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	"What about by the lake?" Katie said dreamily, dragging her fingers up and down my chest, tracing an imaginary line.

	[image: Image]"That was pretty hot."

	"That was your favourite ? It was our first day here!" I said. "We had sex after that, you know."

	[image: Image]A lot, in fact. Spending two weeks in a cabin with your lover tends to have that effect.

	[image: Image]At that moment, we were in bed, naked, on our last day together.

	Well, it wasn't really our last day together. We knew we'd spend more time with each other after this. It was our last day here, in the cabin that Cliff Clarke hired me to finish for him. Katie was my assistant for two weeks, and we got to play house together.

	We played Rustic House at first, but slowly, as the work got done, it was just Normal House. And it took exactly two weeks to finish all of the work, alternating working and fucking, and on our last day we were finally being lazy. We were in bed, holding one another, talking about our favourite  moments with each other from the past two weeks.

	"Naked hiking," I said. "You did a lot of naked hiking in the woods."

	“I really did," she said. "And I got a nice tan, too!"

	She held up her hand and admired it. Even in the low light of our loft, you could tell she had more colour than I did.[image: Image]

	"Going all-nude might be the only way to get a tan in the Fall," I said.

	"What about you?" she said. "What was your favourite  time?"

	How could I pick?

	Maybe when we finished the bathroom and celebrated by doing it in the shower? Or when we hiked to the top of Mt. Tapscott at sundown and had sex on the summit. Or the night I couldn't sleep and sat on the couch by the dying fire of the woodstove, and she climbed down a few minutes later to ride me. Or the night we sat naked on the cabin porch and sipped [image: Image]cocktails, then she climbed on top of me and rode me so hard she somehow managed to spill both of our drinks.

	Or the day we went to do errands and pulled over by the trail that led to Hannock Falls, and we did it standing up in the rocky cave behind the waterfall.

	How could I choose? It was almost like every day became my new favourite  day.

	Sex against the woodpile, sex behind the giant oak tree by the creek, sex in a tent when we camped by the lake and shared a sleeping bag one cold, clear, starry night.[image: Image]

	That first day by the lake was pretty special, though. We really lost our inhibitions, like our relationship changed forever, for the better.

	"Maybe that first day," I sighed. "I don't know."

	[image: Image]”I just felt so...transformed," she said. “I feel like the rest of this trip doesn't happen without that. Like we took a big step forward."

	"Speaking of step forward," I said, "when do we want to get out of bed? We'll have to pack up and get out of here." “I told my parents I'd be home by dinner," she pouted.

	"And then you leave in the morning?" She was getting right back in the car with her parents, who were off to a family reunion.

	“I think we leave after dinner," she said, still pouting.

	"Wouldn't you rather stay behind in that house by yourself?" I asked. "We could be neighbours again. You could come over and borrow some sugar."

	She propped herself up on one elbow and kissed me right on the lips. “I already have all the sugar I need," she beamed.

	"And all the cheese you need, too," I groaned. "What a cheesy pickup line. Does that work?"

	"You tell me," she said, and leaned in for another kiss.

	Ordinarily, this would have been the start of something. We'd smash our bodies together, one of us would get hard and make something happen, and then we'd sleep or work until we'd get hard again.

	We spent two weeks like that.

	And it finally became too much. As much as we wanted to fuck our way to the end, we were spent, and our bodies no longer cooperated.

	My dick was limp. Impossibly limp. While it was hot to relive our sex life as we lounged in bed, my body was nonresponsive.

	I knew hers was too, because I tried to squeeze some life into her dick as we talked, and we were both completely, utterly, out of ammunition.

	It was a glorious two weeks.

	Glorious.

	“I don't want to go," she finally said.

	“I don't either," I said, holding her close.

	"No," she said. "1 meant, I don't want to go to the reunion."

	"Oh. Well, I don't want to go to that either," I said.

	She ignored my joke. "Some of my family will be meeting me...for the first time. You know."

	"You'll do great," I said, kissing her on the top of the head.

	"It's not that," she said. "It's that...' just don't want to have to smile through the judgment. You've never judged me, [image: Image]you know. Never. I love that. But they're going to judge me. I know it."[image: Image]

	I didn't know what to say, or what to do. I just held her and stroked her hair.

	[image: Image]The wind blew outside, and some dry, fallen leaves scraped the cabin. Something creaked as the cabin shifted a little.

	“I was twelve years old," she finally said. "My cousin Skyla was staying at our house. She was fifteen or sixteen then.[image: Image]

	Everyone went to the mall except me and Dad. He fell asleep in the living room, and I snuck upstairs."

	I held her closer. I had tried to get her to share details of her life before, and she was never very forthcoming. But she felt ready now, and I didn't want to jeopardize anything by saying something stupid.

	So I said nothing. I just held her harder,

	“I tried on every piece of clothing she brought with her," she said, laughing softly. "Everything, even the socks. There was something so forbidden about it, so soft, and so tight, and so pink. But also, it felt like I was putting on a different body, and I liked it better than my real one."

	"Did you get caught?"

	"No, Dad never woke up, but Skyla knew. She got home and knew her clothes weren't folded right. I had to make up a story about how her suitcase fell off the bed and I had to fold everything back up, but she didn't believe me. I could tell." “I thought you were going to tell me you stole some of her clothes."

	"No, I'd never do that. I was mortified that she knew. So I made sure to stay away from her stuff each time she left after that. I was too worried she'd set a trap or something, like leaving everything in a certain order. I didn't dress again for a long time after that."[image: Image]

	"But you wanted to."

	"More than anything. But it all worked out."

	"How?" She turned to look up at me. "Who do you think taught me how to do makeup?"

	"Skyla?"

	She nodded. "She came and stayed with us for a while after I graduated, before I went away to college. I wasn't fast enough one day and someone folded up some of my secret clothes and put them in her laundry pile. I walked into my room and she was sitting on my bed, holding up a pair of denim shorts and demanding I tell her everything."

	"That doesn't sound nice."

	"It was great, actually," she said, sighing. “I had never told anyone before, and it felt good to tell someone so supportive. She hugged me right away, and then taught me how to do hair and makeup. She even took me shopping. It was hard when she left."

	[image: Image]"Will she be at the reunion?"

	I felt Katie shaking her head no at my side. I didn't ask any more questions.[image: Image]

	"Anyway, one reason I did so badly in college is because she went to Notre Dame, so I went to stay with her every chance I could. On my own, I felt like an imposter. With her, I felt like myself."

	She propped herself up on one elbow and began re-tracing the imaginary line on my chest. "You know," she said.

	“Like the way I feel with you."

	"Now I'm picturing you visiting her in college and going clubbing."

	“I wish," she laughed. "We'd sit in her apartment and paint our nails, or go out for coffee, or watch trashy TV shows.

	She wasn't Boy Crazy, so that's not why I would go see her."

	"So how did you get so Boy Crazy," I said, playing with her hair.

	“I moved in next door to a hot guy," she said, grinning.

	"Does he drive a truck?" I asked.

	"A big one," she nodded. "Does he work hard?"

	"Very hard."

	"He does sound hot," I said.

	She climbed on top of me, sitting up straight and letting her balls rest on my exhausted cock. I never thought that would be the hottest thing in my life, but here we are.

	"We don't have much lube left," she said, shaking the last tube of it. She squeezed some into her hand. Only one glob came out.

	"You should get it," she said, reaching down and working her slick palm all over me.

	"You're welcome to try," I said, "but I guarantee nothing."

	"Maybe that hot neighbor wasn't so hot after all," she said, teasing me. "My memory is starting to fade."

	"No fair," I groaned. "You can't hit a man when he's down like this."

	"You don't feel down to me," she teased some more.

	Sure enough, I felt myself coming to life in her hand.

	"Oh God, you're working absolute magic here," I said, squirming as she squeezed me, slowly, hand over hand, a continuous handjob designed to never let up, not even for a second.

	It was like I was a mile long, and someone could take the whole mile.

	And really, if anyone could make something like that happen, it was Katie. This wasn't the first time she had pulled a sexy rabbit out of her sex hat.

	I propped myself up on my arms and watched her work both hands along my cock, which was, ever so slowly, getting hard, standing up straight and pointing directly at her.

	“I knew you were worth the last of the lube," she said, inching her body forward and guiding my slick shaft towards her opening.

	Which she found.

	I slid in with a gasp from her, and she slowly lowered herself all the way down.

	She started gyrating, slowly, keeping me all the way inside of her. I began rubbing her thighs, and just like that, two exhausted lovers tried one last time to make love. As always, Katie made the impossible happen.

	I ran my hands up the top of her thighs as she rode, firmly, and then slowly massaged her soft, inner thighs as I dragged my hands back to her knees. Then I did it again.

	She wasn't watching me, but I knew she liked it. Her eyes were closed, and her hands were on my abdomen, steadying her as she slowly rode.

	“I don't want this to ever stop," she said.

	"We don't have to leave," I said, rubbing with even more pressure.[image: Image]

	"God I love you inside of me," she breathed, rocking even harder.

	[image: Image]As she rode, her soft cock and balls dragged over my abdomen. Unlike every other time we did it, she was not getting hard. But there was something very different about the way she was breathing; I may not have been able to tell she was turned on based on what was happening between her legs, but the rest of her body gave it away.

	She arched her back, nipples sticking straight out.

	I ran my hands along her thighs, up her sides, and stopped below her perfect little breasts, rubbing my thumbs just below her nipples.

	She ground herself into me even harder.

	"Don't you dare stop that," she whispered, and I did it again.

	Her eyes stayed closed the whole time, as if she needed to concentrate fully.

	"Yes," she breathed. "Oh God, yes."

	I felt the weight of her whole body pressing down on me. Whatever she was doing was causing her mouth to stay open in a permanent "O."

	Was I hitting her deeper? I felt like I was splitting her in half, like I was penetrating her whole body and making it mine.

	"My God, don't stop," she moaned, and she quickened the pace of her grinding even more.

	[image: Image]She was the one who didn't need to stop; what was I doing? I was just laying there, trying to keep a grip on the blankets while she rode me and pushed me into the floor.

	"Keep going," she breathed, maybe as she talked to herself, her limp little cock brushing against my abdomen as she worked herself harder and harder.

	"Oh shit," she said, going much faster now. I could feel myself tingle as she rode. "Oh God!"

	With her eyes still closed, she reached up above her, and with one hand on my chest and one hand pushing off of the low ceiling, she ground into me harder and harder, faster and faster, until she let out a high-pitched shriek and her hips began bucking.

	"Oh God, I love you!" she wailed, and her body shuddered so much I grabbed on to her sides and held her in place as she rode out her orgasm.

	“I love you too," I breathed, and she convulsed again, then again, and I pulsed uncontrollably inside of her, though I couldn't tell how much was coming out of me. Both of us clenched through the last of our four billionth orgasm of our trip together, and her grinding eventually came to a stop.

	She opened her eyes and looked down on me, where I was lightly dragging my hands along her sides.

	"What. The fuck. Was that?" she managed to get out.

	She looked between her legs at her little dick, still soft, still limp, not even long enough to touch my body anymore.

	“I never came," she said. “I mean, I never shot anything. But I felt it. I came, like, inside of me."

	"You're empty," I said.

	"I've never felt anything like that before," she said, covering her mouth, almost out of embarrassment.

	Was it embarrassment? What could she be embarrassed about?

	"My God, did we say we loved each other?" she gasped.

	“I...think we did," I said.

	“I think I do, and I just...I've never felt anything like that, Matt, I hope that was OK. I had no idea what I was doing."

	"Why wouldn't it be OK?" I said, feeling my breathing start to normalize again.

	"Because I never came for you," she said, wiping her eyes. "Like, you'd just need to trust me that I did."

	"Why wouldn't I trust you?"

	She shook her hands out at her sides, flinging imaginary water from them. "Oh God, what am I even saying?" she moaned. "Like, was it good for you if I didn't cum?"

	"But you did cum." I said. "And that was amazing. I love seeing you lose control."

	“I just...nothing happened!" she said, looking down again at her small, soft little dick.[image: Image]

	"Everything happened," I said.

	"Do you mean that?" she said.

	"Of course I do," I said. "And anyway, it's not like this is permanent. You'll cum again."

	"What if I don't?" she said, looking at me worried. "Would you still love me if that's what it was like all the time?"

	"Of course."

	"You mean that?"

	“I do," I said. "But it'll happen again, just wait. And even if you didn't, it's fine. I felt you shake. You felt it too. Your body still works."

	“I wanted to cum for you," she pouted. "But I didn't even make one little squirt. Nothing."

	"It's OK," I said. "Give it a few days, you'll be with family, I'll be home alone, our bodies will recover, and we'll try after that. You still got me hard, you still got off, and that's all that matters."

	"For real?" she said.

	"For real."

	"Maybe you're right," she sighed, and she lifted a leg to dismount me.

	As I fell out of her with a flop, something happened. Her little dick became a faucet, and cum poured out of her in a long stream, like I was plugging her and keeping it from coming out. She paused in midair with a surprised look on her face.

	"Oh!" she gasped. “I made a mess! I can still make messes!"

	“I told you," I laughed, reaching for the box of tissues we kept up in the loft. "Uh oh," I said when I found the box was empty.

	"Hmmm," she said, fully dismounting and sitting on her knees. "Let me take care of that for you."

	[image: Image]And she leaned her head down where she spouted cum on me, and she licked it all up.

	"Feel better?" I said as she swallowed.

	She nodded. "Much better."

	Even though it took a while for us to tidy up and leave the cabin, it was still too early to stop for ice cream as we drove through Larkenville on our way out of the mountains.

	Katie looked longingly at the bench by the river. It seemed like a long time ago she and I stopped there, dangling our feet off the bench, trying to recreate something from her childhood.

	“I have great memories of that bench," she said quietly as we drove past.

	“I know you do," I said.

	We had to crank the heat in the truck for most of the trip, mainly due to her outfit choice, which was a pink halter top underneath a pair of light blue denim shorts overalls. She curled up on the seat and slept for a while at one point, and I could see the white string from the string bikini panties she was wearing. Since I had never seen her in a pair of white string bikini underwear, I was instantly curious about what the rest of them looked like, even though I knew—for real this time—that my body wouldn't be able to do anything even if they were the sexiest panties in her luggage.

	But since she slept, that left me in the company of my own thoughts for a while, which gave me plenty of time to wonder how I would earn a living the rest of the winter.

	I had options. I could always go back to plowing. I could see if Cliff Clarke had any more work. I could paint, though the thought of breathing paint fumes all winter wasn't exactly inspiring.

	When Katie woke up, we were closer to home, but I was no closer to an idea of where my money could come from.

	"I'm so sorry," she yawned.[image: Image]

	"It's OK," I said. "You don't have to apologize. You were tired."

	"Yeah, but I feel like I abandoned you."

	"You wouldn't do that. I'm too good looking."[image: Image]

	"True," she said.

	Then she got quiet and watched the scenery whiz by us as we drove on the highway. "When do you think we'll get to be together again?" she asked.

	"At your reunion," I said. "I'm going to jump out of the cake."

	"I'm serious," she said. She sounded lonely.

	"Well," I said. "We'll figure it out. Eventually your parents won't care that you come straight over to my house. We won't have to sneak around as much."

	"They're just being protective," she said. "They don't mean to be controlling.”

	"They don't have to protect you from me," I said.

	"They don't know that yet," she said. "But in their world, based on what you and I are doing? Yes, they do have to protect me. They'd never be OK with this."

	"They'll come around," I said.

	"How can you be sure?" she said.

	"The same way I knew you'd still be able to cum." I said.

	She sighed.

	“I hope you're right, Mr. Know-it-All," she said, looking back out her window.

	"Katie!" Lila called from their driveway. "You are so tan! Oh my God, you look great!"[image: Image]

	We had pulled into my driveway as her parents were packing their car for the drive to wherever their family reunion

	Katie ran over and threw her arms around her mother. I walked slower, giving them their moment. Alan and I shook hands and we waited. Katie's hug for Alan was much shorter, and Lila didn't know what to do with herself after her hug with Katie ended, so she hugged me.

	"Everything go OK? Alan asked.

	"It was great," is what I said.

	I fucked your daughter a lot, is what I did not say.

	"Was she a great assistant?" Lila asked.

	"She did awesome," I said, and Katie did a cute little curtsy in her overalls.

	"Is she ready to remodel our house?" Alan joked.

	"As long as you need moulding, or tile, or you promise that all the studs are 16 on centre," Katie proudly said.[image: Image]

	Lila's mouth opened wide in shock. "16 on what?"

	"You really did learn, didn't you?" Alan said, looking at her with...pride? Was that pride?

	"Well, I mean it," I said. "She really did great, and yes, she was very helpful. I think the cabin looks great, and Cliff is [image: Image]going to check it out soon, and we'll see if he agrees. I bet he will." "Well, you can tell us all about it in the car," Alan said, checking his phone. "We really do have to hit the road soon."

	"My fault, Alan," I said "We got a later start than I wanted."

	"You're fine, Matt," he said. "Really. You're a little earlier than I was expecting, actually, but I do want to leave before traffic gets bad."

	“I just need to pack," Katie said.

	"If you're going to grab the purple dress, honey, I already packed it."

	"You did?"

	"Mmmhmm. The yellow one too. And the blue one."[image: Image]

	"Oh," Katie squealed. "Thanks, Mom!"

	“I figured we can do laundry while we're there, so to save time we can just put your suitcase straight into the car," Alan said. "We'll only be gone a few days anyway, and who knows? Maybe Aunt Tabitha will put you to work, so having work clothes will be good."

	[image: Image][image: Image]Save me, Katie mouthed in mock horror as I hauled her suitcase out of the truck and handed it to her.

	"You'll do great," I said, under my breath. "Text me how it goes when you get a chance."

	“I will," she whispered.

	[image: Image]We never had a proper goodbye. I wanted to take her in my arms and hug her for longer than she hugged her mother. I wanted to spin her around and tell her the reunion would be great, that even though Skyla wasn't going to be there, she'd [image: Image]still have allies and would still be OK. And that no matter what, she'd be coming home to me and by the time she got back, I'd have some excuse worked out and we'd have some more hours together, away from prying eyes and judging looks. [image: Image]I got to say none of it. Her suitcase slid into their trunk, the trunk slammed shut, and not long after I shook Alan's hand hello, I was shaking it goodbye.

	Lila shook my hand, I agreed to get their mail, and then all I could muster was an awkward "see you later, partner," to Katie, and we bumped fists.

	And just like that, she was gone, giving me a sad little wave from the backseat of her father's car as it backed out of the driveway, and then disappeared down the street.

	The next day, nothing happened.

	I mean, that's not true, but does it matter? It drizzled. It was gray. I did laundry. Do you want to read about that? I certainly don't want to talk about it. About the only semi-interesting thing that happened was that Cliff texted me first thing to say he was on his way to the cabin to get it ready for the first group of hunters who were going to rent it, and he'd let me know what he thought.

	Then I got gas.

	[image: Image]Then I took the trash out.

	Then I swept the garage.

	See?

	It's not exciting at all. I was bored. I wanted Katie. I wanted to know where she was, and what she was wearing. Even if she was next door, at least I'd know it. There'd be some mystery, and I could sneak a look at her as she got the mail, or as she got into a car.

	But now? I had nothing. I had her for two straight weeks and then immediately lost her for a few days, and it was hard.

	But that also made it thrilling when I got a text from her later that evening.

	[image: Image]Can't talk long, she wrote. Phone is charging in my room, about to do laundry.

	Sounds amazing, I wrote.

	Of course, what was I doing that was more amazing? Nothing.

	[image: Image]Let's play guess the cum! Katie texted me a few minutes later. Here's the first one.

	She sent a photo of a blank tank top, laid out on what must have been her bed, the telltale signs of a big cumshot across the back of the tank top, right up the spine.

	Mine, I wrote back. That was easy.

	I remembered doing it, too. She had thrown on a tank top and left her bottom bare one morning as she got up, got the fire going herself, and made coffee for us. I repaid the favour by landing on the floor with a growl, bending her over the couch and fucking her doggystyle, and when I pulled out to cum, it shot all the way up her back and she grumbled about needing to change already.

	[image: Image]Next one, she wrote, and the next picture was of a pair of purple cotton panties, the crotch completely white and full.

	Yours, I wrote immediately.

	[image: Image]That was from the night she sat Indian-style in my lap and I massaged the bulge between her legs until she came, right there in her panties.

	This one's tricky, she wrote, and then she sent another photo. It was of a pair of black lace panties, and there was the unmistakable look of crusty, old cum that looked like it stretched from the front of the panties, all the way to the back.

	I drew a blank.

	Was that from your car trip? I wrote. Did you have a messy dream while you slept in the car?

	Of course, I knew that wasn't true. She was wearing white panties on her trip, because I could get little glimpses of the waistband when she moved around her seat next to me. Not black panties.

	Did she own black panties? She must.

	No, silly, she replied. It's from the cabin. Guess.

	It was hard to tell from the photo, but there was definitely a lot in the crotch of the panties. A ton. But I didn't remember cumming on black lace panties, so how could it have been mine?

	Yours, I wrote.

	Final answer? she wrote back.

	Yes.

	Bzzt. The correct answer was "ours," she wrote. It's mostly mine, but then I put these back on after we fucked in the woods and you leaked out of me on the walk back to the cabin. You must have cum a whole bucket in me.

	Oh, I remembered.

	How could I forget?

	[image: Image]And then she went off to do her laundry, to wash two weeks of cum out of her clothes, and she left me alone with my thoughts in my house, my completely quiet house, next door to another completely quiet house, and I was running out of chores to invent. Did I want to sit and relive all the sex we just had? Did I want to get horny again and get desperate enough to work myself over like I was a teenager? Or did I want to give myself the opportunity to rest and recover.

	To not be so sore.

	[image: Image]To not be so empty.

	To build up my supply of cum so when she got back and we found some time for each other, I could show her how much I missed her. I could compliment her clean outfit, then take her behind the garage and ravage her, spraying cum all over it. Then we could do laundry in my house, lounging around naked, doing filthy things to each other while her parents wondered where she was.

	No. Instead, I texted her goodnight, Katie, just like I wanted to when I first got her number. And then I added: I love you. Tomorrow will go great.

	[image: Image]A little while later, I got my reply: Love you too. Goodnight, baby.

	I didn't hear from Katie the whole next day, and by the time Cliff Clarke pulled in my driveway after dinner, I was really needing something to do. I hadn't figured out what my work for the colder months would be, I hadn't magically created any new hobbies, and I hadn't discovered anything broken in the house that needed fixing. I had fixed everything already, although I was very tempted to swing a sledgehammer around for a few minutes just so I had something to work on.

	Luckily, Cliff saved me, only he didn't know it. I figured there was a 50/50 chance things were going well if I hadn't [image: Image]heard from Katie, and it's not like I could do anything about it anyway. I didn't need to worry. So I took a deep breath and let Cliff into the house.

	"Matt," he said. We shook hands. "Fucking cold out there today. Too cold for a hot neighbor in a bikini, I'm sorry to say.

	See? Even he was thinking about Katie.

	"Cabin looks real good," he said. "Real good. You and Rand did good work."

	"It wasn't Rand," I said.

	"No?" he said, sitting down at the kitchen table. "You didn't do it yourself, did you?"

	"Nope," I said. "So the girl in the bikini, next door? Her name's Katie. I took her. She learns fast."

	"No shit?"

	I nodded.

	He chewed on his lip.

	"She good with her hands, is she?"[image: Image]

	"Yup," I said. She was good in more ways than one. He didn't need to know that.

	"Huh," he said. "Well, let me give you this check, and I'll have to write you a different one for...Kate?"

	"Katie," I said. "Katie Branch is her name."

	"Well shit, I have a check here made out to Rand already, and I'm guessing if I went to his place first he would have cashed it and not said a damned thing. Got a pen?"

	I went and grabbed him a pen, the first useful thing I had done in a long while, and he wrote me a check for Katie.

	"You got anything else lined up?"

	Shit, I thought. Here it is. Play it cool, Matt.[image: Image]

	"Not sure yet," is what I said. "I have a few things I might do."[image: Image]

	No, I didn't. I had nothing. I had options I didn't like, and I was hoping for a job to drop into my lap, and Cliff was in the process of dropping it there.

	“I know you had a plow," he said. "But...l also know you don't like it."

	"True."

	My phone buzzed, but I didn't check it.

	"So here's another option. I got a house, picked it up recently. Estate sale. It's in Maukeegan."[image: Image]

	"Jesus, Cliff, you don't buy local houses?"

	My phone buzzed again.

	"It's only two hours away," he said. "Anyway, the whole thing needs to be gutted. Like, all of it."

	"Oh man."

	“I know you just did your own house, so if you don't want to do another, I get it."

	"Let me think."

	I didn't need to think. Well, not about this. I'd do it if Katie could come. Two hours away wasn't far, and I'd have some time to think up a way of asking Alan and Lila.

	I still needed to play it cool.[image: Image]

	"I'm not sure I could stay there the whole time," I said. "I'd need to come back and forth."

	[image: Image][image: Image]Cliff held his hands up, "oh, Matt, take your time. If you have other things to do, it's not a problem. As long as I can rent it or flip it by, say, March?"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Four months?

	Four months of fucking Katie?

	Four months of playing house, of being with her? Fingering her under the table? Sucking her off before napping on the couch? Installing new appliances and then fucking her until she cums on them, like she did in my own kitchen? I already knew she had a maid's outfit that we could bring with us.[image: Image]

	"Think about it," Cliff said, snapping me out of my daydream.

	I was thinking about it, just not the way he probably imagined I was.

	“I can do it," I said. "If you just need it by March, I'll get Katie to help again. We work well together. As long as you know what you want, I can pick it all up and make it happen. Just don't have me design anything you expect to flip."

	"Hah," he chuckled. "You'd be better than Rand. You ever see his place? He lives in a basement. But you?" He looked around him, at the floor, the cabinets, the walls, the window. He looked in the mudroom, and looked out the doorway into the living room, what little of it he could see. "No, you do good work, Matt. You do real good work. You and Kate both." "Katie."

	"Whatever. It's good work. Maybe you get her to dance around in one of those bikinis, even if it's going to be November. Chicks like that know what they're doing, man." That was true. Katie knew what she was doing.[image: Image]

	My phone buzzed again.

	He pushed his chair back and stood up. "I'll make some phone calls, and I'll let you know when I get the building permit. You can start any time after that."

	[image: Image]We shook hands, and that was that. I had a job. I had some money in my pocket. I had a....girlfriend?

	I watched Cliff back out of my driveway. I had at least two things to do: deposit my check for a few grand, and check my phone. I felt like a kid, when I'd try to make Christmas Eve end as fast as possible, and I'd do everything in my power to waste the entire day.

	This was a little like that.

	My texts were from Katie.

	The first was a selfie she took with a young teenage boy, maybe even pre-teen, the two of them sitting on a porch swing. A filter was turned on that gave them both bushy red sideburns and big moustaches that covered their mouths. The second photo was of them with mouse ears, mouse noses, and mouse whiskers, with cheese floating above their heads.

	The third photo was of them with walrus tusks and massive eyelashes. I didn't know there was a filter for that.[image: Image]

	My cousin Max is teaching me fun things on my phone! she wrote.

	I badly wanted to tell her she got paid, that there was a check waiting for her, that she was a real carpenter now. I wanted to tell her about the new job that would see us spend most of the Fall and Winter together. I wanted to tell her I

	missed her.

	But I also didn't want to distract her from her family. I didn't want to seem clingy, or desperate. I didn't want to say anything until I had a plan worked out for how we could pitch Alan and Lila a bigger project. I did not want to be premature and make things weird.

	So all I replied was Nice tusks, cutie.[image: Image]

	I mean, they were.

	Because as I learned over the last few months, there were all kinds of body parts I could be attracted to if Katie was [image: Image]attached to them.

	I held it in check the first day, and even the second, but by lunchtime on the third day back from the mountains, I was throbbing. I was horny. And no, it wasn't really the tusks.

	I texted her good morning, but I also imagined her in a yellow dress at a fancy brunch, sipping mimosas with a family that I couldn't picture.

	So what did that take? 72 hours to refill with cum? 72 hours for the burn in my thighs to go away and be ready for more? 72 hours for my dick to get hard for no reason at all? 72 hours for me to lose control of my thoughts, and have all daydreams end the exact same way, with me pushing my hard cock between her ass cheeks until she cried out and covered herself in girl goo?

	72 hours.

	I felt like an overcharged battery. I needed something to do, I needed someone to do, and I knew who was at the top of that list.

	[image: Image]The challenge? She wasn't around, and even if she were, we'd have to come up with some complicated plan. We couldn't just ring each other's doorbell for a booty call.

	[image: Image]And so I knew even if Alan's car pulled into the driveway right at that very moment, nothing would happen. It couldn't.

	And anyway, did I even know she'd be home today? Did I make that up? She hadn't been texting me, which meant either that her reunion was going terribly and she was upset, or else it meant that it was going well and she was too busy to text.

	[image: Image]All I could think about was our reunion. The one that would happen later, eventually, and that we'd somehow turn into hot sex. Because we always did.

	And I had some time to figure out how.

	I could get a hotel room, just like she did. I did just get paid, right?

	[image: Image]Although that was stupid. I had a perfectly good house right here, and there was no good reason to spend money. I could ask her for some help in the house, right? I could have her hold more moulding. The last time I did that it worked out great.

	Did I have enough time to pull down some moulding?

	No, that was also stupid. I didn't want to create work just to get laid, no matter how badly I wanted sex, and no matter how badly she probably wanted it too.

	No, I had to come up with better ideas.

	I was an hour into trying to think of something better when she finally replied to my text from that morning.

	Sort of.

	She didn't actually write anything. It was just a photo.

	A photo of her wearing nothing but a bra, facing away from the camera, hips bent, the perfect curve of her ass on full display. I could trace the crack of her ass with my eyes.

	I wanted to trace it with my tongue.

	[image: Image]The second photo arrived almost immediately, and by the time I scrolled to it, two more had arrived.

	The next was of her wearing a tiny white lace thong, sitting on a bed in a strange bedroom, otherwise naked. Her legs were spread and I could tell what was happening in her panties.

	The next picture was of her reaching towards the bulge that couldn't be hidden, and the final picture was of her pulling her panties to the side to show how hard she was.

	About as hard as I was, though I was a lot larger.

	Thinking of you, was the message she sent after I drooled over the fourth photo.[image: Image]

	I want you so bad right now, I texted back.

	You can do whatever you want to me, she wrote.

	I am going to maul you as soon as you pull in the driveway, I wrote.

	[image: Image]Lot, she wrote back.

	But there was nothing funny about it. Sometime that night, she'd pull in the driveway, and I was picturing myself [image: Image]standing by a window with a raging erection, waiting for her to get out of the backseat, then I'd rush outside and ravage her, right in front of her parents.

	I'd bend her over the trunk, Alan and Lila watching in horror, and they'd get to see how much she loved it, how much

	I loved it, and how much we couldn't keep our hands off of each other.

	But that was still hours away, even if there was no chance I'd ever lose control like that in front of her parents.

	I would, however, lose control of myself in my house, unable to wait any longer. I'd go long enough without her, without sex, that I'd abuse my own body like I did during puberty, jerking off until I was raw and chafed. She'd get home and want me and I'd look down between my legs at the dick I couldn't keep my hands off of, and I'd be reliving the consequences all over again of what happened when we spent a week together, or two weeks together, only this time I’d have done it to myself.

	Hands off, Matt. You can save it for Katie.

	Save it for...when?

	And as always, my answer came from Katie herself. Like well-timed magic.

	My parents want to have you over for dinner, came her next text. Be here at 6 sharp.

	I looked at the clock. There was no way they'd be home by six.

	Where are you? I texted.

	Ten minutes away! Came the reply.

	[image: Image]What do you know? I did waste the day.

	By the time I knocked on her front door and Lila let me in, I could no longer control the sexual hum inside my body. It was like a tremor, a frequency that something in the environment was causing to vibrate, and when I shut their front door behind me and walked into the kitchen, I knew exactly what was causing that vibration: Katie, in a light blue sundress, beaming.

	And we had to fight ourselves. We had to make it seem like we didn't miss each other.

	"Hey," I said.

	"Been a while, partner," she countered, and that got a laugh out of Alan and Lila, and I felt 15 again, standing around a girl's house like an idiot, trying to pretend that the hormones were not in charge of either one of us.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Good to see you all," I said, not meaning the "all" but hoping it sounded like I did. "Hope your trip back was nice and short."

	"Too many hours," Alan said, handing me a glass of water. "I'd offer you something stronger, but we don't drink."

	Of course you don't, I thought. But instead, I said "water is fine."

	Katie stood across the room from me as we all made awkward small talk. I learned a lot about the reunion as the three of them relived conversations from their time together, as if they didn't just have several hours in the car to do the [image: Image]same thing.

	I smiled politely and laughed when they wanted me to laugh, but it was hard faking interest in their extended family.

	I wanted to know how Katie did. I wanted to know if they accepted her like I did. I wanted to know everything.

	Instead, I learned Aunt Tabitha's neighbor also has a truck.

	But there was a charm to watching them describe family members I didn't know, and I got to watch Katie chew her lip as she snuck looks at me during her parents' stories.

	"Oh, I've heard about Skyla," I got to say once, as Lila launched into a story that didn't seem to go anywhere about

	Skyla's old internship.

	What was going on under Katie's dress?

	Was she thinking what I was thinking?

	Eventually we moved to the dining room, where we each sat on a different side of the table, Katie directly across from

	[image: Image]Alan's steak was cooked well-done, Lila's mashed potatoes had no flavour to them at all, but I didn't care; I was in my head most of the time, undressing her with my mind and imagining what her body would feel like, what she would sound like, and what she would taste like.

	My phone dinged in my pocket, startling everyone because we were at a lull in the conversation.[image: Image]

	"You should check that," Katie said, chewing.

	"No, I don't like to check it during social events," I said. Alan nodded. Lila smiled. "I'll check it later; it's fine."[image: Image]

	A few seconds later, it dinged again.

	"Sounds like someone needs to get in touch with you," Katie said, putting her fork down. I felt her foot snake up my calf.

	"It's fine, really," I said, trying to keep my composure as her foot rubbed my leg.

	God, what I wanted to rub in return.

	"If it's an emergency," Alan said, "it's OK with me."

	"It's not an emergency," I said as it dinged again.

	"Sounds to me like it might be," Katie said. "Maybe it's work-related?"

	It was not work-related. It was nothing of the sort.

	But I gave in and checked.[image: Image]

	All of the messages were photos of Katie.

	I choked softly to myself as I saw the first photo of her, bent over on a bed, naked, her little cock dangling between her legs.

	I deliberately avoided eye contact with her as I grabbed my water and took a sip.

	The second picture was of her gripping her erect cock, pouting at her camera.

	Pouting at me.

	The last photo was of her, back on all fours again, spreading her ass cheeks wide apart, showing me the hole I badly wanted to savage.

	[image: Image]With my tongue that was currently unable to taste the food in front of me.

	With my fingers that were currently tapping the screen of my phone.

	With the cock that was going to test the ability of my zipper to stay zipped.

	"What's it about?" Katie asked innocently.

	"Cliff has more work for us," I said.

	"Us?" said Katie.

	Lila put her fork down.

	"Us," I nodded. I pretended to read off my phone. "A house he bought in Maukeegan."

	"And he mentioned Katie?" Alan said.

	"He does," I said, looking at my phone again, hoping he wasn't about to ask for proof. How would I bluff my way out of that?

	A fourth photo arrived, and I suddenly remembered Katie telling me of the fun phone tricks her cousin taught her.

	Tricks like filters, or of making sure some sexy photos arrive in your lover's phone during dinner.

	"He loves the work we did at the cabin, and he wants to know if we can do a bigger project at the house," I said.

	Finally, I looked at Katie.

	Her face was lit up. She looked gorgeous. Her eyes were alive, her whole body glowed, and her foot returned to the inside of my leg underneath the table.

	"That's exciting!" she said.

	Alan put his fork down and wiped his mouth on his napkin, giving me enough time to pretend to read the text from [image: Image]Cliff. Instead I looked at the fourth photo Katie must have programmed to send, and it was of her showing off a long, clear trail of something dripping from her cock. It stretched from between her legs all the way up to her mouth.

	The light made it glisten.

	"What do you think?" Katie asked. She knew what she was asking.

	“I love it," I said.

	She knew what I was answering.

	"I'm excited," she said. "Mom, Dad, what do you think?"

	“I don't know, sweetie," Alan said.

	"It seems so sudden," Lila said.

	"You're sure he said her?" Alan said.

	"Alan!" Lila snapped, playfully. "You know she can do some things."

	"Oh, that reminds me," I said, reaching into my shirt pocket and grabbing her paycheck. I slid it across the table.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]We all watched as Katie's eyes got wide as she saw how much it was for.

	"Oh, Mom," she said. “I can do this. I can do this, right, Matt?"

	Alan looked at me. His look was no longer the look of someone making small talk. It was no longer the look of a neighbor being friendly to a neighbor. It was firmer. It was protective.

	He would be making a very different face if he only knew what was on my phone at that very moment.

	Or did he know what was on my phone?

	Did he know I was lying?

	Was I risking too much by lying like this to someone who probably wouldn't take too well to be lied to? Especially about his daughter?

	I put my phone back in my pocket.

	"Bigger job," I said, pretending I wasn't nervous. "I could definitely use the help, and it won't be all that different from what you've already done. From what we've already done."

	“I know some things, Dad," she said. "Like the grout needing to be like peanut butter, or that the little metal thing is called a nail set and you put the moulding up and then get the tip of the nail to go boop under the surface when you give it a thwack."

	Lila laughed. "Sweetie, we'll just need to talk about it, that's all," she said.

	"Why don't you talk now?" Katie said.

	"I'm not sure—" I started to say.

	"No, really!" Katie said. "Talk now, I'll go show Matt the hook in my room he installed. I never showed him what I did with it."[image: Image]

	I know exactly what you did with it, I thought, remembering the sex hammock she hung from it where I got to fuck her, suspended from the ceiling.

	She stood up.

	Suddenly, Katie was decisive. She determined what her parents were about to do.

	"Come on, Matt," she said. "I'll show you."

	She walked around the table, took my hand, and left me sputtering to Alan and Lila.

	"Um," I said, hoping my semi-erection wasn't obvious.

	We got to her bedroom and she opened the door, still leading me in by the hand.

	"How was the reunion, really?" I asked when we were in her room and out of earshot.

	"For God's sake, later," she hissed, and the door closed behind me, and then her lips were on mine, and her tongue was in my mouth. “I want you so bad right now and we only have a few minutes!"[image: Image]

	She took my hands and guided them under her dress.

	She wasn't wearing any underwear.

	Under her blue sun dress that I mentally took off of her dozens of times during dinner. No panties.

	"My God, I missed you," I said.

	She grabbed my face with both hands and we kissed again as I rubbed her dick with the back of my hand, gently, teasing her.

	She did not need to be teased.

	"There's no time for foreplay," she breathed. "Just fuck me, and fast."[image: Image]

	In a dark blur of motion, my belt was unbuckled, my pants were opened, there was lube in my hand, she was against the wall by the door, and her dress was lifted up over her hips.[image: Image]

	Whose hands did what?

	Did it matter? An imaginary clock was ticking at the other end of the house, and we couldn't waste a single second. “I can't make a peep," she said, bending in front of me and working lube all over my cock with one hand. Her dress was bunched up in one hand. "Oh God, I want you," she whispered, “I just can't make a—"

	I slid one hand over her mouth and made sure she could breathe out of her nose, then plunged my shaft directly into her eager, waiting asshole.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Nnnnng," I heard—and felt—from under my hand.

	No foreplay, indeed.

	With one hand over her mouth, to keep from alerting her parents down the hall, I grabbed her by the waist with my other hand and began pumping.

	She wasn't even letting me take over. She was thrusting herself back against my body as I pumped, hard, making sure I went all the way inside of her.

	I slipped my hand between her legs to grab her, stroke her, to play with her balls. My hand felt something wet immediately and she arched her back.

	"Mmmmpphh," she whimpered, unable to do anything with her mouth. She braced herself against the doorway with one arm and started shaking.

	God, I missed this.

	I missed her. I missed being able to fuck her whenever we got the urge, which was most of the time.

	It was frantic and animal-like. It was just need. It was quick, and aggressive, and glorious.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]We smashed our bodies together trying to make as little noise as possible, hoping the slightest moan or smack didn't carry down the hall.

	If we got caught, would it be worth it?

	It was always worth it. Maybe we'd have to sneak off to Cliff's house together. Maybe we'd have to make sure there was a ladder in the bushes outside her window for her to come and go.

	But we'd make it work. We were in too deep, and we knew it. We were meant to be together, and we'd come up with any way to make it happen.

	She started to stand upright, still smashing her ass back against me as she took me inside of her. I could feel her clenching, tightening around me, as she reached for an orgasm.

	I reached too, and I didn't need to work that hard. I was so turned on for the last day that I'm surprised I didn't cum the first time she put her foot against mine under the table.

	Her body was rocking against mine, and I could hear and feel her trying to moan through my hand. I wasn't going to last much longer.

	I just hoped she'd get something out of this if I came too soon.

	Before I could worry, she started shaking, and I could feel her body pulsing, squeezing me as I was inside of her. She had been ready to pop, just like I was. She was not kidding that she didn't need foreplay.

	And as I felt the last of her spasms around my cock, I lost what little control I had, and I grunted as I emptied myself deep inside of her.

	She slowed her body and held me close to her; it was her turn to feel me climax, and she kissed the palm of my hand as I filled her.

	[image: Image]We did it.

	We snuck down the hall, lost control, took care of our need, and made sure we both got off.

	We were so good for each other it wasn't funny.

	"Oh my God, Matt," she whispered, moving my hand from her mouth so she could talk again. She was still bent over in front of me, but she stepped to the side a little so I could see down to the floor. There was a line of cum drips between her feet, and it stretched five feet in front of her.

	I closed my eyes and could picture exactly what happened: her little girldick was flinging cum everywhere as I fucked her.

	"You made another mess," I whispered, rubbing the back of her neck.

	"God I hope I didn't get anything on my dress," she said. "If I come back to dinner wearing another dress, we're in trouble. And if there's cum on it, then we're really screwed."

	"Let me take a look at you," I said. "We don't have much time."[image: Image]

	She stood in front of me with her dress bunched up in one hand, little cock sitting there cutely between her legs.

	"I'm still dripping," she said. "And you're going to start dripping out of me soon." I opened the top drawer of her dresser and rummaged in her underwear drawer.[image: Image]

	I grabbed the first cotton pair I felt and tossed them to her.

	"Put these on," I said.

	"My hero," she said, shimmying into them and kissing me. "We don't have much time."

	"We don't need much time, apparently," I joked.

	"We'll be able to take our time soon," she said. “I promise."

	"You do?"

	"Well, you promised first, remember?"

	She patted the little bump in the front of her panties and then let her dress fall down around her thighs.[image: Image]

	"We have to go back," she said, placing her index finger against my cheek. "I'll go first."

	I tried to rebuckle my belt without making jangly belt sounds, and it was harder than I thought. Katie mopped up her cum with her pillow, and after a quick hair check, we were back down the hall to finish the conversation from earlier.

	I was oddly settled about it, maybe because we cleared our heads.

	[image: Image]There were four little plates of tiramisu waiting on the table, and I expected a "what took you so long?" comment that would make things super awkward.

	Instead, Lila suggested we toast Katie's new job with some dessert.

	Just like that.

	[image: Image]Thank God the women in Katie's family were decisive; Alan just sat there through the conversation Lila had with

	Katie.

	It was about how proud they were of her.

	How happy they were she found something she was good at.

	How hard it had been to let her go.[image: Image]

	How hard it had been to accept her as a grown-up since she lived at home.

	Things got teary a few times, and Alan and I exchanged awkward glances more than once. At one point he gave a firm nod, and it felt final. It was the nod that let me know he agreed with what Lila was saying. That it was fine. That they were letting go.

	Katie was thrilled.

	"If you let me know what we'll be doing, I'll watch some videos so I learn faster," she said, hands clasped together. It was hard to believe this girl could move from one thing to another so fast, that she could be a lover and a partner, that she could be a girl and more than a girl, that she could be so playful and serious.

	Her parents saw her as young and helpless and incomplete. Now it seemed like everyone knew she was a whole person.

	By the time all four of us finished dessert, Katie had their permission.

	“I snuck a look at your check," Alan said, bashfully. "Maybe I should think about helping out."

	"You're welcome any time, Dad," she said. But of course she didn't mean that.

	We didn't need an audience, and we wouldn't have one.

	I was satisfied. I sat back for the next few minutes and felt at ease. Not just because I took care of my lust for her, and she did the same. No, I felt at ease because we were one step closer to being together again. To being ourselves, and having each other whenever we wanted.

	To being a...couple?

	“I always wanted you to figure out what you were going to so," Alan said. "Of course I did. But—"[image: Image]

	He sat back and looked like he was searching for the right words.

	“I didn't know what that looked like, so it took me a while to realize that this was it."

	"Sweetie," Lila said, slowly. "Is this it?"

	Katie looked at me. "It is," she said. "It really is."[image: Image]

	That hung in the air for a while, and eventually Katie cleared her throat.

	[image: Image]There was nothing left to discuss.

	[image: Image]We had reconnected.

	We had fucked and gotten away with it.

	I had bluffed my way through a barrage of sexy photos and turned it into a conversation about a job, and her parents backed off, letting her do her own thing.

	There was nothing else to talk about. Not as the four of us. Lila slid her chair back first, and soon we were all carrying our plates to the kitchen, Alan was declining help with the dishes, and the sink started running.

	Everything had been a success. Everything.

	I waved to Alan and he waved a wet hand over his shoulder at me.

	I thanked Lila for a nice evening, and we shook hands.

	Then Katie held her hand out to me and smiled. "See you, partner."

	I shook it.

	God, what a life. Standing in front of my kinda-sorta girlfriend's overprotective parents. Thanking them for a sincere but tasteless dinner. The double meaning of calling one another "partner." The fact that we snuck away to fuck while they talked over whether or not she should be allowed to work with me.

	Of course I had to smile on my way out the door.

	"We'll do this again sometime, neighbor," Alan called from the kitchen.

	"I'd like that," I said.

	Maybe by then I'd teach him to grill steaks properly.

	I stepped outside and felt the chill in the air. Fall already happened in the mountains, but it was just getting started down here.[image: Image]

	Part of me wanted a long walk home. Part of me didn't want the motion light to turn on when I'd get between our houses. Part of me wanted to get up in the morning and go to Maukeegan whether Cliff had a building permit or not.

	"Wait, Matt," I heard a delicate voice say behind me.

	But it wasn't Katie.

	It was Lila.

	"Did I forget something?" I said.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"No," she said, skipping over to me. “I don't know how to say this, so I'm just going to say it. Katie got out of the truck the other day and just....glowed. I don't know how to say it, Matt. She was glowing. She looked—"

	Her voice caught in her throat.

	"She looked loved, Matt," she finished. There were tears in her eyes. "We want that for our kids. We want them to be loved."[image: Image]

	“I don't know what to say either."

	"You don't have to say anything," she said, wiping her eyes and then flinging her hands like they were wet.

	Well, I knew where Katie got that motion from, at least.[image: Image]

	“I just...' see the way she looks at you," she said. “I see the way you look at her. You see who we want her to be, who we knew she always was. You see her the way she wants to be seen. I don't know how to ask, or beg, for anything other than that."

	“I don't think I would have guessed any of this, Mrs. Branch."[image: Image]

	"Call me Lila, please. And no, when we moved in, I wouldn't have either. But here we are. And here we stay."

	"My intentions, Lila—"

	She held up her hand.

	"Were honourable. Or not. It doesn't matter. What matters is what you have, and I know it's what you both want, and eventually parents let their kids make their own choices, and any parent would be thrilled if their daughter's choice was you."

	No more sneaking around.

	"She's my choice too, Mrs. Branch. I mean, Lila."

	She smiled, then reached up and patted me on the chest. "Keep being good to her, Matt. Keep being good for her."

	“I will."

	She turned and walked back towards her house.

	What the hell just happened?

	Sneaking around had been fun. It had been awesome, but now it seemed like we didn't need to sneak around anymore.

	Things were about to be different, and yet I could somehow sense that they wouldn't feel any different.

	We could still break in a new house, in Maukeegan this time, and then we'd figure it out from there. We'd come home and figure it out.

	Home.

	Where there were always ways to create surprises.

	The screen door gently closed as Lila went back inside, and I was left on my own again, making the short, chilly walk back to my house across their front yard.

	I got as far as my garage before a familiar voice called out to me. “I don't think I'm done distracting you for the night, mister."

	"Katie?" I jumped a little. "How did you—?"

	"Magic," she smirked. "Also, the back door."

	“I just had the most unbelievable conversation with your mother," I said, keeping my voice down and stepping into the garage.

	She nodded. "Might be pretty close to the one I just had with Dad," she said.

	"So...what just happened?" I said.

	“I don't think we need to sneak around anymore," she said, smirking.

	"Fine with me," I said. "Now what?"

	"Well, for starters, you think that's how I wanted to say goodnight to you?" she said. "A handshake?"

	And she leapt into my arms.[image: Image]

	I spun her around the garage.

	Even if her parents could hear, who cared? Even if they were standing by the front of the garage, did it matter?

	They weren't there. But if they were, they would have seen us kiss.

	[image: Image]"Want to make a bonfire and sit under the stars together?" I said as she beamed at me.

	"I'd love to," she said.

	"And you can tell me about the reunion for real," I said.

	"It was amazing," she said.

	"Then we can figure out how to tackle our next job," I said.

	"I'm ready," she said.

	"It'll be hard," I said. "This is a bigger job."

	“I can handle hard," she grinned.

	“I know that," I said. "It'll be messy."

	"Messes are my specialty," she said. "Maid's outfit: check."

	"You'll need to learn a lot and take it seriously."

	“I can take anything," she said.

	“I can't wait," I said, taking her hand.

	"We'll need to go shopping first," she said. “I want some new things to wear."

	"Don't spend all your money on that," I laughed.

	"Don't tell me what to do, mister," she said, putting her arm in mine as we walked to my house. "I'm my own girl, you know."

	I knew.

	[image: Image]And she was mine.
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