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Bright light shining through my yellow-flower curtains woke me from a dream. It was about... I thought for a moment and then realised I’d forgotten it. I think it was a nice one though.

I yawned and stretched under the soft duvet. Something special was going to happen today. What was it? Oh, yes. Simon said he’d do something very special and I wasn’t to spoil the surprise by telling anyone. I wondered what it could be!

I slid my smooth hairless legs out from under the duvet and found the soft fluffy slippers with my feet. Standing up I checked my toenails, it didn’t look like the red polish needed to be topped up for a few days.

My sleeveless pastel blue satin babydoll nightdress had ridden up overnight and my matching satin panties were in plain sight! Thank heaven Auntie hadn’t come in and saw that! Or maybe she had? She always seemed to have a smile on her face when she looked at me.

Walking over to my dressing table I adjusted the babydoll so it covered more of my panties.

Then it hit me – what was I going to wear!

I’d forgotten to ask Simon what he planned to wear for this special occasion!

Quickly brushing the mussiness out of my short wavy dark hair I imagined the contents of my closed wardrobe. I had so many lovely dresses to wear! Not forgetting the matching shoes!

If this was going to be as special as Simon said then I’d better wear something special.

I knew then what it was going to be. Auntie had bought me a brand new dress – pretty pink satin, with satin bows and floaty lace and... Oh, I nearly cried with happiness when she pulled it out of the carrier for me to see! Not forgetting the small matching frilly pink satin bag with a string of pearls as the handle, and a satin ribbon to hold it closed!

I hurried over to my wardrobe and opened the shiny white doors. A rainbow of colours and luxurious fabrics exploded into the room. I was such a lucky boy!

Now, where had I put it? I gave a little giggle – how could I ever forget where I’d put such a lovely dress?

My hand unerringly reached for its hanger and I brought the shiny pink satin dress out. It was shorter than my other dresses, but looking at the brightness coming through the yellow flowery curtains I’d not have to worry about being cold too much!

Auntie said that the style was apparently all the rage with other boys. She said they liked to show off their matching satin panties, and wear white stockings with those pretty bows on them.

Hmm... Maybe if I also wore a pink ribbon in my hair? Would Simon like that? Would he think it was special enough? 

I held the dress against my body and examined how I’d look in one of the several full-length mirrors in my bedroom. Yes, I’d look lovely. And, even better, I could wear it with my white stiletto heels! I bet Simon wouldn’t have seen me looking so pretty before!

I quickly got ready, and with my lipstick and make-up in the small frilly pink satin bag, I hurried down the stairs to show Auntie how pretty I looked.
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I found Auntie in the kitchen and hurried up to her.

“Hello, Auntie! Do you like how I look?”

She turned round and smiled when she saw me.

“You look very pretty, Peter. Is that your new dress?”

“Yes, Auntie. It’s lovely. I’m a bit worried though.”

“Oh? Why’s that?”

“It’s so short, everyone will be able to see my panties!”

I spun round on my heels, my satin bag swinging, showing her that my erection pushed against the soft pink satin of my panties and could be seen from all around.

“No, Peter, that’s what all the other boys are wearing.”

“Oh, Auntie, I’m so relieved!” 

I clicked up to her in my white heels and pecked her on the cheek. She wore her favourite flowery perfume. She was so pretty and lovely! I was such a lucky boy to have her as an Auntie!

“The pretty ribbon in your hair matches it perfectly. Is there any reason you’re wearing such a pretty dress today?”

“I’m going to see Simon.”

“That’s lovely. It’s so nice that you have such a good friend, Peter.”

“Yes. Do you think he’ll like my new dress as well?”

“Yes, I’m sure he will. Now, have some breakfast, but be very careful not to get any crumbs on your new dress or it won’t look as pretty.”

“No, Auntie.”

As if!
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After eating very carefully and making sure my dress and make-up were spotless I left Auntie’s house in search of Simon.

I was right in thinking I needn’t have worried about feeling cold as it was a lovely sunny day. My pink satin dress and matching bag shone in the light. The bag was so lovely that I held it up between my fingers and watched the light play on the shiny pink satin.

“Hello, Peter!”

“Hello!” I waved at Auntie’s neighbour, Mr Sing, as he cut his hedge in the bright summer day. 

“That’s a lovely dress you’re wearing, Peter.” 

“Thank you. Auntie got it for me. She’s so lovely!”

I gave him a little twirl. I did so like the way the flouncy skirt floated up!

“Lovely matching panties, and the stockings go so well with your shoes.”

“Thank you!”

Feeling a glow of happiness at how pretty I looked (and that Mr Sing didn’t seem to mind at how obvious my erection was) I clicked on down the lane into the village, my frilly satin bag swaying in the bright sunlight.

Several other people waved and smiled at seeing me. It seemed that the lovely weather had brought out the best in the people I met.

Not seeing Simon in the little café (but returning the smiles and waves of everyone in it that saw me) I decided to head to his house. Maybe he’d forgotten that he’d told me he’d do something very special today? Maybe he hadn’t got up yet? Maybe his Aunt and Uncle would let me in and wake him up with a big surprise!

I’d got to their house and just opened their little wooden gate when the front door opened and Simon appeared. He wore a yellow version of the same dress as me!

“Simon!” I called, so happy to see him.

“Peter!” he replied.

“Your dress!”

“Your bag!”

We laughed gaily.

Simon had matched his yellow version of the dress with black stockings and yellow shoes. Just like me he clutched the pearls of his matching frilly yellow satin bag between his index finger and thumb.

We each did twirls showing off our dresses and matching satin panties, then we hugged. I loved him so much! We kissed, and giggled as we felt our erections touch! Normally our dresses were slightly longer so when we kissed there was more pretty material between them, but this time there was only the thin shiny satin. We glanced at each other – it felt so naughty because we weren’t allowed to touch our erections.

His perfume was lovely. I hoped he liked mine.

“Do you like it? The dress?” he asked, nervously smoothing his shoulder-length blond hair and playing with the yellow satin ribbon he’d put in it.

“Yes, I was a bit worried about showing off my erection. But Auntie said that all the boys wore this style now.”

“I know, it’s a little strange that everyone can see your erection.”

“I’ve walked through the village and no one seems to mind it. They all smile and wave at me!”

“That’s good to hear. Come on!”

He took my hand and I waved at his Aunt and Uncle watching us through the kitchen window as we left through the little front gate.

“It’s a lovely day,” I said as we held hands and skipped happily down the lane, our frilly bags swinging gaily.

“It’s a beautiful day. The dresses seem to just go with it.”

We passed Mr Mackay, the Postman, on his bike. He smiled and called out, “You both look very pretty!”

“Thank you!” I called back.

Simon and I looked at each other and giggled. It was such a wonderful day!

We got to the little park and went and sat on the swings. Luckily the seats were warm from the sun as our dresses were too short to cover our bottoms. We giggled seeing each other’s satin-covered erections point straight up from the seats.

Slowly we began to swing, letting the breeze flow over our satin-covered erections and dresses.

“Was this the surprise you mentioned to me yesterday?” I asked, indicating his dress.

“The dress? No.”

“Oh, what is it then?”

He glanced all around us as if looking for people close enough to overhear.

This was all very mysterious. 

I swung and let the breeze ruffle my satin panties against my erection.

Seemingly satisfied that no-one was within earshot he indicated I should slow my swing down.

When we were both stationary he leant over to me. His blue eyeshadow enhanced his blue eyes, his long dark lashes fluttered. He whispered, “You know we aren’t allowed to touch our erections?”

“Yes. Auntie is very strict about it. At night when she brushes my hair and selects which babydoll nightie and panty set I’m to wear to bed she tells me only bad boys touch their erections.”

“Neither am I. But I’ve had a thought.”

This sounded very naughty. “What?” I whispered, excitedly.

“What if we don’t touch our own erections, but touch each other’s?”

I thought about this. “You touch mine, and I touch yours?”

Excitement lit his eyes up, “You get milked every week, yes?”

“Yes, Auntie is very strict about that as well.”

My erection gave a twitch at the memory of her hand pumping it until my milk squirted out of the end.

“How long since she last milked you?”

I thought about it. “Only a few days.”

“Same as
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