park in what was obviously one of the poorest parts of the island. As he approached, people clapped and stood aside for him. Inside, the marquee was divided by cloth partitions into a waiting area, a middle section where operations were done, and a post-operative area where the young patients sat on benches to recover. The waiting area was full and a waiting line extended well into the park, some fathers with their sons, but also many boys unaccompanied. Though mostly aged about 12, they ranged in age from six or seven up to lads clearly well into puberty, since some had downy moustaches. Some looked anxious and unhappy, but most were chattering and giggling among themselves. The front bench defined the head of the queue. Two men were organising the patients: when a patient went into the operating area, the rest moved up, and another boy dropped his shorts, placed them on the vacant space on the bench and sat down. Many of the boys, especially near the head of the queue, had firm erections and were pulling at their foreskins unashamedly, some with anxious expressions. Far from checking this behaviour, the marshalls at the head of the queue viewed it with interest.


We moved into the operating area. The one circumciser was working away steadily, flanked by boxes of sterile supplies and a steaming autoclave. His next patient, a boy of about 14, was led in. He immediately took his place on the bed. Two attendants spread his knees and tucked his ankles behind a cross-bar, then got him to lie back and held him firmly by the knees and shoulders. The operator lost no time, but quickly got to work with the probe, a swab, and then the clamp was quickly adjusted and tightened, the scalpel flashed, and the cutter took up the fiddly task of turning back the inner skin and spreading it to cover the denuded penis shaft. The newly amputated foreskin went into a large jar of fluid, already half full of foreskins. The lad was released, helped to his feet and, walking bandy-legged, was led by one of the attendants to sit in the recovery area, on the edge of a bench so that the blood that dripped from his newly cut penis could fall onto the saw-dust that had been spread to catch it. As he sat down he grinned broadly to the boy next to him, who nodded back somewhat wanly.


The patient who followed was very much younger, only about six, and obviously terrified. He was led in by an attendant who picked him up from behind and gripped him to his chest. Another attendant moved behind the first one, gripped both the patient’s ankles and pulled them backwards until the boy was immobilised. As the circumciser began his work, the boy’s whimpers became almost hysterical, and when the scalpel flashed, the boy screamed, a sound that clearly added to the anxiety on the faces of the boys near the head of the queue, though all of them remained in their seats. The young boy was quietened with a large lollipop, while the operator finished the task of turning back the inner foreskin over the penis shaft. He was carried to the recovery bench, where the bigger boy who had preceded him put an arm around him and helped to calm him. In the middle of the recovery area, an attendant was briskly and expertly bandaging the circumcised penises, and at the exit door another was checking to see that the bleeding had stopped before ensuring that their sarongs or shorts were properly fastened. It all looked very efficient, but clearly the one operator would be kept busy all day at least. Ibrahim complemented the circumciser and his attendants on their efficiency, then we returned to the car. “The jar of foreskins is important, because they are paid a flat fee for each circumcision,” I was told.


That morning we visited six circumcision centres. All were organised on broadly similar lines, although the premises varied from school halls to marquees to suites in smart hotels. In all, there was a crowd of waiting patients, a hard-pressed surgeon, and a line of circumcised boys waiting to have their cuts dressed. As we got back into the car after the sixth of them, Ibrahim said, “It’s just amazing to see so many of those neatly cut dicks, line after line of them, all on the same day. It has made me feel really randy - and I can see from the bulge under your sarong that it has had the same effect on you. I’m taking you back to the guest-house. We should be able to relax there in private, and soon it will be time for lunch.” 


As we returned to the palace guest-house, Ibrahim led me into the bathroom and kissed me passionately. I could feel his firm erection, and my own grew in response to his passionate caresses. We stripped off our shirts and sarongs, and he pushed me down onto the marble floor. “It’s time we paid some attention to little Tommy”, he said, reaching for my throbbing penis. Again he stripped back my foreskin, but this time he strained it back with one hand while massaging my glans with his fingers, well-lubricated with bath-oil. Again I felt the sharp, tearing pain as the tight little tip of my foreskin had to accommodate the full thickness of my shaft. Although each movement of his fingers was minimal, his direct stimulation of my glans was almost more than I could bear, and after just a few seconds of agonising ecstasy, I climaxed and forcibly ejaculated onto my chest – there was much less volume than in the morning. “Well done, Tom. I want you to experience your foreskin to the full, before it is circumcised. Now bring me off.”


After we had both caught our breath, we climbed into the shower together and lathered every inch of each other with the luxuriously scented shampoo offered by the palace to its guests. Then we towelled ourselves dry, dressed in shirt, sarong and sandals, and went ravenously in search of lunch. While we ate, Ibrahim told me that later in the afternoon his duties would be more exacting than they had been during the morning. “When so many circumcisions are done as we saw this morning, inevitably there are some complications. The patients and their parents have been told to come back this afternoon if there are problems, and I must help to deal with them. If you come too, you can help me by holding the patients or passing me instruments.”


As soon as we had eaten Ibrahim drove us to one of the circumcision centres. There were three ‘complications’ patients waiting, in addition to many who still had not been cut. Ibrahim talked briefly with the circumciser, then they called in the first patient. He was clutching a blood-soaked bundle of cloth to his penis, so we laid him on the table, adjusted the light and removed the cloth and the dressing. As Ibrahim investigated carefully with a pair of forceps and a swab, we could see a blood-vessel bleeding steadily. Using fine-tipped forceps, he lifted this clear and clamped it near its end. Then he took up an instrument that looked like a small soldering iron and applied its red-hot tip to the cut end of the blood-vessel. When he removed the forceps, it was clear that the treatment had succeeded. “I’ll just look for any more problems like that”, he said, pulling the cut edges of skin aside all the way around, while the circumciser held up the boy’s glans. Several more times the cautery was applied, each time accompanied by a small puff of smoke and a singeing smell. Eventually Ibrahim was satisfied that he had stopped all the bleeders. Then he said, “I’d better put in some stitches”, and proceeded to do so. As the first one went in, the boy squawked and wriggled, so Ibrahim got us to hold him still until the job was finished. The circumciser applied another dressing. Then an attendant wiped off the blood that had clotted on his pubis and scrotum, took him to the recovery room and laid him on a bench. He gave the boy a cold drink and one of the lollipops which seemed to be the main means of pacifying the rather few boys for whom the ordeal of circumcision proved too much.


The next ‘complications’ patient, a boy of about 12, was brought in by his father, who opened a rapid and vigorous discussion with the circumciser. Ibrahim translated to me, “The father is telling the circumciser that he is useless, because he has not circumcised the boy properly.” Ibrahim intervened by asking the father to sit on a wooden upright chair, and told the boy to undress completely, which he did slowly and reluctantly. The boy was then seated on his father’s lap, his knees were pulled up to his chest, and the father passed his hands under the knees and gripped his son’s wrists - the grip which I had seen used when Ibrahim’s brothers were cut - was it only that morning? 


Ibrahim examined the boy’s penis, while the boy looked on fearfully. The glans was covered by a raw layer of inner foreskin, and the cut line of outer skin ended about half way along the boy’s glans. “He must have been erect when he was cut, but in that case you must remember to allow for it and pull the foreskin more firmly”, Ibrahim said to the circumciser. Then to the father, “Yes. Obviously this is not enough. But it cannot just be put right with a single cut, so you will have to hold the boy firmly while we do our work.” 


So saying, Ibrahim pushed back the shaft skin beyond the glans rim, took up a pair of surgical scissors and used them to trim away every bit of the inner foreskin until the glans was completely bared. This was obviously painful to the boy, especially when the frenal area was being cut. He first grimaced, then tried to wriggle, then called out in loud expressions of pain. At this the circumciser gave him a large wad of cotton dressing to bite on. Next Ibrahim drew the outer foreskin forward again, and trimmed its edge until it just reached to the edge of the glans. He inserted a stitch at back and front to keep it there, bandaged the penis firmly, then said to the boy, “That is haram now”, and to the father, “You can let him down. You were right to bring him back. But I can understand how it happened that the Tok Mudim here did not cut as much as he should.” 

The rest of the afternoon was filled with such work, the main complications being bleeding or insufficient removal of foreskin, though there were also several older youths with well-grown penises: they were given a longer, two stage operation that involved cutting away all the inner foreskin, plus stitches to join up the scar-line. Ibrahim himself did many of these, “to give the Tok Mudim a break,” though I could see that he was really enjoying the work. No anaesthetic was used: all except the youngest boys took the ordeal stoicly, and most of them rejoined their friends with a broad grin. That night my dreams were of an endless line of lads being circumcised.

-o0o-


During the following weeks, Ibrahim and I played tennis each day: we found that we were well matched, so our games went on for much of each morning. They were followed by sessions of mutual masturbation, in which he did his utmost to stretch my foreskin. In these ways Ibrahim kept me fully occupied and gave me no opportunity to take any decision of my own. When I had been there a fortnight I decided that I would pack my things and leave Ibrahim’s enveloping hospitality, even if he might think me ungrateful: I wanted to see more of the East. But when I checked in the cupboard for my back-pack, it was gone, with my passport, my air-tickets, and all my money. All that was left was a neat stack of my clean clothing, together with clean sarongs and the bag of perfumed toiletries that Ibrahim had given me. My heart sank at the realisation that I was trapped in a strange land, with Ibrahim my only friend – if that was what he was. My fate was in his hands.

Next day, the Friday when I had stayed just over two weeks, we again went for an all-over shave at the bath-house – I was glad, as the stubble had begun to itch, especially in my groin. Afterwards Ibrahim led me to a section we had not visited before. The room had a desk with an official behind it and a small crowd of men each accompanied by one or more boys. As Ibrahim approached, the crowd parted respectfully. Ibrahim asked the official whether all the cutters were booked up for the afternoon, and asked for an appointment with one of them, “For my friend here” - which came as a considerable surprise to me. Despite all the hints and comments, I had not said that I wanted to go along with the suggestion that I should be circumcised, though I must admit that the idea appealed to me, so long as there would be proper sterile conditions and sufficient anaesthetic. But now the appointment was being made for me! I started to protest, but Ibrahim brushed aside my expostulations with a simple but commanding, “It is settled. Your appointment is at 2 o’clock.

After tennis and during our pre-lunch masturbation session, Ibrahim said, “You must remember this: it is the last time that you come before you enter fully into the manhood which will be marked by your circumcision this afternoon.” My face fell, but Ibrahim embraced me. “Tom, why such a gloomy face, my friend? Today you will achieve full manhood - you should be brave and proud.”

Before I could dress, Ibrahim made me lie on the bed. “We must decide on the best style of circumcision for you, and mark you up so that it is done right when you meet the knife this afternoon. I think you should have the cut as high as possible on your shaft, like mine. That way, you’ll keep as much as possible of that super-sensitive inner skin, but lose some of the hairy shaft-skin.” So saying, he took a marking pen and skinned back my foreskin to the root of my penis, then drew a line all round it. Next he pulled it firmly forward over my glans, gripped its tip firmly, and pulled further until the whole skin was tensioned. Then he marked a second ring near the base. I was amazed at the distance between the two lines. 


“I don’t want to loose all that skin!”, I protested. He replied: “It is important to have a full circumcision. You don’t want the glans covered at all, otherwise you don’t get the benefits. Cleanliness is most important. A foreskin makes a breeding ground for bacteria, and allows an easy way in for viruses. Fungus infections also find it easy to establish themselves in such moist places, too. But circumcision keeps us both physically and spiritually clean, haram, since sinfulness is associated with the bodily secretions which become trapped under the foreskin.”


I had come to enjoy my foreskin, now that it was fully mobile, so Ibrahim’s casual mention that I was to be circumcised that aftenoon left me with a sinking feeling: suddenly the day had come. We dressed and went to sit on the guest-house verandah. Ibrahim called for long cool fruit drinks for each of us, and asked the butler to serve lunch as soon as it was ready. 


During lunch, he handed me two large brown pills, and told me to swallow them. “What are they?” I asked. “Majoum. It’s a drug that Arabian doctors have used for centuries. It helps a patient to be more ... confident.” “Well, that’s a help”, I said, swallowing them down with a large swig from my drink.


I soon began to feel slightly drowsy, with a pleasantly erotic feeling that was accompanied by an increasingly firm erection. I was surprised at another erection so soon after my pre-lunch climax. I put my drowsiness down to our tennis, and the erection to recurring thoughts of our pre-lunch sex-session.  “Now it’s time to go to the bath-house for your appointment. Come.” As I rose from the table, Ibrahim commented, “Good. I see that the majoum is having its effect on you already.” “What do you mean?” “Well, one of its effects is to encourage an erection. That’s really what I meant by increased confidence.” “OK, but does that mean that I’ll still be erect when I’m circumcised?” “Yes. The circumciser will be able to see what he is doing then.” I was lost for a reply. Again I felt that my fate was no longer in my hands, but in Ibrahim’s, as it had been since I first sat beside him on the plane – only now it did not seem to matter.


He walked me the short distance to the bath-house, and as before we handed our clothes in at the locker-room. I tried for a pee, but was so firmly erect that I produced nothing. Ibrahim led me out to the walkway and round towards the circumciser’s room, where I could see a crowd gathered, watching intently the brightly lit scene in the room. As we reached the edge of the crowd, it fell silent and I heard the devout phrase, “Allahu akhbar” which the circumcisers used just before they wielded the knife. A few moments later it was echoed loudly by his patient, and then by the crowd, and a large bearded youth was helped forward, his penis dripping blood, and led to the next room to recover.

There was a call of “Tom”, from within the room. Ibrahim pushed me forward through the crowd and, literally, into the spot-light. Unlike the sessions for the young boys, there was no bed. Two burly attendants stepped forward and led me to my place. A narrow bicycle seat was fixed by the wall, on which I was told to perch. They spread my elbows and lowered a bar to pinion them and my chest against the wall. They they spread my legs so that my knees were similarly held. I was constrained into a spread-eagled position, with all my weight supported only by the cycle seat: its pressure on my perineum intensified my erection. Immediately Leonardo da Vinci’s famous drawing to illustrate the proportions of the human body came to mind. Ibrahim, meanwhile, was talking to the circumciser. Looking beyond them I could see an eager look on the faces of the men and boys forming the crowd. None wore a stitch of clothing, as was the custom in this bath-house, and almost all were more or less erect. Most were circumcised, of course, but a group of four young men were not. Presumably they would follow me in the queue.


The circumciser was seated on a wheeled office chair, which he swivelled towards me. Ibrahim, at his side, called to me, “Courage, Tom. Soon you will be a man.” I looked down to watch intently as the circumciser started to examine my penis. He carefully noted the position of the marks, now a little blurred, which Ibrahim had drawn earlier - one right at the base of the shaft and the other near the tip of my foreskin, where it gathered just beyond the end of my glans. 

“Cut all this off?” he asked Ibrahim. 

“Yes, Tok Mudim. Then it must be sewn.” 

“Yes, Tunku.”


He took up a cotton swab in a pair of forceps and cleaned my lower stomach, my thighs, my scrotum and the shaft of my penis with a fluid which, from its smell and cooling effect, must have been alcohol. Then with a second swab he thoroughly scrubbed my foreskin and glans. Then he looked up at me and said, in excellent English, “This will take a long time, because I must work carefully so as not to cut too deeply. Tunku Ibrahim tells me that you have taken majoum. Its effect is obvious in your erection. It does not dull your feeling, but you will be able to observe what is happening as though it is happening to someone else. It reduces your will to react against pain. So you should have no difficulty standing firm. Of course, if you move while I am cutting, my knife may do great damage, so you must keep still. The two attendants are ready to assist me by holding you if you struggle - but that will be painful for you, so I do not advise it. Do you understand?” “Yes.” “Allahu akhbar.”


He pushed my foreskin up the length of my shaft, as far as it would go to the base, stretching it especially where Ibrahim had marked it, then took up a scalpel and with light quick strokes, cut neatly along the marked line, parting the skin with thumb and forefinger as he cut. When he had completed the circle, he went round again, this time pinching the skin at either side of the cut so as to grip it, then pulling firmly until it separated. From time to time he used the scalpel to deepen the cut slightly, then pulled again to part it. I observed that this process was especially painful when he was working on the underside, although he was well clear of my frenum. 


When a circular cut had been completed to his satisfaction, he pulled my foreskin forward over my glans so as to tension it on my penis shaft. Then he began on the second incision, around my penis near its root, using the same technique: cut, pull to part the skin, then cut again to part it further. He started on top, where I could see what he was doing, but then moved round until it was almost my scrotum he was cutting - this was very painfully indeed. “It is good that you have been shaved”, he said. Before long he had completed the second cut. Next he pinched up the shaft skin and attached forceps at front, back, left and right, and used these to pull the skin down the shaft, carefully dissecting away the tissue that connected it to the underlying shaft - rather like skinning an eel, I supposed. This left a pattern of veins near the surface, which he was especially careful to avoid cutting. After what seemed an age, the whole shaft was bare and the skin of my penis hung, inside-out, it seemed almost to my knees. The cutter pulled it away from me and I could see that beyond my glans it narrowed then widened to the point where he had made his first cut. Taking up his scalpel again, he severed it at this point, then used the forceps to grip this new cut edge, taking care that the lower one was attached in line with the frenum. Using the forceps, he drew what had been my inner foreskin back along the shaft of my penis and asked Ibrahim to hold the top pair of forceps against my stomach to keep this skin in place. “Because we have done it this way, the skin will be free to move on your penis shaft”, he commented.


There followed a lengthy and careful process of stitching. The first stitch to go in was underneath, to align the centre-line of the shaft skin with its counterpart at the top of my scrotum. Next a suture went in on top, where Ibrahim was holding the forceps, and tightened firmly. Two more followed, at left and right. “Good”, said Ibrahim, “That gets the alignment right. Now comes the slower bit. I have asked him to put in sutures every two millimetres, so there are lots to go in. It sounds cruel, but it really is best to do it like this, because it will be quicker to heal, and the scar should be very neat. Your erection is wilting now - that should make his task easier.”


The circumciser was obviously well practised, and the stitches went in neatly. With quick movements of hands and forceps, each was tied and cut, and he moved on to the next. I had expected him to put them in side by side, but instead, each time he went for the middle of the biggest gap. When I thought about it, I realised that this would keep the two sides from getting ‘out of step’ and building up more slack on one side than the other. The effects of the majoum were obviously wearing off, so each stab of the needle stabbed into my consciousness the realisation that this was my body that was being modified. But with each stitch I could also see the completion of the task approaching, until there seemed no space for any more. Finally the circumciser put down his forceps, pushed back his chair, and said, “You have been steady and courageous. Well done. Now you are haram, clean, and are in a fit state to be treated as a man and as a full member of the congregation and of society. Salaam aleikum.” When I replied, “Aleikum salaam”, the crowd, who had stood watching eagerly and silently, many of them fingering their own circumcision scars as they watched the circumciser at work on me, shouted loudly, “Salaam aleikum. Now he is truly a man.” Ibrahim added, “Yes, he was brave and has shown that he is a man. From now he shall be named Jamshid.”


Obviously my stoicism met with their approval. The two attendants loosened the bars that had held me and moved forward to wipe away the splashes of blood that decorated my lower stomach, my thighs and legs, and my scrotum. They tried to avoid the neat line of black stitches that marked the scar-line, but some of the alcohol solution they used ran down into it and converted the intense dull ache I felt into a stinging pain. “Careful, now”, Ibrahim called to them, and to me, “Courage. It will stop stinging in a moment. Come with me to the next room, and I’ll put on a dressing.” He led me through the crowd and stood me near a table on which were piled sealed white packets of dressings. He opened one of these, took a dressing, cut a hole in its centre, and slipped it over my penis to the base. A second one followed, and between the two he packed a ring of sterile cotton-wool. Then he took a bandage, left about half a meter of free end, and began to bandage in a figure-of-8 pattern around the base of my penis, across underneath, around my scrotum and back again. When he had used most of the bandage, he took the two free ends and tied them around my waist. The effect of this was to leave my balls and much of my penis shaft bare, and to strap my penis into an erect position, although it was now quite flaccid. 


“Try not to wet the bandage. Obviously it is easier to keep it dry when you pee with this style of circumcision than with the low style where the scar-line is close to the edge of the glans. I’ll just finish cleaning you up.” Then he led me along the walkway to the tea-shop, where we sat while mint tea and sticky sweet cakes were brought. As I sat there, I shivered and felt exhausted. The need to retain my self-control and face the ordeal of circumcision, protracted as it had been in my case, had energised me. Now that it was over, and the effect of the majoum had also worn off, I felt drained. No longer did my penis seem like someone else’s: the throbbing ache was very much mine. “You must eat and drink”, said Ibrahim, “It will revive you. Then we will dress.” As we passed the latrine I felt a powerful urge to pee, and headed for one of the urinals. Ibrahim watched the straight, narrow jet carefully and commented, “There. That’s your first pee without a foreskin to get in the way. You can aim properly now. Use a tissue to dry the last drops.” I had to agree that it was a considerable improvement.

-o0o-


At Ibrahim’s insistence, I stayed on until we both had to return to London for the start of the university term in late September. He was an attentive host, personally changing the dressing on my circumcision twice a day, though he made a torture of this by applying stinging alcohol to the pen cut n each occasion. After a week he removed all the stitches. When I commented that my regrowing pubic hair itched, we went again to the barber and he got the barber to teach me how to shave my own and Ibrahim’s pubic areas without nicking. 


To his role as host Ibrahim added that of captor and torturer, ensuring that I was available to meet his need for a sexual partner whenever he required it - which was almost every morning and evening. At first he refused me relief for the powerful erections which troubled me night and day after my circumcision, and he seemed to enjoy my discomfort. But then he enjoyed seeing how long he could prolong my stimulation before I shot my load of semen, and measuring how far it reached. He told me his father wanted him married, but Ibrahim had persuaded him to let him wait until he had finished his medical studies in London. 


Ibrahim told me he had decided that he wanted me to share his London flat. My first thought was that this would be more expensive than my parents could possibly afford, but when he made it clear that he would not expect rent, I leapt at the chance to reduce the financial burden on them. “There is no such thing as a free flat”, however: it soon became clear to me that as well as fellow-student, my roles would include those of Ibrahim’s regular companion and sex-slave. He gave me back my passport but arranged with the local bureaucrats for me to have a second passport, in which my name appeared (in roman and Arabic script) as Jamshid ya Ibrahim bin Sultan Salim al Sabah, which looked very impressive - until he explained that ya meant “of” or “belonging to”. 


He gave me majoum several more times, and left me a supply to dip into whenever I liked. The dreamy sense of timelessness that it induced was coupled with a feeling of sexual arousal, the main symptom of which was, of course, a firm and persistent erection. As a result, I was receptive to Ibrahim, both mentally and physically, whenever he wanted me. For much of the time when he was not there, I would sit naked on my bed, dreamily admiring and gently stroking my magnificently remodelled erect penis, with its neat circumcision scar near its root, and thinking how beautiful it looked.


To further emphasise my subordinate status, three weeks after my circumcision and with two months remaining before we would return to London, he took me to the bath-house piercer and had me fitted with rings in both nipples. The piercer massaged each nipple until it stood erect. Then he carefully marked the point at each side where the piercing was to be made, using a calliper gauge to ensure symmetry. Then he stood back to check the placing. When he was satisfied he took up the frighteningly large needle. I was surprised how sensitive my nipple was: the needle pushing through was an agony which was prolonged by the fiddly process of following it through with the ring, and then fitting the closure ball to keep it in place. This was far more painful than circumcision, especially as I knew what to expect of the second one. They took months to heal fully.


Two weeks later, hafada rings were inserted at the top of my scrotum on each side, and a fortnight after that the underside of my glans was pierced for a Prince Albert ring. Lastly, he had a guiche ring inserted under my scrotum at the back. 


At each of these piercing sessions, Ibrahim closely supervised their placing, and chose the size of the ring that he wanted to be inserted. While the piercing was being done, Ibrahim watched every wince of my face with sadistic pleasure, as had done during my circumcision. Each stainless steel ring was 3 mm thick, and so stiff that it required a special tool to spring it apart sufficiently for the closure ball to be slipped into place. Obviously he intended that I should not be able to remove them. After each piercing session, he would then take me into one of the steam rooms for a passionate and powerful sex session. It was clear that he ‘got off’ on seeing me submit to his will - and I have to admit that the physical pain I felt was mixed increasingly with a thrill of sexual pleasure. He took meticulous care to examine first my circumcision and then each of the piercings as they healed, washing them with a mild antiseptic solution, and moving each ring through the piercing to make sure that the hole was kept clean.


When the piercings were healed, I again saw his sadistic side. After a sex session, he used a padlock to link together the guiche and Prince Albert piercings. This compelled me to sit down to urinate. But more importantly to him, it prevented me from masturbating and it gave him complete control over my sexual behaviour. In consequence, I would have to beg and plead with him to undo the lock, and he would make a show of reluctance to do so: this became the essential foreplay in our sexual relationship.


Most people would say that three month’s free holiday in an Eastern palace and the use of a rent-free flat in London are a far cry from slavery. But in the palace my choices and movements were entirely at Ibrahim’s whim, even to the point of having had my penis reshaped according to his ideals and my body pierced for the rings of his choice. But most of all, he made me his sex-slave: by seducing me into the homosexual relationship to him, of which he was intensely jealous, he monopolised my sex-life, both mental and physical. He expected me to be available to him for sex whenever the whim took him.


Back in London we both resumed our studies. His involved long stretches of clinical experience, which gave me some respite from his demands. Ibrahim brought a large supply of majoum with him, but he kept it locked away and would only allow me some occasionally, when he knew that he would be off duty and was planning a night in to take his pleasures of me. While I could move around more freely in London than in the palace, and I got to know more of the students on my course, Ibrahim still imposed economic, sexual and psychological boundaries which tied me to him and which he expertly maintained with a subtle mixture of luxuries, incentives, blackmail and threats, and the physical constraint of the piercings and padlock. When he came to inherit his father’s throne, he would obviously make a wily and competent ruler of his many subjects. He was certain to continue his father’s charitable practice of organising and personally supervising regular circumcision festivals for the boys under his rule. His medical qualification would add further to his role in these proceedings.

Glossary
Allahu akhbar: Arabic, “God is great”.

guiche (pronounced 'geesh'): a piercing in the skin in the perineal area just behind the scrotum, in which a ring or other object is worn.

hafada: a piercing in the skin of the scrotum at the side near the base of the penis, in which a ring or bar-bell is worn, a practice of Arabian origin.
haram: (spiritually) clean.
majoum: a drug with mildly soporific and aphrodisiac effects.

Prince Albert: a piercing from the underside of the glans into the urethra, and the ring that is worn in it.
Salaam aleikum: greeting, “Peace to you” to which the reply is Aleikum salaam, “And also to you”.
sünnet: circumcise; sünnetci: circumciser (Turkish).

Tok Mudim: Title of Malaysian circumciser.
Tunku: highly honorific Malaysian title.

© Tom Macalastair, 27/8/2002.

He placed me in a kneeling position, and bent me over forwards. Then he reached for a bottle of bath-oil, poured some into his hands, and used it to massage my buttocks, working it into the cleft between them. Then I felt his fingers exploring my anus, working their way steadily further in, reaching into my most private parts and stretching, stretching it open. “Just relax now,” he murmured, as I felt him guiding in his bone-hard penis: it felt enormous, and my sphincter tightened involuntarily and pushed it out. More lubrication, his three fingers probing and stretching, almost a tearing sensation, then another try with his penis, a steady pressure urging it in, a millimetre at a time, more insistent still, and then I could feel his glans inside me and the narrower shaft following it through - a strange mixture of unbelievably sharp pain, pleasure, and sexual stimulation to which I reacted with a flush of sweat and a further stiffening of my own penis. He began pumping his dick still deeper within me, at first slowly and then with increasing urgency until he gasped, “I’m coming. Oh, Tom, I’m coming”. I felt the warm gush of his orgasmic ejaculation deep within me, his grip relaxed, and I felt myself supporting his whole weight. He lay on me panting, then after a few moments, he withdrew, knelt beside me and turned me onto my back.

