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It’s not the large home I had hoped for, but it will do for now. My wife, a beautiful woman of just thirty years old, agrees as she walks through the front door.

“It’s a nice home,” she says to me as she looks around the newly built home. With two bedrooms and one bathroom, it’s not the castle I promised her a few years ago after coming home from the war, but it’s new. We will be the first people to live in it and among the first to move into this new subdivision on the outskirts of Chicago.

I smile and put my arm around her as we walk through the empty living room. “We can have a small couch here, and maybe a nice chair or two, Rachel. Maybe even a small minibar just over there near the dining nook.” 

“If there’s room,” my wife says to me. “We don’t have a lot of room in this home. How big is it again?”

I sigh a little. “A little over seven hundred square feet. It’s the same size and style as just about every other one up and down the street.”

There was nothing here by a large field before the same construction company that I work for, Harbor Construction, began building these homes. Honestly, the deal they offered us was fantastic, including a ten percent reduction in price just because I served in Europe during the war. They probably also wanted to move me closer to the company’s main headquarters so that I can be there quickly if they call me in to look over plans for projects.

“I wish we could have gotten something a little bigger. My parents’ house is over twelve hundred square feet,” Rachel tells me. 

“They built their home themselves in the 1920’s,” I reply. “And your dad had plenty of income. I wasn’t paid quite so much for going ashore at Normandy.”

There are nights when my mind swims with thoughts of what happened on 6th of June 1944. I was in the third wave of Marines storming the beach, and so my eyes were filled with the terrible carnage that had occurred just before I arrived. Bloody bodies being battered by the waves that day will forever haunt me, but I try to push that all aside so that I can give my wife the best life possible. Rachel wants a home for the two of us and eventually a child or two to share. This house, though not perfect, is well within our price range. For now, we will have to call it home.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I complain a bit too much sometimes,” my wife says to me as she turns and embraces me tightly. We kiss for a moment, our lips locking in a passionate embrace of their own. For so long I have loved this woman, even writing to her as I fought my way through France and then into Germany. Though each day I knew could be my last, I held onto the hope that I would return to see my fiance and to marry her once the war was over. In June 1946, that hope turned into sheer joy as we became joined as one.

“You have every right to want more,” I tell her as we part and look into each other’s eyes. “I promise that we won’t be here for long, Rachel. A couple of years, perhaps. This job with the construction firm as an engineer will allow me to advance up through the company and eventually I’ll make more money. We’ll then be able to build the home of our dreams wherever we want to.”

“Maybe even go live inside the city?” she says with hopeful eyes.

I chuckle. “Do you really want to be right in the middle of Chicago? I mean, they have nice places to go shopping, but why else would we want to be there?”

She smiles. “They have lots of people there, Gil. We could meet some of them and maybe even make friends. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“Maybe,” I reply. “Still, there are others who already live in this neighborhood, and many others coming soon. As a matter of fact, Danny and Lorna already live next door to us.”

I’ve known Danny since just after Normandy. I was a Marine and he was with the Army infantry. At some point, he and a few others became separated from their unit, and then they happened upon my Marine battalion. The commander allowed them to fall in line with us and for the next couple of weeks we fought side by side. Danny and I exchanged mailing addresses for back in the States, and as soon as I was back I sent him a letter. It turned out he lived in Springfield, Illinois at the time and was interested in finding work in Chicago. He came to stay with us until he married Lorna and then he found work at Harbor Construction where he introduced me to one of the managers there. They hired me for my engineering training while in the Marines, and I’ve worked with them now for three years. 

“I’m glad we get to see them,” Rachel says. “At least Lorna and I can have some time together while you go off to work.” She turns her eyes to me. “Are you sure you don’t want me to get a job?”

“We only have one car,” I remind her. “And we can’t afford another one just yet. So, it would actually be better if you stay home and just keep things tidy.”

“Tidy.” Rachel frowns. “You want me to be a good little housewife, huh?”

I grin as I look at her beautiful blue eyes. “You can do whatever you like, beautiful. Maybe if you would be willing to take in some sewing jobs you could work in the neighborhood?”

She sighs. “Again? I did that for two years, remember.”

“And you made some money doing it, too. There are going to be lots of people on this street in the next six months, so you might offer some basic sewing and alteration work for this area. It might get you five or ten dollars a week to go use as you wish.”

“You wouldn’t ask for the money?” Rachel asks with a smile.

“It would be your money,” I reply. “Besides, I’m doing pretty well with my own work. I can afford to pay the bank for the house as well as all the other bills we will have. Your money could be for just playing around.”

“Playing around?” My wife raises an eyebrow as she reaches out for me and pulls me toward her for a second time. “What sort of playing around are you talking about, big boy?”

“Well, I don’t know. What would you like to do?” My cock stiffens as Rachel runs her fingers along my zipper.

At five-two and barely one hundred pounds, my petite bride is almost more woman than I can handle. She loves sex so much that at times she will wake me up at two in the morning just to fuck me. I don’t complain, no sir, but there are times when I could use the sleep. Still, I am happy to put my johnson deep inside her sweet pussy anytime
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