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​ I hadn’t
seen him in close to five years when I returned to my hometown, new
wife in tow. When I was in high-school his official title was Mr.
Dalton but everybody called him Cujo. He liked going by
“Cujo.” He’d gotten the nickname from being a merciless,
unforgiving prick of a gym teacher every single class period he
ever taught.

The day I graduated from high-school my first
thought wasn’t excitement for college, or to be moving, or to have
graduated in the top 1 percent of my class. My first thought was
thank God I never have to see that asshole Cujo ever again.
Cujo was hard on everybody, but especially the unfit, non-athletic
girlfriend-less nerds.

I was one of those nerds.

“Goddamnit Puny!” Cujo yelled up to me as I
dangled from the rope swing. My last name is actually Plooney, but
he loved changing it to “Puny” to pile on the humiliation.

“Get your scrawny ass up that Goddamned
rope!” Cujo had his hands on his hips in perfect posture. His black
t-shirt was too small for his raging pectorals and abdominal
muscles, and I’m pretty sure he liked it that way. Cujo was a
couple inches north of six feet and he was in perfect physical
condition, not an ounce of body fat on the man.

I dangled a few feet from the ground, unable
to pull myself any higher. My little arm muscles convulsed and I
let go. I hit the protective mat with a THUD and laughter erupted
all around me. Cujo had called everyone over to watch me, all
thirty students in the class. Half of them were girls, most
cheerleaders.

They all laughed together. The jocks, the
popular girls, all of them.

And Cujo stood in the middle of it all,
towering over me. His smile was stretched from ear to ear, hands on
his hips.

“Let this be a lesson, class.” Cujo spat out.
“Lack of physical activity may result in…being a giant pussy!”

The entire class roared with laughter as I
stumbled to my feet, red-faced and mortified.

“Alright! Shower up and get ready for your
next period!” Cujo shouted.

The rest of the students dispersed and it was
just me and Cujo standing in the middle of the gymnasium. He walked
up to me so his boulder of a chest bumped into my scrawny bird
body.

“You have a girlfriend, Puny?” Cujo asked,
quietly.

“No, sir.” I answered, anger boiling up in
the pit of my stomach.

“Didn’t think so.” He turned and spit onto
the gym floor. “I’m thirty-one, Puny. Thirty-one and in the best
shape of my life. I get pussy when and how I want it.
All the time. Do you understand what I’m saying, Puny?”

He raised his eyebrows at me. I was too
ashamed to answer.

“No. Of course you don’t. I’m sure you’re
still a virgin.” Cujo put a rough hand on my shoulder and squeezed.
I grimaced.

“If you keep carrying on like a pussy, you’re
going to stay a virgin. And every girl you ever set eyes on will
want to be with another man. A real man. You understand,
boy?”

“Yes, sir.” I answered.

“Good. Now do some goddamn pushups and start
acting like a man.” Cujo chuckled. “Go shower up.”

Cujo was far from being done with me that
day.


Lexi and I met my junior year in
college, long after my last memory of Cujo had started to fade into
obscurity. It had been three years after all, and the bullying I
had received on a constant basis in high-school had all but ceased
at the university.

Lexi was way out of my league and I knew it
before we ever went on a date. She was in my Nutrition class and it
was the only class I ever got less than an A in, simply because I
spent most of the period staring at her. Perfect smile and teeth.
Long auburn hair that flowed over a perfectly arched back. She was
fit and had the thighs to prove it.

She was and is a work of art. Something
created by God. For all her incredible physical gifts, and there
are many, there was one that stood out like a diamond among
pearls.

It wasn’t her milky, large tits that always
hung over the top of her shirts. Those were incredible of course,
and became the source of many pre-mature ejaculations for yours
truly. It wasn’t her plump lips that could make me lose control
long before they even found their way to my incredibly average
penis.

And it wasn’t her long, slightly muscled legs
that I traced with my eyes over and over again, long before I ever
found the courage to speak to her.

It was her ass. There’s no other way to say
it. It was. It is. Perfect.

It was the way those long legs led into it.
The way her shaped hips had to widen out to accommodate it. Her
jeans seemed like they had to be specially made just to fit her
perfect bubble cheeks in.

Her ass was big, that’s for sure. But not big
like she made a habit of eating junk food. Big because she worked
on it, and big because it was a gift from God himself.

Even after we had been dating for months it
was hard to miss how many looks we got whenever we went out. Men
were constantly checking her out, checking her ass out. Anytime we
would walk by a group of men you could all but feel their gaze
behind your back; staring and snickering about her perfect
butt.

You couldn’t miss it. It was almost out of
proportion to the rest of her body.

And at night, when we would get into bed, it
was all mine. I got to squeeze it and spank it (lightly). I got to
kiss the cheeks and feel on it when we made love. And every time,
without fail, I would come far too soon.

Her ass was just too much for me to handle. I
didn’t even know where to begin or how to hold out on letting
go.

Lexi was very good about hiding her
disappointment in the bedroom. After all, I was on my way to a high
paying job, and if my cock wasn’t working for her, my soon-to-be
salary would. And I would tell myself there’s more to love than
sex and money. We connect on a different level, and those two
things are just secondary.

I was wrong on both accounts. And it wasn’t
until after we married that I started to learn that not getting it
done in the sheets, meant everything.


Cujo was never satisfied with
humiliating me during class. That was more of a warm-up round for
him. He didn’t really get going until after class had ended, or
more specifically, when the after-gym showers were in progress.

Our school had been built a long time ago and
since it was an old building, that meant the pipes and the showers
were old too. No dividers. Just shower heads sticking out from the
wall for all the guys to use after practice or after gym. Even
worse, the towel rack was just outside of the actual shower room.
So whenever you finished (and not showering was definitely not an
option) you had to take the naked walk of shame across the
room.

The same day of the rope swing incident I was
in the shower, in my usual corner doing my best to hide. Of course
my entire gym class was mostly the jocks; football team, basketball
team type of guys. I was never sure, but sometimes I wondered if
Cujo had intentionally requested my gym hour, so as to have more
leverage when shaming me.

The basketball jocks were a few feet away
from, laughing and kidding with each other. Their leader was a kid
named Darnell, tall and black and athletic. It was hard to miss his
giant ebony rod, even flaccid, in the shower.

He was also Cujo’s favorite.

“Hey Darnell!” I heard Cujo’s voice come from
behind me. I turned and saw him waiting at the shower entrance,
fully clothed and a smile on his face.

“Yeah Cujo?” Darnell boomed, his low utter
bouncing off the tiled walls. All the guys were starting to look
around now.

“You ever seen such a pussy can’t even make
it up the rope swing?” Cujo asked.

The shower was alight with giggles and
laughter now, the other guys looking in my direction. I felt
completely vulnerable; naked and keeping my back to them.

“Nah, Cujo. Never. That’s a soft ass white
boy!” Darnell joked. Everyone guffawed, Cujo’s bright smile visible
even through all the steam.

“Hey Puny. The office called, they need to
see you. Dry off and get dressed.” Cujo barked.

They were all staring at me. I glanced in
Darnell’s direction and he made no effort to cover up his low
hanging, black snake.

For a second I thought about arguing, but I
knew that would just make this worse. Cujo wanted me to walk across
the shower, naked, in front of everyone. He had never pulled
something so evil before, but I guess I should have expected
it.

“Um…Ok.” I said.

I turned my body away from the wall and took
the first step across the steam filled shower.

Laughter erupted. They pointed. They all
pointed.

“Goddamn Puny!” Darnell yelled over the roar.
“What do you even call that thing?”

I looked down at my small white dick, the
laughter of fifteen mostly black 18 year olds ringing in
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