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Chapter One

Connor’s heart skipped a beat when he heard his wife’s voice from the other side of their bedroom door.

“Oh, Heath,” Trista exclaimed, moaning at the same time. “You’re so fucking big!”

Hearing his wife call out another man’s name while obviously in the midst of some amount of pleasure, did several things to Connor, some of which he supposed they would do to any man. A sharp pang of jealousy tore through his chest and stomach, and he felt a little queasy. He had to fight hard to suppress the urge to throw open his bedroom door and see exactly what his wife of thirteen years was up to.

These things were perfectly natural reactions to the sounds that were coming from the other side of the door, which now included Trista’s voice begging “Heath” for more of his apparently long, meaty cock.

What was perhaps not natural was the reaction happening in Connor’s pants. Something a bit smaller than what his wife was currently experiencing in their bedroom stirred to life, twitching against the inside of Connor’s underwear.

Unable to help himself, Connor unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He began stroking it to the sounds of his wife’s pleasure.

He had to see her. Had to see what she was doing. Had to see the look on her face as she was brought to climax by another.

He slowly turned the knob of the bedroom door, gently shoving it inward as he did so. He only opened it by an inch, not wanting to alert her to his presence, but an inch was enough.

Enough to see her in the standing, full-length mirror next to her dresser.

She was on her back, on their bed, her legs spread. With one hand, she gripped their baby blue bedsheets, and with the other, she fucked herself with a large, vibrating pink dildo.

Connor closed his eyes for a moment, continuing to stroke his cock, and imagined that “Heath” wasn’t just a large, vibrating pink dildo named after Trista’s favorite candy bar.

When he opened his eyes again, “Heath” was now a man, and Trista was now a hotwife.

And he was now a cuckold.

Connor fucked his own hand as he watched “Heath” fuck Trista in the mirror. He was careful not to come, although he came close several times. He didn’t have the staying power that he knew “Heath” had, and if he blew his load out here in the hallway, there’d be no chance of reclaiming his slutty little wife when “Heath” was done with her.

“Oh my God, Heath, I’m coming!” Trista yelled, thrashing on the bed.

Connor shoved on the door, opening it a bit more. Before he could step into the room, though, Trista said, “What’s that, Heath? You’re not done with me yet?”

Connor smiled and stayed where he was. The little minx was toying with him, delaying the inevitable. Maybe even seeing if he could hold off on climaxing.

“Heath” began fucking her again, harder this time. Connor knew his wife always had trouble having two orgasms this close together, but she and her imaginary lover were doing their best to make it happen.

Watching Trista work Heath into her swollen, dripping cunt with one hand while she squeezed her ample tits with the other (although, in Connor’s mind, he imagined it was “Heath’s” hand doing the squeezing) was too much for Connor. He began stroking himself harder and faster without realizing what he was even doing.

“Heath” picked up the pace, fucking Trista harder, too, in a desperate attempt to get her to climax a second time. Connor wasn’t aware of it, but the pace with which he fucked his own hand and that with which his wife hammered away at her pussy with the dildo were identical.

On the bed, Trista gripped the bedsheets so hard her knuckles were turning white, a telltale sign that she was about to come again. Connor felt the intense, not quite painful, buildup in his balls that told him he was about to release as well.

And then, they did. Separately and yet together, they came, Trista shaking on the bed and Connor painting the bedroom door with his spunk. A small sliver of regret worked its way through Connor’s pleasure as he looked at the cum running, glistening, down the door. He wished he could have deposited it into his wife’s well-used pussy.

“You just gonna stand there all day?” Trista asked him, turning Heath off.

He pushed the door open and smiled at her, his deflating cock still in his hand.

Trista raised an eyebrow as she looked down at what he was holding. “I see you enjoyed the show. As usual.”

“I did,” he said as he put his cock away and zipped up his pants. He walked over and got in bed beside her.

“You’re so weird,” she said, but there was love and humor in her voice as he circled a finger around one of her nipples, still hard as a diamond from her arousal.

“You seem to enjoy indulging me,” he said, leaning down to kiss the nipple he’d been playing with.

“Oh, I do,” she said, gasping as she felt his tongue on her tit.

“What do you like about it?” Connor asked.

Trista sighed as Connor continued his oral attention on her breasts. “I like that you get off on it,” she said. “And I guess I enjoy the thought that other men might find me as hot as you do.”

“What do you mean?” he asked. “You’re objectively hot.”

She laughed. “I’m old is what I am,” she said. “And pudgy.”

Connor rubbed her stomach. Sure, she wasn’t as thin as she was in her younger years, but who was? What little extra weight Trista might have now had gone to all the right places: tits, ass, and hips. Surely she had to be aware, as Connor was, of the looks that men gave her when she walked by them.

“You are not pudgy. And 36 is not old. You could have any guy you wanted.”

“Says you,” she said. “Regardless, I couldn’t do it for real, you know. Cuck you, I mean.”

He sighed. “I know. But if you change your mind, I’d be open to discussing it.”

“Not gonna change my mind,” she said. “Bringing another real person in would change things. I know it’s your fantasy, and fantasies don’t hurt anything. But I’m not sure you’d be able to handle the reality.”

“I think I could,” he said. “You could test the waters by telling me about the other guys you were with before you and I decided to go exclusive. I know there were several…”

She playfully slapped his shoulder. “When you say it like that, it makes me sound so slutty.”

He shrugged. He only referred to her as slutty sometimes because he knew she liked it, and not in a derogatory way. The truth was, Trista had an insatiable sexual appetite, which Connor had never come close to satisfying. It was obvious why he--why any man--would want her, but why she seemed to love and want him so much, he had no clue. “If the shoe fits, maybe you should wear it sometimes.”

Trista rolled her eyes and waved the dildo in his face. “I’m afraid we’re both going to have to be satisfied with Heath here.” She reached her hand down to his crotch. “But enough about other guys, including Heath. Does my husband have something for me?”

Connor felt his face turn red. “I, uh… I just…”

Trista looked to the open bedroom door and Connor’s drying cum. “Oh. Yeah, then…” With a devilish grin on her pretty face, she picked up Heath. “He” buzzed to life when she turned him back on. “I guess we’re not done with Heath after all. Let’s see if he can give me what you can’t.”

Connor felt his cock stirring to life as he watched his wife plunge her dildo back into her needy little pussy.

God, he loved that woman, and knew he always would.


Chapter Two

Thoughts of Trista and Heath, and the incredible ability of Connor’s cock to produce a second orgasm after Trista had her third, filled Connor’s mind as he went about his day at work the next day. He looked around at the other guys on his construction crew, toiling away on the ground while a giant crane moved a steel girder into place above them. He wondered if any of them shared the fantasies he had. He knew it probably wasn’t normal for a man to want to see his wife with other people--other men, specifically; seeing your wife with other women was probably a more common fantasy--but he felt like he couldn’t be the only one who thought about it.

So lost in his thoughts was Connor that he didn’t initially hear the startled cries of the other men as they yelled his name and pointed up to the sky. He had only a moment to look up, unsure what the object falling toward him was, before everything went black.

---

The object falling toward him was, of course, the girder. A thorough investigation by OSHA and other government agencies would find that the crane that dropped the girder onto Connor was in need of serious maintenance, maintenance that Connor’s employer didn’t want to pay for. Connor’s employer received a hefty fine which they had no trouble paying even though it would have been much cheaper had they elected to pay for the crane’s maintenance in the first place.

Connor received a beautiful funeral service that Connor’s employer couldn’t be bothered to help with.

---

The first thing Connor saw after the darkness caused by the girder was his own funeral.

He stared at the scene before him, knowing what he saw but struggling to make sense of it. People in suits and dresses--several of which he recognized, although some he did not--filtered in and sat down in long, wooden pews. At the front of the church, where a preacher’s podium should be, was a glistening mahogany casket. It was closed, and from the distance from which Connor viewed it, he doubted he’d be able to see who was in it anyway.

By this point, part of him knew who was in it, but the rest of him refused to believe it, even after noticing the large picture of himself on an easel next to the casket. It was one Trista had taken a few months ago, during the beach vacation they’d taken as part of their thirteenth-anniversary celebration.

Thinking about their anniversary made it finally dawn on him where he was, and despite the surreal situation in which he now found himself, he had to laugh at himself for not recognizing it earlier. It was his old church, the one his parents had dragged him to when he was growing up.

It was the church where he and Trista had gotten married.

Second Street United Methodist Church had undergone some extensive remodeling in the decade or more since Connor had set foot inside, but now that he realized where he was, it was unmistakably familiar. The pews were all new, as were the carpet and even the stage, but the ceiling hadn’t changed. As much as Connor used to sit on pews that had now been replaced and stare up at the ceiling, bored out of his mind as the preacher droned on and on about God’s grace and mankind’s sins, he’d recognize that ceiling forever.

Connor himself seemed to be behind a pane of glass. He reached up to touch the glass, wondering if anyone could see him, and as he did, he saw that his hand was transparent, almost invisible.

Like a ghost.

He also realized it wasn’t merely glass he was behind.

It was a mirror, one of those one-way ones that looked like a mirror from one side but was transparent from the other. Something else, besides the ceiling, that apparently hadn’t been changed during the church’s remodel was the existence of rooms at the rear of the nave where you could look out onto the congregation without them seeing you. When he’d asked his parents why a church would have such observation rooms, they told him it was for things like weddings or musical performances so someone could keep an eye on what was going on for timing purposes.

And he wasn’t exactly behind the one-way mirror, either, because when he tried to back away from it, he couldn’t.

His heart--or whatever passed for his heart in his current predicament--pounded as his slight claustrophobia kicked in.

No, he wasn’t behind the mirror. He was inside it.

The shock of the realization sent his mind (or what passed for his mind in his current predicament) reeling, and everything went black again.

As black as it had been when he’d been crushed by the girder.

---

Connor didn’t know how long he’d been unaware, but when he became aware again, he instantly knew where he was. The shower curtain was different from the last time he’d been here, but he easily recognized the upstairs bathroom from his childhood home from the pale blue paint on the walls and his dad’s favorite brand of shaving cream sitting next to his dad’s favorite brand of razor in their usual spots on the back of the sink.

He realized he was inside the medicine cabinet mirror. It was another shocking realization, but this time it didn’t send him back to unconsciousness. He wondered if this was to be his existence from now on, living--if you could call it that--inside various mirrors.

And if so, why were these two mirrors the ones he’d appeared in first?

Maybe he was being drawn into mirrors from important moments in his life. That might explain the church mirror, given that it was witness to not only his funeral but also his wedding to Trista. He couldn’t imagine why the bathroom mirror in his parents’ house would have any great significance to him, but then he thought about standing in front of it for a solid hour, making sure his hair looked okay the day he asked Trista to go to their high school’s prom with him.

It was their first date. They’d both go on to date other people in their college years, but always seemed to wind back up together. Their prom was the beginning of everything, even if neither of them knew it at the time.

It’s not just important moments to me, he thought. It’s important moments centered around Trista.

That didn’t really make much sense, but it fit the facts as he’d discovered them so far and certainly wasn’t any more ridiculous than being a ghost stuck inside mirrors in the first place.

Connor began to ponder about his situation, wondering if he could somehow control what mirror he ended up in. Might it be possible for him to see Trista again, perhaps whenever he wanted?

Which would be all the time, of course.

The bathroom door opened, and Connor’s mother walked in. She wore the black dress she always wore to funerals and looked like she’d been crying.

I must not have been “out” for too long, Connor thought.

Waves of panic flew through Connor’s ethereal form as his mother stepped in front of the toilet, turning around. He desperately did not want to be in the same room when she used the bathroom and shut his incorporeal eyes, his incorporeal brain scrambling to think of another mirror he could jump to.

He felt like slapping his incorporeal forehead when he thought of the perfect one, and a moment later, his mother was as alone in the bathroom as she’d believed herself to be.

---

Connor opened his eyes, hoping he wouldn’t see his mother on the toilet. He was pleasantly surprised to find himself right where he’d wanted to be: his bedroom. He was looking out from the mirror in which, only a few days ago, he’d seen his wife roleplaying that she was being fucked relentlessly by “Heath.”

But… was it only a few days ago? Connor thought he’d instantly “jumped” to the mirror in his bedroom from the one in his parents’ bathroom, but he really had no way to be sure how instant it was. And he knew there’d been at least some amount of time between being in the church mirror and the bathroom one. For all he knew, years had passed since he died.

The thought terrified him. He’d almost subconsciously accepted the fact that he was dead, but the idea that he might have already missed years of Trista’s life was much harder to accept. And what if being in the house they’d shared since they got married was too much for her? What if she’d moved? If he was limited to only existing in mirrors that had some shared connection to them both, how would he ever find her in a brand new place?

He forced himself to calm down and try to think rationally about this completely irrational situation. Trista loved this mirror, so even if it had been years since he was last aware of himself and his surroundings, even if she’d moved, she would’ve taken it with her. As long as he could make it to this mirror, he’d have a way to see her anytime she was in the bedroom.

A sudden and unbidden thought about what she might eventually be doing in the bedroom--and who she might eventually be doing it with, given that Connor wasn’t around (physically, anyway)--crept into his mind. He looked down to see his ghostly penis (noticing, for the first time, that he was entirely nude) and was mildly amused and surprised that he could feel himself becoming aroused.

He was nowhere near qualified to speculate on how exactly a ghost could feel sexual desire. Wasn’t that kind of thing, as well as the love and longing he felt for Trista--love and longing that seemed to grow with each passing second that he hadn’t seen her--created in the brain? A physical object that he no longer possessed?

Connor had frequently scoffed at Trista for believing in souls and an afterlife, but he had to admit the evidence presented to him now that seemingly contradicted his long-held skepticism was pretty compelling.

The bedroom door opened, and all concerns over whether or not souls were real and where emotions really existed fell by the wayside. Trista walked in, dressed in a black dress not dissimilar to the one he’d seen his mother wearing, and sat down on the edge of the bed.

She wasn’t currently crying, but she had been; Connor could make out the drying tears where they’d streamed down her pretty face. Instinctively, he reached his hand toward her but was stopped by the mirror prison he was in. She was only a couple of feet away from him, but there was no way for him to touch her; the distance between them may as well have been miles.

Trista sat there, staring at the mirror--staring at Connor, although she didn’t know it--and her sadness and loss seemed to change her entire appearance, so much so that she didn’t look like herself. She’d always been so bright and full of life, and now all of that was gone, replaced by a darkness that was almost palpable. It occurred to Connor that she might be staring so hard at the mirror because she was wondering who this strange woman was, staring back at her.

Trista stood up. She unzipped the back of her dress and let it fall off of her. Connor was surprised to feel old sensations like a racing heart and what seemed like sweating as he looked at her in her underwear.

She got into bed and slid under the sheets. She turned to her side and grabbed his pillow, pulling it to her and holding it tight. She took a deep breath as if to take in whatever of his smell remained there, before burying her face into it and crying again.


Chapter Three

The first couple of weeks were, naturally, the hardest.

Trista had apparently taken a leave of absence from her job as a graphic designer for an advertising firm because she was home almost all the time. She spent most of those first few days in bed, crying and sleeping. Some days it was more one than the other, and Connor was grateful for the days when sleep was easier than crying. He’d always loved watching her sleep, and it was no different now, just because he was doing it through incorporeal eyes.

There were phone calls. Trista answered the ones from her mom, from Connor’s mom, and from her best friend, Mandy. She even once took a call from one of her coworkers to answer a work question.

Connor never felt tired and wasn’t sure if sleep was even possible for him, so he spent the first few days simply watching his wife sleep and cry and make feeble attempts at eating. He never grew bored of this and reasoned that if this was to be his fate in death, there were certainly worse ways to spend time in the afterlife.

He did start to wonder, though, if he should work on his mirror-hopping skills. The first couple of times he’d done it were involuntary, but he’d shown he was able to control things somewhat by thinking about Trista’s floor mirror and appearing there. It made him nervous to contemplate leaving what he now thought of as his new home, but he knew keeping an eye on his wife would be easier if he had some mobility, so to speak.

Although he wondered if he’d eventually be able to hop into mirrors that didn’t have a meaningful connection to him and his wife, Connor knew these early days weren’t the time to test something like that. This was frustrating, as there just weren’t that many options, and at first he had trouble coming up with even one other option.

And then he thought of one.

---

A couple of years ago, Connor and Trista had just returned home after having dinner with an older couple they knew. Bob and Phyllis were in their 50s and had been together since high school but acted like new lovers, not able to keep their hands off of each other. At one point in the dinner conversation, they brought up that they were still having sex multiple times a week. This shocked Connor and Trista, who by then were down to maybe once a month. This wasn’t a conscious decision on either of their parts; between their varied work schedules and lack of communication, it was something that kind of just… happened.

“Do you just not want me anymore?” Trista asked Connor that night, standing in front of their bathroom mirror while she took off her makeup.

“What do you mean?” he asked, watching her from the doorway.

She shrugged. “Bob and Phyllis are still fucking like rabbits, apparently,” she said, sounding frustrated. “I know we’re tired from work a lot, but they both have demanding jobs, too. And they’ve had kids. I just thought maybe your lack of interest in the bedroom meant you didn’t want me anymore.”

He laughed. “Of course I want you. You just never seem in the mood.”

It was Trista’s turn to laugh. “Babe, I am always in the mood. That hasn’t changed.”

“Really?”

“Really. I masturbate almost every day.”

Connor moved to her, turning her toward him. “Why haven’t we talked about this?”

He could feel her breath on his lips as she replied, “I don’t know. We should have.”

“We need to,” he said, moving so close his lips touched hers as he said it. “But right now I don’t feel like talking.”

Trista squealed as he picked her up and put her on the edge of the sink. He raised her skirt, and she raised her hips so he could pull off her panties. Moments later his pants were around his ankles, and his cock was inside her. He looked at himself in the mirror as he fucked her and told himself he’d never again let her feel like he didn’t want her.

---

Connor thought intensely about that memory, closed his eyes, and reopened them. When he saw that he was in their bathroom now, he clenched his nonexistent fists and said, “Yes!”

He was able to return to the standing mirror in the bedroom with a mere thought. He went back and forth between the two mirrors several times until he was sure he’d always be able to do it effortlessly. Not that he planned on spying on his wife while she used the bathroom (although the thought that he’d be able to see her getting in and out of the shower excited him), but being able to move around at all felt good.

A week or so after he’d felt like he’d mastered the fine art of mirror-hopping, Trista’s phone rang, waking her up from an afternoon nap that she’d begun after another long, restless night. She groggily answered it, and Connor could tell from the conversation that it was her mom again. Trista assured her that she was okay and that she didn’t need someone to call every day to check on her. Connor was grateful for these daily calls from his mother-in-law, because he thought Trista might sleep entire days away if not for them.

Trista put the phone down after the call, and then got up to go to the bathroom. Connor looked at her phone, lying on her nightstand, and thought about the day he’d surprised her with it for her birthday. She’d been using a phone that she’d had for years, one whose screen had been cracked multiple times, because she was afraid of losing her contacts and app data. Connor had talked to the cell phone store employees and found that they could transfer all of her stuff to a brand new phone so she wouldn’t lose anything, and bought her a new one for her birthday. He’d thought she might break into tears when she tapped through her apps on the new phone, grateful she wouldn’t have to deal with the cracked screen and slow response time of her old one.

And then he found himself inside her phone screen, which is how he discovered he could make himself appear in any reflective surface and not just mirrors. The idea that he could travel with Trista, wherever she took her phone, excited him.

He popped back into the mirror as Trista returned from the bathroom. He expected her to go back to sleep, as she’d been sleeping well before her mom called. She did get back into bed, but instead of falling back asleep, she reached into the drawer of her nightstand.

One of Connor’s incorporeal eyebrows arched up when he saw her pull Heath out. She looked at the long, thick dildo for a moment as if trying to decide to use it. As far as Connor could tell, she hadn’t masturbated since he died. He knew she rarely went more than a day or two without having an orgasm one way or another (whether with him, with her fingers, or with Heath or another toy), so the weeks since Connor’s passing had seen an unfortunate but understandable lack of pleasure for Trista. Connor was beside himself with glee that she appeared ready to get back to it.

“Oh, Connor,” she said, looking up to the ceiling. “I really wish you were here.”

“I am,” Connor said, surprising himself with the sound of his own voice. Up until now, he hadn’t even thought to try to speak.

Even though his voice sounded perfectly audible to his own ears, Trista didn’t appear to hear him. She sighed heavily, slipped off her panties, and turned Heath on.

Connor watched, wide-eyed, as his wife spread her legs. From his mirror home, he was at the perfect angle to see her soft, pink pussy lips just before she touched the vibrating dildo to them. She worked Heath up and down against her lower lips, gently raising and lowering her hips as if to beg “him” to thrust himself inside her.

“You like that, don’t you?” Trista said out loud. At first, Connor thought she was talking to “Heath,” but then she followed up with, “You like watching your slutty little wife begging for Heath to do what he wants with her pussy, don’t you?”

She’s talking to me, Connor thought. He reached down and started stroking himself.

“Tell him to fuck me, Connor,” Trista said breathily. “Tell him to ram his giant cock into my dripping cunt!”

“Fuck her,” Connor said. “Fuck my whore of a wife with your big cock.”

As if obeying Connor’s command, Heath plunged into Trista’s hot, wet pussy with more force than usual. Trista pulled the dildo inside her so roughly that she shook the bed before yanking it almost all the way back out and then repeated the process. Over and over again she fucked herself with Heath, bouncing on the bed as she did so. Connor picked up the pace of his stroking, this time aware he was keeping pace with Trista’s desperately violent use of Heath.

“Oh my God, it’s so good, honey,” Trista moaned. “Heath fucks me so much better than you do!”

Connor swallowed hard, the heady mix of lust and jealousy flooding through him as much as it ever did when he had a physical body. He was taken aback by Trista so quickly moving to humiliating words, as she was often cautious to do so when they’d roleplayed like this.

It was surprising and slightly painful, but he was more turned on than he could remember being in quite some time.

Thoughts about how impossible this all was did arise, as he jacked off and watched his wife approach orgasm, but he shoved those thoughts aside. What did it matter if it was impossible for him to be here, inside this mirror? What did it matter if he didn’t have a physical brain with which to fantasize? Who cared if he wasn’t capable of producing testosterone and dopamine and whatever other chemicals were needed to experience emotions like love, desire, and jealousy?

He felt what he felt, science and reason be damned. And what he felt was all the things he used to feel when he was alive, the care and admiration he had for Trista, the gratefulness that she was his, and the paradoxical but intense, almost overwhelming desire to see her pleasure and be pleasured by another.

He also felt like he was about to come.

Trista beat him to it, as she so often did, screaming out Heath’s name as her whole body shook. Connor was only seconds behind her, and he looked down in fascination as strand after strand of cum, which didn’t look all that different from what he was used to despite its impossible nature, splashed against the surface of the mirror.

He was standing there, gasping for air--or seeming to--overwhelmed with sensation, when he heard Trista say his name.

She didn’t say it like she’d been saying it, like she was imagining he was there. She said it with a question mark at the end.

Like she was asking him a question.

He looked up from his deflating ghost penis to see his wife staring at him with tears in her eyes.


Chapter Four

Months passed.

Something had changed that afternoon when Connor watched from the mirror as Trista did with Heath what she’d done so many times before in his presence. From that point forward, Trista was always able to see and talk to her husband, although none of the infrequent visitors to their home ever saw him. Neither of them questioned why or tried to make sense of it. It was enough that they were together again, after a fashion, and they spent the next few weeks and months talking and laughing and fantasizing together like they had since the night they’d gone to dinner with Bob and Phyllis. They were content with their new life, their new reality, and they both seemed very happy.

For a while, anyway.

Connor had sensed something was off for a bit before one day when Trista’s best friend Mandy stopped by for late-afternoon coffee. Connor watched them from one of the mirrors in the living room (Trista had arranged mirrors all over the house so Connor could go wherever he wanted; by this point, he could hop into any mirror he was aware of, regardless of its significance to their relationship).

They chatted for a while about mundane things before Mandy brought up a topic that would change everything.

“So, have you thought about, you know… getting back out there?” she asked.

Trista took a sip of her coffee before responding. “What do you mean?”

“You know… dating,” Mandy said.

“Oh, I’m not ready for that,” Trista said. “It’s only been…”

“It’s been nine months,” Mandy said. “And I know how high your sex drive is. I’m surprised you’ve been able to contain yourself.”

“Shut up,” Trista said with humor in her voice. “I can control myself. I just think it’s too soon, you know?”

“You know Connor wouldn’t mind,” Mandy said. “He’d want you to be happy. Besides, from what you told me, he’s probably up there right now, chomping at the bit to see you fuck someone else.”

Connor was pretty sure ghosts couldn’t blush, but he felt his cheeks go hot. He couldn’t believe Trista had told Mandy about his fantasies, but then again, he knew she told Mandy everything. He shouldn’t have been surprised. What he was surprised by was his cock twitching at the knowledge that Mandy knew about his secret.

“She’s right,” he said before he knew he was saying it. He hadn’t known before that moment why Trista had seemed off lately, but he knew she needed something more than he could give her now. She’d always loved her sex toys, but at the end of the day what she craved was human contact. Physical contact. A real cock instead of a silicone one. “You should start dating. And let me watch.”

Trista laughed, looking at the mirror he was in. Mandy shot her a strange look and opened her mouth to say something, but Trista interrupted her.

“It just feels like I’d be cheating on you,” Trista said, quickly looking at Mandy and “correcting” herself. “I mean, cheating on him.”

“I completely understand if you’re not ready,” Mandy said. “If you think it’s too soon or whatever. But it definitely wouldn’t be cheating on him. I mean… it wouldn’t have been cheating when he was alive, since he, you know, wanted you to do it. But regardless… he’s gone, now. Till death do you part and all that.”

“She’s right,” Connor said. “Again. Not cheating, whether I’m alive or not. And especially not now.”

“I’ve thought about it,” Trista said. “A little. I miss… things. It’s not as bad as you might think, though.”

“Is it only not that bad because I’m still here in a way?” Connor asked. “I’m glad we have this crazy opportunity to still see each other, but I can’t help but feel I’m holding you back.”

Trista shook her head, probably making Mandy wonder why. Connor took it to mean she didn’t feel like he was holding her back, but he’d never be convinced of that himself.

“I wouldn’t even know where to start,” Trista said. “I mean, I had a few boyfriends before Connor, but we got together so young. I know it’s a whole different world now than when I was on the market before.”

“Yeah, the dating apps weren’t around back in those ancient days,” Mandy said with mock derision, rolling her eyes. “But they make it so easy. I mean, sure, you get a lot of creeps and boring dudes, but you’re a hot woman so it wouldn’t take much to get a few prospects. I can see a new guy every few days when I try, and you’re way hotter than me.”

Trista made a show of denying that because she’d always been a bit self-deprecating, but she knew, as did Connor, that it was true. She turned heads walking down the street or through the mall; she’d have no trouble getting lots of matches on Tinder.

“Weeding through the weirdos takes some work,” Mandy said. “But I could help you.”

“Me, too,” Connor said. “I’d love to help you pick out a fuck toy.”

“You’re terrible,” Trista said, “but okay.”

“Really?” Connor and Mandy said at the same time.

Trista laughed and pulled out her phone. “Guess I should download some apps.”


Chapter Five

It took Trista a month to find someone she was comfortable enough with to bring home.

The month was filled with her swiping left and right on what seemed to be countless dating app profiles. At first, she seemed to have trouble even admitting to Connor that she found some of the men attractive, which she’d never had issues with before. It was like she was embarrassed to admit to him that she was considering going through with this whole dating thing. Connor spent a great deal of time convincing her he was truly okay with it before she finally let go and started to enjoy the process of weeding through her options.

When she started going on dates, she insisted that Connor come with her, thanks to his ability to appear inside her phone screen. The first several dates went nowhere. Some of the men she met with were nothing like their profiles, sometimes in appearance but usually in personality. With a couple, it was obvious they wanted more than just sex and, while Trista was hesitant to appear to be only out for one thing, the reality was that she just wasn’t interested in a loving relationship.

She had that with her husband.

What she wanted--and what Connor wanted for her--was a man who could give her the occasional railing without getting emotionally attached.

Nate Reynolds, a 30-something sales executive, seemed to fit that bill perfectly.

He was almost stereotypically tall, dark, and handsome, with piercing blue eyes and a knowing smirk that straddled the line between charming and suspicious. Connor knew enough about Trista’s preferences by now to know that he was exactly her type. It only bothered him somewhat that Connor himself failed to live up to most of his wife’s preferences.

Nate took Trista to an expensive sushi restaurant she’d always wanted to go to. As they chatted over dinner, Connor could practically feel the sexual tension radiating off of both of them from inside Trista’s phone.

“So, do you want to go to my place, or yours?” Nate asked when they were finishing up.

Cocky bastard, Connor thought, feeling that mix of jealousy and arousal he loved.

“Um, I need to use the restroom,” Trista replied. “Be right back.”

She picked up her phone, and Connor could tell her hands were shaking the entire way to the bathroom. When she was inside, she held up her phone and looked at him.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked.

“I am,” Connor said, even though a part of him was, in fact, not. This was a big moment, a threshold moment, and as much as he’d fantasized about it--as much as he was okay with it “on paper,” as they say, he wasn’t quite one hundred percent sure. But he said, “Fuck his brains out” anyway, and this made her giggle with excitement.

“I love you,” she said, kissing her phone screen. Kissing him.

“I love you, too,” he said.

With her hands decidedly less shaky, Trista returned to her date.

---

Next came the tricky part, and no, the “tricky part” had nothing to do with Trista actually having sex with Nate.

The tricky part was she had to tell Nate about her husband.

Specifically, that her husband--who’d died almost a year ago--would be watching them.

Had been watching them.

“Do you know what that sounds like?” Trista had asked when they discussed it. “‘My husband is a ghost living inside my mirrors. And he wants to watch us have sex?’”

“I know,” Connor had said. “But I have to insist. Watching someone have sex without their knowledge or consent is wrong. As much as I want this--and as much as I know you want it--we have to let them know I’m here, even if they can’t see me.”

“No one will believe us,” she’d said. “I mean, me. No one will believe me.”

Connor shrugged. “You never know. But at least we’ll be honest and make sure we’re not violating someone’s agency.”

Connor jumped from Trista’s phone to her standing mirror as Trista and Nate crashed through the bedroom door and fell back onto the bed. Nate had his hands on her breasts, and she was gasping as they kissed.

“Don’t forget,” Connor called out, reaching down to touch his growing hardness. “You need to tell him about me.”

Trista pushed upward on Nate and sighed. “Okay, okay.”

“What’s wrong?” Nate asked.

“We need to talk about something first,” Trista said.

“If it’s about condoms, I have some,” Nate said, flashing her that wicked and charming smirk. “I’m always safe.”

“Good,” she said. “And I’m glad. But, no. It’s not that.”

Nate withdrew from her and stood up, letting her sit up on the edge of the bed. She looked toward the mirror and swallowed hard. Connor could tell she was having trouble mustering up the courage to tell Nate the truth and wondered if she’d just call the whole thing off.

Or, worse, suggest they go to Nate’s place where Connor couldn’t follow.

Trista stood up and walked to the mirror.

“This is going to sound crazy,” she said, as much to Connor as to Nate.

“Try me,” Nate said. “I’m pretty open-minded.”

“See?” Connor told Trista. “Maybe it’ll be fine.”

She turned around, her long hair brushing against Connor’s face in the mirror. For a moment, he thought he could smell her and was struck by how sad the thought that he never would again made him.

“So, I mentioned at dinner that my husband passed away,” Trista said.

“Right,” Nate said. “If this is about taking things slow because of that, I…”

“No,” Trista said. “Trust me, I don’t want to take things slow. At least, not some things. Sex, I mean. I don’t want to take that slow.”

Nate chuckled. “Well, what else is there?”

“I’m just not… ready for a relationship yet, I mean,” she said. “I am definitely ready for sex.”

Connor’s erection was now complete and pushing against the inside of the mirror.

“Good,” Nate said, moving toward her. “We’re on the same page. I just got out of a twelve-year relationship, and I’m not looking for anything serious, either.”

“I’m just going to come out and say it,” Trista said. “My husband came back to me as a ghost. I see him in mirrors and other reflective surfaces, and he’s in the mirror behind me right now. He’s always had cuckold fantasies that I could never live out for him when he was alive but now that he’s a ghost I can and he wants to watch us when we have sex.”

Trista was out of breath by the time she was finished talking. Nate was quiet for a few moments afterward before replying.

“That’s… quite a story,” he said.

Nate looked around her to the mirror. She stepped out of the way so he could stand fully in front of it. The other man stared intently at the mirror, so intently it seemed to Connor that he was looking right at him. Could the act of simply telling someone else about her husband’s ghost make him visible to them?

“I know it’s hard to believe,” Trista said. “And I didn’t want to say anything, but it was important to Connor to have your consent for him to watch.”

“And if I don’t consent?” Nate asked. “Would he… I don’t know, turn around? Go to another mirror?”

Trista and Connor eyed each other nervously. They’d considered the very real possibility of Trista’s date not believing her. They hadn’t thought about what they’d do if the other guy didn’t want Connor watching.

“I don’t think I’d be willing to go further if he can’t watch,” Trista said, her voice trembling.

Connor smiled at her, and she smiled back.

“Okay, then,” Nate said. “He can watch.”

“You believe me?” Trista asked. “You don’t think I’m crazy?”

“I think it’s crazy that someone would want to watch their incredibly sexy wife fuck another dude,” Nate said. “But who am I to judge?”

Connor felt that surge of humiliation again, similar to when he learned Trista had told Mandy about his fantasies. His cock got even harder.

Trista stood in front of Nate and put her hands on his chest. “Mmmm… you deserve a treat.”

She lowered herself, running her hands down from his chest to his belt buckle until she was on her knees. With her face only inches away from his crotch, she slowly, almost painfully so, undid Nate’s belt. Looking at Connor out of the corner of her eye, she unbuttoned Nate’s slacks and slowly unzipped them. Then, in one motion, she gave them a tug and exposed his cock.

He was around the same size as Connor and thus much smaller than the silicon substitute she’d been “cucking” him with for a long time. Connor found that Nate’s similar size did nothing to ease the uncomfortable yet arousing jealousy that now surged through his ethereal body as he watched his wife take another man’s cock in her petite hands for the first time.

“Tell me to do it,” Trista said, an unmistakable desperation in her voice.

“Suck me,” Nate said, thinking she was talking to him. She began stroking him but didn’t open her mouth.

“Do it, honey,” Connor told her, his voice barely above a whisper. “I want you to suck Nate’s cock.”

Trista opened her mouth and moved toward her date. Nate gasped when she took him into her mouth. So did Connor.

Connor watched, spellbound, as his wife licked and sucked another man’s cock. He stroked himself, almost as an afterthought, as Trista stroked Nate’s cock into her mouth. He couldn’t remember ever being so horny and felt dizzy from the overwhelming lust he felt. He wanted Trista to get Nate off, to swallow his cum, but he also wanted to break right through his mirror prison and fuck her mouth himself.

Part of him felt like crying, and he almost did.

Trista moaned around Nate’s cock as Nate grabbed both sides of her head and started moving his hips in time with her head bobbing. She dug her fingernails into the flesh of his hips as if to steady herself against the onslaught of his midsection moving against her.

“Feels so good,” Nate said, causing Trista to giggle and start sucking even more enthusiastically. He looked at the mirror and said, “Hey, Connor, your wife’s a great little cock-sucker.”

“Oh my God,” Connor said as he came.

Connor felt like he needed to catch his breath even though he had no breath to catch. He continued to watch Nate burying his cock into Trista’s mouth, her throat, with only slightly less interest now that his own cock was deflating.

Nate was fully in control now, squeezing Trista’s head as he slammed into her face. Trista made gagging sounds, and Connor could see tears start to form at the edge of her eyes. He wondered if he should say something but didn’t know what.

“Are you okay?” he finally decided.

Trista took one hand away from Nate and made a thumbs-up. Connor relaxed.

Nate groaned and held himself still for a moment. Trista tried to back away, but then he gripped her head tightly again, holding her in place. She began coughing around his dick, and Connor knew what was happening.

Nate was filling up Trista’s mouth and throat with hot, sticky cum.

When Nate finally let her go, Trista fell back onto her ankles, coughing and gagging. A small amount of cum seeped out across her lips, but only a little. She must have managed to swallow most of it already. Connor felt his cock twitch at the thought and wondered if he’d be up for round two soon.

If Nate gets a round two, I bet I will, too, he thought.

“Sorry,” Nate said, pulling up his pants. “That was so good I didn’t have much control.”

“Why, thank you,” Trista said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Hopefully that’s not all you got.”

Nate laughed. “Not at all. Just need a few minutes, and I’ll be good to go again.”

“Good,” she said, standing up. She looked at Connor. “You okay?”

Connor nodded. “Yeah. As long as you are.”

“I am,” she said. She turned back to Nate. “I’m gonna go wash up. You made quite the mess of me.”

“Looking forward to doing it again,” he said, smacking her ass as she went to the bathroom.

Once Trista was out of the room, Nate stepped closer to the mirror. Once again, the other man was looking at the mirror as if he saw something there, as if he saw Connor there. Connor started to say something when Nate’s phone rang.

He pulled it out of his pocket and looked at the screen. Swiping it to answer, he raised the phone to his head and said, “I don’t have long, but I’m glad you called. I’m about to fuck the craziest bitch I’ve ever met.”

Rage exploded through Connor, both at the words Nate said and that awful smirk, which now seemed about as far away from charming as you could get.

“Oh, she’s just a dumb slut I matched with on Tinder,” Nate continued. “She thinks her dead husband is in this mirror in her bedroom. Said the sad fuck likes to watch her get laid.” He laughed about something the other person said and then went on. “Too bad the bastard isn’t really here because he won’t recognize his whore of a wife when I’m done with her.”

“You asshole!” Connor exclaimed, pounding on the inside of the mirror.

Nate’s eyes flicked up and went wide. “Uh, I gotta go. I’ll call you tomorrow and let you know how many times I fuck her.”

“You’re not going to fuck her,” Connor said, slamming both fists now onto the mirror. “Get out of my fucking house!”

Over and over again, Connor hit the inside wall of the mirror, screaming at Nate to get out. The bathroom door opened, and Trista stepped out, mouth agape, in time to see her mirror lurch forward into her date.

Nate stepped backward as the mirror fell onto him, almost falling back onto the bed. The mirror fell onto the hardwood floor. Connor found himself facedown on the floor, looking at a large crack that now ran diagonally from his upper left to his lower right.

“What the fuck!” Nate said.

“What did you do to my mirror?” Trista snapped.

Connor couldn’t help but smile; she thought Nate had knocked the mirror over. He couldn’t wait to tell her the truth.

“Nothing!” Nate said.

Connor felt dizzy--or thought he should feel dizzy--as Trista set the mirror back upright. She looked at the crack with a frown and then at Connor.

“Are you okay in there?” she asked.

“Yeah, but he’s not okay,” Connor said. “He was talking to someone on the phone about how crazy you were. Called you a slut and a whore and said it was too bad I’m not here because I wouldn’t recognize you when he’s done with you.”

Trista squinted her eyes and turned to face Nate. “Is that true?”

“What?” Nate asked, sounding exasperated. “I can’t hear the other side of your imaginary conversation, you know.”

“Get out,” Trista said.

“Are you serious?” Nate asked.

“Yep,” Trista said. “I knew my situation might sound crazy, but the least you could do is wait until after we fucked to tell all your friends about it. Trying to believe me would’ve gone a long way toward future fun, too.”

“Crazy bitch,” Nate muttered as he hurried out of the room.

Trista sat on the edge of the bed and let out a heavy sigh. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” Connor said. “I helped you pick him out, remember?”

“I’m glad you heard him say all that,” Trista said. “I don’t want to fuck someone who’s that cruel about how crazy this all sounds. Even if they think it is crazy. Bad enough I blew him before we knew.”

“Don’t feel bad about that,” Connor said. “We didn’t know. And… it was pretty hot.”

Trista raised an eyebrow and smiled. “I was trying to put on a good show.”

“Oh, you did,” Connor said.

“Thanks,” she said. “I still can’t help but feel like this is a mistake, though. I’ve come to accept that I’ll probably need to start dating and I know you want to watch… but what if every guy we try this with turns out to be as awful as Nate? As much of an asshole as he was, he had a point. It’s not going to ever sound less crazy.”

But Connor had an idea about that.


Chapter Six

It took a while before Trista was ready to try again. When she was, she began bringing up certain topics early in DM and texting conversations, well before any first date was decided upon. She’d even ask prospective matches if they believed in ghosts. Many of them said yes, but she maintained a healthy skepticism, knowing that many guys would say whatever she wanted to hear to get her into bed. Even though she was looking for a primarily sexual relationship, she still wanted her potential partners to show her a modicum of respect.

There were a handful of guys who seemed to be okay in that regard, but none of them sparked a genuine interest in Trista. Connor was beginning to get worried she’d never settle on someone when she matched with Daniel Anderson.

Daniel was a psychologist specializing in grief counseling, focused on helping children deal with trauma. He was much less tall, dark, and handsome than Nate or most of the guys Trista typically swiped right on. His light brown hair, soft brown eyes, and slightly sagging gut reminded Connor of himself. He was glad to see, from Trista’s phone screen, his wife’s eyes light up as she talked to Daniel while sitting on a bench at the park near their house.

He knew that look because he’d seen it many times when he’d looked into her eyes. It meant she really liked Daniel. Connor hoped he turned out to be better than Nate.

After they’d chatted about their jobs and what they liked to do for fun, Trista went ahead and brought up the elephant in the room. Or, rather, the park. “So.. you don’t think I’m crazy?”

“I really hate that term,” Daniel replied. “You’ll never hear it even come out of my mouth.”

Trista sighed and said, “Okay, then. You don’t think I’m… delusional? Psychotic? Overwhelmed with grief to the point where I’m seeing things that aren’t there?”

“You didn’t match with me so I’d diagnose you, did you?” Daniel asked, laughing.

“No, of course not,” Trista said. “I’ve already told you, I matched with you because I want to have some no-strings-attached bedroom fun. But it’s important to me that you don’t think I’m crazy, or if you do, that you’re not needlessly cruel about it.”

“I don’t think you’re… that,” Daniel said. “As to whether I think your husband is still around… I’m not sure if I actually believe in ghosts, but…”

“But, what?”

Daniel looked off into the distance and said, “But I want to.”

“You… want to?”

Daniel nodded. “When I was ten years old, my twin sister, Donna, died in a car accident,” he said. “I was paralyzed with grief. Stopped talking. Barely ate. My days were spent drifting through life like a zombie. My dad told me years later he was worried he’d lost both his kids in that accident.”

“That’s awful,” Trista said. “But perfectly understandable, right?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Daniel said. “For months after that, I was convinced I could see Donna out of the corner of my eye, but whenever I turned to make sure, she was gone. One night, I dreamed about her. She said she’d been trying to stick around because she knew I needed her, but she’d come to realize she was doing more harm than good. She told me it was okay to let her go and try to enjoy life again. I never saw her again after that.”

“Wow.”

“So you don’t think I’m crazy?”

“I didn’t think you ever used that word,” Trista said, laughing. “But, no. Of course not. Do you think it was really her?”

Daniel sighed. “I should say no. But… I think it might have been.”

“I wonder why some stick around and others don’t?” Trista asked. “Our loved ones, who’ve passed?”

He shrugged. “Maybe they all do. Maybe it’s not that they’re not there. Maybe it’s just that most of us can’t see them.”

Trista looked down at her phone with a questioning look. Connor smiled up at her and nodded.

She put her hand on Daniel’s leg and said, “I hope this conversation isn’t a mood-killer because I think I’d like you to come home with me.”

“Where he can watch?” Daniel asked.

Trista nodded. “Yes. And he had an idea for how to make sure you believe me. Believe us.”

“I believe you,” Daniel said.

“And I believe that you want to believe me,” Trista said. “But here.” She stood and handed her phone to Daniel. “I’m going to walk down the street. When I’m far enough away that you’re sure I can’t hear you, I want you to say something. You can hold my phone up and whisper it if you’d like. When I come back, I’ll tell you what you said.”

Daniel looked at her phone suspiciously. “Because Connor will tell you.”

“Make it something weird,” Trista said as she turned to walk away. “Something I’d never guess on my own.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Daniel said.

Daniel stared at the phone as if trying to will himself to see Connor. Connor stared back at Daniel, searching for the slightest hint of deception or cruelty. He saw neither of those things.

After a few moments, Daniel whispered, “Albuquerque. I’ve never been, but I love the Weird Al song.”

When Trista returned, Daniel handed her her phone. She started laughing a moment later and said to Daniel, “He said to ask you if you know where he can get his back shaved for a nickel. I think that’s from a Weird Al song? Connor was a big fan.”

Daniel stood up and moved close to Trista. “Well, that’s something your husband and I have in common.”

Trista’s lips brushed Daniel’s as she said, “Let’s go give you two something else in common.”


Chapter Seven

Both Trista and Daniel had lost their shirts between the front door and the bedroom. Connor was back inside the standing mirror and watched with an aroused, slightly jealous curiosity as Trista managed to shed her bra while the two of them fell onto the bed. They kissed for a moment before Daniel rolled over on top of Trista and began kneading one of her breasts while he kissed around the nipple of the other.

Trista writhed and moaned from Daniel’s attention, and before long he was sliding down between her legs, tugging at her slacks as he went. She unbuttoned them and raised her hips to allow him to pull them off and just like that, Connor witnessed his wife being fully nude in front of another man.

“You okay, Connor?” she called out as Daniel began rubbing her pussy.

“Yeah,” Connor said. “I’d ask you the same question but the answer’s pretty obvious.”

She laughed a laugh that turned into a squeal when Daniel suddenly buried his face between her legs.

The other man’s hands went under Trista’s ass, pulling her pussy into his face. He lapped at her like he was hungry, dragging his tongue around and around her outer lips as she squirmed underneath him. He dug his fingers into the warm flesh of her ass as she gripped the bedsheets, her knuckles already turning white from her efforts.

“Feels soooooo good,” she moaned, probably more for Connor’s benefit than Daniel’s. Connor knew how wet she got when getting oral, so Daniel no doubt already knew how good it felt to her.

Daniel slid a finger into Trista’s pussy as he licked, and she raised and lowered her hips so that it appeared she was fucking his tongue and finger as much as he was using them to fuck her.

“Fuck, he’s going to make me come, honey,” Trista said to Connor, who was just standing there, mesmerized so much he wasn’t even jacking off. “Tell him to make me come, Connor.”

With no regard to whether Daniel could even hear him, Connor said, “Make her come, Daniel. Make my slutty little wife come.”

“Oh, God!” Trista cried out, gripping the bedsheets for all she was worth.

Trista raised her hips and held them there as her thighs tightened around Daniel’s head. Daniel didn’t miss a beat, continuing to thrust three fingers now into Trista’s cunt as he flicked her clit with his tongue. Her whole body convulsed, twitching around Daniel’s head as she squealed and giggled.

It was the fastest Connor had ever seen her orgasm.

Daniel stood up, took out his wallet, and pulled a condom out. He lay the condom on the bed and then took off his pants and underwear. Connor took in the scene, another man, now completely naked, standing only inches away from his naked wife lying on the bed--their bed--her legs spread obscenely wide and waiting for something to happen.

“Can I fuck your wife, Connor?” Daniel asked, looking at the mirror.

Trista looked at the mirror too, her face pleading.

“Yes,” Connor said, looking from Trista to Daniel. “Fuck her.”

“He said to fuck me,” Trista said.

“Are you sure?” Daniel said, running his hands from her ankles up to her pussy. He smiled when she shivered at his touch. “The poor guy’s not in there screaming at me to stop, is he?”

“Oh my God,” Trista said.

“Kidding,” Daniel said, picking up the condom and tearing open the wrapper.

Connor finally began stroking himself then, as he watched the other man slide the condom over his perfectly normal-sized penis. Daniel climbed back onto the bed, positioning his cock above Trista’s pussy. She raised her hips again to urge him to enter her.

“Oh my God,” she said again as Daniel moved closer. “Honey, he’s going inside me…”

Nothing had prepared Connor for the moment he realized another man was fucking his wife. He’d fantasized about it forever. They’d roleplayed about it several times. He’d watched her suck off that asshole Nate and swallow his cum. And still, this was a thrill and a pain like no other.

A double-edged sword of lust and angst that threatened to overwhelm him.

Connor watched as Daniel thrust into his wife, starting slow at first and then picking up speed and urgency as their pleasure built. Trista was lost in the moment, lost in Daniel, and she’d stopped looking in Connor’s direction. Connor felt a stabbing pain in the nothingness where his stomach should be and suppressed an urge to ask them to stop.

He was still stroking himself but had slowed down, ensuring he wouldn’t come too soon. He was afraid if he did, the part of him that liked what was happening would be overthrown by the part of him that desperately wanted it to stop.

Trista cried out, wrapping her arms around Daniel’s neck and her legs around his waist.

Connor’s eyes went wide when he realized the other man had made his wife come twice now in a matter of minutes. Multiple orgasms were usually something Trista really had to work at, but Daniel did it effortlessly.

Well, not quite effortlessly. Connor could make out beads of sweat along Daniel’s back and arm as he continued to slam into Trista with increasingly frenetic thrusts. Finally, Daniel growled out his own orgasm and collapsed onto Trista, shaking, a moment later.

Trista looked over to Connor then, her eyes full of love for him and satisfaction from her orgasm. “Thank you,” she mouthed to him.

She didn’t take her eyes off of her husband until he, too, came.


Epilogue

Over the next few months, Trista went on several more dates and brought a couple more guys back to her bedroom. She continued to see Daniel Anderson, who was her only regular fuck buddy. Except Daniel, despite Trista’s original intentions, was more than just a fuck buddy. They were growing closer and closer, spending time together without having sex, sharing secrets and dreams. Connor was at first worried about this, and as time went on, his worry turned into acceptance and then something like hope.

Trista assured him there could never be more than a sexual relationship with Daniel--with anyone--because she still had Connor.

Connor believed her, believed that as long as he was around, his wife would never have the complete relationship that she needed.

That she deserved.

As soon as he worked out how to appear in one of Trista’s dreams, he took a cue from Daniel’s twin sister and did what he had to do.

---
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