
Finish Line 

 

1. The Hurdler 

 

Coach Williamson’s ass crosses the finish line first; his dick, delts, and elbows 

follow not far behind; the hurdler named Nash finishes third. Leaping over the body at the 

last moment, Nash lands awkwardly on his left leg and feels a sizzling bolt of pain scream 

up to the base of his hip. As Nash writhes on the ground next to Coach Williamson, the 

stench of shit and body odor fills the spring air.  

Later, when the ambulance crawls down the center of the track, its blocky white 

body clogging lanes two through five, the runners, coaches, and parents from both schools 

whisper among themselves while the cinders quietly crunch beneath the slowly revolving 

tires. Both Nash and Coach Williamson end up in the back of the ambulance. During the 

drive to the hospital, Nash is awake and talking to the EMTs. Coach Williamson is not. 

A few nights after the surgery on his torn Achilles tendon, Nash lies in his hospital 

bed and dreams of Coach Williamson. In the dream, Nash is running in the finals of the 

110-meter high hurdles at the county meet, and Coach Williamson’s body is a felled sugar 

maple lying across the finish line. As Nash gets closer to the end of the race, his stride 

maintaining the perfect rhythm of a three-step cadence, he sees that Coach Williamson’s 

sugar maple body is split open and rotting on the inside. Black, fleshy heartwood yawns 

open to the gold sunlight; cardinals and blue jays suck sap from the porous bark. Just 

before Nash reaches the final hurdle, Coach Williamson turns his rotting wooden head 

and bellows the two words he’s been yelling at Nash during every race for the past three 

years, ever since he caught the fourteen-year-old Nash smoking a joint and crying by 

himself underneath the bleachers beside the football field. 

Left leg, left leg, Coach Williamson says. Left leg! 

But Nash can’t lift his left leg. He just keeps running at full speed. Moments before 

he crashes into the last hurdle and seriously fucks up his balls, he jolts awake.  

Gripping the thick plastic railing of his hospital bed, Nash gulps a few wheezing 

breaths. He reaches for his balls to make sure they’re okay. He raises his left leg an inch 

and gently lowers the heavy cast. He’s okay. His dick and balls are okay. Everything is 



going to be okay. But Coach Williamson is still dead. And for the first time, Nash 

understands that someday he will be too. 

 

  



2. The Shot Putter 

 

Lying on his back on the track, the waistband of his jeans cutting into the sides of 

his spread knees, the shot putter named Krug slides a second finger, this one the pointer, 

into his ass. He nearly shoots his load when he feels the sweet little stretch and pop of that 

second finger nosing through the tight halo of muscle ringing his asshole, but a wash of 

cold wind and the bark of a distant dog distract him at just the right moment. His dick 

twitches once, twice, then relaxes a bit. 

With the image of Coach Williamson’s beautiful face hovering in his head, Krug 

gropes in the dark for the bottle of peach schnapps he stole from his mom’s not-so-secret 

stash in the basement linen closet. Ever since his dad died five years ago, his mom has 

spent her life sipping schnapps during the day and stumbling through a three-to-eleven 

custodial shift at the middle school during the night. Even when she’s home, she hardly 

misses Krug; she won’t miss the schnapps. 

Finding the neck of the bottle, Krug takes a long swig and swallows. Then he takes 

another drink and spits the schnapps into his right palm. A feathery sunflower of warmth 

blooms in his chest. A twig snaps behind a bush a few feet away. 

Krug wraps his dripping right hand around his dick and starts pumping. Closing 

his eyes, he imagines Coach Williamson lying naked beside him, kissing the sensitive spot 

behind his ear. Krug rolls onto his side and pistons his asshole with the first two fingers 

of his left hand. At the end of each stroke, the knuckle of his left pinky smacks against his 

tailbone. 

A cold, sparkly feeling wells up in Krug’s stomach. As the feeling expands, Krug 

thinks back to all the secret moments he shared with Coach Williamson over his past three 

years on the track team: the sad smiles, the loving stares, the lingering handshakes that 

seemed to last forever. That time they talked about their alcoholic mothers for two hours 

straight while riding the bus up to Syracuse for the state meet. 

Moments later, a loud rustling comes from the bush beside the track. Krug ignores 

it. He’s so close now, so connected to Coach Williamson, that he wouldn’t stop for a 

bulldozer. Warm tears skitter down Krug’s cheeks. He bites his bottom lip and hisses 

through clenched teeth. 



Oh god, fuck me, baby, I love you so much, I’ve loved you since the day we met, please 

come back to me, Coach, I can’t live without you, I can’t— 

A guy’s voice cuts through the frantic huff of Krug’s breathing. 

“Jesus Christ, Krug, what the fuck are you doing?” the guy on Krug’s left says with 

a laugh. 

Jolted out of his fantasy, Krug barks a startled yelp, curls into a fetal position, and 

squints through the dark in the direction of the voice. Standing over him is a distance 

runner named Anson. Anson is holding his phone at arm's length and staring at the screen. 

“Nothing! I—” Krug says. He rolls away from Anson and starts pulling up his pants 

when he realizes Anson is holding his phone like that because he’s filming a video of him. 

“Jesus! Shut it off! You fucking asshole!” 

Anson presses a button on his phone, and the flashlight clicks on. He laughs as Krug 

flails on the ground and scrambles to pull up his pants. 

“Looks like someone’s got a hard-on for our dearly departed Coach,” Anson says 

with another laugh. “Literally. I mean look at that python. Not bad, Krug.” 

“What the hell is wrong with you?” Krug yells. “He just had a heart attack right in 

front of us! What kind of psychopath are you?” 

Anson shrugs. 

“Eh, he was a dick,” Anson says. “I could take it or leave it.” 

“Jesus, you—” Grunting in shame and anger, Krug struggles to bend his stone-hard 

erection into his jeans; when this doesn’t work, he grabs the half-empty bottle of schnapps 

and wings it at the tiny white sun blazing from Anson’s phone. 

The bottle misses the phone but hits the man holding it. Anson drops his phone 

and clutches his head with both hands; blood leaks between his fingers. He slumps to one 

knee. He groans, laughs for a few seconds, then groans again. 

Hearing this laughter, Krug scrambles to his feet and picks up the schnapps bottle. 

He slams the bottle against Anson’s phone. The flashlight cuts out. The screen fractures 

into a spiderweb. Krug bashes the phone three more times, then turns to Anson. Anson 



falls to all fours. Dark red blood scuds over his eyes, his nose, the corners of his mouth. 

Moments later, Anson makes a sound that’s either a cough or a laugh, but at this point, 

Krug doesn’t care which it is. 

With his slowly softening dick flopping in the chilly air, Krug begins smashing the 

bottle against the back of Anson’s head. Following the first strike, Anson crumples to the 

ground and shields his head with his arms. Following the fourth, Anson goes limp and 

sprawls face-down on the track. Following the seventh, the bottle breaks at the neck and 

slices open Krug’s palm. Feeling no pain except for that of his tired, aching arm, Krug 

clambers to his feet and sucks in a long, cold breath. He looks up at the glowing silver 

moon and laughs. He tucks his jizz-slicked junk into his jeans. Trudging back to the 

parking lot, he climbs into his truck and starts the drive to the highway. 
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