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         My fingers graze the black leather as I imagine how the panties will feel against my skin.

         No, I don’t want them!

         However... My eyes are drawn by shiny patent leather. I fall in love with a pair of black panties, with buttons on the back and on the front. They are so sexy. I shudder at the thought of Poul seeing me in them, and I feel wet already. The price? Well, they are quite expensive, but the gift card I got for my 30th birthday almost covers the price... so, what the heck... I buy them!


Feeling fairly naughty, I leave the shop holding a bright red plastic bag labelled “Leather & Co”. Now I really need a cup of coffee! I cross the street and step inside Claus’s Café.


Many people seem to have had my same idea. When it’s my turn, a guy cuts in front of me at lightning speed.

         “We’ll take two of these!”

         He is tall, and he looks approximately my age; he smells lovely. He self-confidently points to a tray of large chocolate cakes decorated with marzipan.

         “Those are delicious, filled with this wonderful cream... If you get your coffee, I’ll take care of the rest!”

         He places the money on the counter and is already walking across the dimly lit room towards one of the marble tables before I get a chance to answer. 


He’s chosen a table in the back of the room and sits down with his back to the wall. I put the coffee cups on the table. I wonder if I should sit down at all? 


“I’m Martin, and you are...?”

         

“Sussie!” 

He holds up two dessert forks. “Right or left, Sussie?” 


My hand brushes against his for a fraction of a second and a delightful tingle spreads through my body. He takes a bite of his cake. Tastes it slowly and sensually.


“Have you been shopping?”

         It’s a rhetorical question; his eyes are fixed on the bag next to me. 


         “Find anything good?” 


         I freeze. Why in the world is he interested in what I’ve bought... And he won’t drop it! 


“Let me see!”

         He takes another bite of cake and savours it while he stares at me questioningly. I feel myself blushing. Then he stands up and leans over the table. Before I can manage to stop him, he has grabbed the bag. 


“I wouldn’t have thought so, but this is hot!”

         He just peeks quickly inside the bag before he puts it down again.

         “Go to the restroom and put it on!”


To my own surprise, his proposal turns me on, and though I know I shouldn’t, I do as he says. When I lock the door, I’m already feeling the desperate need to give myself release, but I don’t dare. I’m sure he’ll see right through me if I don’t hurry back. But when I let a finger slide along my clean-shaved slit, I find that I’m even wetter than I thought.


The patent leather panties fit as if they were painted on. They are a bit stiff, but it feels good to wear them. Feeling excited and hot in my cheeks, I return to the strange, yet enormously attractive, man.

         

“Is the crotch open?”

         He must have seen the buttons! I shake my head. 


         “Then do it now!” I look around. 


         “Do it! No one is going to notice – except me!”

         He is right. I’m sitting with my back turned to the rest of the guests in the café.


My trembling fingers find the small buttons, and suddenly I feel as if I were completely naked. 


“Beautiful! Leave it like that. If your panties are in the bag, give them to me... and eat your cake!”

         Again, I do as he says, and wonder what his voice is doing to me.


         “How are you going to get home?” 


         “By bus.” 


“Great! Don’t touch yourself before you get home. But along the way, think about what you are going to do when you finally can. Come back here in exactly a week and tell me what you did, in detail. Bye!” 


He stands up and disappears without looking back. I am dead horny, and I abandon the rest of my cake. I just need to get home!


One week later, I spend a whole morning trying to decide whether to forget about it or to go meet him. When I’ve finally reached a decision, I feel calm, and my mind is clear. The three times I’ve slept with Poul since that day has been well above average. It is as if that horniness has settled inside my body...


When I walk into the café, for a moment I’m scared that he might have forgotten. But no, he hasn’t! He is sitting in the exact same spot as last week and has already gotten his coffee and cake. 


“I’m glad you came!”

         He pours coffee into two cups, and I sit down across from him, my heart thumping.

         “Tell me everything!”

         

He is already devouring his cake, which looks even bigger than the one from last time.

         “Eat and tell me everything!”
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