

For as long as I can remember, i've had the attraction to women and for me it had meant one thing.
Sitting in public places, reading newspapers and magazines in the barbers shops, anywhere, the page so often left open where the attraction was strongest, men loved looking at pictures of women, and the more undressed the better.


Needless to say men everywhere would have the decency to at least cover some of what they liked looking at in papers, magazines and even catalogues, but even if they had been caught out, their crimes would have raised little more than a lifted eyebrow or an admonishment from others.


My preferred reading would have been shameful, a certain stigma attached if anyone ever got even the slightest whiff of my attraction to women's clothing and not because I liked to see them wearing it, oh no my desires were to wear their clothes myself, along with self abuse to which I was totally addicted and getting worse with each passing day.


Slips and silk undergarments were my absolute delight, but I adored the look of stockings and suspenders but getting access was always a problem, and I loved wearing them so much, they just did something to me inside that melted away any manliness I had when i was near women's lingerie and made my many masturbation sessions not just good but absolutley fantastic.


As I got a little older I found out more and more what turned me on and what I delighted in and when I left school and began earning a wage, the future looked very rosy indeed and then I hit the crossroads of life where choices had to be made, some quite naturally so and others forced upon me either through choice now or choice later. 
I needed to do what was right for me, and so like many others I decided to leave home and the comfort of everything being done for me to that of relatively basic freedom and all that would bring me.
The one enduring regret would be access to my Mother's and my Aunt, who lived with us, access to their wardrobes would be denied to me. I had some money saved in a building society account and decided to use it to put a deposit down on small house bordering the town center, my first foray into the housing market, and something I had not a clue about, but clearly the need to place a foot upon the first rung was evidently needed, from thereon in, life would roll along gently into the future.


The next few months were a blur of activity always aimed at what needed to be done with a sprinkle of, 'Oh wouldn't that look nice' along the way, it was fun and a big time in my life, and all of it enjoyable., even seeing bills arriving with my name on had its own reward, everything then was affordable, not greedy and self centered, but a simple next stage of growing up and independence.


One of the main enjoyments was yet to come, at home although the closeness of females in my house meant nearly everyday held some form of female attired excitement for me, my needs were expanding and the constraints of life at home was beginning to suffocate me.
My new found freedoms would begin four weeks after contracts were exchanged and I had a date for moving in.


Looking back now, I realised time had flown, I'd been here some 3 weeks and still had loads of jobs unticked on the list that I'd stuck to my fridgedoor in the kitchen, but the truth was I wasn't in any rush to do them all, not in the least and besides, what did I know about DIY, I could hardly wire a plug never mind hang wallpaper the right way up. But nevertheless, I was unpacked with what little I had, a new bed in the main bedroom upstairs and also a new three piece suite had been delivered 3 days after I had moved in.
Next week I had a new dining table and chairs being delivered.
I had no curtains up in the spare room or the dining room or kitchen but that would all be done in due course.
For now I was comfortable and it felt like a home so i was happy.


Comfortable yes I was indeed, and my old habits were coming back too, having found a routine and knowing when my Mother and Aunty might visit one of the first jobs to get ticked off on the list had been a good lock on the spare room upstairs and also one to the bedroom.
The main bedroom had good storage space, floor to ceiling fitted wardrobes and on both sides of the chimney breast too, one side containing my male clothes and the other I didn't yet have, but envisioned being filled with female clothing, and all for me to wear when I liked and as I liked! But of course I still had very little I could truly get excited about, yet!


Three weeks later my first women's catalogue arrived, left in the porch along with some other bits and bobs, I couldn't wait to see what goodies were inside!


I showered quickly and then slipped some nylons and suspenders on, covered by a pair of sheer see through panties, then went downstairs and into the kitchen.
Although there were no curtains or blinds or anything up, I couldn't really be seen as it wasn't overlooked by anyone really, unless next door took his fence down of course, then I might be in trouble.
I made a cup of tea and took it into the lounge and sat in my armchair, on the arm of which was my new catalogue.


Having torn off the plastic covering, I flicked through the pages glancing dutifully at the dresses and skirts before anything else, but in my mind I didn't want to be on those pages at all, and had to force myself to look before reaching the pages that really interested me.
Skipping past the coats and jackets I hit the first of many bra pages, which of course gave me an instant erection, not that I needed it any harder than it already was.
The bra's faded into control wear and corsets, you must of course remember all of this was when I was so much younger and it was just 1982, the selections in women's catalogues were not as full as they are today, but what they lacked in variety they made up for in taste and quality.


Stockings were on the way out, but every woman still had a good supply of them in her dressing table drawers, as was the need for slips, they were still plentiful and there was still a lot of choice though mainly aimed at the more mature woman, young women were tending to ignore what they felt was uncomfortable and go for the more relaxed and fashionable items that were flooding the shops.
I looked at the pages of foundation wear, memories of seeing them in my Mothers underwear drawers came back to me, I'd even tried one once and found them much too restricting and very uncomfortable to wear for very long and didn't really understand why women did! So out dated and old fashioned!
The next page was filled with softer silkier things, I had found the slips at last.


I rubbed the front of my panties as I drooled over the lovely pictures, silky slippery slips, I adored them.
Each one I liked I checked out the price and sizing, colours and styles and before long I had slipped my cock out and was masturbating, I couldn't help it, I just had reached the point of no return!
Precise thoughts and a plan of action were furthest from my mind as I rubbed my cock up and down, I would order one or two of course, but all I could think of at this moment was how lovely they all were.
I concentrated on various parts of the slip, not knowing which turned me on the more, was it the straps, or the lacy hemlines?
What about the lace covering the ladies busts and the way the shape followed their breasts?
I also liked seeing a full slip from behind, the way it finishes cutting straight across the back just under the shoulder blades and attached were the bottoms of the ribbon straps, with their delightful adjusters!
Within minutes I had shot my load, the catalogue left open on my lap, leaving just enough stocking top on show to bring the maximum amount of spunk out of my cock!
Christ, so much can be done when you have your own place, so much behind locked doors, that only you have the key to.
I knew the first time I went to view the house, it was the right thing to do.
And now I was free to dress as I wanted and do things like this!


Having finished and feeling exhausted, I knew that all the work of the past few months had been so worthwhile in just that one wank, being able to sit in a downstairs room dressed only in nylons and knickers, I had the freedom to masturbate whenever I wanted.
Leaving the catalogue open on the slips page I went upstairs and got dressed again, leaving the stockings and panties on underneath and then carried on with my day.
That evening, I found the catalogue had fallen onto the floor, its pages creased open where I'd been looking reminded me even that spelt danger, what if my Mum saw it here and the pages well thumbed, the reasons would be obvious why!
I got annoyed at this intrusion, even in my own place I still couldn't have what I wanted, within reason yes, but what if I forgot???
I picked up the catalogue and noticed my fingers had been put between two of the pages, corsets to be precise, of course I couldn't help but look at them again and in some detail too.
The way they had used older women to model them, their hair old fashioned and short, they looked tight and again looked uncomfortable, but one of the things that stood out for me was the way they pulled on the tops of their stockings, the stockings of course had nowhere to go but upwards, dragged up by the thick elasticated straps going over the women's shoulders I found that very arousing.
As I mentioned, I'd worn a corset myself, but hadn't looked like the models did the way they wore them was so womanly from days gone by their hairstyles even they turned me on but still they looked uncomfortable and memories of those thick straps cutting into the skin on my shoulders made me wince with how they had felt all those years ago.
But then an idea came into my head and I found myself unzipping once again, this time not looking at the slips over on the next page, instead I imagined myself wearing a full corset under my work clothes!!!!!
I shot a great line of cum over the pictures of the corseted models, my spunk splashing down onto their controlling foundation wear.


Later that evening, I walked along to the post box near the end of my road and dropped the order form into it, the stockings and suspenders I wore under my male clothes had me erect again, I looked around for where I could go to use that erection and saw to my utter disgust the public toilets that were half hidden where they backed onto the woods ---- and I thought to myself, how convenient was that, the designer perhaps innocently scribbling away imagining what a useful addition to the towns facilities they would make ---- but then perhaps he wasn't a homosexual or a transvestite or he might have designed them where they were purposely! 


I went across the road, and looked around to see who, if anyone, was about ---- the place looked deserted and so cautiously I went inside.
The only sounds inside were from cisterns constantly dribbling water into the chamber high on the walls, the dark green tiled walls gave the place a slightly depressing feel, but feeling as i did I thought it perfect and looked for where the cubicles were to be found.
There were six in all, the dark wooden doors looked heavy, strong and secure, the brass furniture on the outside gleamed in the darkness caught in the shaft of moonlight coming in through a window placed high up on the wall above the urinals.
I selected the one furthest away from the white china bowls that clung to the tiled background, suspended in mid air like they had been glued to the tiles, and attached by polished brass work that supplied them with flushing water to clean away the piss, leaving just the cigarette butts floating.
I ignored all of that and went into my chosen private wanking box and after sliding the brass door bolt into position I undid the belt around my waist and dropped my trousers round my ankles and sat down.
Taking a chance, I lit a cigarette, in the flash of the match I could see graffiti had been scrawled onto the strangely untiled walls, in the darkness I couldn't make out what the wording was, but I could easily see the pictures of cocks and spurting cum shooting out of them and knew I was in the right place!


I bent down and untied the laces on my shoes and took them off, them lifted myself off the toilet seat so I could remove my trousers, with the excitement growing rapidly I undid the buttons on my shirt and slipped my arms out of the sleeves until I was all but naked.
Dirty thoughts were the only thing inhabiting my brain as I slipped the brass bolt back and opened the cubicle door exposing myself to the outside world if anyone had been there to see me, I knew it might spell disaster, but there was no one, no one at all, I was quite alone.


Cautiously I walked out from the relative safety of the cubicle and felt the dampness of the tiles under my stockinged feet, the fact the floor might be dirty didn't register as disgusting at all, in fact quite the opposite went through my mind as I walked over the where the door had been locked into place against the wall at the entrance to the toilets and the road outside.
I knew I could be seen if I went too far into the amber of the street light that illuminated the fact these were public toilets and there to be used by all.
But I was so highly aroused by all I was doing and indeed had done just earlier on when I had carefully chosen a nicely old fashioned corset, completed the order form, written my own name on the order and let it slip from my fingers into the post box to be collected by some unsuspecting postman in the morning.


The adrenaline flooding round inside my body told me to go further and step outside to experience the thrill of being caught dressed so scantily.
But I dared not, my courage finding the resistance of common sense deciding perhaps not today!
I stood back in the darkness of toilets still facing the road and masturbated over the floor and down my legs.
Having just shot my load, my courage finally deserted me and I went back into the cubicle and got dressed again.


I had just crossed the road and had disappeared from view, when a car pulled up some 100 yards down the street, a figure darted into the woods and emerged again at the rear of the toilet block.
He too looked around to see if anyone was there and finding the place deserted went inside, his feet treading the tiles where someone had recently shot a load of fresh spunk onto the floor.
The new arrival was unaware what he had trodden in and I dare say if he had known it might have made his wank even better than it was after he had added more detail to the wall in the furthest cubicle away from the urinals where there was relatively speaking a little more safety to be found!


10 days later I found a card had been left in my letterbox, a parcel had been delivered and could be collected form the local post office when convenient.
My Mother bent down and picked the card up off the floor where it had fallen, slipped it into her handbag and went down to the post office, after all it was pension day and she was going there anyway.


"When did that arrive, I never saw it" I asked out of panic, as she handed me the parcel.


"Just yesterday, I was going to the post office anyway so I thought I'd pick it up for you, I know how busy you are" she said handing me a plate of biscuits.


"Thanks for that Mum, I could have managed it myself though" I said surveying the parcel to see if it had been opened at all.


My little game had been spoiled slightly by Mum's 'kindness', I knew I might not have been around when it got delivered, but I hadn't wanted her to know what was coming to my house, after all, it wasn't exactly around the corner, and what if she had opened it, what then???
Putting the parcel into my back pack, I put my coat on, said goodbye to Mum and Aunty then left.


I'd taken my bike to go across to Mum's after she'd left rang me one afternoon after I'd got back from my trip.
I guessed what it was of course, I hadn't ordered anything else so it had to be the corset, my new corset, gosh I was so excited by its arrival I'd forgiven Mum by the time I'd closed the gate and set off for home.


I stopped off at the little corner shop, it was the only one over this side of town that opened after 7pm and I needed batteries for my bike lights, I didn't fancy a trip to the hospital if some fool hit me as I cycled home.
I got the batteries I needed and started looking on the top shelf for some horny reading, I'd read and reread all I had at home and fancied something different for a change, when suddenly I noticed a magazine title I'd not seen before, 'World of Transvestism'.
My heart skipped a beat as I looked at everything around it not daring for an instant to pick the actual one up for fear of being seen.
I was hanging around far too long for my own good, I knew I was, when I made a decision to buy the thing and have done with it, besides, I found the thrill of actually handing it over to the cashier exciting. She was a woman in her 60s, I'd seen her before a few times and the man she worked with, her husband I think, I wasn't sure if they owned it or just managed the place as I'd seen other people here too, anyway I carried on and got a few other bits, my usual fishing magazine and a local paper, then put them all together and went to the counter to pay.


The woman took the things off me and placed them on the counter and started ringing them into the till one by one.
I can't describe how I felt as she got closer to the transvestite magazine, my face felt flushed as I watched her pick it up looking for the price. I noticed she hesitated when she saw the title although she didn't look at me and she carried on.


"Would you like a carrier" she asked taking the note from my hand as I paid for my goods.


"Yes please" I said then stood waiting for my change.


She took a carrier and flicked it open and began putting the things inside for me, and once again she picked up the papers and mags, but this time leaving the transvestite magazine on top but putting them all inside, handed me the bag and thanked me for my custom then I left and went outside where I put the batteries into the bikes lights and went off down the road.


That night after I'd tidied up and made something to eat I opened the parcel to take a look at my new purchase.


Making sure I was prepared I had changed into a slip and panties, but left the other bits off knowing what was inside my parcel.
I had ordered one of the old fashioned Playtex corsets, open bottomed and in a lovely white, not the most exciting colour in the catalogue but it looked ordinary, which was what I wanted.
The garment looked small and the fabric seemed to be quite stretchy, but I didn't know if I'd get it on.
The suspenders were sewn on and they had polished metal clips that went around fabric covered buttons, there were four of them and of course they were fully adjustable as were the thick elasticated straps on the top of it.
The stomach part had a crisscross pattern of reinforced material that finished just underneath the bra cups.
It looked totally wicked and just how I had wanted it to look and I couldn't wait to undress and try it on.


In addition I had ordered two pairs of highly glossed tan nylons both with reinforced heels and toes, I also ordered a pair of panties though I wasn't sure if I would actually wear them.
I had considered ordering a slip but the corset had been expensive on its own and by the time I'd got the nylons and panties too, I was getting way past my budget and I didn't want to pay monthly and the risks of getting statements sent through that my Mother might see.


I sat looking at my new ladieswear and knew it had been just what I wanted, my cock under my slip seemed to agree and stood stiffly as I took the straps of the slip off my shoulders and stepped inside the corset.


I had been right, it was tight and heaven knew if it be okay once I got it past my bottom but I did manage to squeeze myself into it and finally the straps went over my shoulders.
Not wishing to wait and spoil the view, I sat on the settee and began putting a pair of the nylons on, the fragrance that came from the packet as I slipped a finger under the opening was delicious, sweet smell of caged nylon came bursting out filling my nostrils and making my cock even harder as I started slipping them up my legs one by one.


Having struggled with both the corset and getting the nylons on my legs I was finally done, I stood up and walked about standing on tip toes mimicking wearing a pair of heels I walked about the lounge feeling lovely.
The intensity of what I was doing only made it all the worse as I enjoyed the way the corset controlled me, took over the way I walked, the way I felt inside and the amount of discomfort bordering on pain that began dominating my life.
I went out into the hallway and looked at myself in the full length mirror, it wasn't quite showing all of me and I needed to see more of what I looked like, so I took the mirror down and set it so it showed me off to the best of its ability.
Then unable to hold back any longer I stood close to it and shot my cum.
 

I was late for work when I woke in the morning and rushed about getting ready, when an idea suddenly came into my head, crazy I know, but why rush????
My new corset hung from the door of my wardrobe teasing me and telling me how much it wanted to be close to me and let me enjoy its feminine charms!
Foolishly or otherwise, I picked the phone up and rang work to tell them I was feeling under the weather and wouldn't be in today.
They were very good and completely understanding when I said I'd been up all night with my tummy.


"Take as long as you need" the voice on the end of the phone had said when I told her I should be okay tomorrow.


I took off my socks and shirt and got back into bed with dirty thoughts rampaging around inside my head.
I knew I so wanted to enjoy today, and it had to be kinky, very kinky.


I considered revisiting the toilets I'd gone to that night and lay there day dreaming all sorts of scenarios that might happen.
The daring way I'd undressed in such a risky location and then masturbated all over the floor wearing just stockings and suspenders.
I thought about the piss my feet must have trodden in as I walked about feeling the cold caress of the tiled floor under my stocking clad feet.
I thought about how I had shot my cum onto the tiles and walked away leaving it there for someone else to tread in.


The temptation was to masturbate here and now, just looking at my new corset hanging where it was, teasing and corrupting me with every glance it made my way.
But that would have been such a waste, a nice waste yes, but then I would have wasted a whole days wages for just a five minute wank!


No, there had to be something better!


I admit I have a dirty mind, full of 'what ifs' and 'wouldn't that be nice' when I fell upon something so simple I could have laughed out loud!
I shall go shopping, for women's clothing!


It was hard in more ways than one, my balls were aching and full of hot spunk just waiting to be released, but I wanted maximum pleasure and kinky too.
So I planned on wearing my new corset for the day, along with a pair of delicious nylons attached to the suspenders.
I considered wearing a slip as well but knew if I wore too many things they would surely show beneath the white shirt I had out ready to wear for work.
So I got dressed and squeezed into my corset, underneath I work a pair of panties, the same one's I'd bought as well as the corset.
Next I put on my shirt followed by my trousers, the looser one's that had room inside for me to play.
Then I slipped some socks and shoes on and I was nearly ready to begin my day.


But first I had to check just how I looked in the mirror, I couldn't risk the shirt being too see through or I'd get myself arrested!
Mmmm, it covered me okay but when I moved about the shirt pulled against the straps of the corset and they showed, damn that was no good.
I slipped a tank top on, it looked dreadful but at least covered the straps up, although I could feel them biting into my shoulders and knew I wouldn't be able to stand that for too long.


It took me ages to get myself ready, adjusting the straps and suspenders was fiddly but I managed it and figured I'd have to get used to it sooner or later anyway, besides the thrill of just touching these things gave me such a buzz all the time.


Slipping my wallet into my back pocket I now had to decide just where to go without people knowing who I was, so I decided to take the car and visit another town nearby, it had a good shopping center and around the outskirts it also had plenty of those smaller satellite shopping parades.


It took about 20 minutes to reach my target town and once there I parked up in a car park and bought a ticket for two hours then set off into town and the shops.
I could have parked closer in but wanted to enjoy a fair walk to maximise the effects of wearing my new corset and nylons and right at this moment this was an excellent plan as it was all I could feel around me, encasing me and the tight pull on my stockings as the suspenders did their dirty work on both my nylons and my brain.
I walked past other shoppers, women, some men, a couple of workmen digging up the road, none of them knew what I did, none of them could see what I wore under my trousers.
I walked past experiencing the thrill of wearing women's underwear out in public. My confidence grew and I started doing things like going into newsagents to buy a bar of chocolate, or browse the magazines, even taking dirty mags off the top shelf and drinking in the sights inside of lovely women, tarts really I supposed, with their lovely tits hanging outside of their bra's, all very nice, but nowhere near as horny as what I was doing at that very moment!
The occasional feel inside the pocket around the top of my cock, sliding my fingers over my spunk hole teasing myself, all of it was great!


It was warm today and the corset and nylons were making me sweat a bit, I wanted to take my jumper off but knew I couldn't, the white shirt maybe hadn't been such a good idea after all.
To take my mind off my overheating problem I slipped my right hand inside my pocket and fondled myself, the knickers were a bit of problem too but they were underneath the suspenders and I couldn't take them down or off even if I wanted too, so I was stuck, but I figured out of every issue there is always a plus to be found and soon found it when to my delight I stumbled across a little wool shop across the road from where I was and it looked perfect.


In the window display there was a kind of amber cellophane covering to protect the window goods from the sun, behind that there were various items of ladieswear, bundles of wool and knitting and dress making patterns.


I didn't have the guts to hang about too long, but there were several women inside and I didn't fancy being seen in there with all of those so I walked away down to a little cafe and went inside to get a drink and something to eat.


I sat outside eating a sandwich and watching the shop waiting for the women to leave, they must have been friends as they were in there for ages until finally they come out and the shop was empty.
I finished my drink and took my things back into the cafe, then walked down to the ladies wool shop andwent inside.


The small spring loaded bell above the door jangles as I go inside, the smells of wool and fabrics hit me straight away.
I find that totally intoxicating and drink in as much as I can.
A small woman appears from a doorway behind the counter and asks me if she can help.


I have no plan at all and find myself lost for words, looking around me for a clue as to why I am here, of course the short answer to that is under my shirt as the straps pull heavily across my shoulders reminding me of my perverted hobby and the fact it has brought me to her shop.


"I errr, well, I errr'd like to buy some underwear, ladies underwear" I stammered without a clue of what to say next.


"What sort of 'underwear'" the woman said to me taking her glasses off her nose and holding her head a little higher.


"Well, eemmm, do you do corsets" I asked feeling my own tightening on me like a snake about to devour its prey.


"Yes we do, what sort would you like, is it for a lady, a girlfriend or your wife perhaps" she asked, a touch of annoyance in her voice as she turned to show me some boxes of corsets and girdles.
I stood looking at the pictures of a scantily clad woman, her only covering was the corset she wore, attached to the suspenders were a pair of nylons, she had one hand under her chin posing for all the world to see how feminine she was.
I felt my balls tighten, wanted to touch the picture of her, wanted to smell her hair and caress the course fabric of her foundation wear.
I found even the box highly arousing, just being near to me and the others laying next to it waiting to be undone and their contents shown to me for approval!
I could easily have wanked off over the top of the glass counter and admit I did have flashing images of her being trapped underneath and forced to watch as I abused her underwear and see my spunk splashing on the see through counter in front of her eyes!


"We have these, does she like fully boned or lighter more day wear like these" she said taking one out of its box, touching the garment so casually as if it meant nothing to her at all.


For all I knew she wore them all the time under the dress she was wearing in front of me.
I began finding this a distraction and felt my overheating problems returning as I went redder and redder.


Staying my ground I undid the top button of my shirt, the small amount of air that came in felt good, and I needed more.
"I'm not sure, could I see some of the boned one's please, they might be nice" I offered. My own corset wasn't boned, at least I didn't think so, although there was a couple of stiff lines of fabric down each side and two short one's going down the sides at the back, so maybe it was boned after all???


"We have these, and then we have these, what size is she" she asked.


The array of corsets spread out on top of the counter was growing by the minute, behind her I could see several glass fronted drawers filled with pastel coloured garments, little white labels on the front announced them to be slips smaller ones down below larger sizes up above.
I wished I had seen these before the corsets and suddenly asked if I might see some of them.


"What about the corsets, do you not want any of these" she spread her hands showing the one's I had asked to look at still on the counter top.


"Oh yes sorry, err I'm not sure now, but could I look at the petticoats you have in the drawers behind you, please" I asked ignorant of the woman's anger as she began picking the corsets back up.


"Which one's do you want to see" she asked after finally stuffing the foundation wear back where they had come from.


"The larger sizes please, there those pink one's, they look nice"


"What size is she, the woman you are buying them for" she repeated.


"Woman" I asked?


"No, they're not for a woman, they are for me" I blurted out.
My embarrassment almost complete as I looked forward to her hands taking the drawer out and laying the contents out on the glass topped counter, but instead, she shoved the drawer back in and snarled at me with such a look of anger on her face.


"I want you out of my shop" she yelled.


"I'm sorry I"


"Get out, I don't serve people like you, we don't have your sort in here, go on get out now" she said.


I turned on my heel totally ashamed of myself for being there and not holding it together, just then another customer came in and stood back out of the way as I fled out of the wool shop and into the street outside.


I turned to see if I was being followed or anything, but the parade of shops was quiet and the sun shone brightly, the heat soon returning and making me sweat again.


I walked back to where I'd left my car, turned into the car park and climbed into my car, and sat there a while, taking in what I had achieved so far, I knew my day was far from over, with the stockings I had on under my trousers, it was too good an opportunity to miss.
I unzipped and got my cock out, then undid my shirt, adjusted the interior mirror and masturbated all over the front of my brand new corset, gasping for breathe the impulses that pushed the spunk out of my cock just blew my mind, unable to stop wanking even when a car drew right close to me I had to finish.
An elderly couple took their time getting out, the women looked across at me as I finished wanking and covered in fresh cum it was a good job she couldn't see what I had been doing, they walked away towards the shops, maybe picking up some groceries or a prescription from the chemist next door to where I'd just had such a nice kinky bit of fun, I wasn't sure.
I never bothered cleaning up after I'd finished, instead I just did the buttons up on my shirt, zipped my cock back inside and still with 40 minutes left on my ticket I drove out of the car park and turned away from the town.


Feeling well pleased with the reaction I'd got from the woman serving me, I set about looking for another shop to visit.
Unknown to me at first the wet cum stains began showing through my shirt, it was only after I'd gone into the next shop did I see them and far too late!


I was still driving when I saw in my interior mirror the blue lights flashing away at me, the police car right behind me indicating I should stop.
I had been in such a daze I hadn't even seen the red light I'd so carelessly driven through.


"Good morning Sir, didn't you see that traffic light back there, it was red and you went straight through, well" he said waiting for a reply from me.


Suddenly aware of what I had done I was also aware of the fact I'd taken my tank top off as well.
Not daring to do anything to draw attention to my shirt and its possible contents underneath I tried best I could to clam down and give a straight answer to his question and hoping he wouldn't notice anything out of the ordinary.


"Sorry officer, I must have been thinking about something else, I admit I didn't see it, sorry" I said.


"I need your details, name, address etc etc" he said looking down into the car for anything out of place.


All I could think of was the fact the straps of my corset could be seen, if he looked closely enough he might spot them under my shirt.
I dreaded he would ask me to get out of the car, the corset would be plain to see then for sure.
Luckily he didn't, he walked back to his car to check out my licence and my car, returning after a few minutes of me sweating once again.


"Okay, I'm reporting you for the red light violation, apart from that you're free to go, just pay more attention next time".
I set off again at a real steady pace, grateful he hadn't seen what I was wearing under my shirt, very grateful, although a part of me was disappointed at the same time.
But what it did to my sex drive was pretty indescribable.

I was still headed out of town, when I noticed another parade of shops on my left, one of them a charity shop was open and outside were several round baskets filled with handbags and shoes, women's shoes, I went past and found a little side road to park in, I sat there a while with my flies undone fondling my cock, either side of my hand I could see the suspenders and the tops of my stockings, needing more sexual gratification I undid the buttons on my shirt and slipped my hands inside underneath the corsets bra cups, found the tips of my nipples and sat there like it, my cock sticking out of my trousers and my shirt open showing off my underwear.


I rubbed the ends of my tits until I could stand it no longer then I had to force myself to stop, zip myself back inside and did my shirt up.
I got out and put my jacket on leaving it open at the front, my sweater I left in the car and started walking back towards the little parade of shops and in particular, to the charity shop.


I could think of little else but the need to enjoy today, already it had been filled with so much, back at Mum's, just the first bit of touching Mums corsets would have been enough to have a quick wank over, and yet today I'd done so much more already.


At this very moment the dominating thing today (apart from being given a ticket by the policeman) had been the woman's comments to me back in the wool shop after asking if she would show me her slips and the resulting ---


"We don't serve YOUR sort in here" comment, that on its own was giving me an erection that was at this very moment pushing the front of my trousers out very nicely.
I crossed the road and went over to the charity shop and began looking through the baskets outside, there were lots of pairs of high heels tied together with elastic bands.
I sorted through the top layers most of which looked drab and unattractive, although there were more pairs further down which looked better, but nothing stood out as being really nice or big enough, I was about a size 7 or an 8 so there might have been a chance I'd find something, the best I could see was a pair of high heels with cute decorations on them and that was a size 6 so no where near big enough.


I went inside and began looking around ignoring the male clothing section, I went straight for the women's,
The shop wasn't big by any means but it did go back a fair way, the end of which there were curtains draped across what looked like a storage area. The curtain was open and I could see a couple of women standing at a table sorting through bags of donated goods.
Behind me at the counter was an assistant, a middle aged woman sitting down knitting looking at her work over the top of a pair of Horn Rimmed Glasses and taking no notice of me in the least.


I ran my hands down the lines of dresses hanging from the rail in front of me, they felt good and very cool, their colours were very modern really and the hemlines stood out making them unmistakably women's clothing.
Looking along the top at the sizing cubes I went to the larger end and began looking through the rows of lovely things.
Just touching things like this was filling my head with erotic thoughts and I'd yet to find the underwear, God knows what I'd be like when I saw what they had there for me to caress. I could see another basket that looked like it might be full of underwear going by the soft pastels I could see on top.


My head felt like it would explode when I saw to my delight short silk dress and in my size too, I glanced behind me to make sure I wasn't being watched then I took it out and hung it on the front of the rail and lifted the skirt out to see how full it was. Underneath there was a stiff nylon lining in olive green, the dress itself was a mix of greens and gold and some black and it was very silky. The sleeves were capped sleeves and came just below the shoulder with plenty of room to get my arms in. 
Round the back there was no zip which was a shame as I had a bit of a thing for back zips in dresses.


Taking a chance I out the dress over my arm and carried on looking at the rest of the dresses on the rail, but this seemed to be the only one and now I was next to the basket and it was indeed filled to the top with slips and french knickers and in front of them were another section containing a lovely row of full slips all sized and waiting to be touched.
I was by now being reduced to a pathetic state of mind, already with one dress over my arm, my head buzzing like a chainsaw I began sorting through the slips and panties in the basket, I felt like I'd died and gone to heaven as they slipped through my hands like liquid rubber, slippery and very nice and now I struck gold, there were loads of slips and panties that were my size and lots of them more than my size.
I picked a few pairs up and held them open, the sizing labels inside said they were size 24, 26 and all very silky.
I kept two pairs and put them with the dress then went for the slips and ran my hands through them.
Under my trousers my cock throbbed away as my fingers touched the flimsy delicate undies, the way they moved as I pulled the hangers back to get a better look, all of it amazing and such a turn on. My head throbbed in time with what was going on between my legs as I stood there feeling like hell for doing this, but more than made up for my shame by what I knew I would get out of this for months to come!


Having found some that looked nice, I decided to look at the full one's hanging up instead, I preferred those anyway and there seemed to be several in my size.
I chose two slips, one in black and the other in a dark green and trimmed with cream lace on the hem and the bust, this one was expensive and at £3 would take a lot of my money, the dress was £2 and the panties were two pairs for 10 shillings.


I felt like I'd been here for hours and yet no one had interrupted me or for that matter helped me either, the assistant was still knitting and seemed quite happy to be doing that when suddenly she looked up and caught my eye, she smiled and glanced down at what I had in my hands, I guessed she knew I was in the ladies underwear section going by the way she went back into her knitting and let me carry on.


Wow, she wasn't bothered!


I now had a dress (and the panties) and some slips, I felt really conspicuous standing here, apart from a couple of spinners in the middle of the shop, there wasn't a lot of cover, the corset under my trousers felt nice, a bit tight around the shoulders but that feeling was just driving me on.


Now I had some lovely things in my hands that alone was enough to make me want to wank off, but now I had to pay for them or put them all back and if I was being honest, that would have been the easier choice, buying them would mean having to face the assistant at the counter and talking and it would be obvious the items were for me, then what?
My embarrassment would be complete, but thoughts of the woman rejecting the sale and bringing it to the attention of everyone in the shop was both terrorising and exciting me, the thoughts of public humiliation had long given me erections, some of my best moments when I lived at home were when I saw my Mum coming up the road, shopping bags in her hands and with me dressed in her slips and nylons standing behind the curtain in her bedroom masturbating like fury!
Or laying in bed wearing a pair of her nylons while everyone was in bed asleep, or downstairs watching telly.
I couldn't believe my dressing had pushed me this far, out in public, just one step away from being exposed for the pervert I was!


I started to go to the counter, the woman looking up and watching my approach put her knitting down and stood up.
I placed the goods on the counter in front of her and waited, smiling best I could manage but knowing my smile would hardly be noticed as she examined what I wanted to buy.


"Oh these look lovely" the woman said smiling at me and holding the dress up to get a better look.


I felt the face going red, willing her to just ring them into the till and let me get out, but instead she said something I'd long dreaded being asked.


"Fancy dress is it" came the question.


I stood there getting hotter and hotter, the dreaded question of who they were for had been asked --- and the answer was now in my hands, my chance to get out in the open and admit they were for me to wear as sexual objects to have fun in.
Thoughts of me stepping inside and someone helping to zip me up, slippery petticoats and nylons being worn and a woman knowing, watching me dress, giving me advice and helpful tips on how best to achieve that womanly look, all would now be available, but instead I agreed with her found myself saying, yes we were fund raising at work and some mates and me were all dressing up as women for the day.


The lies poured out of me easier than I thought, a flood of relief at not having to admit anything flushed through me, bringing me confidence of being a man again.
It felt good telling lies, something I was familiar with , yes of course it was fancy dress, what else would I want women's clothes for.


Having told my lies, the rest of the items went into the till and the woman chatted on about the things I'd bought, I got the feeling she wasn't quite letting go just yet and my guilt showed again as more blood rushed into my cheeks as she announced her next almost innocent statement.


"Of course, it wouldn't bother me if they weren't for fancy dress, we get all sorts in here these days, why only last week a nice gentleman bought a suspender belt and some nylons, the size was way too big for his wife" she leaned across the counter and whispered, "I know her you see, from the bowels club I belong to.


"However, its none of my business what people do in their private lives, what goes on behind closed doors, stays behind closed doors, as long as it doesn't hurt anyone else, what does it matter" she continued.


I nodded my head in agreement but remained quiet, considering my options of telling her or not, I didn't have long or the chance would be gone.
I decided my path had already been chosen when I admitted the fancy dress lie, when suddenly I found myself blurting out 


"Actually, no, they are for me, only I've never admitted it to anyone before I've" I faded into silence as the woman looked at me, still halfway through ringing my goods through.


"Oh bless, listen its none of my business what you do, that's your affair" the last of the items were rung through and she pressed the subtotal button.
"That's £6 exactly" she informed me putting my goodies into a carrier bag and taking the money I gave to her.


"Thank you" she said handing me some change and gathering the handles of the bag together and giving them to me.


"You can change them if they don't fit" she announced a little too loudly for my liking as a female customer looked up and saw the her giving me the dress and undies she had noticed on the counter as she came into the shop behind me.
The assistant said in a quieter voice, "I should have said, if you wanted to try them on first, but you can always bring them back if they don't fit, not the panties mind, we can't change those, bu the dress and petticoats would be okay, unless" 
She looked around to see who was nearby"If you wanted, you could slip back after lunchtime, I'm the assistant manager anyway and it would be quieter then, and there's only me and another helper here in the afternoons and she works out the back, it wouldn't bother her in the least if she saw a man trying a dress on"


Wow, what a result, my admission seemed to be paying me dividends.
"Okay thanks, that would be great" I looked at my watch and saw I had an hour and a half to go, then I could come back, back here and try on the dress and slips.


"See you later" she smiled as I left the shop, the jangle of the bell above the door stilling ringing in my head as I walked back to my car, the carrier bag in one hand, the other in my pocket rubbing my cock through the panties I had on.


"See you later then", her words going round and round in my head, spurred on by the earlier one's that had sounded almost just as sweet and her, "We don't serve people like you in here" both of them gave me an erection of equal proportions as I unlocked the car and got inside.


Rather than sit here wasting time, I started the engine and drove off, thoughts of wishing time away filled my head and I couldn't wait for the afternoon to get here and I could once again lock my car up and cross the road to the charity shop, this time to try dresses on with people nearby knowing what I was.


I couldn't wait and almost ran a red light as I went across the junction in town, on the other side of which there was a police car sitting parked up waiting for business, luckily this time I had just made it!


I had a quick walk around the middle of town, to be truthful there wasn't much to see, my balls empty of cum, I wondered if I'd wasted an opportunity by giving in to my built up lust, I hated the 'After Effects' of masturbating, well not hate exactly, but the feelings of a returning normality a;ways confused me. the hating bit was there for being so weak to let such a thing take over my life, but those feelings always went away and were replaced with even stronger one's driving me back to the underwear drawer and the pleasures it gave my brain for doing so, always the physical pleasure came from my cock and the spunk I milked out of it daily!


Those feelings were now coming back as I thought about the things I'd just bought and were sitting in the footwell of my car. 
A nice warm rosy feeling swept through me like a strong wind as I thought about them knowing I had at last purchased some goodies all of my own, that in itself was an achievement, the earlier incident of the woman throwing me out of her shop unbelievably so not me, was that really me????
If this thing inside my head hadn't driven me, I was sure I'd never have done anything like that, that in a million years.
Christ what was happening to me, where was all of this going to end up!!!
Still, how arousing to have done it all the same!


The loss of my wages had already been nicely compensated by the pleasure I'd had and was yet to have in just under an hours time.


On my return I went past the little wool shop, a sign in the window announcing they were closed for lunch, I imagined the woman sitting out the back with a sandwich and a cup of tea reading the 'Women's Realm', the problem page or some romantic story set in the middle of the glossy pages, with thoughts of the underwear pervert she'd encountered earlier on, maybe she'd met more than her fair share owning a shop like she did.
I drove past wondering just how many others had feelings like I did, getting a bit of kinky fun going in and getting them to show them her slips and panties, making her remove them and hold them up like some freak show they got their rocks off over.
I felt an instant rush of adrenaline as I imagined someone else enjoyed doing the same things I did.
Maybe a gay couple, one of them a transvestite, his boyfriend buying him something sexy to wear for him in bed.


Arousing, very arousing, and if I didn't stop it I'd be wanting to masturbate yet again!


I turned at the roundabout and the shop disappeared from view along with the dirty thoughts inside my head, up ahead were the traffic lights, turn right there and the parade of shops of my destination was over on the right, the side street just after it.


I felt the blood coursing through my brain, thoughts of what I was about to do making me nervous, like stage fright, I struggled for breath and drew in deeply, blowing out as if I'd just had a near miss or something.
I switched the engine off and sat there a moment gathering my thoughts.


With the carrier bag containing my new dress and the underwear, I went across the road to the little charity shop, the baskets still outside had been topped up and I noticed someone was doing the window display, a man on his knees, pinning some garments into place, summer sandals and a wide brimmed hat, a beach bag and sunglasses, then on the other side, something for dinner in the evening, a nice long dress, a shawl and glittery handbag, some high heels all displayed on a model with a dubious looking wig, and perhaps strangest of all, all seemingly arranged by a man, but it looked good enough.
I went inside and looked for the woman with the horn rimmed glasses I'd seen from earlier, the assistant manager, but she was nowhere to be seen, instead the place looked empty, but maybe she was out the back.
I looked around again.


I checked where the man was before going over to the slips I'd seen earlier on, I'd had a good look at the full one's hanging, but I'd not had a good look through the underwear basket so I went there and began looking through the delicious silky things.
Halfway down I found a gorgeous half slip, how I'd missed it earlier on was beyond me, it was gorgeous, a rich gold satin, split just offside at the front and trimmed heavily with equally rich gold lace. It was slightly flared and went up to a well presented elasticated waistband.
It felt gorgeous in my hands and whether or not it fitted I knew I wanted to buy it.
I opened the slip and looked for the make and sizing label, it wasn't in the back or on the seam so I opened it more and saw it near to the hem on the opposite side to the lacy split.


"It's a 'Warner's'" a voice behind me said suddenly making me drop the slip back into the basket out of fright and old nerves thinking I had been discovered.


I turned to see the man who had been doing the window display standing before me, a smile on his face as he went on to tell me how some new stock had been sorted and that had been in the bag along with some other equally nice bits and pieces.


"Oh" I said picking it up again and turning to face the man.
I felt really awkward now, but still looked inside at the label, "Oh yes it is, and a size 18 too" I said guiltily.


"I errr, sorry I don't know the ladies name, the manager I'd spoken to her earlier, is she errr, is she about at all" I said not quite knowing what to say to broach the reason for my return.


"Unfortunately she had to go out to another of our shops, but don't worry, she mentioned you would be back and said it was okay for you to errr, well to try some things on, she's already told me about your situation.


"Oh" was all I could again find to say.


"So the changing rooms are over there if you want to try your things on, from earlier I mean, make sure they fit you okay" he said pointing down to the end of the shop near to the curtained off area.


"Okay, thank you" I said taking my things and with rather a red face went down the way he had showed me.


Feeling more guilty and awkward than excited I made my way down to the end where the changing cubicles were, two of them, large gaps underneath which would obviously show off most of what came off and what went on in its place.
I drew the curtain behind me and hung the bag on one of the hooks on the cubicle wall and began undressing.
I heard traffic noises from outside as the shop door opened and closed, then voices of two women talking to each other, they sounded young and I heard a few giggles as they looked through the display rails looking for bargains.


I hesitated as I heard them getting closer to where I was, half undressed as I now was, I dreaded being found like this and wondered if I should put my shirt and trousers back on, it seemed ridiculous to do so, but what other choice did I have"
I suddenly heard the man's voice asking them if they needed anything, they said they were looking for something or other, he must have showed them as I heard them getting further away again.
I breathed a sigh of relief and put the trousers back onto the hook I'd grabbed them from.


Checking I couldn't be seen through the small gaps at the side of the curtains I took one of the slips out of the bag and had just that moment stepped inside it when the curtain was suddenly pulled back full exposing me half in and half out of the underwear, I wasn't naked either of course as I still had the corset on, and the stockings too, though they couldn't be seen of course with the slip up over my thighs.
I didn't know who looked more shocked, me or the girl who stood gawping at me!


"Oh I'm terribly sorry" she said quickly pulling back the curtain.
She had in her hands what looked like a couple of dresses she was going to try on had it not been for the shock she had just received.
Having been discovered wearing what I was, I heard the girl storming off calling to her friend who must have been looking around the shop.


"Come on Cheryl, I'm not stopping here, there's a man trying on women's underwear in one of the cubicles" she said.


I could hear her quite clearly from inside the cubicle, and then just before the shop door slammed shut I heard the girl shout out, "Bloody queers the pair of you" and then there was silence.


I began taking the slip back off, my day ruined by being discovered and the girls outburst, when I heard the mans voice saying to me as he stood outside the cubicle peering in through the large gap that had been left.


"Its okay, I've locked the door so we won't be disturbed" he then pulled back the curtain exposing me fully.


I looked down at my own lack of clothing, with nothing to cover me I felt exposed and naked, I then noticed the dark stains on the front of my corset, at first not knowing what they were, then realised they must be from when I had masturbated in my car when the elderly couple had pulled into the parking space near to me, I suddenly remembered how I had gleefully left all the spunk where it had fallen and hidden it underneath my shirt.
Now of course I had no shirt on to cover the stains the shop helper was now staring at.


"Oooo, Mmmmm, now who has been a naughty girl then" he said walking into the cubicle pulling the curtain closed behind him.


"Better cover that lot up" he said handing me the slip I'd just taken off.


My mind was spinning making me dizzy with sexual lust, driven to this state by self perpetuation.
The early morning decision to cancel work and enjoy my new acquisition of corset, nylons and panties had turned out unbelievably so.
I'd never ever considered being gay before, just the underwear thing had been foremost in my mind, wanting to enjoy the slippery delights of ladies underwear had been my only desire and now I was in a cubicle with a man on his knees worshiping my cock, unknown to me at the time of course was the fact he had slipped the lock on the shop door and dropped the sign to closed, so he could carry out what he had in mind.
My only experience ever of men and sex, was through rumours and what I'd seen written on toilet walls, up till now I don't think I'd ever seen a gay man, maybe from the telly but never in real life and I had one kissing my panties and rubbing my cock like he had a right to do it to me!


I admit I was hard. wanted him to do it as well, whatever happened today I knew I really wanted it, but my brain was working in bite size pieces, I had no idea what would happen next or where anything might lead.
He was inside my panties now, his manly lips around my shaft and swallowing me to the base, I watched as he pushed his lips into the pile of black pubic hair, nuzzling his face in its coarseness of folic wire.


I'd never before had my cock sucked, I'd had girlfriends of course and they always balked at the idea of going anywhere near my cock with their mouths.
It was something I'd wanted to try for ages, always wondering how nice it might be to see a girl on her knees, her pretty bra and bare shoulders teasing me, but teasing me more of course was her dress unwanted and laying discarded on an armchair, I'd been caressing it when she had worn it on her body, had felt its slippery layers as we snogged each other, my hands enjoying the feel of her frock more than I ever did a girl, but under her dress I also knew she wore stockings and suspenders, if it was to tease and excite me then her work was being accomplished very well, but I suspect she wore them just because she did and they were nothing special to her at all, something she did everyday of her life.


I wanted to wear them too but had never dared to ask for fear she would dump me for being a freak, an irony not lost on me as I stood behind a thin curtain in a shop I'd never been in before and with a mans mouth caressing my cock and slippery panties, I suppose there was a good irony and I stood watching it being played out enjoying the little tweaks as he built my arousal to its peak.
Now of course I had been dumped anyway, for not being manly enough for her, for enjoying some of life's softer things that she thought only women should be enjoying!
How selfish of her not to want to share her nylons and petticoats with me, I was pleased she had dumped me!


For me this was a first, but the way he handled my cock I could tell he had some experience at this very moment he was licking the bare skin around and underneath my suspenders, cupping my balls in his spare hands and pumping them as if he were taking my blood pressure, which to be honest wouldn't have been such a bad idea as I thought I was having a heart attack the way I felt in my head.


I gathered my slip in my hands and pulled it over my head, it was getting in the way and I wanted to watch him sucking on my dick.
Putting my hands through his hair pulling him onto me, he snogged me all over my cock and bollocks like they were sexy girls!
He pulled back slightly and put his hand around my shaft and masturbated me properly, my cock curving upwards, its helmet wet and shiny where the skin was stretched so tightly around the framework underneath.
I bucked and felt my knees folding as he changed hands, the pausing effect causing an interruption as my ejaculation faltered then found itself again and I shot fully into his open mouth.
I looked down between screwing my eyes shut as I cried out and shot another heavy load over his face.
He bobbed forwards and gobbled all he could, wanking me at the same time.
30 seconds later I was holding onto the hooks on the paneled walls for support as my legs finally gave way.


I felt I'd never cum so much spunk in all my life, dreams of girls doing it to me had been outstripped by a cock sucking queer on his knees, I knew then I'd not want a woman anymore.
The guy stood up, his cock already out of his trousers waving about in front of my face as he took a hold of it and guided it towards my mouth!


I tried to stop him told him I couldn't, tried to get him to stop but he just ignored me, put his hand round the back of my head telling me to open my mouth like a good girl and take his cock.
Dirty sickening thoughts filled my mind as I gagged on his cock as he pushed it between my reluctant lips, tasting nothing but sweaty salt and little droplets of cum as he fed me his hard dick.
I thought I heard the shop door opening, traffic sounds from outside, but he kept talking, telling me dirty things as he fucked my lips, forcing his groin into my face as he swung his hips backwards and forwards.


He settled his pace, calming me down somewhat as I accepted what he wanted to do to me, clearer thoughts began chasing the panic stricken one's out of my mind and I began concentrating on this turning into a good experience.
I slipped my hands behind his naked arse and pulled him onto me, sinking his cock deeper down the back of my throat.
It was on one of these thrusts I experienced for the first time what it was like to taste a man's cum as he shot his load over my tongue, pushing inwards and down the back of my throat, withdrawing and slipping out of my mouth, spraying my face, then finding my lips again and filling me with more of his creamy spunk juice.
I sat there taking all he had, caressing and fondling my corset, its thick strapping hurting me, cutting into my skin and making me sore, I slipped the straps off my shoulders to relieve the pressure then slipped my fingers inside the cups and nursed my nipples to take away the pain where the straps had cut me.


The taste of his cum was horrible but the act of doing what I was absolutely thrilling, God knows what I'd feel like when I got aroused again.
As he started to finish he wanked his cock off inches from my face, wiping each dribble down my cheek and over my lips.
He'd gone quiet now, the rush of his gay assault on me had passed its climax, I still had my hands inside my bra fingering myself completely in a world of my own.
Looking at my new slip on the floor of the changing room, inviting me to wear it, I decided to do just that and picked it up, holding the slippery thing by the ribbons I stood up and stepped inside, sliding it up my body, then I picked my shirt up and put it on, began doing the buttons up and got halfway when the guy still in there with me began touching again, telling me just what a tease I was and how nice the black satin slip looked under my shirt as I continued doing up the buttons.


I felt at a complete disadvantage being half dressed as I was, the fact my slip was on show through the last of the shirt buttons and still with my cock out in the open hidden just under the nylon petticoat, I felt his hands caressing me again getting me big, the tip of my helmet sensitive as he ran his hands round its rim, pausing with his thumb to push the looser flaps of circumcised skin about with traces of leaking spunk that continued to dribble out of my spunk hole making me so slippery I soon got hard and stiff again.
He whispered in my ear, asking if I fancied some more, telling me how pretty I looked and he wanted to take me to bed properly.
I stood there letting him do what he wanted to me, weakening by the second as he rubbed my cock back to a full erection, one hand caressing its stiffness the other under my shirt round my bottom caressing my slip and suspenders.
I jerked as he teased a spasm out of me, thoughts of having sex with him again wasn't even a question that needed an answer as I nodded my agreement.


He told me what a good girl I was, and reaching into his back pocket for a comb, he brushed his hair back and handed me my trousers, telling me to put them on for the short walk to his flat down the road, then he left the changing cubicle and went into the shop to switch the lights off and lock up.


I finished getting dressed and came out from behind the curtain into the shop, the guy was over by the till writing something on a piece of paper, as I went up to him he handed it to me, it was directions to his flat.


"See you down there then" he said letting me out and closing the door behind me.


I looked at his instructions, confusing thoughts swirling around inside my head as I tried to put everything in some sort of order but all I could think of was what had just happened to me when suddenly a woman's voice spoke to me, it took me completely by surprise.


"Sorry I didn't make it, did you try the dress on, did it fit okay" the assistant manager asked.


I turned to look and saw it was the woman with the horn rimmed glasses, totally surprised top see her again.


"Yes, it did thank you, and thank you for letting me try it on" I said turning to see if the guy from the shop was around, this might get awkward if he was.


"You're welcome, listen, now you know me, anytime you need anything just pop in and I'll see if I can help, did Bill sort you out okay, he's such a nice man" she said.


I can't describe the thoughts that were going around inside my head and struggled to find an answer that didn't relate to what he had done to me, I admit I was having trouble finding a suitable one.


"Yes, thank you, he was very helpful" I replied.


"Okay that's great, will we see you again soon then I hope" she said casting an eye over me for signs of ladies underwear that I knew might now be quite easily seen if she looked just a little closer.


"Yes I hope so too, and thank you so much" I said and walked away trying to remember the directions 'Bill' had given me in the shop.


The short walk was actually further than it had seemed on the piece of paper, taking me back into town a little, the charity shop now some 100 yards behind me I walked down the road, the afternoon sunshine warm on my back and 
I suddenly remembered my jacket, I'd left it at the charity shop hanging on one of the hooks in the changing cubicle, and now I didn't have it.
I carried on walking, the jacket could wait, there wasn't anything in it apart from a few odds and ends, no money and my wallet was in my back pocket, it could wait, besides, it did give me an excuse to return to the shop, maybe tomorrow after work, I noticed they closed at 5.30pm, so I'd just make it before they did.


Having decided to go back tomorrow I continued walking to Bill's flat, he said it was around here somewhere.


I walked past a group of schoolgirls coming from the opposite direction, they were noisy and giggling, pushing each other about and generally being boisterous, and quite frankly a little out of order.
As I got closer to them I noticed they had gone quiet, the closer I got to them the quieter they became, I thought it strange but carried on.
Once alongside them I heard them muttering something about 'Perverts' and then they were gone.
Then from no where they shouted out to me.


"Fucking pervert" 


I didn't dare turn to face them and instead gripped the carrier bag containing my dress and slips and panties I'd bought from the shop and suddenly remembered to my absolute horror one of the slips was missing and on my body reinforced by the corset underneath and my white shirt with no jacket over it must have been showing the underwear straight through it!


I felt myself go crimson with embarrassment, miles away from the safety of my car, I had nowhere to hide out here I felt like an exhibit walking along, knowing the female clothing could clearly be seen by anyone wanting to look.
I swallowed and tried to gather some courage from somewhere, but even that only brought a strong taste of semen from deep down in my throat where I'd swallowed Bill's spunk just a short while ago.


The schoolgirls now gone I turned the corner to where Bill's flat was, just up here near the roundabout and the little parade of shops.
I stopped suddenly realising where I was, across the road was the wool shop I'd visited earlier in the day, a little further on the car park where I'd tossed myself off!
In the shop there were customers, I could see them through the window, could just make out the shops owner, the foul mouthed woman who had belittled me for being different and I quickly felt myself being overwhelmed by my inability to cover myself up, knowing the black slip could be seen by anyone, I felt very exposed and out of my area where I might at least had some comfort from knowing my surroundings!


Next door to the wool shop was a gate that led down an alleyway, the plaque on the wall told me its number, '52a', Bill's flat.
I turned around and went back up the road a little where the women in the wool shop wouldn't be able to see me, then crossed the road and walked back down towards the gate, hoping all the time no one would come out of the shop.


Not far to go now I got closer and closer until I could hear voices from inside the shop just yards away from where I was as the women laughed and exchanged pleasantries with one another.
I'd got to within 20 yards of the gated alleyway when two woman came out of the shop, one turned and started locking the door behind her.
To my horror I could easily see it was the shop owner I'd encountered that morning.


Feeling completely exposed with no jacket on I dreaded she might turn this way and see me, and dressed as I was too.
I looked down very conscious and aware of the cum stains on the front of my shirt, now even more so through being dropped onto the floor in the changing room when Bill was having sex with me, it looked grubby and no longer as white as it had been.
5 yards now and I'd be safe, the woman putting the shop keys in her hand bag turning coming my way!!!!!!


"Oh God, Oh God" I heard myself repeating under my breath as I reached out for the handle on the wrought iron gate, the woman laughing with her friend as they both turned to face me, Almost there just a few inches and Thankfully the gate opened and I slipped into the alley not a second too soon, the two women busy talking didn't give me a second glance as they went past clutching handbags and giggling, I imagined what they were talking about my ears were burning as they had been all day, my whole head had been filled with things I'd never had before, so unlike me to do what I had done.
I looked further down the alley to the brick built arch that marked the end of the property, further on there was a yard that finished with a high wall right across the end, I looked at the scrap of paper I'd stuffed into my pocket as there were two gates opposing one another, I'd hate to go into the wrong one by accident.


52a, so on the left then.
I went inside into a small courtyard filled with flower pots, an old bike lay covered against the wall under what looked like the back of the shop, to the left of that a doorway with the shop logo on it.
There was a wrought iron staircase before that a small spiral one which I thought was unusual in itself, but there wasn't a lot of room to have anything bigger anyway.
I looked up to where it went when I suddenly heard someone coming down the alley behind me, a man coughing, the cigarette smoke came out before he did, but I was half relieved to see it wasn't Bill.
The man fiddled about looking for keys when he turned and noticed me.


"He's not in yet, work more than likely" he said puffing away on his cigarette.


"Friend of Bill's are you then" he said looking me up and down.


"Yes, sort of, I met him a while ago and ---" I went silent struggling to find a good enough reason to be here, after all I didn't even know Bill, not really.


"Oh, I see" said the man letting himself in through the gate which for some odd reason swung outwards.


He went inside to the back door muttering something under his breath that I couldn't quite hear.
I turned back and looked up, wondering if I ought to go up, after all I doubted Bill would be here before me, but maybe he had passed me without my knowing so I put a foot on the first step of the metal staircase and began my ascent.


Once at the top I rang the bell but I couldn't hear anything and wondered if the thing worked anyway,the bell push looked old and felt floppy when I had pressed, so I knocked on the door and waited.
No one in yet like the old guy, his neighbour had said.


It wasn't dark at all yet and I stood at the top of the staircase looking around, there wasn't a lot to see, but you could see the backs of the street behind, the place looked grubby and old, an air of decay and going by the age of the buildings had been put up years ago.


I looked at my watch, I'd been here ten minutes now and was getting well fidgety, various thoughts began filling my mind as I began to get aware of the women's clothing I still had on and the reasons why I was here anyway.
Me, of all people, I still couldn't believe it was really me doing all this stuff!


I felt a bit dirty after the do with Bill in the changing room and would normally have showered and cleaned myself up.
My crutch felt hot with dried spunk and certainly needed refreshing, my face although I had cleaned it as well as I could felt like it had a layer of cum over it, cleaned but still with a slight dryness, but my mouth was the worse and I could easily taste cock on my lips and if I burped I could taste spunk still.
One thought soon fed another as I remembered the charity shop, the assistant manager not being there when I had gone back to try the clothes on, I wasn't sure if that had been a good or a bad thing, if she'd been there as she had said she would be then I'd not have been forced into having Bill do what he did to me.
I felt annoyed she'd let that happen.


Annoyed yes, but what had happened I hadn't tried to stop, my efforts at refusing his advances had been almost non existent, but then I hadn't gone there looking to have sex with him, I hadn't even known he worked there to begin with.
But try as I may I couldn't find any reason to say I hadn't liked what he'd done to me and as if to reassure me of that fact I felt my cock stirring under my trousers and it felt nice.
I looked down at my shirt and again realised the black slip underneath was still visible, the bright sunlight made it worse of course, but it wasn't so bright now which I felt was a blessing as I still had to make my way back to where I'd parked my car and God knows where exactly that was, but I'd retrace my steps, but I didn't have my jacket nor my tank top to cover me.
Damn me for being so stupid!


Stupid yes but I was getting aroused again as thoughts of where I was dawned on me, down below the shop that I'd had my first experience in was right underneath me, just yards away from where had sat down as I waited for the non existent Bill, was a shop filled with women's underwear, I'd seen some of it too and I was once again excited by those dirty thoughts.
Suddenly I heard footsteps on the staircase below me, I looked down to see at Bill was here.


"Sorry to have kept you waiting, I had a bit of a job at the shop, the manager came back just after you'd left, she didn't like it when she found I was closing up early." He said.


"Hi and oh, that was a bit awkward, what did she say then" I said wondering if I ought to tell him I'd bumped into her.


"She asked if you'd been in, I said yes but I hadn't been feeling well so decided to go home, bloody woman made me cash up before I could, so I'm late, sorry for that!


"Never mind, at least that's done" I said wanting to get inside as soon as possible.


Bill put his key in the lock and opened the door, he stood aside and invited me in, I could almost smell the sexual arousal dripping off the end of his cock as I walked past into his flat, the click of the lock being put back into place reinforcing my own sex drive as I let a little of my own cum go to soak into the nylon panties I still wore underneath my corset!
 

Bills flat was not very tidy, my first impressions of the flowerpots and plants downstairs in the court yard had fooled me into thinking he was a tidy man, but how wrong was I. His flat was a tip, stuff everywhere, it looked like a charity shop itself, no wonder he worked in one.


"Yeah, errr sorry about the mess, I've been meaning to get it tidied but you know how it is" he offered, clearing a space on the settee so I could sit down.


"I'm just going to get changed, you can undress if you like, what about wearing that dress you bought, that'd be nice" he said disappearing into a room leading off the hallway landing.


I looked around at some of the stuff he had, mainly women's clothing, I felt a twitch in my panties as I took in what I was looking at, there were women's dresses, skirts, underwear, and high heels, some of which looked nice.
So, he was a Transvestite like me, I felt myself getting excited he might like undies as much as I did!


Standing up I undid my shirt once again and took it off, then removed my trousers freeing me up, the air felt good on my legs as I ran my hands down my nylons and straightened out my slip from where it had been crushed inside my trousers for what seemed like hours on end.
I wasn't erect, not yet, but knew I would be soon, very soon.
I went over to where a pair of high heels were laying on the floor, black patent and very shiny, I pushed one over with my stockinged foot and stepped inside it, felt it sliding onto my foot, with a slip of my heel I popped my foot inside, it fitted perfectly, so I tried on the other one too.


Bill was gone ages, so I looked around some more at some of his things, touching his dresses, most of them were old fashioned and one in particular caught my attention, a black and white polka dot dress, the top had double breasted white buttons, the skirt was pleated and quite full, and there was a belt, hanging out from the belt were a pair of opera length white gloves, it looked gross. I noticed on the front of it were stains, I held out the skirt so the pleats fell open and saw heavy stains of what looked like spunk and they didn't look very old either.
I let the skirt go and left the dress where it was.


Walking about in the borrowed high heels I suddenly remembered my dress, I'd still not tried it on yet.
I went to get my bag when all of a sudden Bill appeared from the bedroom only it wasn't Bill any longer!


He stood there in the doorway, showing himself off to me, I felt my cock rising when I took in what he was wearing.
He wore an open bottomed girdle with suspenders, he had on thick looking silky tanned nylons with welts that shone and glistened. 
He wore a long line bra that had been stuffed to within an inch of exploding.
Over that he wore a silk camisole.
Over the top of his girdle and the stockings Bill was wearing tan coloured tights, very glossy too, and trapped between those and his girdle was his erection, it was massive.
I'd not noticed just how big he was back in the changing cubicle, the first I'd seen had been when he unzipped and came at me with it, pushing it in my mouth and forcing me to swallow it until he spunked in me.


The sun was still quite high as he walked into the room and put his arms around me, his face a mass of make up, pink lipstick round his mouth making him look clown like, but that didn't seem to matter at all, in fact it just gave me a raging erection I just had to slip out of my panties and leave sticking out as he began kissing me.


I closed my eyes as he pushed his tongue inside my mouth and licked me half to death, pushing far down into my throat as he could, reminding me how he had done it last with the end of his cock.
We moaned quite naturally, approvingly, writhing about like two homosexual faggots desperate for each others cock.
Bill reached around and gripped my bottom squeezing my cheeks hard, opening them and running his fingers down the crack under my corset.
I felt my anus muscles loosening wanting his fingers to go inside me, but instead he put his arms around me again and snogged my mouth, smearing his lipstick over my face.


After a little while he stopped and asked me why I hadn't put the dress on.


I told him I was just about to when he had come in.


"Do you want to wear it for me, its very pretty" he said running his hands around my hips and thrusting his groin into the front of my corset.


"Yes Okay, I'd love to" I replied and bent down to pick the dress out of the bag all the time feeling Bills fingers exploring me.
I backed onto his cock, rubbed my bottom over it where it was trapped underneath a thin layer of his glossy nylon tights.
It felt good throbbing and pulsating away against my almost naked bottom, I could feel the end of his cock going underneath the bottom of my corset near my back suspenders, it felt hot and quite natural to feel his cock near my gaping love hole.


"I have to put it on over my head" I said rolling the dress up ready to slip over my head.


"Mmmm, yes that's okay sweetie, I can help you put your dress on, I do want to have you looking as pretty as possible" he said helping me as I pulled it down into place, Bill's hands pulling out the skirt where it got caught under itself, his hands lingering around the slipperiness of my petticoat, fondling and caressing it like it was a living thing he had to worship. 
His hands fondling and caressing my cock but not gripping or wanting to any more than just acknowledge its presence and me knowing he will use me when he was ready, but wanting to feel his hand around its length masturbating me like a man does to another man, the thought of us being two dirty queers in a flat above a ladies underwear shop just made me stiff thinking about what I'd let happen to me and I knew I loved it!


Bill began stroking the front of my dress, making its silky skirt slide across itself, both of us looking at him doing it to me, to my dress!
The idea was both wonderful and kinky, to think I was in some strangers flat wearing a dress was more arousing than anything I had ever done previously and I wanted what ever he wanted to do to me!


"Do you like PVC" Bill asked suddenly.


"I'm not sure, I've never tried it why" I said as dirty thoughts ran around in my head at what was hopefully to come.


"I think you'd look sexy wearing a PVC hood, fancy trying one" he said.


"Okay, yes I'd love to" I replied.


Bill went into the bedroom and came back with a vivid pink and black PVC hood, I could see it would look horny on and the lips were fantastic, they were thick and looked really rubbery, but all in PVC.


"I find its a bit better if you wear a stocking over your head first, not so clammy then" he said putting the mask down and producing a nylon stocking which he rolled up and handed to me.


"Here, put this on first" he said handing me the stocking.


I felt thrilled to be doing this, never thought of it before, but the idea of encasement then the hood was giving the best feelings I'd ever had.
I felt my head being restricted as I put the stocking over it, then my eyesight was being pushed all over the place, finally settling down till I was comfortable.
Bill handed me the hood and told me how to put it on.


I took a deep breath, though I wasn't sure why, the thing had holes in it anyway, but then I pulled it over my head until the eye holes and mouth piece were lined up.


Bill took me to the bedroom and showed me what I looked like, standing behind me with his hands under my corset rubbing my nipples and driving me crazy as I looked at the reflection of myself in the large mirror on the back of his bedroom door.
It quite took my breathe away when I saw myself, not only the hood making me look like the Cambridge rapist ( I confess I'm ashamed to say the look did excite me so much), but more because of what I was doing here with another man, it all seemed so unreal!


"Cock sucking time my dear I'm afraid" Bill told me smiling as he pushed me onto the bed.


I hadn't seen them when I first went into his room, but then I was otherwise distracted somewhat, but hanging from the ceiling were two leather straps, there might have been chains underneath but on the end of the straps were two handcuff things with heavy buckles.
Bill lifted my hands up and slipped the cuffs around my wrists then went over to a hoist and began lifting my arms into the air until I was hanging like an ape.


Still sitting on the end of his bed, he came and stood in front of me, all I could see through the nylon covering my eyes was a vague outline of his cock as it got closer to me until finally I felt it pressing against the rubber lips of my mask.
More by smell than anything else I could tell it was dribbling as he wiped it across my hooded head as I hung there awaiting his pleasure.


He pulled my head onto his crutch and rubbed his cock all over my face.
For me it was just plain erotic knowing he was dong such queer stuff to me, for Bill it was different, he had me full view strapped and cuffed, my arms hanging from chains and straps, dressed as a woman with the skirt of my silky dress pulled up and my cock as stiff as a pole sticking up where I sat and a pink PVC hood over my head, and Bill was about to put the thick rubbery lips to good use as he pushed the end of his cock between them.


To say I was turned on and highly aroused would of course have been an understatement, the Bill whose cock had been thrust between my lips in the charity shop was nothing like the Bill who stood in front of me here in this grubby little flat, the unreality of it all only heightened my sex drive as I found myself wanting to taste his spunk once again, alas for me I was completely unable to get full access to his swollen pink helmet that I could feel and taste up against my mouth and the thick rubber lips of the hood he had put on my head.
The stocking he had placed over my head was now stopping penetration and all I could do was sit there impotently waiting to have my mouth used again.
Bill had other ideas first as he found my dress was arousing him when he touched it, lifting and playing with my skirt I could feel him abusing it, had to watch him wrapping his cock in its delicate pretty silken folds and watch him masturbating.
After ten minutes of putting up with this lack of lip attention, he pushed his fingers through the stocking around my mouth then pulled my head onto his cock and slipped it inside fucking me like a nancy faggot gagging for his cum.


I listened to him telling me dirty things and I confess as disgusting as they were, they made my cock twitch with pulses of spunky blood as my erection grew and grew, his thick cock now past the rubbery ends of my PVC hood excited Bill so much he was gripping my head so forcefully I thought he might end up hurting me.
From the restricted view from behind my stocking covered eyes, none of what he did was in focus, he could have been anyone and I was his prisoner, dressed in women's clothing, tied up and abused at his will.
I knew when at last he gave me sexual release and wanked me off, I would surely explode everywhere, my new dress ruined, my underwear covered in two loads of fresh cum and spunk splattered nylons.


I waited patiently for him to use my mouth for his fountain of spunk, but instead he pulled back and masturbated all over the pink PVC covering my face, doubtless to him it looked the horniest thing to do to me, I sat there almost complaining, my lips pleading to drink some of his juice before it had all gone.
My vision suddenly became completely blurred as he covered my eyes in his spunk, smeary and white I could barely see out of the plastic eye holes, and left like that I at last got my reward as I felt him slipping his dripping shaft between my wanton lips, quivering for warm cum and greedily swallowing all I could.


I did nothing for a few minutes after Bill had shot another load in and over me, my arms ached from being strung up, I needed to be wanked off and soon, my balls felt like they were going to explode, but Bill didn't seem bothered by what I wanted and needed him to do to me, instead he began getting undressed and seemed completely uninterested in emptying my balls.
He ignored my plea to be wanked off or at the very least untied and carried on getting dressed.
He sat there caressing my legs, still telling me dirty things, perhaps soon he would masturbate me and all would be well.


Suddenly I heard someone knocking at his door, Bill now completely a man once again brushed his hair and went out of the room leaving me strapped where I was.
The quiet of the room now silent after he had locked me in here, I could hear voices from down the hallway, a woman's voice, no not a woman, a man perhaps, its was hard to tell.
I held my breath seeing if I could make out the voices when suddenly I heard footsteps coming back towards the bedroom, the key in the lock, the door flew open and someone came in.


With my eyes still blurred with the stocking and it being covered in spunk I couldn't see much at all, just someone breathing heavily, coming closer to me.
I braced myself, thinking, no hoping it was Bill, maybe now I would feel his hand around my cock making me erect and big again, but instead the hand felt soft, maybe even wearing a glove.
The person wasn't Bill, I could tell that by the breathing and the scent, perfume, a woman then for Gods sake a woman, but what the fuck was going on?????????


There was definitely a woman in the room, the hand around my dick wasn't Bills I knew that much, her touch was almost gentle compared to his, she wanked me slowly forcing me into subjugation and compliance.
Then I felt warm breath over the top of my helmet and knew it was going to get sucked.


In one perfect action she clamped both lips round the end of my cock with such a gentle kiss I could hardly tell she was there.
The wet warmth reducing me to utter obedience, she could have commanded anything of me, ordering me to walk the streets dressed in nothing but women's underwear, going into the shop below wearing but nylons and high heels, I would have done it and willingly too.
I began having more detailed lurid thoughts of her and closed my eyes to enjoy the moment.
The fragrance of her skin so close to me made me hard, the closeness as she caressed my legs teasing more stiffness out of my cock filled my head with what she might be wearing while she did it to me.
I loved collecting photos of women dressed scantily, using their underwear to seduce and sexually abuse their willing victims, I'd wanked myself off hundreds, thousands of times over those sorts of fantasies and now it was happening to me!


I had visions of her in nylons and suspenders, high heeled and bra-less, her gloved hands felt cool and silky as she bobbed up and down on the end of my shaft, but a funny thing was constantly going through my mind as she kissed and licked me. I didn't want to shoot my cum in her mouth, if anywhere I wanted my load to spurt onto my dress, I'd dreamed of doing it for hours since I first saw it hanging in the shop waiting for me to come along and buy it.


I loved the thought of being wanked off by a woman, although I preferred to have it done by a man of course which was why I was here to begin with.
After several minutes of her wanking hand around my shaft she suddenly stopped and I felt the straps holding me in the air being loosened and then lowering down to my side.
I tried lifting them but there was no strength at all.
I tried looking around me and could make out several men were in the room watching, their naked legs were clear to be seen and I knew naked legs meant only one thing, there would be cocks above them.
I watched as the women in high legged stockings, walked away from me out of the room, leaving me alone with just the naked men around me, I didn't know what they might want to do to me but it was obvious I was the object of their desires and dressed as I was, there was little doubt I was there to be used!


I felt someone's hands on me again, cleaning my face of Bills cum, then the PVC hood was taken off my head leaving me wearing just the stocking, this too was taken off and my eyes wiped until I could see again.
Around me were several men, all old and at least in their 60s, they wore no trousers at all and their cocks were hard.
They looked at me as if they had gone out to dinner and I was the next course on the menu, from outside the bedroom I could the woman's voice again, talking to a man, Bill by the sounds of it, I couldn't hear what they were saying, but then a man came in, he was young, around early thirties I'd have said, in his hand he had a silky looking pair of stockings. 
He came up to me and told me to put one of the stockings on over my head.
I did as I was told and felt myself being encased yet again, but it felt familiar now and more comfortable this time.
He then produced the PVC hood again and I shuddered at having to wear it, but looking at the men standing around me they obviously wanted me to.
I put it on over my head, it was clean now, the cum had been wiped off it and it had been washed and dried ready to be worn again.


The hood now in place the man told me to open my mouth.
I did as he instructed me to.


I watched as he took an oral sex aid from his pocket, a pair of rubbised lips, molded around a strong spring and with a pink rubber inner membrane he pushed it into my mouth, it had been made so the only thing I could do was to open my mouth around the thick ring of rubber that had an inlay where my lips naturally dropped into and once there the rubber molding closed around them trapping them around the inner part of the lips and keeping my mouth open, with an effort I could close them but with the pressure of the spring inside, the tendency was to force my lips apart all the time.
I knew this could mean only one thing and my cock, like a trained animal, rose accordingly.


All this work, although in effect took just seconds to do, reminded me of my last trip to the dentist and having things put in my mouth while impressions were taken, only here it was different, here it was going to end in me having to give oral sex to the men in the room, that much was obvious.


Not once did I try to leave though, and my cock remained at least semi erect all the while, stiffening to a full erection when touched and caressed, the last time was some 15 minutes ago by the woman, who unknown to me at the time, was at this moment being fucked by Bill in the room next door to me, a video link showing them what was going on and happening to their victim next door, who had first been enticed, and then trapped inside their dirty little love nest above the little wool shop she owned down below.
The woman was both the owner and the buyer of all the stock that was kept in the glass fronted drawers and the counter on which I had touched and inspected the lovely things some 6 hours ago.
The woman who had served me was not the owner, but an enthusiastic employee of some 30 years and the same one who had walked past me as I hid in the alleyway downstairs out in the street as she made her way home with her friend chatting away and laughing at the pervert she had seen dart into no 52b and doubtless on to the flat above the shop where she worked.


I was not privy to the two women's conversation, as I stood there pinned against the wall or I might have changed my mind about visiting Bill's flat in order to have sex with him, but their laughter had been because they both knew what went on in the flat above her little shop, the employee had often seen men visiting, some had come into the shop to ask where 52b was exactly, some had purchased underwear and nylons, some had come prepared, others bought slips and panties and others just wanted to look and touch, feel the slippery material of the women's underwear in their dirty wanking hands, but all of them went around the back and up the spiral staircase to ring the broken bell and hammer on the door of number 52b, and although she hadn't seen all of them return, she had seen enough to know the place was a den of ill repute and a place where known homosexuals frequented on a daily basis.


The young man who had called this morning and had so obviously been wearing foundation garments underneath his shirt and jumper was probably still being held captive while others flocked to abuse their victim being assaulted in unspeakable ways behind the double windows upstairs, the curtains always pulled closed blocking anyone from seeing just what went on.


With a fresh clean plastic hood over my head once again, I felt this time I would get to spurt my built up juices, the fact there were others who would get to spurt over me first was by the by, to me, all that was important was to enjoy this moment and within reason, let them do what they wanted to me.
I was told to stand up, the single stocking was used to tie my hands behind my back, ankle cuffs were placed around my feet and I was sat on a hard dining chair in the middle of the room and left on show to the men around me who were rapidly getting more and more aroused at my forced incarceration.
The thoughts inside my head can only truly be described and understood by someone that has enjoyed all of what was to happen to me and of course a certain amount of bondage and although I didn't know at that precise moment, a certain amount of pain.


The remaining three chairs were set opposite where I sat, filled by some of the men who sat and watched the first of the three remaining slip his cock inside the rubber lipped crossdresser sat opposite them.
Listened to him gagging as they fucked his thick lovely rubber lips and shot their cum inside the crossdresser's mouthpiece.


The feelings of the pathetic creature behind the plastic face mask were full on, as he gurgled and sucked on hard cock after hard cock, as soon as one had dumped his cum inside the faggots mouth and pulled out dripping purposely down his plastic shiny skin, another took its place and began a pumping rhythm.
The older men who needed to chairs for support looked on fondling each others cocks, enjoying gentle caressing as they became more and more excited by the abuse on the chair opposite them.


In the other room watching was a mature woman, her legs held up in straps and a man stiff and hard between her legs, leaked and dripped her way to another ejaculation as Bill worked his way towards filling her cunt with his spunk, spurred on by the cum sluts abuse next door he kept a fully hard erection going for at least 20 minutes.


Having just received my third load of warm cream and with my lips bubbling fresh cum I was taken from the chair and placed over the knee of one of the elderly men, who began caressing and fondling me.
As I lay there still bound by the cuffs around my ankles and the stocking around my wrists, I endured his probing fingers as he explored my stockings and the bottom of my corset and then slipped his finger under my panties and tore them off me, the ripping sound of my panties as they parted company was erotic to say the least and I noticed the men were feverishly masturbating as my panties were first ripped to pieces then removed from around me leaving me with just the lacy hem of my slip to cover my nakedness, the sight of me bound and treated that way must have been truly arousing and writing now some time afterwards I wished it had been filmed and I could watch it back!
Mmmm, how nice that would be!


The sensation of being helpless was erotic and a turn on in itself, a stranger touching me feeling me all over and me dressed in women's clothing only added to the already highly charged atmosphere in the room.
I felt my bottom cheeks pinching themselves closed as he caressed underneath my corset the further he went, but he forced my cheeks apart and touched the sensitive lips of my lovehole that reacted accordingly, opening and contracting as his finger slipped between and caressed them until they relaxed and opened.


Placed over the man's lap as I had been I had a naked pair of legs of the man next in line, his cock just inches from my ribberised lips and forcibly opened I slipped easily over his purple and very swollen helmet, the warmth helped relax by legs and I felt myself letting go as another finger was slipped inside me, caressing and fucking my boy pussy, helping turn me into a girl!
I tasted spunk again in my mouth as another load of freshness entered me, lubricating my lips ready for the next cock to suck.
But instead of that I was taken off and placed over the back of an armchair someone had brought into the room, my stocking restraint undone and my hands now freed, I felt one of the ankle cuffs being removed and my legs spread apart and then my eyes nearly popped as they were once again placed round me, this time tying me to the legs of the chair.
I lay there in my prone position waiting for the next course on their disgusting menu to be served and when it came I screamed out as a sharp pain went through my body from the blow given to my bottom as the woman entered once again and started caning my arse telling me what a naughty cum drinking queer I was.
Her voice was filled with a kind of sexual venom as she continued insulting and calling me dirty names, telling me how she exposes perverts like me for being this way.
Photographs were being taken, I could see her walking round to get better clearer shots as I lay there sucking everything up she threw at me.
Yes Yes Yes, expose me, show me off to your friends, tell them all what I am, point across the street and show me in public for what I am, I want you to please please please!
She made me agree to all these things, threatening to blackmail me if I didn't, she told me she would write to my employers telling them what I was and everyone would laugh at me when I went in to work!
I had such a hard on I had to constantly change my position as my cock pushed and poked into the side of the chair, she would flick it with the tip of her cane, pushing it into my balls and making me cry.
The men looked on extremely aroused by the punishment she inflicted onto my soft skin, hidden in the main underneath my corset it none the less me hurt like hell as she struck me blow after blow.
I heard her telling me to keep quiet or the neighbours would hear my cries and she let another final blow hit me right across the bare skin above my nylons.
I looked to some of the men to help me but they just ignored my pleading hooded eyes and carried on playing with themselves all the while the punishment was being carried out.


With no let up in sight, I felt someone pushing between my legs, the hairs course and scratchy as he nuzzled his cock between my bottom, expecting his shaft up me I was surprised to feel his lubricating fingers loosening me and making me slippery, hands pulling my dress up out of the way so they could all watch as he slipped his cock straight in making me yell with pain as he buried his shaft right down to his balls and began fucking my pussy.
The room was noisy with approval as my arse got pounded, my legs standing stiffly, my smooth soft arse backing on to the thrusting cock wanting to enjoy all I could.
My eyes watering as he stuffed his cock as far up as he could, his thick helmet 
lips ribbling down inside my chamber walls before going back up inside again and again until he was ready to ejaculate.
He lasted just a few more seconds after that, before he bucked and exploded with hot cum and ejaculated between my soft hairless legs, pump after hot pump he shot his load inside me, I closed my eyes knowing what was happening and enjoying every second knowing how much more I would enjoy it for weeks afterwards!
Then pulling out from me, his spunk quickly followed helped along by my natural muscles, a steady flow of white cum ran down the back of my legs soaking into the arm of the chair and adding to its already darkened areas of previous sexual encounters.


I suddenly felt someone soft hands pulling my cock down and backwards, it was still there as I felt the next cock going into my now nicely lubricated boy pussy and start to fuck me hard.
I knew I was both crying and yelling out cries of sexual ecstasy as I let him fuck my bottom, all the time well aware everyone could hear me and would no doubt just get turned on all over again, but the hand around my cock stretching me backwards was milking me properly now, creamy hand around the end of my helmet squeezing and pulling on me, alternating from my cock to my ball sac and then back again until I felt the familiar flood of fresh cum shooting up my hard bent shaft, the flow not being able to exit as quickly as it would normally due to being bent backwards behind me by the wanking creamy covered hand I shot all over the floor sending torrents of hot spunk onto the carpet for all to see.
It was too much for Bill to take any longer as he came into the room and dropped his trousers lifted my hooded head and pushed his cock between my lips and stood there masturbating.
I knew I was being taken from behind and in front although I didn't know what it was called then, but since found out I'd been spit roasted.
Bill's cock tasted of female cum juices as he pushed it over my lips, this sensation was short lived as I felt my bottom being filled with warm spunk, the loosening of my holes becoming more and more apparent as his load emptied into my tunnel before once again running back out between my legs, and then Bill's cum shot all over my face as he pumped his spunk from the end of his red cock.


It was dark when I staggered down the road towards the little roundabout, across the road the charity shop where I'd left my jacket was lit by its window display lighting, I walked across and looked in, no one there of course, but it had been a possibility.
I walked down to the little side street where I'd left my car, unlocked it and got in and sat there warming the engine a little before setting off for the 20 minute drive home.
I felt really uncomfortable down below, my bottom had never been used like that before and it hurt, but already I wasn't thinking of the pain and discomfort, I was thinking about what had happened.
Once again I unzipped and sat with my shirt undone feeling myself up as I masturbated and shot another load over the front of my slip and the corset underneath.
The dress which I'd taken off was in the carrier bag, stained heavily in loads of spunk by various men I'd never met before, I felt excited by its presence.


The following day I stopped off at the charity shop just before closing time, unsure if I wanted to see Bill, I felt a little awkward after what had happened, and my bottom was sore too, I'd hardly been able to sit down all day because of the fucking it had taken.
I went inside the shop and saw the assistant manager at the counter about to cash up, she looked up as I came in and closed the door behind me.


"Hello again, how are you today, come for your jacket I take it" she said.


"Yes I must have forgotten it after trying on the errr, dress yesterday" I replied bashfully.


"Yes I thought that's what must have happened, it was safe enough here though" she said handing me the jacket.


"Great thanks for being nice and, well you know what, letting me use the changing room" I said smiling at her kindness.


"Hey that's not a problem, like I said, it doesn't bother me, and thank you for what you did yesterday too".
She said smiling back at me herself as she ran her hand through her hair and adjusted her top managing at the same time to, what looked like, run a finger over a hidden suspender under her dress that I couldn't fail to miss her doing and finishing with a pout of her lips and a slight bashfulness.


I looked at her mystified, couldn't make out what she meant, trying to place the comment, and wait a minute, the voice, the voice sounded familiar, surely not????


"So what did you think of your experience and my husband Bill, he's nice isn't he" she said.
My cock was almost raw by the time she had finished with me, I watched helpless as she locked the door of the shop and turned the sign to closed, then took me down into the sort room and dropped her knickers around her ankles, got up on the sorting table and opened her legs.


I'd never spunked off in a shop before, well not like that at least, she came multiple times as I screwed her arse on the top of the sorting table amid piles of 2nd hand clothes, most of which ended up on the floor.
She was a dirty cow, but I fucked her hard remembering all she did to me, even when I shot up her I maintained an erection for another go, her legs over my shoulders she had a nice arse, and her nylons got covered in cum juice as it ran out of her cunt and down her legs as I fucked again and again, the sort table, the office chair and finally on the floor of the shop not bothering to stop when a customer tried the door seeing if was still open.


Yeah I love Charity shops, you can get such unusual bargains in some of them and the clothes are not bad either!
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