Quinn and I were assigned as roomates in the Teke frat house. Pledging the Teke house was something we both had wanted to do since coming to college. Our college required all freshmen students to live on campus, so a lot of the guys waited to pledge a frat until their second year, especially if they couldn't afford double rent. My old man could afford it, and I promised Quinn I'd find a way for him to pay me back for his year's rent at the Teke house if we both made it in, so we pledged as freshmen.

We were both drawn to the Teke house, since the guys all seemed to carry themselves well. They all dressed well, and seemed to be the unspoken leaders of the campus. Quinn and I had noticed a couple of different frats and some pledging routines while we were visiting the campus at the beginning of our senior year's in high school. One group screamed at the pledges, and another made them do humiliating things in public. The Teke's though, they seemed to have a comraderie, and by far had the best house off campus of any of the frats.

The whole house was wonderful. An indoor pool, a game room, weight and training room, a huge dining room with real food, and small bedrooms like every other frat, anywhere - right?

As pledges we of course had to endure our rights of humiliation, and thing that would help us to become brothers like those we so wanted to be like. We had to agree to be taught by one of our big brothers in all the ways of being Teke's. We had to strip down to our jock straps upon entering the frat house, and ask permission to dress before leaving the house. (That rule helped all the pledges to be sure to get up on time, and never be the last brother out of the house - even the most exhibitionist guy doesn't want to go to English Comp wearing just a jockstrap.)

At the end of our first week in the frat house, we found out one of us would become our class cutter. They eased us into this one by explaining as pledges, we would all be wearing the same princeton haircut, so as to show our unity, and our status as pledges. The pledge chosen to do the job as cutter would be properly trained by the senior class cutter, and the training would happen this very weekend on a trip to the frat's own chalet on a ski mountain two hours away. I almost forgot to tell you, when we have one of our pledge class meetings the entire pledge class is nude. We are told that we are going to vote by ballot for who will be the class cutter. In reality, the senior class chooses the cutter, and there is a reason the pledges are nude for this activity.

I was "elected," which made me happy at the time. I felt as though it gave me a leg up on becoming a brother for sure, and I had such a haircutting fetish! I couldn't wait to bring the clippers to those pledge heads. I was sure I would pop a boner while shearing my fellow pledges - but what the hell, some of the guys walked around hard in their jockstraps all day.

Our trip to the chalet was fine. Mitch was the senior class brother who was their class cutter, and was going to show me the ropes. I was confused as to how he was going to show me. I mean, I knew I was going to get a princeton haircut myself, but how could I practice without giving someone else a haircut?

My ponderings were answered as two other senior brothers arrived at the house. Mitch explained I would be receiving a princeton, and giving a princeton. He said it was time for the four of us to get naked. Mitch and Tim were great looking guys with hefty slabs of meat hanging between their legs. Both guys had plump balls, and it was easy to tell the pubes of both guys were trimmed short and shaped into a triangle. I found that strange. When Skip doffed his clothes, I was intrigued to find the same big donkey dick of the other brothers, same triangle of pubes, and trimmed quite short, but Skip was different, because Skip wasn't circumcised. 

Mitch had already set up a number of mirrors for me to study my haircut as he gave it to me, and when it was done, he asked Tim to take my place in the chair. With Mitch coaching me, I gave my naked donkey dicked brother princeton haircut. When I was done, Tim thanked me, and Mitch instructed me to get back into the chair. Both Mitch and Tim started to bone up about that time, but Skip started to cover his goodies with his hands, and seemed to dance on his tip toes as he moved.

I had mistakenly thought Mitch wanted me to get into the chair to touch up some of the missed hairs. Actually, I was there for a very different reason. I realized this when I was swiftly secured to the chair. Mitch and Tim started to get raunchy, and I started to bone up too. It was strange that Skip didn't throw a rod too, I thought at first. Before long the guys hot talk had me horned up beyond where I like to stop, and they told me I'd have to beg for relief.

I played along, and I'd figured I was in for a nice blow job in the process, and that I might have to give one too, but like they say, a stiff dick has no conscience. I wanted relief! Mitch and Tim were rubbing my nutsack, and I was begging good now. It hit me like a ton of lead though, when I had to start begging to let them circumcise me.

I realized that the term class cutter meant more than class barber, and the first foreskin of the class to be severed would be my own. In the part of the country where I grew up, almost none of the guys in high school are cut. One of the pediatricians who was everyone's pediatrician about the time I was born refused to do them unless it was for religious reasons. Since there wasn't a Jew living within four hours of us, we were all cheesers growing up. In fact, the only cut guys we saw growing up were a few of our fathers who had been born in different towns.

I was going to have to give up something that was a badge of real-manhood back home, and I was going to have to beg to have my skin taken from me. As I thought all this through in what must have been s split second, I got harder, and dripped more. I caved in and begged to lose my excess cock skin, and belong to the brotherhood.

Mitch and Tim quickly gave me the last blow job I would get with my prick intact. I blew in what must have been record time, and they tipped me back and proceeded to shave my good down there, and apply a brown antiseptic lotion to keep away infection. When that stuff dried, Mitch came back and wiped the cum off my cock, and wiped again with a alcohol wipe, and then fitted a plastic thing over my now soft tool. He adjusted it into place, and with a snap, it caught my foreskin into the contraption, and locked it into place. It was uncomfortable, but the real pain came when he brought the scalpel to it and traced around the ridged edge to shear off what had been for me a marking of my belonging, a symbol of my manhood. When he was done, he released me from my bonds, and explained mine ws the last Teke cock he would cut. 

He then explained that my foreskin was his to keep, but all the others he had cut were sold for their medicinal qualities, and told me that was how the Teke house afforded such nice things.

Tim then gave me something to numb my pain, and Mitch wrapped my cock in gauze. Skip surprised me by telling me it was now his turn to get clipped, and I was going to be his cutter. Skip explained that he was not going to need to be secured to the chair, as he has had this to look forward to since he pledged the frat, and the guys all told me how the roomate of the class cutter is the only guy who gets to keep his foreskin past pledging the frat, but the cutter's roomate gives it up freely to give the new class cutter a trial cock to cut. Skip explained how he longed to be the same as his brothers, and was ready to get his clipping. 

Mitch explained how we would have to make Skip beg for his clipping just as I had to, and just as every brother has had to in the past. We talked dirty, and got Skip revved up, and before long he was begging for his blow job, and his circumcision. Skip grabbed onto my bangs and held me close as I tongued his knob. He blew in my mouth.

With as much calmness as I could muster, I shaved him down, and prepared him for his long awaited clip job. I clipped the plastic piece in place, and traced around the ridge just like Mitch ahd done for me, and Skip was son rid of the one thing that kept him different from the rest of the guys in his class.

After we gauzed up Skip's derby dick, the guys explained to me that being class cutter was a great honor, and it was important for the guys to beg for their blow job, and cock clipping, since as class cutter, your also did double duty as class cock sucker, and as class cock sucker, I was going to be begging to suck my brother's cocks for four years. It was only fair that they beg for that one big thing, if I was going to beg for four years.

Maybe another time, I'll write more about my life in the frat house. Maybe you'd like to know how I got used to the sore feeling at the front of my hairline. Sore from being pulled when I was sucking clipped Teke cock.

