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The detached houses were all white buildings with red roofs and black SUVs in the driveways, being baked under the midday sun. It was July, and the heatwave was at full strength, driving most suburbanites indoors to the relief of air conditioning and iced lemonade.

One brave young man was out for a jog. The sweat glistened on his muscles, drenching his skin and jogging shorts. Normally he would do a full run, but the heat was so intense that one lap around the block was enough.

He stopped to check out the neighbor’s house, shielding his eyes from the glare of the sun. It looked like some B-list movie star’s mansion transplanted into the suburbs, complete with a white Lamborghini in the driveway and a stone fountain in the front.

“And who might you be?” demanded a gruff voice behind him.

He turned around and saw a short man with dark hair and a puffy face. Actually, he was puffy from running and also had sweat beads rolling down his cheeks and neck.

“Adam,” he replied, “I live next door.”

“Then you’d better get home instead of hanging around outside other people’s houses,” the man answered gruffly, “Adam.”

Adam looked at him for a moment, confused by the man’s rude tone, then duly did as instructed. His haughty neighbor watched him go before returning to his own house.

What an arrogant prick.

Adam trudged up to his house and fished the keys out of his pocket. They kept slipping in his sweaty hands, but he managed to unlock the door and stumble into the cool, indoor air. The difference in temperature felt wonderful, and he retrieved the keys and shut the door.

There was a pile of magazines on the floor, one of which had a familiar face on the front cover. It was the man he had just met, this time with a suit and a smile. He was the subject of a puff piece about his small fortune in real estate and arrival in the area.

Edgar Harlow. That was his name.

Adam tossed the house keys in the basket before heading to the kitchen and pouring himself a glass of iced water and draining it dry. Then he went upstairs to his bedroom, his sweaty palm slipping on the bannister.

When he got to his room, he shut the door and switched on the fan before taking off his sweat-soaked shorts and underwear. He badly needed a cold shower and began searching for a towel.

The neighbor’s house where Edgar ‘douchebag’ Harlow lived was outside his window. There was someone moving about in the bedroom; a woman, judging by the curvy hips and waist. Was that Mrs. Harlow? Even from this distance, she looked hot.

Adam stared as she took her bra off, revealing a nice pair of C cups. Then she bent over and pulled her underwear down to the floor and picked it up again.

She looked up and saw Adam. Their gazes met for the briefest instant before he panicked and shut the blinds, hoping that she hadn’t seen his face.
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The sun was still bright in the sky, even though it was late afternoon. The guests were milling around in the living room, conversing quietly in between sips of tea or coffee. Adam had nearly finished his third glass of wine and would rather be anywhere else than here.

The next-door neighbors had come around for the July 4th party, making him the youngest person in the house. He downed the rest of his wine and stood up, edging past the table and couch on his way back to the kitchen.

“Adam,” said his mother, “could you take this with you? Thanks.”

She handed him the empty potato chip bowl with a smile, and he accepted it with a shrug.

He passed through the front hall on his way back to the kitchen and walked past the hallway mirror. The reflection of a tall, well-built 19-year-old with light brown hair and blue eyes, and sporting the cheekbones and jawline of a male model, grimaced back at him.

He entered the kitchen and put the bowl and wine glass in the sink, scowling in anticipation at having to do the washing up. Then he suddenly noticed a woman leaning against the counter.

“Don’t mind me,” she said with a drunken slur, “I’m just hanging out.”

Adam froze up, recognizing her as the woman he had seen getting changed in the window.

Her hair was jet black and tied into an elaborate braid that hung over her shoulder. She was wearing a black party dress that stopped just above her knees and gave her a sexy hourglass figure. It also left her cleavage on display.

“You looked kind of bored earlier,” she remarked, taking a step towards him.

“I still am,” he replied.

“Adam, isn’t it?” she asked.

“That’s right,” he confirmed, “and you are...?”

“Mrs. Harlow, officially,” she answered, “although your mom calls me Katrina.”

Adam’s gaze fell reflexively towards her chest before darting back up to her face again.

“Nice to meet you...Mrs. Harlow,” he said hesitantly.

“You could be subtler in checking out my bust,” she remarked with a sly smile.

Adam flinched in embarrassment.

“I wasn’t...” he countered falteringly.

“It’s ok,” Mrs. Harlow replied with a smirk, “you don’t have to deny it.”

She looked at her watch.

“I should be going,” she said, “nice to meet you, Adam.”

“You too, Mrs. Harlow,” Adam answered.

She maneuvered around him and strutted towards the kitchen door. Adam watched her leave, his eyes glued to her hips and tight ass all the way out the door.
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The next day was also hot, but not too hot to spend it indoors. Adam stepped out into the humid air wearing board shorts, wishing the backyard was big enough for a pool. Mom and dad were in town and wouldn’t be back until the evening. He was the only one in the house today.

Adam hooked the garden hose up to the sprinkler. He switched on the tap and walked to the center of the garden, letting the water splash his legs and chest. Once he was soaked, he fetched a beach ball and began kicking it around.

It wasn’t as much fun as he thought it might be, and he quickly got bored. In fact, the summer break was a lot less fun than he imagined it would be. All his friends were out of town and the friends he’d made at college were from out of state.

He looked over the fence at the neighbor’s garden and noticed the paddle pool, eying the crystal blue water. It wasn’t deep enough to dive into, but it would be nice to cool off in.

Assuming he wasn’t caught.

Mr. Harlow seemed like the kind of guy who was too rich to pretend he owed you any respect. If he caught the neighbor’s son using the pool, he’d probably call the police.

What if Mrs. Harlow was home? She seemed to quite like the attention he’d given her at the party. She might not mind if she caught him taking a dip in the pool.

Giving into the impulse, Adam turned off the sprinkler and vaulted over the low fence. He was officially trespassing on private property, but the weather was scorching hot and he had nothing better to do. The risk of getting caught was a price worth paying.

He strode across the freshly cut grass towards the pool. The sandy white tiles surrounding the pool felt hot under his feet, but he endured the heat until he was in the water.

It was just the right temperature, and he stepped in deeper until the water was up to his waist. He took a deep breath and submerged himself, staying under for a moment before resurfacing.

The cool relief was exquisite, and he shook his head to get the water out of his face. He swam to the other end, then dived underwater and swam back, surfacing at the other end and wiping the water out of his eyes before opening them.

“Having fun?” asked a woman’s voice.

Adam flinched in shock and fell backwards with a splash. Katrina was standing in the water right in front of him and he hadn’t even heard her approach.

She swam towards him as he tried to stand up, and ended up in a backstroke position as his hostess swam with him, holding onto his shoulders until his back hit the edge of the pool.

Katrina was wearing an ocean-blue bikini top and underwear, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. Adam inhaled sharply at the sight of her toned and curved body with a washboard stomach and full chest. She looked like an actual swimsuit model.

“If my husband saw you, he’d call the police,” she said, pressing her body against his.

“What if he caught me with his wife?” Adam asked, trying to stay cool.

“Well, then he’d kill you,” Katrina replied casually, “but he’s out until the evening, so just tell me what you think you’re doing taking a swim in our pool without permission.”

“Um...” Adam mumbled hesitantly.

His pulse was racing as he struggled to respond. He was distracted by the two fleshy globes pressing against his chest and their owner looking into his eyes, amused by his discomfort.

Her bulging chest was being matched by a growing bulge in his crotch.

“It’s...too hot...” Adam answered sheepishly.

“It’s certainly hot out,” Katrina agreed with a sultry tone, “but that’s not much of an excuse.”

Adam felt increasingly uncomfortable. The bulge in his pants was making his shorts feel tight, and Katrina’s presence in his personal space was intimidating. He hardly noticed the heat on his back as the sun dried out the water on his skin.

He took in the sight of her full lips. Then his gaze fell further past her neck to her cleavage. Katrina raised his chin until their gazes met and her lips closed the distance to his.

Adam’s heartrate spiked as they kissed. He closed his eyes and opened his mouth as Katrina’s arms snaked behind his back, planting one hand behind his head.

As she broke off the kiss, she
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