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That winter night, like Frost’s “Stopping by Woods on a
Snowy Evening,” stays forever in my mind. The fire had died
to brilliant coals. The cold full moon spilled through the
window in a rectangle that framed his body. I fucked him
hard and long. The rougher I fucked, the more passionate he
became. I realized we weren’t exactly making love; more
like | was coaching him, me his teacher again. Big built as
he was, he was light as a feather when I hitched him this way
and that. His big cock bobbed, oozed clear precum, and
throbbed when | took it in my hand.

He had said he had trouble with premature ejaculation.
I was teaching him how to hold it back. I greased my hand,
all the while fucking his hole as hard as I could, and jacked
his dick, slapping it hard when 1 felt it throbbing toward
cumming. To my surprise, and his, the slap made his cock
jump another inch. A foot long. 12 inches. Grown longer and
thicker because he had another cock inside him, up his ass,
up inside his cock.

“I'm gonna shoot,” he said.

[ slapped his dick, said, “No,” raised his legs like goal
posts, punted, and rammed my full shaft deep inside him,
not once, but a hundred times, getting what | wanted, every
football fantasy, because sometimes life gives you only one
shot and you have to grab it. He loved it. His hands ran all
over his hairy chest, down his belly, back up to his hand-
some face, feeling himself up, sucking on his long, thick,
blond moustache. The moonlight haloed his blond ringlets
he wore as long as the Football Department would allow its
players in those long-hair days.

I pulled out and rammed in again, like working out at the
gym, pumping at least 10 sets of 20 reps. Over and over. He
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was moaning, groaning, crying out, never saying, “Stop.”
Even though I could have taken it forever, I couldn’t take it
anymore. The look of that boy grinding his big body in ec-
stasy impaled on my cock triggered the click in the back of
my head that fired like a starting gun down my spine into my
loins, clicking the chambers in my balls, and shooting my
load deep up inside him. He felt the force and came at the
same time. I stuck deep inside him in awe. His 12-inch cock
shot a massive load, and then, the big surprise, he convulsed
again, and shot a second load, that [ feel, to this day, was my
load that | had seconds before shot up inside his cock.

Six months later, he called me. “I'm engaged,” he said. "I
wanted to be totally honest, so I told Kristie about you. And me
with you. She said she wanted me to see a psychiatrist.”

*What did he say?”

“He told her I was a normal American male.”

“You're better than normal.”

“She says, if I want to marry her, I can never see you again.”

“Not even as friends?”

“No,” he said. *But I had to tell you.”

“I"ll never forget you,” 1 said. *And | don’t mean just
that night.”

“I've got a job coaching high school wrestling near South
Bend,” he said. “I’'m playing some semi-pro football.”

“You take care,” I said. “Hang on to your true self.”

*“You were the best teacher I ever had.”

That was the last | ever heard from him. Teachers get used to
that. You know students so well for a semester or a year and then
they graduate and marry and march off into their new lives and
leave you standing there with memories in your heart and a
hard-on in your hand. INE



