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Maid For Me

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor

Book Three

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


I got her phone number. 

First it was on a piece of paper, then I memorized it, and then I had it programmed into my phone and I’d never lose it again. 

It was just a girl’s phone number. I had those before. Still did, in fact. I could scroll through my phone and find the last time that I texted Amanda Murphy. It was last October. The last thing I said to her was “I’ll text you later.” 

That makes me seem cruel, like I never texted her again, but it was because I ran into her at the pharmacy one morning and she was with her boyfriend. So…that was that.

Now Sara Davies is another matter. She’s in my phone and I never called her. Rand Petrovicky at work wanted to hook up with Sara’s friend one night and needed a wingman. So he flirted with the friend, and I sat with Sara, and we flirted a little, and Rand and What’s-Her-Name went off by themselves, and Sara and I made out a little bit, and then the bartender made a joke about getting a room, and everyone went their separate ways and I don’t remember why. 

Oh, also in my phone is Morgan Walton. She was hot, and we went on a few dates, and we even banged on the third date, but then the fourth date fell flat and if there was a fifth date I don’t remember it. 

The last message I got from her was “You’re a sweet guy, Matt, but I don’t see this working out,” and I sent the thumb’s up emoji in reply. I wasn’t trying to be hurtful. It’s just that we like to say other people don’t hurt us, but they do, and we find ways to cope. 

Like when Kendra in high school said she’d never date me because her Dad was in finance and mine was a roofer. That hurt. I never told her, and I never really did anything about it. But it still hurt. 

And then I went out with Morgan a few times and paid for everything, and I knew there was no spark but I kept at it anyway because I thought I was supposed to, and then we were intimate and it felt…off. She just sort of laid there on her back and nothing really seemed to work. Her facial expression never really changed, she insisted on doing it in the dark, and I couldn’t tell if she actually enjoyed herself. 

Then she ended it before it really got going, and did it over a text message, and I had to admit that it stung a little bit and I tried to play it cool, but maybe it was too cool. 

So, three girls in my phone. If I wanted more, I needed my old phone. 

Katie made four. The fourth girl. 

Although…was she a girl? 

Again, I’m not being mean. It’s a genuine question. She and I had never talked about it, not like that kind of thing comes up during sex. 

I mean, she had a dick.

And even in my thoughts, sentences like that came so easily: she had a dick.

Well, she did. And I watched it jump and spasm and cum. I watched it get hard. Hell, I played with it while she was hanging in a sex swing from her bedroom ceiling. I watched it bounce around. And it was…cute. 

I had to admit that it was cute. 

And it was attached to someone who was also cute. Very cute. Short hair, smooth body, athletic, tight. 

A little flat-chested, but that was to be expected since…

Again, thinking about what she was. Who she was. But I knew who she was. She was girly and soft and direct, she was fun and adventurous and unexpected and blunt. She was a girl with something else, and I wanted all of her. 

Even the extra bits. 

That was that. 

And now I had her phone number, and while she had written “Text Katie goodnight” on my To Do list, I could do anything that I wanted. 

Text her good morning? Check. 

Text her to come over? Check. 

Text her that I was thinking of her? Check. 

Or she could text me, right? This didn’t just move in one direction. 

She could text me something nice, like she couldn’t wait to see me. 

Or she could send me a pic of her in her underwear. 

That kind of thing. The kind of thing I never had with Amanda, or Sara, or Morgan, but that I might have with Katie, although it’s not like we were dating or anything. Just fucking. 

Twice. Is that exclusive? Was it just fun? 

It was nothing like being with Morgan, that’s for sure. Both times Katie and I had sex, was it in the dark? No. She had no shame, she was not hiding, and she looked amazing as we did it. 

I kept reliving the way her thighs felt as I slid my hands over them, teasing her. I kept re-imagining what she looked like bent over in front of me the first time we did it, like animals in her parents’ living room. 

“Re-imagining” isn’t the right word, because there was no imagination necessary. It happened. It legitimately happened, and I didn’t need to imagine it at all. I just needed to remember it. And, like her phone number that I memorized, I’d never forget it. 

I’d never forget anything about it. Because it wasn’t just how smooth she looked, and felt in my hands. It wasn’t just the little bump in her panties that she couldn’t hide. It wasn’t just that she was a supremely sexual being. It was that she wanted me, of all people. I wasn’t touching her and wondering if anything happened, or if she felt anything at all. 

No, she had already made multi-step plans for us to have sex. She did it once, then she did it again. 

Was there any doubt she wanted me? No, there wasn’t. And there was no doubt about what I wanted, either. 

I wanted her. 

And so it was pretty easy to wait until the sun went down, then I texted what she told me to text her: Goodnight, Katie. Sleep well.

And to keep myself from obsessing over a reply, I left my phone upstairs, went down into the basement to do some pushups and curls, and when I was sweaty enough, came back upstairs to take a shower and go to bed. 

Waiting for me was her reply: Night night, Matt. 

Then, a few minutes later: Got a little surprise for you, lol. I’ll show you tomorrow!

I immediately felt myself get a little hard in my shorts imagining her naked body again, and my mind went all kinds of places with what her surprise might be. 

Another bikini? An even smaller one than the one she wore by the pool?

A different lace babydoll? 

Tiny panties? 

Tinier panties? 

Some kind of BDSM furniture? 

A short skirt? 

It could be anything. With her, you never knew. She was consistently surprising, and even knowing I’d be surprised was thrilling, because I had no idea what she had in mind. 

After a cold shower, I went to bed throbbing, but kept my hands off myself. Whatever she had in mind, I wanted it to end with the biggest load of cum I could manage. 

***

Her surprise wasn’t going to happen in the morning, since I watched her walk out the front door of her house with her parents. Were they all going to church together? They were a little dressed up, and it was Sunday morning, after all. 

Katie looked sexy and demure from where I stood at my kitchen sink. She was wearing a long blue dress that almost reached the ground, hugged her hips, and showed off her shoulders and little, itty-bitty cleavage. 

I knew what was under that dress. I knew what would happen if I slid my hands up her soft, inner thighs. I’d awaken that little bump between her legs, and it would stick straight out, and she’d somehow have lube close at hand, and then she’d growl as I fucked her tight little hole. She would definitely not lay there like Morgan. She would squirm and moan and wherever we were it would be well-lit, and I’d watch her finally explode when she couldn’t take anymore of me, and then I’d want her all over again, right away. 

Your dress isn’t fooling me, Katie, I thought. It’s covering up what I already know. 

She blew a kiss in the general direction of my house as she got in the car, and then they were gone. 

Or did I imagine that? Did she scratch her nose and I saw it as a blown kiss? Did I want it to be a blown kiss? 

God, this was making me feel like a teenager again, a hormone-driven semi-infatuation with someone who took up residence in your head, unpacked all their stuff, and then stayed there, looking at you every time you tried to think about something else. 

All I could think about was her promised surprise, her perfect body, and what I wanted to do to it, over and over again. 

The surprise may have been on her schedule, but I had a whole day in front of me and, as always, a lot of work to do. 

I thought about her as I mowed the front yard: what kind of panties did she wear to church? 

I thought about her as I mowed the backyard: how many bikinis did she own, and how many different styles? And how would they feel different if I ran my hands over her body, hooking my fingers under her waistband? Running my hand over the little bump between her legs? 

I thought about her as I made lunch: where did she go to school, what did she study, and how much sex did she have? 

I thought about her as I rewired the three-way switches in my basement and on my front porch: how did I get to be so lucky that she wanted to use her surprises on me? 

If this kept up, eventually I would have to surprise her; I couldn’t just sit around waiting for her to decide to do something, even if she was the one who knew how to sneak around under her parents’ noses (how did she get good at that?). I couldn’t wait for her to make a move, make a plan, have an idea, or miss me enough to do something about it.

Three times I talked myself out of jerking off. Three times. Each time I had to fight the urge to look at online porn, trying to find a femboy or crossdresser or transgirl who looked like Katie so I could imagine it was me doing those things to her on the video. Three times I needed to fight the urge to be an animal, to let my lust get the better of me and relive my teenage years of using entire boxes of tissues as I jerked off, again and again, as I imagined what I would do to every girl around me. Only this time it was one single girl, one single body, and an imagination I couldn’t keep up with. 

I distracted myself by going to the grocery store and buying at least two weeks’ worth of food for some reason. 

I distracted myself some more by cleaning my living room. 

Then the downstairs bedroom. 

Then both upstairs bedrooms. 

Then the bathrooms. 

Then the kitchen. 

My house was the cleanest it had ever been, my libido was in check, and the sun had started to go down.

And still no surprise. 

Maybe I would need to go online and look at kinky porn? Maybe I would need to take matters into my own hands, and imagine being with her again. Maybe I would need to–

My phone buzzed, pulling me out of my funk. 

Please be Katie, please be Katie, I thought as I picked it up. 

It was her. 

My hands trembled as I unlocked the phone and anticipated what it was. 

A booty call? A photo of her in her underwear? A video that she made of herself, riding a dildo on her sex stool, so I could get this sexual torment under control, finally, and move on with my life?

Do you have a reciprocating saw? Can my Dad borrow it? Lol. 

Um, what? 

Really? 

Jesus fucking Christ. 

Still no surprise. Nothing. 

Yes, she texted me, and yes, she at least gave me a lol at the end of it, but really? 

That’s how my day would end? With my hot femboy neighbor teasing me all day in my mind, only to have her text be about a saw? 

And what on earth was Alan going to do with a reciprocating saw, anyway? He didn’t know how to do anything, by his own admission. 

This is what I get. Every time, every damn time, I say I’m not going to let girls get in my head, and I fail each time. I get my hopes up, I let my lust get the better of me, and I get ahead of myself. 

And then I get disappointed, and even hurt a little. 

Like now. Like, keeping a throbbing erection at bay for days, distracting myself with little jobs around the house so I kept from thinking about her promised surprise, only to have it turn out to be…nothing. Just her Dad wanting to borrow a tool I’d probably have to teach him to use. 

Does he need it now? I wrote back. I have one, and I can get it. 

He says he can come pick it up now lol.

Another lol, and yet she hadn’t said anything funny. 

Send him over, I typed back. 

Great. Can’t wait to awkwardly talk to her father. 

“What’s up, Alan?” I’d say, and we’d shake hands. “I absolutely have not been fantasizing about your daughter. We fucked twice, by the way, in your house, and it was fucking amazing, and here’s the stupid saw.” 

Exactly like that. It’s what I’d be thinking, but I’d actually be polite, and wouldn’t show my disappointment to see him, and I’d offer to teach him to use it, and I’d do it. 

I put my shoes on, went out to the garage, and flipped the light on, muttering under my breath about how I had pretty much wasted the day and here it was getting late and I’d have gone about things so differently if I knew that Katie’s surprise was that there was no surprise. 

I went straight for the cabinet where I kept my tools, and opened the door.

“Boo,” I heard from somewhere behind me. 

I jumped, a little, and turned to the corner where the sound came from. 

It was Katie, wearing a pair of black leggings and an oversized t shirt. “Did I scare you?” she said softly.

“No,” I said, “I just wasn’t expecting to see you. Were you waiting in the dark? Let me get the saw.”

“Silly,” she said. “I don’t need a saw.” 

“You don’t need–”

She stepped forward and I saw that she was wearing a backpack. There was a suitcase behind her. 

“I was just teasing,” she said. 

“You look like you’re going somewhere,” I said. 

“I am,” she said. “I told my parents I was visiting a friend for the week and that you said you’d drive me to the airport.” 

“I….am?” 

“Silly,” she said again. “This is the surprise.”

“Me taking you to the airport?” 

“No,” she laughed. “Me spending the week at your house while my parents think I’m in Toronto.” 

Wait, what? 

“Are you…serious?” I asked, closing the door of the cabinet. 

She grinned and nodded. 

“So…that was the surprise?” 

“Surprise!” she said, and threw her hands up in the air enough for her shirt to fly up and give me a glimpse of her soft, flat, smooth stomach. 

“We get to play house,” she said. “I’ve been shopping, and I think you’re going to want to see what I’ve been buying.” She patted the top of her suitcase and waited for me to say something. 

What did she buy? 

Bikinis? 

Skirts? 

Panties? 

“I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off of you,” I said, lowering my voice so the sound didn’t carry out of the garage. “If you walk around in my house in your underwear for a few days, I don’t think you’re going to survive.”

“I think I’ll be just fine,” she smirked. She got right up close to me and whispered into my ear. “I don’t plan on wearing underwear for a while.” 

I gulped. “The house is that way,” I said, pointing to the door to the side of the garage.

“I’ll meet you inside,” she smiled, and off she went, backpack on her back, suitcase dragged behind her. She bumped it through the doorway, then I heard her drag it across the little walkway to the house, then I heard my back door open, and then I was on my own in my garage. 

***

By the time I shut the lights off in the garage, locked everything up, and came back inside, I heard her bumping her suitcase up the last few stairs, then rolling it down the hall to my bedroom. 

My bedroom. 

Which she’d apparently be sleeping in too. 

Oh, who cares about sleeping? Sometime in the next few minutes, I’d be stripping her clothes off of her and we’d be fucking ourselves silly, which we could do any time we wanted for the next week. 

The next week. 

And I couldn’t wait to get started. The hard-on I’d been trying to keep from forming the last few days was starting to realize nothing was stopping it anymore, and it started raising a tent in my shorts. 

I started up the stairs and got halfway. 

“No peeking!” she called from my bedroom. “Get right back downstairs, mister!” 

“‘Mister,’ huh?” I said. I started backing down the stairs and I waited at the bottom. 

“And no waiting, either!” she called. “Go right back to the kitchen!” 

“You know,” I said, “my house, my rules.” 

“You sound like Alan,” she called. “I can always tell him my flight was canceled.” 

“Fine,” I said, making sure she could hear me as I walked loudly back to the kitchen. 

I ran the faucet for something to do and took a big drink of water, then washed the glass and put it away. I heard high-heeled footsteps make their way down the stairs and through the house. 

I waited, but I wasn’t prepared for what I saw when she made it all the way into the kitchen. 

“Your house is so clean,” she said, coming around the corner into full view. “I’m not going to have anything to do.”

She was wearing a tiny French Maid costume, black satin lined with white lace, a little apron covering her front. Black heels, white thigh-high stockings, a tiny black skirt with a lace apron, and she only had a tiny black corset on top. 

“My God,” I said. 

“You like?” She twirled around so I could get a full view, and she waved her feather duster at me. 

“Gorgeous,” I said. “I can guarantee you aren’t getting any work done in that.” 

“Does the master of the house approve?” she winked. 

“The master of the house has no self-control,” I said. “While he prefers his staff underdressed, it’s not because he has a lot for them to do.” 

“Now that you mention it, I do feel a little overdressed,” she said, looking down at herself. 

“If this is overdressed,” I said, “I’m the one who isn’t going to survive the week.” 

She nodded to herself. “Definitely overdressed,” she said, and she set her feather duster down on the counter, then shimmied out of the little black skirt until just the lacey apron hung down in front of her and covered her crotch. “Much better,” she said, and kicked her skirt at me with one foot, where I caught it in mid-air. 

“Oh no,” I groaned as I held it up between us, still feeling her warmth on it. She was really small, as it didn’t seem possible for her to fit into what I was holding up. It looked more like a hand towel than a whole skirt. 

“Now I can really get to work,” she said, and she grabbed her feather duster, spun around, and I watched her naked ass sway away from me as she pretended to dust my counter. 

I was not going to be able to take much more of this. The teasing glint in her eye meant she was clearly enjoying herself, but here I was, watching a semi-naked live-in femboy maid in my kitchen performing some fake domestic duty while I felt an awful throbbing in my shorts. 

And she found it hilarious. 

She opened one of my cupboards and stood there, bare-assed, thinking about what she was looking at. 

“Oooh,” she finally said. “This might work.” And she got on her tiptoes, then leaned up as far as she could. I saw her little dangling balls between her legs as she reached, and she grabbed a box of cake mix from the top shelf of the cupboard.

I had cake mix? 

She read the back of the box and squinted at me. “I have soooooo much work to do,” she said. 

Then she bent down in front of me and opened the bottom cupboards, flashing me her puckered asshole. 

Then she stepped to the next cupboard and did it again.

“I hope you never find what you’re looking for,” I said, stepping close to her with my hands out. 

“No,” she pouted, slapping my hands away. “Hands off the help. You can, however, point me to a big bowl, and a whisk.” 

“You’re doing great looking on your own,” I said, adjusting the erection in my shorts so she could tell what I was doing. 

“First: cake,” she said. 

“Then…cock?” I said.

“Boy, you’ve really missed me, huh?” she said. “Hey, found them!” And she grabbed a mixing bowl, a whisk, and then clicked her heels to the refrigerator, where she grabbed the eggs. 

“So you’d really rather cook right now?” I said. “You don’t want to play at all?”

“We are playing, silly,” she said, then she turned my oven on, and got to work. 

For the next few minutes she wagged her cute little butt at me while she measured, stirred, sifted, mixed, and poured. The room smelled like a birthday, and soon she was bending down in front of the oven to put the cake pan in. 

“How long does it need?” I asked. 

“25 minutes,” she said, closing the door. 

“I don’t need that long,” I said, dropping to my knees behind where she stood in front of my oven. “Don’t you dare move,” I growled, and I heard her yelp as I grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands and started to massage them. “God, I’ve missed this,” I whispered. 

She braced her hands on the counters on either side of the oven, and I slowly parted her ass to reveal the tight little hole she flashed me earlier. 

In one quick motion, I buried my face and began to lick, slowly. 

“Ohhhhhh,” she gasped. “I’ve missed this, Matt,” she breathed. “I thought about it all day, even in church.” 

“That’s because you’re naughty,” I said. 

“You…make me…this way,” she breathed in time with my licks. 

I worked my tongue slowly around her and felt her tense up. 

I slowly ran one hand up her inner thigh, feeling her shiver the whole time, and I stopped when I reached what I was looking for. 

With her balls in the palm of my hand, I pinched the little head of her cock between my thumb and index finger, and started stroking it, slowly, feeling it respond to my touch.

It started to grow, and swell, and soon it was at full attention. 

“Oh God,” she breathed, and she lifted her apron out of the way. 

I licked more forcefully and felt her press her body back into my face, using the counter as leverage. 

“Oh God, Matt,” she moaned, grinding herself into my face as I stroked her little erection. My own raging hard-on wanted to get out of my shorts. 

I worked my tongue around her in firm circles around, and around, and around, feeling her gyrate against my face. I’d get dangerously close to her opening, then I’d back off, starting my long, slow tease all over again. 

I stroked her again, and she kept saying “Oh, God,” over and over, until suddenly she yelped and sounded panicked, and stood up straight.

“Oh God!” she cried, and I felt her cock start to spray everywhere. 

I stroked it the whole time she came, feeling it pulse between my fingers, and she shuddered as I forcefully licked her opening, her asshole tightening as the last of her orgasm shot all over the front of my oven door. 

She slowed her gyrations and I could hear nervous laughter above me. 

“Oh, no,” she said, her hand covering her mouth. “Oh, I’m so embarrassed.”

“Why?” I looked up from below. “That was hot. You were ready to pop, huh?”

“I didn’t last long at all,” she said. “The cake has 23 minutes left. Two minutes! Two minutes, Matt. That’s all I gave you.”

“It was pretty hot,” I said. “Like, desperate and powerful.” 

She stood there looking at me and she looked down between her legs as her cock started to get soft. A long rope of cum dripped from her tip and almost reached the floor. 

“God, I made a mess,” she said, hand still covering her mouth. The front of the oven door was covered in girl cum. She dripped again while standing there. I never saw where the first drip went. 

“You did make a mess,” I said. “Luckily for us you’re dressed for the job.” 

I stood up and reached between her legs, getting a drip of her cum on my finger. I lifted it up between us and watched it glisten on my fingertip, then brought it to her lips. 

She sucked her cum off my finger eagerly with her eyes closed. 

“I need a few minutes to recharge,” she said. “Let me clean up this mess I made.” 

She shoved me playfully in the direction of one of my kitchen chairs, then she got down on her knees, once again putting her tight little hole on display for me. I was still throbbing in my shorts; she may have gotten release from what we just did, but I sure didn’t. I still wanted her, badly. 

Needed her, actually.

Wagging her perfect ass in my face, she licked her way up the oven door, making sure to slurp up every last bit of the cum that I worked out of her. She spread her legs, arched her back, and gave me a full view of her empty balls, hanging between her legs as she worked. 

God, what a view. What a girl. What absolute filth I wanted to do to her, and I had all week to do it, and we were so worked up that not five minutes into her vacation in my house, she had already cum once and I was overwhelmed by the thought of burying myself in her ass and finally getting some kind of relief. She may have lasted a dozen of my strokes, but I felt like I could finish faster than that; I was positively aching. 

“I am so dirty,” she said, licking her fingers. “I haven’t even unpacked and I’m already making a terrible mess.” 

She crawled her way to me across the short distance of the floor and ran her hands over my cock through my shorts. “I think you liked watching me work, though, didn’t you?” 

“Careful,” I said, as she pulled it out of my shorts. “This thing might go off any second.” 

“Oh yeah?” she said, and she wrapped her wet lips around the tip and licked me, slowly. Agonizingly slow. 

She looked at the timer for the cake. 

“We have plenty of seconds,” she said. 

And she gripped the base of my cock firmly, and I felt her warm, wet tongue slide the whole way up, then she did it again. 

I squirmed in my chair. 

“You like that?” she breathed. “You did this to me, now it’s my turn.” 

“Jesus,” I moaned as she slowly worked her mouth over my whole length. 

“He can’t help you now,” she said. “Only I can. Twenty one minutes, Matt. Can you give me twenty one minutes?” 

When I say slow, I mean slow. She looked up at me from the floor and made sure she didn’t blink the whole time she worked. She went all the way down to the base of my shaft, fitting my whole cock in her mouth and throat, and then she stayed that way. I groaned each time as I felt myself twitch inside of her, her tongue moving against my shaft as I was trapped inside of her. 

Then she slowly, slowly worked her mouth up my shaft, to the ridge of my cock head, then to the tip, and gave it a quick little flick with her tongue before she did it all over again. 

“Seventeen minutes, Matt.” 

She did it over, and over, and over again. The slowest blowjob ever, and it was long, and drawn-out, and agonizing, and I wanted to pump her mouth as fast as I could, but I never did. I stayed still and felt every micromovement of her mouth as she made a dozen strokes of pleasure last for hours. 

Or it felt like hours. 

“Nine minutes, Matt.” 

And then I closed my eyes and leaned back and felt like I was in another world. My whole body tingled, my whole abdomen tensed, my whole nervous system crackled with life. 

I opened my eyes after I was aware that she had stopped sucking. How long had it been? How long had I zoned out? There were five minutes left on the timer, and she was gently blowing her warm, sexy breath onto my cock. 

A single droplet of clear, precum grew on the tip of my cock, and she leaned down, where she sensually kissed it from the tip of my dick.

“So sweet,” she breathed. “I love it.” 

For five minutes she held me at the edge. She gripped my shaft firmly with both hands and squeezed, no longer needing to stroke anything, or suck anything. My body was quivering, and it felt like I had melted into my chair. 

Twenty minutes of bliss. Twenty minutes of almost unendurable teasing, and yet the timer went off, and she slowly got up off her knees, grabbed a potholder, and took the cake out of the oven. 

“What the hell did you do to me?” I whispered.

“I baked you a cake,” she said, winking at me and shaking her naked ass at me as she did it. 

“You turned me into jello,” I said.

“Hopefully not,” she said, turning the oven off. “I can’t fuck jello.” 

She grabbed me by the cock, helped me off the chair, and she led me up the stairs. 

My head was still swimming from the epic blowjob she had given me, and I didn’t even care that I never came. I was about to, and I didn’t even care that I was probably only going to last two strokes once we got our clothes off.

If we took our clothes off. 

We stepped over her opened suitcase, and she grabbed what looked like a pump bottle of lube the size of a milk jug.

“How much lube did you bring?” 

“I told you; I’m staying the whole week,” she said, pushing me onto my back and squirting two squirts of lube over my cock, which hadn’t softened at all on the walk up the stairs. 

“Just lie back,” she said, and she swung a leg over me, guided me to her opening, and then she slowly sat herself down on me as I felt myself slide into her inch by glorious inch. 

She put her hands on my chest, then started slowly gyrating her hips. 

From under her maid’s apron, I watched as her little cock started to get hard again. 

I lifted it up, put a squirt of lube onto my hand, and started stroking her in time with her riding. 

“You only needed one squirt of lube,” she said. “I’m so small.”

Soon she was slick, and hard, and standing straight out in my hand, and I felt her pick up her pace as she rode me. 

I was in another world. I had never been hornier in my life, had never been more turned on, and yet I felt like I was made of iron. I plateaued, feeling her grind on top of me, feeling her ride my whole length, and it felt like I could go on as long as I wanted, like I could keep going as long as she needed to get off again, and then I could decide what came next. 

I was in charge, we were together, and it could go on forever. 

“Oh God,” she moaned, and I started rubbing my slippery thumb all over the sensitive underside of her little cock head. 

“Don’t you ever stop,” she breathed, and I felt her speed up and start to fuck my hand as I held it there. 

“Good girl,” I whispered, rubbing her thigh with my free hand, just rubbing all over it, feeling where her thigh highs met her leg, feeling where her leg met her body. 

“I’m not going to make it,” she whined. “I want to cum with you. I need to cum with you.” 

But I was in control. Or I was up until that moment. Because just as she started to fuck my hand faster, and just as she started to pick up her pace as she chased her second orgasm of the hour, I let my guard down and felt my own climax start to grow. 

I tensed up and let it happen, squeezing and forcing it to happen. I felt myself swell inside of her, and she must have felt it too, because she gasped as I felt the first pulse of cum leave my body and disappear deep inside of hers. 

Her orgasm started then, and I stroked each spray of cum out of her, each blast landing lower on my chest than the last. 

Together, our bodies pulsed and jolted, and finally we crashed together, spent. 

Katie opened her eyes and looked down on me, looked at the trail of cum on my chest.  

“I didn’t think I could cum twice like that,” she said. 

“I’m glad you can,” I said. 

“I’m going to need a day off to recover,” she said. 

“Your request for time off has been denied,” I said. 

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. It’s too busy and we need you to be available all week.” 

“I might not be at my best,” she said, climbing off of me and licking her cum off of my chest, swirling her tongue as she sucked up every last drop of what spilled out of her. 

“Give what you can,” I said. “There might be a promotion in it for you, depending on what other outfits you have in that suitcase.” 

When she was done leaning up her second mess of the night, she snuggled up next to me and I held her close. 

“It’s too bad we can’t go to my pool,” she said. “I did pack a couple fun bikinis.” 

“We could go during the day,” I said, “if your parents are working and aren’t home.” 

“Or we could just stay in, get naked, and feed each other frosting,” she said.

“Aren’t your parents going to miss you?”

“Probably, but not the way I want to be missed.” 

“How do you want to be missed?” 

“The way you missed me.” 

By the time I thought of something to say, she was asleep in my arms. 
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Excerpt from “The Spell”

I speedwalked to the little front room and flipped the lights on, then dashed to the window, unlocked it, threw it open, leaned my head out the window, and spit the disgusting blob of blue grossness into the bushes down below. 

I wiped my mouth and made sure to get the last of the fruit-ish flavored jello shot out of my system forever. 

“Good girls swallow, you know,” a voice said from my right. I jumped. I had no idea anyone was in the room. 

“Can’t do vodka,” I said. “Sorry.” I was suddenly very aware that she could probably have seen right up my skirt as I leaned out the window. Again, there was a flutter somewhere inside me. 

“Don’t apologize to me,” the girl said. She was sitting on the couch, by herself, fanning herself with a giant witch hat. She had shoulder-length black hair, was wearing a little black cocktail dress, and she was wearing chunky heels, about my size.

“You like the shoes?” she said, as if she read my mind. 

“No,” I said, “I was just thinking how I must have been really focused on getting to the window because I didn’t see you when I first ran in here.”

“Who says I was in here?” she said, smiling. 

“What, were you following me?” I asked.

“In a way,” she said. “Would that be OK, Matt? Or should I call you Maddie?”

What the fuck? This girl knew me? I thought. 

“Yes, I know you,” she said. “But not the way you might think. Why don’t you have a seat?” 

“Can’t stay,” I said. 

“Colin and Greg can wait,” she said, examining her nails. “Plus, they’re getting a lot of attention and you’re going to hover around them like a loser, and you know it.” 

Who the heck was this girl?

“You’re kind of blunt,” I said.

She nodded. “I’m also correct.” 

I slowly moved to the little couch that was angled next to hers and sat down, crossing my legs so she wouldn’t see up my skirt. 

“There’s nothing up there I haven’t seen before,” she said. “But I appreciate that you were trying to be ladylike.” 

“How do you know my name?” I asked. “And the names of my friends? And my–”

“Girl name?” she finished. “The one that only Colin and Greg knew and you hadn’t told anyone yet? That’s the one that’s really blowing your mind, isn’t it?” 

“Like, I’m pretty sure I don’t know you–”

“You don’t.” 

“So what gives?” 

“Well, Matt. Or Maddie, whoever you are. I’m a witch.”

“I can see that.”

“No, a real one. Named Cassandra. Now we’re not strangers.”

I scrunched my face. What the hell was this girl doing? 

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’m doing,” she said. “You guys aren’t the only ones to go out and have a little fun now and then.”

“What kind of fun?” I asked, suspiciously. Cassandra seemed crazy. Magic wasn’t real, and here she was, matter-of-factly telling me that she was a real witch. I could picture her dorm room now: beads hanging from the ceiling, crystals everywhere, some fake goth art on the walls, and a roommate who spent every waking hour begging to be transferred to a new room because her witchy roommate was sprinkling dust on her as she slept. 

“Boy, you really don’t believe me, do you?” she said. “I can assure you, no roommate of mine would want to move once they found out what I could do, and there are no sleep powders that I’m aware of.”

Clearly crazy, and yet…how was she reading my mind?

“If we’re in a crowded room, it’s hard for me to read minds because I hear them all at once, but in here I can just focus on you, Maddie.” 

“This is…”

“Unbelievable? I know. I felt the same way when I first started practicing witchcraft. But I got used to it. You will too. Something tells me I’m about to make a believer out of you.” 

“You still didn’t answer me about the kind of fun you have. I feel kind of violated by your fun.”

“Oh, it gets worse than this, trust me,” she said, leaning forward. “My favorite thing to do at these parties is make it so a guy stays hard all night and is never satisfied, and then he gets this over-confidence that he’s an amazing lover, and then the side effects of that are premature ejaculation for a month. It’s great.”

“That…doesn't sound great.”

“It’s so funny,” she said. “It’s more fun when I know who he’s going to try and date, because then I make her libido go through the roof for that same month.” 

“And that’s why you’re here tonight? To mess with people’s lives?” 

“In a way,” she said, and she produced a piece of pink bubble gum from out of nowhere, just by waving her black-gloved hands a few times, then popped it into her mouth. “I get bored so easily, and Halloween is a great time to come out, be myself, and have a little fun. Tonight though, I may do something other than make virgins horny, or spike the punch with intelligence reducers, or humiliate a wannabe Alpha male who picks a fistfight with an underdog.” 

“What are you going to do instead?” I asked. Something told me I needed to choose my next words correctly. “Make someone smarter? Or taller? Or permanently make them a better lover?” 

“Something like that,” she said, and she slowly started blowing a giant bubble. I was mesmerized as it got bigger and bigger. At first it inflated to the size of a normal bubble. Then it went well past that, covering her entire head. Then it was as big as a bean bag chair, pink, semi-transparent, hovering there in the air between us. A rainbow-colored shimmering seemed to swirl around the perimeter of the bubble. What kind of gum was this? What was this girl doing? What the hell was happening right now? 

The bubble seemed to pulse, and the sounds of the party in the other room got muffled a little as a low-frequency humming filled my ears. I felt a little itchy, like my body was trying to move but couldn’t. I felt a heat rising inside me, and tried to fan myself with my hand, but found I couldn’t move. Instead of feeling panicked that I couldn’t move, though, I felt calm. Like it was OK that this was happening. 

The bubble didn’t pop, not the way a bubble usually pops. Instead, there was a slight sound of a surge of energy, and then it just sort of…blinked out of existence. 

I shivered. 

For two or three long seconds, my body felt like something was crawling all over it, and then it stopped. 

Something was wrong. 

Something was very, very wrong. 

“What the hell did you do to me?” I said, but it wasn’t my voice that said it. 

Cassandra smiled. 

“Such pretty panties,” she said. 

Oh God, she wasn’t kidding. Not the pretty part; the panties part. My boxer briefs were gone, I could tell. I didn’t know what I was wearing in their place, but there wasn’t much fabric down there.

“How the Hell–” I started to say, reaching my hands down to my sides. I stopped when I realized it wasn’t just my underwear that was missing fabric; my skirt was at least a few inches shorter than it had been when I sat down. 

I looked at my thigh-high stockings. They were the same, but I could tell I was totally hairless underneath them. I could tell that what little chest hair I had was gone. And when I looked down at my chest, I gasped. I had breasts. 

Not huge ones, not the D cups I would stare at when I went to parties like this, but they were definitely there. Under a tight, white sports bra, from the looks of it. 

I touched my hair and gave it a subtle yank; it was attached to my head. 

Me, Matt, suddenly with long blonde hair, smooth legs, perky little titties, and a gentle feeling of want nestled between my legs. 

Did she give me a pussy? Is that what I was feeling?

“You’re in for such a treat,” she said, cracking her knuckles in front of her. 

Oh God, I thought. 

I slowly brought my hand down to my skirt and lifted it a little bit to stare down between my thighs. 

Slowly, inch by inch, I revealed more of my pale white thighs, now hairless, until they ended at a pair of clean white cotton panties. 

With a little bulge right in the middle, and a very small, imperceptible little wet spot right in the center of it. 

What the–?

“I’m not a girl,” I said. “What did you do to me?”

“Sure you are,” she said.

“What is this?” I said, spreading my legs wide to show off the little bump. It was smaller than usual, but it was definitely still there. 

“A little clitty,” she said, smirking. 

Want to know what she gets to do with it?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.
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