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Chapter 1 – The Hottest Summer
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Lena Carter killed the engine of her beat-up Civic and sat there for a moment, thighs sticky with fresh cum, the taste of cock still thick on her tongue. She’d only been back in town for two hours and she’d already sucked off her high-school ex, Jake, in the Walmart parking lot like the shameless slut she was. He’d gripped her ponytail and fucked her throat until tears ran down her cheeks, then bent her over the hood and railed her dripping pussy until he pumped her full again. She could still feel it leaking out of her, soaking the crotch of her tiny denim shorts. Twenty-one. College graduate. No job, no direction, and a heart that still ached from the messy breakup with her last girlfriend. All Lena wanted this summer was to get fucked senseless-by anyone, any-way, as often as possible. Boys, girls, groups, whatever. She needed to forget how lost she felt.

She grabbed her duffel bag and headed inside the quiet suburban house. The note on the kitchen island was written in her mom’s neat handwriting. Sweetheart,
Emergency project in London came up. We’ll be gone three weeks. Vivian is staying over to watch the house and keep you company. Please behave. We love you!
- Mom & Dad
Lena’s lips curled into a wicked little smile. Vivian Hayes. Forty-three, elegant as hell, successful real-estate developer, and her parents’ closest friend since before Lena was born. Tall, dark-haired, always perfectly put-together in designer clothes and subtle perfume. Divorced for years, no kids, all business. Completely, undeniably straight. And the woman Lena had been secretly obsessed with since she was old enough to finger herself. 

Lena had spent countless nights in this very house, locked in her bedroom, legs spread, three fingers buried in her tight cunt while she moaned Vivian’s name into her pillow. She’d imagined those elegant hands pinning her down, that sophisticated mouth sucking on her fat tits, that composed voice cracking as she called Lena a dirty little whore. Now Vivian was moving in for three weeks. Perfect. 

The heatwave slammed into the town that same afternoon like God had opened an oven door. By sunset the air was thick, humid, and oppressive. Lena stripped down to a sheer white tank top that clung to her massive, heavy breasts and a black thong that barely covered her freshly-fucked pussy. Her nipples were already stiff, dark shadows against the thin fabric. At 5’4” and skinny everywhere except where it counted, Lena knew exactly what she looked like: a walking wet dream with porn-star tits and the attitude of a cock-hungry brat. She was sprawled on the couch scrolling her phone, legs spread, when the front door opened. Vivian stepped inside carrying a small suitcase, looking annoyingly flawless despite the heat. Cream silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show a hint of cleavage, tailored linen shorts hugging her long, toned legs, dark hair twisted into a sleek updo. A few strands clung to the elegant column of her neck, damp with sweat. “Lena,” Vivian said warmly, smiling. “Look at you, all grown up. Congratulations on graduating, sweetheart.” 

Lena stood up slowly, letting her enormous tits bounce and jiggle under the tank top. “Hey, Viv. Thanks. Parents bailed on me already, huh?” “Emergency meeting in London. They asked me to stay and make sure the house doesn’t burn down.” Vivian’s eyes flicked down for half a second-right across Lena’s barely-covered chest-before snapping back up. “It’s... very warm in here already.” “You have no idea,” Lena purred, stepping closer. “I’m already soaked.” Vivian cleared her throat. “I’ll put my things in the guest room. We should check the AC.” 

They discovered the problem thirty minutes later. The central air had completely died. No cool air, no fan, nothing. The repair company couldn’t come for at least two days. “Great,” Vivian muttered, fanning herself with a magazine. “This is going to be miserable.” Lena leaned in the doorway, watching the way sweat was already making Vivian’s silk blouse cling to her full breasts. “Only one room stays halfway decent at night-the guest room with the big window and the box fan. King bed. We’ll have to share.” Vivian arched a perfect eyebrow. “I can take the couch.” “Don’t be ridiculous. It’s a huge bed. I don’t mind.” Lena gave her most innocent smile while deliberately arching her back so her heavy tits strained against the tank top. “Unless you’re scared of a little close proximity, Viv.” 

Vivian’s jaw tightened, but she didn’t argue. By eleven that night the house was an absolute sauna. They retreated to the guest room. Lena had already stripped down to just the tank top and a tiny black thong. Vivian emerged from the bathroom in a loose sleep shirt and boy-short panties, clearly trying to stay modest. The shirt was already damp with sweat, outlining the shape of her breasts and the faint points of her nipples. They climbed into the big bed, leaving the lights off. The box fan whirred uselessly in the corner, pushing hot air around. The mattress dipped as they settled. Inches apart. Both of them glistening with sweat. Lena could smell her-warm skin, expensive lotion, and something unmistakably feminine. Her pussy throbbed. For twenty minutes neither of them spoke. Then Lena rolled onto her side, facing Vivian, her massive breasts shifting heavily. “Can’t sleep?” she whispered. “No,” Vivian admitted. Her voice was tight. “It’s too damn hot.” Lena let her gaze travel slowly down Vivian’s body. The sleep shirt had ridden up, exposing the smooth curve of her hip and the edge of her panties. “Yeah... way too hot. I’m dripping, Viv. My thong is fucking soaked.” Vivian’s breath hitched. “Lena.” “What?” Lena scooted a little closer, until her bare thigh brushed Vivian’s. Neither pulled away. “I’ve wanted you since I was sixteen. Did you know that? I used to lie in my room and fuck myself thinking about you. Imagining you walking in and catching me. Calling me a dirty little slut for wanting my parents’ best friend.” Silence. Only the hum of the fan and their ragged breathing. Vivian finally spoke, voice low and strained. “You shouldn’t say things like that.” “Why not?” Lena reached out and traced one fingertip lightly down Vivian’s arm. “You’re straight, right? So it doesn’t matter. I can tell you how many times I’ve imagined your mouth on my tits... how I’ve pictured you holding me down and making me cum until I cry... how I’ve dreamed about tasting your pussy while you moan my name.”

Vivian’s breathing grew shallow. Lena could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the way her nipples had stiffened visibly against the shirt. Lena smiled in the dark, wicked and hungry. “It’s just us, Viv. Three weeks. No parents. No one has to know what happens in this bed.” She let her hand rest on Vivian’s hip, thumb stroking slow circles over damp skin. Vivian didn’t move away. The heat outside was nothing compared to the slow, filthy burn building between them. Lena leaned in until her lips brushed Vivian’s ear. “I’m not going to behave, by the way. Not even a little.”
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Chapter 2 – Forced Proximity
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The repairman showed up the next morning, took one look at the ancient AC unit, and shook his head. “Compressor’s shot. Gonna take at least four or five days to get the part. Maybe longer with this heatwave.” By noon the house had turned into a goddamn furnace. Temperatures outside climbed past 102°F, and inside it felt even worse. Every room except the guest bedroom became unbearable. The box fan and the wide-open window were the only things keeping that one space survivable.

Vivian tried to keep things professional. She wore a loose tank top and shorts for most of the day, but by mid-afternoon the fabric was plastered to her body with sweat. Lena didn’t even pretend. She stripped completely naked after lunch and stayed that way, walking around the house like a filthy little nymph, her massive tits bouncing heavily with every step, pink nipples stiff from the constant heat. “You’re really just... going to be naked?” Vivian asked the first time she came downstairs and found Lena bent over the fridge, ass up, shaved pussy lips glistening between her thighs. Lena straightened and turned, letting her enormous breasts sway. “Why not? It’s too fucking hot for clothes. You should try it. Feels amazing.” She cupped her heavy tits and lifted them slightly, as if offering them. “See? No tan lines, no sticking. Just skin.” Vivian’s eyes locked onto those huge, perfect tits. They were obscene-full, round, impossibly perky for their size, with fat sensitive nipples that seemed to stay hard constantly. She tried to look away, but her gaze kept drifting back. To the deep valley between them. To the way they jiggled when Lena laughed. To the little beads of sweat rolling down the undersides and dripping off her nipples.

By evening Vivian gave in. She stripped down to just a pair of tiny red panties in the guest room and immediately felt Lena’s hungry stare on her body. “God, Viv... you’re gorgeous,” Lena breathed, eyes roaming over Vivian’s full C-cup breasts, narrow waist, and long athletic legs. “I knew you’d look good naked, but fuck.” “I’m not naked,” Vivian muttered, cheeks burning as she climbed onto the bed. “Close enough.” Lena crawled onto the mattress beside her, completely bare, thighs slightly parted so her slick pussy was visible. “You’re soaked already, aren’t you?” Vivian didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Because she was soaked. Her elegant, straight-laced composure was cracking faster than she wanted to admit. 

All day she’d been sneaking glances at Lena’s young, slutty body-those massive tits, that tight ass, the way her pussy lips looked swollen and shiny. Every time Lena stretched or bent over, Vivian felt a fresh pulse of heat between her own legs. Her clit was throbbing. Her nipples ached. They tried to sleep. The room was dark except for the faint glow of the streetlight through the window. The box fan droned. Sweat still slicked their skin. An hour passed. Then another. Neither woman could settle. Lena finally broke the silence, voice low and husky. “I can’t stop thinking about how wet I am. My pussy’s literally dripping down my thighs, Viv.” Vivian’s breath caught. She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, but she could feel Lena shifting beside her.

Lena spread her legs wider under the thin sheet. Her hand slid down her flat stomach until her fingers found her slick folds. A soft, wet sound filled the room as she started stroking her pussy-slow, lazy circles over her swollen clit. “Mmm... fuck, that feels good,” Lena whispered. “I’m so horny, Viv. Being this close to you... smelling you... it’s driving me crazy.” Vivian turned her head. In the dim light she could see everything. Lena’s huge tits rising and falling with each breath, her nipples rock-hard. Her fingers moving faster between her spread thighs, dipping inside her tight hole and pulling out shiny with cream. 

Vivian’s own hand twitched. Her pussy clenched hard. She’d never been this turned on in her life. Not by a man. Certainly not by another woman. But watching this 21-year-old slut masturbate inches away from her was breaking something inside her. Lena moaned softly, eyes half-lidded as she looked at Vivian. “You’re watching me, aren’t you? It’s okay... I want you to. Touch yourself, Viv. I know you need it.” Vivian’s resistance lasted
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