The New Swimming Coach

This story is entirely fictional.

We’ve always been the best of mates, me, Jimmy, Simon, and Eric. We all loved swimming and we were all really good at it. That’s why we were at the National Institute of Sport, in the B-grade mens 4x100m freestyle relay team. It meant a lot of early mornings and hard work, but the fun and camaraderie between us made it all worthwhile.

One day at the end of a long training session, the head coach came over to our lane. He told us that they were getting a new assistant coach from America, who would be looking after us and most of the other B-grade relay teams.

The talk in the showers was all about what this new coach would be like. We’d never really had a coach dedicated to B-grade before. It was going to be great: someone to take care of just us. The warm water cascaded down our smooth muscular bodies, rinsing away the pungent chlorine. I felt a stirring in my crotch, and decided that my bathers would stay on this morning. The others stripped off completely and started lathering themselves.

“Hey, look at Dave!” sneered Eric, “looks like he’s got a boner!”

“You a fag, Dave?” asked Jimmy, waving his skinned-back dick at me.

I was blushing so ferociously I could feel the radiant pulse in my cheeks. Suddenly, Simon grabbed my speedos and jerked them down to my ankles. My erection pointed straight at my laughing team-mates, the head just starting to emerge from its protective skin sheath. I decided I couldn’t salvage any dignity from my situation, so I just started jerking myself off. To my surprise, so did the others! Soon we were gasping for air and spraying our semen in bouts of creamy ecstasy. 

After the mass-ejaculation, we spent a moment more in the shower, cleaning up.

“Fuck I’m glad I’m not cut,” said Jimmy, “I mean, how do you reckon cut guys jerk off?”

“I bet it doesn’t feel as good,” said Eric.

“My older brother got circumcised when he was our age,” observed Simon, “He asked for it.”

“Why?” we all asked, incredulously.

“His girlfriend at the time was Jewish, and she knew he still had his skin. She said that he had no chance with her until he got brissed. He put it off for a long time, but he was getting hornier and hornier, so he finally agreed.”

“What happened?” We were hanging on Simon’s every word.

“She told him to make the most of it one afternoon. So all night, he jerked off, again and again, until his dick was sore from it. The next day, he went with her to her cousin’s house. It turns out her cousin is a mohel, a Jewish circumcisor. He was strapped to a bed, and the mohel gave him a traditional bris – no anaesthetic or stitches.”

“Geez. Was it worth it?”

“His girlfriend left him a few months later – he was pretty sore about that. But his cock healed up nicely after a couple of weeks and he let me see the whole healing process. His dick looks real good now, with his head flaring out and this awesome scar ringing his tool halfway down the shaft. He says masturbation isn’t as much fun anymore, and he needs lube to jerk off, but chicks love blowing him and he gets more sex these days. He showed me how it feels to jerk off skin-free. He just pulled my foreskin way back and lubed up his other hand and jerked me with his fist. I came in seconds, I was so sensitive.”

We all had massive boners again after hearing Simon’s hot story.

“Come here Jimmy, I’ll show you how it feels to jerk off skin-free.”

Simon soaped up Jimmy’s pole and fully retracted his long, nippled foreskin with his left hand. Standing behind him, looking over his shoulder, he wrapped his right hand around Jimmy’s tumescent organ and jerked him up and down with his fist. Moments later, Jimmy arched, gasped and creamed in his second shuddering orgasm of the day.

“Wow. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to be cut.”

About a week later, we got to meet our new coach.

“Team, this is Assistant Coach Greg Brisman. He comes highly recommended from the USA sports academy in Iowa. He has the full authority of this institute behind him, so what he says is law. Greg, this is Dave, Eric, Simon and Jimmy.

He was about 30, 6 ft, with black hair, dark eyes and a well-manicured goatee. He looked like a coach that would be hard but fair. We all instantly admired and respected this man. 

Greg started us off with a complete physical examination and fitness assessment, carried out in the institute’s medical facility. We were each individually subjected to a range of physical tests to assess our level of fitness and then put through a complete medical examination. Most of the process we endured together, but when it came to the more intimate parts of the medical exam, we were taken individually into a separate room.
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Dave is examined by the institute’s doctor.

There the doctor checked for hernias, and examined our genitals. We had to provide urine and blood samples, too.

The next day, we just got on with relay training. Greg was a really good coach. We trained really hard and got really good results, though we were exhausted by the end of the session. Greg told us to warm down with 10 slow laps, then come up to his office.

We arrived in his office, feeling great, and dripping wet. Our new coach sat in an ergonomic chair behind a wooden desk, neatly kept. There were manilla folders with our names printed in black marker in a pile in front of him, which he perused without reading, as if he knew their contents intimately.

“Boys. You’re all very good swimmers, and you each have remarkable fitness for your age. I’m very pleased with the effort you put in this morning, and I believe that with a lot more training and some extra effort on your part, we can make this team A-grade material. I think this team has the potential to represent this country at the highest level.

“But, this team has a problem. You’re all good friends which is an excellent start. All great teams have something in common which binds them together permanently – some past experience which they share, which is the source of loyalty and true team spirit. You each need to sacrifice something precious for the sake of the team, which will earn you the respect and loyalty of your other team-mates: an initiation of some sort.”

We all looked at each other, in agreement. If we could get this team to A-grade, we’d practically sacrifice anything for the opportunity.
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The team is called into Greg’s office.

“I’m glad you agree. Now I notice on your medical records that none of you is circumcised. In America, virtually all boys are circumcised at birth. Obviously over here, that’s no longer the case. The doctor could find nothing medically wrong with your foreskins, but he did note signs of excessive masturbation. Therefore, it is my decision that the price of membership in this relay team will be your foreskins. I will take you all on a week long training camp, where I will circumcise you. Now hit the showers.”

In the showers, we didn’t say a word, just played with our flaccid cocks, weighing up our attachment to our foreskins with our attachment to each other. On our way out of the building, we spotted a sign-up sheet for Greg’s training camp. Simon went over and signed up.

“My brother’s been telling me I should get done. He seems happy enough, and I really want this team to go ahead. It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make.”

“Me too!” said Eric.

Greg watched the boys clambering to sign away their skins and smiled to himself. These boys he would soon make men.

We loaded our kit into Greg’s 4WD and drove out into the countryside to a small, remote village with beautiful views. We pulled up at a secluded country cottage, but before letting us inside, Greg ordered us to go for a 10km run while he set up the house. He handed me a map with a highlighted route for us to follow and sent us on our way.

I led the way, around the village by the back streets, then on into the hills, covered with plantation pine. I kept glancing behind to make sure we were all on the same trail. I started becoming very aware of my foreskin, feeling every minute sensation acutely: the slight movement with each footfall, the enveloping protection to my glans, the nipple projecting beyond… Soon I was getting a semi. I pulled up in a shady valley with a brook tricking under some underbrush. The others caught up and panted with hands on knees, trying to catch their collective breath. Jimmy spotted the tent in my shorts and pointed at it, still unable to speak.

I walked behind a tree, laid back on the ground and pulled down my sweaty shorts to my knees. Slowly, gently and lovingly I teased my foreskin back and forth, growing harder with every stroke. It felt so good. My moist glans, lubed with precum, expanded with every stroke. Suddenly, I felt the familiar stirring deep in my groin, my glans grew dark and angry, my hand flew faster. I spilled my seed in the undergrowth in bouts of orgasmic ecstasy. Great ropes of sticky white semen lay to my side. I squeezed the last drops from my deflating cock, and cleaned myself up with a splash of icy water from the brook. The others had taken their cue from me and were in the throes of their own onanistic passions.

“That could be the last time we ever do that, you know, if Greg plans to do us all tonight.” I said.

We jogged the last part of the trail, back to the cottage. Greg wouldn’t let us in without showering, so he took us to the outside shower that lacked hot water and watched us each clean ourselves thoroughly in the icy water.

“I see you all took some time off.” Greg said sternly. “Well, I hope you made the most of it, because it’s the last time you’ll ever masturbate that way. I clearly made the right decision to enforce your circumcisions – you don’t have the self control to go for a training run without playing with yourselves. I’ll soon put a stop to your filthy habits.”

We were too tired and ashamed to offer excuses. After we were dry, Greg bound our hands tightly behind our backs with rope before leading us inside. The cottage was lovely and warm. He led us to the kitchen and bad us sit around the table. He untied our bonds on the proviso that our hands be clearly visible above the table at all times.

Next Greg served us a warm, nourishing soup that was utterly delicious. While we ate, Greg lectured us on the evils of foreskins and masturbation, and then went on to describe tribal circumcision rituals in graphic detail.

“Soon I will make men of you, and you will truly be a united team. Now each of you must ask me to circumcise him.”

“Greg, I really want to be part of this relay team, and I want to show myself worthy of these guys. Please, circumcise me.”

We all repeated Simon’s sentiment.

“Very well. I shall grant your wishes. Simon come with me.”

Simon rose and followed Greg into a nearby room. Momentarily, Greg returned and ordered Jimmy to follow. They disappeared in the same room. Eric and I were left sheepishly looking at each other, silently waiting for Greg’s return. Eric was led to the centre of the kitchen, and Greg bound his wrists high over his head to the robust wooden beam that supported the roof. Next Eric was gagged with a strip of white cloth. I saw the abject fear in Eric’s eyes as Greg turned and pinned his flinty gaze on me. He bound me tightly to the chair, with my hands behind my back and my legs held widely apart. I too was gagged.
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Eric is bound and gagged.
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Dave awaits the bite of the blade.

Greg took off his shirt, exposing his hairy muscular chest, and took a coin from his jeans pocket. After flipping it, he turned and smiled at Eric. Eric’s frantic eyes sought mine, and fixed there. Greg was whispering to him softly. Then Greg knelt before my terrified friend. Eric just stared into my eyes fearful and ferocious simultaneously. His crotch was obscured by Greg’s head and chest, but I knew when the cutting began. Eric’s eyes told the story and his body went rigid. Fuck – he’s not using any anaesthetic! After a moment, I saw drops of blood hitting the floor, but no sound issued from Eric’s gagged lips. The operation seemed to go on forever. Eric was so brave. Finally, Greg transferred the severed foreskin into a labeled glass jar filled with a clear fluid, and stepped away from his victim. Blood coated Eric’s inner thighs and clotted in his pubes. His denuded cock head stood proudly above a row of stitches which encircled his tightly trimmed shaft. Greg leant forward and kissed Eric’s brow, then cut his bonds, but left the gag. Eric weakly sank to the floor to recover.

Greg went to the sink to wash his bloodied hands. Eric rallied enough to nod encouragement in my direction. Then our visual contact was broken by the form of our coach, who now stood before me, gazing hungrily at my doomed foreskin. I could see the bulge in his jeans. He enjoyed this. I looked into his eyes, and his smile confirmed it.

“I will use no anaesthetic. You will feel more pain than you ever have before in your life, but it will last only a few minutes. You must take this pain like a man, no sound must issue from your lips, or I will have to punish you.” Greg whispered urgently.

My circumcisor reached forward and grasped my cock. He expertly pulled the foreskin back and forth, until it was supple. He took a marker pen and marked some points on my shaft. Satisfied with these points, he teased my cock into partial erection. I don’t know how he managed to get me erect in the midst of my circumcision ceremony, but he did. Suddenly, my foreskin was dragged back to my balls, hard and fast, stretching my glans painfully. We locked gazes for an instant. His other hand reached for the scalpel. Next I felt my frenulum being sliced out like an apple core from a wedge of apple. Drops of blood spattered the chair, my legs and the floor. Pain welled up in my brain with dizzying intensity. I almost lost it then. But somehow I managed to stop myself from screaming. I found a point on the roof and stared at it through my narrowing tunnel of vision. Next my foreskin was dragged forward, and a circumferential incision was made in the outer skin, at the level of one of the pen marks. Then my foreskin was dragged back again, and another circumferential incision was made through the inner membrane. The sleeve of foreskin was yanked off my prick with brutal force. Next, the two skin edges were sewn together, and a stitch was also put in my former frenulum. I had a neat row of stitches a good two-thirds of the way down my shaft, and no loose skin at all.

My circumcisor put the trimmings in another labeled glass jar, then kissed my forehead, saying “Good man” before releasing my bonds. I was unable to move for many minutes, just staring at my mutilated prick.

A sudden noise rallied me. Eric and I looked at each other and moved (very slowly and carefully) towards the now stifled sound. Jimmy, the youngest of our team was bound on some apparatus, in the midst of his circumcision. His gag had been omitted. The pain of the frenectomy had been too much for him, and he’d screamed. The circumcision proceeded anyway, with Jimmy struggling to make up for his mistake. At the end of his initiation, Greg rose and said,

“You sullied your initiation with your cowardice. Now you must endure even more pain silently to make amends.”
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Jimmy, unable to control himself.

So saying, Greg doused a bandage in a solution of salt and vinegar, then wrapped Jimmy’s prick in it. Clearly the pain was excruciating. Poor Jimmy’s frame tensed in silent agony as Greg slowly rubbed salt into his wounds.

Satisfied with his punishment, Greg kissed Jimmy’s forehead and let him loose. Next  Greg turned his attention on Simon, who was spread-eagled on a wooden divan base. Eric and I comforted poor Jimmy, while Simon was brutally initiated. Simon had learnt well the price of failure to control the pain, and succeeded in barely flinching throughout his entire ordeal.
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Stoic Simon watches as Greg prepares to circumcise him.

Over the week, Greg became a father to us all, tending our wounds delicately and lovingly, changing our bandages daily and helping us through the torment of hard-ons. By our last day, we each worshipped Greg as our circumcisor and mentor and we had bonded together as a group more utterly than I ever have before or since. Greg kept our foreskins – we never saw them again, and we never mentioned the training camp experience to him or anyone ever. We were left with identical circumcisions: dark brown rings about two-thirds of the way down the shaft, with no slack and no frenulum left at all. We all love our new cocks, and enjoyed learning how to masturbate all over again.

Greg’s strategy worked: after a lot of training and effort, our mens 4x100m relay got promoted to A-grade, and we got to represent our country at some pretty prestigious international meets. On our return to the institute, we got given a different coach. Greg had been assigned another team of B-graders. We showered with them once – they all still had their foreskins, but there was a sign-up sheet on the way out of the pool with four names already signed up.
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A new B-grader boy for Greg.
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Still best friends.

Jimmy, Eric, Simon and I remain the best of friends to this day, and often go to the beach on holidays together with our families. We secretly share an amazing memory and the sure knowledge that we are truly men. Our sons are good friends, too. One day we will cement their friendship forever, in the way shown to us by our circumcisor and mentor, Assistant Coach Greg Brisman.

The End.

