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A Real Man

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor

Book One

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


The nice thing about living next to an empty house was that you could start your power tools early in the morning without worrying about waking anyone. This was important because it was going to be a hot day, and I could leave the garage door open when I ran my table saw, even if it wasn’t quite 7 in the morning. 

I had been doing this for months, almost the entire time I lived in my house, which I was fixing up one room at a time, completely on my own. 

I loved transformation projects like that, taking something and turning it into something else. 

I loved the freedom of deciding what something could be, then making it happen. 

I loved the freedom of getting up early, staying up late, and not having to worry about disturbing my next-door neighbors. Every now and then, someone would come by to look at the empty house, but it had never sold: I seemed to be the last person in town to want a fixer-upper. 

Then the owners accepted reality and, instead of lowering their price, they renovated everything. New bathrooms, new kitchen, new floors, new paint. They repaved the driveway, cleaned out the pool, redid the landscaping, and power washed everything.

Suddenly the empty house was nicer than mine, and in less time. They were done, and I still had my mudroom and my basement to do. 

Then the “For Sale” sign became a “Sale Pending” sign, which became a “Sold” sign, and I knew I was on borrowed time. Which brings me to why I was so serious about finishing my mudroom on an early, hot Saturday morning: I didn’t know how many more days I had left where I could make as much noise as I wanted and work on my own schedule. 

Maybe my new neighbors would be retired and cranky. Maybe they’d work weird hours. Maybe they wouldn’t work at all, and would act like they were entitled to pure silence all the time instead of normal neighborhood sounds. 

No, I had no idea who would move in, and so I needed to get the stuff done that needed to get done, hot day or no. 

But it’s not like I was in for a whole hot, sweaty day of work. If I finished cutting and installing the subfloor, then I could spend the rest of the day working inside, where it was air conditioned. 

I thought of myself as tough, sure, but I had to admit that I was already looking forward to working in the air conditioned house. And at 7 am, even though I was wearing nothing but athletic shorts and a tank top, I was already sweating, and all I had done was raise the garage door and move my two-by-fours off the truck. 

It was going to be a hot one. 

With the garage open and the already-humid day all around me, I set about my pre-work ritual, where I fired up my table saw and cut a few pieces of aromatic scrapwood.

I don’t know exactly when I started doing that, but it was something I had done for a long time. It somehow made it easier to work, especially on a hot, muggy day like this one. I loved the smell of sawdust, and I loved the sound of a table saw screaming its way through a board. I felt alive when I was working like that, and somehow starting my day with coffee in my belly and the smell of sawdust in the garage gave me an energy boost that would carry me through any challenge. 

If my world smelled like work, I could do anything. 

With my ear protection on and my safety glasses on, I ripped a few pieces of cedar and a couple terribly warped pine two-by-fours that were going to the burn pile anyway. Soon the whole garage smelled like wood, and I felt like I was in the middle of an important project, even though I hadn’t done anything. 

I threw the scrap wood into the corner with a clatter that I could sense but not hear. 

And I was suddenly aware that there was someone standing in my driveway, watching me work.

Two someones, in fact. A man and a woman, both middle-aged. 

I pulled my ear plugs out and took off my safety goggles.

“Sorry,” the guy said as he stopped waving his arms. “Didn’t mean to frighten you.”

“Oh, I wasn’t frightened,” I said for some reason, like I needed to prove myself. 

I didn’t know these people, which meant they were probably neighbors from out of earshot, and they picked this morning to try and sleep off a hangover, and my table saw woke them up, and now they were here to try and make me apologize. 

Something like that. 

Super. 

Well, here we go.

I walked from behind my saw and met them at the front of the garage. I prepared to be chewed out. 

“I’m Alan Branch,” the guy said, shaking my hand. “This is my wife, Lila.” 

“How do you do?” she said, smiling. 

They were both a few inches shorter than my six-foot-two frame. He was thin and wiry, clean-shaven, with brand-new white sneakers on. 

She was pretty hot for a middle-aged woman, in a “Church Mom” sort of way. Chino shorts, sneakers that were new-ish but saw more action than his did, and a t-shirt that wasn’t doing a very good job hiding her giant rack. The shirt read “Pekora Valley Bible Weekend Bonanza, 2023.” 

Sounded like a great weekend. 

“Just wanted to introduce ourselves,” he said. “We’re your new neighbors.” 

“Oh,” I said. “OK, yeah. Next door. Sorry, the house has been vacant for a while. I got used to not having neighbors at all. I’m Matt. Matt Joly.” 

“Pleasure, Matt. I don’t want to keep you, but I did want to warn you that there’s going to be a lot of noise next door this morning, and we’d be happy to make it up to you if it disturbs you too much.”

“I’m making noise of my own over here,” I said. “I won’t even notice.” 

“I see that!” Lila said, still smiling. “It’ll be good to have a handy neighbor,” she said, looking around at my tools. 

Alan’s face fell a little bit, enough to make it awkward. 

“What do you do?” he finally asked.

“Door and window installation,” I said. “Commercial. Schools and office buildings, mostly. If you have a kid, they’d go to Parker Road Elementary, which is closed for the Summer so we can replace all the doors and windows. That’s where I’m working now, but it’s always different.” 

“We do have a kid,” Alan said. “You’ll meet them at some point.”

“Her,” Lila said, shooting him a look. “You’ll meet her at some point.”

“I guess,” Alan muttered. 

Lila turned to me and smiled as if she hadn’t just shot daggers at her husband. “I’m flattered that you think we’re young enough to have an Elementary-aged child,” she said. “Katie just turned twenty-two.” 

Alan sniffed. “Maybe you can show her how to do some of this stuff,” he said, motioning around the garage. “Katie could stand to learn something useful.”

“Alan!” she hissed.

“What?” he shrugged. “College didn’t work. Maybe this could?” 

“I’d be happy to show anyone how to do things like this,” I said, trying to keep my first conversation with them from being any more awkward than it already was. “I love working with my hands, and I love teaching people what they’re capable of making, or fixing.” 

We heard a bang and a swear from next door. 

“Wonder what they broke,” Alan said, holding his hand out. “Hopefully not the piano. Nice to meet you, Matt, but I have some supervising to get to. I’m serious about the offer; if it’s too much noise, just let me know and I can find a way to make it up to you. We look forward to being your neighbors.”

“Same,” I said, shaking his hand, then shaking Lila’s hand. “Welcome to town.”

“Thank you,” she almost-whispered, and tucked some hair behind her ear.

I stepped into my driveway and watched them walk across their lawn over to where the big moving van had backed up and let its ramp down. 

I had been in my own little world while cutting that scrap wood and didn’t even hear the van back in. 

I knew the house would sell eventually, so it’s not like I thought I’d be on my own at the end of this street forever. 

Still, I did hope to get a few more weeks by myself. Most, or even all of the Summer. 

That would have been nice.

Instead, I was watching my new neighbors head back to watch the movers unload their stuff. A nerdy-looking neighbor and a sorta-cute neighbor with giant breasts that I doubt he appreciated. 

And they had a daughter? Sort of? How do you “sort of” have a daughter? 

Huh. 

I got back to the business of wondering what my new Church Mom neighbor looked like naked. I wondered if Alan had ever seen her naked, or if they did it in the dark, completely silently. 

Well, now I knew I needed to be mindful of my neighbors. 

What else did I have to be mindful of? Couldn’t get up early and work any more, not without asking for permission in my own house. Couldn’t stay up late for the same reason. Couldn’t mow before eight, couldn’t have the guys over at the firepit, couldn’t play music outside as loud as I wanted. 

Felt strange to own your own place and still have to follow rules. 

At least they were nice about it, offering to make it up to me if they were too loud. Maybe that meant I could be loud and then make it up to them. Like, wouldn’t they have to forgive me if they were religious? Isn’t that how it worked? 

I spent the next few hours laying subfloor in the mudroom, cutting my OSB to width and fitting it around the air duct by one of the walls, and by the time I realized I had worked through dinner, I had the drywall up on all four walls. 

I wish I could say I was lost in my work, but that wasn’t true. I spent much of the day distracted by the new neighbors. 

I kept sneaking looks out the window on the off chance I could see Mrs. Branch walking around, straining as she lifted something heavy, or swinging those giant boobs past some movers, or even if I could get a glimpse of whoever Katie was. At that moment, Katie was whoever I could imagine her to be, and I imagined her as a very dedicated bikini model who had her mother’s award-winning chest. I never saw her, though, and I wondered if she were some sort of Suburban Princess who got people to do things for her. Like she was inside, sitting on a throne in the living room, doing her toenails while her parents did all the work. 

She was 22 and still lived at home? 

It was mostly dark by the time I started cleaning up for the night, and I started cleaning up the mudroom and putting my tools away in the garage. 

For the last hour or so I moved on to imagining exactly how I’d make it up to Mrs. Branch if I were ever too loud. 

“Gee, I’m awfully sorry, Mrs. Branch,” I’d say, rubbing sawdust off my biceps. “It won’t happen again. I’m sorry to make you come all the way over here in your nightie.” 

“It’s OK, Matthew,” she’d say. “Here's how you can make it up to me,” and then her little pink nightie would fall to the garage floor, and she’d bend over the table saw, and…

“Sorry to trouble you again, Matt.”

Alan’s voice shook me out of my daydream. I stood behind my table saw to hide the bulge I felt growing in my shorts that came from thinking about his wife. 

Some neighbor I was. 

Alan and Lila were back, once again standing in my driveway, and with them was a slender black-haired girl in glasses wearing a pair of tiny pink shorts and a white t-shirt that read “Boyfriend material?” on the front. She did not have her mother’s boobs–in fact, she was almost totally flat–but she was cute, very much looked like her mother, except didn’t look prim and proper at all. There was a glint in her eye that I caught and kind of liked.  

Alan started to speak. “Matt, this is–”

“Katie,” Lila rushed in. “This is Katie, Matt.” 

“Nice to meet you, Katie,” I said from where I stood. 

No one moved.

No, that wouldn’t do. I didn’t want to seem rude, so I took my baseball cap off and made it look like I was casually holding it in front of me, instead of what I was actually doing, which was strategically keeping everyone from seeing my crotch.

I might be on the fence about having new neighbors, but my dick seemed to love it. 

At least I could look like a gentleman and shake Katie’s hand, which was very delicate, and it seemed to tremble as I looked right in her eyes and smiled at her. She only kept my gaze for a second before she looked away. 

But she didn’t look between my legs, so I was fine with it. I did catch her sneak a look at my arms as I moved back to safety behind the table saw. 

“Now you’ve met the whole family,” Lila said. “Have we…met all of yours?” she said expectantly.

“I’m afraid so,” I said. “It’s just me in there,” nodding towards my house. “It’s really not presentable yet.” 

“I’m sure it’s lovely,” Lila said. “You seem to know what you’re doing.” 

“We were telling Katie that you had offered to help her build something,” Alan said. “I think it would be great if she could learn how to do something with her hands.” 

“Any time,” I said. 

“I don’t know…” she said, looking around. “I don’t know what any of this is.” 

She had great legs, and she was showing off a lot of them. Her shirt covered up her shorts, so at times it almost looked like she wasn’t wearing pants at all. My imagination could take a little time off. 

“It’s not hard to build things,” I said. “Start with a simple project. Something for your new house, maybe.” 

She looked around and spotted the scrap wood in the corner of the garage. 

“May I?” she asked, and I nodded. 

She walked to the corner while Alan and Lila elbowed each other, looking on with pride. I felt like I needed to say something. 

“People are usually surprised that they can make things,” I said. “It really isn’t difficult, and most people can learn quick.”

“And you seem like such a good teacher,” Lila said. 

I was still getting flashes of my little daydream from earlier, and didn’t know what to stare at: the Mom who I had fantasized about, or the daughter who was wearing shorts that left nothing to the imagination.

I looked at Alan. “I bet you have some tools, even if they’re not unpacked yet.”

“Not really,” he said, looking down at his feet. “I’m not that handy.” Lila rubbed his back as if to console him. 

I turned my head to see how Katie was getting along. She had bent over to get a piece of wood from the scrap pile. I pretended I wasn’t staring at her sculpted, tight little ass that she was putting on display for anyone behind her to see. Which meant me. 

“Do you have another piece like this?” she asked, straightening up again.

I looked at what she had. It was just a piece of scrap pine, a one-by-twelve that was more or less a trapezoid where one angle was steep and one was more gentle. I didn’t even remember where it had come from. 

“Probably not,” I said, and her face fell. “But we can cut another to match. It's not hard.” Katie’s face lit up again. 

“Sounds fun,” she said. “I have an idea for this.” 

Alan’s face also lit up. “There, see? It’ll be fun. Yeah, you two have fun.”

“Well, not tonight, he means,” Lila stammered. “It’s late, we have a lot of unpacking still to do, and we’re not looking to invite ourselves over.”

“No trouble,” I said. “We can do it any time.”

“Any time?” Katie asked. “What about tomorrow morning while you guys are at church?”

“Oh,” Alan said. “Well, we were sort of hoping you’d come with–”

“That would be fine,” Lila said. “While we’re gone meeting everyone, you can stay here and work. After all, Alan, ‘aspire to live quietly, and to mind your own affairs, and to work with your hands, as we instructed you,’ right?”

He sighed. “Of course.” 

“Perfect,” Katie said, and she put the scrap wood down on the table saw, brushing her body against mine as she walked past. 

That was no accident, but her parents seemed not to notice. 

I certainly did. 

“See you in the morning,” I said, and we all nodded goodnight to each other. 

Alone again, I went back to the scrap area, which used to be two plastic garbage cans but was now a whole corner of the garage. It smelled like wood, manly and rugged, but it also smelled like Katie at the moment. She had been back here long enough to make it smell like…rose? Pear? Whatever it was, it was wonderful. I took in a big breath of it. I could almost feel what it would be like to run my hands over her legs and ass. Her shorts were a shade of pink that reminded me of candy. Her ass was probably just as delicious. 

Just then I heard someone clear their throat in the driveway. I turned to look. It was Lila.

“Thank you,” she said. “Katie’s had a hard time with…everything.”

“It’s no trouble,” I said. “She seems nice.” I could still smell her. 

“She is nice,” she said. “She struggled after leaving school, and after moving back in with us, and then we moved here, and she…really needs a good role model. I can tell that’s you.” 

Lady, you have no idea, I thought as I heard her walk away again. This time, I didn’t stare at her ass.

I was too busy imagining her daughter’s ass instead. 

***

For the second morning in a row, I was in a tank top in my open garage. It was going to be another hot day, and once I finished up with Katie building whatever we were building, I was going to be working in the air conditioning all day. For now, fine, I could be sweaty and muscled. 

I was pretty sure Lila had been fine with it. Maybe Katie would be too. 

“Knock, knock,” a voice said. 

Right on cue. 

Katie was standing at the door to my garage, not exactly looking like she was dressed for work. She was wearing denim shorts and fishnet stockings. She was glowing, and I wondered if it was because her parents weren’t with her. 

“Morning,” I said. 

She came into the garage and I could smell her. Pears and flowers and vanilla again. She smelled delicate and inviting. It was a shame the garage would smell like pine in a few minutes. 

“You ready to get to work?” I said. 

“Teach me,” she said. 

Was she flirting? She was probably flirting. 

“I have to know what you want to make in order to teach you,” I said. 

I did not know how to flirt. 

“I need another board like this,” she said, picking up the trapezoid from the night before. “And then I want to add…oh, shoot, I forgot it. Be right back.”

She dashed out of the garage and I gave her a few seconds before I quietly followed her. I watched her run back into her house, and I could confirm that she had a much better ass than her Mom. 

Much better. 

And speaking of her Mom, the car wasn’t in their driveway, so they must have left. 

I mean, really. Tiny denim shorts and fishnet stockings? She’s not here to learn. 

OK, Matt, think. She’s young, she’s hot, and she’s flirting with you. She lives with her parents, which is a little weird, but it might be because she dropped out of school. She’s not dressed for work: she’s dressed to be noticed. 

And I noticed. I noticed everything: her smell, I noticed her legs, I noticed her body. I noticed that she is not shy. That she is into me. 

When was the last time someone was into me? I didn’t even want to think about it. It was probably Carla Klassen, and she was drunk at the time. So yeah. That made a girl who was somehow questionably a girl a completely fine proposition, especially if she smiled at me and meant it, then wiggled her body around and barely wore clothing. 

Hot bodies are hot bodies. 

I pretended to organize my saw blades when Katie came back in, panting, holding what looked like a clear cutting board. 

“Got it,” she said, and handed it to me. 

“What am I holding?” I asked. It was clear, it was about an inch thick, and it was heavy for its size. “Where did you get this? It’s not plexiglass. It’s almost like…”

“It’s lucite,” she said. “Or that’s what I was told it was.” 

“Is this to protect something?”

“I want it because it’s smooth. I think it’ll fit the long side of that trapezoid.” 

I held it against the edge of the trapezoid. It was almost exactly the same length. 

“Good eye,” I said, and she curtsied. “Still don’t know what you want me to help you build.” 

“Sort of a box,” she said. “But one that doesn’t open. So we make a trapezoid box with the lucite being one of the faces.”

“Like a stool?”

“Kind of. Can you do it?” 

“The question is can you do it. I can make pretty much anything, but you’re the one who’ll be cutting and drilling.” 

“You tell me, Professor Matt,” she said sweetly, and held her hands under her chin while she blinked innocently. 

We got to work. First I showed her how to trace the trapezoid onto another length of wood, then I had her cut along the lines with a jigsaw so we had two matching pieces. That blew her mind. 

It also meant I had to have her nestle into me as I held her arms and guided her hands, and I took deep breaths of her hair. 

She smelled amazing. 

Her hands were soft, and I felt like a primate holding on to hers. There were scars on my hands, they were much bigger than hers, and she looked like she hadn’t been in the sun in a while. Like she was porcelain. 

Then I had her rummage in the scrap wood, partly so I could watch her ass in those shorts, but also because I wanted to see if she could find some wood by eye that we could use for the other sides. 

We got close, and I had her stand to the side while I ripped the boards to width. I didn’t want her using a table saw on her first day. 

She stared at me as I fed the boards in and she clapped when I powered the saw down, all of our boards cut to size. 

“Can I pretend to do that?” she said. “That looked hot.” 

“Um, OK,” I said, and handed her a board. 

She got right in front of me, bent over, and slid a board across the now-still table saw. I looked down at her ass, bent in front of me, as she leaned out over the table saw. She wagged it back and forth as she brought the board back to her. 

Then she did it again. 

She knew what she was doing. 

“That seemed so powerful,” she said, standing back up. “You made it look like nothing.” 

She ran her hand up my arm. “I’m ready to learn more.” 

I could let her use the chop saw, which was a little bit safer, and so we soon had everything on her mystery project cut to the right size. Whatever her box was going to do with its life, it was ready. 

We had to use epoxy on the lucite, but everything else was screwed into place. 

“I like screwing things into place,” she said after the last screw was in, and she gave the drill two quick pulls on the trigger. 

“I’ve heard that about you,” I said, trying to flirt.

“Wait, you did?” she said. “Who told you?” She grabbed my arm. 

“I’m kidding,” I said. “I’m just trying to keep up.” 

“Did my parents say anything about me?” she asked, not letting go of my arm. 

“Not really,” I said. 

“That’s not a ‘no,’” she said. “So they did say something.” 

I felt myself flush a little. 

“Your father sounds like he’s not sure you’re a girl,” I said. “Your Mom seems more sure.”

“That’s a little surprising,” she said. “Mom never wanted a daughter. She wouldn’t know how to raise one. And Dad didn’t know how to raise a son. So here I am, a little of both.” 

She waited for me to say something. When I didn’t, it was her turn to blush. 

“You…seem like a girl to me,” I said. 

Oh, well done, Matt. 

I mean, what do you say to something like that? 

You’re hot for a boy.

Could have fooled me.

You definitely smell like a girl. 

You’ve got your Mom’s ass. 

Nope, I went with you seem like a girl to me. 

Seem. 

I had a lot of choices of what to say, and a lot of them were way worse than what I really said. 

We stood in awkward silence for what felt like another couple minutes. 

“I am covered with sawdust,” she finally said. “I need to go change. Thanks, Matt!” 

She put her Mystery Box under one arm, leaned in close, and kissed me right on the cheek. 

And then she was gone. 

***

“Well that was real fucking smooth, Matt,” I said to nobody. 

Twenty-seven years old, physically strong, good problem solver, a homeowner with a good job, I can fix loads of things, I had a girl totally into me where we were close and she was looking for my body to touch hers, and somehow I fucked it up. 

Just super. 

What a role model I was, right Lila? I was such a good little boy that I kept my hands off of your minxy little daughter who might not be a daughter. 

The throbbing between my legs would beg to differ. I’m not into dudes, and that was no dude. 

The smell of her had already faded and my garage was back to smelling like wood, and that meant I could get back to work. No pre-work ritual this time; I’d count the Mystery Project with Katie as that.  

I could get back to taping and mudding and sanding the mudroom. For my one pair of work boots and my one coat. 

A mudroom really did seem stupid now that I was faced with the reality of having to finish making one. 

Especially when, in my mind, I could still be flirting with Katie, or having her flirt with me. 

I wasn’t really smart enough to keep up, and my one chance to say something hot and confident and attractive instead resulted in a major backfire that pretty much ended our morning together. 

You seem like a girl to me.

Yeah, really, really well done, Matt. Just amazing. 

I retreated to my air conditioned house and looked out the kitchen window at the Branch’s empty driveway. No parents home. Hot daughter home alone. 45 straight minutes of flirting and touching and innuendo.

Most of which I missed, but that was beside the point. 

Just the thought of Katie running her hands over my forearms was enough to get me going. I felt myself start to grow in my shorts. 

There was the Mystery of who she was. There was the Mystery of what drew me to her. There was the Mystery of what we made. 

How much of that would stay mysterious? 

Before I could answer, I added the Mystery of what she wanted now that she was walking out of her front door in a light blue sundress, walking towards my house. 

I watched as she peeked into the garage, then adjusted the straps of her dress on her shoulders. 

She clearly couldn’t see me standing at my kitchen window looking out at her. I stepped back a foot or two and watched her as she walked between the garage and the house, leading her to my backdoor. 

I stepped back out of view and waited for her to knock. 

A few seconds later, it came. 

I took a deep breath and walked into the unfinished mudroom, opening the door. I wanted to lead with a compliment, telling her how good she looked in a dress. I certainly wasn’t going to say something stupid again. 

“Katie,” I said. “You look–”

“I’ve decided I need to show you something,” she said, not even waiting for me to finish. She also didn’t wait for me to answer, as she had already stepped off the porch in a swirl of dress and began her walk back to her front door. 

What could I do? I followed. 

I caught up to her easily and we walked, side by side, until she opened the door and we went inside. 

She led me up the half staircase from the front door to the living room and I could see up her skirt just enough to make my semi-hard cock vibrate a little. I saw her inner thighs, smooth and inviting, and I followed them until they disappeared up her skirt. It was no more leg than I had seen the night before, but the fact it was hidden made it more thrilling. 

It was only five steps, and I wanted those steps to go on forever. Instead, we got to the top and turned to the living room. 

The Branch’s house had been renovated in that same neutral gray that most new builds were these days. Gray floor, gray counters, white walls, steel appliances, lots of chrome, brushed nickel, or stainless steel. 

There were boxes everywhere, and a makeshift living room had started to take shape in the corner by the picture window: gray couch, metal coffee table, metal floor lamps, black TV leaning against the wall. 

Gray, gray, gray.

Dull, dull, dull. 

Katie was the only splash of color in the whole downstairs. 

“Have a seat,” Katie said, pointing to a row of dining room chairs lining one of the walls. 

I sat. She stayed standing in front of me. 

“I saw you staring at me while we worked,” she said. “I felt it when we touched. You’re curious.” 

“Curious?”

She nodded, slowly. “About me. And I’m going to show you.” 

“Show me what?”

“I’m going to show you what we built and why we built it.” 

She leaned down and pulled the Mystery Stool out from under one of the dining room chairs. 

She slid her hands down the front of her sundress to smooth something out and, with her foot, moved the little trapezoid stool so it was right in front of me. 

“My parents aren’t fun. But you seem fun.” 

“They seem nice.”

“They’re too nice. They’re afraid to do anything. You seem like you like to do things.” 

She left the stool and swayed to the kitchen counter, where she took a cardboard box and brought it back to where I sat. 

She kneeled onto the floor, right in front of the stool, right between my legs. I had to spread my knees to make room. 

What was happening?

Well, I knew what was happening. I may not know what was in the cardboard box marked “Katie’s Room,” but I knew she wasn’t about to show me her knitting projects or her collection of fucking geodes. Whatever was going to happen was going to be hot. My cock twitched in approval, and she saw it. 

“I figured,” she said, reaching down and running her hand over the bulge that my shorts had trouble hiding. “Ooooh,” she purred. “I can tell you’re going to like this.” 

She reached into the box and pulled out a clear, thick dildo with a suction cup on one end, maybe seven or eight inches long. She also had a small pump bottle of lube. She pumped twice into her hand, and then sat back, resting on the stool. 

“This,” she said, “is what I wanted to show you.”

She put the head of the dildo into her palm, and started to work her hand over it. 

I could almost feel it, transferred across the space between us. I could sense what it would be like if she worked the warm head of my cock the way she was working the dildo. 

After a minute or two, she locked eyes with me and began stroking the dildo with long, drawn-out strokes, timing her breathing to the strokes. 

If you don’t think that a girl on her knees in front of you jerking off a dildo is hot, well then you’ve never had it happen to you.

It was hot. 

I felt myself jump again in my shorts as she stroked the clear shaft. She saw my shorts move. 

“I thought you’d like this,” she said. “It’s going to get better, just watch.”

She leaned forward, getting dangerously close to my hidden, throbbing erection, and she placed the suction cup of the dildo onto the smooth, clear face of the Mystery Box. 

It was no longer a Mystery. She and I had built sex furniture. 

I really could build anything. 

Out of all the things she could have built–a pencil box, a birdfeeder, a small shelf–she picked a custom-built, scrap wood stool that she could mount a dildo onto so she could get off. 

I admired her creativity. 

I admired her. 

I admired her as she reached behind herself and worked to find her opening. An opening I couldn’t see, but I could tell when she found it. 

She gasped when the head slid into her, and she shivered. 

“Bet you didn’t imagine this,” she said. 

“I can imagine a lot,” I said, “but not this.” 

“I’m full of surprises,” she said. 

She slowly rocked back and forth, up and down on the dildo I could no longer see, and her face let me know when she hit the right spot. Soon she was only hitting the right spots, and she went a little faster. 

She teased herself by running her fingers under her dress strap, and I could see her nipples show through the fabric of her dress as they got hard. She may not have had boobs to speak of, but her nipples looked hard and plump from my seat. 

She leaned back and grabbed her own feet, riding faster and faster, her breath quickening with each bounce. 

I wanted out of my shorts. I felt myself twitching in time with her rhythm, as if my body knew exactly what it should have been doing if it were me back there, thrusting into her. 

That’s what I wanted, and I wanted it bad. 

She shuddered and slowed her pace, then smiled an innocent little smile. 

“Now it’s my turn to show you what I can do with my hands,” she breathed, and she grabbed my shorts by the waist, pulling them down to my feet in one quick tug. 

My hard cock sprang up and made her smile. 

“You’re so big,” she said, and she wrapped her lubed-up hand around my balls, working them over as she brought my head to her lips and gave it a teasing kiss. 

She wrapped her other hand around my shaft, and I could feel her breath on me. 

It drove me wild. 

There was a big empty space. She kept slowly riding the dildo, and squeezing me. 

And then she brought her lips to the head of my cock, and she brought it into her mouth.

Then more. 

Then more.

Then I was all the way inside her mouth and I could feel her tongue working the underside of my cock and her slippery hand massaged my full balls. 

Good God, this was heaven. 

Then she backed all the way off, grinned at me, and did it again. 

And again. 

And again. 

I watched as she kept slowly bouncing on the dildo, and I could hear her breathing change as both of us were lost in the pleasure of the moment.  

She leaned into my lap and kissed the base of my shaft. She worked my balls over with one hand, and she stroked me, slow and hard, with the other.

All to the rhythm of what was going on behind her. 

It was as if all the feeling in the world was happening at once, between my legs, and she was doing it like she was magic. Good with her hands, good with her mouth, good with her body. 

It was too much. 

“Oh God, I’m close,” I breathed. 

She backed off immediately. 

“We can’t have that,” she teased, and she sat up straight, leaving me dangerously close to cumming. She rode her dildo by herself, up and down, up and down, slowly, grabbing the hem of her sundress as she did it. She closed her eyes, and I sat back and watched as I felt my cock twitch with want. 

Want for her. 

She put on a show for me as she rode. She rode slowly at first, biting her lip and whimpering softly. 

She had brought me so close to the edge, and I wanted to cum. It had been so long. I could feel my hard cock wet with her saliva; a few tugs and I knew I’d get there. 

I had to wait. Hands off. 

She looked at me as she slid her dress a little higher up her thighs. 

Then more, and then more. 

Then her dress was up around her waist, and she revealed her light pink, lace underwear. 

Those panties were trying–and failing–to keep a cute little bulge from popping out. 

She may have been almost a girl, but at that moment, it didn’t matter. 

She was trying very hard to keep her legs closed, but I could tell she wanted nothing more than to let herself go. 

I slid my feet forward and started to spread her legs for her. 

She got the idea. 

I grabbed my hard, throbbing cock and gave it a long stroke. 

“You look so hot,” I said.

“Yeah?” she breathed, and she spread her legs a little bit farther. 

“Do it just like that,” I said, watching her gather her dress in one hand and riding the dildo in long, slow strokes. 

I mimicked her strokes with my hand, and she picked up on it quickly. 

She started to quicken her pace, and so did I. We were in time with one another, somehow sharing in one another’s pleasure. 

“Oh God,” she moaned. 

“You want to cum like this?” I asked, feeling myself get close again. 

“No,” she breathed. “I want to cum like this.”

And she reached between her legs, pulling her lace underwear to the side, revealing a tiny, shaved, wet, glistening little dick that had been trying its best to get hard and now finally could.

She slowed down, and so did I, thank God, or I was going to spray all over her. 

With two fingers she reached between her legs and began stroking herself. I stopped stroking and sat back, admiring the show. I could see a little clear drop form at the tip of her dick. 

She was close. 

Her tight little butt was working over a stiff dildo, her fingertips were slick with precum, and I was trying hard not to blow my load; the afterglow of her working her mouth all over my cock while I watched her get herself off was too hard to ignore. 

“I could barely stay in my panties when I was working with you,” she whispered. “You were getting me so worked up. I really, really really want to cum.”

She started riding faster and her two fingers worked her hard little erection quicker and quicker. 

“I am so, so close,” she breathed. 

“We can’t have that,” I growled, and I stood up, lifted her off her dildo, and bent her over the chair I was just sitting in.

“Oh!” she gasped, but she offered no resistance at all. I grabbed the lube off the floor and drizzled some right on her tight little asshole, now exposed right in front of me.

It was exactly as I imagined it when she bent down at the scrap pile, or when she bent over in front of me at the table saw.

Well, maybe not exactly. There was a cute little dick hanging below it, pulsing with need. But close enough. 

A tight, firm ass that I could grab onto, and I did. 

A tight, puckered little hole that I could slowly work my finger around, and I did. 

A tight opening that would make her moan when I slid a finger in, which she did. 

Then a second finger, and she bucked into me. 

Then I pulled them out and placed the tip of my swollen cock at her opening, and she didn’t even hide that she wanted it all the way it: I felt her immediately push herself towards me, and with a pop, I felt myself slide in, and her moan of “Nnnnggggguh!” echoed through the almost-empty house. Loud enough to wake the neighbors, if any were around. 

I was buried inside of her. The whole way.  

She had already warmed herself up, and I couldn’t take it any more. 

I had to have her. 

I reached down and grabbed her hips, and didn’t even bother to go slow. We had already gone slowly. Now it was time for what I really wanted: her. 

I backed out and then pounded into her, hard. 

Then I did it again, and again. 

“Oh, you animal,” she grunted. “Don’t you stop.”

I pumped harder. She tossed her hair to one side and I could see her mouth was open, and she looked lost in pleasure. 

“Don’t…you dare…fucking…stop,” she growled, and I held on to her hips as hard as I could. 

I was getting close. I don’t know what it was about a girl saying “don’t stop!” but it made me lose my mind, and it made me lose control. 

I gritted my teeth and felt a drop of sweat run down my nose. 

I was holding on for dear life, fucking Katie like it was the most important job in the world. Which, at that moment, it was. 

“Oh God,” she screamed, holding onto the wall with one hand for stability. I felt her shudder beneath me and I could feel her ass tighten around me as I pounded into her and she climaxed. 

That was too much for me. She was already tight, but that last flex, those last spasms as she came, those were the end of me, and I felt myself go a stroke too far. 

I had no control left, and I let out a primal groan as I felt pulse after pulse of cum shoot into her. 

I kept pounding even though I had nothing left to fill her with and I could feel myself starting to soften.

It didn’t matter. I wanted more and she wanted more, and I wanted to give it. I needed it. 

She groaned her way through another shudder beneath me, and soon I was too soft and too spent to continue, and I slowed my pace. I still gripped her tightly by the hips, and we stayed that way until I let go, and felt myself go fully soft inside of her. 

She stood up straight, keeping me inside of her, and I got a view of the chair beneath her. She had shot cum all over the chair, and some had even dripped onto the floor. 

“I…didn’t even touch you,” I said, still catching my breath. “How did you…?”

She nodded and smiled. “You’re good with more than just your hands.” 

She shimmied back into her panties, then collapsed onto one of the chairs, fanning herself with one hand. 

“My parents are going to be back soon,” she said, as I pulled my shorts back up. “You should go.” 

“What if I don’t want to?” I asked. The thought of working in my mudroom suddenly had no appeal to me. 

“So you were curious,” she said. “I knew it.” 

I turned to look outside and kicked the Mystery Stool with one foot. The dildo boinged in response. 

Both of us laughed. 

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ve got loads of ideas. I bet we’re going to really like being neighbors.”
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Excerpt from “Men at Work”

One of these days, when I had extra money, I was going to get my apartment locks changed. Because Candace walked in on me again, and this time I wasn’t wearing pants. 

Panties, yes. But not pants. 

Of course, she had seen worse. 

As my former roommate, she had seen me in all kinds of clothes. 

We had Girl Talk Lingerie parties. We went out for coffee wearing the shortest skirts she owned. We spent hours trying on expensive clothes at the mall. We had Slutty Movie Nights, and one of the last things we did before she moved out was get dolled up and watch sappy Christmas movies, so we could pretend to experience the Real Meaning of Christmas just like the minxy little heroine did with her impossibly masculine small-town boyfriend.  

So when Candace burst into the apartment and saw me, from behind, leaning out the window drinking my morning coffee while wearing Tim’s oversized flannel shirt that hung down and barely covered my lavender cotton panties, it was more the shock of her walking in than it was the shock of being seen. 

“Knock, knock,” I said flatly as she put her stuff down on my couch.

“Mandy, I know, I know,” she said, calling me my girly name. “I should have texted. But I was in the neighborhood and I have good news that I wanted to share in person. I love your hair, by the way.”

She had told me that already, but I still said thank you. 

I had wanted a short-haired androgynous look, because one morning I woke up and I was sick of wigs. I thought I could look girly without long hair, and I was right. And having short hair made it easier to switch from Boy Mode to Girl Mode; I was in bad need of easy things in my life. 

“Tim’s shirt again?” she said. 

It was, and by blushing, I answered her question. 

She felt bad abandoning me so she could move in with Lauren Treinen. I know she felt bad. She even left me with a ton of her clothes so I didn’t have to spend much on new things. But still, paying two halves of my rent caused me to burn through Grandma Jane’s small inheritance much faster than I was planning, and here we were in June and things were about to get dire. 

Who am I kidding? Things were already dire. 

The only graphic design jobs I could get were unpaid internships, and since I already did a lot of volunteer work for non-profits, I didn’t need anything else in my life that was unpaid. 

What I wanted was a check from her for everything she should have been paying. What I got was something else entirely. 

“I can get you a job.” 

“You can?”

I sat down in the chair opposite the couch and pulled Tim’s shirt down so she couldn’t see up between my legs. 

What can I say? I’m shy. 

“Where?” 

“The road crew.”

“The road crew?” I screwed my face up. “What kind of road crew needs a graphic designer?”

“They don’t, silly. They need someone to work cheap and hold a sign.” 

“Do you know how overqualified I am to hold a sign?”

“And can you pay rent with those overqualifications?”

She sat opposite me and didn’t care that her legs were open enough for me to see the pink cotton triangle high up in her sundress. I didn’t own a sundress. I wanted hers. 

“You’ll wear aviator sunglasses all Summer, you’ll get a killer tan, and you’ll save your brain for what you really want to do. They need someone to do it, the job usually goes to a high school kid or a girl, and you need to get paid.” 

“I can’t do…manual labor,” I said, staring at my hands. I had just done my nails. My fingers were for typing, tapping a screen, and using a mouse. 

“You don’t have to do hard stuff,” she said, exaggeratedly crossing her legs. “Whenever they hire girls, the girls hold the signs. They direct traffic. They stand there and look pretty so the town can say they’re equal opportunity and they hire girls.” 

“But I’m not a girl.”

“You are if they think you are.” 

“Do they really want girls there?” I asked, ignoring her. “Wouldn’t they just give me a hard time?”

I was whining now, and I knew it. 

She leaned forward. “Don’t you, you know, want them to give you a hard time?” 

She winked. 

“Gross,” I said. 

“Not gross,” she sniffed. “I do believe I detected Tim’s shirt in your vicinity. You wear it well, by the way.” 

I set my coffee down and crossed my arms. “So what if it is?” 

“So, I know a horny, wistful girl when I see one,” she said. 

“I am neither of those things!” I snapped. 

Though I was. When you only have one sexual experience, you tend to think about it. 

A lot. 

And since I was obviously wearing my trophy, I couldn’t hide the truth from her. I never could. All I could do was try and change the subject. 

“How do you even know about this job?” I said.

“Because my Uncle Randall works on that crew,” she said. 

“I’d work with your Uncle Randall? The overweight one who looks permanently sunburned? There’s no way. I can’t spend that much time outdoors!”

“Sunscreen and moisturizer,” she said. “And anyway, you wouldn’t be working with Uncle Randall. You’d be working with Todd Dalton.”

She looked proud. 

“Should I know who that is?” I asked. 

“No, but you will,” she smirked. “He will remind you of a certain someone whose clothes you are displaying at this very moment.” 

“He looks like Tim?” 

“A little bigger in the upper body, for sure,” she said, leaning back and flashing me again. “I’m only assuming he’s a little bigger in the lower body as well, but I’ll bet you can open wider.”

“Candace!” 

“Sorry! Couldn’t resist. I am trying to get you a boyfriend.” 

“I don’t want a boyfriend,” I muttered. “But I do need a job.”

“Well, here I am, sister. I can get you both at once,” she said, smacking her lips. 

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Lucky for you that I do,” she said. “I’m off today, you’re off every day, so I can come back later and take you down to the garage. Wear something cute but rugged. I bet you’ll start tomorrow.”

“Cute but rugged?” 

Tim’s shirt and some jeans? What did I have that was cute but rugged? 

“Go like that if you want,” she said. “Only with pants. You don’t want to give Todd the wrong impression. At least not right away.” 

“I don’t want to give Todd any impression,” I said. 

“You will when he sees how well you grip a sign,” she said. “And when he spends all day wondering what kind of underwear you have on.”

I pulled my shirt down again. It couldn’t go any lower. 

“What if I go in Boy Mode?”

“They won’t hire you. Girls only, like I said. Look, you don’t have to keep the job until you retire, right? You need to make rent this Summer, you haven’t found a roommate since I moved out, and this is going to work if you let it. So let it.”

She stood up and gathered her things off the couch. 

“You can’t do things halfway forever,” she said. “Think about it, get dressed, get pretty, and I’ll take you down to get the job. There’s no choice here, but I’ll give you a little while to accept that.” 

And she spun on her heels, flew out my door, and slammed it behind her. 

Want to know how her first day on the job goes?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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