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Chapter One

Dear Diary, 

I know you will find this hard to believe, but I’ve been a bad girl. Again! LOL. 

I had one of my cougar episodes today, and I just can’t wait to tell you all about it! 

As you know, after my weekend a couple of months ago where I picked up (or allowed myself to get picked up by a 19-year-old Marine and then proceeded to get myself fucked witless by him, I’ve pretty much become addicted to young cock. So much so, that the night after the Marine plowed me mercilessly, I arranged to have him back over, and he brought a friend. If one young cock is good, two must be great. 

I’ve pretty much decided that young cocks are one of those things that you just can’t get too much of. 

After the weekend with the Marine Corps, I set my sights on my son’s best friend, the quarterback of the high school football team. I managed to convince him to fuck me silly. I didn’t have to twist his arm or anything as he’s had the hots for me ever since I got my boob job. 

So after seducing my son’s friend, I once again went into the young cock doldrums, waiting for my next victim and for the next opportunity. I also had to wait for my son to go spend the night or the weekend with Asshole. Asshole is my stupid ex-husband, who left me for a 23-year-old bimbo with big tits, and a vacuum between her ears. 

So when Josh is gone to spend the weekend with Asshole, I get my weekend to myself to prowl for a victim to lure into my lair. 

So Diary, earlier this weekend, I sent Josh off to Asshole, and had my chance to

do something. I didn’t expect to get out until Saturday evening, because I had to call the cable company to get some repair work done, as our cable box went out. 

When Josh had to spend Friday night without television, I thought he was going to go ape-shit. So I called the cable company and raised unmitigated hell until they promised to get someone out between two and five on Saturday. 

Anyway, I didn’t expect much. The last time the cable people came out, they sent this pot-bellied, balding gross guy with half his ass-crack hanging out of his jeans when he bent over. He almost made me puke. 

And when two o’clock came and went, and then three o’clock and then four, I started to get pissed. These assholes were going to interfere with my plans to go cruising for a young guy to get into my bed. 

Finally, at 4:30, the doorbell rang. I went to the door, angry as hell, and ready to rip them a new asshole. Grouchy and horny as hell, I opened the door and prepared to light into the cable guy and give him a piece of my mind. 

I yanked open the door, took one look at my cable guy, and froze. 

He was young, looking like he was barely out of high school. He was slim and muscular, and looked like he spent more time in the gym than fucking around with cable TV. And he was smiling at me with a dazzling smile. 

“Mrs. Long?” he asked. 

“It’s Ms. Long,” I stammered. “I’m not married.” 

“Anymore.” I added after a pregnant pause. 

“Oh, I’m sorry about that ma’am.” 

“No worries,” I told him. “Please come in.” 

As he walked past me into the house, I check him out as he walked past. He had a gorgeous face, almost model-beautiful. As he walked past, my eyes dropped to his perfect, muscled little ass that was not very well hidden inside his form-fitting jeans. He was a little over six feet and had straight, sandy blonde hair. 

“This one would definitely do,” I thought to myself. Now, I just had to think of a

way to get him naked and in my bed. 

“So the work order says that you have a complete outage. Any idea what the problem is?” 

“I don’t have a clue. We were watching it last night, and it just went out. I called and checked to make sure you had received my payment, and found out that wasn’t the problem.” 

“OK, I’ll start checking things out,” he told me with a smile. 

“All right. I’m getting ready to go out this evening, so I’ll be upstairs getting ready. Just holler if you need me,” I told him. 

“Yes ma’am,” He then went off and started checking things. I scampered to my bedroom to get ready for him. 

Chapter Two

I got into my lingerie drawer, and found what I was looking for . It was a black lacy bra and panty set. It was very frilly, and very delicate and didn’t do a lot to cover much of anything. It could scarcely contain my augmented tits, and I practically spilled out of the thing. I put both pieces on, and strapped on a pair of black four-inch “Fuck Me Spikes,” and then covered myself in a thin, nearly transparent black robe that went with the lingerie set. This young cable stud would see every one of my assets in this getup. 

I stayed upstairs, waiting for him to figure out the problem and get it fixed. I figured he would call me when he had it done. After about fifteen minutes, I heard his voice downstairs. 

“Mrs. Long! I’m done!” he hollered up the stairs. 

I opened the door from my bedroom and started to walk down the stairs, my

“Fuck Me Spikes” tapping a cadence on my hardwood floor as I walked. I looked at the cable guy. He was staring at me open-mouthed. 

“So what was the problem?” I asked innocently. 

“Uh, er, …. It was a bad connection on the router,” the cable guy stammered. “I replaced it, and it seems to work fine.” 

“Great! My son will be so happy,” I looked at him upwards as I cast my head down coquettishly, knowing that he was checking me out. I saw his eyes roving up and down my body, which I must say is pretty good for a 38-year-old. 

He handed me the remote control. I smiled at him as I paged through the guide until I came to the two channels that always listed pay-per-view porno movies. 

One of the titles was something about “Banging the MILF Next Door.” I highlighted it with the cursor. 

“Hmmmm, that looks interesting. Maybe I’ll just stay in this evening instead of going out.” I smiled broadly at him. He grinned back, gulping nervously. 

“Thanks so much for getting our TV going again,” I told him, trying to make my voice as breathy and sexy as possible. 

He looked at me in amazement, unable to frame a response. 

“Is there anything I can do to thank you?” I stepped close to him, our faces just a few inches apart. 

He just looked down at me. Even with my “Fuck Me Spikes” he stood several inches over me. 

“Anything at all?” I whispered. 

He gulped nervously again. 

I dropped my hand to his crotch, and cupped his cock lightly in my hand. 

Through the fabric of his jeans, I could feel that he was hard as a rock and fully aroused. 

“I know what I could do to thank you!” I said, as if I had just made some brilliant scientific discovery. 

I slowly lowered myself to my knees in front of him. I looked up. He was staring down at me in utter disbelief. I began undoing his jeans. He wasn’t wearing a belt, which made getting into his pants quite simple. I deftly popped open the button at the waist, and then slowly and sensuously lowered the zipper. 

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of his trousers and slid them down, taking his boxer briefs down with them. Finally unrestrained by his clothes, his cock popped loose and sprung erect. It was gorgeous, about eight inches long or more. 

He was circumcised, and his rod sported a bulbous mushroom-shaped head that just begged to be licked. He was so swollen with excitement that the head of his cock was nearly purple, and had a knurled appearance. He appeared to be on the verge of an orgasm already. 

I gently sucked the tip of his cock inside my mouth. I heard him gasp as his cock entered my wet and willing mouth. I slowly, very slowly, slid his length into my mouth until I couldn’t take any more. Then I slowly slid it back out. He groaned as I sensuously fellated him. 

With one hand, he grabbed a fistful of my hair. He began sliding my head up and down on his cock. He made slight thrusting movements with his hips, helping to drive his cock, slowly at first, in and out of my mouth. Then I felt him begin to pick up his pace. Faster and faster, he began to drive his cock in and out, leaving me nearly helpless as he used my hair to hold my head in position as he fucked my face. 

“Oh fuck!” he groaned. I knew he was about to blow his load into my mouth. I prepared for the inevitable torrent of salty cream. 

I felt his cock begin to twitch. He convulsed and his body went rigid, and then seconds later I felt his cock explode, firing a thick stream of hot cum into the back of my throat. I gulped furiously, attempting to keep ahead of his balls, which were propelling a prodigious load of young man’s cum into my mouth. I swallowed over and over, barely managing to capture and swallow all of it. 

Finally, he quit cumming, and he stood over me, panting as he recovered from the intensity of his orgasm. 

“Shit!” he managed to croak out. 

“Thanks for fixing my TV,” “I said softly from my knees as I wiped traces of his spunk off my face. 

He just looked me, stupefied. 

“Can I thank you again?” 

He just nodded in the affirmative. 

Chapter Three

I stood up. The cable guy reached down and untied the tie of my sheer robe, and then skimmed it off my shoulders. It fell to the ground in a heap. Then he reached behind me and found the clasp on my bra. With his face just inches from mine, I could feel his breath, coming in hot bursts across my face. 

My bra fell to the floor joining my robe. My breasts hung firmly in front of me. 

He stepped back a little to look at them. He took my nipples between his thumb and forefingers and began rubbing them. I closed my eyes and took in the sensual sensations he was causing me. I felt my pussy rapidly begin to moisten, getting ready for him to invade my body with his cock. 

Then he put his hand in my chest and pushed me backwards gently. I took a step back, and my legs came in contact with the ottoman that sits in front of my sofa. 

He pushed again, and I had no choice but to sit down to keep from falling. He reached down and took my legs behind my knees and lifted my legs up. I reclined back on the ottoman as he lifted my legs straight up. 

Then he grabbed my flimsy lace panties and started to slide them down. I lifted my midsection to help him, as he eased them down over my hips, and then lifted them up my legs. I was now naked, except for my high-heeled “Fuck Me Spikes.” He left those on, deliberately I expect. 

He slowly knelt before me, still holding my legs upright. Then he parted my legs and I saw him staring at my pussy, which I keep completely smooth and hairless with laser treatments. He slowly and delicately began to lick my wet slit, barely making contact with just the very tip of his tongue. It was maddening, because I was so horny, and he was delicately teasing me with his tongue. I didn’t want to be teased. I wanted to be put out of my misery in the form of a mind-blowing orgasm, which I knew was very soon going to be in my future. 

I took him by the head and attempted to force his face harder against my pussy, trying to urge him on. He reached up with one hand and swatted my hands away. 

He continued to delicately lick and tease me as I nearly went crazy from desire. 

“Please!” I moaned in frustration. 

He said nothing as the very tip of his tongue continued to explore my pussy, sliding up and down my labia, probing at my wet entrance, and tracing little circles around my clit, but taking great care not to touch it directly. He drove me absolutely crazy, taking great care to not do anything that would make me cum. 

He inserted a finger inside me, turning it in a circle as it to probe me to see if I was ready for him. I was, as he had turned me on so much that I was practically dripping at the thought of his young cock invading me, filling me up with his meat and then the explosion of his hot, young seed. 

He withdrew his finger and stood up before me. He slowly unbuttoned his work shirt and shucked it off. He reached down and pulled of his work boots and socks, and then slid his half removed trousers off. He stood before me gloriously naked. His cock, about eight inches long hung down straight in front of him, hard and erect, with a glistening drop of pre-cum lingering at the tip. 

He saw me looking at his cock. 

“You want some of this” he asked. 

“Yes!” my voice had an almost frantic tone to it. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes!” 

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I whimpered in frustration. 

“Beg for it,” he told me, his voice a menacing whisper. “Beg me, and I might let you have it.” 

“Please! Please fuck me!” I whined. 

“How do you like to be fucked?” he asked me. “Soft and gentle? Or hard and rough?” 

“I like it hard,” I told him. 

“Good! Because I don’t have any more calls to go to. I have all night, and I’m gonna wear that pussy out,” he said in his menacing stage-whisper. My pussy contracted involuntarily and got even wetter as I listened to him. 

“Turn over on your hands and knees,” he brusquely ordered me. 

I started to comply, and then felt his hands roughly grabbing me and pulling up, twisting me to get me on my hands and knees. He put his hand in the center of my back and forced my face down onto the ottoman, leaving my ass upturned and vulnerable to him. He returned his finger to its place inside my pussy. I felt him working it in and out slowly, as if gauging my readiness. 

His finger slid out and then I felt the much larger head of his cock probing my entrance. He slipped just the very end of it between my slippery wet lips. I felt him moving it in a circle. 

“Beg for it,” he ordered. 

I was practically gasping in anticipation. My heart was beating furiously in my excitement, from my impending fuck, to the naughtiness of being ordered about and dominated by this young man. 

“Please fuck me!” I begged, my heaving breath making my voice sound ragged. 

He lunged forward, making no pretense at being gentle as he penetrated me. He used his muscular strength to force his way inside me. Not used to such roughness, my flesh contracted around him, and stopped him before he was fully sheathed inside of me. He withdrew slowly, and then slammed himself home again. On the second hard stroke, he sank in fully inside me. I felt his balls pressed hard against my labia. 

He began to furiously fuck me, his loins noisily slapping against my upturned ass. Having already spent himself once in my mouth, he had incredible endurance, pounding me hard for several minutes. 

Finally gasping from excitement and passion, I felt my first orgasm well up in me. 

“You’re gonna make me cum!” I gasped. 

Abruptly, he withdrew his cock, stopping my oncoming explosion dead in its tracks. 

I looked around at him. He was grinning mischieveously. 

He stepped over and picked up his discarded tool belt. 

“Take me to your bedroom,” he ordered me. 

Chapter Four

I clambered up off the ottoman, and got to my feet. My legs felt like noodles from my near orgasm. I turned and walked to my bedroom with him right behind me. I swayed my ass as seductively as my wobbly legs would allow me to. 

We entered my bedroom, I saw him looking around. He took in the massive four poster king-sized bed. 

“Nice!” he said as he took in the bed and the surroundings. 

“Now get on the bed, on your back,” he demanded. I did as he told me. 

He reached into his tool belt and withdrew a handful of zip ties. He expertly looped one around my right wrist and securely fastened it to the corner of the bed. Then he walked around the bed and did likewise with my other hand. I felt a wave of nervousness hit me as I was bound securely to the bed by a man whose name I didn’t even know. 

He went back to his toolbelt and produced a roll of black coaxial cable and a pair of wirecutters. Unrolling several feet, he cut it with the wire cutters, and then repeated the process, producing another several-foot-long length. He then expertly and easily tied a slip knot on the end of one of the wires. He placed the loop around my left ankle, and then placed a knot in the other wire and looped it around my right ankle. 

He then took the loose end of the wire on my right ankle and lifted my leg high over me and looped the loose end around the post of the poster bed. He tied the knot off, walked around to the other side and did the same thing. He then began tightening up the ropes alternately until my feet were up on the headboard, very close to my hands. I was bent nearly in two, with the strain of the ropes lifting my ass up off the bed, exposing my wet and waiting pussy completely to him. 

Then he climbed on to the bed and positioned himself with his cock pointing at my vulnerable pussy. 

“Are you ready to cum for me?” he asked, his voice back in his menacing whisper. 

“Yes,” I gulped nervously. 

“Are you ready for me to fill your pussy with my cum?” 

“Yes,” I moaned in anticipation. 

I felt the head of his cock probing, easily slipping between my slippery, velvet folds. 

He leaned forward and propped himself up on his hands over me. He leaned close to my face and stared intently at me. I felt his hot breath cascade over me as it hissed out of his nostrils. 

Suddenly, he lunged his hips forward, and his cock slammed home deep inside me. In one swift,sure stroke, he penetrated fully into my honey hole, the head of his cock bashing into my cervix as he hit bottom. Withdrawing almost to the tip, he plunged back in, his balls slapping audibly against my dripping labia. He set up a brisk pace, rhythmically fucking me like a stallion, pistoning his cock expertly in and out with hard, forceful strokes. 

He looked down at my DD cup breasts bouncing up and down, nearly hitting me in the face with each stroke. Taking one hand from the bed, he easily propped himself up on one arm. He took his other hand and roughly tweaked my nipple, and then slapped my breast, bringing a fierce stinging sensation that shot through me. 

“Ouch!” I cried. He laughed at my discomfiture. He stroked in and out, thrusting as hard as he possibly could into me. I felt my orgasm approaching again, but feared he would pull out of me again before he made me cum. 

I watched as he reached up and grabbed the headboard with both hands. Using the muscular strength of his arms, he pulled on the headboard to assist the power of his strokes into me. I felt his cock battering my slick tunnel, hitting my cervix hard with each stroke. It was the hardest I had ever been fucked in my life. 

My orgasm hit hard, I started screaming sharp cries with each of his pummeling strokes and I felt my core muscles tighten as my pussy clenched down on his

battering ram cock. Barely able to move because of the restraints, my body tightened and convulsed as I started cumming in one of the most intense orgasms I had ever had. My heightened passion, coupled with the fear and excitement of being so thoroughly dominated by this young man, put me over the edge, and I came like never before. 

Insatiable, he hammered me for several minutes as I orgasmed continuously while he pounded me. Through my ecstasy, I looked up at him. His face was screwed up in a determined look. Sweat beaded his forehead, a sign of the effort he was putting into the savage fucking he was giving me. 

“Take that cock, bitch!” he growled at me. 

“Fuck!” I moaned. “You’re…making…me…cum…so…hard!” I managed to gasp out, my ragged breaths punctuating my statement. 

“Ready for me to fill that pussy up?” 

“God Yes!” I gasped again. “I...want…to…feel…you…cumming…inside…

me!” 

“Here it comes!” I heard him yell. Then he let out a primal scream as he was slammed with his own orgasm. 

I felt a white-hot stream of sticky cream fire into me, propelled forcefully by his cock deep inside me. I felt it coating my battered cervix and washing down the slick walls of my pussy. He continued his hard, battering strokes as his cock propelled jet after jet of his creamy, virile young spunk into me. 

Finally, he quit hammering me, and buried his sweet, young cock as deep in me as it would go. He breathed hard, his head hanging over me. I could hear his breath coming raggedly. 

“You like that cock?” he asked, his breath heaving. 

“I love that cock!” I moaned back, still light-headed from the massive orgasm he had given me. 

He withdrew his cock from me, although it was still hard. He untied the wires tying my feet to the headboard. My legs fell limply to the mattress. He scooted

up in the bed and straddled my chest. His cock hung straight out in front of him, glistening with my pussy juices and dripping semen from the end. 

“Open your mouth,” he growled at me. I complied. 

“Now clean it off,” he ordered me brusquely. He pivoted his hips forward and slid his cock into my mouth. I tasted the salty flavor of his jism, commingled with the musky taste of my own juices coating his engorged dick. I greedily licked and slurped at his cock. 

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Clean it good, and I’ll let you have it again.” 

He released a tab on one of the zip ties and my left hand came loose from the headboard, repeating the process to do the same for my right hand. With my hands freed, I began to jack his cock off in my mouth with one hand, while my other hand massaged his still-full feeling balls. I greedily worked his cock in and out of my mouth. 

After several minutes, he was clearly ready to go again. He was fully engorged and hardened, ready for action. He withdrew his cock from my mouth. He got out of the bed, grabbed me by the ankles and roughly dragged me to the edge of the bed. 

“On your belly!” he ordered me. I rolled over. I heard the sound of him reach into his toolbelt and felt my hands being gathered behind me. I felt zipties once again being placed on my wrists, lashing them together. Then he gathered my ankles one at a time, ziptieing them to my tied together wrists. With my second ankle in place, he had me hog-tied on my belly. 

He dragged me into position at the edge of the bed. I felt his hard member probing me again, looking for the entrance of my cum-soaked juicy pussy. He easily found my slippery, engorged labia and slipped between them. 

I heard him grunt from the effort, and felt his cock slam home into me, sinking to the fell depth inside of me in one vicious stroke. He began to pound me at an insane pace, with a determined effort to fuck me as hard as possible. 

I screamed and began cumming again. 

Chapter Five

The next morning as light crept through the window, I was cumming again. This time not the crazy, screaming continuous orgasms of the night before, but beautiful sweet ones as the stranger slowly slid his erect organ in and out of me. 

Expertly, he had been slowly and sensuously fucking me for over an hour, at a loving, gentle pace. Over and over, he made me cum during that time, with one sweet loving orgasm after another. 

He had awakened me an hour before, with his cock hard as a rock. 

“After being so hard on you last night, I want to do something different,” he whispered to me. 

So instead of frantically and brutally fucking me, he began making slow, sweet love to me. And it worked. 

A different sensation altogether, it had brought me to a whole different level of ecstasy. 

“Mmmmmmm, I’m fixing to cum too,” he whispered sweetly in my ear. 

“Mmmmm, come on! Give it to me!” I whispered back. I heard his breath roar in my ear as his orgasm took him. He let out a prolonged groan as he slid his cock home, pressed it against my cervix and let his cock turn loose inside me. 

I felt his molten heat spread through my insides, washing over my cervix, and squirting down the honeyed walls of my pussy as the invading liquid tried to find egress between the hardness of his cock, and my tightly encompassing pussy, which was twitching and convulsing, tightly clenching his hardened member, buried deep inside me. 

I felt his cock jet into me several times, with each stream getting smaller until finally his twitching cock was just dry-heaving inside me. With a groan, he collapsed spent on top of me. I lay underneath him with my own orgasm subsiding, feeling the warm wetness of our commingled juices dripping out of

my well-fucked pussy onto the sheets below my ass. 

“That was quite a night,” I whispered. 

“Yeah, it was.” 

“You were one seriously horny motherfucker,” I laughed. 

“I didn’t hear any complaints,” he chuckled, rolling off of me. 

If I kept count correctly, he fucked me six times that night, each time ending with a prodigious load of his creamy spunk being injected into me. There was simply no way to recall the number of orgasms I had had. Some of them were one on top of another and just couldn’t be counted. Regardless, I had been pleasured thoroughly and had loved every minute of it. 

“Well, I got to get up and get going,” he said, heaving himself out of bed. He started getting dressed. 

“You can’t stay a little while longer?” I asked, hoping to tempt him into staying for another round or two. 

“Sorry, babe. Gotta get back to work. I’m due at my next call in a couple of hours. I better run home and shower and change.” 

“You could shower here if you wanted,” I offered helpfully. 

He looked at me and grinned. 

“And I could join you,” I said. 

He began taking his clothes off again. 

I climbed out of bed, went to the shower and turned the water on to get it going. 

When it warmed, I climbed in and began wetting my cum-drenched body. As I wet my hair with my head thrown back and my eyes closed, I heard the shower door open and close. I felt the stranger behind me. He encircled his arms around me, and kissed my neck. I reached for and grabbed the bar of soap, lathered my hands, and then turned around in his arms and reached for his cock. It was semi-hardened and began to swell as I lathered him up. He bent and began to deeply

kiss me as I felt his cock get to a full state of arousal in my soapy hands. 

His hands slid down my body, past my breasts and found my pussy. It was sore from the night before, but not sore enough that I was going to turn down this sweet, young cock. 

Abruptly, he picked me up in his arms, lifting me off the floor of the shower. I had my arms encircled around his neck, and wrapped my legs around his waist as he lifted me up. Easily holding up my weight, I felt him maneuvering his cock into position to enter me. He spun me and slammed me up against the wall of the shower, the tile pressing coldly against my back. 

I felt his cock slide home as he slid me down, impaling me on his pole. Pressing me against the wall, he pivoted his hips, driving his hot meat in and out of me easily. In no time at all, he had me cumming again, orgasming fiercely as he nailed me against the wall of my shower as the water coursed down our gyrating bodies. 

After several minutes of frenzied fucking, he lifted me off his cock, and set me down in the shower. He roughly spun me to face away from him and bent me over. He lathered up his hands, and inserted first one finger and then another into my tightly puckered asshold. Slowly, he stretched me and prepared me for what I knew as about to happen. Then I felt him insert his cock in my ass, pushing past the first ring of muscle, and finally plunging deep into my anal cavity. Once he sank fully inside me, he began a hard pounding from behind. Again, I was beset with hard orgasms as he hammered away at my ass. 

After pounding away at me for what seemed like an eternity, he let out a groan and began hosing my ass down with his ejaculating cock. I felt another hot, sticky load of semen course into me, joining those he had already placed in my pussy the night before. 

We held still, with me being still bent over with his meat buried in me. Water cascaded over me and fell to the floor of the shower. Finally, he withdrew his rapidly softening cock. I lathered up and washed it thoroughly for him. 

Mercifully, it didn’t get hard again. I think I had finally out-fucked him. 

After showering, we got out and toweled off. He quickly got dressed. 

“Can I make you some breakfast?” I asked. 

“Don’t have time. I’m gonna be late if I don’t get going. I’ll go through a drive-thru somewhere.” 

“I had a really good time,” I told him. 

“Me too. Thanks.” 

“Well, thanks for fixing my TV!” I laughed. 

“Anytime!” He kissed me one last time, turned and walked out the door. 

I was thinking how much I would like to see him again. 

Then I realized I had never even asked his name. And he had never told me. 

I had just gotten fucked six ways from Sunday by a perfect stranger, whose name I didn’t even know. 

The thoughts from the night before, the fantastic sex, the total domination he displayed over me, and the deliciousness of being tied up and rendered helpless just got even sexier since it was magnified by the fact that I had done all those things with a perfect stranger whose name I don’t even know. 

And that diary, is how I spent my Saturday night. I can’t wait until after my next conquest so I can tell you all about it. 

An Excerpt from

 Breeding the Exchange Student

By Natalia Darque

Bob’s dad pulled the Cobra into the driveway of a large, ostentatious home in an obviously well-heeled neighborhood 20 miles north of Dallas. 

“Jesus, Dad!” Bob mouthed, surprised as he viewed the house. 

“Beats the shit out of on-base housing at Fort Hood, huh?” Bob’s dad laughed, remembering the 1,000 square foot home that sufficed for their family of four during one of his dad’s tours at the Central Texas Fort when Bob was in high school. 

Climbing out of the Cobra, Bob’s dad retrieved the bags from the trunk and headed for the front door of the house. He opened the unlocked door. 

“Lisa! We’re home!” Bob’s dad called to his mother. 

Lisa, Bob’s mother, came running into the room and ran straight to him. 

“Bobby!” she cried as she scooped him in her arms. “I was so worried about you!” Tears streamed down her face. 

Bob’s dad gave them a minute. Bob just held his mom until she was ready to let go, which was a considerable length of time. Finally, she turned loose and wiped her tear-streaked face. 

“Where are the girls?” his dad asked. 

“Where the hell do you think?” his mom said sarcastically. “Out by the pool working on their tans. Again!” 

“Come on, Bobby,” his dad motioned for him to follow. He followed his dad, taking in the frickin’ mansion that his family now lived in. He was stunned by

the opulence, compared to the places they had lived during his upbringing. 

Retirement from the military had obviously been real good for his dad. 

His dad led him out into an immaculately landscaped backyard, with multiple levels of terraces, with the centerpiece being a large swimming pool that featured a waterfall at the far end. It was absolutely gorgeous. 

“Missy, Bobby’s home!” his dad called. Bob looked over and saw Missy clambering out of a lounge chair. She took off running straight at him. 

“Bobby!” She was squealing shrilly as she ran toward him, her arms twitching up and down in her excitement. When she got to him, she jumped on him, wrapping her arms around his neck, and circling her legs around his waist. 

“Fuck!” Bob screamed in pain as his ribcage felt like it exploded. His three broken ribs sent a rush of pain similar to an electric-shock coursing through his torso. Barely able to stand, he managed to get Missy off of him before she did any more damage. 

“Missy, did you forget that your brother is wounded?” His dad asked Missy, clearly miffed at her conduct. 

“Bobby, I’m so sorry!” Missy had her hand clapped over her mouth in embarrassment. “I’m just so happy to see you, I totally forgot.” 

“It’s OK, Sis.” Bob asked as the pain started to subside. “But if you do it again, I will kill you.” He managed a wan smile to let her know he was kidding. 

She hugged him, much more gently this time around the neck. 

“I’m so glad your home,” Missy said in his ear. “I missed you terribly.” 

“I missed you too, Squirt.” Bob addressed her by his pet name that he had called since childhood. 

“Bob, this is Ilse,” he heard his dad say. 

Bob looked up and saw a lithe, athletically built blonde haired, blue-eyed young woman walking toward him. His dad had described her as drop-dead gorgeous. 

That was an understatement. He could only stare at her in amazement. 

She was wearing a bikini that hid very little. She had an utterly amazing body, with curves in all the right places, and a set of tits that just about made him start drooling. The tan that his mom said she was working on with Missy was coming along nicely. Her eyes were a piercing shade of blue, almost sapphire in color, and they gleamed with excitement. 

He finally managed to put his hand out to offer an introduction. 

“It’s nice to meet you, Ilse.” She took his hand. Her skin was soft and warm, and still held traces of the suntan lotion she had applied to herself. 

“So this is my prom date?” Ilse said, turning to Missy. Her voice was soft and feminine, and she spoke with a distinct British-sounding accent. He knew from his experiences with English speaking Germans, that most learn to speak British English, rather than American English, and normally pick up the corresponding accent. 

“Yeah! What do you think?” Missy asked shamelessly. 

Ilse looked back at Bob, still holding his hand. 

“Oh, he’ll do,” Ilse said softly. She smiled broadly at Bob. Her smile was gleaming and perfect. Bob felt his cock stir for the first time in months. 
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