The Canterbury Tails part 10
Three Men’s Stories on the Road to Circumcision

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

It amazing how much can change in a short space of time. As it turned out, loosing my foreskin was only part of a big turn around in my life that summer. Within a week, Mom had sorted and packed up most everything that we weren’t taking with. Luckily, when her friends Elaine and Max had sold their farmlands over at Drover’s Mill they had kept the acre or two with the barn on it and they said we could store stuff there. It was weird seeing their farm house surrounded by half built “executive” houses where we used to go play. It just seemed like nothing was going to stay the same. Phil was going to come up the week after we had gone and finalize the letting of the house to a group of postgrads at the university. I was glad I wasn’t going to be there and see someone else take over the room I’d had since I was a kid. So many things like that seemed to be done deals before I’d even thought them through, let alone gotten used to the idea.

Mom had to go back to look after Granddad; I had known that without her saying. It had been a real shock though when I realized that she was planning on me going with her. I tried arguing in favor of me staying behind to finish school but I could see pretty soon that that plan just wasn’t going to work. I’d wondered if somehow I could go and live with Phil and finish off there but he didn’t seem to keen on that one. I figured I could hardly blame him. So, within a couple of days mom had school fixed too. After a few expensive phone calls she’d gotten me a place at Archdeacon College in Canterbury where one of my cousins had gone. She said it was a real nice place, but I knew it was going to be so different and not really what I wanted for my life. Unlike my foreskin, whatever I felt about it  I had no choice.

Standing with our cases at the railroad station waiting for the shuttle train to the junction it started to dawn on me just how different life was going to be for me for the next few years. I supposed we would come back home again when, and I hated thinking of it, Granddad had died too and there was only the three of us left to worry about. I was kinda glad that Jamie had been away on vacation for most of the summer and that I hadn’t been able to see him before we left for Europe. It would have been hard for me to say goodbye to him anyway, but I realised too that his being out of town meant I had been able to duck out of a whole load of awkwardness. Discussing what he would have been bound to notice in the shower at the community pool was never going to have been easy and now it just wasn’t going to happen, leastways not for a good while to come. I wondered idly if he would have forgotten that I’d ever had skin the next time we went swimming together whenever that was. Would I be disappointed? On the other hand, would Jamie be real disappointed now that wouldn’t get to see me after getting my clip? Brad Svensen, Mathieu and the locker room too. What did I feel about them? Funny, the whole business. Ironic, in fact - I was finally one of Brad’s kind and he’d never ever get to know it.

Mom was asleep almost as soon as we were on the mainline train, and that was something that would never normally have happened. I spent the hour on the way to Newark staring out of the window. I felt suddenly that I was leaving my Dad behind me. I didn’t like it.

We had a long wait at Newark after checking in real early for the flight. We got to eat, and I left Mom on the phone to England and went off for some exercise before the plane. I had always hated restrooms on a plane so I followed a sign for the john on the concourse to try and avoid having to shut myself into that cramped box onboard for as long as possible. My mind was so occupied with thoughts about what I was leaving that I freaked myself again when I got my dick out. I hadn’t done that for a while, having gotten a bit more used to seeing my bared glans every day. This time it brought me up with a jolt. It just looked like a regular dick now, and it was mine - the dick I’d have for the rest of my life and so unlike the one I’d grown up with. 

I’d been circumcised for long enough now for the scar to begin to fade, and the sutures had fully dissolved over the last few days. I had even risked my first wank a couple of days back. Feeling guilty about even thinking about beating off when there was such sadness in the air and so much to do, I’d kinda put any idea of beating off out of my mind since Gran had died. When I was packing up my stuff though I’d had to deal with my special the box under the bed, the one with the metal ring and lube in it that Phil had given me. I was so relieved that I’d gotten a chance to stow it discretely in the packing case of stuff that was going to England as freight. 

Just opening the box and seeing the ring and the lube there had given me a boner.  It would have been just awful if anyone else had discovered them after we’d gone, worse still if I’d had to bring them in my suitcase and the ring had gotten picked up in the x-ray machine at the airport when I was going through it with Mom. Mom had been persuaded to go out with her girl friends who wanted to treat her to a farewell meal at Lamiere’s. I was real pleased she finally said she’d go. She had always looked longingly through the window when we walked past on the way to the library, but anywhere too upscale even to put a menu in the window was always going to be way out of our price range. As a bonus, her going out meant I was alone in the house and able to pack my secrets up safely. 

As I got the stuff ready to pack up, the temptation to them out in peace was just too strong. I slipped down my jeans and reached for the ring. Sliding my dick through carefully I made sure I didn’t do any damage to my circ scar, then worked my balls through as normal. I stood up, letting my nuts fall down low and enjoying the return of the familiar sensation of them being pulled out a little from my body. Shit, it felt wild. It always did, but the ring pulled my shaft skin just that bit tighter than I had dared to risk since I had been cut and it felt awesome. 

I looked at myself in the mirror and my bare helmet looked brazenly back at me. I gingerly put my cock head in my palm, feeling underneath for the empty slot where my frenum used to be. I went up close to the mirror and lifted the head of my dick to have a close look at what lay underneath. Remembering the long, loose stringy bit of skin that used to be there it was amazing seeing it now. Carl had got it our real neat and there just wasn’t a scrap of anything left in there at all, just a groove nearly as deep as his own. I timidly ran my finger tip along there and shuddered with the sensation. I didn’t want to risk beating off dry, in fact I wasn’t at all sure that I’d be able to do that ever again. I reached for the magic tube of lube. As I squirted a lump of it in my hand I wondered idly if you could get stuff like that in England. I had memories of being in Boots the Chemists in Canterbury High Street with my Gran as a kid but of course I’d never had even known about stuff like that then, let alone think that Id’ ever need it. The coldness of the lube on my circ scar made me jump but it felt so, so good. Very carefully, ready to stop if I knew that I was going to hurt myself, I spread it out along my shaft. Shit, the thought of having to go to the emergency room and explain to Mom why would just be awful and that alone made be proceed so carefully.

With a full, rock hard boner now I started stroking. It was amazing feeling my hand slide along my totally bared shaft for the first time. It had been good when I was taped back, but this was the real thing now. Even tighter now, not a scrap of skin moved on my shaft as I worked my hand along the length of my wood. That is just how it felt – like wood. A deliciously sensitive piece for sure, but it was just like a hard lump of wood. Nothing moved on the shaft. The old sensation of the sliding sleeve of skin was gone forever.

I felt an exquisite “is it pleasure or is it pain feeling” as my fist passed over my still tender scar line. That was a pleasure zone that just hadn’t been there when it was intact. I wondered how much that sensation would change as I healed up fully and hoped it wouldn’t go away. The best bit though was when my hand reached the back of my glans. I felt the slight bump as the ridge of my totally exposed rim slid through my hand and another as my fingertips clicked into place in my empty fren groove below. This was something else. Shit, whacking off after such a long break was always going to have felt amazing but now, for the first time as a bared, fully circumcised man it was just overwhelming. 

I would have loved to linger and luxuriate in that first wank  but I didn’t want to risk doing any damage to myself. I grabbed my glans in my palm and ground it round a few times, keeping my fist away from the circ scar so high up on my shaft. Looking down I saw again just how different the color of the skin was on either side of that thin red line and it reminded me of how great Jeff had looked there too. It set my mind racing, flipping quickly through so many bizarre and disconnected things – the big piece of metal in Carl’s dick, the way the girl on the campus shuttle bus nipples had stuck out through her top, Phil holding my balls outside Burger King, the packet in the guy’s jeans in Blockbuster, seeing Mathieu’s foreskin, even Brad Svensen’s funny little dick, that first amazing sensation as I rubbed his moisturizer along my shaft for the first time. It was an older memory that tipped me over the edge though. I suddenly remembered being small, curled up in bed, pretending to be asleep and seeing Phil’s dick through half closed eyes as he got into bed on the eve of Dad’s funeral. Although I hadn’t seen it in anything like a healed-up state, I compared how it looked to me then to my mental picture of it now - sleek tight, fully trimmed and frenum-excised. At the thought of it, my balls starting thrashing around in their low-hanging sack and I shot my first circumcised load.
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