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I had no idea what my new neighbour did for a living. I mean I worked at a dreary job in the city, but her? I’d never known her to match my nine-to-five, but she still managed to afford an apartment in the same block as me. How’d that happen? Rich parents? An amazing alimony? Not a clue. 

All I knew was that she was hot. Her luscious dark hair seemed to have a natural wave to it, her sexy curves were mind-numbing, her face could’ve graced any perfume ad. And my dick thanked whatever gods were hanging around each time I saw her.

So, if asked why I wore her thong I couldn’t really give an answer. It was hers. It smelt of the softener she used. Just having something of hers seemed to fill an unknown hole I had in my soul. I could’ve just stuck it in a pocket and took it our every so often to sniff and remind myself of her. But wear it? I guess there was something sexual about it. I mean I’d rubbed it against my dick and enjoyed its smooth softness on the way to an orgasm. Maybe that was the only way I’d get close to her? It seemed that the next (il)logical step was to wear it, so my masculine cock could feel her soft smooth femininity all the time. 

I suppose that was why I got an erection when sliding her pink satin thong up my legs. 

I also liked wearing her thong because both my balls didn’t fit inside so they sort of hung out either side of the string and jiggled around when I walked.

Previously we’d just exchanged a polite ‘Morning’ when we saw each other in the hallway. But now I wore her thong - something intimate of hers. And here I was looking for more of her clothes to wear.

I bent down to look into the front-loading washing machine, feeling my jeans move down exposing the back of her thong. Had she left anything in the apartment block’s basement laundry room this Sunday morning? I spun the empty drum. 

No.

Oh well. At least I’d got the thong. I’d timed my visit to the laundry just a few minutes after she’d finished this week’s load to make sure no-one else had a chance of finding something of hers. But it looked to be a bust. 

“So that’s where they are!” cried an angry voice from behind me.

I sprang back up to my feet and turned round. She stood in front of me, a blaze of fury on her face, still holding the basket of dry washing she’d left with barely a few minutes ago. She was only slightly shorter than me but at that moment it felt like she towered over me. 

“What the fuck are you wearing my clothes for?”

“I... I...” I stammered, my shameful mind blank in the face of her beautiful scary anger.

Her shoulder-length dark hair was in a rough ponytail and she still wore the black miniskirt with the zip at the back and those dark tights and trainers I’d seen her in that morning. The black skinny sweater she wore totally failed to hide her gorgeous breasts.

“What kind of sick fuck are you?”

I felt a burning in my cheeks. I was blushing? “I... I’m sorry. I could give them back–?”

She interrupted, “Why the fuck would I want them back after you’ve worn them?”

“Um...” Her beautiful brown eyes glared into mine and I felt something move in her pink satin thong I wore. No, even without knowing what I’d used them for previously, she’d definitely not want them back now.

I cleared my throat, “I’m sorry. I could get you some more? I’ve got some money on me I could pay you for them?”

“You want to buy my underwear?” her eyes looked down at what was happening in my jeans. “Oh, god. You’re getting an erection in them?”

My cheeks felt so hot now that I was sure if someone cracked an egg onto them it’d burn to a crisp.

“You fucking disgust me. Getting off wearing... Jesus! Wait, what’s that word?”

What? 

“Sissy? You’re a sissy. You get off wearing female clothes!” 

Sissy? What the fuck was she going on about? “No. I’m not a sissy.” I wasn’t sure what a sissy was but I knew I definitely wasn’t one!

She looked at me, and then down at the bulge in my jeans. 

“Sure looks like it from here. So? Are you?”

“Fuck off, no.”

She poked me in the chest with her right forefinger. “Don’t fucking lie to me. Are you one of those sick fucks that gets off wearing lingerie and dresses?”

“No!”

Her hand flashed forwards and grabbed my erection through my jeans. I cried out in surprise. “Ow! Get off me!”

“Fucking say it!”

“No!”

“Say it! Say you’re a sissy!”

I tried to bat her hand away from my cock but she moved the washing basket in the way.

“All right! I’m a sissy. Fucking happy now?”

“Good. Take them down.”

“What?”

I cried out again as she viciously jerked my erection.

“Ow!”

“Take these down, show me my thong.”

“What? Ow!”

She let me go after one last jerk and I hurriedly undid my belt and jeans button then unzipped. My sore erection bulged against the pink satin thong.

“Hold still.”

“What?”

Before I knew what was happening she’d whipped her phone out from a back pocket and snapped a picture of me. Why the hell would she do that?

Then she turned round and left, with her basket of washing held against her hip with her left hand and tapping away on her mobile with her right.

It felt like a storm had just passed. I took some deep breaths trying to process what had just happened. Then I realised the pink satin thong I wore was still in plain view of anyone entering the room. Quickly I zipped back up and got myself together then headed back up to my apartment.

Over the next few days I tried not to think about what had happened, immersing myself into whatever TV shows people were talking about. I even made a solemn vow not to visit the laundry after she’d used it. Somehow I even got my head round the shit that was going on at work. 

And then the note appeared.
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I’d come home from work and opened my door to find a folded piece of paper lying on the floor that had been slipped under it.

Not suspecting anything, just puzzled as to what it was about, I picked it up and opened it. A photo fell out and landed on the floor. I looked down at myself with a shocked expression on my face with pink satin showing through my jeans zipper.

Oh God.

I read the note. It was short and devastating, like a sucker punch to the gut.

See you at 8pm. Wear them. Or else.

I dropped my backpack and slumped down to the cold floor, my back literally against a wall. 

What could I do? I’d been brought up to apologize for doing things wrong. I’d go see her and apologize and maybe she wouldn’t make this go any further. I could see if I could get her some sort of prepaid giftcard to make up for taking her thong? Something from an expensive store. She’d probably like something like that. Yes. That’s what I’d do. I’d ‘Man up’ as the saying went. Maybe if I played my cards right this could be start of something nice? Who knew?

My decision made I picked myself and the photo up off the floor. As I’d been late at work I had a quick drink of juice, then changed from my suit and tie and shoes into jeans a sweatshirt and trainers, and grabbed the thong that had caused the problem in the first place in my jeans pocket. I wasn’t going to wear them ever again. I’d been taught a lesson. My dick reminded me how painful the lesson had been.

I knocked on her door at precisely 8pm. The sharp sound loud in the empty hallway. 

Silence.

Was she in? Should I try again? Maybe she was in the bathroom and didn’t hear? Should I leave and try again later? Maybe leave a note? What to do? What to do?

I’d try again. Maybe it was the bathroom thing. I raised my hand again, and the door opened.

She looked beautiful in a knee-length ruffled sleeveless red dress with plunging neckline, her dark hair loose, the merest hint of make up. The subtle scent she wore ensnared me. Did she wear this for me?

Stunned, my dick bursting into life, I stammered, “H... hi.”

Without a word, or a smile, she opened the door further, inviting me in.

“Thank you,” I said. Be polite, you’ve wronged her. This is the time to make things right.

I walked in and looked around the sitting room. It looked like she went in for the minimalist theme, with just a few pictures on the walls, small statues and vases on small tables–

Closing the door behind her she interrupted my thoughts with, 

“You wearing them?”

I stopped and turned to her. “Um, about that
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