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 It was
raining. The forecasters predicted that it would continue on into
the night. With the rain, there were no customers in the boutique,
so Helena decided to call it a day and turn the shop over to Alena,
her assistant. Helena had been feeling strange all day. It had
begun that morning when she was dressing for work. She had been
feeling fidgety and restless for some reason. For some reason? She
knew what it was, but she just didn’t want to admit it.

 

She was horny.

Ralph was in China closing some kind of
business deal. He’d been gone for three days, so that meant that
she would have to deal with the situation herself. She had plans to
do that later tonight with her trusty vibrator. At least it wasn’t
off in China somewhere closing some kind of business deal. Ralph
had asked her if she wanted to go but she’d declined. She’d already
been to China once and she knew what a hassle that was. She didn’t
want to go through it again.

So, that morning, feeling a little frisky,
she’d decided to go to work without a bra. It was silly really, but
she just didn’t feel like having a brassiere rubbing against her
sensitive nipples all day long. If she had worn a bra, her puffy,
sensitive nipples would probably have been rubbed raw by the time
she got home…and she didn’t want that. And to top it off, she worn
the little black corset that Ralph had bought her. The one with the
garters. It made her feel sexy, flitting about the boutique with
her big tits freely frolicking about and in the corset. And she’d
got a few appreciative glances from some of the male customers
before it started raining and drove them away. And even a couple of
women, she smiled to herself. That made her feel good. It was good
to know that she could still turn heads, even if she was a mature,
forty-year old.

It was her second marriage. And Ralph’s, too.
Thankfully, she hadn’t had children in her first marriage, planning
to wait until she was older. But now that she was older, she didn’t
know if she wanted to go through with that, either. She and Ralph
were content with the present situation and having a child at the
age of forty seemed a little silly and self-serving. She and Ralph
had discussed it on a few occasions and just kept putting it off.
That would mean she would be almost sixty before the child was out
of the house. Besides, they already had a child. Or at least Ralph
did. Reggie. Ralph’s son from his previous marriage.

Turning into the driveway, Helena saw
Reggie’s Mustang sitting out in front of the garage in the rain. It
was brand new…well, a couple of months old. Fire engine red, she
smiled, reaching down and shutting her car off. She could hear the
steady thrum of the rain on the roof. It was just about then she
realized that she had left her umbrella back at the boutique as she
looked over at her purse laying by itself on the other seat. She
was going to get wet. She didn’t know for the life of herself why
she’d taken her umbrella into the boutique with her. She’d parked
in the parking garage that morning and didn’t need it. A senior
moment?

She could park in the garage, she smiled
reaching down to turn the car back on. No, she fumed. Ralph’s car
was in the stall in front of her and Reggie’s car was parked in
front of the other empty bay. She could honk. Maybe Reggie would
hear her and come move his car. Oh, what the hell, it’s just a
little rain. What’s it going to hurt? You’re not going to melt. At
least, not from that, she crossly told herself becoming aware of
that nervous, itchy feeling down between her legs.

Grabbing up her purse, she shoved the door
open and jumped out into the rain. Slamming the door shut, she went
splashing and clopping up the walk toward the house. She was pretty
near drenched by the time she made it to the door. And the few
seconds it took to get the door unlocked clinched it. Now she was
drenched as she stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

Laying her purse on the foyer table beside
the door, she hurried down the foyer and out onto the carpeted
living room floor leaving a trail of damp footprints behind her as
she did.

Stopping at the foot of the stairs, she
looked down at herself. The soggy satin blouse was clinging to her
breasts like a shimmering second skin, highlighting and emphasizing
their exceptional shape and size. She was proud of her breasts.
Maybe they sagged a little. But so what. She was forty. Perhaps
another reason not to have children, she narcissistically thought.
It was a good thing this hadn’t happened at the boutique, she
vainly thought. All the men would have been ogling her proud,
swollen nipples as they stuck out against the thin material,
tenting it, making them seem even larger and more prominent than
they already were.

She needed to get out of the blouse and into
something a little less revealing before Reggie saw them like that.
That would be embarrassing.

She could feel her breasts tugging at her
chest as she quietly stepped up the stairs in her stocking feet.
There was only one fly in the ointment, she told herself. Reggie’s
room was in between her and the sanctity of her bedroom. She would
have to walk by his door to get there. But maybe it would be
closed. Or maybe he would be in his bathroom…or playing a game,
looking away from the door. Well, she didn’t have a lot of choice.
She couldn’t just stand here all day waiting.

Taking a deep breath, feeling her breasts
lurch, tugging at her chest, she started tiptoeing down the
hallway. The only sound was the muffled fuzz of the rain falling
outside. Just walk on by. Don’t even look, she told herself.

His door was open. Just keep going. Don’t
look. But she couldn’t stop herself. As she drew even with the
door, she looked.

She stopped. Her jaw dropped. She couldn’t
believe what she was seeing—

Reggie was standing there. In the middle of
his room. He was naked! His arms were lifted up. He had a towel in
his hands drying his hair. With the towel over his eyes he couldn’t
see her. She couldn’t help it as she gawked down at his penis
hanging down between his legs. It was big. Just like his
father’s.

She knew she should move on before he saw
her. But she couldn’t move as she stood watching his big, limp cock
twitching and flicking against his thighs while he dried his hair
with the towel. What am I doing? Go. Walk—

“Mom—” Reggie gasped, flinging the towel down
to cover himself.

“Uh, sorry, uh, I just got home…” Helena
mumbled, her cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Then she saw Reggie’s big, blue eyes drop
down to the swell of her breasts thrusting out against the damp
satin blouse. Down to the jut of her nipples tenting the shimmering
cloth. Another wave of embarrassment washed over her. “I didn’t
know—” she whimpered, turning and hurrying, almost running down to
her bedroom.

Stepping inside her bedroom, she closed the
door and stood leaning back against it as she tried to catch her
breath. Boy, that was dumb. If she hadn’t looked, he wouldn’t have
seen her...and she wouldn’t have seen him. Seen it! But she had,
she fussed at herself. Why? Why had she looked? It was natural,
wasn’t it? There were some things you knew you shouldn’t do and you
just went right ahead and did them anyway. This is one of those
things. It had been a stupid mistake. But it was done. She couldn’t
take it back. She would just have to pretend it never happened. But
it had—

Pushing off the door, she started unbuttoning
her blouse as she stepped over to her vanity.

She hadn’t done anything wrong, she told
herself, peeling the damp blouse back over her shoulders and
letting it slide down her arms. She had just looked. It was a
natural thing to do. It wasn’t like she’d touched him or anything.
She just looked. What was wrong with that? He was a handsome young
man. It wasn’t like he was her real son or anything. He was her
stepson. And she had just looked.

Sitting down, she stared at the reflection of
the forty-year-old woman looking back at her from the mirror. She
was pretty. Some might even say beautiful, she told herself as she
rubbed the tip of her finger across the bulge of her stiff, swollen
nipple. A tickle of excitement shivered down to her clit. It was
swollen and sensitive, too. She could it sticking out, rubbing
against her thong panties.

Seeing Reggie’s penis hadn’t helped things.
It had only made things worse. Made her think about Ralph more.
Think about how much she missed him. How much she missed it! Reggie
had one, too. She’d seen it. Thinking those kind of thoughts was
bad. It was kind of like looking into his room after she had told
herself not to. One of those things you knew you weren’t supposed
to do, but you went ahead and did them anyway. Just on a much
larger scale. A much, much larger scale, she told herself. She
couldn’t let anything like that happen.

Angry at herself for even thinking such a
thing, she stood up and unbuttoned her skirt. The damp material was
clinging to her skin and she had to forcibly push it down her long,
nylon-encased legs. Stepping out of her skirt, she picked it up and
tossed it on the bed. Hooking her hands under the long, black
garters, she pulled them out and looked over her shoulder at her
ass. It was a nice ass, she told herself. Then she let go of the
garters and shoved her thumbs under the waistband of her thong
panties and pushed them down her legs, too. She had pretty legs.
Legs built for high heels as she stepped out of the four-inch
stiletto heels she was wearing.

Sitting down on the bed, she quickly stripped
off her corset and the damp nylons off and pitched them down by her
skirt. Now she was naked, too. Just like Reggie, she morbidly
thought.

Stop it. Don’t think those thoughts, she
warned herself, stepping into her closet and running her eyes down
the line of clothes hanging from the hangers. What to wear? What to
wear? Something comfortable? Something easy to get in and out of?
Why that? Well, it wasn’t like she was going anywhere. She wanted
something she could slip out of easily when she went to bed. Yes,
that’s why, she tried to convince herself. Reaching in among the
clothes, she pulled out her oversized Patriot Jersey. Her Tom Brady
jersey.
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