Nadia is a typically gorgeous young Arab woman – dark flashing eyes, a smile to die for, firm beautifully formed breasts, slim waist, hips that promise total pleasure as their firm shapely line tapers up into a high waist and wiggle as she parades in her tight jeans, fastened with a belt that says “undo me and take me”.
I had gone to buy a new top of the line Jaguar and she had been allocated to my sale.  But her paperwork was awful and she had little knowledge of the product, so I had been critical of her and spoke to the sales director, asking for her to be removed from my sales interest. She had pouted a bit and tried to be nice to make up for the failings, presumably her skill was in persuading Arab guys to part with their cash for a boy-toy car.

Whatever the reason, she remained as my sales person and I finally bought the beast, Nadia being sent to my home one afternoon to deliver the car and explain the many features to me.  She suggested I try it out and soon we were zooming along at crazy speed, dodging the speed cameras and I relaxed to my new toy.

Nadia suggested that as we were close to her home and it was the end of the day, I drop her home.  We arrived and she kindly invited me into her parent’s palatial home to sup coffee.  They had gone away and after coffee she suggested I try their new pool.  I declined as it seemed inappropriate but she said that the water was lovely and as it was hot I finally agreed, then said that as I had no trunks with me I could not.  To my absolute surprise she said the pool was not overlooked and there was no need, I could swim in my underwear and she would pour some more coffee when I was done.  She added that she was so sorry about the service and asked if I would overlook her errors – she was new to sales and wanted the job.  I agreed and went for a quick dip, my towel coming off as I entered the water and swam a few lengths of her pool.
After a few lengths I stopped and stood at the edge of the pool, admiring the setting.  I suddenly became aware that Nadia had joined me, wearing a robe and offering me some more sweet strong coffee.  She passed me a towel and I wrapped it tight around me, leaving the pool and sitting in a garden chair to take my coffee.  After I had drunk it Nadia suggested I shower I the pool room and indicated where it was.  The hot shower invigorated me and I spent a long time in it, then, as I came out, I realised that Nadia was in the room and must have watched me showering.  My penis was shrinking at the double horror of being naked near an Arab girl as this could cause a lot of trouble for us both and frankly of her seeing how undersexed I was, in comparison to Arab men who are well endowed and circumcised.  I wrapped the towel around but Nadia just smiled, asking me to forgive her intrusion, but she was still troubled at my anger over her poor work and had come back to ask me not to cause any trouble over her job.  She apologised over seeing me in the shower and said that although it was a bad thing to have done to come in, it had been exciting to see what she called a “pink penis” and she had never before seen a foreskin, which she found cute.  She kissed me full on the lips and asked if I would let her touch my foreskin.  Before I could say no, it was dangerous; she knelt down, opened my towel and inexpertly pulled my foreskin back to expose my glans.  Against my will (almost) she felt the roll of skin and grasped it, clearly interested in pulling at it to cover then expose my head.

Nadia went on to say that she had a girlfriend who had a western boyfriend and had told her that he was more attentive than any Arab boy and what he lacked in size he made up in being a good lover, whilst having a foreskin which added a lot as she could open and close it over his head.  She had heard that it made a guy very sensitive and this she found sexy.  Then her hand led me into her briefs, where I found an amazingly tight pussy.  She was a virgin, her maidenhead closing the vagina, whilst her lips were engorged and her sex was slippery as she was making so much juice.  She took my now very hard penis into her mouth, slipping her tongue under my foreskin until I came, whilst I rubbed her clit and lips until she came.  I have never experienced a more perfect female orgasm, her moans load and long as I ejaculated and she writhed in pleasure.

We went back to the shower and helped each other to bathe, finger once again exploring each other, her hands on my foreskin as she played with this new toy.  I buried my face in her breasts and sucked her nipples, then licked her pussy, hard once again as she slid my foreskin over my glans brought me to orgasm, no longer concerned over my size or lack of circumcision. 

It seemed after all the an Arab girl does not need a big Arab guy, just someone to pleasure her properly.  I dressed and was heading out to the new car when her older brother showed up, clearly agitated at Nadia being home alone with me.  He wanted to know what the f—k I was doing there alone with her and unwisely she said that we were lovers, I was good for her and she wanted to marry me!  It became clear that she was not talking about a permanent arrangement, just a temporary marriage as allowed in the Koran.  At this the brother asked me if I would marry her to save shame on the family and to allow Nadia not to be exiled for being defiled by me.  It was clearly seen as my fault in bringing shame on the family and he had become threatening, so I spoke loudly and clearly that I loved Nadia (which was untrue) and that I would be honoured to marry her.
So it was arranged for me to stay in the guest house and marry her in the evening, after sunset.  Her parents were summoned and thankfully the new car was my credential to being wealthy enough to support her.  Nadia visited me a little later, with her brother as chaperone.  She whispered her thanks for supporting her and added that my sacrifice was a generous gesture and she hoped it would not be too much of a loss for her.   I was surprised by this but making no sense of it moved on to ask what we would do once married.  She told me that I could go, or stay with her, it was up to me and I could decide later.
I was given a set of national dress to wear and Nadia explained that I should be naked underneath, both as it was the custom when wearing national dress and to prepare for the marriage.  She said that her father, who spoke good English, would translate at the ceremony and tell me what to do.

At sunset I was lead into the main hall, where I was to be married and Nadia joined me.  She certainly looked great in her fashion Abbaya and was able to whisper her thanks once again, adding that if I still felt up to it after we were (temporarily) married, we were supposed to go to the guest room and consummate the marriage.  I had no idea what she was talking about regarding feeling up to it and assumed that she was referring to what now promised to be a long evening. 
The Koran was read and I repeated the Arabic of the ceremony, apparently pledging myself as a Muslim to the prophet Mohammed and to bring up any children as good Muslims - a fascinating change from being seduced by Nadia a little earlier.  Then I heard a word I recognised – “infidel” and shortly after, before any vows, was asked to accept the faith, to which I agreed.  At this I was lead to stand in front of a stone block and was asked to kneel close to it, facing a man I had not noticed before.  I saw that the young men of the family had their hands inside their dress and just at this moment my dress was lifted and I was moved against the stone block, my penis placed onto it.  I finally realised that to be a Muslim a man had to be circumcised, just as the unknown man grasped my penis, rolled my foreskin back then held it by the tip and stretched it out as far as it would go.  A short prayer was delivered (I was praying too) and the man picked up a long knife and pressed it against my extended foreskin, on the cold stone block.  He pulled the knife towards him and away, resulting in my foreskin being excised as the action sawed off my foreskin, the outer skin rolling back as the tension was lost, the inner layer covering a bit of my glans.  I could see my amputated foreskin dead on the block and that most of my frenum had gone too, still attached to my lost foreskin!  The circumcisor pushed the inner skin down to meet the outer and pain kicked in, along with the realization that I had been circumcised and that my small penis was on view to the assembled males and to Nadia.  
The pain was not too bad and I realised that the young men of the family had all jerked off inside their dresses as my foreskin was severed.  I then had to stay still and composed as wedding vows were said, now possible as I had been circumcised and could be a Muslim.

I was led away and the circumcisor reviewed his work, then dressed the wound and as expected I was to feast with the men whilst the women feasted separately.   After a while and still in a lot of pain I was told to dance with Nadia, then led her off to consummate our marriage. 

Once inside the guest suite Nadia slipped out of her clothes, apologising for what had happened.  She looked truly gorgeous, her great body an olive colour with a wad of black hair at her sex and terrific breasts.  But the eyes were the most amazing thing.  Humble, aroused and full of guilt at the same time.  I was truly happy at that moment, despite my unexpected circumcision and the pain.  She tenderly undressed me and then removed the dressing to look at my circumcision.  It was not swollen, to my surprise, and the cut had united already, a scab forming where my foreskin had been chopped off as required to circumcise me.  Nadia said I had been brave and that she felt that I would be better without my foreskin, which although she had enjoyed playing with it was unnatural to her.  She tenderly licked my sensitive head, pulling up some skin as I became erect, guiding my hand once again to her sex which was so aroused that her vagina was almost closed, but again oily.   She said that if I could manage it we should make love, the circumcisor knew to stay and once we had consummated our marriage he would come to put a new dressing on to ensure I healed properly.

She rolled on top of me and we made love with my unhealed circumcised penis, whilst I experienced the most explosive orgasm ever and Nadia came with a shriek to wake the dead.  Despite my damaged penis I kept thrusting at her, fascinated by the new circumcised feelings in my penis and of course secure in the knowledge that the circumcisor would put right any damage, until Nadia shrieked again and I could feel her heart beating as never before.

The circumcisor was then called and cleaned my penis, then inspected it, with some pain to me as he removed the last bit of my frenum before bandaging it again, telling Nadia to keep off me for a few days.  He went outside and there was a cry from the wedding party, presumably as it was pronounced that we had consummated our marriage.

I awoke early and in pain, also wondering what had happened to my foreskin.  Nadia said that it would be dried and given back to me.  She asked if she could have it as she would like me to give her a gold chain to keep it on, to which I agreed.  She asked me to kiss her breasts and I felt a stabbing pain as my erection set in.   Nadia once again said that having tried my foreskin she loved me more without it and licked my newly exposed head, pulling up the skin to avoid damage to the healing, bringing me off again whilst I fingered her pussy and realised how great it would be to be married to her, as she came again so easily.
I stayed in the guest suite for two days, meeting again all the brothers and Nadia’s father at the end of this time.  The young men said that although I had the penis of a boy they had been surprised and pleased that I had taken my circumcision as a man and that they had enjoyed watching as my foreskin was removed and had come as my penis was cut, despite it’s small size.  The youngest brother asked if he could look at my penis and to my surprise I agreed.  He took off the dressing and said that my pink penis had been circumcised to Muslim requirements, freed of all loose skin and with no frenum left.
I took courage and asked if I could see how it compared with his.  He agreed and I took his massive cock into my hands, amazed at it’s length and the power of his erection.  Like my newly circumcised penis he had no frenum, his scar a lot further down than mine, heavy balls bouncing as I pulled at his shaft.  He told me that he had been circumcised in the same way when he was twelve and thought that it was particularly exciting just after the foreskin had been removed, whilst the cock head was still sensitive.    Knowing that Arab men enjoy the circumcision experience I let him masturbate my penis, only stopping when Nadia came in whilst I played with his cock, and she took her brother’s penis in her hand, giving him release.   
When the brother had gone, Nadia said it was time to be alone and properly consummate our marriage.  She added that first she needed to know if I was gay, as a lot of English men who had been to a good school were and although it was usual amongst Arab men for the newly circumcised to hear from those cut before, as she had found me with her brother.  I told her that I was not gay but had fallen into the Arab ways, asking her if I was still of interest to her as she had been fascinated by my now removed foreskin.  
Nadia said that whilst she had liked me having a foreskin, she was excited by the fact that I had had the courage to have it chopped off and that we should make love properly.  We moved to the bed and, with the dressing off, removed by her brother, she sucked my penis as I completely undressed her and kissed her from the top of her head to her legs, all of which were gorgeous.  I had never made love to her whilst having my foreskin and she remained a virgin.  My penis seemed healed a little and clearly Nadia did not mind the new scars where my foreskin and frenum had been.  My erection felt very tight as we stopped exploring and I placed my erection between her lips and pushed.  Her maidenhead parted and she cried out as I entered her. Although my head was sensitive, the cold ring where my foreskin had been held me back and I could feel the head against the top of her pussy.  For the first time in my life I was in control as we made love, my erection tight despite the unhealed cut and the scar line.  Nadia moved on top of me and took me, screaming as she came and I ejaculated deep inside her.
We made love three times more that night, falling at last into a loving sleep together.  In the morning my newly cut penis was swollen but undamaged.  Nadia then asked me if the marriage was temporary or permanent and I asked her if my pink penis satisfied her.  To my delight she said it did and we stayed together.
It seems that a European small penis can satisfy and we remain in love, now with children to add to our joy.

