The Canterbury Tails part 12
Three Men’s Stories on the Road to Circumcision

Nick’s  Tail – part 2
By Gareth Walton


“Daddy, Daddy, Daddy …Look! That man’s got a willy just like yours!”


I knew the boy had to be talking about me. After all, I was the only other person in the changing room! It is always deserted there at 11 o’clock on a Monday morning. Just about the only pleasure of working the late shift is that I can go to Kingsmead on the way in to work and swim with the pool almost entirely to myself. This was one of the better late shift weeks though as Dan was rostered on it with me. It was great to have an extra bit of time in each other’s company on the way to and from work. I thought of him pounding away upstairs in the gym and wondered if he’d be down for his shower soon. Time was getting on a bit. 

Things had worked out so well for us when Kirk was transferred to Wales. Dan pitched for the post in Canterbury, brought it off with his usual panache and we were finally able to be with each other properly. It was on the second stint in Oz that we’d got it together, though I’d felt it coming on for a while after that first, momentous trip when I’d decided to get circumcised. That was the most mind blowing thing at the time of course, but my new friendship with Dan matured and deepened in those weeks between the trips and it was on our second stay in Brisbane that we realised the feelings we had for each other were mutual.

Ironically, I never got the big “Look, I’m circumcised now like you three” scene in the showers that I’d fantasised so much about. The company had been really taken aback with the amount of business that we’d drummed up on that frugal first trip and it was almost “no expense spared” on the second. That time around we had two whole days to acclimatise before having to start meetings so sadly there was no need to go and freshen up in a health club when we had luxury rooms waiting for us in a classy hotel. 

I was very disappointed to have missed my moment of revelation in that shared shower. It was a shame that I missed out on seeing Kirk and Mhet’s faces but at least I got to witness the rare sight of Dan gob smacked for once! He texted me after we arrived at the hotel and suggested that after a couple of hour’s kip we give the others the slip and head to the sauna to do some serious unwinding in the steam. Poor Dan, I just didn’t warn him. After we’d been sweltering in the steam room for half an hour or so I felt him, not at all unexpectedly, put his hand in my lap. After a second or two while, I suppose, he made sure I wasn’t going to object to this kind of “unwinding” his fingers started doing some gentle exploring in my crotch. The tension was unbearable as I waited for him to twig. I was finally rewarded when he suddenly froze. I’d stiffened up of course, and he’d finally realised that he was feeling a completely different shape through my towel than the last time the two of us were there together! I laughed out loud as he swore, ripped the towel off me in disbelief and bent over my crotch to have a proper look at my newly remodelled dick in the half light! Of course, a second or two later and it was more than his eyes that were on my new dick! 

Basically, we’d never looked back since then. We were so lucky when the post came up in the Canterbury branch so soon after and he was able to move down and into my flat just by the city walls. I’ve never been happier, and neither has he.

That boy was talking again.


“He has Daddy. Look. It like yours, not like mine and Ben’s.”


So, Daddy had a willy like me did he? I wondered if the little lad was just comparing adult and child sizes or, much more interestingly, fixtures and fittings.

Poor Daddy looked mortified. It’s amazing what kids can come out with in public. I’d seen them in the pool a couple of times before and thought they looked a really nice family. She was dead good looking - even I could tell that. I suppose the kid must have been around three, his older brother five or so. Despite my happiness with Daniel it always made me feel a bit regretful when I saw a dad out having fun with his kids. 

I didn’t say anything but smiled at dad to reassure him that I hadn’t taken offence. Of course, I took the opportunity to have another good look at him at the same time! Nice looking, exactly handsome, but sexy for sure. Kind face. Late twenties perhaps. Must have started the family very young. Tall, good body. Not worked on, but really fit. Nice hair. I don’t normally go for gingernuts but his was a really beautiful deep coppery shade. Nice that he wore it quite long too. Mmmm. 

I imagined him with his gorgeous wife and thought that they were one couple I wouldn’t mind seeing hard at it. I could imagine he’d be talented between the sheets. Considerate. A time taker. Baggy shorts he had on him. I wondered what he had hidden away in there to work with. Shame you don’t see so many Speedos around these days as they always give the game away to an expert eye. Size is obvious to anyone through them, but I always reckon I can spot the sharp ridge of a bare glans in Speedos at fifty paces. 

The kids had been more or less dressed by the time I had come in from the pool but they were still young enough to need a lot of help sorting themselves out. The poor chap looked frozen standing there, only now packing up their wet togs and still in his dripping swimming cossie. 


“Come on Harry” he said to the youngest. “Mummy will be waiting outside for you by now”


The older one was making a painfully slow and careful attempt to zip up the front of his fleece. Daddy waited patiently for such a long time, not wanting to rush the kid who was obviously doing his best. I admired the man’s attitude.

“Well done Ben. Come on, I’ll take you to the door, Mummy will get us all hot chocs and I’ll meet you in the café when I’m changed.”


I couldn’t quite place his accent. I was thinking that, gorgeous or not, mummy was a lucky woman. I could see him talking quietly to her now through a crack between the changing room doors, the kids half in and half out, their hair starting to fluff up. Harry already had a toy car out of his pocket and was running it along the floor.


I was in the shower by the time Daddy came back in. I wasn’t surprised to see him actually shivering now. At least the showers were good and hot for once. That would warm him up. He joined me under the jets. I idly wondered if he was the sort to take his trunks off in public. I hoped so. It would be nice to get the full picture, especially after what young Harry had said.


It was his turn to smile at me this time. He looked a bit bashful.

“I’m so sorry about my boy” he said. “I hope he didn’t offend you. He seems to be going through quite a pooh and willy fixated phase at the moment.”


“No, not at all” I replied, “I’ve got three nephews around that age and I know what they can be like. I’ve seen you here before and they’ve always struck me as great kids. Nicely behaved, no like most of them in here.”

While we were talking I was pleased to see that he had finished shampooing and was going to drop his drawers. It would have been very frustrating not to have seen what Harry was on about, even though I had a pretty good idea what he must have meant. For those last couple of months I’d been able to enjoy the fact that not only was I circumcised but, to anyone who cared to look, very obviously circumcised too. Funny, I wouldn’t have Daddy down as one of the special brotherhood too, not that I try to guess the circ stats of everyone I see at the pool or anything! 

It was no effort to keep the conversation going. He was a nice chap and I would have liked talking to him anyway even without the added interest of what may or may not be inside his trunks. That accent was bugging me though. Would it be too naff to ask him?

His shorts were descending now. Nice tight arse. I felt the frisson that I always felt when I was going to see a guy’s dick for the first time. In the old days it used to be over how much of it he had. These days it was much more about how much, or preferably how little, foreskin was on the end of it.


Well one thing was for sure, it was worth the wait! Longish cock, not enormous but very much on the right side of average. Much more important than that was that it bore an absolutely stunning circ. A really beautiful total elimination job had been done on it and whoever had trimmed him had really known what he was doing. Obviously Gomcoed, the so-horny brown ring was as high up on his shaft as I think I’d ever seen. Someone obviously knew how to use those plates. They’d flayed him totally, but done an expert job in stripping him very, very bare. With that high a cut, he was going to have had to have his fren whipped out too – shame I wasn’t likely to get to see what kind of a hand he’d made on the underside.

I thought of my own circ. I was so pleased to be cut, but looking at this chap’s beautiful high and tight I regretted again that I hadn’t done a bit more research before I offered up my foreskin for termination. I kicked myself one more time that I’d just blagged my way into getting my doctor to refer me to the local NHS hospital. I’d been so smug that I’d pulled off the deception that there was a problem with my hood as there just wasn’t anything wrong with it at all other than it was just there, but now I wished I’d gone to a real expert cutter. My typical Health Service low trim was ok, much better than many you see, and the main thing was my foreskin was gone forever. Again though, I regretted not having gone private where I might have been able to ensure I got a nice designer h & t like the lucky chap in front of me. The colour change either side of his special brown dividing line was exquisite. Dan had once said to me that “redheads take a beautiful circ” and it was really true in this one’s case as the contrast was so extreme. 

Hanging underneath his expertly trimmed shaft was one of the most amazing pairs of nads I’d seem in a long time too. They hung so low in their bag that I wasn’t surprised that he hadn’t gone for the Speedos option as he’d have been for ever trying to keep them from falling out of anything so skimpy. Danglers don’t really do it for me, but I really hoped Dan would hurry up and get down here as that would be a sight he’d really enjoy, let alone the beautifully crafted piece of cut meat above them.


Unusually for me, I took my courage in my hand and prepared to make a brazen comment. Normally, anything remotely to do with circ coming up in public conversation gets get me so flustered and tongue tied that I can never say anything at all, however much I want to. Just hearing someone say “the” word out loud turns me on theses days. After a second or two I affected a laugh: 


“Oh I see! The penny’s finally dropped” I lied. “Now I see what your boy was on about!”


Instinctively, he looked down at his crotch. A bit embarrassed but smiling in agreement he said “Yeah, he said. “I suppose that must be it. Funny that he should notice something like that.”

Craftily, I changed tack slightly. Of course, I needed to know how and why his foreskin wasn’t there any more - I always did! It wouldn’t do to be too obvious so early in the chat though. Have to play this one a bit sneakily. “The longest way round can be the quickest way home” as Dan’s aunty liked to say. I was going to have to use the accent option after all to get some more information to flesh out his case study.

“By the way” I said “I hope you don’t mind me asking, but I’m intrigued by your accent. I’m normally good with them but I just can’t place yours.”


“Yes” he laughed, “I seem to keep most people guessing. Actually I’m of English stock but I was born in America. Only came back here 10 years or so ago.”


“Ah” I thought.


“Ah!” I said too, “Hence the err……how shall I put it, “similarity”, shall we say!”  

I threw a casual glance towards his crotch as if for the first time. 

“I hear that it is a lot more common over there than here” I said, playing the circ innocent.

He looked a bit flustered. I hoped I hadn’t overstepped the mark.


“Actually”, he said with a slight hesitation in his voice, “a few years back and we wouldn’t have been so similar in that department.”


Mmm. Interesting. Very. He needn’t have told me that at all. There had been absolutely no need to give chapter and verse. There was a story here alright, and perhaps one he half wanted to tell. This was intriguing and horny. How to find out more. I quickly considered telling him that if he was uncut ten years ago then we would still been a matching pair, albeit matching differently from the way we matched today.

At that moment the door in from the gym banged and someone came in. I hoped against hope that it might be Dan. He had the knack of getting anyone’s personal secrets out of them in two minutes flat, all done with the utmost charm and leaving the victim feeling that they’d been privileged that he’d listened! If it was anyone else coming in then, damn it, the conversation with Daddy was buggered. 


It wasn’t Dan. Shit – perfect bad timing by whoever it was.  This was going to stop our little talk in its tracks. At least he was there at the pool most weeks and now that we were on chatting terms there would possibly be other chances to drop in the conversation that perhaps we had something in common. Cut meat was quite a rare treat in Canterbury and usually the only bits of it I got to see were when we played squash with Dan's friends from the Synagogue. Somehow, a religious circ never did it for me in quite the same way though. It was when a guy had got done as and adult that it really excited me, especially when it was just because he wanted it. Here was a really nice, good looking bloke inches from me who, by the sound of it, might just come in that category.


I mentally cursed the guy who had come in. Now I looked again, he seemed a bit familiar but I couldn’t place him. Funny how people look so different when they don’t have normal day to day clothes on. At least this guy was quite a stud. His eyes scanned the room, and I couldn’t help but register the way he took Daddy and me in.

“Is he “family?” I considered, and “Could well be” was my answer.


I was talking to Daddy about something or other now, the conversation having moved on seamlessly to more mundane topics. I must admit I was finding it hard to do more than appear to be listening as I had all eyes on the newcomer as he pulled off his shorts.  Was I going to be lucky again I wondered? Very unlikely I reckoned. Jock strap though. Nice. Sometimes possible to “read” what lies behind through one of them. I didn’t have to wait long before that was off too, although the focus of my attention was now well hidden behind his towel. Blimey, this was a real dilemma here – Daddies beautiful cock to continue ogling whilst at the same time monitoring developments with the newly arrived cutey. Torture!

Cutey had grabbed his shower gel, come over to the showers and pushed the button. He seemed a bit shy, keeping his back towards us, but I couldn’t mistake the way his eyes took Daddy and me in, scanning both our crotches from close range now. 

It was then I recognised him. He was Rob from the office’s brother. I’d met him a couple of times when we’d been out drinking. What was his name? Sam, wasn’t it? He obviously didn’t remember me though. He had been going out with one of the girls in human resources for a while. I began to think that she might be in for a surprise one day, judging by the way he was throwing sideways admiring glances at Daddy and me. Hadn’t he lived in America for a while? That was right – it came to me now. There been some bust up between him and Rob when Rob went out to join him for a holiday. I couldn’t remember all the details now, but hadn’t Sam just not shown up to collect Rob from the airport and left him with nowhere to stay? There was no word of him for two more days or something and by then Rob was going spare with worry. He never got to the bottom of it though – Sam said he’d been in hospital or something, but he looked ok and would just never tell the whole story. I’d have to ask Dan if he remembered more about it.

So, Daddy was a squash player too. I’d just discovered from our chat. I liked him more and more. My loyalties and attention were still divided though as I reckoned that the time was about to come when I’d get a look at Sam and find out what I wanted to know. 


Blimey - it really was my lucky day! Another bared piece of meat. Nice. Big and thick but, shit, whoever had done the deed for him was at the other end of the spectrum from Daddy’s ace cutter. Looked like the surgeon had been some kid on work experience! It put me in mind of a joke I’d heard as a kid and not really understood at the time: 
Q - What is the definition of a fancy man? 
A – One who has been circumcised with pinking shears! 

Poor old Sam’s dick had certainly been mangled a bit. The scar line was really zig-zaggy, right behind his head on one side and way up the shaft on the other. I’d discovered on the internet that lots of circ pervs get turned on by unusual circ scars. I hadn’t thought that they did much for me, preferring to see a nice neat job like Daddy next to me. I was bloody glad that mine didn’t look anything as home-made as this one here but, even so, there was something about a guy having his most intimate part had been marked for life like that by another man.  Quite a loose cut on him. I wondered where he’d got a job like that done, thinking my boring but safe NHS one wasn’t perhaps so bad after all. At least old Sam had a nice big love stick to make up for any defects in medical handiwork. I wondered how well it went down with (or up!) Miss Human Resources and whether she minded or even noticed the way he’d been so crudely sliced. I thought again from the way his eyes were darting round that I wouldn’t be at all surprised it wasn’t just with the ladies that he liked to put his stalk it through its paces. 


Daddy was just about ready to go now. We’d moved on further in our chat, discovered that we belonged to the same squash club and were making vague plans for a game. I was really pleased to have got to know him in more ways than one.

“By the way”, I said, “I’m Nick.”


“I think that’s probably the first time I’ve done this with no clothes on!” he said as we shook hands.

“And I’m Paul” he went on, “though you may as well call me the Kid because just about everyone else seems to!”

“The Kid – unusual nickname! Well very nice to meet you anyway, Kid.” I said. “I hope our paths cross again soon”, and I meant it. 


“The Kid” was soon dressed and en route to his hot choccy with the Mrs. and their boys. I’d already managed to string my shower out just that little bit longer than was strictly necessary, and I reckoned that Sam was doing the same. I hoped Dan would come down soon. The way fancy-man-Sam’s eyes were flicking round my crotch and the way he needed to apply so much soap for repeated washings of his cock even though he didn’t have any foreskin to have to clean under looked very promising. Being in a shower with two other hot men, both hornily circumcised, and one of whom you love very much – well, wouldn’t you think that worth being a few minutes late for work for?!

* * * * * * * * * * * *
