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My main ‘job’ is as a writer of erotic fiction, actually, concentrating on the ‘no-pants’ craze of the 2010s.  And I want to bring you some information about that.


MY ATTITUDE TO THE ‘NO-PANTS’ CRAZE

My attitude towards the ‘no-pants’ craze:  I don’t think that women should be ‘punished’ for participating in the ‘no-pants’ craze in the same way that men are ‘punished’ for, for instance, exposing themselves (they can be sent to prison, I believe).

BUT I don’t think women should complain if men look at them if they do ‘expose themselves’ – that is, for instance, wear a dress or a skirt with no knickers and be too incompetent (or too exhibitionistic) to keep their legs together.

These next few articles – about the ‘no-pants’ craze – are all (basically) about when that happens.


ARTICLE 1

A TOUR OF THE COUNTRY

One year several years ago (well, it was 2017 actually) I went on a bit of a tour of the country (lasting almost the whole year altogether), spending weeks in a Hotel at one place, before moving on to the next, etc.  I must have stayed in over 15 places, for instance Torquay and Bristol in the South West, Bournemouth and Reading in the South, Nottingham in the Midlands, and even York in the North.  And I was pleased to discover that the ‘no-pants’ craze was happening just about everywhere, especially in the nightclubs.  For some reason the only place it didn’t seem to be happening was Bristol – the girls seemed to still be wearing knickers there.

I even spent a few weeks in Scotland, mainly in Fife.  And I was very pleased to see that the girls there were into the ‘no-pants’ craze.  Of course, some of the men were wearing kilts, and as we all know about them – the men wearing kilts have been into the ‘no-pants’ craze for centuries (I believe).  So it was both the men, and now the women – without any underwear.

One experience I remember, which was a bit comical, was in Paignton.  I was in a pub which opened late on Fridays and Saturdays, and it was quite busy.  I had noticed there 6 or 7 young women at least who were knickerless – they were just the ones I noticed, there were probably more.  And I had seen one of these girls ‘showing everything’ several times.  She was a very attractive, tall girl, with very dark hair, and she was wearing a denim skirt.  And towards the end of the evening I saw her dancing with some bloke (it wasn’t a nightclub, it was a pub – but there was some dancing).

And I was watching these two dance, and then he grabbed her, and he obviously was going to lift her in the air (probably turning her upside down or something like that).  And I saw her remonstrating to him with her arms, and then she urgently said something to him – and then he put her down.  And it was clear to me that she must have said to him – “Don’t do that – I’ve got no panties on.”

And I must admit I found that very comical.


ARTICLE 2

HOW (IN 2010), I FOUND OUT ABOUT THE ‘NO-PANTS’ CRAZE, AND HOW I KNEW THAT THE COPPERS ALREADY KNEW ALL ABOUT IT

I was in one of my favourite pubs, and I was near enough to a group of girls to be able to overhear their conversation.

One of the women (must have been mid-twenties, I should think), was recounting getting drunk the previous weekend.

She had been to a nightclub, with at least one of the women in the group, and she was saying how she got ‘absolutely paralytic’.  She said that after the nightclub closed, she was outside the nightclub, ‘rolling around on the ground’.  She recounted how she had almost got arrested.  And then she came out with:

“And I had no knickers on.”

I almost choked on my lager.  Suffice to say that I started going to nightclubs (again).  Sure enough, I discovered that it had become a ‘fashion’ for young women to go out weekends without any panties on - and it remained so for quite a few years.

An aside.  Right from the start of my adulthood, until I was nearly middle-aged, I had been ‘quite religious’, and at the church I went to, the vicar was always going on about ‘fornication’, ‘fornication’, ‘fornication’ – preaching that the Christian way was ‘no sex before marriage’.

And I wasn’t that much of a rebel in those days.  I hadn’t totally abstained though – I had ‘strayed’.  But I was certainly only in ‘single figures’ – if you see what I mean.

But after I overheard this conversation in the pub, with the young woman saying that she had been knickerless the previous weekend, I started to frequent nightclubs again (very regularly)

That really was a revelation.

I discovered that she very much wasn’t alone in this; and most of the girls really didn’t seem to mind what the men saw.

There were (at a rough guess) about 300 clubbers at the nightclub on a typical Friday or Saturday.  Possibly a third of the women were wearing skirts or dresses (very often quite short).

Admittedly I didn’t see much on the dancefloor – when the women were standing up (dancing), their skirts or dresses were long enough to cover their ‘privates’.

But when they were having a break from dancing, and sitting down on the plush seating that was all about, it was a different story.  As I said, the women really didn’t seem to care what the men saw.*  (Which was indeed ‘quite a lot’, to say the least.)  And if you saw anything, you far more often saw fanny than knickers!

You really didn’t know where to look!

In fact if you count ‘seeing’ (without necessarily ‘doing anything about it’), it was very much ‘double figures’ every flippin night (every Friday and Saturday – and quite a lot of Thursdays too) for very nearly a decade – in quite a few towns (mainly) in Hampshire.

*  I suppose it wasn’t that surprising that the women ‘didn’t seem to mind what the men saw’.  A few years previous to this, I had been taking a bus quite often in the late afternoon – just when the schoolkids came out of school.  Often there was a group of 13 or 14 year olds sitting at the back of the bus (a mixed group of boys and girls), talking quite loudly, and one of the main things they were talking about was sharing naked pictures of each other.  [Obviously, a few years on, it didn’t make that much difference ‘what the men saw’ – if for years they had been sharing naked pictures of each other anyway!]



ARTICLE 3

SEX ON THE TRAINS – ANOTHER ‘NO-PANTS’ STORY

Quite frequently I go to London, by train (buying a ticket that includes the Underground).

Very often, if I am on an Underground train between, say, 6.30pm and 9pm on a Friday or Saturday, I find myself sitting opposite a young woman who is showing her pussy (she is following the current fashion of wearing no panties).

(Probably on the way to a ‘young peoples’ pub’ or even a party maybe, and wearing such a short dress that she leaves nothing to the imagination, even if she tries to keep her legs together.)

I must admit that I enjoy these experiences immensely, and often stay on the train for longer than I had originally intended.  (When you buy a ticket to London, including the Underground, you can use the Underground as much as you like, there are no restrictions, so this is possible.)

The most amazing experience I had relating to this was on a ‘normal’ train – not an Underground train.  It was on a journey from Reading to Ealing Broadway (about a three quarters of an hour journey).  Throughout the whole of it, there was a young woman sitting opposite her mother, and she had quite a short skirt, had no panties on, and was sitting with her legs wide apart.  All the time she was talking to her mother, animatedly, about some bland subject (I cannot now remember what the subject was).  I was sitting behind the mother, and to the left, and had an excellent view.  

I was wondering what her mother thought about it all.



ARTICLE 4

PLAYFULLY LIFTING UP A SKIRT

It is true that if I had the choice of sitting near a group of men, or a group of attractive young women (in a pub), I would choose to sit near the women – and ‘see what gives’, and sometimes, quite often actually, something did.

It was frequently the case that just a few, or even maybe only one, out of a group of young women would be knickerless.  And often the girls would be joking about this.  If I was near enough, I could even hear their banter (about it).  And quite frequently one of the girls would playfully lift up the skirt of the knickerless one (as a bit of a joke), so that for a few seconds there was, shall we say, a great view.  Of course, I enjoyed this tremendously.  It was  far better than watching TV (indoors).



ARTICLE 5

THOSE WERE THE DAYS

My record, during the course of one night at a nightclub, was 25 fannies, and not one pair of knickers (in sight).  That was about twice as many as usual, though.  Girls seemed to be falling over themselves to show me ‘what they were made of’.  It could have been more (than 25), but you have to be a bit careful with all the bouncers around.

The girls knew what they were doing, as well.  When one girl got out of her seat a bit clumsily, she looked all around at everyone who was looking on, and blurted out:

“Ooh, fanny time.”

Well, at least that broke the ice.  There had been a momentary silence as everyone took in ‘the sights of the world’ (one girl’s fiery pussy), but now there was quite a bit of laughter and high spirits.

She said “Oh dear, I’m as forgetful as my grandma these days.”

“And long may it continue,” I said, “I’m all for it – this ‘no-pants’ craze.  A night at a nightclub is a lot cheaper than a night at a strip club, and the effect is much the same.

Even more so, actually.  Amateur pussy revealers can be a bigger turn-on than professional ones!”

The most fannies I saw in one dance at a nightclub was 15, when everyone got down on the floor for “Oops upside your head.”  Again, hardly any knickers.

But all that was at least 10 years ago.  These days (in 2026) hardly any women even wear skirts.

Most of the women who did that sort of thing (back then) must be in their 30s now.

*  See my Erotica books, which are mainly about the ‘no-pants’ craze – look up ‘Chris Burnell’ on Amazon  / Books.
ARTICLE 6

A TREAT IN WINCHESTER

It was a Saturday afternoon (just recently – in 2026).  The weather was fine, and I was in Winchester.  I noticed some people sitting in the outside area of a bar, among them a youngish woman (mid thirties, I suppose), who was sitting alone.

She had quite a short dress on, and I soon realised that she had no panties on.

Actually, she changed chairs, as it happens moving even closer to me (giving me an even better view).  Also, at her new place, it was by a table, and she got some papers out, and placed them on the table, and started doing some work.

In fact, not to put too fine a point on it, she was a teacher – the work she was doing was marking kids’ homework.  From the papers, it looked like they were quite young children – under 11 – but I may be wrong (do primary school age children have homework?)

Anyway, she was marking this homework by these kids, all the while exposing herself.  Her fanny was a sort of golden colour, and she had blond hair – so she was obviously a natural blond.

I must have stood there, looking at her, for nearly an hour, while she carried on marking this homework.  Most of the time her legs were only 4 or 5 inches apart (still enough for me to have a very good view) – but sometimes she really let rip, so to speak, and opened her legs right out, giving me an almost pornographic view.

I bet none of her pupils had seen their ‘Miss’ like this, I thought.  (But it wouldn’t have been an impossibility, though – this was very much a City Centre location – with lots of kids milling around,)

After about an hour I thought it best to move on – I had ‘caught her eye’ a couple of times, and it was likely she might become suspicious about me standing there.



ARTICLE 7

GOING TO A NIGHTCLUB IN THE 2010s 
(DURING THE ‘NO-PANTS’ CRAZE)

There might be 300 clubbers on a typical Friday or Saturday night.  There were probably more men than women usually, and of course not all the women wore skirts or dresses.  I suppose you could count on there being about 50 women wearing skirts or dresses (the women wearing trousers or jeans just didn’t count).

Of those 50 young women wearing skirts or dresses, you could guarantee that hardly any of them had knickers on.

You wouldn’t ‘see much’ when they were dancing on the dance floor.  They would be standing up then, and their skirts or dresses were long enough to protect their modesty.

But at the times they were not dancing, they were to be found around the periphery of the dance floors, sitting down at one of the many seats provided, and then it was a different story.  So many women seemed incapable of keeping their legs together, with obvious consequences – acres of fanny.

Some girls ‘showed everything’ literally every week – you could rely on it.  There was one girl who laid herself out on a couch every week, with her skirt round her waist.  She always had an entourage of 3 or 4 young men, who no doubt couldn’t believe their luck.  I would position myself possibly 7 or 8 yards away, and ‘take in the scenery’ for half an hour or so, most weeks.

I really couldn’t make out if most of the girls knew what sort of treat they were giving the men, or if they didn’t realise it.  Either way, it didn’t make much difference to me.

Most of the men actually pretended they didn’t notice anything – but I didn’t hide the fact that I was looking, except when one of the bouncers was around – then I would look in a different direction.

Quite a few of the girls would give me lovely smiles when I passed them, for instance near the bar, so clearly they didn’t mind me looking at all.  The 2010s really was a time for exhibitionist girls, if ever there was one – it was almost obligatory.
ARTICLE 8

HOW THINGS HAVE CHANGED

When I was young I worked for an engineering company and therefore there were far more men than women working there.  We used to have parties to go to about twice a month on a Saturday, but there were always about 5 times as many men  as there were women.  But in the pubs there were lots of women, and these pubs were busy every night.

These days (in my home town anyway) in the pubs things have deteriorated so much.  They are only busy on Friday and Saturday nights now, and then often only after 10.  Nearly everyone stays indoors till then.  And though, for a couple of hours anyway, they are very busy, they are just like those parties when I worked for the engineering company – about 5 times as many men as there are women.  Goodness knows what all the young women do these days.
 
But my mother, who is in her eighties, has a care worker a couple of times a day, and a lot of them are young women.  And they talk to my Mum about their relationships, and – what I was amazed to hear – it seems that nearly all of them meet their boyfriends online these days.  So maybe that explains a lot.

One thing has changed for the better, though.  These days quite a lot of young women go out on a Friday or Saturday night without any knickers on.  You don’t even have to be particularly observant to notice it.  3 or 4 times a night (typically) it will happen - girl in a short skirt will cross or uncross her legs 4 or 5 feet in front of you, and there she all is.  She probably knows you have just seen what she’s made of, but doesn’t bat an eyelid.

That never ever happened to me when I was in my twenties.


This next article was written about 3 years ago, when the Me-Too movement was still having a big effect – women were generally much more ‘modest’ than they previously had been.  As we shall see from the next article (written very recently), the ‘bad old days’ / ‘good old days’ (depending on which stance you take), have now more or less returned.

ARTICLE 9

LIKE MY GRANDFATHER

Being 68 now, and single, I don’t have much success with women in terms of what happens ‘between the sheets’ – it’s been a while.  But for a long time now, a Sharon Stone flash, in a pub or nightclub, has given me a much more regular thrill.

Because, like my grandfather was when he was the age I am now, I am quite ‘highly sexed’.  (He would always go to the soft porn films when they were shown at our local cinema, as they were frequently – I remember the ‘Confessions’ films starring Robin Asquith, and the Emmanuelle films starring Sylvia Kristel were particularly popular.)

There was a lot of nudity on TV too, which we all used to watch (my grandfather was living with us).  Actresses like Helen Mirren and Jenny Agutter (who now plays an old lady in ‘Call the Midwife’), were often getting their kit off, in those days.

Until they moved away recently, I was very good friends with, and frequently met up with, a couple who were much younger than me – he is now about 50 and she about 35, but I knew them for over 10 years, so she was in her early twenties when I first knew them.  

We would go out for a drink very often (usually on a Friday or Saturday night), and she was often very sexily dressed (i.e. in a short skirt), and she admitted to being ‘a bit of an exhibitionist (i.e. it was quite common for her to be ‘flashing her knickers’ – that was until, later, she went even further, which caused me to practically fall in love with her).  And I have to admit that I enjoyed these evenings, when we were out drinking, when she was sexily dressed, so much more than at other times when she wore jeans or leggings.  (Is that bad?)

And I think it is very sad that we seem to be going through a period of time when very few young women are sexily dressed on Friday or Saturday nights – they’re not ‘dressed to kill’ like many of them used to be a few years ago.  These days, if a woman is wearing a short skirt, very often she’s wearing shorts underneath!  And I can’t help but think of it as a kind of ‘ungenerosity’, afflicting most women these days – mainly caused by this Me-Too movement, I believe.

And the few times that women are ‘outrageously dressed’ (as was very common a few years ago), I’ve noticed that other women tend to slag them off something rotten.

God knows, we need a bit of generosity from the women these days.  In my case the occasional flash from a good-looking woman is as close to sex as I get, most of the time.  [A few years ago, it has to be said, a ‘major’ flash wasn’t so occasional – in coffee shops, pubs, restaurants, and especially nightclubs – it was pretty common – with the ‘no-pants’ craze going full swing. 


ARTICLE 10

IT’S SO EASY

I really don’t know if young women know what they’re doing.  It’s so easy, and so common, to see an ‘ordinary’ young woman’s fanny, it’s really unbelievable.  It happened yesterday, for instance.  I noticed a young woman in quite a short dress sitting in a café with her legs a bit apart.  (She was with her boyfriend actually.)  I bought myself a drink and sat at the empty table near them.  They sat there for about 20 minutes, drinking their tea, but actually I didn’t quite get to see her fanny – almost, but not quite.  But sure enough, as they got up to leave, she opened her legs out and I got to see her fanny – she had no knickers on.

And it really is as easy as that these days.  Even though the ‘no-pants’ craze is technically ‘over’ (it’s now 2026), I would say at least half of women who wear a skirt or dress don’t bother with knickers, especially if the weather is quite good.  And they nearly all don’t seem to be very careful with their legs, as they get out of their seat if they have been sitting down.

It’s so, so different from when I was a young man.  Then, unless you had a girlfriend, you just didn’t get to see fanny at all.  (I’m not complaining, mind you – I far prefer it as it is now.  I’m just a bit surprised, that’s all.)



ARTICLE 11

WAS THIS CLUB APPROPRIATELY NAMED?

If you have read my book ‘Naughty and Nice’ you would know that I have been a visitor to strip clubs / lap dancing clubs.

Quite often in the 2010s (i.e. most weeks, during the time it was there), I would go to the one we had in my hometown.  However, it had one big disadvantage.  The Council, being utter spoilsports as they very often are, had made a rule that the girls weren’t allowed to be nude.  (They got topless if you had a ‘private dance’ with one of them, costing £20 – for the stage dances they weren’t even topless.)

And what was worse, the rule about non-nudity was very strict, and there were severe penalties for the club if a girl inadvertently ‘showed too much’ while dancing – I believe the club could even lose its licence.  Because of this, most of the girls, in fact, wore 2 pairs of knickers.  

The girls were good-looking though, and there were a couple of reasons why I continued to go – first, it was a hassle, and expensive, to always go to London (where at the strip pubs the girls were nude – even for the stage dances), and secondly, I got on particularly well with one of the girls at the club in my hometown, and would often spend a couple of hours talking to her, which was very pleasurable.

But it was often a frustrating experience going there, with the girls wearing 2 pairs of knickers (frankly I wondered how they had the cheek to call it a strip club).

And it was strange, because I would often leave there about 11.30, having seen nothing at all, and then go to one of the ‘ordinary’ nightclubs in the town.  And because in the 2010s we were going through the ‘no-pants’ craze, a lot of the young women there would be wearing, not 2 pairs of knickers, but no panties at all.  So having seen nothing at the place that called itself a strip club, I would usually see ‘quite a lot’ (indeed) at the ‘ordinary’ nightclub.

Very ironic.


ARTICLE 12

A DAY IN WINCHESTER

It’s now April 2024, and the good news is that I think the “no pants” craze is back.  It’s early days yet, but I think so.  Possibly the young female star (Oscar winner) at the Oscars recently saying that she had ‘forgotten her underwear tonight’ may have helped.  Things like that have a big effect on the hoi polloi.

Anyway, today it being a busy Saturday in Winchester, I’ve seen a few bare bums already, and there could be more to come.  Admittedly, bums rather than fannies (so far), so the girls could just possibly be wearing thongs I suppose – but my hopes are high that the (trendiest) girls are going the whole hog and ditching their panties altogether (again).

I’m planning to spend a few more hours in sunny Winchester today (it being 12.30pm at the moment) – so I’ll keep you informed.

In the afternoon, I went to the idyllic park area in front of the Cathedral.  I found myself sitting near a group of 3 young mothers, with (between them) about 5 toddlers.  They (the mothers) were all wearing summer frocks.  Although they were not by any means short, one of the mothers managed to flash her fanny at least 3 times (she had no knickers on), one of the others did have knickers on, I noticed, and the other one, I didn’t find out one way or the other.

Sometime later in the afternoon, I went to Wetherspoons, on the other side of the City.  In front of me at the counter, already being served, were 3 young women, 2 of whom had very short skirts on (and no tights).  This could be interesting, I thought.

By the time I had been served, they had already sat down.  I sat quite near to them, and sure enough one of them, who was without panties, was flashing her fanny.  For quite a long time.  I didn’t count it in minutes, but it was for about one and a half drinks (and I drink quite slowly too).

The other one with a short skirt on might well have been ‘keeping her company’ (birds of a feather [or of a bit of pubic hair] gather together, I’ve often found).  But I was at the wrong angle to ascertain this, and unlike in my earlier article (‘A fairly typical Saturday night in Wetherspoons’) didn’t this time change chairs in order to find out, whether she was flashing her minge or not.

Finally, on the way home, a girl on the platform at Basingstoke station*, wearing a short skirt, bent over to reveal she was also knickerless.

Definitely back to the old days, I thought.  (Or almost – during the “no pants” craze of 2010- 2017 I could count on at least 7 or 8 girls [sorry, young women], to reveal their knickerless state, on a typical Friday or Saturday night.)

*  To get from Winchester to Andover by train, you have to change at Basingstoke.



ARTICLE 13

THAT CERTAIN ‘CRAZE’ (REVISITED)

This article was written in 2024.

I wrote earlier in this book that the ‘no-pants’ craze was from 2010 – 2017, if you recall.

But that isn’t strictly true.  The ‘no-pants’ craze is actually still going (very) strong.  Sure, women don’t go out in short skirts and no panties anymore.  That era has passed.

But I know one thing.  Nine-tenths of (young or youngish) women wearing skirts or dresses that are much longer – that come down to, say, their calves, are still enjoying the ‘freedom’ of not wearing panties, especially in the summer months.

How do I know this?  Perhaps I have a ‘statistically significant’ number of lovers.  Like Bill Roche (Ken in Coronation Street).  He is now over 90.  When he declared, a few years ago, that he had had over 1,000 lovers, I thought to myself, ‘they’ll’ do him for that.  Somehow.  Some day.  Sure enough, I read, just a year or so ago, that he had been made bankrupt – by having a Tax Bill of several hundred thousand pounds.

Well, the thing is, the government really doesn’t like it when the country’s ‘National Treasures’ turn out to have done something that the government ‘doesn’t like very much’, like, in Bill’s case, having screwed 1,000 women.  (Incidentally, all the government has to do to make most ‘fairly wealthy’ people bankrupt, is to suddenly ask them for receipts going back (say) 20 years!)

Anyway, I was saying.  How do I know that 90% of women who wear skirts or dresses that come down to their calves don’t wear panties?

Another possible reason is that I have a pair of X-ray glasses.  That is another thing that I’ve written a lot about – X-rays.  I really think, actually, that basically the only reason why people live a lot longer than they did, say, 50 years ago, is because of the great success of high blood pressure tablets (and statins too, I suppose).  I believe that in just about every other respect, the nation’s health has deteriorated markedly.  Like, for instance, many more people (particularly young people), are more obese.  And another thing is that so many people have so many more X-rays than they ever used to, and I believe this is unhealthy.  But that is another story.

No, I’m not going to tell you how I know that 90% of (youngish) women wearing long skirts or dresses don’t wear panties – it is for me to know, and you to guess.

PS  I’m not a doctor, by the way.

*  Alternative title to this article:  ‘Why long skirts are like kilts these days’


ARTICLE 14

ABOUT A CURRENT CRAZE

Sometimes it seems as if most of the national papers are being run by Mary Whitehouse’s granddaughter, or something like that – because they seem to have such ‘Victorian’ or puritanical attitudes.  For instance, they were so fed up about the success of ‘Fifty Shades Of Grey’ that virtually all the columnists ‘got together’ (so it seemed) and decided that the best way to attack it was to call it ‘Mummy’s porn’.

And now, regarding this ‘sans culottes’ craze which is running rampant:  very little is mentioned about it at all (directly).  But presumably thinking that to continually recommend ‘the reverse’ could have some effect, there are quite a few articles recommending ‘big knickers’ – with as much flesh covered up as possible.  And it certainly seems to have caught on with Marks and Spencers’ bosses at any rate – when I visited some of their stores recently (during my many trips around my county and beyond), in each of them there were loads of posters advertising ‘big knickers’ in the Ladies department.  [BUT (even more recently) M & S seem to have more or less given up on knickers altogether – in their lingerie department there were hardly any – though there were loads of bras.]

*  Mary Whitehouse was a prominent anti-porn campaigner back in about the 1970’s.



ARTICLE 15

A FAIRLY TYPICAL NIGHT IN WETHERSPOONS (RECENTLY)

Quite recently, I was in Wetherspoons (the town shall remain nameless), and there was a young woman near me who had her skirt literally up round her waist, and she had no panties on.  So she was showing everything - depending on what angle you were to her.  She was with a group of friends, some men and some women.

As it happened, I was not at the best angle to see all that much really, so I changed chairs to get a better view.

I enjoyed this better view for several minutes, but then a couple of men from the group (one of whom might have been her boyfriend), pulled their chairs up by me (sitting between me and the young woman, spoiling my view in the process), and they proceeded to lecture me – why what I did was wrong.

I said “Yeah, but you can’t blame me for having a bit of a look, can you? – I’m not gay, you know.”  One of the men said “Yeah, but you shouldn’t actually change chairs to do so, should you?”  And so it went on.

ARTICLE 16

THESE ARE THE DAYS

(This article was written in about 2016 – in fact most of the non-fiction articles about the ‘no-pants’ craze were written in the last decade.)

In the towns that I visit (I visit most of the towns in my county – and a bit beyond), on a sunny day in the summer, there are such a lot of ‘sights to behold’, whilst this ‘no-pants’ craze carries on.

For instance, sitting outside a café or coffee shop for the morning or afternoon, when the town centre is busy (like on a Saturday) you can almost guarantee to see at least a dozen bare bums of attractive young women (and sometimes the other side too), who are following the fashion of going pantieless, and perhaps wearing light, summer frocks.  Just like when I used to go sailing, it is best if there is a bit of a breeze.

(I have rarely missed a Saturday in the summer months doing this, for the past 8 years – since roughly when the ‘no-pants’ craze started, except when it’s pouring with rain.)
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