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HEAT WAVE




“This weekend’s heat wave is expected to break records across the country,” I heard a woman announce on the radio as I drove home from the grocery store. I turned up the volume. “After a sweltering week, the temperature is set to rise even higher. The heat warning will upgrade to severe starting Saturday afternoon. It is advised to have extra water and food in case of power outages from the increase in air conditioning usage. Remember to stay hydrated and try to limit your exposure to the sun.”





“Fuck you,” I sighed, turning the radio off. My A/C had already broken a week ago and everywhere was completely sold out of new ones. I couldn’t even find anywhere selling fans. It had already been so hot all week and I didn’t know if I could handle it anymore. It was at the point where I wasn’t even waking up in a sweat, but I was going to sleep in one.





I knew my roommate Lucy wouldn’t mind the weather too much, she loved the sun and the heat, and would sit outside sweltering all day until she had an even golden tan. But as much as she loved the sun she had also been upset about the A/C breaking.





I pulled over to the convenience store around the block from our apartment and picked up a couple of cases of water and three bags of ice. I got some cold brew coffee to replace our regular hot coffee, and a bottle each of wine and vodka. I knew I shouldn’t have any because it would dehydrate me, but if I was going to get through this weekend I would need a few drinks. I drove to the apartment, parked in the parking garage, and made a few trips up the elevator with all of the supplies I’d purchased.





The halls of the building were already warm, but when I opened the door to our apartment it was like walking into a wall of heat. It felt muggy and humid, and I realized that I had forgotten to close the curtains on our big living room window. The late afternoon sun burned through the windows and had probably been heating the apartment for a while now. I wished I could open the windows and let some air in, but it was a lot more humid outside.





I took off my clothes that had been more suitable for the cold aisles of the grocery store I’d been in earlier and put on a cropped tank top and shorts. Even though I wasn’t wearing much, it still felt like a blanket on my skin. I entered the living room and turned some music on, and started to make a salad, the coldest thing I could think of wanting for dinner. I made extra for Lucy and sat down on the leather couch to eat. The surface felt cool on my skin.





We had lived in this apartment for a few years now. Lucy had gotten out of a bad relationship and was happy to get out on her own, and at the time I’d just moved to the city and saw her ad online. When I met her to see the apartment she told me that she was too scared to live alone. She was definitely the most normal and relatable of the people I’d met while apartment hunting, and we were close to the same age, both in our late twenties. I had signed right away and it was one of the best decisions I’d ever made. We got along great, and Lucy was the first person I had ever lived with who would openly communicate with me if something was bothering her.





I knew that us living together wouldn’t last forever. I hadn’t been seeing anyone except for a small fling once in a while, but Lucy had been in a relationship that was starting to get more serious with a guy she met online, named Ethan. I had met him a few times and he seemed quite nice. I was happy for her but I couldn’t seem to shake the painful feeling of jealousy in the pit of my stomach.





Lucy came home while the sun was just starting to set. She burst through the door and ran out to the living room. “Alice! Happy weekend!” She exclaimed, plunking herself down on the couch.





“How are you so happy in this heat?” I asked, laughing.





She smiled, “It’s okay. When it’s already this hot you can’t feel much hotter. Trust me. It’ll be over before we know it. But I did hear there could be power outages so maybe we should get some supplies.”





“Oh it’s okay, it’s all taken care of,” I told her about the water, ice, groceries, the coffee, and the wine.





“You’re always so on it. Just let me know how much to transfer you.”





“It wasn’t much, don’t worry about it,” I said, knowing that she would have done the same. “What are you up to this weekend?” I asked her, expecting her to be hanging out with Ethan.





“I am free and clear this weekend! I’m all yours,” she laughed. “Unless you have other plans. Then I am not doing anything.”





“No way I’m leaving the house this weekend unless it’s to go to a walk-in freezer.”





Lucy and I caught up quickly on how our days had been, and then she went to go get some dinner. I decided to have a quick shower, which was something I’d never thought I would look forward to so much. I went into the bathroom and put some music on, and set the water to lukewarm. We didn’t have a bathtub or else I would have been spending all of my time in it. Instead, we had a stand-up shower with a big glass sliding door around it. There was a small ledge in the corner built out of tile that was intended to be a seat, but we just piled our extra shampoo onto it. It was the nicest shower I’d ever used in my life, and the heat wave made me appreciate it even more.





I stripped off my clothes and got into the shower, feeling the cool relief of the water. I kept thinking about what Lucy had said. I’m all yours
 . It could be nothing, but sometimes Lucy would say or do things that came off a bit flirty. I knew a lot of people would do that in close friendships, but no friends I’d had before would say things like that. I didn’t mind at all, I knew she didn’t mean anything serious by it.





Sometimes I felt like maybe I had a bit of a crush on her. I was bisexual and she knew that about me, but I had always written her off as being out of my league. Even if she were ever to be interested in me, which was highly unlikely with the way things were going with her and Ethan, I didn’t want to ruin things between us or make it weird, so I always kept my distance.





After I washed my hair and my body I slowly changed the temperature of the water. I would turn it a bit colder and wait for my body to adjust, and then I would turn it again until I was shivering. I moved my body to face the showerhead and felt the water run over my chest. My nipples were hard from the icy water, and I moved them underneath the stream. It felt almost like someone was licking them, and I could feel the sensation move down my body. I ran my thumbs over my nipples, pinching them and playing with them as the water made my skin feel numb.





I felt so horny and I wanted to continue, but I was starting to feel a bit too cold and knew that Lucy would probably want to shower soon too. I’d already been in there for a bit. I decided I’d finish later if I still felt like it. I got out of the shower and dried myself off, and because I was still so turned on, every part of my body that I ran the towel over was radiating.





I got dressed and went back into the living room, and Lucy was sitting on the couch with a glass of wine.





“Would you like a glass too?” She asked me.





I nodded, “It’s okay I can get it.” I went into the kitchen and poured a tall glass of wine and grabbed a bottle of water. I sat near her on the couch and turned to face her.





“Your hair is getting so long,” she said, “you can really notice it when it’s wet.”





“Finally.” I laughed. “I’ve been trying to grow it this long for ages.” My hair was black and wavy, and it was almost so long now that it was touching the top of my breasts. “It’s almost as long as yours.”





Lucy had light brown hair that was almost a light blonde at the ends. She usually wore it down, and it framed her sharp cheekbones that were splashed with freckles. She was very naturally pretty, and it sometimes made me jealous when I’d see her first thing in the morning looking like she’d just walked out of a magazine. It probably helped that she always seemed extremely confident and sure of herself, something that I wasn’t as good at.





We talked a bit longer, laughing over silly things. We talked about work, Ethan, and the news. When she laughed, it was usually quite loud, and she would always touch my shoulder or my leg while she was laughing. Even sometimes she would fall into me playfully while she giggled. This was a normal Lucy trait that I was used to, but because I was on edge from earlier, I felt my body jump under her touch. I wasn’t sure if she had noticed, but I tried to just act normal.





“I can’t believe it’s already 9:30,” Lucy said, checking her phone. “I have to shower and then call Ethan later. He’s at some guys’ cottage thing this weekend.”





“Yeah I think I’m gonna go to bed soon, I’m kinda tired,” I half lied. I was tired, but I was also wanting to finish what I started in the shower. We said good night, and I finished the rest of my wine and went to my room.





I turned off the lights, stripped my clothes off, and I got under my sheets only. I could feel that my nipples were already hard again, and I ran my nails lightly over the outside of the sheets, grazing my breasts underneath. I could feel the pressure in my clit already, my pussy twitching with anticipation. I pinched my nipples through the sheets, and it almost felt like it was someone else’s hands doing it. I slid one of my hands underneath and started to circle my fingers hard over the folds that covered my clit, and I couldn’t help but let out a moan. I ran my fingers over my pussy, feeling it get wetter and wetter.





I moved two of my fingers inside of me, feeling my tightness around them. I pushed them in and out roughly until they were soaking wet, and then opened my legs and rubbed against my clitoris quickly, still playing with my breasts. I could feel my legs tensing, and my breathing was heavy. I turned my head into the side of the pillow, unable to stop myself from moaning loudly as I felt my body shaking and jumping with pleasure every time my fingers slid across my hard clit. I felt myself cum hard, soaking my bed underneath me.





I had laid for a moment in my wetness, feeling relief wash over me. I was so tired. I took a moment to catch my breath and then I managed to find a towel in my room to cover the wet spot on my bed, making a mental note to wash my bedding in the morning. Feeling hot I kicked away the sheets and fell asleep right away.





I woke up the next morning drenched in sweat. I was surprised I hadn’t woken up in the middle of the night from the heat. I was still tired, but I wanted nothing more than to get out of the warm bed. I had another quick shower and didn’t even bother drying myself off, letting the water on my skin air dry, keeping me cool for a bit longer. I put on the same clothes from the night before and then I made sure every curtain in the house was closed. I grabbed a cold brew coffee out of the fridge and sat at the kitchen table, browsing the news on my phone.





Lucy woke up shortly after. “Morning babes,” I heard her say as she grabbed a coffee as well.





“Morning,” I said sluggishly, still feeling only half awake.





“So it’s definitely hotter than I thought it would be.” She laughed and sat down across from me at the table. She looked how she normally did, her hair laying flat as if she had just styled it, but her cheeks were flushed and her skin had a small shine of sweat. “But this coffee is a big help. Thank you for picking them up.”





“No worries.” I smiled, “I think I’m gonna have to change into something different though, this isn’t cutting it today,” I said, motioning at my clothes from yesterday.





“Me too,” she paused.“I can’t promise I’ll be wearing much.”





I laughed, “Me neither. Sorry in advance.”





We both went our separate ways to change. I put on a black bralette and some biker shorts. My hair already felt dry. I put it in a high bun on my head and then grabbed my laptop and went back to the living room. I sat on the couch and started watching videos on my computer. Lucy came out shortly afterward to join me, wearing a white bikini I had seen her tan in many times, and her hair was pulled into a ponytail.





We sat for a couple of hours, me on my laptop and Lucy on her phone. We talked occasionally about things we saw online and complained about the heat constantly. I ended up putting a sheet over the couch because our skin kept sticking to the leather. My laptop felt too hot to have near me, so I switched to browsing on my phone. I could feel my skin covered in a layer of sweat, even my fingertips seemed damp.





I looked over at Lucy and her tanned skin was covered in a shiny layer of sweat as well. It reminded me of the tanning oil she would rub onto her skin at the beginning of summer, and for a moment I had to catch my breath, thinking of her spreading the oil up the back of her long thighs. I could almost smell the coconut scent that would follow her around the house all through June. The heat must have been getting to me. I looked back down at my phone.





“I’m gonna make a drink with lots of ice. Do you want one?” She asked me.





I nodded, “Yes, please. I don’t care what it is.”





Lucy came back with two large glasses filled with ice, orange juice, and vodka. She placed a small pitcher of the mix on the table for when we wanted refills. She sat down closer to me.





“You weren’t kidding about the ice,” I said laughing.





She laughed too, “Hopefully it helps.”





I had a few sips of my drink and started to feel a bit better. Lucy downed hers quickly and poured another one.





“So did you have a good night?” She asked, turning to face me, crossing her legs.





“Yeah, it was okay. I didn’t really do much. I just went to sleep. What about you?” I asked.





“It was okay. I didn’t talk to Ethan for very long, he’s pretty busy,” she paused. “So you just went to bed last night? That’s it?”





“Yes…” I laughed nervously. “Why?”





“Oh nothing, I just thought I heard otherwise.”





I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. “Oh my god, I am so sorry.” I laughed nervously.





“No, no, don’t be sorry. It was kind of hot, to be honest, and I didn’t hear too much.”





“Okay good. I think the wine must have gotten to me a bit last night,” I tried to look unfazed by her sudden comments, but I felt a bit guilty.





She took a long sip of her drink. “So how is that drink making you feel? Because I wouldn’t mind hearing some more,” she said in a flirty tone.





I laughed, “Yeah right.”





“I’m kinda being serious, Alice.” She smiled. “I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you but you always acted so uninterested. But hearing you last night made me want to bring it up.”





“Are you really being serious?” I asked, and she nodded. “It’s not that I was ever really uninterested,” I said, “I just didn’t want to mess things up. Also, what about Ethan?”





“Ethan said girls don’t count as cheating. Can you believe he said that? I think that’s so stupid, but if that’s the way he feels,” she paused. “If it was gonna be with anyone it would be you.”





I sipped the rest of my drink and looked at Lucy. Her cheeks were still flushed from the heat, or maybe it was from the drink or the conversation. Her long legs were folded, and she looked so confident talking about something that made me feel so shy. I couldn’t believe what she was saying. It made me worried that maybe if we did anything, that things would be weird. That one of us would start to have feelings for the other person, or that we would start avoiding each other. But I couldn’t deny that I was attracted to her, especially the way she was talking to me right now.





“Are you worried I might make you too hot?” She said teasingly.





I laughed, “No, but now that you bring that up I’m reconsidering.”





She placed her soft hand on my knee, and I found myself already feeling eager by her touch. “Wait, you were considering?”





“I don’t even know what I’m considering, but I think I am.” I swallowed hard. I felt nervous but somehow her confidence was contagious. “Do you want to show me what you mean?”





She beamed at me excitedly, got up off of the couch, and stood in front of me. I straightened out my legs and turned toward her, feet on the ground. “That’s better,” she said. I wasn’t sure what she was up to until she moved closer and climbed on top of me, straddling my body. I grabbed onto the back of her thighs, feeling the slick sweat underneath my fingertips, and I felt her hands grab my waist as she leaned down toward me. I felt her plump lips on mine, kissing me hard, and I quickly parted my lips, finding her tongue with mine. Her mouth was hot, and so was her touch, but I didn’t care. She widened her legs around me and pulled herself closer, and I moved my hands down to her ass to pull her toward me, keeping my hands there. I could feel her slowly grinding herself toward me, while I explored her mouth with my tongue.





I couldn’t believe what was happening, that I was tongue deep in my gorgeous roommate’s mouth, her hard body pressed up against mine, feeling like a furnace. It felt like I was doing something so forbidden, but there was no turning back now. I thought quickly of Ethan, and it felt shamefully good to think that Lucy wanted me while he was away.





She separated from me, panting, and I felt her grab my hands and move them up to her small breasts. I felt her hard nipples through her bathing suit top. I cupped her breasts in my hands and pinched her nipples between my thumb and forefinger, rolling them back and forth slowly.





“Do you like that?” I asked her.





“So much,” she moaned loudly and closed her eyes, and her body felt even hotter against me. I untied her bikini top and dropped it on the floor, and took one of her nipples in my mouth. I sucked on it hard, flicking my tongue back and forth, and she grabbed onto the back of my head, shoving her breasts against me. I moved to the other one, sucking it and then stopping, and hearing her cry out softly as I licked my tongue teasingly against the hard nub.





I let go, and she grabbed my bralette and took it off of me quickly, lifting it over my head. I grabbed her thighs again watching her as she teased my breasts with her hands. She ran her nails all over, everywhere but my nipples. They were so hard, and I was ready to beg her to touch me when I felt her pinch them roughly, moving them up between her fingers. I gasped loudly and dug my fingers into her hips. She let go and positioned her arms on the couch, leaning in towards me. She rubbed her breasts against mine slowly, and I felt her nipples rub against mine. We were both drenched in sweat, and I wanted her so badly, my clit feeling harder than ever.





“You’re really hot. I can help cool you down,” she said, still breathing heavily as she slid up and down.





I laughed, “I’d like to know how you could do that.” I’d never felt so hot in my life. She got off of me, and I grabbed a bottle of water from the table and downed it entirely. Even the water was too warm.





“Lay down on your back and close your eyes.” I did what she said, feeling vulnerable. She straddled me again, and I heard her pick something up off the table. I felt a few cold drops on my body, and then I felt something extremely cold and wet on my neck. I jumped at the shock but it felt good, cold water running down over my throat.





“Ice,” she said, and I opened my eyes. “Is it too cold?”





“No,” I laughed. “It feels good.”





Lucy moved the ice down my neck over my collarbone, and the feeling radiated through my body. The cold ice was such a shock, but the way she brought it down teasingly made me squirm in anticipation. She ran it down my chest and circled it around my areolas, and the cold water ran down over my breasts. She grabbed another one from the glass on the table and held one in each hand. She moved them over my stomach, and I was starting to feel a bit of cold relief through my body. Finally, she brought the ice cubes back up to my breasts and ran them over my nipples. I let out a loud moan. The sharp cool feeling was almost painful, but it felt so good.





I was thrusting my hips toward her, and she lowered herself. She put the ice cubes down and took one of my nipples into her mouth. She sucked hard and every time I felt her suction my clit felt harder and my pussy throbbed. She grabbed my breasts and pressed them together, licking, sucking, and pulling.





I grabbed onto her thighs and spread them open even more, pulling her wet pussy against my shorts. I raised my pelvis a bit and dragged her up and down me, feeling the friction of her cunt rubbing against me. Her bathing suit bottoms were completely soaked. She sucked me even harder, grinding back against me. I undid her bikini from the sides of her hips and threw it quickly, and then slid my shorts down.





I put my hand on her pussy, caressing softly. She moved down towards my hand, but I didn’t move back. She stopped what she was doing and looked up at me, lips pouting. “Do you need me to beg? Because I will,” she said.





“It wouldn’t hurt,” I said smiling, dragging my fingers back and forth lightly.





She looked at me seriously and spoke slowly, in a desperate tone. “Alice, please fuck me, I need it. I’m so horny,” she paused, moving against my hand desperately. “I want you to make me your slut. I’ll do anything you say. I just want you inside me.”





I couldn’t take it anymore. I’d never had anyone talk to me like that. I needed to fuck her. I sat up quickly and slid my legs out from under her, and sat on my knees so that we were face to face. I kissed her hard and grabbed her ass with one hand to steady her, and moved my other hand back to her pussy. I moved my fingers along her opening roughly, getting them wet. She moaned into my mouth as I started rubbing her clit in circles. She spread her legs eagerly as I moved my other hand down as well. I moved two fingers inside of her and I felt her muscles tighten around me. Between the sweat and how wet she was, it was easy to pump my fingers in and out of her quickly. She gasped loudly as I fucked her with my fingers, grabbing at me anywhere she could. For a moment I forgot I was doing this to someone I knew so well because it felt so natural.





I sucked down her neck tasting the salty sweat on her skin and felt her shaking around my hand, digging her nails into my back. I pushed harder on her clit while I rubbed it back and forth, and I could feel her muscles tighten around my fingers hard. Her legs were shaking now too. “Are you gonna come for me, Lucy?” I asked. “I really want you to.”





“Oh my god Alice yes, yes, I’m cumming,” she moaned loudly, and then felt her release, soaking my hand with her cum. I kept pumping my fingers in and out of her for a moment making sure she was done, and she cried out as her sensitive pussy twitched under my fingers. She collapsed against the couch, breathing heavily. Her hair was a mess, coming out of her ponytail and stuck to her sweaty skin, her eyes half-lidded, looking at me.





Watching her while she was cumming had turned me on immensely, after not thinking I could get any hornier. It was hard not to touch myself, wanting so badly to feel like how she felt. As if she could read my mind, she stood up and grabbed my hand. “Your turn,” she said. She motioned for me to stand up and led me down the hallway to the bathroom.





She walked into the shower and turned on the water, and then she cleared off the built-in tile seat. The water was spraying onto her, and she took her hair out of the ponytail and let the cool stream wash over her tanned skin. “Come here,” she demanded, and I joined her in the shower. She stood in front of me, soaking wet, and pumped some soap onto her hands. I watched as she ran them over her body slowly, lathering the soap over her breasts and down her stomach. Lucy then pushed me lightly against the wall of the shower. She pressed her wet, soapy body against mine and kissed me slowly while she rubbed her breasts against mine, her slippery body sliding against my skin.





She pulled away from me. “Sit,’” she said, pushing lightly on my hips. I sat down on the cool tile, and the water was now streaming onto me. It felt cold but it just added to the painful sensitivity of my body, making me feel more desperate for her to fuck me. She got down in front of me, spreading open my legs.





“Please,” I started, but she was already sick of waiting too. She pulled my pelvis closer to her, opening my legs more and she put her lips around my clit. I cried out and grabbed the back of her head, holding her as she sucked me. I felt euphoric and I couldn’t help but thrust against her mouth. She moaned against me and then suddenly I felt three of her fingers push into me all at once. I grabbed onto the side of the tile seat, lifting myself slightly to push against her.



She stopped sucking me and then licked my clit, fucking me with her fingers at the same speed as every pass of her tongue. My pussy throbbed after so much stimulation after waiting so long, and I writhed and moaned as she moved faster and faster, looking up at me. If I was any less close to cumming I probably would have felt embarrassed by her gaze but instead I enjoyed it, thinking of how next time she Ethan fucked her she might think of me just like this.





She curled her fingers slightly, grazing them against my g-spot, and I couldn’t hold on any longer. The cold water drenching me and the feeling of so much pleasure sent me over the edge. I came hard, grinding myself against her tongue, screaming out. I’d never cum so hard before, I could feel my muscles pumping over and over, releasing everything I could onto Lucy’s fingers. She pulled her face away from me and pulled her fingers out of me slowly. I put my head back against the shower and caught my breath while Lucy rubbed my thighs gently. I felt her tongue lick my swollen pussy and then she licked her fingers, savouring the taste of me.





“What the fuck, Lucy.” I managed to say, and she laughed.





“I’m a bit worried you might have been right about this changing things,” she said, and I looked down at her as she rubbed my thighs. “I think it’s going to be hard to not want to touch you like this all of the time.”





“I feel the same. I’m also kind of mad that we waited so long.”





“Me too,” she said, standing up. She leaned down to kiss me slowly, her wet hair cascading around me. I kissed her back desperately. She was no longer Lucy my roommate anymore, but I didn’t know what exactly that made her. All I knew was that I wanted to stay in this moment of after-sex bliss, soaking wet and tasting myself on her tongue.
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