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A REAL MAN


A REAL MAN


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was going to be a hot one. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something like that. 

Super. 

Well, here we go.

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

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

“How do you do?” she said, smiling. 

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

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

Sounded like a great weekend. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you do?” he finally asked.

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

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

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

“I guess,” Alan muttered. 

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

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

“Alan!” she hissed.

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

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

We heard a bang and a swear from next door. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That would have been nice.

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

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

Huh. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She was 22 and still lived at home? 

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

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

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

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

“Sorry to trouble you again, Matt.”

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

Some neighbor I was. 

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

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

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

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

No one moved.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Any time,” I said. 

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

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

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

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

“May I?” she asked, and I nodded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He sighed. “Of course.” 

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

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

I certainly did. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Knock, knock,” a voice said. 

Right on cue. 

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

“Morning,” I said. 

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

“You ready to get to work?” I said. 

“Teach me,” she said. 

Was she flirting? She was probably flirting. 

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

I did not know how to flirt. 

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

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

Much better. 

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

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

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

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

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

Hot bodies are hot bodies. 

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

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

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

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

“Is this to protect something?”

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

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

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

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

“Like a stool?”

“Kind of. Can you do it?” 

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

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

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

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

She smelled amazing. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she did it again. 

She knew what she was doing. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not really,” I said. 

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

I felt myself flush a little. 

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

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

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

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

Oh, well done, Matt. 

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

You’re hot for a boy.

Could have fooled me.

You definitely smell like a girl. 

You’ve got your Mom’s ass. 

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

Seem. 

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

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

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

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

And then she was gone. 
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“Well that was real fucking smooth, Matt,” I said to nobody. 

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

Just super. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You seem like a girl to me.

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

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

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

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

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

How much of that would stay mysterious? 

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

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

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

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

A few seconds later, it came. 

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

“Katie,” I said. “You look–”

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

What could I do? I followed. 

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

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

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

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

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

Gray, gray, gray.

Dull, dull, dull. 

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

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

I sat. She stayed standing in front of me. 

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

“Curious?”

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

“Show me what?”

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

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

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

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

“They seem nice.”

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

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

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

What was happening?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was hot. 

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

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

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

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

I really could build anything. 

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

I admired her creativity. 

I admired her. 

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

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

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

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

“I’m full of surprises,” she said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My hard cock sprang up and made her smile. 

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

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

It drove me wild. 

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

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

Then more. 

Then more.

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

Good God, this was heaven. 

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

And again. 

And again. 

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

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

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

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

It was too much. 

“Oh God, I’m close,” I breathed. 

She backed off immediately. 

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

Want for her. 

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

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

I had to wait. Hands off. 

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

Then more, and then more. 

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

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

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

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

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

She got the idea. 

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

“You look so hot,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“Oh God,” she moaned. 

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

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

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

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

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

She was close. 

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

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

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

“I am so, so close,” she breathed. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then a second finger, and she bucked into me. 

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

I was buried inside of her. The whole way.  

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

I had to have her. 

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

I backed out and then pounded into her, hard. 

Then I did it again, and again. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Both of us laughed. 

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


GOOD WITH MY HANDS


GOOD WITH MY HANDS


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. 
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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. 
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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? 
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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. 
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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. 


MAID FOR ME


MAID FOR ME


Igot 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. 
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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. 
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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. 


TOO HARD TO WAIT
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Iwas expecting to wake up with Katie in my arms. After all, we fell asleep that way. Or, if we weren’t still holding each other, I expected to wake up with her in my bed at least, still semi-dressed as a French Maid. 

Instead, I woke up alone with a dull, empty ache in my balls, an immediate reminder of the night Katie and I shared together. I must have been exhausted from the sex we had, because not only did I sleep straight through the night, but I also never heard her get up, and I never heard my alarm on my phone, though I had clearly turned it off an hour earlier. 

It was Monday morning, I stayed up late having passionate sex with Katie for the third time, I overslept a little, and I had about twenty minutes to get dressed and get to Parker Road Elementary School to get to work, and I couldn’t care less. My life was different, and suddenly I wanted nothing more than Katie. 

I lay in bed and listened to the house, smelling unfamiliar and out-of-place girl smells in my bedroom. Lotion. Hair product. Different toothpaste? Someone else’s detergent? 

Katie may have been gone from my bed, but I knew she hadn’t left the house, as I had to step over her suitcase on the floor as I made my way to my closet, throwing a pair of jeans on, grabbing an old shirt, and running my hands through my hair. Fortunately, I wasn’t trying to impress anyone at work, and Katie knew what I did for a living. She hadn’t acted offended that I didn’t “do finance” the way I assumed lots of hot girls would feel. No, she knew I worked with my hands, knew what I could do with them, and still wanted me. 

Katie was in the kitchen when I got down there. I stopped in the doorway, not used to sharing my house with another person, let alone someone like her. She was wearing a sports bra and a pair of hot pink bike shorts that made me want to run my hands all over her ass. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she was standing at the counter, making what looked like a sandwich. 

“Morning,” I said. “I didn’t hear you get up.”

“Did I wear you out?” she grinned. 

“I think so,” I said. “I overslept. I don’t usually do that.”

She handed me a cup of coffee. 

“Hope it’s not too hot,” she said. 

“It’s perfect,” I said, taking a sip. It was. “Are you…packing me a lunch?” I asked, looking at what she was doing on the counter.

I placed one hand on her ass and left it there. 

“I’m trying to be useful,” she said, nodding, pushing her body back into my hand just enough for me to notice. “I found roast beef in the fridge, so I made you a sandwich. Hope you like it. Also there’s a yogurt, a pickle, and a cheese stick. I don’t know what you normally eat, but it looked like you went shopping recently, so I tried to put two and two together.” 

I remembered my recent shopping trip where I bought loads of stuff I don’t normally eat. I was only trying to distract myself from the thought of a surprise that she had promised me. It cost me a lot of money, but here she was, in my kitchen, actually putting that food to use. 

“This looks great,” I said. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, happily hopping up and down, her ass cheeks jiggling a little as she did it. 

“Careful,” I said. “You do that little dance again and I’ll never make it to work.” 

“And why is that?” she said, placing all of my food in my lunch cooler bag. I immediately had visions of a 1950s housewife filling her husband’s lunch pail as he walked off to work at the factory. 

What factory? It didn’t matter. And my own 1950s housewife was anything but, and would have blown the mind of any 1950s man, and she was mine. 

All mine. 

And I wanted her again, and it was impossible. Maybe if I hadn’t slept in…

“Because you’re going to awaken the monster inside me again if you keep doing that, and I can’t be late or call in this week since we need to finish the job by Friday.”

“I wish you didn’t have to go,” she pouted, but still held my lunch bag out to me. 

“I know,” I said. “I bet we could come up with all kinds of things to do this week.”

I took the bag from her and draped it over one shoulder. 

“Well,” she said as I set my empty coffee mug on the counter. 

She was still pouting. Was she acting? 

“Yeah,” I said. “I need to go.”

“It’s just…”

“What?”

She turned to look at me. She looked sad. “It’s just that…we’ve fucked three times.”

“I know. It’s amazing.”

She shook her head and closed her eyes. “We’ve fucked three times…but we’ve never kissed.” 

Whoa.

She was right. 

Her eyes stayed closed after she said it, and by the time she opened them, she looked even sadder than she did right before she told me. 

She was absolutely right. We had never kissed. 

Was that a problem? No. I knew what to do. I had kissed people before. I knew how to do it. Why hadn’t we done it? Were we so overcome with lust for one another that we skipped the usual slow first steps and went straight for the main event? 

She looked small in my kitchen, despite her tight little shorts. She was avoiding eye contact, darting quick looks at me before looking away again. 

She was waiting for me to say something. 

Or for me to do something. 

So I did it. 

I grabbed her, and pulled her close. She buried her head in my chest and we stood there, perfectly still. 

I put my hand on the back of her head and directed her face towards mine. She looked up at me, seeming even smaller than she was a moment earlier, and I leaned down, pressing our lips together. 

We stood like that, joined at the mouth, for what felt like an hour. She was soft. I could smell her, I could feel her in my arms, and I could taste her. 

Finally. 

Neither of us wanted the kiss to end. I felt myself start to stir in my underwear, knowing I was holding her in my arms and that she was wearing skin-tight clothing just begging to have me run my hands all over her. Eventually, though, we needed to breathe. I pulled my lips away from hers, and waited. 

For what, I don’t know. 

“Oh no,” she said, turning red. 

“What?” I said, not exactly wanting that reaction for our first kiss. 

She looked down between us and I could see a little bulge starting to poke out from her shorts. 

Well, that was better. 

“I guess that did it for you?” I joked.

“I loved it,” she said, looking embarrassed. “Maybe a little too much.” She started to fan herself with one hand and she covered the front of her shorts with her other hand. 

“You know I’ve seen everything already,” I said, reaching down between us to touch it, to just rub it a little and feel her arousal. 

“I know,” she said, backing away slightly so I couldn’t give it a playful touch. “It’s just that now I’m embarrassed for some reason.”

“Don’t be,” I said, pulling her close to me with one hand while she tried to lean her head on my shoulder. She was too short. 

We stood like that, looking maybe like an ordinary couple. Just two lovers, doing their usual ho-hum morning routine where they flirted a little, skipped breakfast because they were up too late fucking, trying to resist one another. 

It was awesome. It was going to be our routine for the whole week, because that’s how long she told her parents she would be away visiting a friend. 

They would have no idea that instead, she was right next door, getting fucked by her neighbor. They’d have no idea how slutty their hot little daughter could be. They wouldn’t know, and I would, and it would be our secret. 

I knew we couldn’t stay like that forever, that I’d need to get to work. 

I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want her to move, I didn’t want her to lift her head. 

But she did. And I knew I had to go. 

“Have a good day at work, dear,” she laughed.  

We kissed again as I put my hand on the door to leave. “I am going to be thinking about this all day,” I said. “I’ll be thinking about you all day. All my doors will be hung crooked.”

“I like that,” she said, letting me see the outline of her little erection as I backed out the door. “Not the crooked doors part, but the thinking about me part.”

“I hope you’re not too bored here,” I said. “There’s not a whole lot to do.”

“I’ll find something,” she said with a glint in her eye. “You’ll see.”
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Moments after I pulled into the school parking lot, I had a pretty good idea of what she was going to do with her free time while I was at work. 

My phone chirped as I cut the truck’s engine and I was greeted by a photo of her, down on all fours on my unmade bed, legs spread apart to reveal a rear view of a little pink bulge in her shorts. 

Before I could reply, a second photo arrived. Taken a few seconds later, she was upright, facing away from the camera, lowering her shorts and revealing the purple g-string she must have had on. 

I’d have quit on the spot to go home to that, but I couldn’t. I needed the job, I had a giant credit card bill thanks to all the work I had been doing on my house, and I often worked seasonally; who knew what I would do in the Fall? 

So no, I did not leave to get laid. I texted her back: WOW.

How on earth was I going to keep my hands off that ass that I was staring at on my phone? I wouldn’t be able to. The whole week, it was mine. Not now, not during the work day, but in general, the whole week was play time. 

And I knew what I’d think about all day, and then I knew when I got home that I wouldn’t be able to control myself. I’d open the door, tear her clothes off, and ravish her right there in the kitchen. 

Then again in the lying room. 

Then again in the bedroom, if we even made it all the way upstairs. 

Have a great day at work, she wrote, and sent me a kiss emoji. I put my phone in my pocket, grabbed the lunch she made me, and started walking to the school. 

It was looking like this was our last week on the job. The tile guys were coming in the following week, and the week after that, students would return. We needed to finish three hallways this week, and if we were off-schedule, we’d have to work weekends, and the tile guys would have to do overtime. 

No one wanted to pay overtime, but on-site supervisor Cliff Clarke hated if his crew had to work overtime because it came out of his bonus, so the final week of a job frequently sucked. I knew I’d work hard this week, I knew I’d end up pushing myself, but knowing I’d be going home to Katie all week made the prospect a little more bearable. 

Somewhere between leaving my truck and getting to the wing where I’d be working, Katie sent another picture. Sometime after saying good morning to Cliff, and before I set my bags down in Room 108, Katie sent a picture of her naked body in my shower. 

She was slender, dripping wet, and steam made the photo less clear. But I knew what it would look like if the photo were clearer. I knew her body, knew how it felt, knew how it responded to my touch. I stared at my phone and immediately reignited the passion I felt for her all morning. 

I am going to ravish you later, I wrote. 

My only reply was another photo, this time of her, naked in my bedroom, towel wrapped around her hair, in a pair of satiny red panties, blowing me a kiss. 

God, this day was going to be difficult. I couldn’t get a new sexy photo every five minutes all day, could I? How many outfits did she bring? And could I actually get my work done if I was stopping to scroll through porn that my personal porn star was sending me? 

Of course the answer was no. I was already horny, but I’d be risking my job if I let this get the better of me, however badly I wanted her. 

Gotta get to work. Talk to you soon, I wrote, and I knew what I had to do. I walked right back out to my truck, put my phone in the cup holder, then went back in the building and got to work. 

If you can’t control a temptation, remove the temptation. It would be waiting for me anyway. 

It took a while to find my groove. We had to work solo, which was OK. Rand was down one hallway, I was down another, and Daniel was upstairs. I could hear Rand’s country music playing from his radio down the other hallway. 

I hated country music, but it did allow for my mind to wander. I immediately began picturing Katie in a cowboy hat, or cowboy boots, or an American flag bikini. Something told me I’d become a country music fan if that’s what I got to look at all the time. 
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At first my mind was in my truck, wondering whether she had sent any more pictures. 

Of course she had, right? She was full of surprises and this was how she planned to entertain herself all day while I was here at work. So there were definitely more photos out there. 

I tried to concentrate on trimming out a classroom door and cut my first piece of trim an inch too short, meaning I’d just screwed up some materials and Cliff would be all over my ass if he found out. 

But who could blame me, really? I was picturing her in all kinds of poses on my bed, taking sexy pictures, knowing it was driving me crazy. I pictured the little bump between her legs that she’d try to hide in her clothing, but I knew what happened to that bump when I touched her. I pictured the way her little nipples would get hard, poking out from her otherwise smooth chest like little pencil erasers. 

I pictured the way her ass jiggled when she jumped up and down after making my lunch. 

I pictured the way she looked when she was cumming all over herself. 

Good God, it was only Monday. 

Focus, Matt. Focus. 

I used the short piece of trim on another door, and soon it was looking like I would be ahead of schedule for the week. And I stayed that way until mid-morning, when I heard Rand clomp his way down the hall, dragging his heels like a caveman. He stopped at the doorway where I was working and stared at me. 

“Matt.” Rand’s jeans were always dirtier than the rest of the crew. Like he needed to prove he was harder working without actually working harder. I could smell his hangover as soon as he walked into the classroom. 

“Rand. What’s up?”

“I believe this is yours,” he said, and handed me my phone. 

“What the–?” I started to say. “Where did you get this?” But I knew where he got it. 

“Your truck,” he said. “I needed to borrow your lighter.”

“And you scrolled through my phone while you did it? I don’t smoke.”

“Yeah, but I wanted a smoke.”

“And you didn’t want to smoke in your truck, so you smoked in mine?”

“Didn’t smoke in yours,” he said. “Just needed a light. Didn’t know if you forgot it, or lost it, or what.” 

“I left it out there for a reason,” I said, taking my phone from him, knowing as soon as he left I’d check to see what was waiting for me. 

“And what reason might that be? Something to do with Katie?” 

Shit. He wouldn’t have gotten into my phone without my passcode or fingerprint, but he would have seen that she was texting because of the notifications. 

Or, worse. He would see what she was texting. 

“No,” I said. “Not Katie.” 

“She seems like a pretty hot dude,” he said. 

I stopped what I was doing. 

Dammit. What did he see? 

“What do you mean, a ‘hot dude’?” I asked, scrolling through the photos in my phone app. 

I wasn’t ashamed of Katie, and wasn’t ashamed of who she was or what I was attracted to, but man, my life would be a whole lot better if Rand Petrovicky didn’t have some gossip in his head that he could use to rally his drunk friends to cause trouble. 

I mentally breathed a sigh of relief as I scrolled through the photos. She kept her pants on in all of them. Rand might have been a dick, but it wasn’t because he caught a glimpse of hers. 

“Flattest chick ever, that’s why,” he said, and spat something onto the floor. 

Class act, that Rand. 

“She’s not flat,” I said, relieved that all I had to answer for was her chest. 

“Looks it to me,” he said. “Flat as a dude. I need ‘em bigger than that, for sure. Nice ass, though. Glad you’re gettin’ laid, buddy.”

He held a fist out, waiting for me to fist bump him in celebration of getting laid. Rand didn’t get laid nearly as much as he let on. 

“I’d like to meet your hot dude sometime,” he said. “We could double date with Kirsten.”

“Who’s Kirsten?” I said, thinking of the pictures I quickly scrolled through that Katie had sent me. One was of her looking out my front window in a black bikini. One was of her in the kitchen in a tiny skirt. One was of her in the bedroom in a little pink thong, from behind. 

I wanted to look at the pictures again. I didn’t care who Kirsten was. 

“Kirsten is all woman,” he said, grabbing onto his beer belly and giving it a shake, like that had anything to do with being a woman. “Huge tits, too. Not like yours.” 

“Oh, please.” 

“Swear to god,” he said, reaching into his pocket for his phone. He pulled it out and started scrolling. “You’ll see. Ain’t no flat-chested bitches in my phone, that’s for damn sure.” 

We heard some drilling in one of the other wings as we stood there. Finally Rand grunted and handed me his phone. 

I laughed as soon as I saw the photo.

“What?” Rand said. “Her tits are huge.”

“Rand,” I said, shaking my head, “if you’re going to screencap a photo you found online, at least make sure to crop out the OnlyFans logo in the corner.”

“It’s not an OnlyFans photo,” he said, snatching the phone back. 

“Yes it was,” I said. “You left part of the O from the logo in the corner, and whoever this is has her @ watermarked at the bottom there, right along her leg.” 

“Fuck you,” he said, looking at the photo. “She sent this to me.” 

“That might be true,” I said, “but you either paid for it because you’re a subscriber and she sends these to anyone who pays, or else it’s some dude texting you photos trying to scam you out of money.” 

That shut him up. 

Rand put his phone back in his pocket and grumbled a “fuck off” at me as he walked back down to his hallway. 

I didn’t hear country music the rest of the day. 
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Just sitting down to my gourmet lunch, I wrote her around noon. Can’t wait to taste you later. 

I wasn’t sure what I meant by that. I pictured kissing her again, feeling her soft, wet lips against mine. I pictured her wrapping those lips around my cock, the one that I had felt trying to spring to life in my jeans all day. 

The one I wanted to ravage her with while I ran my hands all over her thighs, her back, and her chest. 

I could picture what her skin felt like beneath my rough hands. The hands that were covered with drywall dust, sawdust, and construction adhesive. The hands that I knew were strong, and that could outwork anyone on the crew, even on my off days. And I had the house to prove it. 

A house with a gorgeous, sexy girl waiting for me, wearing what felt like dozens of revealing outfits, and sending me proof. 

I cannot wait much longer, came her reply as I finished my sandwich. Send help. 

The photo was of her in a short skirt, holding up the hem and showing off the front of her cotton panties, a light gray color. 

Right in front of her bump was a small wet spot. 

However long the morning felt, the afternoon would feel longer. I didn’t want to risk Rand getting my phone again, so I shut it off, shoved it into my pocket, and tried not to think of her body all day. 

I failed terribly. 
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I was jittery the whole drive home, like I had too much coffee or something. 

Mentally, I was still scrolling through the photos that I had seen throughout the day. My favorites were the ones where you could make out the tiny little bump in her panties, the undeniable evidence that she was turned on by…well, me. 

Were those photos obvious? Was Rand only pretending to comment about her chest, when really he could see what was between her legs? 

Even if Rand suspected something was up, I had caught him passing off an OnlyFans model as a real girlfriend, and he wouldn’t dare tell a soul about me if his little secret could get out. 

And even if he did, who cared? Over the course of a few glorious days, I went from having no luck with girls to sitting in my truck and fantasizing about what I’d love to do with my girlfriend’s penis. 

Wait. 

My girlfriend? Is that what she was? We hadn’t ever left the house together. We hadn’t gone on any dates. We had never held hands, had we? And we hadn’t even kissed until after we had sex a few times. 

So why did the thought of her being my girlfriend come to mind so easily? 

It didn’t matter. I pictured getting her back onto my bed on all fours, just like the photo she sent in the morning. I pictured being behind her, reaching between her legs to rub her crotch, and then I thought of that, over and over again, the last few blocks to my house. 

I cut the engine, made sure I had my phone with me, and then walked into a silent house.

“Hello?” I called out after I shut my back door. “Katie?” 

It’s a strange feeling to walk into your own house and feel a stillness that you know shouldn’t be there. To feel someone else’s presence. But that’s what I felt, and it felt weird. 

It felt weirder when I bent down to take my workboots off and didn’t hear anything. 

Not a peep. 

She wouldn’t have left. Her sneakers were in my mudroom. There was a glass and a plate in the sink. The house felt like there was someone else in it, but they weren’t moving. 

Was she playing hide and seek? Was that it? She was full of surprises. 

“Ready or not, here I come!” I called out, and walked through the empty living room, up the stairs, and then stopped once I got to the top. 

I could hear breathing. 

It was faint, but I could hear her. She was close by. 

“Hello?” I whispered as I padded my way to the bedroom. 

I was not prepared for what I saw waiting for me. 

I was definitely hearing her breathe, but specifically I was hearing her panting, trying to catch her breath. 

Katie was standing against the bedroom wall wearing nothing but a black lace crotchless bodystocking, her pale little penis standing out against the dark lace. She was riding back and forth against a suction cup dildo that she had stuck to the wall, and she looked at me helplessly. 

“I wanted to be ready for you,” she whimpered. “I couldn’t wait.” 

I undid my belt and my jeans dropped to the floor. 

“Oh God,” she yelped, riding the dildo faster, looking me right in the eyes as I took my socks off and stepped out of my boxer briefs. She was thrusting her hips out at me and then throwing herself back against it. A long droplet fell from the tip of her cock and stretched to the floor. 

“I have been thinking about you all day,” I said, tearing my shirt off. “You have been very naughty, haven’t you?” 

“I tried so hard,” she said. “I really did.” 

She stopped riding the dildo and looked up at me. I held her face in both hands, bent down, and kissed her. 

I felt her melt. I heard her moan. And I moved my hands down to her hips, slowly, feeling every inch of her skin as I did it, helping her to keep riding the dildo as we kissed. 

Her tongue found its way into my mouth, and we gave in to the passion we felt for each other all day. 

I felt her body crush against mine. I felt her arms search for something to grab on to and hold. And I felt her face press against mine, against a day of sweat, dust, dirt, and grime. 

“I am disgusting,” I whispered. 

“I don’t care,” she moaned, running her hand up my chest, making a track through a layer of sweaty drywall dust I did know was there.

“I am gritty and dirty,” I said when we paused to breathe. 

“I said I don’t care.” 

“I am sweaty and I stink.”

“I don’t care and I never will,” she said. “Take me now.” 

I kissed her again and she threw her arms around my neck, slowing her pace. She held me tightly to her face and sucked on my bottom lip. I reached between her legs, felt the slick head of her penis, and then brought my fingertips to her lips, feeding her what she was dripping onto the floor. 

“Oh God, Matt,” she breathed. “I had to wait for you all day.” 

I kept guiding her against the dildo, back and forth, watching her limp little dick twitch with want, dripping and spurting onto the floor every four or five strokes. 

The whole day she sent me pictures of what she was doing, what she was wearing. The whole day she was on edge, letting me know how turned on she was. 

And I wanted to watch just a little while longer. 

I sat on the edge of the bed, stroking myself in time with her riding. Long, slow, deliberate strokes. She stared at my crotch and I stared at hers, her little cock still dripping onto my floor. 

I took it all in. Her slim body almost completely covered with sensual black lace. The little opening at her crotch letting her cock out, a clear signal of how close to that edge she was. The lace let me see those pink little nipples as she thrust herself towards me, and it was all so completely delicious. 

Divine. The little buds of her nipples wanted to be let out so bad. Her body wanted me.

Me. 

And she was willing to give me an all-day show that never ended. It was building her up, and building me up, and keeping both of us permanently locked in a low-grade horniness that lasted hours. 

It was last night’s teasing handjob all over again, only this time it was a mental version that lasted all day, and she was right there with me, aching for release of her own. 

And who was going to break first? Who was going to give in to their feelings and give up the control they had over their body? I had watched her perfect body throughout the workday and could keep going forever. I had seen picture after picture, and now I had the real-life girl, right in front of me, and I knew I could savor her for as long as I wanted.

I sat back on the bed and let my hard cock stand straight up, letting her see just how turned on she was making me.

She got the hint. 

I watched as Katie slowed her pace, then dismounted the dildo. 

“I want you so bad,” she said, and she stepped away from the wall, leaving the dildo to bob up and down as she left it behind her. She only had to walk a few steps, and she climbed into my arms, wrapping her legs around me. 

She nudged me inside of her, where she was already slick and open, ready for me to slide all the way in with almost no resistance, and then sat down in my lap, facing me. I was buried all the way to the base, and she began riding, slowly, but this time she was riding me and not the stand-in that she had to use when I wasn’t home yet. 

We kissed again, her body fully upright, and I felt her shudder.

“What the fuck was that,” she breathed. “Oh God, here it is again,” and her whole body shook in my arms a second time. 

She squeezed me with her arms and buried her head against me, kissing my neck as she continued to shake every few strokes. 

Even feeling her body through the body stocking, I could tell it was her. I knew the way it felt. Each bump in her spine, each shoulder blade, each curve of each hip, each perfect half of her ass, each thigh. I knew it all; I had learned fast. 

I felt her warm little cock pressed against my belly in between us as she quickened her pace, riding my whole length and grinding herself into my body. She was grabbing my face, kissing me passionately, and I wrapped my arms tightly around her back as she sat in my lap. 

We gasped for air every few seconds as we ground our lips against each other, as we smashed our faces together. 

For two people who hadn’t kissed until that morning, we got good at it in a hurry. 

“I’ve wanted this all day,” she breathed in between kisses. 

“I thought about this all day,” I said. “I thought about you all day.”

“I’m so close,” she gasped, bucking her hips with abandon. I felt her clench around me, and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold out forever. 

With her lips on mine, with my fingers pinching her nipples through the lace, she yelped and I felt the first spurt of cum come out of her and squirt between us. Then the next, and then the next, and it was still going when I couldn’t take it anymore and my own climax began. We held each other as we both shook, surrendering control of our bodies for a few brief seconds that somehow stretched to hours.

Given how drained I felt that morning, I have no idea how my body managed to cum as much as it did. With her body slick against mine, I felt myself empty out once again deep inside of her, and I held her tight against me as all the tension in my body left me in short bursts. 

Eventually I had nothing left. I was spent. The last pulse of my orgasm left me and I felt myself start to lose my erection inside of her while we held each other and didn’t dare let go. 

The intensity of what we had just done suddenly became clear. 

We had fucked.

We eventually gave in to our lust and absolutely wore each other out in just a few short minutes. A few short minutes that somehow contained the entire universe. 

Eventually we both came to, realizing our lips were touching and our bodies were slick with her cum. 

She stayed mounted on top of me as I fell backwards onto the bed, wiping my forehead with my arm. My core was exhausted. My thighs burned. My arms felt like they had bench pressed my persona best, and all I did was hold her as tightly as I wanted to. 

I sighed and we looked into each other’s eyes. 

She giggled and started tracing her fingers through the mess that she made all over my belly, coming teasingly close to tickling my belly button with her cum. 

“My God,” I said. “You know, I can’t ever let you leave.” 

“Welcome home, Matt,” she smiled. 


NEIGHBORS WITH BENEFITS


NEIGHBORS WITH BENEFITS


Idon’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. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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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“How much longer is it?” Katie asked, looking out the window as the slow, rolling hills started to get a little steeper and a little more Fall-colored.

“Dad, are we there yet?” I teased in a nasal voice. 

“I did not sound like that!” 

“I know,” I said. “I’m just giving you a hard time. I’m picturing you as a little girl in the backseat, whining about being in the car for too long.”

She got quiet and looked out the window some more. 

“I was never a little girl,” she finally said. 

This was technically true. She may have been hot. She may have been my lover. She may have been, at that moment, dressed in a pair of tiny purple bike shorts and an oversized hooded sweatshirt with her hair in a little ponytail, but she was not, strictly speaking, a girl. 

But she was my girl. 

We had been lovers for what felt like forever. We wasted no time after her family moved in to start sneaking around like a couple of horny teenagers, spending time together whenever we could. She immediately made it clear that she was attracted to me and wanted to fool around, and I was instantly drawn to her.

She was flirty, she was sexy, she was fun. 

She had ideas, she knew what she wanted, and she could make it happen. 

And what did she want?

Me. 

And I wanted her. 

Except, again strictly speaking, she was not what you would call…her. 

I mean, I called her that. She did. Her family did. 

But she somehow managed to be more than a her, maybe because of what she had between her legs. Which was little and hairless and…cute. It was never something I thought about when I kissed girls before. 

I mean, I thought about what was between my legs. I thought about my dick and what I wanted to do with it, what I wanted them to do with it. But I definitely never thought about what I would do to one. Or that I would have someone else’s in my hand. Or in my mouth. I thought I knew what a girl cumming looked like. I didn’t. 

And I never thought that I’d have dreams about all the new and exciting things that I could do to one, especially as a way to show affection. To get someone off and show that they are worth it. That they can feel amazing too. And that I can be trusted. 

And I never thought that I’d find someone like that, someone I thought about all the time, someone I would one day drive to a remote mountain cabin to help me renovate someone else’s rental property, where we could fuck ourselves silly if we wanted to. 

I know we wanted to. We’d have to do work, but I knew where we were going and what we’d do when we got there. 

We’d be in the truck for a little while longer, just two lovers on their way to play house for two weeks and earn a little money while getting to pleasure each other in all kinds of ways. 

“We probably have a little less than two hours,” I said, finally answering her question. 

“Larkenville,” she read off a sign as we drove past it. “Why does that sound familiar?” 

“It’s a bit touristy,” I said. “For people who go to the mountains but not the whole way.”

“That’s my Dad,” she laughed. “Maybe I’ve been there? Why am I picturing a candy store by a river?”

“There is a river,” I said. “I’ve fished it. It goes right through town.” 

She got quiet. 

“You’re…not going to make me eat a fish, are you?” she asked. “Like, how rustic are you planning on being for the next few weeks?” 

That got a laugh out of me, and she immediately turned red.

“It’s OK,” I said. “Although I love that you agreed to something without really knowing what it is.” 

She smiled again. 

“The cabin is unheated, but it does have a wood stove,” I said. “So we’ll be insulating it. It does have a kitchen, there’s a bathroom, and it has running water and electricity. It’s not going to be like living in an open cave for two weeks.” 

“You said there was a pond?” 

“Two, I think. We have access to a State Forest down the trail and Cliff said nobody camps that far North.”

“I couldn’t decide what bikinis to bring, so I brought them all. Two weeks is a long time.”

“It is,” I said, reaching for her hand. I gave it a squeeze, and she squeezed back. 

“And I brought a lot of work thongs,” she said. “I bet you never worked with anyone who had work thongs.”

“Definitely haven’t worked with anyone who would look good in a work thong,” I laughed. “But we do have to get this done, so don’t be too distracting, OK?”

“Well,” she said, placing her hand on my thigh as I drove. “You may just have to show some self-restraint. I’m not some personal sexual plaything, mister.” 

“If you’re going to be prancing around a tiny cabin in a thong, I promise nothing,” I said. 

“I’ll unionize,” she said. “I have every right to wear what I want and be treated fairly and respectfully.” 

“I know you too well,” I said. “You happen to love being treated pretty disrespectfully.” 

“Fine. Full-length overalls it is,” she said. “And a hard hat.” 

“Sports bra and a thong.”

“Sweatpants and a sweatshirt.”

“Bikini and a baseball hat.” 

“A large burlap sack,” she said.

“No panties underneath.”

“No sack then. Granny panties and a winter coat.”

“You’d still look great in granny panties,” I said. 

“Frumpy flannel pajama pants and a robe.” 

“Crotchless panties and a lace bra.”

“Bzzzt,” she said. “Don’t have the boobs for it.” 

“Naked, wearing a tool belt.” 

“Bzzt,” she said again. “We already did that.” 

She was right. She was referring to the last time we had to sneak around. She had rented a hotel room for us and we took the long way home from the hardware store, long enough to make love in the middle of the day and then drive home like nothing had happened. She had planned the whole thing as a surprise. She was full of surprises. She was a permanent surprise. 

“It was fun, though,” I said, picturing the way she looked after we had sex and she struck a sexy pose wearing her tool belt and nothing else. 

She sighed and looked out the window again. “It was fun,” she said. 

We passed another sign for Larkenville. I heard myself say “hmmmmm” out loud. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“I just realized that Larkenville might be the last bigger grocery store for a while,” I said. “Let’s stop here for groceries, because the smaller Mom and Pop places in the mountains are going to be a lot more expensive.”

A few minutes later we were driving through downtown Larkenville, which was a quaint little town with a busy Main Street, gorgeously surrounded by wooded hills. You could start to see the higher mountains in the distance. A lot of the storefronts were made to look like log cabins, and loads of businesses were named after mountains, wildlife, and famous explorers. When we were right by the bridge over the river, she suddenly sat up straight and gasped.

“Right there!” she said, pointing excitedly. “I remember sitting right there, on that bench! We had gotten ice cream!” 

“Well, there’s the ice cream place,” I said. “Right next to the candy shop, like you remembered.” 

“I have been here!” she said, clapping her hands together. 

“Now I’m picturing you as a little girl, sitting on that bench, dangling your feet off the bench holding an ice cream cone.” 

She got quiet again as we drove by the bench.

“I told you,” she said quietly. “I wasn’t a little girl.” 

The river wasn’t wide as it went through town, so it didn’t take long for us to get to the other side of the bridge. There was a public parking lot on the far side of the bridge, and without even thinking about it, I turned the truck into the lot even though the grocery store was on the way back out of town. 

“What are we doing?” she said. 

I killed the truck’s engine and jumped out of the truck. I walked around to her side and opened the door, holding out my hand. 

“What are we doing?” she asked again. “Why did we stop?” 

“Here,” I said, offering her my hand. “Come on down. We’re getting ice cream.”

“Oh, Matt, no,” she said. “I didn’t mean–”

“I know what you meant. Let’s go.” 

She looked at me from her seat and eventually, timidly, took my hand, and I helped her down from the truck. When she landed on the parking lot with a little hop, I took her in my arms. 

“My treat,” I said, as she buried her head in my chest. 

We walked over the river holding hands, and she kept pulling her hair out of her face as the mountain breeze blew it around. It was closer to Fall up in the mountains than it was back home, and we were just like any other young couple spending a Romantic day in the mountains on a sunny September day, walking hand in hand across the bridge. 

We were like any other couple as we ordered two ice cream cones and then sat on the bench together, swinging our legs over the side like little kids, watching the ice cream melt faster than we could eat it. 

“You’re so good at licking that,” I teased.

“Is that why you did this?” she asked. “So you could get me thinking about licking you like an ice cream cone?”

“No,” I said. “I did this so you could be a little girl on a bench.” 

She looked up at me and her blue eyes welled with tears. She said nothing. I said nothing. 

Eventually she put her head on my shoulder and I wrapped my arm around her and we sat in the sun, saying nothing, watching our ice cream melt. 

[image: ]


We were still like any other couple when we got to the grocery store and did some shopping. I pushed the cart and made her stand on her tiptoes to reach everything, mainly so I could get a good look at that light little ass that was otherwise covered by her big sweatshirt. It was a shame to cover that up. 

Her spirits were higher after our ice cream date, and she had a lot of fun picking out our groceries for the week. She was more health-conscious than I was expecting, but honestly, what was I expecting? We had a relationship based on need and lust and urges up until that point. We still had all of those, but we were, ever so slowly, getting to know one another as people. 

She liked to eat well. She said it was to keep our energy up. 

I also saw her add three bottles of lube to the cart, which she did with a wink. 

“I’d hate to run out,” she said. “Then we’d have to stare at each other after we get snowed in.” 

“We’d figure something out,” I said. “You have to be resourceful in the wilderness.” 

“Frontier sex,” she said, then she looked around the aisle. Seeing it was empty, she swayed her hips past me to one of the shelves and bent down at the waist to look at what was on the bottom of the shelf. 

Her ass was on full display, right there in the store. She wagged it back and forth.

“What kind of tomato sauce do we need?” she said. 

“What kinds are there?” 

“Let me read them,” she said, and then she read all of them, very slowly. I crept up behind her and placed one hand directly on her ass cheek. 

“Hmm,” I said. “I didn’t quite catch all that.” 

“Let me go over it again,” she said, pressing her ass back into my hand. She read all the sauces again. 

My hand slipped between her legs and gently rubbed the little bump I knew was there. She stayed bent over and her legs widened just a little bit. 

“Careful, mister,” she said as she stood up. 

“What were we talking about again?” I asked, giving her backside a little swat. 

She rolled her eyes at me and grabbed a jar of tomato sauce. “Extra garlic it is,” she said, and got up on her tiptoes to kiss me on the cheek. 

When she turned to put it in the cart I caught an elderly woman in a brown cardigan smiling at us from the end of the aisle. 

How much did she see? Was she smiling because she approved? Did it matter? 

Katie planned on eating healthy food while we were at the cabin, but she had a hard time understanding that we had an actual kitchen to cook in; she kept putting food back thinking that we’d have to heat it in a pan on a wood stove. 

The truck was so full of tools and gear and luggage that we had to put a few bags of groceries at her feet for the rest of the drive. By the time we pulled into the driveway of the little secluded cabin, she was starting to shiver from having frozen and refrigerated stuff near her bare legs for so long. 

Cliff was right: the cabin needed work. Set back from a dirt road by a long, rutted dirt driveway, the cabin was shaped like an L. 

We walked into the kitchen, which was a short length of counter, a sink, a gas stove, and a small fridge. To our left was a living area with a woodstove. A ladder led up to a loft bedroom that was above the kitchen. Off the back of the living room was an addition that was still mostly unfinished, consisting of a bedroom and a small bathroom. The cabin was chilly, and Katie immediately found a few blankets and huddled on the couch. I got a fire going in the wood stove, put the groceries away, and started unloading some things from the truck. 

Thirty minutes later, the cabin had warmed up and Katie was back to herself again. I came in from outside with an armload of firewood and she was sitting cross-legged on the couch, cheeks flushed. 

“You’re looking much better,” I said. 

“But then, I always look good,” she said. 

“True,” I said, dumping the logs next to the stove. 

She patted the couch next to her. “Have a seat, big boy. Take a rest. Don’t wear yourself out yet.” 

I sat next to her and put my arm around her. We sank back into the couch and felt the warmth of the fire, smelled the smoke. The only sounds aside from our breathing and the fire popping were birds chirping outside. 

“How do you know how to make a fire?” she asked. 

I shrugged. “My father taught me,” I said. “We used to go camping a lot. I don’t know. You just pick this stuff up.” 

“I didn’t,” she said. 

“You never went camping?” 

“My father has never gotten dirty,” she said. 

Alan did seem like he didn’t know how to do much. Still, there were memories she had of him, of her childhood, of how she became who she was. I wanted to know them. 

“I do want to know more about you,” I said. 

“Maybe someday,” she smiled. “You know, it really is hot in here now.” 

She sat forward and took her sweatshirt off. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath it, so she sat there in tiny tight biking shorts with her arms crossed, a satisfied smile on her face as she turned to face me. 

“Are we playing some sort of game now?” I said, taking my flannel shirt off. 

Each of her shoes dropped to the floor with a dull thud. 

Then mine did. 

Her socks were next, and she flung each one across the room. One landed dangerously close to the wood stove. 

“Careful,” I said. “We don’t want to burn down the cabin before we earn any money.”

She got up from the couch, her little tiny breasts protruding ever so slightly from her chest. She padded her bare feet across the room to the stove, then bent over to grab her sock. While she was bent over, she tucked her fingers into her waistband and lowered her shorts all the way down, giving me a perfect view of her ass, then a perfect view of her asshole and her balls. She stood back up and walked back to the couch, sitting on the far end with her legs open. 

“So,” she said, watching me get my jeans off and hearing my belt buckle hit the floor. “I feel cold again,” and she reached for the blanket, covering herself up. 

“We’ll see about that,” I said, and I lifted one end of the blanket, slithering under it like a snake, crawling up beneath it and stopping between her legs. The blanket let some sunlight through, and I could see exactly where I was going. I wiggled my way down the couch until I could see her little hairless dick. 

Her hands slipped beneath the blanket and she positioned her little dick so it stared me right in the face. 

Even though it was soft, I took it between my lips and ran my tongue over the head of it. I could hear a little moan escape Katie’s lips even though I was buried beneath a heavy blanket. 

She started to grow in my mouth, not that she could grow very much; she had a cute little penis, thin and short, perfectly shaved. She could keep it hidden most of the time, unless her clothes were tight enough where a telltale bulge gave it away that she was turned on. 

Right now, she was turned on. I could fit her whole length in my mouth easily, and even had room to swirl my tongue around all of her. 

She squirmed as I did it, and her hands found the back of my head, doing their best to keep me locked in place. 

“Let’s play a game,” I said, teasing the head of her cock with my tongue. 

“Right…now?” she breathed.

“We can only get off if we answer a question.”

“This is evil,” she said, shoving herself back into my mouth. 

“It’s not,” I said, “it’s fun. You like fun.” 

“I’m not lasting 21 questions,” she said. “Make it snappy.” 

“Where did you go to college?” I asked. 

“Bowling Green,” she said. “I lasted one semester.”

“That’s two answe–” I started to say, but her cock was right back in my mouth and she pumped furiously. 

I tapped her ass to get her to stop. 

“Fine,” she said. “Where did you go to college?”

“I didn’t,” I said, thrusting into her mouth. “You wasted a question. You knew that already.”

“Yeah, but I got back to my turn right away,” she said. “I wasted nothing.” She placed her cock right against my lips and I felt it, pulsing, resting, ready to move as soon as I asked her something. 

“Where’s your favorite place in the world?” I said. 

“Wherever you are,” she said, and she was right back to pumping her hips into my face, frantically dragging the whole length of her cock against my tongue. 

“What’s the hottest sex you ever had?” she asked, stroking me with her hand as she asked. 

Now we’re getting somewhere. 

“We haven’t had it yet,” I said, thrusting towards her mouth again. She lifted her head and dodged me. 

“Bzzt,” she said. “Who was your first BJ with?” 

She didn’t wait for my answer before she slobbered her way down my entire shaft. 

“Oh God!” came out of my lips as I tried to form words. “Marie Tra–”

Her cock may not have been huge, but it was all the way in my mouth and made it impossible to talk. 

“Who…was your first–” I tried to ask…something. Who knows? 

It didn’t matter. I’d never learn it, whatever it was. 

I felt a climax start to form as we squirmed on the couch, joined together intimately, gasping and moaning as we focused on getting ourselves off, just using each other’s mouths for our own needs. 

It was a failure. The game was a failure. Just a few questions in and we both totally lost control, fucking each other’s mouths in a desperate attempt to cum. 

“Mmmph,” she said between my legs. “Gmmph!” 

Was she answering a question? Or asking one? 

Who cared anymore? 

And then I felt the first spurt hit the back of my throat. She kept bucking her hips into my face all the way through her orgasm, and I felt her load of cum spill out all over my tongue, lubricating my mouth as she rode the last waves of her climax.

Then I lost it, and her sounds of pleasure turned into gargling sounds as I felt blast after blast of cum shoot into her warm mouth. Eventually we slowed our movements and held one another by the hips, feeling our softening cocks swirling amid what felt like a gallon of ejaculate in our mouths. 

She swallowed first, and I slid out of her mouth. I swallowed her girlcum next, and exhaled loudly. 

The fire snapped and popped, and we lay there listening to the sounds of the breeze high up in the trees over the cabin. She lifted herself up, climbed into my arms, and covered us up with the blanket. 

“What do you want for dinner?” I said, gently playing with her hair. 

“Well, we don’t need protein,” she laughed. 
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We spent the following morning lazily walking around the cabin naked. We had slept in the loft…sort of, because the heat from the wood stove had risen there and then never left. We had fallen asleep in each other’s arms, yet woke up sweating around midnight. We had stripped off all our clothes, and spent a restless night alternating between sweating under the blankets and avoiding having our bodies touch. 

Sex couldn’t fix that problem, and we didn’t try.  

“Maybe tonight we don’t get such a good fire going in the stove,” she mumbled, blearily looking at me from over the top of her coffee. 

“Deal,” I said. “We’ll have to keep each other warm, though.”

“I’ll take it,” she said. “I have never needed a shower so badly in my life.”

“Then we should start our work in the bathroom,” I said. “Otherwise, you’re looking at a bath in the lake, and I bet the lake is cold.”

“Perfect,” she said. 

The bathroom in the cabin had been started but never finished, then it was neglected, and then it was clear that everything needed to be replaced anyway. 

Before we tore the bathroom out, we’d need to get tools out of the truck, which we never did the night before. It was hard to believe how chilly it was outside given how hot it was during the night, and we watched our breath as we brought load after load of tools and supplies in from the truck. 

She took one look at the outhouse and decided that her morning pee would be behind a big oak tree next to the driveway. I could hear it hissing against the ground as she did it, and I imagined her little cock, dangling between her legs as she squatted. 

Since it was a cold morning, she stepped back out from behind the tree as the ground steamed. 

I don’t know why it was hot. It just was. She looked embarrassed.

“Peeing outside at a job site?” I said. “You’re a real carpenter now.” 

“Even before I’ve carpented anything?” 

“Carpented?” I asked. 

“I know it’s not a real word, silly,” she said. 

It could have been a real word. I don’t know how else to describe what she managed to do that first day, because it wasn’t building. 

She was self-conscious about how little she knew, so I tried not to make her feel bad about not being the best assistant. But she eventually learned what the different tools were called as we did some demo work in the bathroom. She wasn’t the strongest assistant, but she was a hell of a lot sexier than Rand would have been had he been my partner for the next few weeks. 

I’ll make that trade every time. 

We moved slowly that first day, which I blamed on the lack of sleep. But we did manage to get the old tile floor out and the new tile floor in, and she liked putting spacers between all the tiles to keep the gaps even, and I liked how I could admire her ass as she was down on all fours placing the spacers. Just her in her tool belt and tiny denim shorts, bent over on the floor, tempting me the whole time she worked. 

Win-win. 

By 3 pm, we had the new tub installed, the floor was in, and I had finished tiling the wall. Tomorrow we would grout, and it seemed like as good a time to call it a day as any. 

“We can’t shower,” she said, looking at the exposed pipes in the tub. 

“No,” I said. “We’ll finish it tomorrow, and then maybe the next day we can shower.”

“I am so gross,” she said, looking at me sadly. 

“You’re never gross,” I said, holding her close. 

“You’re sweet, but I am disgusting,” she said. “I have been sweating since midnight. I need a shower, and so do you.” 

“Ever skinny dipped?” I asked.

She shivered. 

“I’ll take that as a ‘no,’” I said. “We’ll have a working bathroom in a day or so, but until then, we have a lake somewhere down the trail. I say we shut it down for the day, we go for a walk, and you can bring one of those bikinis you were telling me about.”

“I’ve got a better idea,” she said, grinning. 

We may not have had a long history together, but it was long enough for me to know that I liked her ideas. While I packed a couple backpacks with water and towels and supplies, she disappeared into the loft to get ready. 

“Ready,” she said, as I zipped up my backpack. 

I looked up and she was completely naked, except for a pair of sneakers. Her hair was in a high ponytail. Her sunglasses were on. She reached for her backpack, put it on, and gave me two thumbs up while her little penis bobbed up and down. 

“You’re drooling,” she smiled. 

I may not have been literally drooling, but my mouth was open. Like I said, I knew enough to trust her ideas. 

Like the idea to let her lead the way down the trail to the lake, even though she didn’t know where she was going. 

I gave enough distance where I could admire her ass the whole way. The way her muscles worked. The leanness of her body. The way her ponytail bounced from side to side, showing off the back of her neck, that I very badly wanted to nibble on. The way her ass moved, giving me little glimpses of her balls as she waltzed in front of me. 

The way she knew I was looking at her. The way she would stop and lean on a rock or stump every once in a while to rest, but she was really letting me admire the crack of her ass, each cheek, and each long leg. 

I’d follow that ass anywhere. 

I followed it through about half a mile of downhill forested trail, and as the ground leveled out and we could start to make out the lake through the trees, I lost her around a turn as she scampered off ahead. 

I couldn’t help but smile the rest of the way down the trail, even though I could no longer see her naked bottom in front of me, could no longer be there when she turned her head to smile at me. For a few silent minutes I walked the same trail she just did, not even detecting a hint of what she smelled like. Then I rounded the same bend she did, and saw ahead of me. 

The woods opened up a bit to a small, rocky beach. There were mountains on all sides of the lake, which was quite large, perfectly still, and reflected the forest perfectly. It was as if the whole world was focusing in on this one place, and focusing in on Katie. 

She looked back at me and smiled, turning her body enough for me to see that she was fully erect, poking straight out in front of her as she was partially submerged in the lake. 

“What a view!” I called to her. 

She reached down and splashed herself with water, making an exaggerated face in response to how cold the water felt. 

As much as I liked what happened when we were naked and near one another, I did not want to join her in the lake. 

Not yet, at least. 

Instead, I started gathering some small sticks from the edge of the beach, and began making piles near a large, flat boulder. I wandered up and down the rocky shore collecting smooth rocks to encircle the area where I planned to build a fire. 

I listened to her sing to herself and splash around in the water. I wanted to make sure the fire would be strong enough where it would be there to warm her up when she was done in the water. 

I knew I’d only last a few minutes in the chilly water, too. 

“Were you a Boy Scout?” she called from the lake. I looked up and she was treading water, facing back towards me. Her question echoed a little bit. 

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m just naturally prepared, I guess.” 

By the time I shook my shoes and socks off, the fire had caught, and I dropped a few larger branches onto it. It started to rise, higher and higher, and I knew it was good without me for a few minutes. 

I was sweaty and gritty and needed to bathe, my naked lover was out in the lake, and even though my cock was going to shrink–substantially–in the cold mountain water, I also knew Katie wasn’t going to complain the next time I was inside of her. 

Funny how I used to be very self conscious in front of lovers if I knew I was going to shrink. Somehow, being with Katie made me not care. 

I got three toes in the water and knew it was going to be rough. 

“This is freezing!” I called out to her. 

“You get used to it!” she called back. “Come on in!” 

My whole body was recoiling from the water, and I already wanted to go back to the fire that I had built behind me. 

Step by step, inch by inch, I made my way out to knee-deep water, then thigh-deep, then my cock was submerged as I got waist-deep. 

I took the plunge, semi-literally, and dove in the water to swim out to where she was. 

The shock of the cold mountain water made my teeth chatter almost immediately. Every pore tightened up, and every muscle contracted. It took a few strokes for my body to get used to it, and soon I was out as far as she was. 

“Hey there, Boy Scout,” she said, bobbing up and down in the water. “Bet that fire would feel pretty good right now.”

“You have no idea,” I said. 

“Float on your back,” she said. “The water by my feet is colder. If you stay up near the surface you’ll be fine.” 

She stretched out on her back and her cock was still hard, poking straight up out of the water. She looked down at it and laughed. 

In my best English accent, I narrated a wildlife show. “‘Here in its natural habitat, a hot young mountain nymph reveals she is ready for mating season,’” I said. That got a laugh out of her. “‘By laying back in the water, she alerts any males in the vicinity that she would welcome their attention.’” 

“‘She waits and waits for a suitable mate to pursue her,’” she said. 

“‘Since there is only one male nearby, he is more than suitable,’” I said, swimming close to her with just the top of my head sticking out of the water. 

“‘The male approaches and begs to be accepted,’” she said. 

“‘Except this male doesn’t beg,’” I said. “‘Suddenly the entire mating ritual is in jeopardy.’” I swam away from her and continued narrating: “‘The fire calls, and the mountain nymph, clearly in heat, must wait another day for a mate.’” 

She began swimming after me. “‘Smitten with this male’s impossibly good looks and boyish charm, the mountain nymph decides to ignore gender expectations and make sure she gets what she wants.’” 

“‘This male is confused,’” I said, “‘as no mate has ever pursued him. He feels like maybe she sees him as food.’” 

She reached me and we faced each other, treading water right where the shallow water started to turn deep. 

“Has no one ever chased after you?” she said without her English narration voice. 

“I don’t think so,” I said. 

She slowly drifted closer, and then her arms were around my neck, and we were kissing. 

Our bodies were wet, and cold, and yet we were still ready for each other. Our mouths were hungry, and while I was so cold that I didn’t feel like much of a man because of how small my freezing cock felt down below, I could tell from the moment that I held Katie’s body close to mine that she was still, impossibly, somehow, still erect. 

We broke our kiss and I stared into her eyes. 

“How are you still turned on?” I said, feeling her poke me in the thigh. “I feel like I have a shriveled raisin between my legs.” 

She smiled. 

“This feels amazing,” she said, rubbing her whole shaft against my thigh as she spoke. “All of this. The walk down here, the fact that no one’s looking.”

“I’m looking,” I said. 

“That’s different,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. “I mean, no one in the store is staring at me. My parents aren’t noticing that people in the checkout line are looking at my legs, or that the guy in the next line is thinking filthy things about me.” 

“Don’t forget your ass. You’ve got a great ass. I bet they have filthy thoughts about that too.”

“I’m serious, Matt.” 

“Sorry.” 

“This whole trip has felt great so far. Like, I’m tired, but we got things done today. And I didn’t sleep well last night, but I know we’ll be together tonight and it’ll be OK. And I don’t know what we’re going to eat, but it’s somehow fine.” She let go of my neck and swam backwards a few feet. She was treading water and I was imagining what the view would have been if I were beneath her, looking up between her legs. 

“I feel like myself,” she said. “I feel like me.” 

A few birds sang from somewhere in the forest. There was still a lot of daylight left, but the sun was low enough where it was partly hidden by some tall trees. Soon it would be behind a mountain. 

“I’m glad,” I finally said. “I like that you’re you.” 

“That makes no sense,” she smiled. 

“Maybe not, but your lips are turning blue, so let’s get you out of the water.” 

She ran her hands through her hair and then nodded, spitting out a small wave of water that splashed in her face. 

We swam back to shore, and I got out of the water first. I felt the heat of the fire pretty far down the beach, and I hoped that by the time I threw another few thick branches on the fire, my dick would be recovered from its cold shock. 

It didn’t. I laid a towel down and sat on the large boulder near the fire and listened to Katie walk softly up to the fire. She faced the fire and held her arms out in a T, shivering gently. Her small, shaved dick was still sticking straight out in front of her, pointing towards the warmth. I tossed her a towel. 

“We definitely need to finish the bathroom tomorrow,” I said. “I don’t know that I can do that again. My dick doesn’t want to come back out.” 

She dried herself, then turned to look back at me and smiled. “I bet I can convince it,” she said. 

I looked down between my legs and shook my head. “It was a good dick, but I’m afraid it didn’t make it. We’ll have to come up with some other way of getting off.”

“Not on my watch,” she said, walking back to me and nestling into my lap. 

Her naked ass wiggled its way against me, and I felt my retracted dick find a home between her cheeks. She steadied herself by putting her hands on my knees, and slowly ground her body in circles. I cupped her small breasts as she worked her body around. 

“God, Matt, this is so perfect,” she breathed. 

She was getting the response she wanted, and the response that I wanted, too. Which is to say, I felt myself warming up from the fire, warming up with most of her body pressed against mine, and it was reviving my dick, as I started to get hard again. 

“I think you like this,” she teased. 

“I will always like this,” I said, kissing behind her ear. “I will never not like this.” 

“Do you promise?” she breathed. 

“I promise,” I said.

“Do you pinky promise?” she said.

I took my pinky and put it between her legs, rubbing the sensitive underside of her dick with it.

“I pinky promise,” I said. 

“You make good promises,” she whispered. Then I held my pinky perfectly still and waited. For some reason I liked when she wanted something and needed to go after it. And sure enough, after a few seconds accepting that I wouldn’t be dragging my little finger against her sensitive parts any longer, she started bucking her hips back and forth, doing it for me. 

I let her. 

Then I pressed my little finger more firmly against her, and her breathing started to change. She was taking deeper breaths, starting to chase pleasure. I wrapped my entire hand around her and began stroking, ever so gently. 

Three or four strokes in, and she had enough. 

“My God, fuck me,” she said. “Just fuck me.”

She leaned down to her backpack and pulled out one of the lube bottles she bought from the store. 

“I’m not the only one who’s prepared,” she said, squeezing some onto my dick, now standing almost fully at attention. 

“What if someone’s watch–” I started to say.

“Then they get to watch us,” she said, kissing me and slowly stroking my now-lubed-up cock. “Let them watch. Let them watch what I’m about to do to you.” 

She turned around to face the lake again and wiggled back into my lap, this time letting the slick head of my cock find her opening. 

She guided me where I needed to go, then started sitting back, slowly, and I felt myself enter her ass with a little resistance, and then I was all the way in with a sudden pop. 

She jumped when it happened, and a little moan escaped her lips. 

“Oh God,” she breathed. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

With her hands on my knees, she began slowly riding up and down my shaft. We were out in nature, beautiful surroundings, completely naked, putting on a show for any animals who cared to watch. I was imagining people hiding in the trees watching us, and the thought thrilled me. Why should I be self-conscious about fucking my lover? 

Although at the moment, she was fucking me. 

She rode all of me, making sure that I could see every bit of myself disappear inside of her. She knew I was watching her ass take me in, knew that I was enthralled with how she looked as she slowly let every inch of me penetrate as far as it could. I ran my hands all over her naked back as she rode me, then ground against me when I was all the way in. 

Then she did it again.

And again. 

“I’ve wanted this for days,” she breathed. 

I reached my hand between her legs and felt around for what I knew was there. 

I missed at first, clumsily getting lube all over my fingers from between our legs and bodies.

Lucky for me, I could do something with it. 

Or maybe I meant lucky for her. 

With my now-slick hand, I began stroking her, slowly, not wanting to tug her off too soon. I wanted her to feel every inch of everything. She slowed her pace, reveling in getting pleasure from behind and in front, and she moaned softly. 

I squeezed my hand around her, tighter, and she shook, letting out a little yelp. Having this kind of power over someone was intoxicating. Having this kind of trust with someone was even better. I knew what she liked, she knew what I liked, and I knew what I needed to do in order to get her to beg. So I did it: I held my hand perfectly still. 

I felt her cock pulsing in my slippery hand. I felt her body close to mine, and I could feel her try and catch her breath. 

She began riding again, this time reaching to make sure that her whole length fucked my hand. It meant she wasn’t riding me as deeply as she had been since I was bigger than her, but it didn’t matter. 

Nothing mattered except this. The feeling of being joined where we were joined, making sure that the only thing that mattered in the world was doing the most natural thing for us, out in the natural world. 

I squeezed harder, and she kept fucking my palm. 

She went faster, and her body started making a slapping sound as she crashed into me. I held my hand still, letting her control everything: the pace, her pleasure, everything. 

She collapsed against me and caught her breath. 

I held my hand still again, feeling her throb hotly in my hand. 

I slowly stroked. 

As in, barely moving. 

A slow, luxurious, drawn-out stroke that went all the way up her little shaft. 

Then I made the “OK” sign with my hand and closed the “O” around the swollen, slippery head of her girldick. 

She leaned back against me and arched her back; we were able to kiss, and as our lips were pressed together, I began stroking again. The tight little “O” my fingers made around her little shaft made her squirm in my lap. 

“Don’t stop!” she panted. “Don’t stop!” 

I began stroking faster and faster, in time with the pace of her riding me, so we both felt the same thing on our dicks: I felt her tightness as she rode, she felt the tightness of my hand as I squeezed. 

My free hand wandered up her chest and I found a nipple, which she was only too happy to give me. I gave it a firm pinch and felt her bite my lip, and that’s when she lost it. 

“God, Matt, I’m gonna cum!” she yelped. “Oh my God.” 

Her body tensed up and I began jerking her off as fast as I could, pinching her nipple as she held her breath and waited for her orgasm to crash. 

She was rigid and helpless in my arms, there on the rock overlooking the lake, and a low, animal-like moan escaped her lips as she got closer and closer to climax. 

I stroked her harder, and firmer, and then her body couldn’t take any more and she began to convulse in my arms. 

Spurt after spurt of cum left her, aiming straight up in the air, then landing on top of my hand again. As the spurts started to become less powerful, her cum erupted from her and ran down the head of her dick into my hand. She was still shuddering as I stroked, and eventually held herself still in my lap. 

I brought my hand, covered in her cum, straight to her lips, and she licked her own orgasm off of my hand. 

She got every drop. 

Gobbled everything up. 

She held my hand in place and made sure to lick, and suck, and slurp every bit of cum that left her body. 

Then I reached between her legs and she was still hard. 

How? 

How was she still turned on? She just gave me a giant handful of her cum, and she was immediately ready for more? 

“Not done yet, huh?” I grabbed her by the shaft again and she was still throbbing, still hot against my palm. 

“Fuck me, Matt,” she breathed. “Fuck me hard. Right here.” 

I held her in my arms, stood her up, and bent her over the rock that I was sitting on. 

She didn’t resist, and made sure that her back was arched and her ass was up, giving herself to me like I was an animal, like she really was a mountain nymph in heat, ready to be taken by her mate. 

For the second time in two days, we lost control. I had her bent over, pinned and unmoving as I grabbed her hips and pumped away behind her. 

She stretched her arms over the rock and held on for dear life as I pumped away. 

“Jesus, keep going, I’m going to cum again,” she yelped. 

We were used to whispering, to moaning under our breath, to keeping our voices down. But out here? There was no volume control. There didn’t need to be. She was yelping and gasping as I filled her from behind, and her yells began to echo across the lake. 

“Give it to me,” she grunted. “Just like that, my God, keep going. I want it.” 

I felt the slapping of my thighs against her ass, felt her tightness as she squeezed around my cock. Everything about it was the most natural thing in the world. 

“Harder!” she gritted. 

“Oh God!” I thundered as the first signs of orgasm started to form. 

“Fill me!” she screamed, and did that frighten some birds into flying off? 

I fucked her all the way through my orgasm, which felt like it lasted an hour and a gallon. I felt her shake beneath me as my body lost control and filled her, and she panted with every spurt. 

I felt like I was hurting her with how hard I held on to her hips, but she didn’t care. She wanted more. She was pinned beneath me, but met all of my thrusts, and soon I was done thrusting, too soft and too spent to penetrate her fully, and we both slowed our movements. 

It was over.

My grip on her relaxed, and her back lost its arch. We were catching our breath, and then we caught it. 

Neither of us moved. Not all the birds were frightened off, as a few started singing to each other from across the lake. 

The heat from the fire was warming me from behind, and I ran my hands all over Katie’s back. 

We’d need to move on eventually, but I didn’t want to lose this. 

She broke first. She wagged her ass at me, and turned her head to look back at me. 

“Well,” she cleared her throat. “I think we’re onto something.” 

She stood up and fanned herself with both hands, then quickly stood on her tiptoes to give me a quick kiss. My eyes followed her back down, then kept going down the front of her body, her small breasts, perky nipples, flat stomach, wet dick, smooth legs, and tiny feet with blue nail polish. My eyes kept going all the way down, to the beach beneath us. 

There was a dark blue towel on the ground, laying in a heap right up against the rock, and right on top of it were a few more ropes of her cum, glistening in the light. 

She saw what I was looking at and blushed. 

“I am so bad,” she said, shaking her head. 

“I like this version of you,” I said, feeling my knees shaking as my body realized how much work it just did. 

She sighed and looked around at the start of the evening. We heard the fire pop a little.

“I told you,” she said, “this is perfect.” 

She stood up, then bent down for the towel, and brought it to her lips. 

“My God,” I said, watching her lick the last of it off the towel and off of her lips. “How much cum do you make?” 

“We’ve got two weeks,” she smiled. “Let’s find out!” 
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“What about by the lake?” Katie said dreamily, dragging her fingers up and down my chest, tracing an imaginary line. “That was pretty hot.” 

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

A lot, in fact. Spending two weeks in a cabin with your lover tends to have that effect. 

At that moment, we were in bed, naked, on our last day together. 

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

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

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

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

She held up her hand and admired it. Even in the low light of our loft, you could tell she had more color than I did. 

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

“What about you?” she said. “What was your favorite time?” 

How could I pick? 

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe that first day,” I sighed. “I don’t know.” 

“I just felt so…transformed,” she said. “I feel like the rest of this trip doesn’t happen without that. Like we took a big step forward.” 

“Speaking of step forward,” I said, “when do we want to get out of bed? We’ll have to pack up and get out of here.” 

“I told my parents I’d be home by dinner,” she pouted. 

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

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

“Wouldn’t you rather stay behind in that house by yourself?” I asked. “We could be neighbors again. You could come over and borrow some sugar.” 

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

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

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

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

We spent two weeks like that. 

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

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

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

It was a glorious two weeks. 

Glorious. 

“I don’t want to go,” she finally said. 

“I don’t either,” I said, holding her close.

“No,” she said. “I meant, I don’t want to go to the reunion.” 

“Oh. Well, I don’t want to go to that either,” I said. 

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

“You’ll do great,” I said, kissing her on the top of the head. 

“It's not that,” she said. “It’s that…I just don’t want to have to smile through the judgment. You’ve never judged me, you know. Never. I love that. But they’re going to judge me. I know it.” 

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

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

“I was twelve years old,” she finally said. “My cousin Skyla was staying at our house. She was fifteen or sixteen then. Everyone went to the mall except me and Dad. He fell asleep in the living room, and I snuck upstairs.” 

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

So I said nothing. I just held her harder. 

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

“Did you get caught?” 

“No, Dad never woke up, but Skyla knew. She got home and knew her clothes weren’t folded right. I had to make up a story about how her suitcase fell off the bed and I had to fold everything back up, but she didn’t believe me. I could tell.” 

“I thought you were going to tell me you stole some of her clothes.”

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

“But you wanted to.”

“More than anything. But it all worked out.”

“How?”

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

“Skyla?”

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

“That doesn’t sound nice.”

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

“Will she be at the reunion?” 

I felt Katie shaking her head no at my side. I didn’t ask any more questions. 

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

She propped herself up on one elbow and began re-tracing the imaginary line on my chest. “You know,” she said. “Like the way I feel with you.” 

“Now I’m picturing you visiting her in college and going clubbing.”

“I wish,” she laughed. “We’d sit in her apartment and paint our nails, or go out for coffee, or watch trashy TV shows. She wasn’t Boy Crazy, so that’s not why I would go see her.” 

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

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

“Does he drive a truck?” I asked. 

“A big one,” she nodded. 

“Does he work hard?”

“Very hard.”

“He does sound hot,” I said. 

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

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

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

“You’re welcome to try,” I said, “but I guarantee nothing.”

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

“No fair,” I groaned. “You can’t hit a man when he’s down like this.” 

“You don’t feel down to me,” she teased some more. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Which she found. 

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

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

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

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

“I don’t want this to ever stop,” she said. 

“We don’t have to leave,” I said, rubbing with even more pressure.

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

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

She arched her back, nipples sticking straight out. 

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

She ground herself into me even harder.

“Don’t you dare stop that,” she whispered, and I did it again. 

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

“Yes,” she breathed. “Oh God, yes.” 

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

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

“My God, don’t stop,” she moaned, and she quickened the pace of her grinding even more. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re empty,” I said. 

“I’ve never felt anything like that before,” she said, covering her mouth, almost out of embarrassment. 

Was it embarrassment? What could she be embarrassed about? 

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

“I…think we did,” I said. 

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

“Why wouldn’t it be OK?” I said, feeling my breathing start to normalize again. 

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

“Why wouldn’t I trust you?” 

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

“But you did cum,” I said. “And that was amazing. I love seeing you lose control.” 

“I just…nothing happened!” she said, looking down again at her small, soft little dick. 

“Everything happened,” I said. 

“Do you mean that?” she said. 

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

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

“Of course.”

“You mean that?” 

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

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

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

“For real?” she said. 

“For real.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” she sighed, and she lifted a leg to dismount me. 

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

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

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

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

And she leaned her head down where she spouted cum on me, and she licked it all up. 

“Feel better?” I said as she swallowed. 

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

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

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

“I know you do,” I said. 

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

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

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

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

“I’m so sorry,” she yawned.

“It’s OK,” I said. “You don’t have to apologize. You were tired.” 

“Yeah, but I feel like I abandoned you.”

“You wouldn’t do that. I’m too good looking.”

“True,” she said. 

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

“At your reunion,” I said. “I’m going to jump out of the cake.”

“I’m serious,” she said. She sounded lonely. 

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

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

“They don’t have to protect you from me,” I said.

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

“They’ll come around,” I said.

“How can you be sure?” she said.

“The same way I knew you’d still be able to cum,” I said. 

She sighed. 

“I hope you’re right, Mr. Know-It-All,” she said, looking back out her window. 
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“Katie!” Lila called from their driveway. “You are so tan! Oh my God, you look great!”

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

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

“Everything go OK? Alan asked. 

“It was great,” is what I said. 

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

“Was she a great assistant?” Lila asked. 

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

“Is she ready to remodel our house?” Alan joked. 

“As long as you need molding, or tile, or you promise that all the studs are 16 on center,” Katie proudly said. 

Lila’s mouth opened wide in shock. “16 on what?” 

“You really did learn, didn’t you?” Alan said, looking at her with…pride? Was that pride? 

“Well, I mean it,” I said. “She really did great, and yes, she was very helpful. I think the cabin looks great, and Cliff is going to check it out soon, and we’ll see if he agrees. I bet he will.” 

“Well, you can tell us all about it in the car,” Alan said, checking his phone. “We really do have to hit the road soon.”

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

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

“I just need to pack,” Katie said. 

“If you’re going to grab the purple dress, honey, I already packed it.”

“You did?”

“Mmmhmm. The yellow one too. And the blue one.”

“Oh,” Katie squealed. “Thanks, Mom!” 

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

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

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

“I will,” she whispered. 

We never had a proper goodbye. I wanted to take her in my arms and hug her for longer than she hugged her mother. I wanted to spin her around and tell her the reunion would be great, that even though Skyla wasn’t going to be there, she’d still have allies and would still be OK. And that no matter what, she’d be coming home to me and by the time she got back, I’d have some excuse worked out and we’d have some more hours together, away from prying eyes and judging looks. 

I got to say none of it. Her suitcase slid into their trunk, the trunk slammed shut, and not long after I shook Alan’s hand hello, I was shaking it goodbye. 

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

And just like that, she was gone, giving me a sad little wave from the backseat of her father’s car as it backed out of the driveway, and then disappeared down the street. 
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The next day, nothing happened. 

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

Then I got gas. 

Then I took the trash out. 

Then I swept the garage. 

See? 

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

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

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

Can’t talk long, she wrote. Phone is charging in my room, about to do laundry. 

Sounds amazing, I wrote. 

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

Let’s play guess the cum! Katie texted me a few minutes later. Here’s the first one. 

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

Mine, I wrote back. That was easy. 

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

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

Yours, I wrote immediately. 

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

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

I drew a blank. 

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

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

Did she own black panties? She must. 

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

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

Yours, I wrote. 

Final answer? she wrote back. 

Yes.

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

Oh, I remembered. 

How could I forget? 

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

To not be so sore. 

To not be so empty. 

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

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

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

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

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

See? Even he was thinking about Katie. 

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

“It wasn’t Rand,” I said.

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

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

“No shit?” 

I nodded. 

He chewed on his lip. 

“She good with her hands, is she?” 

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

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

“Katie,” I said. “Katie Branch is her name.” 

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

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

“You got anything else lined up?”

Shit, I thought. Here it is. Play it cool, Matt. 

“Not sure yet,” is what I said. “I have a few things I might do.” 

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

“I know you had a plow,” he said. “But…I also know you don’t like it.” 

“True.” 

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

“So here’s another option. I got a house, picked it up recently. Estate sale. It’s in Maukeegan.”

“Jesus, Cliff, you don’t buy local houses?” 

My phone buzzed again. 

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

“Oh man.”

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

“Let me think.” 

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

I still needed to play it cool. 

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

Cliff held his hands up, “oh, Matt, take your time. If you have other things to do, it’s not a problem. As long as I can rent it or flip it by, say, March?” 

Four months? 

Four months of fucking Katie? 

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

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

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

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

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

“Katie.” 

“Whatever. It’s good work. Maybe you get her to dance around in one of those bikinis, even if it’s going to be November. Chicks like that know what they’re doing, man.” 

That was true. Katie knew what she was doing.

My phone buzzed again. 

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

We shook hands, and that was that. I had a job. I had some money in my pocket. I had a….girlfriend? 

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

This was a little like that. 

My texts were from Katie. 

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

The second photo was of them with mouse ears, mouse noses, and mouse whiskers, with cheese floating above their heads. 

The third photo was of them with walrus tusks and massive eyelashes. I didn’t know there was a filter for that. 

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

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

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

So all I replied was Nice tusks, cutie. 

I mean, they were. 

Because as I learned over the last few months, there were all kinds of body parts I could be attracted to if Katie was attached to them. 
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I held it in check the first day, and even the second, but by lunchtime on the third day back from the mountains, I was throbbing. I was horny. And no, it wasn’t really the tusks. 

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

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

72 hours. 

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

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

And so I knew even if Alan’s car pulled into the driveway right at that very moment, nothing would happen. It couldn’t. 

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

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

And I had some time to figure out how. 

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

Although that was stupid. I had a perfectly good house right here, and there was no good reason to spend money. 

I could ask her for some help in the house, right? I could have her hold more molding. The last time I did that it worked out great. 

Did I have enough time to pull down some molding? 

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

No, I had to come up with better ideas. 

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

Sort of. 

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

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

I wanted to trace it with my tongue. 

The second photo arrived almost immediately, and by the time I scrolled to it, two more had arrived. 

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

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

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

Thinking of you, was the message she sent after I drooled over the fourth photo. 

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

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

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

Lol, she wrote back. 

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

I’d bend her over the trunk, Alan and Lila watching in horror, and they’d get to see how much she loved it, how much I loved it, and how much we couldn’t keep our hands off of each other. 

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

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

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

Save it for…when? 

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

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

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

Where are you? I texted.

Ten minutes away! Came the reply. 

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

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

“Hey,” I said. 

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

“Good to see you all,” I said, not meaning the “all” but hoping it sounded like I did. “Hope your trip back was nice and short.” 

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

Of course you don’t, I thought. But instead, I said “water is fine.” 

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I’ve heard about Skyla,” I got to say once, as Lila launched into a story that didn’t seem to go anywhere about Skyla’s old internship. 

What was going on under Katie’s dress? 

Was she thinking what I was thinking? 

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

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

My phone dinged in my pocket, startling everyone because we were at a lull in the conversation. 

“You should check that,” Katie said, chewing. 

“No, I don’t like to check it during social events,” I said. Alan nodded. Lila smiled. “I’ll check it later; it’s fine.” 

A few seconds later, it dinged again. 

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

“It’s fine, really,” I said, trying to keep my composure as her foot rubbed my leg. 

God, what I wanted to rub in return. 

“If it’s an emergency,” Alan said, “it’s OK with me.”

“It’s not an emergency,” I said as it dinged again. 

“Sounds to me like it might be,” Katie said. “Maybe it’s work-related?” 

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

But I gave in and checked. 

All of the messages were photos of Katie.

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

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

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

Pouting at me. 

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

With my tongue that was currently unable to taste the food in front of me. 

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

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

“What’s it about?” Katie asked innocently. 

“Cliff has more work for us,” I said. 

“Us?” said Katie. 

Lila put her fork down. 

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

“And he mentioned Katie?” Alan said. 

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

A fourth photo arrived, and I suddenly remembered Katie telling me of the fun phone tricks her cousin taught her. Tricks like filters, or of making sure some sexy photos arrive in your lover’s phone during dinner. 

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

Finally, I looked at Katie. 

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

“That’s exciting!” she said. 

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

The light made it glisten. 

“What do you think?” Katie asked. 

She knew what she was asking. 

“I love it,” I said. 

She knew what I was answering.

“I’m excited,” she said. “Mom, Dad, what do you think?” 

“I don’t know, sweetie,” Alan said. 

“It seems so sudden,” Lila said. 

“You’re sure he said her?” Alan said. 

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

“Oh, that reminds me,” I said, reaching into my shirt pocket and grabbing her paycheck. I slid it across the table. 

We all watched as Katie’s eyes got wide as she saw how much it was for. 

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

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

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

Or did he know what was on my phone? 

Did he know I was lying? 

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

I put my phone back in my pocket. 

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

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

Lila laughed. “Sweetie, we’ll just need to talk about it, that’s all,” she said. 

“Why don’t you talk now?” Katie said. 

“I’m not sure–” I started to say. 

“No, really!” Katie said. “Talk now, I’ll go show Matt the hook in my room he installed. I never showed him what I did with it.” 

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

She stood up. 

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

“Come on, Matt,” she said. “I’ll show you.” 

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

“Um,” I said, hoping my semi-erection wasn’t obvious. 

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

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

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

She took my hands and guided them under her dress. 

She wasn’t wearing any underwear. 

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

“My God, I missed you,” I said. 

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

She did not need to be teased.  

“There’s no time for foreplay,” she breathed. “Just fuck me, and fast.” 

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

Whose hands did what? 

Did it matter? An imaginary clock was ticking at the other end of the house, and we couldn’t waste a single second.

“I can’t make a peep,” she said, bending in front of me and working lube all over my cock with one hand. Her dress was bunched up in one hand. “Oh God, I want you,” she whispered, “I just can’t make a–”

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

“Nnnnng,” I heard–and felt–from under my hand. 

No foreplay, indeed. 

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

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

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

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

God, I missed this.

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

It was frantic and animal-like. It was just need. It was quick, and aggressive, and glorious. 

We smashed our bodies together trying to make as little noise as possible, hoping the slightest moan or smack didn’t carry down the hall. 

If we got caught, would it be worth it? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We did it. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let me take a look at you,” I said. “We don’t have much time.” 

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

“I’m still dripping,” she said. “And you’re going to start dripping out of me soon.”

I opened the top drawer of her dresser and rummaged in her underwear drawer. 

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

“Put these on,” I said. 

“My hero,” she said, shimmying into them and kissing me. “We don’t have much time.”

“We don’t need much time, apparently,” I joked. 

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

“You do?”

“Well, you promised first, remember?” 

She patted the little bump in the front of her panties and then let her dress fall down around her thighs. 

“We have to go back,” she said, placing her index finger against my cheek. “I’ll go first.” 

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

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

There were four little plates of tiramisu waiting on the table, and I expected a “what took you so long?” comment that would make things super awkward. 

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

Just like that. 

Thank God the women in Katie’s family were decisive; Alan just sat there through the conversation Lila had with Katie. 

It was about how proud they were of her. 

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

How hard it had been to let her go. 

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

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

Katie was thrilled. 

“If you let me know what we’ll be doing, I’ll watch some videos so I learn faster,” she said, hands clasped together. 

It was hard to believe this girl could move from one thing to another so fast, that she could be a lover and a partner, that she could be a girl and more than a girl, that she could be so playful and serious. 

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

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

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

“You’re welcome any time, Dad,” she said. But of course she didn’t mean that. 

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

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

To being a…couple? 

“I always wanted you to figure out what you were going to so,” Alan said. “Of course I did. But–” 

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

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

“Sweetie,” Lila said, slowly. “Is this it?” 

Katie looked at me. “It is,” she said. “It really is.” 

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

There was nothing left to discuss. 

We had reconnected.

We had fucked and gotten away with it.

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

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

Everything had been a success. Everything. 

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

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

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

I shook it. 

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

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

“We’ll do this again sometime, neighbor,” Alan called from the kitchen.

“I’d like that,” I said. 

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

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

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

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

But it wasn’t Katie. 

It was Lila. 

“Did I forget something?” I said. 

“No,” she said, skipping over to me. “I don’t know how to say this, so I’m just going to say it. Katie got out of the truck the other day and just….glowed. I don’t know how to say it, Matt. She was glowing. She looked–” 

Her voice caught in her throat. 

“She looked loved, Matt,” she finished. There were tears in her eyes. “We want that for our kids. We want them to be loved.” 

“I don’t know what to say either.”

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

Well, I knew where Katie got that motion from, at least. 

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

“I don’t think I would have guessed any of this, Mrs. Branch.”

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

“My intentions, Lila–”

She held up her hand. 

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

No more sneaking around. 

“She’s my choice too, Mrs. Branch. I mean, Lila.” 

She smiled, then reached up and patted me on the chest. 

“Keep being good to her, Matt. Keep being good for her.” 

“I will.” 

She turned and walked back towards her house. 

What the hell just happened? 

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

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

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

Home. 

Where there were always ways to create surprises. 

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

I got as far as my garage before a familiar voice called out to me. 

“I don’t think I’m done distracting you for the night, mister.” 

“Katie?” I jumped a little. “How did you–?”

“Magic,” she smirked. “Also, the back door.” 

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

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

“So…what just happened?” I said. 

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

“Fine with me,” I said. “Now what?” 

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

And she leapt into my arms. 

I spun her around the garage. 

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

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

“Want to make a bonfire and sit under the stars together?” I said as she beamed at me. 

“I’d love to,” she said. 

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

“It was amazing,” she said. 

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

“I’m ready,” she said. 

“It’ll be hard,” I said. “This is a bigger job.”

“I can handle hard,” she grinned. 

“I know that,” I said. “It’ll be messy.”

“Messes are my specialty,” she said. “Maid’s outfit: check.” 

“You’ll need to learn a lot and take it seriously.”

“I can take anything,” she said. 

“I can’t wait,” I said, taking her hand. 

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

“Don’t spend all your money on that,” I laughed. 

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

I knew. 

And she was mine. 
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