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​Chapter One: At Fault
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Carmela has been quiet this morning while getting ready for work.  It has become a major theme at least five days a week as I lie here in bed with a cast up my leg to my hip that my wife talks very little to me before leaving for work.  Though she has not told me specifically that she blames me for the accident a few weeks ago, I get the feeling that nonetheless I am at fault.  I am the reason my wife feels this way every single morning.

“Hey, honey,” I say as I smile at her.  Carmela turns as she finishes putting an earring on.  “Would you mind bringing me a glass of water and a pain pill from the bathroom?”

“Yeah, just a minute.”  She turns and continues to finish with the one earring before picking up the other one to do the same.  I wait patiently as my wife does this before going to the bathroom to retrieve some water and the opiate.  The pain this morning is a bit more intense through my pelvis as I turned suddenly last night while in bed and aggravated the fractures.  The doctor has warned me to try to stay still as much as I can, with the exception of going to the bathroom, but I have always been a mobile sleeper.

“Thanks,” I say to Carmela as I take the small glass of water and the pill from her.  After sliding the pill to the back of my tongue, I drink some of the water and swallow.  Thankfully the medicine should kick in within the next few minutes and I will be able to get some more sleep.  However, my mind is focused on the way my wife is looking at me right now as she takes the glass of water from me.  “I’m sorry,” I offer as I smile at her.

“Sorry?”  Carmela puts the glass on the nightstand beside the bed and looks over at me.  “For what?”

“You are still really angry at me, aren’t you?”

She sighs.  “We have been over this, Jon.  We need to work on getting you better, not arguing about the accident.”

I nod my head as I look up at her.  “What’s wrong, then?”

Carmela sits down on the edge of the bed beside me.  “The temporary disability payment has not come from your employer’s insurance yet.  It should have been here three days ago and we have an electric bill that is due by tomorrow or they may shut the power off.”

“Dammit.  I should have called about that yesterday,” I admit.  

My wife looks over at me with a frown on her face.  “They are probably going to fight us over that, Jon.  The insurance adjuster said as much when she came by last month.”

“I paid for that insurance,” I tell her.  “There is nothing in the documentation that says the accident has to happen at work or because of work.  If they hold out on me, I’ll hire an attorney and sue them for three times the amount.”  

“By the time you get them to pay we will be out of electricity, water, and probably the house,” Carmela replies.  “We need that money now.”

Reaching over, I take my wife’s hand into mine.  “I’ll call them again.”  Though I hold her hand inside mine, she does not squeeze my hand at all.  Disappointed, I ask, “Do you still blame me for all of this, Carmela?”

She sighs while shaking her head.  “It was that damned motorcycle.  I told you I didn’t want you to get it in the first place.  Then you go and ride it in the rain and go too fast around a curve.  You are lucky that you didn’t die in that accident, Jon.”

“I wasn’t going all that fast,” I reply as calmly as I can.  My wife and I have had a couple of heated arguments over what happened that night once I was well enough to hold a lucid conversation.  “I was below the speed limit.”

“The police officer said it appeared that you were traveling too fast for conditions, Jon.”  Carmela’s dark brown eyes glare at me as she shakes her head.  The very same attractive looks of my Latina wife now evoke a level of fear in me that before the accident would have been nonexistent.  She is angry at me, and perhaps she has good reason to be.

“I’m sorry,” I say again as I adjust myself on the bed.  “I should have been going much slower that morning, but I was late to work.  I’ll heal faster than what the doctor thinks and I will be back at work in no time, honey.  You’ll see.”

Carmela shakes her head as she stands up and walks toward the dresser.  She reaches down and picks up her smartwatch to put on before looking back over at me.  “You will not get that cast off for another six weeks.  After that you are going to have to go through at least four weeks of physical therapy before you can walk normally again.  That is going to be very painful, Jon.  The doctor was already being optimistic when he told you the other day it would probably be another three months before you can go back to work.”  

I grimace as I lay back on my pillow.  “I will prove him wrong, Carmela.  I promise.”

“Well, whatever you think you might do in the future, it won’t pay last month’s electric bill.  If we don’t get the money from the accident insurance we will lose power.  I don’t think they will give us another extension.”  My wife reaches for her purse and pauses to add, “I’ll be home around six this evening.  I have left some food in the refrigerator by the bed and it can be microwaved easily.  If you have any problems, the homebound nurse will be here in about an hour to check on you.”

“Alright, thanks.”  I watch as my wife turns and walks out of our bedroom door without offering me a kiss.  Today she is not interested in being sweet or understanding to me, no matter the condition that I am currently in.  Carmela is right, after all.  I did buy the motorcycle against her wishes and I did ride it in the rain one morning after she pleaded with me to take the car instead.  Had I listened to her and taken her concerns seriously either time, we would not be in our current predicament.  Unfortunately, I can be very stubborn sometimes when it comes to what I want to do.

My phone rings and I pick it up to see that someone from work is calling.  “Hello?”

“Hello, is this Mr. Lloyd?”

“This is Jonathan Lloyd,” I reply.  

“Mr. Lloyd, this is Heather Downs with the employee benefits department.  I have been in contact with the insurer to check on the status of your application for temporary disability and unfortunately they are still looking into your claim.”

“What?  It’s been more than a month.  How long does it take them to figure out that I am lying in a bed unable to move around much?”

“I’m sorry, I am just reporting to you what they have told me this morning.  Your wife called yesterday and I told her that I would look into it.  However, if you would like to get into contact with the carrier yourself...”

“Yes, please,” I interrupt.  Reaching for a pen and a piece of paper from one of the drawers of the nightstand, I tell her, “I can take down the information if you have it.”  She relates the phone number and the name of the person handling the claim, Dominic Sanders.  After hanging up with her, I dial the number for the insurance representative and wait for him to answer.

“Hello, is this Dominic?” I ask as I hear a man’s voice on the other end of the line. 

“This is Dominic,” he verifies.

“Yes, my name is Jonathan Lloyd and I am calling about a temporary disability claim that I have made with your company.  I was just on the phone with Heather at work and she tells me that the claim is still being considered.  This is really putting me into a terrible bind.”

There is some shuffling around on the other end of the call before the man answers, “Ah, yes.  I do remember speaking with Heather.”  There is some more movement on the other end before he asks, “What can I help you with, Jonathan?”

“I need that temporary disability money,” I say as I grit my teeth.  “I have paid for more than five years into that insurance policy and it’s time for your company to make good on its promise.” 

“I understand your concern,” Dominic replies with a voice that is entirely too pleasant.  “However, we are still processing your claim and the decision has still not been made as to what amount and when the payout will occur.”

“It has been almost two months,” I growl into the phone.  “How long does it take your people to decide something like this?”

Dominic sighs as if I am somehow taking up his very important time today.  “It can vary.  Sometimes we are able to pay out on a claim as soon as seven days after an accident and sometimes it takes much longer.”

“How much longer?” I ask.

“Well, that depends upon the claim.  Jonathan, I don’t know how much more information I can give you at this moment.  I am not the one who decides what happens with the claims process.  I am only the representative to the clients.”

“We have bills to pay,” I say to him as I shake my head.  “How are we supposed to pay them if I can’t work?  I paid every month into your insurance policy and not once do I recall being told that your company would be happy to wait a month or two to receive the next payment.  It always had to be on time or I would have been dropped.  So, how is that fair?”

“Jonathan, it’s not as simple as all that.  It takes time to make an accurate assessment on what has happened and what is covered under the policy.  We still need to have an appraisal made of your injuries, a copy of your medical records that are up to date...”

“Wait, what?  You have all that.  The damned insurance adjuster came to my house and looked at me.  He admitted I was fully disabled for now because of the three fractures in my pelvis and the breaks in my right leg.  How many more people do you need to send to see that I am laid up and unable to get around hardly at all?”

“Sir, I’m sorry, but...”

“You are the client representative here, right?  Well, give a message to your supervisor for me.  I have hired an attorney and he is filing a claim against your company this afternoon by five o’clock unless you have a check her for what I am owed over the last several weeks.”

“An attorney?  Jonathan...”

“I’m not finished,” I tell him.  “According to my attorney we are going to ask double the damages as well as legal costs.  He seems to think that due to the fact that I am about to lose power to my house and soon I will be behind on my mortgage as well, this will be the least a jury will award us.  Given the state of what people think of insurance companies at the moment, I look forward to how the jury will view your company’s refusal to make payment.”

“Sir, we have not refused anything.”

“You are stonewalling,” I declare as I raise my voice.  “You are trying to keep from paying out on my claim and you are doing it by dragging out the process.  So, you have until FIVE O’CLOCK this afternoon.  If a check is not in my hands by then, the lawsuit will be filed.  Have a great day, Dominic.”  I hang up the phone and toss it to the side of me on the bed.  Though my head throbs with the effects of the pain pill as well as the anger I expressed on the phone, I am happy to have gotten this phone call out of the way.  The threat concerning an attorney is, of course, not completely true.  However, I have found that sometimes I have to bluff my way through conflicts like this by invoking some higher authority.  It seemed to have gotten the insurance representative’s attention, but I can’t be certain that it will lead to something substantive.  I will have to wait and see, just as I have to wait and see whether I can heal faster that my doctor believes possible.
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​Chapter Two: A Friendly Chat
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Carmela and I decided a couple of weeks ago that it would be prudent to have a friend or two holding a copy of our house keys in the event I was in need of help and she could not get here quickly enough.  I chose my best friend Seth Bradford to keep one of the keys.  Today he has decided to pay me a visit to see how I am doing and I am glad that he has.

“You look rough,” Seth quips as he walks into my bedroom.  “Damn, dude, you should really try to get out more often.”

“Shut up, man,” I laugh as I reach out my hand to shake his.  “What’s been going on with you?”

“Not much,” he replies as he reaches for a chair and pulls it over beside my bed.  After sitting down he says, “I have the next few days off while they retool the factory for the new products.”

“Are you paid while you are off?”

Seth gives me a thumbs-up as he replies, “I get full pay for the next few days.  That’s the life, buddy.”

I grimace while nodding my head.  “I wish I could just get full pay for my own time away from work.  It was hard enough to get the damned insurance to pay the temporary disability claim the other day.”

“You finally got it?”

I allow a wicked smile to cross my face.  “I told one of their reps on the phone that if they did not get a check to me for the full amount by five that afternoon I would file a lawsuit against them.”

“And they caved?”

“I had the check at fifteen minutes before the deadline.”  We both laugh as I wiggle around a little in the bed so that I can turn to look at him better.  “I never hired an attorney for a lawsuit, but I guess they believed that I might just pull the trigger on that one.”

“Damn, you are one mean asshole.”  We both laugh as Seth reaches over and pats me on the shoulder.  Looking down at my right leg and pelvis, he asks, “How is everything feeling right now?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “Hurts like hell most of the time, but the pain meds are helping to dull it a little.  I just wish I would heal a little faster.”

My friend shakes his head.  “That was a nasty spill you took on the road, man.  I went and looked at that curve and the damage you did to the guardrail.  You are lucky to be alive.”

“Yeah, I think so too.  If the bike had landed on top of me instead of me on top of the bike I would not be here right now.”  I have had nightmares about what happened and what could have happened.  For the first few days after the accident the doctors gave me a fifty-fifty chance of survival because of the continuing blood loss from the fractures in my pelvis.  Honesty, had things gone any differently at all I would have either been dead right now or permanently disabled.  As it is, though, I am recovering.  The recovery is just so damned slow.

“How is Carmela holding out with all this?” Seth asks.

I sigh as I look down at my hands.  “She’s keeping it together, but things are not the greatest for us.”

“She still blames you?”

I nod my head.  “A little, I think,” I answer him.  “You know, I can’t really blame her for that, but I just wish she would try to let it go.  Sometimes I think that my wife wants to beat me up with what happened, though.  She has the right, I suppose, but I wish she would at least try to get over it.”

Seth smiles.  “She didn’t want you to have a motorcycle to begin with, so Carmela was already upset that you got it.  When you had the accident, it just cemented that into her mind.  You will probably have a lot to do to make it up to her.”

“I wish I had left the bike on the showroom floor, Seth.  That thing was fun for a few months, but now I am paying for owning it at all.  It has caused more trouble in my marriage than anything else ever has.”

“Hindsight is twenty-twenty, right?  You didn’t know things would turn out like this.”  My friend then changes the conversation a little.  “Did you break your dick off too?”  He points toward the cast and where it ends at my crotch.

“It might as well have,” I laugh.  “I can’t get a hardon to save my life.  The doctor says it will all come back to me once my pelvis heals and I am off the medication, but who knows?  I may be a softy forever.”  We both laugh together, but there is a real concern in my mind that I could be rendered impotent for the rest of my life.  

“What does Carmela think about that?”

“Shit.”  I am uncertain how to answer him as I think about the lack of sex life my wife and I now have.  She loves sex.  So do I, but now I am unable to do anything about it.  “It’s life, Seth.  I don’t know what to say.  Hopefully things will work out in the end, but I can’t be sure about that.”

Seth chuckles nervously.  I think he knows now just how delicate his question is for me.  “It will come back.  You could always work on the guy and see what you get.”

I laugh.  “You do realize that you are talking about me masturbating, right?  Have we ever had a conversation like this, Seth?”

“Maybe when we were drunk sometime,” he says with a grin on his face.  “I’m sorry, I just know that you were pretty badly torn up in the accident.”

“Well, stop worrying.  I am watching a little porn every day to see if I can get a rise.  So far things have been a little uneventful.”

“Porn?  Does your dear wife know that you are watching it?”

I shake my head.  “Hell no she doesn’t know.  She doesn’t need to know.  Don’t tell her anything about it.”

“I don’t talk to Carmela anyway,” Seth replies.  “Besides, she scares me when she is angry.”

“She scares me too.  Anyway, I do watch a little porn here and there as I watch what happens to me.  I get a little horny, but I don’t get much rise in my crotch.  Like I said, the doctor said it is to be expected due to my injuries and the meds they have me on, but there is a chance that it could be permanent.  If it is...”  My voice trails off as I think of Carmela and how much sex means to her.  I worry that if I become a sexual invalid she might leave me to find someone else.  After all, we have no children together and things have been very tense lately.  Why would a woman as beautiful and sexually energetic as her stick with a guy who can’t get it up?

“You are going to be just fine,” he tells me.  “Besides, there are those little blue pills, right?  If push comes to shove you can just be her living dildo and let her go for a ride once in a while.”

“Even if I can’t get off?” I say with a chuckle.

“Even if you can’t get off, Jon.  You will have to think about her more than yourself at some point.  Carmela means everything to you, right?”

I nod my head.  “Of course she does.”  

“Then don’t let her think that you feel so terrible for yourself that you are willing to let her do without.  You have to do whatever you can to keep her happy.  Trust me; I know.”  Seth’s wife of several years left him last summer over one big thing.  She wanted children and he could not produce any viable sperm.  They had conversations about using donor sperm or adopting and Seth could not get past the idea that the children would not be his biologically.  So, over time, the struggles they were having with this part of their relationship ended up putting a wedge between the couple and they eventually gave up.  I fear my marriage could eventually meet the same fate if I do not get better soon.

“I would do anything for her,” I tell my old friend.  “Carmela means the world to me and she knows that.”

“You bought a motorcycle for yourself even though she begged you not to do so,” he reminds me.  “The argument that you would do anything for her doesn’t hold water for your wife anymore.  Be careful not to make that claim to her.  Instead, promise her that you will do better in the future.  Also, make sure that you let her know that she is always right.”  We both laugh as I shake my head. 

“I’m in trouble, aren’t I?”

“You, my friend, are in deep shit when it comes to your marriage.  I have faith in you though.”  Seth stands to his feet and asks, “Is there anything that I can get for you before I leave?”  Looking down at my crotch, he asks, “Does the little guy need a nice massage?”

“Oh, that is disgusting,” I reply as I reach down and cover my groin with my hands while laughing.  “You need to find a woman to have some fun with, Seth.  It’s not right that you are focusing on my dick’s health.”

He laughs along with me as he reaches over and puts a hand on my shoulder.  “Just get better soon, alright?  I still need a partner for golf.”

“You had better get a temporary one, then.  It is going to be a while.”  We shake hands and share a few more parting words before Seth leaves my bedroom and then the house.  As I sit in the quiet of the bedroom I begin to think about Carmela and how difficult everything has been for her since the accident.

“I am so sorry, my love,” I say in the stillness of the bedroom.  “You deserve so much better than me and I wish that I could give it to you.  I would even let you go from the marriage if you would prefer to leave me.”  There is no way that I could enjoy life without my sweet, beautiful Carmela, but I love her so much that I would be willing to let her go if I could no longer give her what she needs.  I hope that it does not come down to that, but I am a realist.  If things do not get better for me to the point that we can have a full and active sex life once again, she may want to leave me.  If she does, who am I to tell her no?  
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​Chapter Three: A Helping Hand
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“Dinner will be ready soon.”  Carmela walks into our bedroom and goes straight to the bathroom without so much as looking at me.  I sigh as I shake my head and think about the sort of day she has probably had.  

“Hey, honey,” I say after clearing my throat.  “I love you.”

She walks out of the bathroom and stands just at the end of our bed as she pulls off her blouse and then puts on a tee shirt.  “I love you too,” Carmela answers with a slight smile on her face.  My wife then turns and begins to pull off her skirt so that she can put on a pair of shorts.

“I want to try something,” I tell her as I pull the covers down from my waist.  I am wearing a special pair of shorts that the hospital gave me.  It has snaps on both sides so that I can easily remove them without pulling them down the long cast on my leg.  Opening them up, I begin to rub my limp manhood.  “Would you rub this for me?”

Carmela looks over at the bed and raises an eyebrow.  “The doctor said you should not try anything like that, Jon.” She turns back around and finishes putting her jewelry into a small box on the dresser.

“Please, honey,” I plead with her.  “I want to see if I can get off with you jerking me.”

My wife walks over and looks down at my cock.  “You’re not even hard, Jon.  You shouldn’t be doing that at all.  Your pelvis was pretty badly fractured and if you strain to do something like that it could cause some damage.”

“Please.”  I look into her dark brown eyes and can see that she is still angry with me about what has happened.  “I want to feel your hands on it, Carmela.”

“You feel my hands on it every night, Jon.  I clean it for you, remember?  You haven’t been able to get hard at all since coming home from the hospital.  It’s going to take time for you to be able to get an erection.”

“Just do it, please.”  I pull hard on myself with my hand before I let it go and watch my male member drop back down.  Feeling sorry for me or perhaps just wanting to shut me up, my wife reaches down and takes hold of it.  The feeling is incredible as I lay back on my pillows.

“Like this?” she asks as she twists her hand around my johnson.  There really is very little else Carmela can do for me since I am not getting hard.

“It feels good, honey.  It really does.”  For the first time in several weeks I can feel myself getting primed to have an orgasm.  However, there is no sign that my cock is getting hard as she massages it.

“You are pre-coming,” my wife says with some surprise.  “Are you sure it feels good?”  She puts her other hand on it and begins to work on my balls with her fingers.

“Yeah, it’s great,” I tell her as I begin to breathe hard.  “I think I am about to come, honey.”

“Are you sure it’s alright for you to do this, Jon?  I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Don’t stop,” I beg her.  “I think I am about to shoot off.”  I move my hips around a little, but the pain soon reminds me that I cannot do that.  However, I quickly lose control over my cock and balls as I begin to spurt into my wife’s hands.  “Ohhhh...”  The white gravy I have kept inside my balls slowly oozes from my pisshole.  “Mmmmm...”  My hips begin to gyrate into the bed and the pain intensifies.  “Ahhh...ohhh...fuck...OWWWW!!!”  I continue to come as the pain level rises exponentially.  Gritting my teeth, I try to get through it as well as I can until I finish.  “OUCH!!!”  

Carmela pulls her hands away from my cock.  “Are you okay, Jon?”  Her eyes are wide as she holds my warm jism inside her hand.  “Are you hurting?”

“Fuck, I think I kinked myself around too much,” I admit as I wince in pain.  “Dammit, my pelvis hurts like hell.”  This is the reason the doctor had warned me to avoid anything sexually related.  Sure, I cannot as of yet get hard enough to fuck my wife, but I can apparently come.  However, I am not certain that the pleasure of it all was worth the pain that I am now experiencing.

“I’ll get you some medication,” my wife tells me as she turns and walks quickly to the bathroom.  I hear the faucet being turned on before Carmela washes the spunk from her hands.  She then gets a pill for me as well as a small glass of water.  When she returns, I apologize to her.

“I’m sorry, honey.  I thought that maybe I would get hard at some point, but it didn’t work out that way.”

Carmela nods her head.  “At least you got off.”  She watches as I take the medicine and drink the water.  As I pass the empty glass back to her, she comments, “It’s been two months since I have had an orgasm.”

“What?”  I shake my head as I look up at her.  “But honey, you could masturbate.”

She gives me a scathing look.  “Yeah, that’s just what I want to do, Jon.  I want to go to the bathroom and play with myself in the bathtub.”  

“You could do it here beside me while I watch,” I say to her.  “Come on, just lay down and do it, Carmela.”  I smile at my wife as I pat the bed beside me.  The thought of watching my wife play with herself while I watch should get me hard, but unfortunately my penis is in no way interested in standing
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