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Neighbors With Benefits

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor

Book Five

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


I don’t want to call it “my week with Katie.” It should be “our week together.” 

And my God, what a week. Day after day after day of getting home from work only to find her dressed in something skimpy, sexy, and even more outrageous than her last outfit, waiting for me to get home so we could be together. Every day, climbing into bed exhausted from pushing myself to finish the work at the school, exhausted from almost constant sex, but thrilled. Every day waking up to a half-naked Katie in my bed, both of our cocks already hard for each other. 

You just never stop thinking about it when that’s your life. 

You should know about Monday already, when she texted me photos of herself all day long, and then we couldn’t keep our hands off of each other when I got home. 

Tuesday I got home from work covered in drywall dust, grease, and construction adhesive. I made it as far as the kitchen doorway before a naked Katie led me into the downstairs bathroom and we showered together, then she gave me a lapdance in the living room. We never ate dinner that night. 

Wednesday we made love before work and I left her dozing in bed, then when I got home I found that she had somehow strapped herself to the bed in the second bedroom, and with her little cock pointed straight up at the ceiling, she gave me explicit instructions to use her until there was nothing left inside of her. Which I did. 

Then I fucked her against the washing machine as we washed a gallon of her cum off the sheets. 

Thursday we only had two rooms left that we hadn’t had sex in–the basement, and the dining room–and so of course we headed straight downstairs as I got home from work. We roleplayed that I was there to fix the furnace, and she did her best to make sure that her naked body was always in my way as I pretended to help a lonely housewife out with her mechanical problem that she couldn’t possibly pay for. 

Then I bent her over the dining room table and watched as she shot cum all over the tablecloth. 

Less than a week together, and we had fooled around or fucked in every room of the house. 

A man can get used to that. This man did. 

Which is why, when Friday morning finally arrived and we had to end the charade of Katie’s imaginary trip to see her friend, we didn’t exactly move fast. 

“I don’t want to go,” Katie said, running her fingers up and down my chest as we laid there in the dark. 

“We could always say your flight got delayed,” I said. 

“But then we’d have to wait for after dark tonight to sneak out of the house, and that would be too late.”

“Too late for what?” 

“Apparently there’s a surprise for me when I get home,” she said. 

“It just kind of sucks that I finished at the school yesterday, we could spend the whole day together, but instead we have to sneak you out in the dark and then drive you right back again.”

“I know. My mother took the day off so we could do things together, too.” 

“We could do things together,” I said. “Might be more fun.”

“If we have more sex, I’m not sure I would survive,” she said dreamily. “I’m already shocked I can still walk.” 

I didn’t want her to go, but for some reason couldn’t come right out and say it. I felt it. She had already said it; was that enough? 

It had to be. We eventually got up and she gathered all her lingerie and sexy little outfits scattered all over the house, casually tossing them into her suitcase. 

“Your mother better not help you unpack,” I said, sliding into a pair of jeans. “Otherwise she’s going to be wondering what you were really doing when you were off visiting….who were you supposed to be visiting again?”

“Toby,” she said, squeezing her tight little body into a pair of pink leggings. 

“So your parents are totally fine with you spending a week with some dude,” I said, suddenly slightly jealous of a man I had never met.

“Toby is gay,” she laughed. “He would love you, though.” 

“What does that mean?” I asked, watching her bend down in her pink leggings, showing off her tight ass as she rummaged around for something appropriate to wear. 

When she found something, she stood back up and I couldn’t help but admire the little bumps on her chest, and couldn’t help but stare at her nipples, pink and full, sticking straight out at me. 

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said. “If I have another orgasm right now, I am going to pull a muscle.”

“You didn’t answer my question,” I laughed. 

“Toby likes hot, muscular dudes too,” she said, reappearing as she worked her sweatshirt over her head. 

Well, that settled it. To her I was a hot, muscular dude. 

And Toby would like me too, which meant she liked me first. 

And again: why was I looking for subtext in the conversation with someone I just fucked for a full week? Was there any doubt she liked me? 

Any?

I shook it off and we went downstairs. I very quietly brought her stuff out to the truck, careful not to slam too many doors. We skipped breakfast, skipped coffee, and to make it appear that only one door opened on the truck in case anyone was listening, I helped her into the driver’s side. 

And that meant I could run my hands all over her ass as I gave her a boost, and it meant I had a great show as she crawled across the front seat on all fours to the passenger side. 

She wagged it in my face. 

She knew what she was doing. She always did. 

We backed out of my driveway, each of us sneaking glances at the front of her house, hoping we never saw a light turn on, or a silhouette in a window. 

We deeply exhaled at the same time as we drove down our street through a completely still town. My blinker was the only sound. 

“Where to?” I said as we pulled onto the main road to the village. I felt her hand sneak across my thigh and stop dangerously close to my crotch. 

“I’m not sure what you’re looking for,” I said. “But it’s a little more to the left.” 

She giggled and gave me a few gentle rubs. 

“I cannot believe how much sex we just had,” she said, staring out the window as the sun started to come up. 

“I burned so many calories I bet I’m down 5 pounds.” 

“So much for diet and exercise,” she said. “If we lived together, we’d waste away to nothing.”

“Together,” I said. 

“Mmmmmm,” she said, and her hand went slack in my lap. 

After I merged onto the highway, I looked over at her, asleep, slumped against the door, looking cute and candy-like in her hot pink leggings. 

I smiled, yawned, and kept going. 

***

After an hour of driving around aimlessly, she woke up.

“How long have I been out?” she asked groggily. 

“Long enough,” I said. “It’s OK. You were tired.”

As we got off the highway onto the main road back to town, it hit me that I was exhausted too. At first I was upset that I’d spend my first day off by myself, without her, but something told me I’d sleep through it. Or would my body even have worked the way I wanted it to? Weren’t we discovering the limits of how much two people could want each other? 

“Did I fall asleep in the middle of giving you a handjob?” she laughed. 

“The start of one,” I said. “I’m not sure my body could handle anything more, though. I need to recharge in a bad way.” 

“I had a great week, Matt.” 

“I did too, Katie,” I said. 

She looked over at me and smiled, and we didn’t say anything else as we sleepily drove the last few miles back to town. We turned back onto the main road, then our street, and a few minutes later I cut the engine and we were back in my own driveway. My house lights were all dark, her house was lit up as her parents went about their normal morning. 

“Well,” I said. “They’ll be waiting for you.” 

I held her hand as she jumped out of the truck. She landed right in front of me. I wanted to touch her. To feel her ass again in those leggings. I wanted to hold her close. I wanted us to walk back into my house, together, and fall asleep in my bed. 

We looked at each other awkwardly, and her eyes shot over to her house. 

“I…need to be careful right now,” she said, looking sad. We listened to the unmistakable sounds of early morning birds. 

“I know,” I said. “It’s OK.” 

But it wasn’t OK. Not really. I wanted her, and didn’t want to sneak around with her. She shouldn’t have to do that, right? She’s grown and could make decisions for herself. And yet…

I shut the passenger door and grabbed her suitcase from the truck bed, wheeling it over to her. 

“Want me to carry it home for you?”

“I think I got it, Conan,” she said, laughing, and our hands touched as I let go of her suitcase handle and she grabbed onto it. 

“We’ll figure this out,” she said quietly as the front door of her house opened. 

I nodded and watched her back away from me. 

“Thanks again for the ride!” she called in a loud voice, her mother opening the screen door and waving at me. 

I waved back. “I’m up this early anyway!” I said, loudly enough for her mother to hear. 

Then I went inside and slept until almost noon. 

***

I woke up to the sound of several texts in a row, a very impatient-sounding way to have your sleep interrupted. It took a few groggy tries to find my phone, but when I did, I was disappointed to see that Katie wasn’t sending me sexy photos of herself. 

No, Cliff Clarke was out dropping bonus checks off and wanted to stop by. Because we wrapped up work at the school a day early, we were all entitled to a cut of the bonus. Everyone knew Cliff took the biggest cut, but what could you do? Nothing. I had to be grateful that he was going to stop by with my regular paycheck, and then be grateful that was giving me some extra money that I didn’t need to work in order to earn. 

Stop by any time, I wrote, and splashed cold water on my face to try and wake up. I felt like I could sleep for another few hours. 

As much as I wanted Katie back already, and as much as the house felt wrong with only me in it, I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to survive living with her.

Could I? I loved sex, and I loved sex with her, but I only had so much energy and it was clear we couldn’t keep our hands off of each other. We’d wear each other out if we lived together. We’d fuck ourselves to ruin. 

Or would we get used to each other? We’d have a few weeks like the one we just had, then one day we’d find ourselves sitting quietly in the same room, saying nothing, not even touching. We’d listen to our breathing for an hour. I’d read the newspaper. She’d knit. Then we’d go to bed. 

God, that was a depressing thought, and it didn’t seem possible. How could I ever get tired of being with her? How could anyone? 

If Cliff was going to stop by and pay me–my last paycheck of the season–I wanted to look busy. Maybe he had another job lined up for the Fall and Winter. Maybe he was assembling a fleet of people to plow for him, like I did a few years ago before plowing on my own in the Winter. Maybe he was debating about the size of my bonus check and he would only give me the bigger check if I appeared to be working hard on my first day off. 

I opened my garage and cut some wood with my chop saw so Cliff would at least think I was in the middle of doing something. Once the smell of sawdust filled the air, I could relax a little. I spent about twenty minutes leaving socket wrenches and screwdrivers on the ground near my truck; if I needed Cliff to hire me for something else, I had to make it look like I never stopped working. I cut more scrap wood, and soon enough Cliff’s truck pulled into my driveway. He left it running and got out. 

He could come to me, I figured. It would give him time to see all the tools I left around. 

Except he didn’t. 

He looked like he was rummaging around in his truck for something, but…was he sneaking looks over at Katie’s house? He didn’t seem to be finding what he was looking for in his truck, and it was taking a while. 

Yeah, he was definitely distracted by something at Katie's house. 

I grabbed a shop rag and pretended to be wiping my hands on it as I walked from the garage over to his truck. 

So much pretend. 

Fine. I’ll come to him. 

And three steps out into my driveway, I could tell what had distracted him, and could tell what he was sneaking looks at. 

Katie was in her driveway wearing a tiny black bikini, washing a car. Soap, a sponge, sunglasses, a hose, prancing on her toes, accidentally spraying herself with the cold hose water. 

She looked delectable, slender, and smooth. The water had to be cold, and I could imagine what her nipples looked like. An outsider couldn’t tell what was really between her legs, but I could. All Cliff saw was a sexy, very outgoing girl, freely exposing herself to the world. He’d stare at her perfect, tight ass. He’d see she could rock a bikini even without being a D cup. He’d look between her legs and get ideas for what he’d love to do to her. 

Right out of a teenage boy’s fantasy. 

Right out of my fantasy. 

Apparently right out of Cliff’s fantasy, too. 

“Howdy, Matt,” he said as I approached. 

“Cliff,” I said. “Thanks for making the rounds.” 

He gently closed the door to his truck, not letting it shut all the way. He handed me two checks. I’d look at them later. 

“Matt,” he said, lowering his voice. “Is this your neighbor? Is this normal?” 

“Oh,” I said, pretending to be finally aware of the half-naked femboy next door. “Yeah, she does that sometimes.” 

“Do you need a roommate?” he said. “My God, my neighbors are in their sixties. I’ll trade with you any day.” 

“Am I the last stop?” I said, trying to change the subject. For some reason, I didn’t like how he was making it clear he was attracted to Katie. 

“What? Oh, yeah. Yeah, the last one,” he said. “My God, look at that ass. You are one lucky guy, Matt.”

Don’t I know it, I thought. 

We stood there in silence for a few seconds and I caught him looking out of the corner of his eye at her a couple times. Eventually he cleared his throat.

“You guys did a real good job at the school, Matt, so you earned that bonus. Hopefully that helps get you closer to plowing season.”

“I appreciate it.”

“You got anything lined up next? I sort of wanted to talk to you about that.”

“Nothing yet, no.” Katie yelped as she got hit with a little backsplash as she hosed off the wheels. 

“I got me a little cabin in the mountains, and it’s about half done,” Cliff said. 

Katie adjusted her bikini top with her thumbs. 

“Needs some plumbing work, two rooms are framed out, nothing’s winterized, and all the appliances need to be hooked up. I was thinking maybe you and Rand could bang it out in about two weeks.” 

“Me and Rand?”

“Yeah. Think about it.” 

I didn’t need to. The thought of spending two weeks in a remote mountain cabin with Rand Petrovicky wasn’t anywhere close to my idea of fun. He’d listen to country music all day, he’d drink all night, and God only knew what I’d learn about him that whole time. Stuff I didn’t want to know. 

Money was money, but there was no way. 

“Did you ask him?” I said. 

“No, I figured I’d ask you first. He’s more of a first mate. I’d need a captain first. Don’t tell him I said that.” 

I pretended to stare off in the distance. I watched as Katie flung soap suds onto the roof of the car and then stood on her tiptoes to try and reach it. She couldn’t, so she kept trying. 

“If you don’t care who my first mate is, I might be able to help you,” I said. 

“Matt, I just want it done. I figured you knew Rand and it might make it easier to have a crew already, even if it’s just one man.”

“Let me think about it.” 

“Do you think this chick will wash my truck?” Cliff said. “Sweet Mother of Christ, will you look at that?” 

Katie was bent over the hood of the car, running her sponge in long, slow strokes. What she was washing off, I had no idea, but that wasn’t really the point. She was barely covered, soaking wet, covered with suds, and looked vibrant and alive as two grown men lusted after her. 

“She has to know we’re staring at her,” he said. “I mean, she has to want this, right?” 

“Her parents are super religious and protective,” I said as they came out the front door. 

“Party’s over then,” Cliff said, running his hand through his hair. “You let me know about the cabin. Take a day or two to think. You want Rand, fine, ask him. You got a guy instead, I’ll pay the same rate. Just let me know. Get it done ASAP because I want to start renting it. It’s not earning any money sitting there half done.”  

Cliff and I shook hands, and I could see Alan talking to Katie. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but did I hear him say the word ‘decency’? Did he say ‘modesty’? Katie looked like she was getting scolded. 

Cliff backed out the driveway and I waved to him. 

On to the next problem. 

Katie, my Katie, needed me. She was folding her arms across her chest, looking down at the ground. Mrs. Branch was standing off to the side, looking dejected. This was a private family moment, but I could tell Katie wanted it to end. 

“Hey, Katie?” I called loudly enough to get her parents’ attention too. “Can you give me a hand with something?” That was enough to break the awkwardness. I motioned for her to follow me. 

I grabbed the first thing I could see in the garage, which was a long length of molding for the ceiling. 

She shook her hands dry as she walked over to me. She was gorgeous. She may not fill out a bikini the way a curvy model could, but she still managed to look like she belonged in it. 

“Thank you,” she whispered to me as she got closer. “You need me to carry that? Too heavy for you?”

“No,” I said, still talking loudly enough for her parents to hear. “I need you to hold up one end for me. I’m doing a two-person job.” 

“Oh, goody,” she said, beaming. “I’m your person.” 

Yes, you are, I thought to myself. I’ll prove it. 

She held the back door open for me and I angled the molding into the mudroom, where I waited for her. 

“It’s an emergency,” I said, following her perfect ass into the kitchen. “Turn right.” 

“What kind of emergency?” she said, walking down towards the back of the house.

“You’ll see,” I said. I dropped the molding on the floor right where I stood. 

“You dropped something.” she said. 

“No I didn’t,” I said as I opened the storage room door next to the downstairs bathroom. 

“Oh my,” she said, realizing what was happening. 

Although, what was happening? What was my plan? All I knew was that I wanted her. That it had been a few hours and I was hooked, and the sight of her scampering around the driveway in a bikini was too much for me. The fact that Cliff Clarke was attracted to her made me jealous and defensive and possessive: I had to have her. And I had to prove that I wanted all of her. 

Including the part of her I never had. 

I pushed her against the wall and kissed her, deeply. She whimpered a little, and then our tongues met. 

“We’re going to get caught,” she whispered when our kiss ended. 

“Then I’ll be as fast as I can,” I said, and I dropped down to the floor, tugging her bikini aside to reveal her little girldick, shaved, limp, and cute. 

“Oh Jesus, Matt,” she breathed as I took her into my mouth. 

I instantly could feel her start to get hard. 

“We did it in every room except this one,” I said. 

She reached down and ran her fingers through my hair as I swirled my tongue all over her little cock.

I had gone down on girls before, but not like this. Never like this. 

But it still was making her gyrate, and she loved it, and head is head, especially when your mouth is between the legs of someone sexy who loves what you do to them. 

It swelled in my mouth, and I reached up to cup her balls in my hand as I went to work on her. 

She was the perfect length to slide against my tongue, long enough to fit in my mouth but small enough not to hit me in the throat. I bobbed my head back and forth in little movements, feeling her clench each time, like clockwork. 

Or cockwork. 

I sucked her like a lollipop, working the swollen head of her, and she reached down to keep my head in place as she moved her hips. 

My mouth was full of her, and I was making wet, slurping sounds as I increased my pace. She started fucking my mouth as I moved, and soon we were racing towards her climax. 

“Oh, I’m gonna cum,” she breathed, and I went even faster, feeling saliva drip from my mouth as I worked her over. Her grip on my head got firmer, and I could feel her whole body tense up as I held her hips to my face. 

And then the tension broke, and I felt the first pulse of cum in my mouth, followed by another, and then another. She let out a low moan that lasted throughout the whole orgasm, and soon I could tell she was pulsing without anything coming out. She was spent. 

I felt her body start to relax, and with her warm cock still in my mouth, I felt her fingertips massage my scalp again. 

Now what? I had a mouthful of girlcum. 

I had a cock in my mouth that gave everything it had, and was already starting to get soft. 

I had a girl standing against a wall above me who was in no rush to move, and who was making slow, teasing circles with her fingernails against my scalp. 

I did what any self-respecting guy would do if they just sucked off their girl: I swallowed. 

Down the hatch. Every drop. 

She was sweet and salty, forbidden, and mysterious. I backed off and gave one last look at her wet, glistening little dick, then I tucked it back into her bikini and gave the little bump between her legs a few light pats as I stood up. 

She looked slightly embarrassed, but it disappeared when I reached for her face and we kissed. 

It was a long kiss. One full of need. One that spoke volumes. One that was full of lust that had managed to build up over the few short hours that we were apart. 

She opened her eyes and looked directly into mine. 

“Is that what I taste like?” she said. “I taste different than you.”

“I wouldn’t know,” I said, holding her close. Her bikini was still wet, and it was making my shirt and the front of my jeans damp. 

“So did you pull a muscle?” I said. 

She shook her head and fanned herself. “Though I can’t believe there was anything left inside me,” she said. 

“There was,” I said, and we kissed again. 

“We’re going to get caught,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ear. 

“That’s part of what makes it fun,” I said, and I took her hand to lead her back outside. 

Alan and Lila were out front, weeding their flower beds, and looked relieved when Katie and I walked over to them. We couldn’t have been gone more than a couple minutes. 

I hoped my breath didn’t smell like cum. 

Alan held his hand out and we shook. 

“Careful,” I said. “I am very sweaty.”

“Gosh, Matt,” Alan said, looking behind me at all the tools scattered in the grass and on the driveway. “You are always working, aren’t you?” 

Buddy, you have no idea. 

“Matt, I want to thank you for taking care of Katie this week. Her flights were at awkward times for us.”

“My pleasure,” I said. 

Like, sincerely. I had a lot of pleasure helping her out. 

“I’d like to give you some gas money,” he said, reaching for his wallet. 

“Oh goodness, no,” I said, holding my hands up defensively. “Not necessary, really. I was happy to help.”

Very happy. 

Lila came over to stand next to Katie. 

“We insist, Matt,” she said, wiping her hands on her shirt. They didn’t look dirty. 

Alan held out two twenties to me and then shook them, ever so slightly. “Use it for the house,” he said, smiling. “It’s the least we can do.” 

I took the money and looked at it. They paid me forty bucks to fuck their daughter for a week? Not a bad gig, though I couldn’t make a living at it.

“Well,” I said, “thanks. Next time is free, though.” 

“Agreed,” he laughed. “Though traveling takes a lot out of Katie. She got home and went straight to bed!” 

“I can believe it,” I said, and Katie and I made eye contact, ever so briefly. 

I hoped her parents didn’t catch it. I hoped they couldn’t tell there was lust in that glance. I hoped they had no idea I was just frantically sucking off their daughter in a closet.  

“So what do you have going on now?” Alan asked, nodding towards my house. 

“Not a whole lot,” I said. “A few small things here and there, but nothing major.” 

“I’m sure you’ll enjoy the downtime,” Lila said.

“Well,” I said, “about that. I don’t think I’ll be getting much downtime.”

“Oh?” Lila said.

“That guy who was just here is my boss sometimes,” I said. “He wants me to do some renovation for him at his mountain cabin. I finished at the school yesterday, so I’m looking for my next job. This might be it.” 

“Sounds exciting!” Lila said. “A mountain getaway sounds perfect.” 

“If I were better with my hands,” Alan said, “I’d volunteer to help.”

“Well,” I said, “I do need help, but it’s at least a two week job, so unless you want to take a long vacation, it might not work.”

“No,” he said. “No, I guess not.”

“Two weeks, huh?” Katie said. I could hear a twinge of sadness in her voice. 

“Two weeks,” I said. “But I sort of wanted to talk to you all about that.”

“You need someone to watch your house? Get your mail? Mow your lawn?” Lila asked. “I’m sure Katie would love to do that. Wouldn’t you, Katie?” 

“Well, I mean, that would be nice,” I said. “But no. The cabin is really a two-person job, and I was wondering if Katie might be interested.” 

“Me?” Katie asked. 

“Her?” Alan and Lila asked at the same time. “Are you sure?” 

“She knows how to use some basic tools,” I said, thinking back to when she built a small dildo mount. “I saw that already.” 

And I would love to see it again. 

“We’d have to talk about it,” Alan said. “But thanks for thinking of her.”

“Dad,” Katie started to say, “I’m old enough! I’m twenty–”

“Not now, Katie. I said we’ll talk about it.” 

“It’s a paid job,” I said, hoping that would help. “Cliff will pay. I need an assistant, she’d learn a lot, and she has some talent here.” 

Also, I wanted to keep fucking her. I didn’t say that part, though. 

“She doesn’t have tools like you do,” Lila said. Alan glared at her. 

“I have a lot of extra tools,” I said. “And we can get anything else we might need.” 

Lila and Alan looked at each other. Katie looked at me. I could tell she was trying to contain herself. Alan looked angry. Lila looked hopeful. 

“You don’t need to answer now,” I said. “Think about it, talk about it, it’s fine. I need to tell Cliff in the next day or so, so there’s no rush.” 

Alan nodded. “We’ll talk about it,” he said through slightly gritted teeth. 

That was that. 

***

They’re arguing about it, came Katie’s text message at ten pm that night, after I had washed dishes and tried to distract myself by watching a baseball game. Mom wants me to go. Dad doesn’t.

Your Dad is just worried about what I might do to you, I replied. 

And I’m going to let you do it, she wrote. 

You’re hired, I wrote. 

My first night without her in a week and I was tempted–briefly–to jerk off to the memory of her. I was tempted to let desire get the better of me and then race for release. Hell, I was still even mildly turned on from sucking her off that afternoon, when I didn’t get to cum at all. 

And yet. 

I felt spent. A week of orgasms and it was as if my body needed a night off. A night to myself. A non-sexual night where I could conserve energy, rest, refill my balls, and dream about what I’d do to her when we finally got to fuck each other again. 

***

I slept until 6:45 and if I had a sex dream about Katie, I couldn’t remember it. I did wake up with an erection, though, so I knew my body worked. 

I checked my phone, and there was no word from next door about how the conversation went. I changed my clothes and intended to bring the length of molding back out to the garage, because it was still right where I dropped it the day before, outside the storage room. 

I opened the door to the storage room and just looked.

Why? What I was hoping to see? A hologram? Was I expecting to see that Katie had snuck out of the house again and was waiting for me? 

All I had was memory. There, in front of me was the long, windowless, narrow room in which I spent a few frantic minutes on my knees sucking Katie’s dick. She pressed herself against that wall, moaned loudly, and then came in my mouth. All right there, all right in front of me. 

I wanted her. Badly. Not even 7 in the morning and I had already recovered from my weeklong sex marathon. I was right back in my head, right back to knowing I had impulses and wants, and knowing I would do very little to stop them if there was a way to act on them. 

In other words, if only Katie were around…

But she wasn’t. She was nowhere to be found when I took the molding to the garage, or when I ate breakfast. She was nowhere to be found when I mowed the lawn, which I decided to do without a shirt; after all, I was hot and muscular, right? And she was nowhere to be found when I stopped to eat lunch. 

It wasn’t right. She was in her twenties. Not a child. An adult. She could make her own decisions, live her own life, whoever she was. 

Why did she need permission? Why did her parents need to talk about it? Why did it matter at all what they thought? And why did it take this long to decide, anyway? 

She needed help, and I was going to give it to her. 

Just tell them you’re coming with me, I texted her. 

It’s not that easy, she wrote back. 

It’s your life, I said. 

They want me to stay safe, she said. 

By not letting you do anything? What do I need to say to your father?

Don’t say anything to him, please.

But that was the only way. 

I can see him from my table. He’s weeding. I’ll go talk to him. 

Matt, don’t. 

But I had to. To get what I wanted, to get Katie, I had to. Two weeks in the woods with her? With no one around? We could pace ourselves this time. We wouldn’t fuck ourselves to exhaustion because we’d be working, so something would keep me in check. But at the end of each day, we’d have each other. We’d be alone, together. 

It’ll take five minutes, I wrote. I have to do this. 

I put my dishes in the sink, popped a piece of gum in my mouth, and took a deep breath. Alan was indeed out in front of his house. He wasn’t weeding so much as he was pushing at things in the dirt with his toes. 

Now or never, Matt, I said to myself. You’re not afraid of this guy. 

Even if he said no, we’d find a way. We snuck around before. Hell, she was right here next door for a whole week having freaky sex with me and they had no idea. 

I got as far as my back door before I had to stop. Katie was standing there in the doorway, waiting for me. She was wearing a pink halter top underneath a pair of denim overall cutoffs and had her hair wrapped in a red bandana. She was wearing new work boots and had a pencil tucked behind her ear. 

“What are you in the middle of?” I said. 

“Testing outfits,” she said. 

“For what?”

“For our trip to the cabin.” 

Wait, what? 

She smiled. 

“How long have you known?” I asked. 

“Since this morning,” she said, biting her lip. “My parents talked it over last night. They fought about it. Then I heard them having makeup sex at like one in the morning.” 

“I was just about to go talk to your father about it.”

“I know,” she said. “And now I know you’ll fight for me.” 

She grinned. 

Well, that was that. 

“When were you planning on telling me?” I asked slowly. 

“Oh, once I found the right outfit,” she said. “I wasn’t trying to make you squirm or anything. At least, not this way. I’ll make you squirm in other ways.” 

“I want you so bad right now,” I said. 

“Dad’s in front,” she whispered. “Don’t wreck this, OK? They’re letting me go.” 

“I could hug you,” I said. 

“I could be hugged,” she said. “But later,” and she pulled the pencil out from behind her ear and poked it into my chest. 

“I’ll text Cliff,” I said. “And then we need to go shopping.” 

“Give me fifteen minutes,” she said, and she spun on her heels to walk away. Overalls with cutoff shorts weren’t the sexiest thing out there, but the side openings on the overalls were low enough where I saw a string of yellow lace, and I could guess what the rest of her underwear looked like under there. I texted Cliff but was imagining sliding my hands down into her shorts, and so my message had a lot of typos. Whatever. 

Twenty minutes later we were pulling into the parking lot of the hardware store, and she had dutifully written everything down in her phone as I thought of it on the drive over. Tool belt, hammer, tape measure, head lamp, flashlight, cordless drill, paint brush, and a bunch of materials Cliff sent me when I texted him that I’d take the job. She wore her leather tool belt throughout the store once she picked one out that was “cute,” and I could no longer see her panties through the opening of her overalls as a result. 

It all felt so normal that I didn’t realize it was our first time out in public together until we got back to the truck. She looked amazing as she unloaded everything into the bed of my truck. I let her slam it shut. 

“I love my belt,” she said, touching it as I pulled out of the parking lot. “I’m nervous, Matt.”

“You’ll do great,” I said. “I’ll teach you everything you need to know. It’ll be hard work, but fun.” 

“I know,” she said. “Two weeks is a long time to be away from home.”

“Remember, you’ve already spent a week with Toby.”

That got a smile out of her. 

“Turn here,” she said when we got to an intersection. 

“Here? Why? Home is this way.”

“Just turn here,” she said. 

OK. 

I turned. 

“Get into the left lane,” she said. 

“Where are we going?” I said, turning my blinker on. 

“Then turn at the next light.” 

“There are no stores down there though.”

“Just do it.”

We got to the next traffic light and turned into the parking lot of a hotel. What was she doing? 

“Pull into the lot.” 

I pulled into the parking lot of the hotel and she took her seatbelt off. 

“Room 224,” she said. “Give me ten minutes.” 

My face must have looked shocked, because she smiled and then leaned over to give me a kiss, but I was too stunned to kiss her back. 

She booked a hotel room? In the middle of the day? Why? 

Well, I knew why, or I could guess. 

She was still full of surprises.

She backed out of the truck, landed on the ground with a cute little smile on her face, and I watched her walk towards the hotel, still wearing her tool belt. 

Ten minutes needed to go by. Ten long minutes. I was already starting to get hard, and knew that I’d sit here getting hornier and hornier as I thought about what she had in mind. 

Ten minutes later I was still horny, and had no more of an idea of what to expect. I walked through the hotel lobby like I knew exactly where I was going, though. No use drawing attention to myself, right? 

I got to Room 224 and knocked. My heart pounded as I heard footsteps inside. 

Why was I nervous? I knew what was going to happen. Was it just that I didn’t know exactly how it was going to happen? Was I still excited about her surprises? 

And speaking of surprises, she opened the door and was completely naked. Still wearing a tool belt, still wearing work boots, still with a red bandana tied around her hair. 

Nothing else. 

“You must be Matt,” she said, holding her hand out. I shook it. 

“I am,” I said. 

“Katie,” she said. “Nice to meet you. Thank you for helping with the room inspection.”

“My pleasure,” I laughed, and I shut the door behind me. 

She certainly hadn’t the time to do anything to prepare for us, so the room was basically empty. No luggage, no nothing. Just a small pile of her clothing on one of the beds. 

“People really do all kinds of filthy things in these rooms,” she said. “So thank you for helping me make sure they can stay safe.” 

“It’s what I’m here for,” I said, watching her naked ass sway in front of me. 

“I thought we could start by the window and work our way back towards the door,” she said. 

“Makes sense,” I said. 

“I think some people like being taken from behind against a window,” she said. “So I’ll stand here and you see if this is safe.” 

She stood with her legs slightly spread apart, then leaned toward the window with her hands pressed firmly against the glass. I stood behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed myself right up against her ass. 

“Yes,” she said. “This will do. Probably safe. Make a note.” 

“I will,” I said, rubbing my hand on her ass cheeks. 

“Did you say your name was Matt?”

“I did,” I laughed, smacking her right cheek. 

“Matt, please try and be professional. We have a job to do.”

“Of course.”

“Now I’m a little concerned about this swivel chair over here,” she said, standing up straight again. “I could easily see someone of my size getting on the chair and hurting themselves.”

She got to the chair and kneeled on it, causing it to recline a little. 

“Now spin me, gently,” she said. 

I gave the chair a little push, and it spun one rotation, then another. Her ass was sticking right into my face, then her side, then she was looking at me, and then her ass was right back in my face again. She was bent over enough where I could see the dark, puckered hole of her opening. I wanted it. Her balls hung low, and her cute little dick was hidden. I knew it was hanging there, though. 

I spun her again, more firmly this time, and held my hand in place, swatting her ass as she made each full rotation. 

“Matthew, please,” she said. “I believe the chair can be marked safe, but we have a lot of room left to go. Be professional, please, or I will have to report you to HR.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “I have never had a colleague as gorgeous as you.”

“I’m flattered, Matthew,” she said, getting off the chair and pointing to the bed. “This next part might take a while. People can be awfully creative with these.” 

“I’ve heard,” I said, and I grabbed her and bent her over the bed. “We should start with this. I bet people would do this.”

“They might,” Katie said, as I spread her ass cheeks apart and darted my tongue over her asshole. 

“Matthew, please,” she breathed. “Do try and control yourself.” 

“It’s the only way to be sure,” I said, swirling my tongue around in circles and feeling her opening start to tighten up. She arched her back and pushed back against my face. 

“I don’t know what you’re doing,” she said, “but you should do it faster, just to be sure.”

I sped up, pressing my tongue even more firmly against her delicious ass, feeling her gyrate her hips in time with my movements. Soon she had worked her hands back and was holding her cheeks apart for me, and I could hear her breathing start to deepen. 

“Oh God,” she muttered as I reversed direction. 

“People seem to like this,” I said. 

“I can see why,” she breathed. 

With both hands free now, I reached between her legs and took hold of her cock, which was pointing straight down and had started to get hard. I began gently petting it, going the whole length of the shaft, which wasn’t much, but still enough to cause her to grind back into my face, hard. 

She let out a long, low moan, and I felt her stiffen in my hand until she was rock hard. 

I kept stroking her, downward, like I was milking a beautiful girl, squeezing the tip when I finished each stroke. 

She wriggled as she was bent over, in time with my strokes, and a little droplet of clear fluid formed at the tip of her cock. 

With each stroke, it grew fuller and fuller, until it started its long, slow drip to the floor. Then a second one formed. With two fingers, I gathered the sticky droplets that were coming out of her, brought them back to her asshole, and with my fingers slick with her arousal, started to work my way inside of her. 

She gasped and held her cheeks wide apart to make it easier for me, and I worked my way in and out, in and out, hearing her breathing accelerate in time with my fingers plunging inside of her. 

Another clear droplet formed and hung between her legs, swaying as she moved back and forth as I worked her from behind. 

“People…do all kinds…of things like this,” she breathed. 

“They do,” I said, kneading her ass cheek as I fingered her. 

“God, I’m going to cum,” she squealed, and I held still. 

“Nope,” I growled. “Not yet.” 

She held perfectly still, dripping. I could almost feel how hard her heart was pounding. I ran my hands up her inner thighs as she stayed bent over the bed, exposing her ass to me. 

She did not want to cum yet. 

No problem. 

She cleared her throat and tried her best to stand up and face me, her little erection sticking straight out from under her tool belt, another long string of clear precum dangling down between her legs, the end of it sticking to her inner thigh. 

It was gorgeous.  

“Matthew, please,” she said, catching her breath. “The inspection. I cannot deny an attraction between us, but at this rate, we will never finish our work.” 

“You’re right,” I said, rubbing my slick fingertips together. “I’m sorry. Let’s continue.” 

I led her by the hand to the other bed, where we stood in front of the mirror. 

“We should make sure this mirror works,” I said. “Why don’t you get down on your knees?”

She dropped to her knees and I faced the tall mirror on the wall, getting a view of her naked back as I unzipped my jeans. 

Both of her hands braced against my abdomen, and in the mirror, I watched as her head covered up my cock and began bobbing back and forth. 

She knelt on the floor, and from behind I could take in her entire hourglass figure. I cupped the back of her head, not wanting to remove her bandana. I took a page from her playbook when it was my head between her legs, and I ran my fingers through her hair as she sucked me off. 

I closed my eyes, ignoring the visual in front of me, and focused on her. The slurping sounds from down below, the way I could feel her need for me through what she was doing. The way I was feeling recharged after just 24 hours without her, knowing I didn’t want to go 24 hours without her again for a long time. 

“I want your cum,” she said quietly from below, stroking me harder. “I need you to cum in me.” 

“You’re gonna make me cum now,” I said, feeling myself getting close to the edge. 

“Give it to me,” she breathed, squeezing me harder as she stroked. She opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out. 

In the mirror I could see that she had snuck one hand into her lap and she was playing with herself. 

“Not yet, baby,” I said. “I cannot believe you are playing with yourself at work. This is very, very unprofessional.” 

“Oh no,” she moaned, licking my shaft. 

“Drop it,” I said. “I have a better idea.” 

Both hands came back into view and she looked up at me from the floor, helplessly. 

I stripped all of my clothes off, boots too, and stood there completely naked. 

“Oooh,” she purred from the floor. “You have your Naked Inspector License too?” 

“I do,” I said. 

“We’d better get to work,” she said. “You’ll need this,” and she reached into her tool belt, handing me a little squirt bottle of lube. 

“Mmmm,” I said. “Inspection Lubricant.” 

“Very important,” she said. 

She bent herself over the bed and held herself up on her elbows. She wagged her ass back and forth.

“Just fuck me, Matt,” she said. “Just fuck me, hard.” 

It took one squirt of lube, and then I placed the head of my cock right on her asshole, and then she shoved herself back against me hard, and I was all the way inside of her. 

“Good God,” I gasped. 

My body was alive. We were connected again, after only a day apart, and we were each able to hold the other off for a short while, but here, bent over a hotel bed in the middle of the afternoon, we finally let it possess us. 

I grabbed the tool belt with both hands, and began pounding her. 

“Oh God!” she yelped. 

She stood on her tiptoes and held herself up off the bed. 

“Keep going!” she grunted. “Oh God!” 

I watched her ass ripple as I smashed into her, and her back slowly began to arch, her legs slowly spreading apart. 

“Take me, Matt,” she whimpered. 

I imagined her cock swinging beneath us, dripping onto the bed as I took her the way I wanted to, the way I needed to. 

The issue wasn’t whether we’d fuck each other to exhaustion if we were together all the time. The issue was what would happen if we couldn’t fuck each other all the time. 

I wasn’t going to last much longer, but didn’t want to cum first and leave her on the edge. I reached down between her legs to stroke her, but reached down just as she started to shake and spray cum everywhere on the bed and on my hand. 

“Keep going,” she breathed. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop!” 

I was thrusting like a piston, my thighs burning with tension as I tried to reach my climax that was just ahead of me. 

“Cum in me,” Katie breathed. “I want to feel it.” 

I pumped even more furiously, both hands gripping her tool belt so tightly that my hands shook. I was aggressively pumping, feeling the last of her cum being flung around beneath us, spattering my legs. Finally I felt my orgasm start to build, and soon I couldn’t have held it in even if I wanted to. I gasped and held her tight to me, feeling myself spasm deep within her. 

“Just like that, Matt,” she squealed. “Oh, baby, just like that.”

I couldn’t hold in my groan, and I emptied what felt like a week’s worth of cum into her. Which was impossible, because I had spent the week emptying myself into her already. 

But she clenched as I came, not letting me go, and she pushed herself back into me as hard as she could, making sure I was as deep as possible. 

I filled her. She arched her back as I did it, her eyes closed, mouth open. We were one again. We stayed motionless, locked in climax, as our bodies came down from our high. 

I had no idea how much she spent on the room, or how she got the money, but it was worth every cent. 

Our breathing got slower and calmer, and eventually we snapped out of it. 

I relaxed my grip on her tool belt, and I slipped out of her. She rolled onto her back and looked up at me, flushed. Her stomach and thighs were covered in her cum. She had sprayed all over the bed. Great, wet globs of it. 

“Hoo boy,” she said, smiling at me. “I made a mess.” 

“You didn’t bring your maid outfit, did you?” I teased. 

She got up from the bed and turned to face me. 

“Silly,” she said, striking a pose in her tool belt. “I’m not a maid anymore. I’m a builder now.” 
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