EMBARRASSING CIRCUM-STANCES

by Cocboi

Mark was making some coffee in the kitchen off the Common Room when he heard the door go. ‘Oh, hello, Jon,’ said Steve, the Head of Department. ‘How’s it going?’

Mark knew that this was Jon Symons, the new lecturer, easily the most fanciable man he had seen for a long time. Standing just under six foot, with short dark hair, brown eyes and what looked like a good body – fit but not over-worked – he was also very good-looking. Not in a perfect, ‘classic’ way, but there was something about him. Mark moved to where he could see Jon through the door, without being seen. He was sitting in a chair just opposite, with his legs apart; he was wearing his usual outfit of polo shirt and faded jeans – freeballing? Mark felt his cock twitch at the thought, and decided to stay put; his tight jeans would reveal a little too much. He’d do the washing up for once!

‘We were just talking about embarrassing situations,’ went on Steve. ‘I remember one time when the third-years let me lecture them on Shakespeare for a whole hour with my flies undone! They didn’t tell me until afterwards.’

‘Little sods,’ said Dave, the seventeenth-century man. ‘It didn’t happen to me, but I do remember old Jonesey – you know, Steve, he taught the romantic novel until a few years back – he was in full spate when his trousers dropped round his ankles. Never would wear a belt or braces, silly old fool!’ 

‘I don’t suppose you’ve been teaching long enough to have an embarrassing moment, eh, Jon?’ asked Steve. 

‘Well,’ replied Jon, ‘there was one occasion while I was still a postgrad student, and doing a little lecturing to eke out the money. It was only about three days after I’d been circumcised, and one of my mates crept into the back of the room and shouted out "Hey, Jon, how’s your dick? Still sore?". I could have killed him.’

Mark froze when he heard the word ‘circumcised’. Not only was this one hell of a stud, but he was a cut stud, too! His interest in cut cock amounted to an obsession; he’d had himself circumcised as soon as he went to university, and had never touched an uncut dick since – either his or anyone else’s. How was he going to get his hands on this one? 

About a week later, he walked into Common Room, to find Jon sitting there alone, leafing through the local paper. ‘Hi, Jon,’ he said. ‘What are you reading that rag for?’

‘I need somewhere to live. You know my appointment here was very last minute, and there was nowhere available, so I’ve been living in the college’s guest accommodation, and they want me out by the end of next week. I’m getting a bit desperate!’

‘Well, I don’t know if it would suit,’ said Mark very carefully, ‘but I do have a spare room in my flat which I have let out occasionally; if it’s of any interest…’

It was fixed up. Jon would move his things out of the guest room and into Mark’s flat that evening. As it was Saturday the next day, they could spend the day getting things sorted out. 

Saturday dawned clear and warm, with the promise of one of those hot days that come in September. Used to being naked around his flat, Mark had just enough presence of mind to pull on a pair of boxers before he went to the bathroom. As he came out, he heard the front door shut, and Jon came in. He was wearing a sweatshirt and a pair of fairly brief running shorts. His package was very evident, obviously held up by his jockstrap. 

‘It was such a lovely morning I went for a run,’ he said. ‘I think it’s going to be a hot one!’

He vanished into the bathroom to have a shower, while Mark prepared some breakfast. He didn’t bother to put any more clothes on, and he was pleased, because when Jon came through, he was wearing only his running shorts. His chest was covered in dark hair, fine and straight-growing. Mark sneaked a glimpse at his crotch. Could it be? The neat package was no longer there. Was he wearing anything under them?

At Mark’s suggestion, they took their meal out onto the balcony. As he sat down, he gave the leg of his boxers a tweak, born of long practice. He knew the head of his cock would be visible. It was a grower, increasing in size by almost 100%. In the flaccid state, it was about 3½" long, but with a very large head, which flared out all round the edge. There was a little foreskin folded in behind it, but it vanished completely when he got an erection. 

He didn’t have to wait long. ‘What, you too?’ asked Jon. 

‘Me what?’ answered Mark, knowing perfectly well. 

‘Circumcised’, replied Jon. ‘It’s a rarity in guys of our age, I would have thought. I’m often the only one in the showers at the gym.’ He stood up, and let his shorts drop. Mark was right – he was wearing nothing underneath. There it was – 6½" of tightly circumcised cock, with a clear scar ring about 2" behind the glans. The rim of the glans must have been ¼" deep at least. His ball-sack hung almost as low.

‘Oh man, that’s beautiful!’ breathed Mark, reaching out to take it in his hand.

‘Yeah, I got it done at university – one of my mates was a medic, and he did me exactly as I wanted. I’d always wanted it done, and for three bottles of whisky… The best bargain of my life!’

Jon’s cock was stiffening as he said this, helped my Mark’s gently caressing hand. As Mark had thought, it didn’t grow much more – only about an inch – but the head filled right out, and the shaft stretched the remaining skin taught. Jon pulled Mark to his feet, and knelt in front of him. He pulled down Mark’s boxers, revealing his cock. 

‘Adult job, too, right?’ he asked.

Mark told Jon his story – about how he also had always wanted to be circumcised, but had been rebuffed by his family doctor. Moving away to college had seemed the ideal chance, and he was skinless by his second week. As usual, while saying this, his cock started to stiffen too. The head was already as big as it could get, but the shaft started to lengthen, stretching the skin along its length. By the time it had finished, there was little to choose between the two, except that Mark’s balls rode higher than Jon’s. Jon took Mark’s cock in his mouth, and, forming a tight ring with his lips, pulled the great head in and out, teasing the sensitive corona until Mark nearly screamed in ecstasy. Judging his moment exactly, he stopped just as Mark felt he could hold in no longer. Standing up, he let Mark do the same for him. Mark’s favourite technique was to hold the whole head in his mouth, and use his tongue on it, paying special attention to where Jon’s frenulum had been. Again, he withdrew just a Jon was about to shoot. 

‘Oh man, that was fantastic!’ said Jon, when he had calmed down a little. ‘I always think that only a cut guy can understand what another cut guy needs.’ Holding his own still-raging erection in his hand, Mark led Jon into his bedroom, and laid him face-up on the bed. Kneeling between Jon’s outspread legs, he position his own cock at the entrance to Jon’s ass, and then bent forward to suck his large circumcised head again, teasing his hole with the head of his own cock. Jon was writhing in pleasure, heightened as Mark gently pulled at his balls. 

‘Ahh…I can’t…no…I’m…going…to…CUM’ screamed Jon, as his cock flew out of Marks’ mouth, and pumped stream after stream of creamy spunk onto his chest. Mark was pumping his own cut tool with his hand meanwhile, and the sight of Jon’s orgasm brought him to the brink also. Still kneeling between Jon’s legs, he arched his back, and the action of his hand grew faster. Dribbling precum, his cock stretched to its limit and ‘Aaaaaahhhhhhhhh!’ he shouted, as wave after wave of semen shot out to mingle with Jon’s on his chest. 

As their circumcised cocks gradually detumesced, Mark gave Jon a towel to mop up the spunk. Then he showed Jon why there were two shower-heads in the bathroom. 

© 2001

