I met the man who would later become my husband when we were both in our third year of college.  John was introduced to me by a mutual friend who thought we would make a cute couple.  I'm usually reluctant to go on blind dates, but it was early in the school year, and I wasn't seeing anyone, so it seemed like an okay idea.  He called me on a Tuesday evening and we spoke for about 45 minutes, before he asked me out the following Friday evening.  I still lived at home with my parents, while John, who was three years older, had his own apartment.  John had been in the military and was going to college on the GI Bill.  We were both attending San Diego State University, just a few miles north of the Mexico-United States border.  San Diego State is a beautiful campus with a well-deserved reputation for being a “party school”.  John was supporting himself  working so he didn’t attend as many of the parties as I did.

From the beginning John and I got along beautifully.  We had only been dating a few weeks when we had sex for the first time.  I don't normally rush into something as intimate as sex, but on a mental and emotional level we seemed to be incredibly compatible.  It just felt like the right thing to do.  It wasn't until after we had intercourse that first time that I noticed John was uncircumcised.  Emotionally I'd been so caught up in the moment of our first intimate contact that I hadn't paid that much attention to the sensations that I was getting during intercourse.

I really wasn't that sexually active.  I had been with two men prior to John, and both of them were circumcised.  I wasn't really turned off by John being uncircumcised, and my lack of reaction surprised me a little bit.  I had received sex education in the sixth grade, so I knew what circumcision was.  At the time I assumed it was done to all but a small minority of boys in the United States.  Furthermore, my father had been a hospital corpsman during the Korean War.  Last year Mom had commented to me one evening as we cleaned up from a cocktail party where she had a little too much to drink, that daddy had assisted in a number of circumcisions of men who showed up for boot camp still retaining their foreskins.  So that further reinforced my assumption, because John had been in the military, that he would have been circumcised.  Sex with John wasn't really better or worse.  Him being uncircumcised just added a different dimension that I had not experienced before.  He did have a tendency to climax sooner than my previous lovers who were both circumcised.  But unlike either of them he was a much more thoughtful and considerate lover, and we never had sexual contact that I didn't climax at least twice during the evening and sometimes more.  John was very good at stimulating me orally, and was learning through practice how to bring me to incredible orgasms by masturbating me.  So the fact that I didn't climax when we were having intercourse, while mildly frustrating, was not that big a problem.  I think it bothered him much more than it bothered me.  But I didn't find that out right away.

Later after we had been dating for about five months I discovered that the reason he was frustrated by his inability to bring me to orgasm through intercourse was largely because in all the pornographic novels he had read, while aboard ship,  the man and woman always climaxed simultaneously.  And since he hadn't had that much sexual experienced before going into the military he really had no way of knowing that the vast majority of women do not achieve a climax strictly through sexual intercourse.  I explained to him that what we needed to do was take a lot more time to kiss and cuddle before intercourse.  I also told him that he needed to stimulate my clitoris for several minutes before entering me.  Although I loved stroking and rubbing his rock hard penis, I would intentionally limit myself to stroking his back, his neck and his testicles so that he was not overly close to orgasm at the time he entered me.  This seemed to work fairly well.  I wasn't able to climax this way every time we had sex but more often than not I climaxed about the same time he did and that made both of us happy.

The oral sex with John was good.  He was always fastidiously clean.   I enjoyed being able to stroke his foreskin up-and-down over the had of his penis, and over time he learned to enjoy having me hold the foreskin back-off the tip of his penis and I would very gently stimulate his glans with my fingertips.  I never had reservations about sucking him off, as I say he was always very clean and there was never any trace of smegma.

Our school, personal lives, and sexual lives were going extremely well, and we dated throughout the rest of our junior year.  My parents liked him, and they had gotten used to me spending a lot of time over at his apartment on weekends and holidays.  The summer between our junior and senior year we decided to go to Mexico for two weeks with another couple that we hung around with from school.  It took several weeks of pleading to convince my parents, that I was going to stay in a room with Cindy, while John and Robert shared a separate room.  I think my parents probably assumed that we were having sex, but as long as I didn't throw it back in their faces they pretended not to know or care.  The day came for us to leave, and John and Robert picked up Cindy and me at my house.  We put our limited luggage into the trunk and headed south for the Mexican border.  The boys had taken the precaution of taking out special Mexican insurance so that if there was any problem with the police we'd be given a chance to call back to the states and get legal or financial help.  The trip across the border was uneventful.  Soon we were south of Tijuana driving on the state highway which runs parallel to the ocean.  The scenery was just incredible.  It was little bit like what I imagined Hawaii might look like.  About an hour south of Tijuana there was a parking lot on the right hand side of the road and we noticed a lot of people swimming and sun bathing.  We parked the car.  We were still about 75 yards from the shoreline, so even though we could tell the beach was fairly crowded we couldn't really see that much about what people were doing.  We were hot and sticky, so we all decided to go for a swim.  

All four of us had swim suits on under our shorts and tops, so we quickly stripped-down grabbed towels and suntan lotion and headed to the beach.  When we got closer Cindy and I were little startled to discover that this was apparently a clothes optional beach.  And most of the people there had opted for no clothing rather than skimpy swimsuits.  There were a few children, but we weren't sure we were ready to get naked in front of  all these strangers.  I think the boys were similarly concerned, but they tried not to show it.  

Finally Robert chimed in and said, “What the hell.  We’re all from somewhere else.  We’ll never see these people again as long as we live!”  

We continued on across the expanse of hot, pale sand until we reached the shore.  We spread our towels out, took off our swimsuits and embraced the glorious, warm Mexican sun.  Cindy and I had fairly decent figures, since we were both active in track, volleyball and basketball.  We were both in the 5 ft. 8 to 5 ft. 10 range with  average size breasts and nice flat tummies.  I had never seen Robert naked before, but a quick glance out of the corner of my eye confirmed that he was both relatively well hung, and tightly circumcised.

We ran down to the water and dove in for a refreshing swim.  After we got out, we rubbed sun tan lotion on each other. Cindy decided to walk the beach a little bit to observe and be observed.  The four for us decided to go together, so we turned right and headed north along this gorgeous stretch of beach.  By now is about two o'clock in the afternoon.  Cindy and I chatted and tried to appear totally at ease, but I could tell from the disjointed  nature of the conversation, and the way her eyes moved around under her sunglasses, that she was checking out the naked men as much as I was.  Most of the people there at the beach appeared to be Caucasians enjoying the summer holiday.  I don’t know whether the local Hispanics used a different beach, or whether they were all working, but most of the men and women appeared to be Anglos.  Almost all of the men and boys were circumcised, and I had never had a chance to see as many great-looking circumcised penises in my entire life.  Several guys were propped up on their elbows, ostensibly watching the surf, but I know they were checking out Cindy and I and others breast to bush, just like we were checking out their crotches as well.

Every once in awhile I would stop and pretended to pick up a seashell or something along the sand.  But what I was really doing was taking a closer look at some studs particularly great-looking circumcised cock.  I had even noticed, as had John, that some of the men were semi-erect making their beautiful circumcised penises even more noticeable.  John had asked me early on whether I prefer the look of the circumcised to the uncircumcised penis, and I had told him honestly that although I loved him dearly and loved having sex with him, that I was much more aroused by the look of a circumcised cock .  I love the light brown circumcision scar back on the shaft, announcing to the world that all that unnecessary skin had been cut off when he was a baby.

Some of the men had their legs together so that their cocks rested atop their thighs.  A couple of men had their legs slightly spread, and it was exciting to see their beautiful cut cocks hanging down and lightly touching the sand with the tip of their glans.  Talk about some great crotch watching!  And we were being fair.  The men could eye-ball Cindy and me as much as they wanted.  One French looking fellow (was it just my imagination that he might be French) was having sun tan lotion applied to the front of his body by his female companion.  As I watched, and perhaps just because I was watching, she lightly rubbed sun tan lotion all over his circumcised penis.  I knew that the French did not generally circumcise, so maybe he was Jewish.  What a hot sight watching her rub sun tan lotion into his glans and shaft.  He pretended to be indifferent, and even managed to stay flaccid.  Maybe she was just letting us know that his cock was ours to look at, but hers to enjoy.  My pussy was really getting wet, but fortunately it didn’t show.

As I mentioned before there were a few children, but not very many.  Their families must have been practicing nudists or something because the boys and girls did not seem to be affected by all the naked adults around them.  The young girls were to young to have any body hair.  The boys were similarly devoid of pubic hair.  But it was still cute to see their little cut penises sticking out from their belly area.  They still had some baby fat in the lower groin area, and most of the boys had penis’ that were too short to hang down to any degree.  They just kind of stuck out from their bodies, with small ruffles of foreskin bunched up behind their purple cock heads.

I’m no pedophile, but I could have easily sucked a couple of dozen of those circumcised cocks, just to enjoy watching them get hard!  I had no idea what Cindy might be thinking, but it was probably similar to my thoughts because she had abandoned all pretense of conversation by this time.

That evening in our motel room, I decided I'd add some dirty talk to our foreplay.  I knew the subject of circumcision aroused John because it was something he had always been curious about, as well as, being a little  self-conscious about being uncircumcised.  I began the conversation by casually asking if he had noticed how many of the men on the beach were circumcised?  I continued.  Even though a few of the men were wearing Speedo's, I could almost always tell which ones were circumcised and which ones were uncircumcised by the shape of the cock outline, and the appearance of the flared corona visible through the sheer fabric.  I commented on the length, thickness, size of the cock head, how noticeable the ridge was, if the man had the dark circumcision scar delineating where the skin had been cut when he was an infant, etc.  I  think John was amazed and maybe a little upset at how much detail I had observed as we strolled along the beach.

John's cock by this time was rock hard, and I reached over and retracted his foreskin which slipped down off the head and wrinkled up behind the glans rim.  I jerked him slowly.  Moving the  skin up-and-down a couple of times.  On the down stroke, I pulled down on the skin tightly until he started to lubricate.

Then I took the lubricant that was dripping out of his penis and massaged it into the head of his cock with my palm and fingertips.  This caused him to lubricate even more as I continued playing with penis.  He admitted to me that he too had always been attracted to the look of the circumcised penis, and hated the elephant trunk look of the uncut cock.  I agreed that I had always been interested in circumcised cock's ever since I first learned that there were two kinds of penises, circumcised and uncircumcised.  John asked me if I had noticed that Robert was circumcised and I immediately assured him that I had.  As I continued massaging the bare head of his cock, I told him that although I was not attracted to Robert, he had a great-looking cock.  I told him I could imagine myself sucking that circumcised beauty into my mouth and deeply down my throat.  I guess I was just an all-American girl because I really loved the look, feel and taste of a circumcised penis.

By this time John was making lubricant in large amounts.  As I continued massaging the bare head of his blood engorged penis I asked John if he ever wished he had been circumcised at birth.  In a soft voice that was almost a whisper he admitted that he had wished all of his life that he had been circumcised when he was an infant.  I asked him, for the first time, why he had not been circumcised in the hospital.  He explained that his mother, who had been an operating room nurse, was totally in favor of routine infant circumcision.  But his father who had received a sloppy circumcision at birth was opposed to it.  Apparently John's father's circumcision was so horrendous that it left him with an uneven scar line from one side of his penis to the other, little shaft skin so that when he was erect his penis bend sharply downwards and was quite painful.  On top of that he had skin bridges that were attached to the head reducing the amount of stimulation he received from intercourse.  Intercourse or sex of any kind with so uncomfortable for John's dad that John's mother complained that they only had sex a few times a year.  They had both been virgins when they got married, so she really had no idea what she was getting into.  As a consequence John had left the hospital with his foreskin intact.

As a nurse John's mother had known to gradually stretch his foreskin during his daily bath and she would apply a light coating of Vaseline to the head of his penis before sliding the foreskin back into place covering the head.  At first the skin was tight and it had been difficult for John’s was mother to retract his foreskin, but after a few months the opening in his foreskin had stretched to the point where she could retract his foreskin easily, and wash underneath it with no difficulty.  When John that started bathing itself, she very calmly and repeatedly reminded him to make very sure that he always retracted his foreskin to wash underneath it and keep himself clean up so that he would not get any infections.

Our sex that night was out of this world, and John's first climax while I jacked him off with so tremendous that his sperm arced out of the head of his cock three or four feet.  We cleaned up the mess with the hotel towels, then proceeded to have a great night of uninhibited sex!

The next morning, after a great nights sleep, we repacked the car and headed out for more exploration.  In the car the conversation quickly turned to the beach and how exciting it been looking at all the naked men and women on the sand.  After a couple minutes of conversation Cindy asked John if he felt self-conscious about being uncircumcised when almost every man on the beach appeared to been circumcised?  John was quiet for a few moments, and I was afraid he might get mad.  But instead he calmly answered Cindy that “yes” he had felt self-conscious.  He went on to say that it was not the first time he had felt out of place.  Growing up uncircumcised in a society where virtually one hundred percent of his friends were circumcised, always made him feel self-conscious and out of place when every he was changing his clothes in group situations, like in the gym locker room, or changing to swim in the public pool.  Cindy went on to ask why he simply didn't just get himself circumcised during summer break some year? John explained he was really afraid that he’d loose a lot of sensitivity in his glans by losing his protective foreskin cover.

At that point Robert chimed in and surprised us both by announcing that he had been circumcised at his own request the summer between eighth and ninth grades.  He was going to be starting high school, told his parents that he had felt self-conscious about being uncircumcised.  He went on to tell them that he hated the fact all of his friends were circumcised, and had complained about being uncircumcised so loudly that both his mom and dad had agreed to have him circumcised during summer so he could heal and start high school as a “regular guy”.  Roberts phrase.

This surprised all of us, although thinking back on it there was no reason that we should know are not know about Robert's experience with circumcision.  John had 100 questions for him, and I could tell by the nature and quantity of questions that he really wanted Roberts reassurance that circumcision was the right way to go.  Robert assured him that the pain involved in the surgery was as minor as the surgery itself.  He went on to say that although he had not had sex until a couple of years after the circumcision, he vastly preferred masturbation and sex as a circumcised male.  At this point Cindy chimed in to simply say that although she had never had sex with an uncircumcised man she could agreed that Robert was a terrific lever, and she loved the look, taste and feel of his circumcised penis.  This talk got us all pretty excited, and we spent the rest of the morning looking for another nude beach so we could swim, sun bathe and do some more ogling the naked sun bathers, both male and female.
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