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FRANKENS

Sebastian, that certain summer,
| found intolerable, scooping up
uncut “boys” with a net along the
Bavarian strand. The young men
liked Sebastian’s naturally
muscular body as much as his
decadent blond good looks, and
his dollars Americain. We, Sebas-
tian and |, were in a slow drag
becoming undestined as lovers.
“It's still the same old story...as
time goes by.” We were “Skinners.”
Our foreskins had brought us
together, but the handwriting was
on the wall. Strange smegma was
on the sheets.

For myself, | preferred the com-
pany of Ann Rice's Beauty trilogy
as well as that of the minister's
handsome son, an overheated and
underventilated classic blond boy
of 18 years who relieved his sex-
ual tension through meditation and
intense gymnastics. We had met,
Dieter and |, eyes first, across the
small tables of an outdoor cafe.
Something in the breeze, perhaps
the sweet smell wafting from the
cheese inside his blond foreskin,
or was it his dazzle in the noon
light, caused me to raise my
glance from Beauty's frolics.

The sea, wind, and blue sky
combined into a sudden explosion
of sunburst blondness. His hair

raised in the gust of breeze and
fell perfectly back in place. He
smiled and dropped his hand from
his sweating glass of Perrier down
to his naked thigh. He smiled
again. | set my marker in Beauty
and smiled back. He knew | was
the companion of the infamous
Sebastian and that knowledge
made him, if not bold, then daring.

Sebastian at last was good for
something.

Dieter moved his hand up his
thigh, rubbing it across his white
nylon athletic shorts, dropping the
concave palm of his strong gym-
nast hands over the big convex
cup of his cock and balls, groping
himself, adroitly, for just a
moment,

He pulled the nylon shorts so
tight | could see the transparent
outline of his cock.

He was uncut.

Even his face was the confident
face of an uncut male.

I'd spied not just the size of his
dick, but a clear outline of his
large nipple of foreskin wrinkled,
folded, and long as a sausage
sleeve tied off with two inches to
spare.

My own 9-inch cock hardened. |
shivered with uncontrollable plea-
sure as my cockhead mushroomed
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out through my tight foreskin that
rolled back and down my shaft like
an O-ring on a sky-bound Shuttle.
Tight 'skin. | like it. | got it. |
wondered about the minister's son.
How tight is the foreskin of a
cherub?

| sipped the last of my Bavarian
coffee.

Oh God. Ohgodogodogod!

A bead of sweat, bright as a
crystal, formed in the cleft of his
strong blond chin, caught the sun,
glistened and dropped to the top
of the channel between his lean
hard pecs. The tip of my tongue
grew dry and hard. | could tell he
appreciated the subtle sensuality
as the sweat-bead, slower than
slow motion, micrometered down
his chest, stopping for an even in-
stant in a direct horizontal line be-
tween his sweet brown tits,
themselves small and sculpted
and aching with virgin hunger.

His chest and tensely lean torso
were not hairy, yet he was not
smooth. His pecs, belly, forearms,
and legs were downed with the
babiest of blond hair, enough to
catch the sun, adding to his physi-
que an aura of gold. He was an
angel skimming the ground. He
sat motionless. My cock strained
hard in my shorts. My foreskin felt
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