CIRC IN A FOREIGN LAND

Jeff hadn’t really wanted to spend his first six months out of college in an Arab country, but that’s where the oil is.  His engineering degree landed him a high salary and even hardship pay.  On the surface it looked like a good deal.  However, the heat, the strange culture and his own inner demons kept him from appreciating the opportunities a foreign posting might offer.

He lived in a compound where his contacts largely consisted of the high school-age daughters of corporate executives.  Beyond the fact that they were lovely, sex-starved females, there were two problems – they were jailbait and Jeff was gay.  Since his body language and choice of clothing didn’t broadcast his sexuality, the girls remained attentive.  Let’s face it, Jeff was handsome.  He was six feet tall, blond, with a swimmer’s build.  Unlike a swimmer, however, Jeff’s legs and chest were covered in curly blond hair that had grown denser in his senior year of college.  He was no longer a boy becoming a man.  He was a ripe young male, ready to be picked.  Now, nearly two months into his stay, he was tanned and bored.  Of course, he wanted to explore the opportunities for male to male interaction that his host country offered, but he knew how dangerous it was.  Following Muslim law, he might be castrated or even beheaded.  The least that could happen was that he would be sent home in disgrace, forever barred from working the petroleum industry.  It wasn’t pretty.  

Consequently, Jeff kept to himself.  He watched a lot of videos and read a pile of books each week.  His videos and books came from the compound library.  They might be smutty, but they were straight.  All that he could focus on after he returned home was the day when he would board the jetliner for home.   

Things changed one afternoon when Jeff’s maid stood patiently by the door of his apartment as he arrived home from the lab.

“Meester Jeff,” she said with downcast eyes, “I must stop my job.”

“Aliyah, you are such a good worker,” said Jeff, his disappointment clearly discernable in his voice.  “I hope that I haven’t done something to offend you.”

“No, no,” she said, “You are a great boss.  You pay well, and you are a very clean man.”

“I don’t understand, then,” said Jeff.  “Why are you leaving?”

“My uncle find out that you do not have a wife.”

“I never kept that a secret, Aliyah.  I made that clear to the employment agency,” Jeff said.

“I know, I know.  But my uncle found out, and he embarrassed my father.  He said that I would become a prostitute in the eyes of men, if I worked in the home of an unmarried man.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  I never knew that it was a problem,” Jeff said with sympathy in his voice.

“Meester Jeff,” Aliyah continued, “I have a cousin.  His name is Saleem.  He says he can work for you instead.”

“I – I – don’t know,” Jeff hesitated.  “How old is he?”  

“He is twenty.  He did not do so well in school, so he could not go to the university.  I think he needs sometime to discover himself – is that how you say it?”

Jeff smiled.  He wondered if this was code for a young man who was either very lazy or very stupid.  He could see that Aliyah was nearly pleading with him.  It must be important that this source of income stay in the family.

“Aliyah,” he began, “I can’t guarantee anything, but send him around.  I can talk to Saleem.”

“Oh, Meester Jeff, he is already here.”

Out of the shadows of the unlighted kitchen, beyond the living room, stepped an olive-skinned young man.  He wore the loose-fitting tunic still used in traditional Arab countries.  Jeff saw that, as the young man moved toward him, his form was lightly outlined beneath the gently swaying fabric.  He was incredibly handsome and quite well formed.  The young man made a slight bow towards Jeff.  

“Meester, Jeff.  I am Saleem,” he said solemnly.  “Aliyah say that you need help in your home.  I can do all that you need – clean and cook.”

Jeff stared, dumbfounded, at the young man that stood before him.  The sight of him was like an electrical shock whose path ran directly to his crotch.  Although every ounce of his brain told him that he should send Saleem on his way, Jeff disregarded his reasonable self.  

“Well, Saleem.  Let’s give it a try.  Why don’t you come by tomorrow morning at 7:30.  I can show you around the apartment and explain what I need done.”

“Oh, Meester Jeff.  I have no place to stay.  My father, he keeck me out of the house this morning,” said Saleem plaintively.

Jeff considered his options. 

“OK, Saleem.  You can stay in the guest bedroom for a few nights.  Until you find a place to live.  I pay enough for you to get rooms.  You can eat here, of course,” said Jeff in his most firm voice.

“Oh, thank you, Meester Jeff.”

After Aliyah had left, Jeff led Saleem to the guest bedroom, showed him the closets and bathroom and left him alone.  He went into the kitchen where delightful smells were drifting from a pot on the stove.  He lifted the lid.  It was a stew.  Opening the cupboard doors for the first time since he had moved in, he looked for a bowl.  He clattered around in the silverware drawer.  Saleem bounded into the kitchen.

“ Meester Jeff, you must not go into the kitchen.  That is my work,” scolded Saleem.  “Now, go into the dining room.  The table is set.”

Jeff shrugged and strolled into the next room.  Table was set for one.  He took a seat as Saleem appeared with a bowl of stew.  The young man brushed against Jeff while he ladled the thick liquid abounding in chunks of meat and vegetables into his bowl.  Saleem’s muscled abdomen grazed Jeff’s elbow.  It startled Jeff, but not nearly as much as when Saleem turned away and his package brushed against the American’s hand.  It seemed larger and possibly harder than Jeff would have imagined.  

“Saleem,” Jeff called into the kitchen, “why don’t you join me at dinner.  You have to eat, too.”  Saleem appeared at the door, a shy smile on his face.

“Oh, no, Meester Jeff.  Eet would not be right.”

“No, really, Saleem, I insist.  I get lonely here without a wife.”

Saleem quickly brought a bowl of stew into the dining room and sat next to Jeff.  Jeff watched him arrange his tunic.  To his amazement the young Arab’s cock was clearly outlined beneath the light cotton cloth.  Its glans pointed straight up, proud and clearly unshrouded with a foreskin.  Saleem seemed unaware of his cock’s obvious arousal.  He began to eat his dinner.

Jeff could no longer concentrate on his meal.  His own tool was lengthening and, in its confinement, it strained against his pant leg.  

“Meester Jeff,” Saleem ventured, “you have a wife in the States?  Or a girlfriend?”

Jeff thought a minute.  How much about himself did he want to reveal?  

“No, I was too busy for girls in college.  Then I got this job, and that pretty much closed that door.  I’ll have to wait until I get back home.”

“Oh,” said Saleem.  There seemed to be disappointment in his voice.

“How about you?”

“I- I am not interested in girls.  You are from the West, so you probably will not be offended, but I am what you call “gay”.”

Jeff remained silent for a moment.  He hadn’t expected to hear this revelation from an Arab.  The prospect excited him, but he knew this was dangerous ground.

“I understand,” said Jeff without emotion.

“Meester Jeff, I  thought you would understand,” said Saleem.  The young Arab stood up and moved close to Jeff.  His cock now tented the tunic and was close to Jeff’s face. 

When Jeff didn’t move away or make a negative remark, Saleem, emboldened, lifted the tunic until the tent pole was no longer a hint.  It stared at him, the pee slit at the level of Jeff’s mouth.  It was long, maybe eight inches, and smooth from the cockhead to the young man’s darkly curled pubes.  Saleem’s balls were already tight against his crotch, but they were big in the nest of hair.  A drop of precum appeared on the pee slit.  

“Meester Jeff, please taste eet.  I am making a nice juice for you to taste.”

Jeff reached out to enclose the joystick in his fist.  His fingers barely encircled it.  He drew the pole toward his lips.  His tongue flicked the drop of love juice off the tip before he opened his mouth to take the Arab cock inside.  

Jeff was amazed.  It tasted so sweet and clean.  The only other man Jeff had sucked was his college roommate – an uncut example of manhood like Jeff.  Fewer and fewer young men in American were cut.  His roommate was a jock, and the sweat and smegma under his foreskin was not appetizing.  

Saleem was soon thrusting his smooth prick into Jeff’s throat.  The firm but soft glans glided across this tongue.   His enthusiasm shocked Jeff, who had a hard time catching his breath.  What Jeff really wanted to do was explore the cut cock – to touch it, view it and appreciate it.  He wanted to see Saleem’s cock soft and his balls hanging low.  He wanted to watch the cock stiffen, to observe his growing excitement.

Saleem grasped Jeff’s head and gave one final thrust.  A warm burst of fluid flooded Jeff’s mouth.  Saleem groaned, then sighed with pleasure.

“Meester Jeff, your mouth is so warm and good.  You want me to suck you?  I make you feel good, too?”  He dropped the hem of his tunic, covering his softening cock.  He took Jeff’s hand and pulled him to his feet.  Jeff followed him into the guest bedroom.  He felt as if he were dreaming.

Saleem slowly loosened Jeff’s clothing, starting with his dress shirt.  When the Arab’s hands moved to Jeff’s pants, he let his touch linger over the bulge that was growing there.  Soon the belt was unclasped, and the fly was unzipped.  Jeff’s cock burst through the opening in his shorts.  His pants dropped to the floor.

Saleem seemed surprised.  He quickly pulled down Jeff’s shorts, exposing the blond, curly bush.  Jeff’s balls were still hanging quite low, but his cock was growing by the second.  If Jeff had had a short foreskin, the cockhead would now be showing.  However, Jeff had a very long, wrinkled sheath.  His glans was still covered.

“Meester Jeff, you have not had khitan?” asked an amazed Saleem.

“Khitan?”

“You still have your boy skin.”  Saleem grabbed Jeff’s cock and touched the foreskin.  He commenced to draw it back.  Fortunately, Jeff’s foreskin was loose as well as long.  Saleem’s hand could have caused him discomfort or pain, if he had had phimosis.  

“I never see boy skin on grown man.  We cut it off here, when boy is eight or nine years old.  I have mine cut off.  My father is a cutter.  He does boy skins in our town.”

“Really,” said Jeff.  “When boys get circumcised in the States, they do it to baby boys in the hospital.”

“They not cut you?”

“No, they don’t do it as much nowadays.”

“But how you be a man with boy skin?”

Jeff chuckled.  “It doesn’t make you a man to be cut.  It just leaves you the way God made you.”

“But Allah say skin must go for man to be a man.”

All of this circumcision talk made Jeff’s cock stand at attention.  Just the pee slit showed.  Saleem pulled the skin back, hesitated a minute and put his lips to the exposed glans.  He licked it.  

“You are very clean, Meester Jeff, but I not accustomed to cock that is not – what do you call eet, circumcised?”  Saleem looked at Jeff and saw that he had not offended his employer.  He began to suck him in earnest.  

Saleem loved the long tool that sprang from a blond bush.  It was his dream to make love to a blond man.  He only wished that he did not have to put an uncut cock into his mouth.  An idea came into his mind.

“Meester Jeff, I learn cutting from my father.  I can cut you,” said Saleem drawing back from Jeff’s cock for a moment.  Jeff was speechless for an instant.

.

“But it would hurt.”

“Oh, yes.  But the hurt make you a man.  You be like Saleem, with long smooth man pole.  You heal in two or three weeks and have man sex like you never have before.  I cut good, make your cock perfect.”

By now, precum dripped from Jeff’s cock.  As he might never have expected, all of the circumcision talk was bringing him close to orgasm.  When Saleem sucked Jeff’s cock back into his mouth, a load of creamy cum gushed out of the American’s groin.  It was more than Saleem could contain.  It dripped from the corner of his mouth.  

“Meester Jeff, you like to be cut.  I can tell.  Eet make you shoot big load into my mouth.  You want?”

Jeff’s cock was still pulsing.  He nodded.  He wanted whatever Saleem was offering.  Saleem gently pushed Jeff back onto the bed.  

“You rest a minute.  I get my razor.  I cut you good.  You be beautiful in a couple of weeks.”

Saleem searched in his bag.  He pulled out a straight razor and a clamp that looked somewhat like metal labia.  It was a shield with a slit, a very narrow slit up its middle.  He went into the bathroom and returned with a soaped cloth.  He moved to the bed where Jeff lay.  The young engineer’s cock was floppy in his crotch.  Only now was Jeff contemplating the consequences of his assent to the procedure.

“Saleem, maybe I’d better reconsider…”

“No, no, Meester Jeff.  You will not regret.  Eet is perfect time.  You drop big load.  You not get hard when I touch your cock.  Eet is good.”

Saleem pulled Jeff to his feet once more.  He took the soapy washcloth and thoroughly washed Jeff’s member.  It started to respond, but Saleem gave it a smart slap and it returned to its soft state.

He pulled Jeff’s foreskin forward.  It stretched a full two inches beyond his glans.  

“Oh, you have too much skeen.  Eet must go.  I make you so smooth.”

Holding the foreksin, Saleem took the shield and placed the slit on the top surface.  He forced it downward.  The foreskin squeezed into the narrow slot.  A flash of pure pain blazed into Jeff’s mind.  With one more push the foreskin was isolated from his cock,  just in front of his pee slit.  It was bright red.

“Good, that was the part that will hurt the most, Meester Jeff.  When I cut, the shield will drop off.  You feel good then.”

Saleem took the straight razor.  By now Jeff’s foreskin was nearly numb, but he could still sense the cold of the steel when Saleem lay it against the top of his extended flesh.  

“You ready?” asked Saleem.  At this point the pain in Jeff’s cock was burning.  He was ready for anything that would take it away.  He nodded.

Saleem drew the cold steel through the flesh that was now turning blue.  In one stroke the foreskin fell away.  Saleem held it up, proudly.

“Praise Allah, you are now a man.”

As Saleem had predicted, the shield fell away from Jeff’s cock.  The pain disappeared, to be replaced by a burning sensation.  Drops of blood formed on the severed edge.  Slowly, the skin of Jeff’s cock pulled back.  Jeff expected to see a bare glans, but instead he saw a membrane covering his cockhead.  The severed edge had now withdrawn to a point nearly an inch and a half below his glans.  

Saleem took the membrane and folded it back to meet the severed edge.  He admired his handiwork for a moment.  Jeff remained speechless.  

“You not perfect yet.  You have very thick bridle.  This give you problem without the boy skin.  Eet pull your head down.  I make eet perfect.”

Saleem wiped away the collecting blood.  The soapy cloth stung.  He smoothed the inner foreskin remnant that he had pushed back.  Jeff’s frenulum was very obvious now.  Saleem took the razor, and, stretching the frenulum outward, he sliced it off.  The resulting pain was instantaneously more painful than the original cut.  Blood poured out.

“Do not be afraid, Meester Jeff.  You not bleed to death.  I stop eet fast,” Saleem tried to reassure him.

Saleem took his razor and flicked on a cigarette lighter, letting the flame heat the steel.  He placed the heated against the place where his frenulum had been.  The hot steel cauterized the wound.  The bleeding stopped.  Saleem now took a dressing from his bag and bound Jeff’s cock, making sure that the shaft skin and inner remnant met.

Jeff called in sick for the next couple of days.  Of course, he couldn’t gone to the hospital or even the company doctor.  It would have just too hard to explain.  Within a few days, Saleem was able to change the bandages without pain.  Since there were no stitches, he had to be very careful not to separate the healing edges.  Saleem served him delicious soups and cared for him solicitously.  By the end of the week, as Saleem changed the dressing, Jeff’s cock began to harden.  During this time Jeff would not look at his altered cock.  He would turn his head away.  

“Oh, no,” cried Jeff.  “I’ll hurt myself.”

“No, Meester, Jeff.  You heal fast.  Look, the edges are joined.  They need more time, but you not come apart,” said Saleem in an effort to reassure his employer.  Still, Jeff refused to look.

Each day after that, Jeff’s cock hardened to Saleems touch.  The swelling, at first something horrendous, reduced.  A new, smooth, streamlined cock took form.  It was beautiful.  Jeff’s glans felt naked, but happily so, as it bounced around in his pants.  It was difficult not get hard.  Finally, when the redness began to fade, Saleem took longer as he examined his friends tool.

“Meester Jeff, you are ready, I think.  Let us see how your man clock works.”

He took Jeff’s hoodless cockhead into his mouth.  The warmth of Saleem’s saliva and the movement of his tongue coaxed the healing member to attention.  It was harder than it had ever been.  The skin stretched across its surface.  Jeff looked into his crotch.  For the first time he saw what his new tool looked like.  It seemed longer, since its surface was uninterrupted from tip to pubes.  The scar about two inches down his shaft was still red, but it was no longer swollen.  Jeff’s shaft had always been quite dark in color, unlike the skin on the rest of his body.  The contrast between this dark flesh and the inner foreskin remnant was striking. 

 The Arab’s tongue paid special attention to the scar.  It was exquisite.  Jeff thought that he would shoot at this point.  Somehow he was able to go on, absorbing more and more pleasure.  He lasted longer than he had ever lasted before.  Suddenly, ropes of cum forced themselves through his shaft.  It was his first orgasm through a man’s cock.  Saleem smiled.  

Three months later, when Jeff’s first posting had finished, he elected to stay another six months, much to everyone’s surprise.  Only Jeff knew that his true love was there in an Arab land.  

