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The cute weather lady smiled at the camera and assured me that the heatwave was going to break in the next few days and when it did there was going to be an almighty storm which should bring the temperature down to something a little less like the seventh circle of hell.

I waited for two days and the storm didn’t come. Damn you, cute weather lady!

After another day sweltering in my apartment, lack of booze, smokes and cabin fever made up my mind for me. I was going out. I put on my flimsiest summer dress minus underwear, which was very much a fall accessory for me. I slipped on my heels, because whatever the weather I wanted to look good, and then I grabbed my bag and left the apartment.

The heat hit me like a brick wall. A solid mass of humidity that took my breath away and instantly bathed me in sweat. I looked up at the sky. A perfect cloudless blue with the sun blazing down on all of us helpless ants. So much for the storm.

It was a twenty-minute walk to the store, and after ten minutes, soaked in sweat, dry-mouthed and with a migraine threatening to explode in my head, I was cursing the cite weather lady and her dumb predictions. I closed my eyes against the oncoming headache for a full minute and when I opened them the world was turning dark. For a moment I was convinced I was about to pass out with heat stroke but then there was an almighty crack of thunder. 

I looked up to see a sky almost black with rolling thunderheads. The sun and the blue sky had gone. There was another crack and then a long rumble of thunder followed by a bright flash of lightning.

I continued on my way to the store, speeding up my pace. 

The darkness intensified and day became night and the heavens opened and the rain began to torrent down. I strode faster, trying to ignore it, but it was a biblical downpour and within a few moments I was completely drenched. 

I found some sanctuary from the fury at a bus stop. I slumped on the seat breathless. This was turning out to be a lousy day. Things got much worse when I noticed my reflection in the glass of the shelter.

“Oh fuck!” I said out loud. Thankfully no one else was around. The heatwave had kept the streets fairly empty and hopefully, the storm would keep everyone inside. What I saw in the glass was a miserable, bedraggled figure, which was expected, but what I hadn't even thought about when I chose my outfit was the effect that a huge deluge of rain would have on a very thin cotton summer dress.

I looked around and then stood up to take the whole calamity in. “Oh fucking hell,” I said. The rain had made my dress completely see-through and without any underwear, my tits, cock and pussy were all very much on display.

More cracks of thunder and forked lightning came as the rainfall intensified. The bus stop provided little relief as the wind picked up and slammed me with water. All thoughts of the store gone, now all I could think of was finding some refuge where I could dry off away from public gaze.
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