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Wild Femboy

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor

Book Six

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


“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. 

***

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 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. 

***

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!” 


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally:

Quick Erotic Stories:

Meeting the Neighbors

Caught By My Roommate’s Girlfriend

Locked Out of the Hotel

Glory Hole Road Trip

Taken By the Football Player

Booty Call

Exactly Like a Girl

My Kind of Party

Fill ‘Er Up

On Her Knees in the Frat House Basement

The Right Wrong Girl

Work of Art

I’ll Be Taking Care of You Tonight

Whatever You Say

Life of the Party

Men At Work

Hot Yoga

Group Project

The Spell

The Wedding Gift: A Coming-of-Gender Series

The Wedding Favor

The Safest Word

Cailey’s Hot Date (Coming Soon!)

The Reappearing Girl (Coming Soon!)

Sneaking Around With My Femboy Neighbor Series

A Real Man

Good With My Hands

Maid For Me

Too Hard to Wait

Neighbors With Benefits

Wild Femboy

Femboy Ever After (Coming Soon!)

Longer Erotic Romance stories:

Girl for a Week

Trying to Score

Girl in the Woods

Best Laid Plans

Out With a Bang

What Girls Want

Kelsey the Cutie

Go-Go All the Way

The Water Girl

Girl Problems

The Summer Job (her best selling story to date!)


Don’t miss the exciting conclusion to Matt and Katie’s story in:

[image: ]


About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.

OEBPS/image_rsrcHB.jpg
Sneaking
Femboy Neighl





OEBPS/image_rsrcHA.jpg
ALLY VEGA

Sneaklng Around WITh \V\Y,
Femboy Neighbor Book Six






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




