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         Carl was on the lookout for a Christmas present for his sister. He had put off buying her gift again and again, and he would much prefer it if he could just give her a gift certificate for whatever it was, she wanted. It wasn't an easy task for him, and when he let his eyes skim down over her Christmas wish list, there wasn't a single thing on it other than the kind of things he didn't want to buy - especially not for his sister. Several times he had been on his way to the department store, but each time found himself running errands that to him were more urgent and that could in no way be ignored for the triviality of Christmas shopping. On the twenty-second of December just before closing time, he was not so fortunate, he could not, no matter how much he tried, think of one single task that needed immediate attention.

         He had never felt so misplaced in all of his thirty-five years, as when he was making his way up the escalator at the department store up to the lingerie section. He became flushed at the sight of all the products on display, which just made him want to make his way straight back down the stairs again. His experience with women was nothing to boast about, there had been only two to be exact, Agnethe, whom he met in high school, and Julie, whom he had met while working at his company's headquarters in New York. Agnethe had been as frightened of intimacy as he was, and they had not given sex a high priority. It had probably been only a few times a month, and every time he was the only one left satisfied. He still remembered her loud sigh when it was finally over, and he hadn't missed their sexual interludes when it all ended abruptly after three years.

         With Julie, it had been different. She was passionate and insisted that they sleep together several times a week. She was the complete diametrical opposite to him, he was dry and dull, while she was full of energy and very sensual. He had asked her several times what on earth she saw in him. She could have anyone she wanted. Whenever they walked down the street or sat at a restaurant, men would give her a stare up and down. Unlike Agnethe and himself, Julie was stunning; she had long hazelnut brown hair and her dark Puerto Rican eyes sparkled when she looked at him. She was tall, in fact, a little taller than himself, and when she wrapped her long slender legs around his waist during their lovemaking, he felt like the luckiest man in the world. The break-up with her was inevitable because his company expected him to return home to Denmark after a few years in the states, and although he was in love with her, his career was not negotiable. He had suggested to her that she could come with him back to Denmark, but she had turned down his offer, and with that, they were separated without any further discussion. He had missed her a lot, but now six years later, he had accepted that it was never meant to be, and he had not dated anyone else since. When his physical desires arose, he placed his right hand on his penis, and with pictures of Julie running through his mind he brought himself to climax within a few minutes.

         Despite Julie's liberal approach and sex drive, he was still shy about a lot of things, and embarrassment threatened to overwhelm him as he finally dared to raise his eyes a little to look around the store. There were racks of lace and (very) small garments as far as the eye could see, there were white, black, cream and red bras and panties everywhere. Carl swallowed a few times and took a deep breath in; it was Christmas in two days, and he needed a gift for his sister.

         A slender, long-legged and very bosomy younger woman came towards him, smiling with her full red lips. She wore a tight and very short red dress, probably in the spirit of the coming holiday, her towering stilettos matched her dress. The thought crossed Carl's mind whether he should disappear behind one of the many racks or turn around and run towards the escalator.

         "What can I help you with, Sir?"

         She looked at him as if he were standing in the most natural place for a guy like him.

         "Ah, yes ... well, it's my sister, she wants some of that over there... hmm, yes, see for yourself".

         He handed her Lisa's Christmas wish list while he looked down at his feet at noticed that his shoes needed polishing.

         "Alright then, but we'll need to head over this way, follow me."

         Fortunately, Lise had written down all her sizes, so he was spared from having to look at the young lady's body to make approximate comparisons. She found bras in all shades and colours, bustiers, and body stockings, and all he had to do was choose.

         "Which one would make you most happy?"

         He couldn't look at her. The question was perhaps a bit personal for him - what did he know about what young ladies wore.

         "Well, if it really is for your sister, I probably wouldn't choose the red pieces, they are specific to the holidays season, I'm mean, for adding a little excitement into the festive season."

         He certainly did not want to know what his sister, who was twelve years younger than himself, was going to get up to during the holidays and especially because it would be unwrapped in the presence of not only her partner but also her partner's family.

         "My sister is perhaps more a cream-coloured person," he said emphasising the words my sister, he found this colour most discrete, it reminded him a bit more of a time when women were perhaps not so wild. She was not getting a bustier or body stocking from him, so he quickly chose a bra with matching panties that were not too tiny.

         He followed the red-haired girl up to the counter, and as she neatly wrapped the garments, he let his eyes discreetly rest on her cleavage. She looked great, and he relaxed a little rejoicing that the purchase was almost over.

         "Was there anything else I could help you with, Sir?"

         She smiled kindly and pushed the beautifully wrapped gift over the counter towards him.

         "Something for your wife, perhaps? "

         "No, thank you ... I don't have one, so that will be all."

         "Well, that's a shame ... we have things for men if they could be of interest to you?"

         "Hmm, I don't think so, no ... that's all."

         He could do with some new underpants, but he would rather leave this to the clerk in the men's clothing department.

         "Otherwise we have offers on stretch trunks if you'd like to come over here."

         He didn't get a chance to respond as she was already heading towards some racks on the opposite end of the store.

         He hurried after her with his package under his arm. He had always had a hard time saying no, at least in a way that was acknowledged.

         She spread out pairs of the so-called stretch trunks out on the table one after the other, each pair was more colourful than the last, he did not own a single pair of underpants anything like them, and the craziest pair he had was a pair of boxer shorts, but his preference was just a pair of plain briefs.
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