The Canterbury Tails part 9

Three Men’s Stories on the Road to Circumcision

The Kid’s Tail – “Big Brother” part 8
By Gareth Walton

When the phone goes at 3 in the morning you know it just isn’t going to be the kind of call you want to get. Mom picked up quick, but I was wide awake after the first ring. I crept to the door and heard her voice real low but I figured I’d wait for her to come to me with whatever news it was, and it certainly wasn’t going to be good news for her to have been talking for so long in the middle of the night. 


I’d been home for a week and a circumcised man for two. The plan had been for Phil to bring me back but they’d had some panic on at the hospital and he’d had to work extra shifts. He ended up dropping me at the railroad station in Richmond to catch the Silver Meteor. It goes without saying that it was running as late as usual so I had plenty of time to think about all that had happened as I sat waiting by the track and, of course, to notice all the new sensations from my newly bared dick as it swung around inside my shorts. 

I’d dared to risk abandoning the tighty-whiteys that morning and gone back to my usual boxers. It was really a bit early for that I knew, and I only had myself to blame when every time I moved to pick up my rucksack I felt the swoosh of my naked rim across the material. Sitting down in the waiting room I could feel the cloth gather round the still tender scar line on the shaft as my balls fell into place down the leg of my jeans and it made my cock stir. Even taped up I’d never been so aware of my dick all the time and I reckoned I’d have been crippled by the strength of the feeling if I hadn’t had a bit of advance preparation courtesy of the micropore. I couldn’t begin to imagine how guys who really needed a circ because they couldn’t get their hoods back at all coped when they suddenly were made bare. 

Before getting my dick out to take a leak in the rest room, I remembered to tell myself that it was going to look different from before. A couple of times the previous day, the worst of the real soreness starting to wear off so I wasn’t quite so ginger about handling it, I’d freaked myself when I looked down and seen the strange piece of bare meat lying there in my hand. I looked at my cock now, letting it sit in my palm as I opened up my fly. I thought again about how I’d never noticed what a strong instinct I’d always had to roll back the skin a little before I pissed. I’d never need that one again for sure, and it seemed real funny not doing it now with the stream just coming straight out of the end with nothing in its way – kind plainer and simpler, and with no foreskinned mystique anymore to hide what lay underneath. I looked down to assess my cock. Ok, it was still pretty battered and the scar line was a vivid gash but it looked good. God, it looked good. My helmet so visible now, the deep rim on view all the way round now as if inviting me to run a finger round the back of the deep ridge. Carl had put the scar line real far back on the shaft and I noticed the way the skin changed color so obviously on each side of it. There was just the hint of slack in the skin on my soft shaft – it looked so damn neat and sleek as it lay there in my hand. 

I felt myself starting to get the start of a boner, and I let it happen. I knew it would hurt a little bit as the sutures pulled, but what the hell. I’d only seen my new piece stiffened up a couple of times and it was still and exciting prospect for me to put it through its paces. As my stalk lengthened in my hand the skin pulled tighter and I enjoyed rubbing a finger tip across my glans. I reached round and felt underneath, longing for the day when I was healed enough to enjoy running a nail in the empty groove where my frenum used to be. That had been the hardest part of the circ, feeling Carl tugging away down there as he dug it out, and it obviously had been hard for Phil too to judge by the way he squeezed my hand when Jeff was carving at his. Even so, I was glad it was gone – that every bit of my cock that could be taken away had been. I was totally bare. Somehow, I had known that if I was going to allow myself to be circumcised it had to be done totally. I didn’t want any half measures like Phil had had as a kid.

Thinking of my empty frenum and, I had to admit, letting my thoughts run on to Carl’s deep empty groove had finished off my increasing wood nicely. I looked down, trying to put the pulling sensation on the stitches out of my mind. Shit, Carl really did know what he was doing. My shaft looked totally sleek and smooth now as the tiny bit of give in the skin that he had left me when I was soft had ironed out to perfection as I hardened up. There wasn’t a scrap of skin to spare yet I just knew that when the sutures were out it wouldn’t feel pulled at all. He had promised me that he wouldn’t leave me, as he put it “feeling like I was trying to pull a T shirt sleeve down to your wrist like some bastard docs do”. If I had seen a cock like my new one on one of my class mates I would have thought that he was lucky that his doc had done such a good job on him. Here I was looking at my long, newly skinned meat and feeling proud. 


I wondered idly how Phil was getting on back at work, his remodelled meat under his medical gear on the wards. We’d shared a strange couple of days after the “procedure”. There was nothing to do apart from rest and nothing to talk about that we were ever going to talk about. I’d thought before that it would be a time of relearning for me as I got used to not having a  foreskin but I soon realised that time would come later. For then, the main priority with my dick was just not pulling on the sutures – any idea of beating off or shit was just going to be too painful to contemplate for a while yet. 

Phil’s circ had looked real neat too, in as much as you could tell through the swelling and bruising. It looked like Jeff had gotten him real sleek too, and there certainly didn’t seem to be any sign of his skin roll anymore. Just as well Jeff did do a good job I thought, as he’d be the one having to work that baby in the future if it turned out to be less than ideal. I really hoped Phil had gotten what he wanted after all he had invested in it. It would be nice if, like me, he ended up with a dick he would be proud of too.

My boner laid spread out across my hand now, filling the skin up totally tight. I was longing to put it through its paces and I thought of the tube of lube and the metal ring waiting for me in the box under my bed back home. Any day now, I thought, and I would be ready. I idly wondered if Phil had tried it yet and if we would be able to talk about it and share experiences or if, perhaps, it would be another of his special non-issues. In any case, unlike me, he had someone to share the business of road testing it with and I began to think to the future and the first time I let a stranger see my meat. Would I ever let on to them that I’d gotten myself cut? What would I feel like if they said that they wished I hadn’t? 

In my daydream I hadn’t seen that someone else had come into the restroom. I got a bit of a jolt when I found that someone was standing at the stall next to me. I reddened as I realised that I was standing there with wood in my hand and did my best to hide my boner from him as he opened his fly.  I did try and stuff it back in my pants but, shit, that was hard to do in a hurry – everything hurt! By now I realised the guy was looking over at me. He looked like he was in the army or something – real short blonde hair and just that look about him that says “services”. 

I caught his gaze as he looked down at my piece and couldn’t help myself but for to look back at his. I was amazed to see that he was stiff too, grinding the end of his big, tightly circumcised piece of wood in his palm in just the way I had learnt to do when I was taped back. Shit, this was real freaky. I don’t know what came over me but just for a second or two I gave up trying to stow my piece and just put my hands by my side and let my cock stick out in front of me for him to see real clear, sutures and all. I think I was doing it for me really, not for him. Having him see it sort of let me take a look at my own cock with fresh eyes. This was such a different way to behave from the old me, and I was looking at such a different cock from my old cock. I was sure there would be a hell of a lot of adjusting to do further along the road, but I liked what I saw. It pleased me that my dick looked like the guy’s next to me – just regular, with no need to explain anything about having skin or shit. I liked him liking what he saw too. With that, I managed to bundle it all inside my pants, zipped up and left him to it.

I suddenly came to and wondered how I could have been thinking of stuff like that while mom was on the phone at 3 in the morning. I was kinda embarrassed to realise that my hand had strayed down to my crotch and was nuzzled round the bare end of my dick. I was glad I had come to my senses when she quietly knocked on the door.


It was such a shock. I knew it was going to be bad news, but something was real wrong here. Mom looked gray – you hear people say that but she really was. Granny had died. She’d had a heart attack. This just wasn’t supposed to happen. She was the strong one. It was Granddad who was frail, the older of the two, the one who always needed looking after. Gran was way younger than him, real fit apart from her bad knee and she was only just out of hospital from getting that fixed. I couldn’t take it in. 

Poor mom, she looked so tired.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
