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What if I find myself in this kind of a situation? Like I'm just walking down the street minding my own business and this young woman gets out of her car. Her mini-skirt is so very short I can look straight up her skirt from the front as she turns in her chair before getting out, nice white panties, very tight with pussy-lips-bulges and I can't help but look. Right? I mean what normal, healthy straight man wouldn't look. It's not as if I asked for 'it', the upskirt, right? It's certainly not because the young attractive female made a real effort to avoid the upskirt while getting out of her car. Like, for instance: Not for her to wear such a short skirt that she would find herself in situations where, whatever she does, upskirt will be unavoidable. Like now, for instance and I surely didn't have to make a real effort to see the upskirt. Nor did I make a real effort not to see 'it' by being a rediculously honorable male in shining armour and look away to protect the damsel in 'upskirt-distress' by averting my gaze. Or loudly demand that those other three guys walking down the same street as me to also stop looking at 'it'.

Because what if I'm completely right with what I think right now, while looking at the young attractive woman her bare thighs, her white undies covering what's between those thighs under that very short skirt, lingering in her car seat with the door open just a tick too long. Just that tick too long to make me think: What if she does this on purpose and really wants me and those other three men to look up her very short skirt between her legs at her white undies. And also keeping her legs spread just a tick too wide. And just before she 'finally' gets out of her car, her head makes that move women make with their head that indicates she's all too aware of the male attention she gets, yet still she tries to pretend she doesn't like or even craves this kind of male attention. I can't see her eyes, because they are hidden behind very dark sunglasses that make her face look like the head of an angry wasp ready to pounce.

Like we, the male of the species are supposed to be these sexual predators, right? Hah, because she's like one of those deep sea creatures that dangles this light right in front of it's huge maws, to lure in prey and devour it whole. And the young attractive wowman her 'light', her 'upskirt-light' now hides again under her very short skirt, which does ride up a bit as she has to bend over slightly to lock the door of her small two seater convertable sportscar. It spells money. The very short skirt no doubt has a genuine designer lable hiding in it somewhere and is still not really worth the money per square enticing centimeter. The top obviously also wears a famour name and looks like one of those old fashioned corsets women used to wear. It's all fake of course, the sewn on buttons, the laces on the back, except for her ample bosom it pushes up, because those tits are real; Too much 'bounce' to have been 'made' and I gaze down the valey of bare breast-flesh that moves invitingly in her cleavage as she walks past me in the opposite direction. Ignoring me with such deliberate intent, I'm quite positive she isn't. Ignoring me, that is.

And I haven't even begun to check out her expensively made up face yet, because she is past me too quickly, though I do follow her progress in high heels that make her tight ass in that very short skirt move as if they demand to be watched. As well as the long black waves of luscious locks of hair that tick the top of her hot buns and made her hairdresser a fortune. I'm not the only guy to feast his eyes and the young attractive woman knows. She also knows how to feast her own eyes that, though hidden behind those wasp-eyed-glasses ever so quickly checked me out.
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