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Taylor had my love from the beginning. We dated back then, before he joined the military and was sent off to war. We had been close, knowing a love meant for soulmates. He’s my one and only. Even when he pushed me away after the accident, I remained faithful and by his side. I’m stubborn like that. Resolved to a life of happiness with what little he could do, we married anyway.

A bullet shot from the enemy nearly killed Taylor. I distinctly remember exactly what I was wearing and where I was standing when the call came through that he’d been shot. His mother and I clung together as we sat by the phone, waiting to find out how he was doing, if he’d survive. 

Melody, Taylor’s mother, begged me to stay with her son while he recovered. She worried over his mental status and honestly, I did too. I was a little offended she’d think I’d leave him over his injuries. Maybe some girls were douches like that, but not me. I had something to prove. I was a woman of integrity.

Taylor came back home with many injuries. His spine had been fractured, he had a lot of trouble walking at first. I stayed with Melody while he stayed in rehab, gaining strength and regained his legs. But one that he didn’t regain was his ability to have an erection or to be able to have sex again. I stuck with him, because a promise is a promise. He wanted to marry me, so we got married. 

The way I saw it, we had consummated our marriage before we married. If we had married before he went off to war, I would have stuck by him regardless.

For five long years, we’ve gotten along with him pleasing me sexually, but nothing can help him. He has a weenie that just won’t rise. We’ve tried everything including taking the little blue pill. None of it worked.

Aside from this little bedroom issue, we’ve discussed children. The doctor said he could probably extract sperm and do an intrauterine insemination or IVF if we wanted. So far, we haven’t set our plans on children, although it would probably be easier since he doesn’t have a sexual appetite. 

“I do have a sexual appetite, I just can’t do anything about it myself. But I enjoy seeing you get off,” Taylor says. However, he never initiates it and unless I do, I go without.

I’ve thrown myself into our modest home. We live on his military disability pay and I work as a manager at a home detail store. It gives me something to do. We purchased this little cottage three years ago after living with his mother. Our home has a sunroom, a den, a living room and two bedrooms. Taylor dabbles in technical writing since his injuries, using his computer tech degree by working from home. He occasionally goes out and meets with the editors of the different magazines who buy his articles. He also does some spotting with bigger companies in their IT departments as a freelancer. He enjoys his solitude.

Taylor greets me as he’s flipping vegetables into the wok. A big smile stretches across my face. “Beef stir fry, smells yummy,” I say as I slip into the kitchen to smell the sauce he’s pouring over the hot steamy rice.

“I came home from the editor meetings early. How was your day?” He kisses me quickly before turning his attention back to the wok.

“We had a record breaking day. It’s our semi-annual sale and the people come out of the woodwork for good prices.” I laugh. The crazy day had me on my feet.

I take a hot shower after dinner in an effort to relax. Being in my latter twenties means I have pent up sexual energy. We lie in bed, he breathes softly and evenly as he rolls with his back to me.

The sigh escapes my lips as I slip my panties down my leg and pull out a foot. My fingers quietly slip between my legs, rubbing through the soft warm folds until the lube appears. I could do this when Taylor isn’t around, but it’s more exciting when he is. Like I’m chancing him catching me. My fingers swirl over the swelling clit, my back arches as I come, legs widening. A small moan escapes, nothing like it did when Taylor and I were sexually active.

I sigh again, pull up my panties and roll away from him while I fall asleep. Such is my sex life.
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Chapter 2
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I overslept the next morning. Taylor yawns and stretches. “Doesn’t the store open at 9?”

I spring awake and grab my phone. 8:30. “What the? I must have forgotten to set my alarm,” I say sleepily as I pull the covers back.

He chuckles. “Too much tickling the fancy,” he says and wags his brow at me.

I turn sharply to him. “What? You?” My head shakes.

“Yeah, babe. I guess you prefer doing it without me now. I understand. I’m a dud,” he says and shrugs.

I stare at him, mouth agape. “I guess I thought, well, since you aren't really into it, that you only participate to make me happy.”

“And? I told you I enjoy it too,” he says.

“We don’t have time to discuss this right now. Besides, I’m okay, you’re okay. Gotta jet to work,” I say and disappear in the bathroom. 

It bothers me that I don’t have sex anymore. I made a promise and a commitment to my husband, so I can’t really complain. When I see a virile man who’s both good looking and who notices me, I can’t help but daydream. It’s hard not to. When I masturbate, I dream about these men with their hands on my body. Oh, to feel a penis sliding in and out of my tight pussy again. I really miss it. But I love Taylor more, so I shove the thoughts out of my head.

I beat
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