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I woke up choking. Faces swam above me. Fingers dug into my arm. I tried to scream, but the sound stayed trapped in my skull, echoing uselessly.

Something thick and alien filled my throat. I clawed at it, or tried to. My limbs wouldn’t obey. Panic surged; I couldn’t get air.

“Stay still.”

A face loomed too close. A light stabbed into my eyes and brain. I thrashed.

“Corban.”

My name cut through the fog. How did they know my name?

Then it moved. The tube inside me slid upward, dragging along my insides. My stomach heaved. I gagged as they yanked it free. Air rushed in.

A breath. Then another.

“He’s breathing.”

Hands steadied my shoulders. Voices blurred into static.

I tried to sit up. The instant I tried to bend my right knee, pain tore through me. I looked down. The bed was flat. I’d just lifted my knee. Where the hell was my leg?

“No,” I whispered, my mouth dry and thick.

“Corban,” someone said. “You were in an accident.”

A pause. Too long.

“Your leg... had to be amputated.”

The words slid past me like nonsense. 

“No, no.” Wrong. They were wrong. “Liar. My foot’s itchy,” I shouted. “Fuck!”

The scream tore out of me before anyone could answer. Hands pressed me down as a needle pierced my skin. Cold rushed into my veins.

They held me down. Then nothing.
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How am I coping? I’ve heard that question a hundred times. Doctors. Therapists. Well-meaning idiots with clipboards.

How the fuck do they think I’m coping? 

Short answer—I’m not.

I used to be somebody. Scouts calling non-stop. Now people come by. Some to gloat over the golden guy whose life turned to shit. Some stay the entire hour. Others—ten minutes.

Mrs. Christy, my next-door neighbor, stopped by. She held my hand and cried.

“I used to be beautiful,” she said. Then she left.

I lost my virginity to her. I was eighteen years old and in my last year of high school. Mrs. Christy was standing in the garden when I ran down the driveway.

“You missed the bus,” she called out. She hadn’t tied her dressing gown tightly enough to be outside.

“I’ll drive you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Come in. I need to change. Perhaps you can help me get a box down while you’re waiting.”

The top of her dressing gown had shifted, exposing a naked breast. She led me to her bedroom. She pointed at a closed door. “The box is on the top shelf.”

I opened the cupboard and searched around, but the shelf was empty.

“Mrs. Christy,” I said, turning around.

She was naked. My eyes locked onto her breasts, then down to her shaved pussy. Her hands were massaging her tits. “Would you like to touch? They’re implants.”

Bree had let me touch her breasts once. I swallowed hard and put my hands on her.

“Suck the nipples,” she suggested. 

I latched onto her like a starving man.

“Easy, tiger,” she laughed. 

She gave me directions: lick, flick, and roll. I practiced until her moans filled the room. Then she pressed my hand against her pussy.

“Make me come while you suck.”

Her fingers guided mine into her slick heat. My cock throbbed, leaking enough pre-cum to wet the front of my pants.

“You look uncomfortable,” she said, palming my bulge. “Do you want to fuck me?”

I was so damn horny and so utterly clueless that I just stared at her.

“Maybe you should get undressed,” she suggested.

I ripped my clothes off. Shirt buttons flew across the room, and the seam tore. She handed me a condom. My fingers shook so badly that I dropped it. She picked it up and rolled it down. The touch alone made me explode. Mrs. Christy laughed—a beautiful, confident, glamorous sound.

“It’s a good thing you’re young. You’ll be ready in no time.”

She kneeled in front of me and took my cock in her mouth. The angels sang. I threw my head back, tears leaking from my eyes. My fingers tangled in her hair, pressing her against me.

“Oh, fuck,” I stuttered. 

She sucked harder. 

The orgasm hit like a freight train. My whole body shuddered.

Even though she was smiling at me, I remember her looking sad.

“Gary used to love me sucking him,” she said.

She tugged me to the bed, lay back, and spread her legs. Her pussy glistened in the sunlight. She beckoned me, and I crawled over to her.

“Let’s get you hard,” she said, wrapping her hand around my cock. Mrs. Christy knew exactly where to touch me. Her fingers traced the underside of my length before gliding over the head. A hand cupped my balls. I got the second condom on.

The first time my cock felt those soft, wet velvet folds, I was hooked.

“Now I want to feel your cock inside my throbbing pussy.”

She guided me to her entrance. I drove in and thrust like a madman, pounding her until I filled the condom. We spent six hours in bed. Mrs. Christy taught me more in one day than I learned in eight months at school. Her lessons were hands-on, and I was an enthusiastic student.

Thanks to her, while most guys my age were still figuring out how to unclip a girl’s bra, I could make them shudder in my arms and beg for more.

Fuck, I had it all. Friends, girlfriends—and I was in love with Bree Milderton. Classmates envied me, professors tolerated me, and women offered me their virginity just for the bragging rights of having fucked Corban Colby, the future professional swimmer. I swapped demanding courses for pitch-up-once-a-week bullshit, where lecturers droned on and students drooled on desks just to snag the certificate and free up time to swim.

I sank my head into the pillow and closed my eyes, waiting for sleep, waiting to wake up and find out this was a nightmare or a cruel prank. A nurse came in. I knew what she was carrying. It was time to clean the tubes. I turned my head and focused on the wall.

I hate white. White walls, white bedding, white uniforms, white bandages. I can smell the color white.

The pain and shame burned when they cleaned me. I cried the first time. And the second. Dad said I should distract myself by thinking of something special. But my brain stayed stuck on the tenth of May.

The sun was shining. The sky was pure blue. Rags barked in his sleep. The label on my shirt scratched the back of my neck. The smell of Mom’s floral perfume lingered when I kissed her goodbye. The weight of Dad’s hand settled on my shoulder when he congratulated me for making the swim team. I was so fucking excited I blew off Bree and headed to the pool to swim laps. I rode my motorcycle. Easy parking for swim training. I loved that bike—not because it was new or fast, but because Dad helped me restore it.

There was no feeling in the world like pulling the cap over your hair, adjusting your swim goggles, and standing on the starting block. I could hear the imaginary crowd chanting my name: Corban, Corban. Hands to toes, springing into the air, body snapping, head tucked between arms, fingers breaking the water. The change in temperature from hot air to cool water on your skin—pure ecstasy. Every stroke, every flick of my foot and hand, measured and precise. The world shrank to one thing: me. Every detail mattered—my breathing, my glide. Pure perfection.

That was me. Corban Fucking Colby—Champion.

That’s what I remember.

My next memory? I woke up choking in a hospital bed, screaming like a lunatic as white-hot pain shot through my leg. They called it phantom pain because your leg can’t hurt when the fucking thing isn’t there anymore.

I had been stationary at the four-way stop, one block from home. An eleven-second ride. My parents heard the crash. Some asshole had a heart attack, his foot hit the accelerator, and he plowed his SUV into me. Broken ribs. Concussion. Right leg amputated above the knee. Tubes down my throat, one punched into my chest, IVs snaking up my arms, drains crawling out of my stump, a catheter jammed into my cock.

That’s the day my life flipped.

Here I am. Corban Fucked-up Colby—Amputee.
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