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Chapter 1 – The Fascination
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Martin Harper was not a man of surprises. At fifty-two, he had a routine as polished as the briefcase he carried to and from the office. Up at seven, coffee at the kitchen table, commute, spreadsheets, meetings, home again by six. Dinner with his wife. News on the television. Bed. Rinse and repeat.

And yet, somewhere in the repetition, a restlessness had crept in.

He first noticed it at the supermarket on a Saturday morning. His wife was comparing the price of different olive oils when his eyes drifted to a woman bending over a lower shelf. She wore black leggings — but not the dull cotton kind his wife sometimes wore around the house. These gleamed. Shiny, liquid-black, clinging to her thighs like paint. They caught the fluorescent lights and threw them back in glassy ripples as she shifted.

Martin’s chest tightened. He realised his hands were still on the shopping cart, frozen in place, while his gaze lingered far too long.

His wife glanced up and followed his stare, smirking. “Honestly, Martin. You and your magpie eyes. You’d think you’ve never seen a pair of leggings before.”

He forced a laugh, cheeks hot. “Just—bright, aren’t they? Hard not to notice.”

She shook her head, amused, and moved on. But Martin couldn’t.

After that, the images followed him. Women on the train with their legs crossed, the slick shine catching the sun through the windows. A colleague in a leather pencil skirt that squeaked softly when she walked. A jogger in skin-tight Lycra at the park, her body outlined like sculpture under glass.

The shine did something to him. It wasn’t just about women — though that was the excuse he gave himself. It was the material itself. The smooth stretch, the glint, the way it looked like another skin. He would imagine running his hand down it, the squeak under his palm, the way it would pull tight around flesh.

At night, long after his wife had fallen asleep beside him, Martin found himself online. He started innocently — browsing clothing retailers, scanning the men’s “athletic wear” section. Then he wandered deeper, to fetish stores. Wet look leggings, PVC shirts, full latex bodysuits. His mouse hovered over the images longer than it should.

Soon he was on porn sites, typing in “shiny leggings,” heart thumping. The results flooded the screen: women bending over in glossy PVC, men in skin-tight rubber shorts, trans performers strutting in latex dresses. He told himself it was just curiosity, that he was killing time, but his body betrayed him.

One night he sat hunched in the glow of the monitor, one hand wrapped tightly around himself, eyes glued to a man in black latex leggings with a heavy bulge pressing against the fabric. Martin came so hard he had to bite his fist to keep quiet.

Afterwards, staring at the mess on his stomach, he whispered, “What the hell am I doing?”

But he already knew.

Something had cracked open inside him, and the shine was seeping through.
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Chapter 2 – The Purchase
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The parcel arrived on a Tuesday afternoon, a plain cardboard box tucked neatly by the front door when Martin came home from work. His wife was out visiting her sister, so the house was quiet. Too quiet.

Martin bent to pick up the box, his pulse quickening as though he were handling contraband. In a sense, he was. He carried it swiftly upstairs to the bedroom, shut the door, and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the label.

The order had been impulsive. A late-night decision after another hour of glossy porn clips, the image of a young man’s thighs straining inside wet look leggings still imprinted on his brain. He had hovered over the checkout button, trembling, before finally pressing it.

Now the box was here. Real.

His hands shook as he tore the tape. Inside lay a folded bundle of black fabric, slick and gleaming even under the soft bedroom lamp. He touched it with his fingertips — smooth, almost oily. Not cotton. Not polyester. Something alien, forbidden.

He stripped down quickly, his shirt and trousers discarded in a heap. Slipping into the leggings was a struggle at first, the material clinging to his calves, resisting, until he shimmied them up over his thighs. The sensation was electric. The cool tightness gripped him, hugging every contour, sliding into place until the waistband snapped around his waist.

Martin turned toward the mirror and froze.

The man staring back didn’t look like Martin Harper, dependable husband and father. This was someone else — slick, dark, obscene. The leggings hugged every inch of him, the bulge brazen, swollen, almost obscene. His cock throbbed against the material, a damp patch already spreading where the fabric stretched tightest.

He swallowed hard. The gloss betrayed everything. Every twitch, every pulse, even the sticky trace of his arousal marking the shine in a way he couldn’t ignore.

His hand moved down, cupping himself, the resistance exquisite. A soft groan escaped his lips as his hips rolled forward. He was so close, so desperate—

The door opened.

“Martin—?”

He spun, pillow snatched from the bed and clamped in front of him, but not fast enough.

Alex stood in the doorway, eyes wide, mouth slightly parted. His gaze didn’t stop at Martin’s face — it flicked down, taking in the glossy black, the pillow, the unmistakable dampness seeping through where Martin pressed too hard.

Martin’s ears rang. His cheeks burned. He wanted to shout, to demand Alex leave, but his body betrayed him, cock twitching, another sticky bead pressing against the fabric, glinting faintly in the lamplight.

Alex hesitated, then said quietly, “You... actually look really good in that.”

And then he was gone, pulling the door shut, leaving Martin alone with the pillow pressed tight to his damp, aching crotch.

Martin groaned into the silence, torn between shame and the unbearable urge to rub himself to release.

Alex hesitated in the doorway, eyes locked shamelessly on the bulge straining under Martin’s pillow. His lips twitched, the beginnings of a grin.

“You know...” he said, voice lower now, almost amused, “you might want to... do something about that before your wife gets back.”

He gave a little wink, casual, wicked, then stepped back and pulled the door shut behind him.

Martin stood frozen, pillow clutched tight, his cock twitching helplessly beneath it. The words echoed in his head, burning hotter than the sight of any glossy porn clip.

Do something about it.

His cheeks flamed as another sticky dampness spread inside the leggings. He sat heavily on the bed, gasping, pulse thundering.

The image of Alex’s grin — that wink — replayed mercilessly.
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Chapter 3 – The Compliment Echoes
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Martin avoided Alex for the rest of the evening. He stayed upstairs, pacing the bedroom like a trapped animal, still in shock from what had happened. His erection had finally wilted, but the sticky dampness in his leggings clung as proof.

He peeled them off carefully, the fabric pulling wetly from his skin, then stuffed them deep into the laundry basket beneath other clothes, as if burying them could erase what Alex had seen.

But it couldn’t erase the words.

Do something about that before your wife gets back.

And that wink. That damned wink.

Later, the house grew quiet. Martin’s wife was still out, the children occupied. He locked the bathroom door, heart pounding, his body aching again as though Alex’s smirk had been a spark to dry tinder.

He stripped, turned the shower on full blast to mask any sound, and sat on the closed toilet lid. His cock was already hard again, jutting forward, slick with a betraying sheen of arousal.

He grabbed himself, groaning as the images rushed back: shiny leggings on strangers, glossy porn, but most of all—Alex. Standing in the doorway. Staring at him. Smirking at his erection. Whispering that he should deal with it before his wife came home.

Martin stroked harder, faster, the ache mounting, his thighs trembling. His breath caught in his throat as his body tightened, straining toward release—

A sound.

Not from the shower. Not from inside.

From just outside the bathroom door.

A faint










d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SHINY TEMPTATION STORY






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





