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No Knickers
By Elizabeth McWilliams


Madeleine was very annoyed with herself. Getting dressed in the shower room downstairs from her office, she suddenly realised she had forgotten one vital item of clothing.


I never forget anything, she thought. But after rifling through her bag there was no mistake.


No knickers.


She donned her tight grey pencil skirt, black bra and lacy vest, and rolled opaque hold-ups over her legs, then surveyed herself in the mirror.


She looked positively demure, but felt quite naughty and liberated by the idea of spending her working day without panties.


But no one will know, she thought, with a slight twinge of regret. She pulled on a tight black sweater and high heeled pumps, and headed for her office.


The morning’s work went without a hitch until a meeting with a particular good-looking male colleague was cancelled. Disappointed at the lost opportunity to revel in her pant-less state, Madeleine decided not to eat lunch at her desk but to go out.


Working in a hospital she had a couple of choices of eatery, but they were usually inconveniently packed with sick people trying to avoid the bedside meal service. However, there was a half-decent coffee shop near main reception that staff tended to frequent; it didn’t serve anything substantial to eat but they had a good selection of tea and cake, and she felt like indulging her sweet tooth.


By the time the moderately incompetent staff had managed to construct a skinny latte and put a piece of chocolate tiffin on a plate, Madeleine had a limited choice of seats.


She was forced to perch atop a stool at the bar that ran along the front of the café. There was only plate glass between her and the outside world and though she was enjoying the frisson of her day without underwear, she decided she didn’t really wish to indiscriminately flash her pussy at unwary patients as they queued for the car park payment machine.


So, crossing her legs carefully, she swung sideways to face the tables to her left. She sipped her coffee as she assessed the potential of the male customers.


One man caught her eye immediately. He was sitting alone at a table with two empty chairs, and appeared engrossed in his volume of Wordsworth, so she could study him at her leisure.


He presented a trim figure, dressed neatly in a navy V-neck and trousers, which looked like corduroy. He was slim and in good shape, and had an attractive, expressive face, though he looked a little pale and preoccupied. She guessed he would be medium height and in his late thirties, maybe early forties at a push. She particularly liked his deep dark eyes and plentiful head of dark hair. She imagined running her fingers through its soft length, and willed him to notice her.


Just as she was about to give up, he stirred from his book. He reached for his tea and looked up.


Slightly startled at the movement after her long examination of the subject, Madeleine hurried to look occupied. She bent down to pick her phone out of her handbag, and was aware of her skirt riding up her thigh as she did so.


From her downwards-facing position she sneaked a look towards the navy-clad gentleman and thought she saw him looking in her direction.


Madeleine deliberately straightened up and settled herself with back on the stool, carefully refraining from tugging her skirt down, knowing it would ride up as she wriggled her arse on to the seat.


She picked up her coffee and looked up through her eyelashes towards her desired audience.


Their eyes briefly met. He was looking at her.


She averted her eyes, cursing herself for being too chicken to smile at him. Then she felt a sudden shot of recklessness as the naughty no-knickers feeling emboldened her. Slowly she squirmed on her stool until she was sure the lacy tops of her hold-ups were showing and adjusted the angle so she was facing him directly.


She formulated her smile for him and looked up. He was still looking, and the preoccupied expression had been replaced by something else she couldn’t fathom.


Sure that only he could see, she deliberately uncrossed, parted and re-crossed her legs.


She raised an eyebrow at him and she thought she saw the twitch of a smile, then her courage departed and she turned away, towards the window and her coffee.


When she dared to look again in his direction she was quite upset to see he had disappeared. An elderly couple were settling into the chairs at his table.


Madeleine started to look around – surely he couldn’t have gone far and perhaps she could catch a last glimpse of her sexy stranger.


‘Excuse me,’ said someone behind her.


Annoyed at being distracted from her search, Madeleine turned. Her stomach lurched. Navy cords, navy sweater, right next to her.


‘Would you keep an eye on this while I get another tea?’ he said. His voice was educated and quite deep.


‘Um, sure.’ Her pulse raced. He was extremely attractive close up.


He started towards the counter then turned back for a second.


‘By the way,’ he said in an undertone, ‘I can still see your stocking tops.’


When he came back with his large cup of Earl Grey, Madeleine had regained her composure though the adrenaline still kept her heart beating fast.


He settled down next to her. He smelled of soap and just faintly of cigarettes.


‘They’re hold-ups,’ she said, conversationally. ‘Not stockings.’


‘Good to know. And you work here?’


She was wearing her staff badge. She nodded.


‘Do you normally go without your panties at work?’ he asked.


‘Not usually,’ she answered as nonchalantly as possible. She let her arm brush against the fine knit of his sleeve.


‘So you don’t make a habit of flashing your pussy at strangers.’


She flinched at the twang of arousal in her pussy as he named it.


‘Hardly strangers now you have seen my – pussy,’ she said, summoning the courage of the pantless. ‘I’m Madeleine.’


‘Tim.’


‘Nice to meet you.’ She offered her hand. He took it and didn’t let go.


They sat holding hands and exchanging small talk. His other hand touched her knee and she gave him free rein to stroke her legs up to the hold-up tops. She was intensely turned on by the firm touch of his hands and her cunt was getting wet as she imagined his fingers moving further up, though she felt somewhat constrained by the fact she was really at work, or near enough.


It transpired that Tim was visiting a friend at the hospital but lived nearby.


‘Don’t you need to get back to work?’ he asked, eventually.


‘I should,’ said Madeleine, reluctantly.


‘I have to visit my friend,’ said Tim. ‘I’ll be a couple of hours, I expect.’


‘And then?’


‘Then I thought I might see if I could find a young lady to show me her pussy.’


‘I think I might know someone who would oblige.’


He stood and she could clearly see a gratifying bulge in his slim-fit cords.


‘Perhaps she would meet me here at 4.’


‘Perhaps,’ said Madeleine, picking up her bag and heading back to the office.


By quarter to four, Madeleine’s stomach was a painful knot of nerves but her pussy was still wet. She had done nothing constructive all afternoon, just replaying her flirtation with the handsome stranger.


She made her excuses to her boss, who didn’t really care or notice because Madeleine was usually a conscientious worker who could be trusted and relied upon, and hurried back to the coffee shop.


A few excruciating minutes after four, Tim appeared.


‘Hello, Madeleine.’


His sexy voice and the sight of his neat figure and tug-able hair melted her reserve.


‘So,’ she said. ‘Do you still want to see some pussy?’


‘I certainly do,’ he said. ‘Follow me.’


He led her on a short walk through the nearby streets, away from the hospital and towards the nicer part of town.


After a few minutes, they drew to a halt in a small park in the middle of a square, where the path ran by a low wall.


Touching Madeleine for the first time since the coffee shop, Tim put his arm round her and guided her so she was propped against the wall. She breathed in the soap and smoke and cold, crisp air and let him lean into her. With one of her hands she gripped his waist and with the other she squeezed the velvety blue fabric that covered his tight arse cheeks. She could feel his cock hardening against her crotch.


His warm breath sensitised her neck and she nuzzled her face next to his, feeling little friction from his closely-shaved, soft skin. His lips trailed lightly along her cheek and he drew her in for a deep, hard kiss, mouths open, hot tongues immediately entangling and consuming one another.


Tim pushed her back against the wall and slipped his hand up her legs, under her skirt, past the top of her hold-ups. As he pulled up the grey fabric of her skirt, Madeleine knew she could be exposed to any casual voyeur but she didn’t care; in fact, the idea just added to her erotic delight.


His fingers brushed the short hair on her mound. He kept his mouth pressed to hers and she kissed him back frantically as he stroked her pussy lips.


She was already slick with desire and she knew he could feel it from his intimate ministrations. He found her clit and massaged it firmly. All she could think was that she desperately wanted him inside her. When he finally pushed two fingers into her hot core she let out a long gasp, and clung to his navy sweater as he started to gently pump her wet cunt.


‘Naughty girl,’ he murmured.


Madeleine could only agree as she teetered on the brink of an orgasm.


Tim didn’t let her come. Instead he pulled away and left her to smooth down her skirt.


‘I think the builders on that scaffolding may have had a bit of a show,’ she said, more to break the silence than because she cared.


‘Lucky them,’ said Tim. ‘I think it’s about time for mine.’


They walked for a couple more minutes, eventually stopping for Tim to let them into an immaculate white house.
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