Tommy had just arrived in the big city.  He wasn’t stupid.  He had called an agent and had sent his pictures weeks before he drove away from Titusville.  Just head shots – he didn’t want anybody to get the wrong idea.  Well, he did, but he didn’t want his parents to find out.  

After two years in community college, an associate’s degree and the constant supervision of his father, Tommy finally just checked out of his small town life.  He left the obligatory note for his mother not to worry – he really didn’t give a shit if his father worried or not.  It never paid to have a preacher and a father sharing the same body!

Finding a clean, safe place to stay was more of a problem than he’d anticipated.  But, conscientious searches through the want ads on line paid off.  He took a job as a house sitter in a rather nice suburb filled the bill.  Tommy had dropped off his things earlier this morning.  The house was beautiful and the freezer was full.  Besides, the gardener/pool boy was hot.  His name was Kim.
With the essentials taken care of, Tommy pulled into a parking lot next to an old gray brick building in a seedier section of town.  Nobody was on the street – always a bad sign.  It gave the young man the creeps.  He sat behind the wheel for about ten minutes before he got up the courage to step into the steamy air of the city in August.  Just before he got to the door of the sad-looking building, a young man burst from the front door.
“I don’t give a shit,” he muttered.  “There ain’t no fuckin’ job worth that crap.  He must be fuckin’ crazy!”

Tommy watched the well-put-together male disappear around the corner.  Tommy couldn’t take his eyes off the compact stud, especially since one of his favorite views was featured as he stormed out of sight.  He was about five seven, but muscular, dark, with curly hair.  He was definitely Tommy’s type, but who wasn’t when he was feeling this horny?  Tommy supposed that opposites attract, since he was six one, with the proverbial swimmer’s build.  His sandy hair was curly, too. Let’s not forget the blue eyes, but what the two had in common most of all was that they were both heart-stopping -hot.  Straight guys got a hardon when they saw them passing by.  

It was for this reason that Tommy had landed a callback on his portfolio.  He’d charmed a local photographer, a dirty-minded, middle-aged man, to take the shots.  The photos weren’t particularly good, but the subject transcended their amateurish quality.  In the unimaginative shot Tommy glowed in good health and sex appeal.  Joe Morgan of Morgan Studios expected something more than his nominal fee for the photographic work, but Tommy had politely paid, thanked him for the portfolio and whisked them out of the studio.  He wasn’t going to squander his most important assets on the local talent.
When Tommy entered the building, he scanned the names on the sign in the lobby.  Andre – Artistic Productions was on the third floor.  The elevator seemed perpetually stuck on the second floor, soTommy hiked up the shadowy stairwell and found that Andre occupied the entire floor.  Expecting to find a secretary in an outer office the young man was surprised to see that, instead, he entered a large studio.  Andre was sitting at his desk, surrounded with cameras and lighting equipment.  The photographer glanced up.

“Yes?” he asked.

“I’m Tommy Higgins.  I have an appointment.”

“The changing room is over in the corner.  Strip to your skivvies.  I’ll be here.”

Tommy followed the instructions as Andre directed his attention to the prints before him.  Once he had hung up his clothes, Tommy looked around for a robe – nothing.  He opened the door of the changing room and edged into the studio wearing nothing but his boxers.  Andre smiled at him.
“Nice,” he observed.  He moved to the hall door and locked it.  “Drop your drawers.”

Tommy didn’t immediately comply.  It was something he’d anticipated, but the reality of parading his package in front of a stranger was not as easy as he had imagined.  

“Look, buddy,” he said, “I take pictures of nude young men.  If they sell, I make gay porn with my models.  It’s your choice.  But I’m not buying a pig in a poke.  Either I get to see what my customers are interested in, or put your clothes on an we’ll say good-bye.  No hard feelings.”

Tommy put a thumb on each side of his boxers and pulled them over his hips.  They slipped to the floor.  The would-be model was shrunken, but still measured an ample five inches.  His curly blond pubes densely covered his crotch, plunging between his legs and dusting his sac.  His good-sized balls looked like two goose eggs in a nest.  A trail of sandy curls crawled up his lower belly to his navel.  It was eye candy to Andre.  He sighed.  Tommy smiled.  I was worth the trip to see his audience’s reaction.

Andre motioned Tommy to the desk.  Tommy looked him over as he moved closer.  Andre wasn’t so bad to look at, either.  He was about five ten, medium build.  Wearing a knit pullover, the v-neck betrayed a nice thatch of brown chest hair.  Tommy imagined he was about thirty-five and in good shape.  Through the loosely hanging slacks the wannabe model saw a nicely define bulge.  No underwear, thought Tommy.
Andre was still standing as Tommy approached, and his subject was reluctant to sit down before him.  Andre held out his hand.  Tommy assumed he was reaching out for his hand as a friendly gesture, but he was wrong.  Andre’s warm hand cupped the blond’s sac and seemed to gage its heft.  Tommy was transfixed; he had never met a stranger who was this forward.  However, he didn’t move away.  The caress was gentle and experienced.  There was no violence to it.  Satisfied with what he felt, Andre changed his focus to Tommy’s semi-limp cock.  He passed his hand under the member, trying to encircle it in his fist – an effort that became increasingly difficult as Tommy grew.  
Tommy looked down to the hand that explored his sexual terrain.  His cock was now seven inches long and had more room to grow, if the situation warranted.  Andre now fingered Tommy’s foreskin.  It was a long specimen and never drew back enough of its own accord to reveal the young stud’s cockhead.  It took a deliberate effort on whoever was touching it to draw it back to allow the plum-colored knob to peek into the open.
While Andre seemed curious about Tommy’s hood, his expression showed a slight distaste for the bounty that nature had given him.  Drawing it back, Andre stooped closer to the object of his interest.  He seemed to be examining the cock for some telltale trace of smegma, although Tommy had washed thoroughly just before he left the house.  Seemingly satisfied with what he saw, Andre sniffed Tommy’s shaft, paying particular attention to the cockhead.  He took it into his mouth and, with little effort, coaxed it into a full erection.  

Andre slurped away, using his tongue to touch every crevasse and bump.  When he drew his lips away, momentarily, both Andre and Tommy could see a thread of precum dripping from the boy’s pee hole.  Tommy was beginning to sense the inevitable.  His balls were pulling up tighter.  His breathing became deeper.  Andre increased his attentions, concentrating on the exposed knob.  Before Tommy could pull back, a flood of cum ripped from his shaft, filling Andre’s mouth and dripping from the corner of his lips.  Andre did not seem at all offended by the load.  He licked the glans greedily for unrecovered juice.
Tommy wanted to slump to the floor in his sudden sexual relief.  Andre, obviously an expert, guided him to the chair before his desk.  

“You have a lot of potential, Tom,” said Andre.  “There’s just one problem.  You’re not Artistic Production material.”

Tommy was dumbfounded.  He had been sure that Andre had enjoyed every second he’d spent between his legs.

“I – I – I don’t understand.”

“You should probably apply to Belamy productions.  They take uncut boys.  But, to be truthful, that tube of yours is probably too big even for them.”

“Tube?  You mean my cock to too big?”

“Yeah, right!  No, I mean your foreskin.  Foreskins are “in” in some circles, now.  Belamy specializes in uncut boys.  But my readership and viewership prefer the all-American cut look.”

“So, you mean I’m not going to have a career in porn because my foreskin’s too long?”

“Take it easy.  You’re perfect.  I’m pretty sure you have a future.  You just have to lose the foreskin.”

“You mean, get it cut off?”  asked Tommy incredulously.

“Exactly.  A circumcision.”

“That costs money.  You’re my only hope of getting money right now.  So, I guess I’m screwed.”

Andre laughed, “Not yet, but we can arrange it.”  Tommy’s look showed that he didn’t see the humor in the photographer’s remark.

“Look, I can arrange a circ.  No cost.  My lover is a plastic surgeon.  He does me an occasional favor.  I would make sure he doesn’t charge you anything.  Of course, it takes a couple of months until the trimmed cock is ready for the silver screen, but you’ve got so much potential, I’m willing to stand you a few weeks of pay until little Tommy is ready to face the world.  How about it?”
Tommy really concentrated on the what Andre had offered - a career in porn, just as he had dreamed and the loss of a couple of inches of flesh.  He had always been proud of his cock, foreskin and all.  But he had noticed that some guys shied away from it, as if it were diseased or something.  Besides, he had always admired the look of an exposed cockhead on a soft cock.  It gave the impression of eternal readiness.  The proposition seemed reasonable.  Tit for tat.  

“When can I have it done?  I don’t have a lot of money.”
“How about tonight?”  Andre smiled.  “No use waiting around.  It’s minor surgery, so you don’t have to go to the hospital.  My partner can do it right here.  Just show up around seven.  Wear some loose clothes.  You’ll be fine.”

Tommy left the studio in an emotional state that could only be described in terms of a general tingle.  Probably a therapist would detect fear-induced adrenalin in his system, but to Tom, it was akin to a sexual high.  He had to waste about four hours until he faced the knife – not enough time to go to his room over the garage.  Instead, he decided to explore an artsy area of town he’d passed through before he arrived at Andre’s studio.  There were antique stores, galleries, bookstores and a couple of coffee shops.
After an hour of browsing in pricey antique shops, Tommy headed to the coffee shop.  He ordered some concoction with loads of caffeine hidden in whipped cream and syrup and looked around for a vacant table.  There must have been a college nearby, since the tables were populated with young couples who discussed politics but were intent on getting laid.  Finally, his glance fell on a table in the corner where the stud who had rushed from the Artistic Productions building.  Still in a funk, the young man stared at his coffee.  Tommy figured that he might have half a chance to strike up a conversation with him, so he approached.
“Do you mind?”  he gestured to the empty seat.

“Naw, help yourself.”  

Seated, Tommy sipped on his drink for a second.  

“I’m new to town, name’s Tommy Higgins.”  He extended his hand.

Tommy’s table mate looked up and processed the stranger’s words, taking too long to reach out his own hand.  Tommy had started to withdraw the handshake, but reconsidered when the achingly hot kid reached out his own hand.
“Sorry,” said the young man, “Didn’t mean to be rude.  I’m Drew.  I don’t know if I’m very good company right now.”
“That’s OK.  I can just sit here and finish my drink.”

“No, no.  I can’t let this ruin my whole day.”

“Mind if I ask what’s bugging you?  I saw you leaving a building over on Third Street about two hours ago, and you were pissed.”
Drew looked at Tommy a moment to see if the face registered.  It didn’t.

“I guess I didn’t see you, and, yes, I was pissed.  I’d just left that fucker, Andre’s studio.  And I hadn’t calmed down yet.”

“Weird,” observed Tom

“Weird?  How’s that?”

“That’s where I went.  I’m going to model for him – in a couple of months.”

“So, that creep hired you?  He wouldn’t hire me.”
“He must be blind.  I can’t believe he couldn’t use you.”  Tommy hesitated.  “You are fuckin’ hot.”

Drew stared at the floor, while he decided what to say next.

“He didn’t say he couldn’t use me at all.  He said he couldn’t use me as long as I have a… a foreskin.”  Drew seemed ashamed to reveal this information.

“Same with me,” said Tommy, simply.

“You gotta be kiddin’.”

“Nope.  But he offered to get me cut for free.  So, I’m going back, in a couple of hours.  I figure it’s worth it.”
“It didn’t piss you off?  Where does a guy get off telling you you gotta get part of your dick cut off if you wanna be in porn?  I seen lotsa skin mags with guys with foreskin.”

“You got a point.  But Andre’s here.  They’re in New York.  I’ll never make enough to live there, and I’m not hookin’ to pay the rent.  So, I’m going to do it.”

“I see your point.”

“Besides, women models get boob jobs and nose jobs all the time. What’s the difference?”

 Drew and Tom pondered their shared fates for another hour.  When it was getting time for Tommy to walk back to Andre’s studio, Drew had decided to lose his foreskin, too.
The office building was completely deserted when they arrived.  A Mercedes convertible was in the parking lot – a safe distance from Tom’s downscale coupe.  Drew pointed it out and wondered if it was Andre’s doctor friend.

The lobby was open, but it seemed as if it shouldn’t be, since every other light had been extinguished.  The elevator clattered to the top floor.  Tom was beginning to feel the physical effects of the emotional turmoil he was experiencing.  He shivered and got a woody at the same time.   He didn’t understand why, but he felt simultaneously afraid and sexually turned on.  It wasn’t something he could talk to Drew about as they stepped from the elevator, but he wondered if his new friend was excited, too.  He glanced at his fellow traveler – Drew was pale and there was a telltale bulge in his crotch.   Tom reminded himself to ask Drew afterwards.
“Tom, come right in,” said Andre, who was waiting at the door.  “You’re right on time.”  

Andre looked past Tom and saw Drew.  Surprise registered on his face. 

“Drew, I never figured you’d be back.  You didn’t seem to keen on the nip and tuck I recommended.  What changed your mind?”

“Nothing you said,” said Drew somewhat belligerently.  “I need a job, and Tom, here, said you’d stand us some money while circumcision healed.”

Andre looked at him thoughtfully.  “Well, I had only intended on sponsoring one new model this season.  You were a good choice, but when Tommy came along, I was satisfied.”

Andre glanced over his shoulder toward the short, white-coated man who stood by a table that had been covered in white material.  

“What do you think, Justin, do you have the time to cut two hotties, tonight?”

The urologist and lover of the photographer smiled: “Andre, if you think this other young man has potential, I’m always ready to help out.”

Andre nodded and motioned to the changing room.  “Just go in there and completely disrobe, both of you.  We’ll toss a coin to see who goes first.”

Tom and Drew stepped into the changing room.  It was tight, but not as tight as the skin on their cocks, which became very apparent when they were naked.  Their soon-to-be-shorn tools brushed against each other as they moved about to hang up their clothes.  Tom smiled.  Drew seemed shy.

“Strange, right?  We’re both about to get some of our dicks cut off, and we’re both sporting wood.  Go figure,” said Tom.

“I don’t wanna go out there with this hardon,” complained Drew.  “I wish I could jerk off and get rid of it.”

“I’m sure the doc has seen plenty.”

“It’s not so much him.  It’s Andre.  He seems to be enjoying this way too much.”

“OK, guys.  No fooling around in there.  Time to do the deed,” said Andre as he knocked on the changing room door.

Both Drew and Tom walked out, their throbbing erections preceding them.

“Justin, these guys must be looking forward to this – get a load of those stiffies.”

“Well, it’s nice to know I’m making a good impression,” said the doc.

He walked over to Drew, whose ten-inch erection was standing nearly straight up.  He took the member in his hand and tried to skin back the foreskin.  Drew flinched.  

“Phimosis,” Justin pronounced.

Drew looked at him quizzically.

“That just means your foreskin is so tight, I can’t draw it back.  It’ll only get worse as you age, Drew, so, even though it might not seem right at the moment, you’re lucky I’m taking care of the problem right now.”

Justin let Drew’s cock snap back against his belly and moved to grab Tom’s cock.  It, too, was fully at attention.  The doctor pulled back on the foreskin and observed its looseness.  As an afterthought, he rubbed his thumb into the precum that was seeping from the peephole.  In a growing circular motion, he spread the silken secretion around Tom’s glans.  

“Nice,” he observed.

At that moment Tommy understood that this was not a mater of pure medical interest to Justin.

“Tommy,first, I think,” said Justin to Andre.  “He’s going to be an easy slice.  Tom and Drew, there is a complication.  I said we could flip a coin, but Drew’s circ is going to take somewhat longer.  You have to make a couple of extra snips when there’s phimosis.  One other thing… I can’t circ a guy with a hardon.  We have to take care of them, first.”
Justin immediately started to masturbate Tom.  The soon-to-be cut young man looked down as the doctor whipped his cock skin back and forth.  The knob, slick with precum, made a slurpy sound as the foreskin covered and uncovered.the bulging acorn form.  The man knew his hand jobs, thought Tom, as his balls pulled up toward his crotch.  The sense of cum-urgency was welling up when Tom looked to his left where Andre was jerking Drew off.  His new buddy’s cock was at least 11 inches and strained at the small ring of flesh that kept the cockhead from seeing the light.  Just a pink tip poked through, but the long drip of precum showed how close Drew was to ejaculating.

As the Andre brought Drew closer to release, he unzipped his own fly and drew out his own nine-inch poker.  Tommy was amazed to see that the photographer’s knob was alternately covered and uncovered by a fleshy foreskin.  That fucker wasn’t cut, either.  But he was calling the shots.

As this thought crossed his mind, Tom heard Drew groan with pleasure – long ropes of cum shot out of the ring of foreskin.  The view was all that was needed.  Tom felt his own load well up and spurt out onto the white coat of the surgeon.    Within a moment, Andre dropped Drew’s cock and cupped his own balls, while his eye turned upward as the pleasure swept over him.  Gobs of semen dripped onto the floor.
“OK, let’s get this started,” said Justin.  “If we wait too long, these dudes will get hard all over again.  Tom go over to the table where I’ve laid out the sheet.  Just sit down.”

Tom did as he was told.  Justin handed him a wet, soapy wash cloth and motioned to Tom’s dick.  The young man understood that he was expected to clean himself up.  He complied.  When the job was done, the plastic surgeon stripped back Tom’s foreskin.  

“Hmm, Andre, how do you want this baby to look when it’s healed?”

“High and tight,” answered the photographer without hesitation.

“Well, this one’s got a frenulum from hell.  It’s wide and thick.  If I don’t trim it first, I won’t be able to skin him back far enough to give a high and tight.”

“Go for it.  Just like you did mine,” advised Andre.  A smile spread across his face.  Tom couldn’t imagine what the two were talking about.  The doctor must have read his mind.
“See this strip of skin?” he said pulling on the frenulum.  “It keeps you from pulling your foreskin all the way back.  Watch.”

The doctor pulled down on Tom’s shaft skin.   The frenulum became taut and began to pull down on the young man’s knob.  An extra jerk caused him pain.

“Now,” continued the doctor, “if I sip this first, I can pull back your foreskin really tight and give you a really high cut.  The advantage is a really high circular scar, and lots of sensitive skin will be left.  You won’t regret it… one more thing.  I don’t have the facilities to give you an anesthesia, so, you’ll have to take this like a man.  Now, lie back.”

The look of excited anticipation on Andre’s face grew.  He was still playing with his own fuck stick.

Tom lay back, but there was a pillow beneath his head so that he could see almost everything.  He observed Justin as he put a long, curved needle through the frenulum.  He could feel the point penetrate and pop out the other side.  It was a relief.  Once the needle was through, Justin pulled on it, stretching Tom’s frenulun into a thin tissue.  With one deft stroke, the doctor swept a scalpel along the bottom side of Tom’s cock, detaching the frenulum in one swipe.  Pain burnt into his consciousness.  There was blood.  Young and healthy, the cut soon clotted.  Tom’s always loose foreskin was no long restrained by the frenulum.  It drooped downward.
“That’s good.  That’s what I did to my lover,” he said, motioning to Andre.  “He loves how his ‘skin goes way back when I suck him.”

He continued.  ”Let’s proceed.  He took a bell-shaped cap and placed it over Tom’s glans.  It was too small, so he took another that fell into place, the cold startling the young man.   Justin pulled Tom’s drooping foreskin over the cap and fitted a clamping device over the foreskin.  The doctor pulled sharply on the foreskin.  The raw area where his frenulum had been just moments before throbbed.  Once he was satisfied, Justin began to tighten a knob on the device.  Since Tom had no idea what to expect, he wasn’t prepared for the pain.  He winced and then cried out.  The device felt as if it were going to slice right through his foreskin.  Was this how it’s done, he wondered.  Would the foreskin just pop off?  The doctor gave it a couple of more twists.  The foreskin turned blue and went numb.  It was a partial relief. 

“Just stay there, Tom.   The clamp has to… what should I say?  Strangle your foreskin before I can slice it off.  I’m going to get  Drew started.”

Justin walked away from the table where Tommy lay.  He approached Drew, whose cock was hard again.  

“Tsk, tsk, young man.  This won’t do.  I can’t cut you hard.  You must be a sadistic fucker to get a hardon watching your buddy get circed.  Well, I can fix that!”

He motioned to the second table where Andre had spread out another sheet.  Drew knew the routine and sat on the edge.  Justin handled the erect pole.  He jerked at the phimosed foreskin, exploring his options.

“Nothing for it but to relieve the tension.”  He took Drew’s cock in one hand and a pair of small scissors in the other.  He insinuated one of the blades between the foreskin and glans.  It was clearly uncomfortable for the dark young man, who had never seen his glans, so tight was the ring of flesh at the tip.  When the tip of the blade poked up at the ridge that outlined Drew’s corona, Justin closed the top blade with one smooth movement.  The foreskin parted, falling away from Drew’s knob, revealing the helmet-shapped organ.  The glans expanded and pushed the split foreskin aside to fall away to each side.
“Now, it’s your turn to get clamped.  I can put a bell on your knob now,” observed the surgeon.  He fitted an even larger bell over Drew’s knob.  The pain that the young man was experiencing from the slice blocked a sense of the cold metal on the glans.  Without hesitation, he fitted the bell and clamp.  He screwed it down tight before Drew could whimper.  

“How long has it been, Andre?”  asked Justin.  Andre shrugged.  “Probably long enough.”

The doctor took another scalpel and drew it around the base of the bell on Tommy’s knob.  He had expected that the numbness would protect him from any impression of the cutting.  He was wrong.  The cold steel seemed to relieve the pressure of the clamp and light a flame of pain at once.  His foreskin dropped away.  Justin held it up.  

“Another skin bites the dust,” he laughed.  He undid the clamp.  The freshly sliced edges of his inner foreskin and shaft skin were fused together.  His cock was swollen and was beginning to turn black and blue in spots.  He took the curved needle once again, this time threaded with gut.  He moved quickly around Tom’s cock, suturing the edges together.  “All done, my boy,” he said.  “Now it’s Drew’s turn.”

Justin examined the newly exposed cockhead and cleaned under the foreskin.  He looked at the frenulum.  
“No need to clip this one, Andre, it never developed.”  

“OK, let’s get him done.  It’s getting late.”  Andre stuffed his limp cock back into his trousers.  He must have exhausted his load over Tom’s cut.

With a minimum of effort, he sliced away Drew’s foreskin and sutured the edges.  
The freshly trimmed men were told to dress and go their way.  Andre would send checks to them both for the next couple of months, at the end of which they were to present themselves for their first posing sessions.

Drew and Tom, now friends of shared pain and experience, decided to room together.  Tom’s landlord had no objections if Drew would take on some of the chores around the house.  They slept together, ate together and watched their new cocks heal and take their new form.  After a month, they began to explore their healing tools.  The swelling gradually disappeared, and a dark round scar appeared where the clamp had gripped their shafts.  Tom noticed the most pain where his frenulum had been sliced away.  However, Drew’s wet tongue in the exposed cleft was so comforting that Tom began to appreciate it’s disappearance.  Drew, of course, could finally appreciate the movement of Tom’s tongue over his glans that had never felt anything so exquisite.  On the whole, as healing progressed, they both grew to love their new cocks.
At the end of two months, the two young men had mastered the use of their slick, sleek cocks.  They had also fallen deeply in love with each other.  What they hadn’t gotten was the checks from Andre.  They called, but no one answered the phone.  At the end of the first month, they went to the building and took the elevator to the top floor.  It was bare.  They understood that Andre and his lover, Justin, had taken advantage of their youth and naiveté.  They would have to find another photographer if they wanted a career in porn.

After nearly a year of looking, they found Si.  He was honest and got their pics in several gay mags.  Their clearly, new-cut cocks inspired torrents of fan mail.  A year later, in their new home, Drew was reading the want ads for fun, not necessity, as he had done not too long before.  He saw an ad placed by Pierre’s Portraits.  Who else could it be, if not Andre.  Drew showed the ad to Tom.  They both agreed to get revenge on the cock cutter.  Drew made an appointment to bring his portfolio to Pierre’s studio in a small town about fifty miles to the south.

Tom and Drew drove to the suburban, store-front building.  Again, Andre/Pierre had chosen a sleazy section of town.  So much the better, they thought.  They were unlikely to be interrupted as they made Andre appreciate the humiliation they experienced as they were forced to get circed.
Drew barged into the office without knocking.  Andre was clearly frightened by his entrance.  

“Drew, it’s..it’s good to see you,” he stuttered.  “What brings you here?”

“Just unfinished business.  Remember, you promised Tom and me money if we got circed.  Where is it?”

“Honest, I’ll send it next week.  I’m getting some pics published in Manhole.  A..a..a nice pics of you and Tom in Playdate.    I guess your circs paid off for both of you.  I won’t send you a bill for the ops.”

“No, of course not.  In fact, we’re so happy, we want to share the experience.  Don’t we Tom?”  Tom walked in from the hallway and leaned against the doorjamb.  He smiled.

“No shit, Drew.”  Tom said, “We just loved getting cut so that you and Justin could get off on our pain.  We want to share the experience with you.”

Andre stood up and began to move toward the door at the rear of the studio.  Drew was smaller and faster.  He lunged at Andre and caught him by the belt.  Tom ran to meet them and produced hand cuffs.

They dragged Andre to the roof-supporting pole in the center of the room.  Tom cuffed the photographer to the pole.  A second pair of cuffs secured his feet.  Andre struggled for a minute or two and gave up once it was clear that he was going nowhere.

Drew smiled and undid the belt, allowing Andre’s pants to fall to the floor.  He looked kind of cute in his pristine white briefs.  The cotton stretched across Andre’s expanding man meat.  His huge balls were crowded together in the vee of his crotch.  Tom pulled on both sides of the briefs and pulled them down, allowing the cock to spring out.  
“Nothing to do but make it soft,” observed Drew.  He jerked roughly on the hood-covered meat.  Justin was right.  The foreskin could be drawn way back.  It was good to yank away on the creep’s pole.  Andre tried to resist the frenzied jerking, but it only seemed to excite him more.  Within three minutes a flood of cum shot out, letting the cock slowly go limp.

Andre looked a little silly as he stood limply exposed, cock dangling between his hairy legs.   Drew pulled a small table before the photographer.  Tom pulled a cleaver out of his jacket pocket.  He placed it on Andre’s cock that now lay across the board.
“Guys, you can’t do this.  You’re OK, there’s no reason to cut off my cock.”

“Now, Andre, or is it Pierre?  We’re not going to cut of your cock, just a useless section of it.  We’ll do it real fast, so you won’t have to suffer the say we did – you know, when Justin screwed that knob on the clamp tighter and tighter,” said Drew with obvious enjoyment.
“Yeah, too bad you already had your frenulum shaved.  I’ll bet Justin gave you a nice shot before he cut yours off.”  Tom looked into Andre’s eyes, and when the photographer didn’t contradict him, the young man pulled on Andre’s ample foreskin, stretching it out fully two inches beyond the tip of his glans.   Andre’s cock was pulled so tightly that his pubes formed a tent, his pubic hair sticking out.

“We’ve come up with this method  of both circumcising you at the same time.  We actually saw it on Circlist.  They do it this way in some African countries… to teenage boys.  They survive it just fine.  And, by the way, don’t go reporting this to the cops, because we know that you and Justin videoed our circs.  Remember when your house was broken into?  We found the video and stole it.  It’s our insurance policy.  If you go to the cops, we show them what you did to us.  We’ll all go to jail.”

Tom lay the sharp edge of the cleaver on the foreskin, where it had flattened out, beyond the glans.  Drew took a small mallet from his pants’ pocket and raised it above the top of the cleaver.  He let it smash on the end of Andre’s foreskin.

“Ooops, I missed,” he chuckled.  “I won’t miss this time,” He promised.

Andre was white with fear by this time.  He kept moving his head back and forth and pleaded, “No, no.”

The second time Drew let the mallet fall, it smacked the top edge of the cleaver.  Like magic, the sharp edge sliced through the flesh.  Andre’s cock pulled back to its original shape almost immediately.  Then, the shaft skin withdrew and exposed the glans.  A rim of blood formed on the edge of the shaft skin as it continued to shrink back toward Andre’s pubes.  The photographer’s cockhead was covered by a membrane – the remnant of his inner foreskins.  Tom pushed the membrane back, and it gathered in the sulcus.  Andre was now slumping to the floor.  Drew and Tom undid the handcuffs and left Andre to contemplate the revenge they had taken.  They knew that Justin would be able to stitch him up just fine.  He would come to enjoy his cropped cock.  They just wondered if Justin needed a trim as well.  Time would tell.
