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Good With My Hands

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor

Book Two

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


How was I going to keep living in my own house like nothing had happened? How?

How could I possibly live next door to my new neighbors and act like I was a good influence on their daughter after what I did with her?

How was I going to go to bed, get up, go to work, and come home, knowing that my churchy neighbors were out doing honest work and their femboy kid was home, probably getting off thanks to a piece of sex furniture I helped her build? 

And what did it mean that I, of all people, helped her break it in? 

That I knew what she looked like naked? 

She looked great, even though…

That I knew what she liked in the bedroom?

Even though we never made it to the bedroom. 

That I knew what her face looked like as she climaxed?

It looked amazing. 

I knew what she sounded like, I knew what she felt like, and what’s worse, I knew how I felt when it all happened. 

The whole week was like that. The whole week I relived every moment of my morning with Katie. 

I’d sit and eat dinner, and stare out the kitchen window at the side of their house. 

Katie was probably in there, crossing her legs hard under the dinner table, ready for her parents to go to bed, all so she could get down on the floor with her clear dildo and then…

And then. 

And then what? 

Her dildo was the only thing that was clear. 

What wasn’t clear was what the hell happened, and how it happened. It wasn’t clear that it meant anything. It wasn’t clear how on earth I fucked a femboy and liked it, which wasn’t something I knew about myself before the Branch family moved in. It wasn’t clear that she was thinking about me as much as I was thinking about her.

Was she thinking about me at all? 

Was I supposed to go knock on their door and talk like nothing had happened? 

“Hi, Mr. and Mrs. Branch, just being neighborly and checking in. Oh, is Katie around?” 

Real smooth. Not obvious at all. 

I felt like a teenager again. I remember sitting in my childhood bedroom after Kendra Bielecki passed me a note that read “I think you’re cute.” Then I spent a few days folding it back up and unfolding it until it started splitting at one of the folds. 

I dreamt about Kendra. I imagined us holding hands. I got so that I pictured what we wore to the Formal dance, I pictured her in my kitchen having a snack after school while we laughed together, I pictured us sitting on the swings on the playground and holding hands, and I pictured us kissing. 

And more.

And days after I got handed the note, I worked up the courage to talk to Kendra. 

And I still remember exactly what she said, and I still remember the semi-sneer on her face as she said “Oh my God, that note was from Madison, and she only asked me to give it to you, and I’d never have a crush on you, your Dad’s a roofer and mine does finance.” 

And that was the moment I vowed to stop overthinking sex and romance and girls, and living in my head, and all of that got thrown out the window after being with Katie for however-many glorious minutes we were together. 

Sunday night, Monday, and Tuesday I must have gone through half a box of tissues recalling how good it all felt. I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself.

And why?

Because she wasn’t around and if I wanted more, I had to improvise. 

I thought about the next time–please let there be next time–and I imagined the time after that, and the time after that, and the time after that. 

What was it that I liked? 

I had like a hundred choices. One encounter, and so much to crave. 

Was it the thought of her perfect little ass, bent over in my garage, on full display for me to slide right in and feel her tightness? 

Was it the forbidden nature of sneaking around? The contrast between her uptight parents and her wildness? 

Was it her fit, slender body that was small enough for me to toss her around a little?

Was it that she wanted what I was offering?

Was it the thought of her soft little cock, spurting onto the floor as I grabbed onto her and made her moan? 

It was confusing. She was hot, like a girl. She was direct, more like a guy. She knew what she wanted (which was, at least at that time, me), I could tell when she was turned on, I could tell when she came. She was like the best possible combination of lover. 

I dreamed of someone like that for a long time, though I never dreamed it exactly the way it went down. 

When all the big, tough guys at work talked about their weekends–how much they drank, who they hooked up with, how much they lifted–I stayed quiet. I said I worked on my house.

Which was true. 

But I also worked on Katie. 

We built sex furniture together, she flirted, she still wanted me even though I wasn’t especially flirty, then she put on a show, showed me how her body worked, and my life changed forever. 

And I wanted it to keep changing. 

***

By Thursday I had it worked out. 

Yes, I had fun. 

No, I wasn’t gay.

Yes, I wanted her again. 

Yes, I wanted her now. 

No, I was not going to be desperate and go chasing after her. 

I did need a plan, and I needed a clear head to do it. So I did what I normally do when I needed time and space to think: I went out to the garage to cut some wood. But first I had to take out my bathroom trash, which was starting to make the whole upstairs of my house smell like cum. 

I needed to cut baseboards for the mudroom, which was a small job, but needed to be accurate since they needed to be met perfectly at 45 degree angles. 

I hated waste, and hated making mistakes. There’s a reason “measure twice, cut once” is a thing. 

So I stayed in the garage after dropping off my garbage bag full of cum tissues, and took my time measuring all of my cuts. 

I had planned to get some thinking done, but not 30 seconds after I got to work, I was interrupted.

“Hey there, neighbor,” Alan’s voice said from the darkness outside my garage door. “You do stay busy, don’t you?” 

“I guess so,” I said, checking to see if Katie was with him.

She wasn’t. 

What was I going to say?

Just out here throwing away a lot of cum I made this week jerking off to your femboy daughter. Who I fucked, by the way, and am trying to figure out how to fuck her again. No biggie, Alan. 

“I really do want to get the house done,” I said instead. “I’m so close. I don’t always like building during the day and then doing it again when I get home, but I’d rather have a finished house, so here I am.”

“Oh,” his face fell and he scratched his head with an embarrassed look on his face. “That was sort of why I stopped by. We’ve been in the house almost a week and we have a few things that need some attention. I was wondering if you’d be interested in taking care of them. I’d pay you, of course, but if you’re too tired…”

There it is. 

“No, it’s OK,” I said, trying not to sound too excited. “I sort of meant I don’t like doing it all the time. But you’re new in town, don’t know anyone yet, and sure, I’m happy to help.” 

And I can see Katie, I thought, and I hoped my lips didn’t move as I thought it. 

“Super,” he said. 

Then he told me what he needed. Very easy stuff, most of which I could fix without going to the hardware store. Leaky faucet (needed a new gasket, probably), wobbly faucet handle (tighten the set screw), slow shower drain upstairs (just snake it), fix a vinyl tile that was peeling up a little (I hated those things), and more. A few hours of work, tops, and it would at least get me into the house. No plan necessary; a plan found me. 

That plan would take place on Saturday. Alan told me he’d walk me through the house first thing, I could get to work right away, and that way I could have as much of my weekend as I needed, considering I had my own house to work on. 

“Katie said the two of you got a lot done on the project.”

“We did,” I said, convinced the two of us were not picturing the same thing. 

“What did you end up making?”

“It was…a surprise, I think,” I managed to croak out. 

“Oooh,” he said. “So some lucky person’s getting a surprise gift.”

“Maybe,” I said, trying not to let my dirty thoughts get too far away from me. “She might want to try again now that she’s better at it.”

God, did I want to try again. 

“I’d love it if she had a hobby like that,” Alan said, looking around the garage. “I’d love a son–or a kid, I mean–who could fix things or make things. Hopefully this takes off for her.”

She’s welcome any time, I wanted to say. 

Instead I said something about people not learning the way they used to, but it wasn’t hard and just took a little patience and practice. 

“My father wasn’t handy,” he said. “We used to joke that his toolbox had a credit card in it so he could pay someone else to do it. I think I inherited his work ethic.” 

In hindsight, it was a cry for help. Maybe he wanted me to offer to teach him how to do things. Maybe he wanted me to help him make a wooden present for his wife. Maybe he wanted to learn just what he was capable of. 

Sorry, dude. I just want to fuck your daughter. 

***

The guys were going out after work, but I turned them down. I knew how it was going to go, and I didn’t want to be hungover the next morning since I was going to be, theoretically at least, near Katie. 

Was I trying to impress her? 

From next door? How was that even possible? 

I half-wondered if me shutting my truck door in my driveway would cause her to come running out of the house in a skimpy little dress, or those tiny shorts again. 

But no. 

She was a no-show, not that she knew she was invited, and my fantasy of her running into my arms after a hard week’s work was just that: a made-up daydream.

I left my work boots in my mudroom that was now finished enough for me to use a little, and I went upstairs to my bedroom to put on something that wasn’t covered in drywall dust and caulk. 

And when I got stripped down to my boxer briefs, I happened to turn and look out the window that overlooked the Branch’s backyard. 

There she was. 

Katie, by the pool, just laying there. 

Katie in a bikini by the pool, just laying there. 

Looking hot. Hot as in sheened in sweat, but also hot as in how she looked. Slim, smooth, completely exposed. I felt myself stirring in my pants again. 

Because I knew what was between her legs as she lay there. Just a tiny, almost impossible-to-see bulge, right there where it shouldn’t be. 

Right where I wanted it. 

God, what happened to me? 

She was reclined on a lounge chair, and I pictured her eyes closed, though her sunglasses meant I couldn’t tell if they were or not. She looked like she was daydreaming, though. But about what? I hoped I knew the answer. Whatever it was, she had a sexy little smirk on her face. 

Me in my underwear, her in her bikini. Between the two of us there was barely enough cloth for an outfit, and what felt like miles separating us. But from my view, I could almost feel her naked skin. I could almost feel how smooth her inner thighs were. I already knew what it was like to grab her hips, I knew what it would sound like if she started breathing faster because of what I was doing to her…

My hand slipped into my shorts. I was already hard; why not? All week I had my imagination to work with, but this was real. My body kept wanting it when I thought about her, which was enough of a sign for me. 

She got up from being reclined, and walked to the pool stairs, where she dipped her toe in and pulled it back right away. 

I kept slowly stroking myself, though I doubted there was much cum left in me. It had been that kind of a week. 

She slowly walked down the stairs into the water, giving me a great view of her ass as she walked. It was perfect, her string bikini all the more tantalizing because I knew what it covered up. I knew what her back looked like as it met the crack of her ass. I knew what I’d find if my eyes kept following it down between her legs. I had seen her from this view before. 

After getting past the bottom step of the pool stairs, she didn’t really swim. Instead, she hugged herself and walked around the shallow end of the pool, the water lapping gently right where her crotch met the surface. I kept stroking, realizing that my legs were starting to tense up in anticipation. I looked around me for lube I knew I didn’t have. This would have to do. 

She splashed herself a little, and I felt her flinch from the cold water. She faced my direction and ran her hands all over her upper body, rubbing water all over her very small cleavage. 

My God, I wanted to be those hands. I wanted to rub her with sunscreen. 

She might not have had the biggest boobs in the world, but her nipples still got erect when she had sex. I wanted them in my mouth.  

I began stroking faster; it did not take long for her to turn me on. I passed up going out with the guys for this, and I was glad I did, even though I felt like I was in junior high all over again, sneaking into my closet after school to jerk off in secret, feeling nervous about a crush, and living in my head because Kendra’s cruelty made it that much harder for a little while. 

Katie slowly came out of the pool, rising up out of the water like a model, both hands gripping the stair railing, swinging her narrow hips, looking sexy, and feminine, and my eyes were fixed between her legs. 

She lay back down on the lounge chair, and I wanted to join her. 

And that’s when her hand slowly made its way down her body, right to the little triangle of dark fabric between her legs. Even from this far away I could tell she was rubbing herself in small circles. 

Oh God, she was horny. She was right there, and she was horny. I was jerking off to her; was she rubbing one out to me?

This was almost done for my benefit, right? She was facing me, she was giving me a full view of her body, she was almost making sure I could see what she was doing to herself. 

She was rubbing on top of her bikini in slow, teasing circles. She shifted her weight once, and her legs spread open even wider, her bulge even more pronounced, even more visible. 

I felt like we were together even though we weren’t. I wondered if she could see into my window and she knew what she was doing. Or if she assumed I would be watching her. Or if she hoped I would. 

I was, and I was enjoying every delicious second of it, watching her little fingers work herself over and get harder. Like me, yet somehow not like me at all. I looked down and pulled my waistband down, revealing my thick cock in my hand. Hers didn’t look like that. Hers looked girly, tiny, perky, almost…cute.. 

I could see a little drop of clear precum form at the tip of my cock; I was getting close. 

I turned my attention back to Katie, imagining that it was her hand working me over and not mine, or that I was back inside of her the way I was the other day, when we let desire get the better of us and I discovered more about myself than I ever thought I would. 

I stroked faster, and felt like I was right on the edge. I wanted to close my eyes, but I wanted to see who was going to cum first: me or Katie. 

Not long now…

Suddenly she sat up straight on the chair, threw a towel over her lap, and played with her hair. 

Alan walked into view from the house and it looked like they were talking. 

Goddammit. 

He almost caught her. His body language didn’t look like he knew what he just interrupted. 

There was so much he didn’t know. 

I froze, realizing that I had switched to watching Alan with my dick in my hand. I backed my hands out of my shorts, watching for signs she was in trouble. I wanted to go down there, take her by the hand, take her away from her father, and plunge myself deep inside her. 

Again and again. 

Instead, I watched them awkwardly talk, then she stood up and wrapped a towel around her waist. Alan went inside first, and she followed. 

Before she disappeared out of view, I could swear she blew a kiss in my direction. 

Did…she know I was there? 

***

I got to Alan’s house bright and early the next morning, just as they were finishing up doing the breakfast dishes. 

It was just two plates. 

“Katie not around?” I said. 

“Still sleeping,” Lila said. “She’s not feeling very…industrious lately.”

Or she was up late rubbing one out that Alan interrupted, I thought. 

“I can come back if she wants to sleep in,” I said. “It’s no trouble. It’s not like I live far away.” 

“No,” Alan said, shaking his head. “She stays up too late and maybe this will help light a fire under her.”

“Alan,” Lila said. “Please.”

“What?” he said. “Matt gets up early. Matt works hard. So can she.” 

“I think what Alan means is that it’s OK for you to work, even if she’s sleeping. We appreciate it. Some of this is outside Alan’s skillset.”

His face fell. Did she say that because he was badmouthing Katie? Is this some kind of spousal revenge? 

Alan shrugged it off, but he didn’t look happy. 

Lila scrubbed the mugs, but not before showing me the “problem” with the sink. A slow drip that required a ten cent rubber gasket. 

They thought it was amazing that I could diagnose the problem so quickly, and Alan took me through the house to show me the rest of it. As I suspected, it was nothing hard, and would mostly take time rather than real effort. 

Still, Lila handed me a list of all the things that needed fixing, complete with little blank spaces next to them so I could check things off as I worked. Something told me their last place had a list just like it and nothing got checked off. 

“A chore list, all for me?” I joked. 

That got a laugh out of them. It was a real laugh from Lila, and an uncomfortable laugh from Alan.

“We’re going to go out and do some shopping,” Alan said. “You know, hardware store, groceries, pool supplies. We’ll let you work in peace.” 

“You probably won’t see Katie before noon,” Lila said, grabbing her keys from a little bowl on the kitchen counter. 

Well that’s too bad, I thought. 

Maybe I could invent a job for her, give her something to hold so I could get her out of bed and see about Round Two. 

I could definitely find something for her to hold…

A few awkward exchanges of small talk later and I was watching them back out of their driveway, Alan sitting in the passenger seat with his hands in his lap. 

Poor guy. 

Maybe I would show him how to fix something one of these days. Something little and easy. After all, I was trying to get back in his daughter’s pants. 

For twenty or thirty minutes, I took care of the easiest chore list I ever saw. I replaced a gasket on the sink nozzle, fished a bottle cap out of the garbage disposal, snaked the shower drain, caulked a few things, tightened some others, and made my way through Lila’s list, checking things off as I went. 

At one point I stood in their silent house and looked at the check marks next to everything, and I wondered if I could invent another job to do so I could stay longer. 

It turned out I didn’t need to. I could feel myself being watched. 

I couldn’t explain it. I just felt like I wasn’t alone. 

When I glanced up from my list, who was standing in the hallway, but Katie. 

She was wearing a gauzy, light blue lace babydoll that was open in the front, allowing me to look from her chest all the way down her stomach, straight to the matching light blue lace G-string that was doing a terrible job hiding what she kept between her legs. 

“Good morning,” she said, fake yawning and stretching her body so her crotch jutted out. “Funny seeing you here.” 

I set the list down. I wanted to reach for her but she was too far away. I took one step towards her. 

“No, no, no,” she scolded, wagging her finger at me. “You have work to do. And I’m going to watch you work,” she said, playing with the strap at her shoulder. 

“You are going to distract me,” I said, swallowing. 

“I have that effect on you, don’t I?” she sighed. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“I was hoping you were watching me,” she said. “I love that bikini, and I think you did too.”

There it was. She did see me when she was at the pool. How much did she see though? 

“You slept too late,” I said. “I’m already done. There’s nothing to see.” 

Neither of us moved.

“You seem happy to see me,” she said, pointing to the bulge that was starting to poke through my pants. 

“I am,” I said. “I’ve been thinking about you.” 

“A lot?” 

“A lot.”

She slinked to the refrigerator and bent down in front of me to pick up a speck of dust from the floor. Her G-strong disappeared in her crack, and she flashed me a small, partial glimpse of her puckered little asshole. 

“Are you more of a boob man, or an ass man?” she asked after she stood back up. She squeezed one of her nipples through her babydoll.

“I…don’t know what kind of a man I am,” I said. 

“Careful,” she laughed. “I had that problem too.” 

“Ass man,” I said. 

“I might have a job for you,” she said, nodding. 

“What kind of job?” I asked, hoping it was her who needed to be worked on. 

“If I want a hook on my bedroom ceiling to hang a plant, can you install it?” 

Oh. That kind of a job. 

“Sure,” I said, thinking about getting into her bedroom. “It’s easy.”

“What if I want to hang something there that might weigh more?”

“Like, how much more?”

“I don’t know. Fifty pounds?”

“What are you hanging from the ceiling that weighs fifty pounds?”

“OK, maybe a hundred and twenty pounds.” 

She turned and walked down the hallway towards her bedroom. “Follow the ass, man,” she called behind her. 

She knew what she was doing, and I was glad she was doing it. I only got to see her from behind for a few steps before she turned into her bedroom and disappeared. 

I grabbed my toolbox and followed.

When I got there, she was already seated on her light pink comforter with her legs slightly open. She was making no attempt to hide her visible arousal at this point, and I was fine with it. I could feel myself swell even more in my pants. 

“Right there,” she pointed. In the corner of her bedroom, right by the window, on the floor there was a houseplant in a plastic pot that was suspended from a hook. It had nothing to hook into. 

“And that plant weighs 120 pounds?” I said, crossing my arms. 

“No, but I do,” she teased. 

I walked into the room and pretended to inspect the corner. It was a very girly room, or it would be once the boxes of stuffed animals and romance novels were fully unpacked. There were already scented candles everywhere, and the makeup on the dresser looked organized by color. 

There was no sign of the sex stool we had built, but I wasn’t about to rummage through her closet or sneak a look under her bed to find it. 

“I know you said you want to watch, but to hang 120 pounds from this spot I’d have to drive an eye bolt through a rafter.”

“I don’t know what that means, but say it again.”

“I’d have to drive a bolt through a rafter.” 

“Do it,” she said, squirming on the bed. 

“I need to do it from the attic above.” 

“Oh,” her face fell. 

“But you can stay here and tell me when the hole appears. Then take this bolt and put it into the hole.” I grabbed a long bolt and handed it to her. 

“Ooh, so thick,” she said, making like she was giving it a hand job. “I usually like someone else driving their thick bolt into a hole. You know that about me.” 

“You’ll be fine.”

“Don’t get any ideas.”

“Too late.” 

“Then you’d better hurry,” she said, and she reclined a little on her bed. Her nipples were poking through the lace of her top, and she was starting to stretch her panties so much that they were no longer tight to her crotch. 

By the time I finished drilling a hole through the rafter and reinforcing it on both sides, by the time she fed the bolt up through the hole and I tightened it into place, I was dripping with sweat. It had been hot for days, and their attic was a furnace. I was covered in dust when I made my way down the stairs from the attic, and Katie was right there waiting for me. 

“Oh, look at you,” she pouted, reaching for me. 

I felt the jolt of electricity as she touched me on the forearm. 

“Careful,” I said. “I am sweaty.” 

“Of course you are,” she purred. “Now follow me so you can finish me off. I mean, so you can finish the job off.” 

Gladly. 

When we got back into her room, the plant had been moved, and there was a chair below the eye bolt that she must have stood on when she fed it through. 

Next to the chair was…I don’t know what it was. It had a metal hook at the top, there were straps everywhere, and it looked like…a canvas hammock? That couldn’t be. Not with one hook, unless she planned to hang the other side of it from her bed frame. 

“What is this?” I said, lifting it by the hook. 

“You’ll see,” she said sweetly. “Now hang it up for me.” 

“I think you should do it,” I said, picturing her needing to stand on the chair and giving me an eye-level view of her midsection. 

Ass, crotch, whatever. I needed her, and judging from the still-hard little tent in her panties, she needed something too. 

“I’m not tall enough,” she said. “Won’t you help me, you big, strong man?”

I handed her the hook, and in one quick motion, spun her around, grabbed her by the hips, and held her up in front of me so she could reach the eye bolt. 

“Oh!” she gasped as I lifted her off the ground. 

I held her in place and had her perfect little ass right in front of my face. Inches away. I wanted to kiss it. I wanted to lick it. I wanted to feel her body every way I could. And she was in my arms, and we were so close…

“There,” she said, after I heard something click into place above me. I looked up, and tossed her a little so I could spin her around, facing me. Now her bulging panties were right in my face, and her babydoll was open in front, and I brought her body close to me, and kissed her inner thighs. 

“Oh God,” she moaned. “Not so fast, Mister. You need to get me into the swing.” 

“Is that what this is?” I lowered her down, and helped her sit back in it. She wriggled and squirmed and untangled the straps, and before long she was reclined, hanging in mid-air in the corner of her room, and her little erection was standing straight up, visibly pink and perfect underneath the nearly-see-through light blue lace. She looked at me with a lusty smile. 

“I don’t have a green thumb,” she said. “But my parents don’t need to know that.” 

“This is some plan,” I said, reaching my hands up and grabbing onto hers, giving her a light push. She swung back and forth. 

“I make lots of plans,” she said. “Maybe you want to help me with this one?” 

“I can probably figure this one out,” I said, and I dropped my hands to her thighs, rubbing her gently from knee to crotch. Her head fell back and she looked up at the ceiling. 

“If you draw out this foreplay anymore, I am going to cum on the spot,” she said. 

“This is foreplay?” I teased, and I pressed into her thighs even harder. 

“You fucking animal,” she whispered. “I need to cum so bad.” 

“I’ve wanted you all week,” I said, fumbling with my belt buckle. 

“The lube is right there,” she said, nodding her head towards her dresser. “If you tease me any more I am going to lose my mind. Just fuck me, right now. Fuck me.”

I reached for the lube and dribbled it all over the floor at my feet, but enough got on to my raging hardon that I was ready. I tugged her panties to the side, revealing the hungry little asshole that I knew was hiding there the whole time. She gripped the straps of the sex swing and opened her mouth in anticipation. I slid in easily, and she gasped, locking eyes with me as I went all the way in. 

“Good God,” she breathed. “You are stretching me out. I missed this all week.” 

I started gently, rocking the swing back and forth so I only went in and out an inch or so. But after three or four thrusts, she was trying to swing her body towards me even more. 

She wanted it all, and I wrapped my arms around her body, and I started fucking her for real. 

She grunted through my first few full-length thrusts, and she tried to spread her legs apart. 

“I saw you by the pool. You looked hot.”

“I was thinking about you,” she said, and her hands gripped the ropes that the swing hung from. 

I reached down and flicked the front of her panties aside, so her little cock could stick out. 

“What else did you see?” she gasped. 

“I saw you in the water,” I said. 

“Keep going,” she moaned. Her little erection stood almost perfectly straight up. 

“I saw you laying on the chair.”

“More!” 

“I saw you with your hand between your legs,” I said, and I reached down to her little girlcock and began stroking it in time with my thrusts. 

“Oh God!” she grunted, and I felt her cock get rock-hard in my hand. 

“It was hot watching you get off,” I breathed, slowly working my hand over her cock. 

“I never got off,” she whined. “Not after we were together.”

“You haven’t gotten off all week?” 

“I’ve been saving it up,” she whispered. “I need you to fuck it out of me.” 

She hung there, helpless as I thrust in and out of her, and I started pausing each stroke with my hand so that I could rub the underside of her cock with my thumb. Her eyes were closed and she was starting to lose control; her neck no longer seemed to be able to hold her head up, and her legs started to feel limp. 

She hung there, weightless, totally at my mercy, and I fucked her until I felt–and heard–the slap of my thighs against her ass. I slowly squeezed my grip around her girl cock tighter and tighter until the look on her face told me everything I needed to know: she was being transported again, she could do nothing but lie back and lose herself as I pounded her and her moans echoed in the empty house. 

“Don’t you ever stop this,” she moaned. “Don’t stop!” 

I kept thrusting and began feeling my orgasm start to build. What was it about a hot girl saying “don’t stop” that made me lose control? 

Her hands seemed to hold on to the ropes for dear life, and her mouth was open in permanent pleasure. Her body started to twist as much as the swing would let it, and then I felt her go limp. 

Her first blast of cum hit her right in the face. The next hit her on the chest, and by the time I felt her pulses start to subside, I had a handful of her girlcum and there was a trail of it leading right back to her mouth that was still open and gasping for air. 

I was close, but not done, and I kept pumping as hard as I could. I brought my hand to her face and she began licking her own cum from my hand. 

That was the final moment for me, and I felt my body start to hum. 

“I’m gonna cum!” I gasped.

“Fill me!” she said as she licked, and I buried myself all the way inside of her and felt a week of longing, a week of want, a week of the most uncontrollable fantasies I had ever had, all of it was released at the same time, and I somehow managed to fill her with cum. Pulse after pulse, my legs started to go weak as I rode through the longest orgasm of my life. 

How was there so much in me still, after the week I had? 

She held on to me and pulled me towards her, as close as our bodies could get. 

I felt an electric tingle all through my body as she held me. I felt the heat between my legs throb as I started to come down from my high. I felt her, still squeezing my cock tightly inside of her. 

And soon I was softer, and her grip slackened, and she eased up. 

It was over. 

As she let me go and I started to stand back up, I knew her cum was going to be all over my shirt. I didn’t care. 

I rubbed her legs as our breath calmed, and by the time I could concentrate again, I was aware of a slight metallic squeaking sound coming from above as the swing rocked back and forth. Did it sound like that the whole time we fucked? 

“My God I needed that,” she said as I rested my hands on her knees, spread far apart. 

I was fully soft, but stayed inside her. 

“I couldn’t wait to do that again,” I said. “You were all I thought about this week.”

“My parents might be home soon,” she said. “We can’t be caught like this.” 

“Your father thinks I’m a good influence on you,” I said, backing out of her ass with a wet plapping sound. I dripped a single drop of cum onto her floor, and I watched a creamy load of my white cum start to drip out of her asshole. God, I really filled her up. 

“You can influence me any time,” she said, playing with some cum that was on her chest, then licking it off her fingers. “You have cum on your shirt. Go wash it off.” 

I pulled my pants up and helped her out of the swing. 

I wanted to hold her close again. I wanted to help clean her up. I wanted to do lots of things. 

Instead, we heard the one sound we did not want to hear: a car coming in the driveway. 

Her eyes got wide and she shoved me out of her bedroom, slamming the door shut behind me. 

I cleaned myself in the bathroom, washing lube and cum off my hands, dabbing the cum off of my shirt, and I finished in time to hear the front door open.

“Katie, we’re back!” Lila called. 

Jesus, that was close. I was still sweaty, but it could be from the work in the attic rather than the frantic sex. 

And Katie’s bedroom door was still shut when I slowly walked past it to go back to the kitchen and clean up, and all I could do was hope she was able to remove all evidence of…everything. 

“All set,” I said, coming around the corner into the kitchen, drying my hands on a shirt that had Katie’s cum all over it. 

I needed to act like nothing had happened, but everything had happened. Again. 

“Oh, great,” Alan said, setting down a bag of groceries. “Hopefully it wasn’t too hard.”

“Not hard at all,” I said. “I managed. Katie even helped.”

“Oh, the Sleeping Queen is finally up?” Lila cooed. 

“I can hear you,” Katie’s voice sounded from down the hall. She walked around the corner with her hair in a messy bun, wearing a sweatshirt and leggings. I wanted her all over again, no matter what she looked like. 

“Thanks for your help today, Matt,” Katie said, handing me the toolbox I had left in her room. “Oh, and you forgot this,” she said, handing me a folded-up piece of paper. I put it into my pocket. 

There was no sign on her face that we had just done what we did. 

“Yes, thank you, Matt,” Alan said. 

Lila turned the sink on and off and looked up, cheerfully. “No drip!” she said. 

“Dad, Matt helped me hang my plant,” Katie said proudly. “Come on, I’ll show you.” 

And as Katie took her father back into her bedroom to show her the innocent plant hanging from the very spot where she and I just fucked, I tried to decline a hundred dollar bill from Lila. When she insisted, I folded it up, put it in my pocket next to whatever Katie handed me, and went back home. 

***

What is happening in my life? I thought, as I set my tools down in my garage. 

If her parents had gotten home any sooner, there was no mistaking the sounds that were coming out of Katie. We had risked it all for a little bit of fun, and it was worth it. 

For now. 

I reached into my pocket and took out my money. What was I going to do with this? The work wasn’t worth a hundred bucks, and I couldn’t help but laugh how they basically paid me to have sex with Katie. 

Then I unfolded the paper that Katie gave me. 

It was just the To Do list that Lila had written out for me, each item written in her neat handwriting and then checked off in mine. 

But there, at the bottom of the list, were two new items on the chore list. 

The first one read “Fuck Katie,” and it was checked. Twice. 

The second one read “Text Katie goodnight,” followed by her phone number. There was an empty space for me to check it. 

I looked down at Katie’s clearly visible cum on the front of my shirt that was starting to dry out. I felt myself still dripping in my underwear. Then I looked again at her phone number, which I began to read over and over, until I had it memorized in just a few minutes. 

Parts of my life just got a lot more complicated, and parts got a lot easier. 

I couldn’t wait to see what that meant. 
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Excerpt from “Hot Yoga”

One of these days, I’d take a day off and actually go somewhere. I’d travel someplace warm and tropical, and I’d wear a bikini, and I’d lay by the pool and everyone would look at me, and I’d feel so pretty and so sexy, and people would wonder who the little blonde girl was by the pool, and could they get her number? 

And then they’d try, and that’s where my fantasy got hazy. 

Because I wanted to be wanted, sure, and I wanted to feel pretty, and be sexy, and have someone tell me they wanted me, but I didn’t really want some stranger at a hotel to be the one to do it. The more I thought about it, the more I knew that I didn’t want just anyone to pick me up. I wanted Michael to do that. 

Michael, as in, the big, strong kid who I had been friends with for years. 

Michael, as in, my best friend from growing up, who was on my Little League team and went to the same college as me. 

Michael, as in, my current roommate. 

Michael, as in, the guy who I had been friends with since before I became Yvonne. 

And it was awkward, and I had no idea how to tell him, and I did not want to risk losing him as a friend, because how many friends did I have? 

Not many. Certainly no one who stuck with me during the transition from Evan to Yvonne. No one who accepted me as I was, no questions asked, no debate, no doubt. Not even my parents could say that.

But Michael could. 

We moved in together after college, and even though he had the better job and we couldn’t split rent 50/50, he was fine with it. 

I stayed bashful and private as I started changing. I could tell it was hard for him, but what was I going to do? It was hard to be honest with him, hard to overwrite all the history we had together. I got more and more comfortable, and then one day I just stayed dressed as Yvonne, and that was that. We never really talked about it, and not much changed. 

Except for that one little problem, which was that deep down, I really wanted it to change. 

Like, I really wanted it to change. 

Before i started on hormones, I had a hard time keeping sexual thoughts at bay. Like, I’d get turned on, and then that was it: I had to get off, or else. But after hormones, it was easier to just notice that I was turned on, then go about my life and kind of, I don’t know, push the thoughts away. Like, I had more control over them. 

That made it easy at first to simply notice that I was getting turned on when he’d come home from work, or when I’d watch him do things around the apartment. I’d miss him when he was gone, and think about him a lot. 

But I had a lot more control over it. I’d just say “it’s not meant to be, I am horny but should stop.”

And then I’d stop. 

Until recently. 

I don’t know if it changed the night he kicked Scott out of our apartment after he was making little snide comments and jokes each time I’d leave the room. We were watching Sunday Night Football, like we did all through high school and college, when it was me, Michael, Scott, Landon, Karl, and Justin. We all moved on after school, and only Scott was close enough to us to keep the tradition going. 

But then he made one too many dick jokes, and I heard Michael snap at him, and then I heard Scott ask if Michael was gay, and then there was a scuffle, and when I came back to the living room, Scott was gone and he was never invited back. 

So maybe that was the night it changed. Maybe that was when I began feeling a throb when Michael would look at me. Maybe that was when I started being really conscious of what I was wearing, and whether I was making him uncomfortable. Maybe that was when I couldn’t tell if he was my friend, or roommate, or protector, or what. 

But I knew that I was no longer able to really keep sexual thoughts under control, and that suddenly made things awkward, and hard, and yet somewhat thrilling. Like there was a secret that started hanging out with us, and it made our jokes…different. It made our meal prep times sillier. It made the wall between our bedrooms feel sadder. 

I could never tell him that I would rub one out under the sheets while thinking of him. 

Or that on days he’d go into the office, I’d sit in his bathroom and smell the aftermath of his shower as I sat in our apartment alone. 

That on days he worked from home and I went into the office, I’d get up earlier than I needed to, simply to avoid seeing him and getting horny before work. 

And so I took to taking days off when he’d have to go to work. I’d wait for him to leave, call in “sick,” and then I could have a day where I would privately work out any sexual tension that I had built up–that he had built up–and by the time he got home I’d be relaxed and the tension was…it wasn’t gone, but it was manageable. 

And all I had to do was walk around the apartment naked, my hairless body completely exposed. I’d imagine him in the other room while I did it, and I’d get even more worked up. 

I would put on sexy lingerie, or tiny panties, or any of the little bikinis I had bought so that I could feel alive. 

I’d do yoga, or pilates, or a ton of bodyweight squats to help make my hips and ass look–and feel–amazing. 

And then, after hours of being a sexually vibrant person, after hours of feeling every molecule of my skin be exposed, after changing outfits four or five times over, I would go to my bedroom, shut the door, and since no one was home, I’d get out my most powerful vibrator, turn it all the way up, and rumble myself to an explosive orgasm that shook my whole body for what felt like an hour. 

Then I’d take a shower, compose myself, and by the time he got home from work, I could handle things again because I had worked it all out of my body. 

And when he told me that he needed to go into the office on Friday, I knew that I’d use up a vacation day yet again on a day of me. A day where I could let myself go and keep myself in check. 

Because I was getting sloppy. 

Once during the week, I asked if he wanted to watch me do yoga because he said his back had been hurting. It was awkward, though I wanted him to watch me so badly. 

Once at night I waited for him to be snoring, then I snuck around the apartment in a pair of boy shorts and a little tank top. Then the next night I didn’t even wait for the snoring to start; I just did it. 

I was getting careless, and it was too much, and with him out of the apartment I could spend the day taking care of myself, and then we could get back to being friends.

And maybe, just maybe, I’d start to daydream about someone else when I’d picture myself at a hotel pool…

Want to know what happens when Michael gets home?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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