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         He quivered as his hands glided across the velvet-soft set, caressed the feather-light silk and used his fingers to trace the pattern on the lotus-shaped lace. His cheeks were on fire. A drop of sweat let go of his armpit and tumbled down his body. Ling'O was the smallest lingerie shop in town and the most exclusive – Named after the owner. The young miss Olsen only traded in the most elegant series of the most select brands. The fabrics were small artworks. The prices mastery. He didn't come to Ling'O to buy. He only came to Ling'O to have a look. Have a look...


Have a look at miss O., that was. She stood on a small ladder with her back to him. She was putting girdles in place. He followed her movements. They were sure and professional down on the floor. She checked sizes, shapes and colours. When she went up on the little ladder, the lady’s movements grew awkward.


She had to take two steps to reach the upper shelves. She clumsily climbed them, but carried one single little item in her hand at a time or maybe two, gangly in her tight walking suit, not confident on her high heels and frail on her narrow ankles. So ... womanly helpless. So... arousingly female.


He’d been looking at her in secret. Followed her with his eyes. Observed her from the street when she made the sales. Come into the shop as if he was a customer himself. She’d presented him with the new pieces of the season in a futile hope of making a sale. After a while, she’d simply let him look on his own.


Someone who looks, he thoughts, that’s who I am. The thought sent a tingle down his neck. A perverted voyeur. The small hairs on the back of his neck stood up. A perverted spy. The tingle continued its way down his spine. Once again, miss O. climbed the ladder. Again, he eyed her shapely figure hungrily. She didn’t take any note of him. She had enough to think about.


There was a massive ad on the wall. The model's sunburned curves swelled. Her voluptuous breasts nearly overflowed in their red cornucopia of a bra. The model lay sensually, nonchalantly on a comfortable sofa with one thigh pulled up against the backrest. The see-through panties hinted at a dark and well-groomed vulva beneath. The narrow straps on the girdle shaped themselves lovingly after the roundness of the buttocks. Her full lips sighed soundlessly for satisfaction. She stroked her hair out of her face with a sleepy hand. He didn't see any of that. All he had eyes for was the lady on the ladder.


Miss O. was different. A little thin, a little pale. She sometimes showed her thighs when her skirt slid up a little, but never the hem of her stockings. Never as much as a hint of flesh. She was decent. Always correctly dressed. Not a woman for rude suggestions. Not one to bare herself. Not someone to bare yourself to. That was different.


The hair on his neck had risen for her long ago. The rising tingle continued on. From his spine, it slithered in between his thighs. It pulled on his full testicles and slid into his ready member. The floodgates were open. Blood thumped into the greedy reservoirs. His dick grew. His trousers bulged. His heart hammered.


There were no other customers in the shop. Few people passed on the pavement outside. Very carefully, he twitched himself in place behind the zipper. Very carefully, he put a hand in his pocket to feel it. It had grown to a knobbly rod. The shaft fought for more space. Like classic lacework, the thick vein snaked along the side of the shaft. The head had broken free. The foreskin felt like a rubber band in the gap between the head and the shaft.


Cautiously, he started rubbing. He'd prepared thoroughly. His summer trousers were wide and the fabric thin. He'd opened the seams in the pockets. His hand could reach all the way through to his naked skin. He felt his taut knob. Felt the warm skin. Felt his pulse. Easy now! Easy!


In his imagination, the cool Miss O. never wore panties. There was something ironic about the cool walking suits she wore. To her narrow mother-of-pearl glasses. And the tightly pulled-back hair. She was provocative. She had to be hiding something. He’d seen her ankles. Had gotten a hint of the dark cave where her thighs disappeared beneath the neat seams of the skirt. He was on fire.


His dick vibrated. It wanted to come out. He held it firmly. The head filled its thin skin to the point of bursting. The skin felt tender. He knew what the head looked like in there. A dark, ripe plum in late summer. An overripe plum om a plum tree. Ripe for the picking, or to burst from its own juices. The plum was to be burst now – and then he’d get out of the shop before there was a big scandal!


"Have you made up your mind?" asked Miss O. from up on the ladder. She turned to the stifled sound that was supposed to have been an answer. He stood short of breath behind the rack of floral bras, hand in his trouser pocket, glazed eyes and glowing face. His reflexes tried to swallow, but all his spit was gone. No more drool. This was serious. They both froze for a moment. He could only hear his own breath, feel his own heart.


“A voyeur,” she said quietly. “An onanist. I’ve always known. I know a voyeur when I see one. You have no idea how many of your types drool over me out on the streets.” She stepped down to him. “But nobody’s relieved themselves in here yet. You have a wife and children, right, and a solid job nearby?” She locked the door. No spit to swallow.


“Come,” she said angrily. “Come, I’ll show you something.” No more of that awkward helplessness. Miss O. was a businesswoman. She pulled on his arm. The hand in his pocked had lost its contents. The curtain closed behind them. The fitting room walls were covered in mirrors. O. wriggled her skirt down in a kaleidoscope of reflections. Her butt wiggled from the front, rear and both sides. There wasn’t much room. She pushed him down on the small stool. “Get it out!” she hissed. “If you’re going to do it in my shop, then do it properly.”


Her skirt disappeared, and so did the jacket and the ribbed roller collar. Not the lace and the high heels. Miss O’s hair hung wildly. Her knot undone. Her glasses askew. Her pearl necklace accentuated her naked neck. One nipple had slid up from its cup. It poked out, dark and firm. “You like girdles, don’t you? You’ve looked at them all. It’s such a difficult choice, isn’t that right? Customer! Is it better this way?” She demonstratively pushed her hips forward and rocked them seductively.


"Or the bra!" She lowered her voice in pleasure. She kneaded her small breasts with her hands. "Mmm ... just look how a push-up like this lifts them!" she breathed. "Can you make up your mind, or will you sleep on it? Or perhaps you'll relieve yourself here and now?"


She stood before him, quivering, knees bent. Her thigh muscles were tense. His face was pushed up into a corner. Her pelvis was like a dam for his breath. The scent of her body and her perfume sedated him.


“This is the real deal. Look at the pattern on these French high-leg panties. Would you like to feel them? Feel them with your whole hand. Don’t be shy! Yes, that’s right. Just there at the crotch. Do you feel the finesse? And you have no idea what they do to the woman who’s wearing them. Do you feel how they’re slightly moist on the outside? What do you think they’re like on the inside? I bet you’d love to know. I’ll check for myself.”


Miss O. put a finger inside the much-praised underwear and started exploring herself. “Yeees,” she said, “Yes, you see, they’re even warmer and wetter on the inside. Oh, I feel it now. It feels soft. Isn’t that exciting?” She let her finger rotate.


That’s when his trousers rubbed against his naked, hard self. The erection came back. Sweat fell from his nose. With a tour de force, he manned up enough to pull the zipper down. His nose pushed into Miss O’s smooth stomach skin.


Her laughter was hoarse. “Intimate, hm? Ha. Ha.” His trousers were gone. The iron sprang into freedom. A hard and elastic dildo. He felt a pumping inside. His sperm wanted out. He held it back, but he knew he didn’t have much time. The tool spanned from the root all the way to the tip and back to the testicles, which rose and sank from the arousal.


The once-cool Miss O. grew impatient. The pleasure seemed to give way to an itch she couldn’t control. Her movements grew fierce, her panties seemed too small and too tight. She tried to tear them off. They ended up around her knees. Her vagina was wet and open. She tugged on the brown curls, hard and inconsiderate.


He saw the wetness and felt the heat. The heat radiated off her and made him hot. Her sweat rained down on his hair. "I've got you now," she chanted. "So aroused... An ankle... A thigh... You're always looking... Look at me... Now... I've got you... Take a good look... It's happening."


She held in. Her face grew mild and beautiful. Her mouth is sensitive. Her hair hung loose. She alternated between caressing her clit and getting juices from the nearby opening, using three fingers. "You smell nice." She kissed his hair. "Your aftershave." She rubbed her own juices into herself, again and again. It was clear and slimy. "You know that so well." The flow of juices seemed never-ending. Her clit glistened, big and sensitive. "A long time ago..." Her labia were full and red. "...you could've had me." He wanted to suck her in. She pushed him away. "Look!" Another round of massage made her vagina squirm. Her whimpers became moans. Her moans became shouts. "Hold me!" she shouted. "Hold me, voyeur!" Her legs shook with strain and arousal.


He got to his legs, clumsily, shaking. Their two bodies squeezed together wedged in between the mirrors. They shook and swayed. He looked himself in the eye. His eyes were wide open. He put one arm around her narrow waist. Held her up with a solid grip around her shoulders.


"Oh... Oh," she shouted rhythmically. Her sensitive mouth writhed. Her legs went out from under her, and she came in a long, drawn-out climax. "Cum!" she pleaded. "Fill me up!" But it was too late.


He’d given in to the pressure, and with a few, pumping hand motions he’d released his own orgasm. The sperm came out of his glowing-hot iron in long, thick squirts. The seething lava came uncontrollably into the small room. Smacked into the walls and mirrors. A ray hit Miss O’s flat stomach. It lay across the girdle belt like a stripe of honey. A white drop clung to her brown pubes.


They stood close for a long time. Gasping, exhausted, dripping. He put his head on her shoulder, and she put hers on his. She exposed her neck to him. He bit her gently. Off in the distance, someone tried the shop door. She let it happen. Someone else tried it. She let it happen again. He loved her for that. This wasn’t a situation to return back to the world from.


“What’s your wife like,” she asked, finally.

His reply came slowly. “Amazing,” he answered.

“No, no! Her size!”


The black three-piece set came with an extra pair of panties. They had a special scent, and O. brought them in their own bag. With their own receipt. "I don't give refunds," she said. "But I'm happy to do exchanges. On most things." She looked him straight in the eye and smiled warmly. "Bring your wife if she'd like to come!"


The cash register chimed behind him. The sun was in his eyes. Slowly, the world took shape again. The sight, the senses, the sounds. Cars, pedestrians. He wandered through the streets for a while. The two bags contained lace and silk for a month’s pay. And a bottle of champagne.


The phone only rang twice before Mette picked up. “You sound so strange,” she said. “Are you drunk?”


“Better,” he said. “I did it. I tell you... And Mette: The kids are spending the night at aunty Tove’s. Can you get off early today?”
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