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I walk into the project room and see Mary has pens and pencils set on the table in the cups. We need to finish the sketches for the project for Mr. Astor. I walk straight over and pull the colored pens out arranging them in rainbow color order. I do the same with the colored pencils. Mary glares at me from across the table.

"What are you doing, Josiah?" she asks.

Mary and I get along fairly well, but she gets annoyed with me so easily. She can’t understand that I'm a perfectionist and I need things done my way or it won't get done at all.

"Arranging the pens and pencils in order so it's easier and quicker for us to grab it," I say.

"Josiah, there are 10 of each and it's not that hard to choose when it's in the cup," she says as she picks the pens and pencils up and places them back into the cups.

I shut my eyes and take a deep breath as I realize I have to try. My palms grow sweaty as I grab a pink pencil one and color in my part of the image. My mouth is dry as I grab a red and blue. I look up, expecting to see the rainbow array and I don't. My mind is racing and  my pulse is quickening. I can't work in these conditions. I pull the pens and pencils from the cups again and arrange it in rainbow color order. The cups then go to the top of the supply closet, where she can’t reach.

"Seriously?" she asks as she places her hand on her hips.

"Perhaps you need your own pens and pencils. I can't breathe, I have to have them arranged like this so that I can look up, see the color of the rainbow and choose that way. And I'm sorry if you don't have the artistic eye to do the same," I say. 

“Suit yourself," she says as she shakes her head and rolls her eyes. Sure, roll your eyes at me because I'm a perfectionist and you're not.

When we finish the work, I feel pretty good because it's gone my way. I've done an exceptional job of my artistic talent, my drawings are exceptionally well. Mary needs her own pens and pencils and cups in a disarray just like her attitude. She bends over, working on a mashup I peek at her cleavage from the top of her open blouse. She has nice flesh, creamy colored and it dangles just so. I so desperately want to touch to see if it's as soft as it looks. I'd like to plant my nose in there to see if she smells as sweetly as I think she does. She wears a spicy perfume, which mixed with her own raw fragrance smells wonderful. But I'd really like to get down and dirty with her to see what she smells like behind perfume.

I'm terribly attracted to Mary. Even though she's very annoyed by me and my OCD habits, she still gets under my skin. I catch myself looking at her body, peeking at cleavage when she unbuttons her blouse. The smell of her perfume against her raw essence absolutely drives me crazy. But do I dare ask her out on a date? No, because I'm a big fat chicken. I'm the type that would rather suffer in silence, agonizing over the fact that I'd like to lick the slit between her legs than actually ask her on a date and for her to say no to me. Saying no to me would bruise my ego so much so I would want to crawl into the fetal position in my bed and never come out of my house again. I realize I have issues, but that's okay. I am a 29-year-old male, and I have a right to that. Many older people are set in their ways and have weird things about them. And that's okay.

I'm at the mall, walking around aimlessly. I get off work after gazing at that valley between her titties all day. I need to work off some steam and nothing like a good shopping trip would do that for me. I found my way down the mall corridor, seeking something to ease my angst. I'm not sure what. Do I want to buy a new outfit? Do I want to stop in and have a manicure, because yes, even though I'm a man, I enjoy a good manicure too. I work with my hands all day and I need to make it presentable when presenting ad campaigns to my boss. That's what I do. I find myself in front of the giant women's lingerie shop. The place has an ambience it just draws me to it as I walk through the doors. Distinct dingdong sounds as I hear the ladies softly talking in the background.

"Can I help you find something?" The saleslady asks. She has her hair cut in a soft bob, her auburn tresses framing her face beautifully. She wears makeup that impeccably matches her outfit, her warm brown eyes taking me in.

"Maybe, I'd like to get my girlfriend something special. She talked about wearing this brand of unmentionables," I say as I lift my brow. I have a knack for coming up with tall tales on the sly. I go with it, as I follow her inside.

"Yes, many women love our brand. What size is she?" she asks as she turns to look at me.

"She's 32 waist," I say without skipping a beat. Because 32 is my waist size. Oh my! I'm being so naughty as I have an ulterior motive now. Something is going to make me feel better after working with Mary all day.

"Perhaps she’d like these," the saleslady says. The panties are in a display of silk, cotton, and lacy fabrics before me. She hands a pair to me. "This would be her size."

"Wow, thank you so much. Let me mull this over and decide what I want to get her, and then I'll let you know if I need help," I say. I'm hoping that she will leave me to it as I run my hands over the fabric and pick out what I want to wear. Oh my! I am being a naughty boy. The thought of seeing Mary in these makes a bulge grow larger in my pants. I can't help but think of her. I choose three pairs, a white pair, a black pair, and a pair of pale blue. These silk and lace and so soft. I can't wait to go home and put them on.

"Your girlfriend will love these," the saleslady says as she rings up my purchases. I balk at the cost, $60 for just three pairs. Wow. These better do the trick.

"I'm sure she will, I’m giving them to her tonight," I say as I smile.

I take my purchases and leave the mall, feeling giddy inside. Something new for me to be possessive over something different for me to try. I go home and slide the frozen pizza into the oven. The panties lay on my bed. Which one shall I wear first? They are so luxuriously soft and beautiful. I wonder what size Mary wears? I'm sure she's a little smaller than I am in the waist. She has beautiful curves with an otherwise thin build. I close my eyes and picture her naked on my bed, her luscious curves calling to me to caress my hands over them. I shake my head when I hear the oven ding, the pizza is done. After eating the pizza, I come back into my bedroom with complete and utter abandoning giddiness. I grab the pale blue pair and head to the bathroom. A bath is needed, not a shower. This is the feminine moment, and I don't care. Screw anybody else who says I'm not male, I’m very much a male. But I very much would like to hold the feminine specimen against my body and since she's not here and perhaps never will be, I just do it this way.

I soak in the tub, the hot steamy air pushes my cares away. I pour soap into the pouf and make bubbles as I wash my body. I take special care around my balls and cock, because I want the panties to last. At $20 a pair, they better last!

Once I dry I spritz a masculine body spray over my body and grab the panties. It's a silly habit, bringing it to my nose and sniffing. It smells distinctly like the store, and I picture all those curvy women in there purchasing their goods. As the slide my legs into the panties, I shudder with anticipation. My cock grows hard and the fabric is so soft and it holds my cock to my body the head nearly poking
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