








The water was cool
and refreshing, and
I savoured the feeling

of it streaming down
my body, my nipples
hardening and my
abdominal muscles
tightening.




It ran in rippling
streams down my
back and over my

asg, curving into
my crotch and
down my inner
thighe to my feet.




I shivered a little
as [ put my head
under the water,
closing my eyes
and opening my

mouth, letting it
flow over my
cheekbones and
upper lip until

I had a good
mouthful.




I swallowed slowly,
then reached down

to shut off the taps.




I stepped out
of the shower
and into the

warmth of
the bathroom.




Ag 1 stood in
front of the
mirror, drying
off with a
luxuriantly
thick towel],

I gave mygelf
a Cloge
examination.




I check my
breasts that
miraculously
had managed
to retain most

of their

perkiness.




Also, a fairly
flat stomach,
and curvy
hipg leading
to smooth
thighs.




I turned sideways
to check out my ags.
Still decent looking.

All in al], not bad for
a woman of my age.




1 hour later, I wag at
my degk, surrounded
by paperwork and
answering callg in
what would turn out

to be an incredibly
bugy day.




I <till managed to find
gome time to mull over
my sexuality, as [ filed
and added columng
and did all the mindlegs

work before me. ||




Maybe I just need to be
more spontaneous. Less
worried about hiding
the fact that I wag not
just a mother, but algo
a woman with needs.




Needs that had not been
met for a couple monthg
now and were bubbling
beneath the surface
constantly lately.




Yes, I decided, the next
time an opportunity
presented itgelf, I would
just grab it.




Before | knew it,

the receptionist
wasg flipping

the sign to Closed
and it wag time to
head home.




I opened the door

to find the blue gky
had surrendered to

a magg of
thunderclouds and
the sun was nowhere
to be geen.




It wag <till ag hot
ag ever and I could
feel the electricity
crackling in the air.




"Lookge like we're
going to get quite

coworker commented.
"Yeah, and I walked
today," I gaid ruefully.




I dialed my houge to see -
if Brad was home yet to |
come pick me up.

There was no answer.




I looked over at the woman
standing beside me. "You

wouldn't be able to give me

a ride home, would you?" =
"I wish I could," she replied
apologetically, "but my car
i¢ in the shop getting an oil
change."




"Oh well. Maybe if | hurry

I can beat the rain." I waved
goodbye and with one more
apprehengive glance at the
sky, I brigkly strode down
the street towards home.




I wag about halfway
home when the
occasional drop
started falling on my
face and I was happy
to note that it wag

surprisingly not ag
cold as I'd expected.




Hopefully I can make
it home before it starts
to pour, I thought ag |
quickened my pace.




I hoped wrong, and as
I turned off the main
road and onto the long
windy gravel road to
my houge, the heaveng
opened up and let looge.




In a2 matter of moments,
I wag drenched, my
clothes clinging to me,
my hair flattened and
dripping, falling out of
the clip, my face wet ag

can be.




It wag going to be at least
another ten minuteg until
I reached my front door
and for the firet time

I curced our out of the
way home, get by itself

far away from neighbours.




It wag abgolutely
pouring and I
barely heard the car

coming up the road
| behind me.




The gravel crunched
under the tires ag it
pulled up beside me
and I looked in the
window to gee Cale,
my gon's best friend.







