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​Chapter One: The Heart Grew Fonder
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Sitting with my wife this Saturday morning and enjoying watching her eat her eggs makes me think about the many mornings I spent for almost a year in Europe during the push from Normandy to the Rhine River.  Every morning as I ate whatever slop Uncle Sam felt like giving me, I thought about my wife of five years.  It was her letters and her love for me that kept me going, even as I nursed a bullet wound in the shoulder during the Battle of the Bulge.  Isabella, or Bella as I like to call her, was my inspiration to keep moving forward the entire time, and now that I am back with her I cannot help but stare at the way she lifts each yellow morsel to her mouth.

“What?” Bella giggles as she finishes off a bite of egg.

“Nothing, really,” I say as I smile back at her.  “It’s just that I can’t believe I am back with you, my love.”

“Frank,” she replies as her face turns a little red.  “You’ve been back for more than six months now.  Surely you have gotten tired of seeing me already.”

“Why would I get tired of seeing you?” I laugh.  “Honey, I wasn’t sure I would ever get back home to see you again.  Each day is like Christmas for me.”  My face stretches into an honest smile as I think about the woman I married when I was just twenty years old.  We knew trouble was coming for the United States when we tied the knot in late 1940, but we had decided to try to build a life and a family together.  Everything changed when I was finally drafted into the service in 1942, but it became so much more difficult when I left for England in late 1943.  Lebanon, Tennessee had been my home all my life, and the sudden trip to another country across the Atlantic Ocean was a huge change for me.  Especially as I left a young wife behind to fend for herself.

I’m glad you are back,” Bella says to me as she reaches across the table and takes my hand.  “I missed you so much, Frank.”

I nod my head.  “I missed you too.  Thank you for waiting on me.”  It is the sort of thing that a lot of unwed young men would say to their girlfriends once they returned home, but I mean it as I think of all the young men here she could have kept company with while I was gone.  This is not the first time that I have said this to Bella, and it is not the first time that she has looked away when I did.

“I wish you wouldn’t think like that, sweetheart,” she tells me.  “You knew I would be true to you.”

“I know,” I say as I nod my head.  “Things have been tough the last few months between us, and I guess I am just happy that you have stuck it out with me.  There are a lot of women who wouldn’t have done that for their husbands.”  Nightmares have been my constant companion since returning.  I do not understand why I keep dreaming of France and the constant slogging through pockets of resistance by the German armed forces, but at least Bella has been with me to quiet my mind.  Without her, I would have probably gone crazy by now.

“You’re my husband,” she replies with a slight grin.  “I will always be here for you.”  Bella finishes her glass of milk before putting her napkin down beside her plate.  “So, how have things been in the woods?”

“Ah, the woods,” I chuckle.  “A tree is a tree and I am beginning to daydream of nothing but trees.”  We both laugh as I shake my head.  I took a job with Stephens Lumber Company when I returned from the war.  They were happy to take me on, as about half of their employed men are veterans of the wars in Europe and the Pacific.  The owner, Harvey Stephens, is himself a veteran of the Great War and a very strong supporter of our fight against Germany and Japan.  I thought he would tear my arm off while shaking it when he welcomed me into the company.

“It’s dangerous out there, but not as dangerous as France was for you,” Bella notes solemnly.  “I wish you had taken a job with the factory in town.”

I shake my head.  “I need to be outside while I work, honey.  You know I get stir crazy indoors.  The fresh air helps me to clear my head.”

“And you probably tell dirty jokes and stories to your buddies in the woods while chopping down trees, huh?”  Bella focuses her light brown eyes on me as she moves a bit of her shoulder-length hair over one of her ears.  My wife is a beautiful woman, her ancestry includes some Italian heritage on her mother’s side and Scotch-Irish on her father’s side.  Though there have been some in the community who have been less than agreeable to her mother’s side of the family during the war, the town as a whole has been supportive of her.  Though Mussolini made things difficult for those with Italian ancestry in this country, they have come out and fought valiantly with the rest of us who served in the war.  We are all Americans, after all.  

“Maybe a few,” I laugh as I pull two dollars from my wallet and lay them on the table.  We get up and walk out of the diner after saying goodbye to those working the counter.  It is a great feeling to be hand-in-hand with each other as we go out the door.

“Frank, don’t,” Bella says as she shakes her hand free of mine as we begin walking along the sidewalk.  “You know how my grandfather feels about that sort of thing.”

“Grandpa Ray?”

“Yes, Grandpa Ray.”  She shakes her head.  “He doesn’t think that public displays like holding hands are Christian.”

“We’re married,” I remind Bella as I reach for her hand again.  She pulls away just as I touch her fingers.  “Come on, honey.  What’s wrong with holding hands?”

“You know, Frank.  Can’t you just wait until we get home?”  Though I have known Grandpa Ray to have preached on the evils of the younger generation’s ways of public affection, I have never thought those sermons to include married couples.  Everyone in Lebanon knows that we are married and have been for five years.  Holding hands surely cannot be taken as some vulgar expression according to The Good Book.  

I sigh.  “We should ask him if he thinks that you and I shouldn’t hold hands, Bella.  I think Ray would be fine with it.  I mean, if you read the Song of Solomon...”

“Don’t bring that up,” she says with a slight snarl.  “Grandpa Ray would never read that in church.”

“But, it’s in the Bible, honey.  I mean, you have breasts like pomegranates.”

“Stop, Frank.”  My wife looks around as if she is afraid someone might have heard me.  “That’s not something that you talk about in public.  You could get an indecency charge put on you for that.”

“No one here is going to complain if I quote scriptures, baby.  Besides, I served.  Doesn’t that get me at least a little understanding with most of the others here?”

Bella stops and turns to look at me.  “Frank, I know that you want to make sure others know that you are back and that I am yours, but we don’t have to be so public about the way we conduct our marriage.”

“But, before I left for England, you didn’t have a problem with holding my hand, honey.  Now that I’m back, you don’t want to do it.”

She huffs a little as if I have done something to irritate her.  Walking up to me, Bella replies, “I have grown up since you went to war, Frank.  Now that I’m older, I know that Grandpa Ray is right.  We shouldn’t do something that might offend another Christian.”  

“Your mom and dad hold hands,” I point out.  “Even in public.  They are Christians, right?  Your dad doesn’t think that his father means that a married couple can’t hold hands.”  I reach again for Bella’s hand, but she again pulls away.

“My dad and my grandfather are two different people, Frank.  You know they sometimes rub each other the wrong way.”

“Bill is very respectful of Reverend Ray,” I reply.  “You know that.  What’s really going on?” I ask as I narrow my eyes at my wife.  Something has been a little off with Bella since I returned from my time in Europe.  Though she seems on the surface to be the same woman I left in 1943, Bella appears to be somewhat changed.  Sure, she grew up a little, as did I.  That does not mean that we cannot continue to be the husband and wife we have been in the past.

“Alright, Frank.  Have your way.”  Bella reaches out and takes my hand a bit roughly before starting to walk along the sidewalk beside me once again.

“I’m sorry,” I say as I look down at the knuckles on her hand.  They are white and strained as she holds my hand tightly. 

“I just hope no one begins to talk about us.  Grandpa Ray’s church members are sometimes very loose with their jaw-wagging, Frank.”

“What happened?” I ask her.  “You are really afraid of what someone from church thinks.  There has to be a reason why.”

“It was nothing,” she replies as she pulls me along beside her.  “Just forget about it, Frank.  We’re holding hands just like you wanted to.”  Bella seems put out with me as we make our way back home.  There is definitely some reason for her irritation as we make our way toward the small house we share several blocks from the diner.  I only wish I could get her to tell me what it is.

“Look,” I say as I shake my head.  “Let’s not do this right now.”  I pull my hand away from my wife.  “You deserve so much better, Bella.  It’s been a while, so I understand why you might be worried about holding my hand right now.  Maybe we need to give things a few more months.  Like you said, we have changed and now we need to get used to that.  I’ll keep from holding your hand in public, but I want you to be honest with me from now on, okay?  Can we do that?”

Bella sighs as we stand on the sidewalk in front of Simon’s Apothecary Shoppe.  After some thought, she tells me, “Some of the women in church talked while you were gone.  They were saying that I was seeing a man on the side.  That bothered me, Frank.”

“Were you seeing another guy?” I say with a chuckle.

She fixes her eyes on me.  “What do you think?”

I nod my head.  “Alright, so the ladies in the church gossipped about something they knew nothing about.  What does that have to do with holding my hand?”

Bella grimaces.  “There were a couple of times it was late when I got off work and a customer might walk me to the house to make sure I got home safely.  Some of them saw that and told their friends.  From there, it grew into a tale that included adultery and my grandfather heard about it.  He confronted me and it was the most embarrassing thing I have ever gone through, Frank.”  My wife’s eyes begin to fill with tears.  “He accused me of carrying on with another man.  My own grandfather.”

“He was wrong, honey,” I say as I pull Bella to me.  Holding her tightly, I say, “We will take things slowly.  I promise.  As for Reverend Ray...”

“Don’t say anything,” Bella pleads.  “Just leave it alone.  We have all moved on.”

“Okay,” I reply.  “I’ll not say anything to him.”  We begin once again to walk slowly back toward our house.  I am a little angry at Ray for causing my wife so much worry.  It was not his place to go to her and take up the accusations.  Bella is my wife, not his.  He needs to keep his ass out of our lives.
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​Chapter Two: An Odd Wish
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I swing my axe to make the final cut in the large tree outside Lebanon’s city limits.  My partner, Silas, adds his own final chop before we back away and begin walking toward the next tree.  

“They’ll get to it soon,” he says as he looks back at the men pulling a saw back and forth toward the wedge we made in a tree just before the last one.  “We’re making good time this morning.”

After wiping the sweat from my brow with an already-soaked handkerchief, I nod my head and reply, “Yeah, I think we might make quota before the end of the day.  I wonder if the old man will let us off at that time.”

“With pay, I hope,” Silas chuckles.  “He does that sometimes, especially after a good day.”  Harvey Stephens, the owner of the lumber company, has been very good to the war veterans who work for him.  An example of this was the way he took in Silas even though he was grievously wounded in the Philippines.  A grenade landed near him and when it exploded it left several metal shards inside his body that would eventually be removed by surgeons in the states.  Unfortunately, there are much smaller slivers of the harsh metal that have yet to be extracted from his body.  They have left my coworker in some pain and there are days when he can barely swing an axe.  

“I’m sure he will,” I answer.  “Mr. Stephens is a good man.  Have you seen him around today?”

Silas shakes his head.  “Not today.  I hear he went to Nashville for some sort of business meeting.  He’s trying to get another contract, I think.  If he does, it will mean longer days.”

“And more money,” I reply with a smile.

Silas shakes his head.  “Sometimes you are just too chipper, Frank.  How has your wife been?”

“Bella’s fine,” I tell him.  “She and I have been getting to know each other again.  Unfortunately, there were some things said to her while I was gone that upset her.  I wish I could go back and stop that from happening.”

“Ah, the lonely wife back home,” he says with a grimace.  “My Emma was the same way.  She found life hard with me being away for so long.  You know, I guess we can’t blame the ladies for what they had to do while we were away.  After all, I dipped my wick into a few women in the Pacific during my time there.”

“What?”  I shake my head.  “I’ve not heard you tell that before, Silas.”

“Sure.  There was opportunity and I took it.  I was a horny Marine, Frank.  When the USO came, I found a woman who was in one of the acts and she let me screw her.  It was a great way to get something I was missing from home.”

I laugh nervously as I think about what Silas is admitting to me.  “Does Emma know?”

He nods his head.  “She knows things happened, but I have never filled her in on the particulars.  There’s no need to.  Besides, my wife had her own fun while I was gone, Frank.  It’s not as if she was pining away in Lebanon while waiting for me to come back home.  Hell, I’m not sure she really expected me to come back at all.”

“Damn, Silas.  I can’t believe you are being so cavalier about all this.  She had an affair while you were gone.  Doesn’t that bother you?”

He turns and looks at me with his light blue eyes.  “Look at me, Frank.  I’m barely a man anymore.  That damned war left me wounded and practically worthless in the bedroom, so I don’t blame her for doing what she did.  Emma deserves to be happy.”  

I struggle to understand how a man could be so fine with the thought that another man wet his dick inside his wife’s pussy while he was gone.  The wounds that Silas received were terrible, some of the grenade shards piercing his ball sack and causing him to worry that he might lose his testicles.  The doctors were able to save his manhood, but the injury had changed the man I knew before the war.  He was no longer powerful or confident, but a man who was resigned to live his life out whatever the circumstance.

“I don’t think I could ever even imagine my wife with another man,” I say as I swing once at the large tree with my axe.  Silas does the same from the other side of the tree, adding to the wedge we are cutting together.  “Bella is my world and if I found out she was letting some other guy have his way with her it would piss me off.”  

“It did piss me off,” he admits as he watches me take another swing with my axe.  “But I didn’t stay all that angry for very long.  Emma was here and waiting for me, no matter what happened before.  What could I do?  Throw her out of the house?  No, it was better that we could just move on with our life together and begin to start a family.”  Silas grimaces again as he swings for the tree with his axe.  He seems bothered by something as he rests the head of the axe on his boot.  

“What’s wrong?” I ask before swinging my axe for a third time.

“She wants children,” he replies.  “And I don’t know how easy it would be for me to give them to her, Frank.  The woman won’t stop bothering me about it, though.  Emma knows I am probably not able to father any, but she keeps at me to fill her hole.”  Filling a woman’s hole was a vulgarity we men in the military used to talk about sex.  Maybe it was sort of a childish way to say it, but it was the best way to describe sexual intercouse without actually using the word sex.  Some commanding officers frowned on the use of such words, so we got around it by using other phrases.  

“So, do it,” I tell him.  “You don’t have anything to lose, right?  Just give her what she wants.”

“I’ve been trying,” Silas answers in frustration.  “Dammit, I wish that guy she was with while I was gone had knocked her up.  I think he was wearing a rubber every fucking time.”

I feel my face turn a little red.  “He was with her a lot?”

“Yeah, a lot,” He replies.  “Look, it’s like I said before.  She had her fun and I had mine.  I just wish some guy would get her pregnant so that she would be happy for now.  I don’t really care who does it.”

“Shit, Silas,” I say with a strained laugh.  “You need to keep that talk down around here.  There are men who might take you seriously.”

“I am serious,” he says as he looks at me.  “Say, you’re a nice, strapping man.  Why don’t you knock her up for me?”

I laugh as does my friend.  “You know that would be a dangerous thing, Silas.  I can only imagine what Bella would say to that.”

“Tell her that you are helping a friend.  I’m sure she would understand.”  He allows a sheepish smile before shaking his head.  “It’s not easy, Frank.  I have been a good husband and I provide for her even though I am not in the best shape.  She knows I love her and that I would do anything for her.  I think Emma would be very happy with someone giving her good seed to bear a youngin’ for her.  Honestly, she would probably give any man a nice time in bed too.”

My cock hardens a little as I briefly imagine spreading Emma’s legs so that I could slide my pecker into her moist muffin.  I would love to help out with the young couple’s needs, but I know how Bella would view such a favor.  She would see it through Reverend Ray’s holier-than-thou eyes and condemn me for doing it.  No, I would rather swallow a sack full of razor blades than to get into trouble with my wife for fucking another man’s wife.  

“I would give it some more time,” I reply.  “You never know when the two of you could be blessed with a little one, Silas.  Sometimes it just takes a little time to get there.  Be patient.”

“Be patient,” he chortles.  “I’m the patient one.  Emma is not.  I’m afraid that eventually she will want to divorce me on the grounds of not providing her with children.  We have had arguments that have come close to that over the last few months, Frank.  I’m afraid she might be getting ready to leave me.”

“She won’t leave you,” I say as I turn just in time to see a tree fall.  “The sawyers are getting closer.  We need to get back to work.”  I lift my axe and take another swing at the tree, causing a slice of wood to fly past my head.  Silas does the same and after several more whacks we are ready to move to the next tree.  I take the first lick at that tree before watching Silas do the same.

“Ever get metal in your balls?” he asks after a strike.  “It’s not the same as getting a bullet in the arm or leg, you know.  It’s bad.  I thought I was going to lose them.”

“You didn’t lose them,” I remind him.  “Your doctor said they were still there, right?”

“With some damage,” Silas admits.  “I don’t think I can make any babies with her, Frank.  I need to find another way.”

“Just be patient,” I say again.  “And talk to her.  Emma loves you, buddy.  She always has and she always will.”

He nods his head.  “Yeah, I know.  I just hate to disappoint her.”  Silas grimaces, but keeps swinging his axe.  Back and forth we go before moving to the next tree.  There is pain in the face of the man who works with me in the woods of Tennessee, and I hate it for him.  If I could fuck his wife and get her pregnant without my own wife finding out, I would do it tonight.  However, the town is full of eyes and ears.  It would take very little for others to find about what was going on.  After all, Bella experienced this when our own fellow church members began to tell others that she was having relations with another man just because he looked out for her safety.  We are in the south and news travels fast.  If it is not good news, it travels even faster.  Word of one husband getting another man’s wife pregnant would not be the sort of thing Reverend Ray would be quiet about.  Especially if that man were married to his granddaughter.
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​Chapter Three: A Tense Conversation
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“Are you ready to go home?” I ask my wife as I watch her put some things on the tall shelf behind the store counter.

“Almost.”  Bella turns to smile at me for a moment before walking into the back room.  I hear her talking to her father, the owner of the small grocery store, before walking back out to meet me.  “I’m ready now.”  She pulls off her work apron and lays it on the end of the countertop before walking over to me and taking my arm.  We are soon walking along the sidewalk toward our home a few blocks away.

“Nice weather today,” I say as I look down the street.  “It was almost cool enough to cut some timber.”

My wife laughs.  “Well, from the smell of you, I would say that you still sweated a lot.”  I laugh along with her as I pat her hand on my arm.  

“I could use a nice bath, I suppose.  I’ll see what I can do about that.”  We make our way along the sidewalk, passing a few shops before coming to the edge of the residential neighborhood where we live.  The grass is a beautiful dark green after the rain this last weekend and the tree leaves rustle in the gentle breeze as we make our way to our small house.  It is a blue wood-framed home, built around 1920 and still in wonderful condition.  We chose this house for ourselves after we married, spending some of the money my father gave me to put a down payment on the place with the bank.  The payments are low, and we have been able to continue making those payments throughout my enlistment in the army and now as we try to build a life together.  I love where we live and I love the woman I am with.  Bella is the perfect wife for me.

“Silas and Emma are having problems conceiving,” I say as we reach the front door of our house.  “I thought I would let you know before you heard it in the community.”

Bella nods her head as we walk inside.  “Emma told me a while back.”  The two women have been close friends for several years.  It is not surprising to me that she already knows about the problems they have faced.  

“Silas is worried about his war injury,” I say as I sit down in a chair and pull off my work boots.  “The shrapnel from a grenade hurt his ability to have children.  At least, he thinks it has.”

“Has he seen a doctor?” my wife asks as she walks into the small kitchen to begin making supper.  

“I don’t think so,” I reply.  “Silas really doesn’t want anyone to know, so keep this under your hat, alright?”

“Sure.”  I can always trust Bella to keep what we talk about with each other confidential.  I have always trusted her implicitly, so I know that she will keep what I have told her about my coworker’s war wounds a secret.

“He actually told me that he wishes some other man would come around and get her pregnant for him,” I chuckle.  “He’s desperate for something to happen.”

Bella walks out of the kitchen and looks over at me.  “I think Emma is probably pushing him for children.  She talks about it all the time.”  After seeing the strange smirk on my face, she adds, “You are not going to go over there and help Silas with his wife, Frank.  That is out of the question.”

I guffaw.  “I never said I was going to do that,” I reply.  “Why would you think that of me?”

“I see your face,” she answers with a smirk of her own.  “You, dear husband, are very near to being in the doghouse with me.”

“What?”  I cannot help but laugh.  “You can’t be serious, Bella.  I have no intention to go over to Silas’s house and impregnate his wife.  That’s just silly.”

“It had better be.”  My wife winks at me, her eyes alluring as she stares into my eyes.  I have wanted Bella so badly while out in the woods that I thought my nuts would explode.  She turns around to go back into the kitchen, but I decide to stop her.  Getting up from my seat, I go to her and take hold of her arms, pushing her against the kitchen table.

“What are you doing?” she demands as I pull up her dress.

“Something I have wanted to do all day,” I tell her as I pull down her stockings and underwear to reveal her soft, white ass.  

“This isn’t right,” Bella complains as I push her over the table top.  “Grandpa Ray would not approve of this, Frank.”

“Of course he wouldn’t.  He’s a minister.”  I unzip my pants as I look over her musky, bushy pussy.  I have barely been able to keep my thoughts on work all day as I have imagined poking her with my stick.  Though I know my wife prefers to have sex in the bed at night with the lights off, I want her now.

“Dammit, Frank!”  I push my hard cock against her fuzzy pussy lips.  Finding just enough moisture, I continue pushing as it disappears into her hole.  “The bed is the only place for this!”

“Just let me do this,” I plead with her as I seat my balls against her.  My cock now all the way inside my wife, I begin to thrust in and out of her.

“You could have asked first,” Bella continues to complain.  “You know I want to be ready before you do this.”

“I know,” I moan as I enjoy the velvety softness of her snapper around my engorged meat.  “But I need you now, honey.  This feels so good.”  The rhythm of my thrusts becomes faster and more powerful as I hold Bella down against the table.  Her body shudders a little as I run my thumb down along her asshole.  She hates when I do that.  Only one time have I attempted to fuck her in the ass.  It did not work out for me as she began quoting her grandfather’s sermons on the debauchery of such things.  

“Frank, dammit,” she says again, her body tensing.  I push my thumb partway into her asshole, causing her body to tense yet again.  

“Not there,” Bella tells me as she tries to squeeze her ass cheeks together.  “You know it doesn’t go there.”

“My dick isn’t in there,” I retort as I move my thumb in and out of her puckered back door.  “Oh, Bella.  Shit, I’m going to pop in a minute,” I say as I slap her ass.  “Oh, baby...ohhhh...”  I begin to come hard inside my wife as I finger her asshole.  “Ahhh...ohhhh...uhhh...”  I thrust hard, stopping occasionally to let me dick rest deep inside her womb.  The idea of creaming her so deeply turns me on as I blurt out my dirtiest thought.  “I want to fuck her...” 

“What?!”  Bella turns to look at me as I keep emptying my balls into her.  “Emma?”

“YES!!!”  I grit my teeth as my heart races and I finish coming inside my wife’s pussy.  Each thrust is accompanied by a powerful spurt of my jism that strikes deep inside Bella’s twat.  I cannot help but share with her my horniness for Silas’s wife.  Now I have done it.  I have said the sort of thing that will unleash Bella’s wrath, or rather her grandfather’s, upon me.

After pulling out of her, I step back and tuck my cock back into my pants.  As I do, Bella gets up off the table and pulls up her stockings.  “I can’t believe you would actually utter those words,” she says with a cross look on her face.  “How could a husband say such things, Frank?”

My face red from the excitement of just seconds ago, I reply, “You know I didn’t mean it, my love.  I was just in the moment and I said it.  That’s all there is to it.”

“You were in the moment?” she parrots incredulously.  “Frank, you should have waited for bed so that we could have done this properly.  On top of that, you should have never uttered another woman’s name during your time with me.”

“But,” I say as I consider her comment.  “I never said her name.  You did.”  Though it sounds like a foolproof argument to me, I know better.  I responded to that name in a way that Bella did not appreciate.  There is no way to defend myself from her condemnation for me now.

“Really, Frank.”  My wife turns and begins to move a cooking skillet toward the gas stove.  

“Honey, you know this was all in fun.  Reverend Ray aside, you
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