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The Arizona sun wasn’t just hot—it was mean. It baked the cracked asphalt of old Route 66 until the air shimmered like a bad hallucination. The Wilds’ ’78 Buick LeSabre sat crooked on the shoulder, hood popped, steam curling up from the radiator like the ghost of every bad decision they’d ever made.

Vera Wild stepped out of the passenger side and planted her hands on her wide hips. Seventy years old and still built like a goddamn fertility goddess who’d decided to age like fine whiskey instead of milk. Her floral sundress—thin, faded, and way too short for polite company—clung to her sweat-damp skin. The deep V-neckline struggled heroically to contain her massive, heavy breasts, which rose and fell with every breath. A little gold necklace disappeared between those soft, sun-warmed pillows.

“Harold, you cheap old bastard,” she said, fanning herself with one hand, “I told you we should’ve at least brought the emergency credit card. But nooo, you wanted to be ‘spontaneous adventurers’ again.”

Harold, seventy-five, skinny legs in khaki shorts and a ridiculous straw fedora perched on his mostly-bald head, leaned against the fender and shrugged.

“Hey, we’re supposed to be livin’ it up, Vera! Middle-class rebels on the open road. Who brings cash on a romantic getaway? That’s for squares.”

Vera rolled her eyes so hard it was a miracle they didn’t get stuck. “Romantic my ass. Now we’re stranded in the middle of nowhere with a dead car and zero dollars. Real smooth, Romeo.”

The desert wind carried the smell of hot dust, creosote bushes, and overheated engine. Vera’s skin glistened with sweat. A single drop rolled slowly down her neck, over her collarbone, and vanished into the deep valley of her cleavage. She didn’t bother wiping it away.

That’s when the tow truck rumbled up behind them, chrome flashing in the brutal sunlight.

The driver hopped out, and both Wilds turned to look.

Jake was twenty-seven, tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of lean, hard muscle that came from real work instead of gyms. Grease stained his white t-shirt and the knees of his faded blue jeans. A backwards baseball cap kept the sun off his messy dark hair. He had a boyish face that hadn’t quite lost all its softness, but his arms and chest told a different, much more adult story.

He took one look at the Buick and let out a low whistle.

“Damn, that’s an old beauty,” he said, then his eyes slid over to Vera and got stuck. His gaze dropped straight to her chest for a full second before he yanked it back up, cheeks already turning red under the tan. “I mean—uh, the car. The car’s an old beauty.”

Vera noticed. Of course she noticed. A slow, knowing smile curved her full red lips.

“Well, hello there, sugar,” she said, voice warm and a little husky from the heat. “You some kind of knight in a rusty tow truck?”

Jake rubbed the back of his neck, trying (and failing) to look professional. “Name’s Jake. Looks like you folks got some real trouble. What happened?”

Harold explained the symptoms while Jake popped the hood wider and leaned in. Vera moved closer too, standing on the other side of the fender, deliberately leaning forward to get a better “look.” The position made her heavy breasts rest on the warm metal of the car, pressing together and nearly spilling out of the dress.

Jake’s eyes kept darting. He’d try to focus on the radiator hose, but they’d drift right back to those soft, glistening tits. The way they moved when she shifted her weight. The little beads of sweat tracing paths down her skin.

“Radiator’s shot,” he finally muttered, voice a little thicker than before. “And you got a belt about to snap. I can patch it enough to get you to the next town, but it’s gonna take some work... and parts.”

He straightened up. His eyes met Vera’s. She didn’t look away. Instead she tilted her head, letting her dark curly hair fall over one shoulder.

“And how much is that gonna run us, handsome?” she asked sweetly.

Jake named a price.

Harold winced. “Ah, shit, kid... truth is, we don’t have any cash on us. Not a dime. We left the house thinkin’ we were gonna be free spirits today. Credit cards are at home. Phones are almost dead.”

Jake blinked. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious,” Vera confirmed, stepping around the car until she was closer to him. Close enough that he could smell her—sun-warmed skin, a hint of vanilla perfume, and pure woman. “We’re kinda screwed here, Jake.”

There was a long pause. The desert was quiet except for the occasional passing semi far down the highway and the ticking of the cooling engine.

Jake’s eyes dropped again. He couldn’t help it. Those massive breasts were right there, barely contained, nipples now visibly stiff from the combination of sweat and breeze pressing against the thin fabric.

Vera caught him staring this time and didn’t call him out. Instead, she arched her back just a fraction, pushing her chest forward.

“You seem like a nice young man,” she said softly. “Surely we can figure out some kind of... arrangement?”

Jake swallowed hard. His Adam’s apple bobbed. “Ma’am, I... I don’t usually do charity work, but—”

“Vera,” she corrected, smiling. “Call me Vera.”

“Vera,” he repeated, tasting the name. His voice had dropped lower. “You’re, uh... you’re really somethin’ else. Never seen a woman your age look like you do. It’s... distracting as hell.”

She laughed, low and throaty. “Flattery already? Careful, boy. I might start thinking you’re more interested in the view than the car.”

Harold, still standing by the driver’s door, had quietly pulled out his little handheld camcorder. He pretended to fiddle with the map on the dashboard, but the red recording light was already blinking. A dirty little smile played on his wrinkled face as he watched his wife work her magic.

Jake wiped his hands on his rag, but his eyes stayed glued to Vera’s body. “I mean... look at you. Those... I mean, you’re built like a damn brick house. It’s hard not to notice.”

Vera stepped even closer, until the swell of her breast almost brushed his arm. The heat between them had nothing to do with the desert sun anymore.

“You keep looking at my tits like that, Jake,” she whispered, “and we might have to find a way for you to earn that payment properly.”

Jake’s breathing got heavier. His jeans were starting to look uncomfortably tight.

“Yeah?” he said, voice rough. “And what exactly did you have in mind, Vera?”

She smiled, slow and wicked, and let her fingers trail lightly down his forearm, leaving a shiny trail of sweat.

“Oh, honey... I think you already know.”

The tension hung thick in the air, heavy as the desert heat. Jake looked like he was fighting every instinct not to grab her right there. Vera’s eyes sparkled with mischief and growing hunger. And Harold, quiet as a church mouse, kept the camera rolling, his own hand slowly drifting toward his lap.

The real trouble—and the real fun—had only just begun.
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The desert heat wrapped around them like a sweaty fist. Jake stood there, grease rag dangling from his back pocket, staring at Vera like she was the eighth wonder of the world. His eyes kept dropping to her massive, sweat-glistened tits, then flicking back up to her face like he was ashamed... but not ashamed enough to stop.

Vera loved it. She could feel her nipples tightening against the thin cotton, and she made no move to hide it.

Harold cleared his throat from behind the car door, still pretending to study that useless map. “Well, son... if you can get us somewhere private to sort this out, maybe we can come to an understanding. Ain’t no sense standin’ on the side of the highway like this.”

Jake blinked, tearing his gaze away from Vera’s cleavage. “There’s an old turnoff about two miles up, leads to some scrubland with a few trees. Nobody goes there much. I could tow you.”

Vera stepped closer and laid a hand on his forearm. Her fingers were warm, a little sticky from the heat. “That sounds perfect, sugar. Lead the way.”

The tow was quick. Jake hooked up the Buick and pulled them off the main road onto a bumpy dirt path that wound behind a cluster of scraggly mesquite trees and tall brush. It wasn’t exactly a forest, but it was private enough. The sounds of the highway faded until all they could hear was the wind, the buzzing of insects, and their own breathing.

Once they were parked in the shade, Jake unhooked the truck and opened the Buick’s hood again. But his focus was shot. Vera had followed him to the front of the car and was now leaning over the fender right beside him, her big soft breasts squishing against the warm metal, the floral dress riding up her thick thighs.

“Hot as balls out here,” Jake muttered, wiping sweat from his brow. He tried to focus on the radiator, but his eyes kept sliding sideways. “Jesus, Vera... you really ain’t helpin’ me concentrate.”

She laughed softly, a rich, throaty sound. “Poor boy. Am I distracting you?” She shifted her weight, making her heavy tits wobble. A fresh drop of sweat rolled down her neck and disappeared between them. “You’ve been staring at my chest since you got here. Something on your mind?”

Jake’s face flushed darker than the desert tan. He swallowed. “I mean... yeah. Look at ‘em. They’re fuckin’ huge. And the way that dress is stickin’ to you...” He shook his head, trying to laugh it off. “Sorry. That was rude as hell.”

Vera turned toward him fully, resting one hip against the car. “Rude? Honey, at my age, when a good-lookin’ young stud like you can’t keep his eyes off my tits, it’s a compliment.” She glanced down at the obvious bulge growing in his jeans. “And it looks like you’re paying attention to
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