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Mandy thought her panties looked and smelled quite strange lately. Firstly, there were distinct discoloration due to cum stains on them. Yes, that’s what they looked like. Cum stains. This was strange because Mandy never masturbated in her panties. When she fingered herself or humped a pillow it was always with her pantie off. Secondly, the panties smelled of a detergent distinct from the one Mandy used to wash her clothes.  And though she did not want to admit it, Mandy thought there were remnants of cum smell on her panties. She wondered which woman’s cum it was. It made her uneasy. The Paradise Cove Apartments had a separate laundry section for women to dry their washed clothes on the top floor. She rarely saw anyone else’s clothes over there. She guessed most women dried their clothes on the balconies of their apartments. But Mandy never liked the sight of her clothes on her balcony. Which is why she dried her clothes on the top floor. 

There were three white panties which Mandy used during the week and washed and put to dry on the weekend. All three of them had the same cum stains and the smell of the detergent. She wondered whether she should hang her undergarments on the special section on the top floor anymore. She decided she would only hang her clothes there from now on. She would dry her panties and brassieres on her balcony. 

It was a hot afternoon. Mandy was already sweating a little as she stepped into the lift with a bucket of washed clothes. She had a radio in her pocket which she would play when she hung the clothes to dry on the ropes. 

The terrace on the top floor looked onto the beach in the distance. There was a little pool which hardly anyone used. Mandy marveled at how clean the top floor always was. She had never seen anyone cleaning it. 

Mandy had been staying on rent for two years in the Paradise Cove Apartments building complex, in Key West, Florida. She had not made any friends so far. She never took part in any of the celebrations like the ones during Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year. 

Mandy was a single woman. Twenty-seven years old. She worked from home as an equity analyst for a firm located in New York. She had been working from home for the last nine years. Mandy had never seen her boss in real life. They either Whatsapped or messaged each other on Gchat. She managed her co-workers, all of whom were located in India. 

A full breasted woman with a thick body, Mandy wore a lose round neck t-shirt and a skirt that showed off her fleshy legs. 

Mandy turned on the radio in her t-shirt pocket. It was a hot afternoon. There was a light wind even though the terrace was on the 18th floor. The women’s laundry and cloth drying area was spacious with six long ropes tied to two large pillars. 

From the terrace, Mandy could see the coast. There were people on the beach. 

Mandy switched on the radio and tuned to a news station. Mandy placed the bucket on the floor and began to hang the wet clothes on one of the ropes.  

A figure appeared through the door. Mandy glanced towards the figure but was blinded by the sunlight. Then the figure stepped out of the light, and it was a woman. She had a bucket in one hand. It looked like the woman had not seen Mandy. 

Mandy turned her back to the woman and began hanging her clothes. The radio played the news. 

“The Department of Health has raised concerns regarding the increase in Corona cases across the USA. The number crossed 1 million yesterday and Mr. Drexel has said that if the cases continue to rise the government may consider lockdowns and impose face masks across the USA .....”

Mandy heard someone behind her and turned around. It was the woman. She smiled at Mandy. Mandy turned off the radio. 

“Hello there”, the woman had a deep voice. 

“Hi”, said Mandy. 

The woman wore a shirt and shorts. There were sweat blotches under the armpits of her shirt. There was sweat on the women’s face. She was barefoot. 

“Hot day, isn’t it?”, said the woman quite cheerfully. 

“Yes, it is”, said Mandy. 

The woman seemed to wait a moment for Mandy to say something more. She must be in her early or mid-twenties, thought Mandy. 

“I just came to ask you about something actually”, said the woman. Her sweaty face had clear white milky skin. Not a spot on it. 

“Ok”, said Mandy. 

The woman’s boobs were jutting out quite aggressively through her thin white shirt. Mandy could see her bra straps through her wet shirt. 

“Well, I had hung my undergarments out to dry here, last weekend, which was a couple of days ago actually. And ..... er ..... I didn’t see them again actually. But I did get these three white panties here”, said the woman and she took out a bunch of white panties out of the pocket of her shorts. 

“Oh”, said Mandy uncertainly. 

“Well, I was wondering if you had taken my panties by mistake or something”, said the woman in what Mandy thought was a faux polite voice. 

“Uh ..... hmmm. Well, I do think we might have exchanged panties by accident. But it does look like YOU took MY panties because when I came up here on Sunday evening, there were no other clothes here and only the three pairs of white panties which I think could be yours. They did not look like mine”, said Mandy in what she hoped was a firm voice. 

“Ohhh. It could be my mistake then. Are these yours?”, said the woman and she raised her hand clutching the three pairs of panties towards Mandy. 

Mandy looked at the woman uncertainly. The woman’s smile had vanished, and her face now wore a serious and slightly irritated expression. 

Mandy took the three pairs of white panties from the woman’s hands and examined them. They were hers all right. Many was a bit annoyed that the woman had mistakenly taken her panties. Imagine taking a stranger’s undergarment from a common drying area. How careless. 

Just to scandalize the woman, Mandy took a sniff of the panties. 

The woman looked shocked and smiled uncertainly. 

“They are mine all right. But they smell a bit different. Looks like you wore them”, said Mandy, sternly. 

“Oh, I did, actually”, said the woman with a sheepish smile. 

Mandy examined the panties once again. There were remnants of a cum stain on one pantie. But it had clearly been washed after this woman had masturbated on it. 

“Oh wait. I see a stain on one here. Did you spill something on my pantie”, asked Mandy sarcastically. 

Mandy knew what had caused the stain. The sheepish expression on the woman’s face meant Mandy was right. 

“Why would I spill something on a pantie? No, I masturbated in it. I was humping a cushion while laying on my sofa, wearing that pantie of yours which I thought was mine. It was a honest mistake”, said the woman confidently. 

She now had an evil smile on her face. Mandy was taken aback by the woman’s admission and did not know what to say.  

“So, you orgasmed into another woman’s pantie and you’re proud of it”, said Mandy. She felt a sweat breakout on her forehead. 

“It happened by mistake”, said the woman.

“Hope it was a nice orgasm”, said Mandy, sarcastically. 

“As a matter of fact, it was. A volcanic one. I came all over your panties and went to sleep in them. My cum and my pubic hair sweat must have dried on your pantie”, said the woman. She now had her hands on her hips, and she pushed her breasts up into the air as if they were two weapons to be deployed against Mandy. 

Mandy was surprised by how fast this was escalating. What was wrong with this woman? She also pushed her breast up and took a step towards the woman. They were now a couple of feet apart. 

“I order a cake every time another woman steals my pantie to masturbate into and soil with her cum and pubic hair sweat”, said Mandy, sarcastically again. 

“Well, I didn’t steal it. I told you it was a mistake. You better send me some of that cake”, said the woman defiantly.

“It is amazing how unapologetic you are about masturbating into my pantie”, said Mandy. 

“It is amazing you do not accept that it was an honest mistake. And you seemed to enjoy sniffing your pantie. Did you like the smell of my cum and pussy sweat?”, asked the woman and she took a step towards Mandy. 

Mandy hated to admit it, but her nipples had gotten a bit hard talking to this woman. 

“My god. What is your problem? I will complain to the building authorities about your behavior”, Mandy shouted at the woman. 

“Well, what are you going to tell them? That Vivian in flat 16C took my panties by accident thinking it was hers and I am behaving like a little girl about it”, now it was the woman’s turn to assume a sarcastic tone. 

“Well, you didn’t just take them. You masturbated into my pantie like a pervert”, said Mandy angrily. 

“Did you just call me a pervert? Now listen lady. Masturbation is the most innocent form of sexual self-expression that I do in the confines of my house. It is not a crime. Are you studying to be a nun or something?”, asked the woman angrily. 

Mandy was glad that she had gotten the woman angry. 

“I am no nun, lady. I masturbate whenever I feel like it, which is quite often. But I masturbate into my own pantie or the bedsheet. Not into somebody else’s pantie”, Mandy said sassily. 

Mandy took another step towards the woman and the woman also took a step towards her. Their breasts met. Both women let out low gasps. Mandy did not break away. Neither did the woman. 

“Do you know what an honest mistake means?”, said the woman and tried to push Mandy back with her breasts. 

Mandy was up to the challenge. She pushed back with her breasts and there was a stalemate as neither woman was able to dislodge the other from their position.

“Do you know what saying sorry is like?”, asked Mandy. 

Their breasts remained in contact. Mandy was enjoying this back and forth now. Her nipples were severely erect with pleasure. 

“We are going around in circles. I have returned your three white panties to you. Now may I have my three white panties back from you?”, asked the woman. 

Mandy could feel the woman’s erect nipples against her own. The woman was as aroused as she was. Mandy still couldn’t believe this was happening. 

“Sure, you can have your panties back. You can have them back at 3 pm tomorrow from flat 13 A”, said Mandy. 

Both women now had feisty smiles on their faces. The hostility between them was now laced with eroticism as their breasts continued to be in contact. 

“Why not now? I could come over to your flat right now and you can hand them over to me”, said the woman, an erotic wanton smile appeared on her face. 

Mandy tried to push the woman a step back to establish her dominance, but the woman was upto it and stood her ground and once again the two of them were locked in a stalemate. Their breasts were well matched, thought Mandy. 

“Well, I will be busy after I hang these clothes up. Like I said if you want your panties back, you can collect them no later than 3 pm tomorrow from my flat 13 A”, said Mandy coolly. 

Their breasts heaved together as the two women stood with their breasts jostling against each other. It seemed like the discussion had suddenly ended, yet neither woman wanted to dislodge their breasts from the other woman’s breasts. 

They stood like that for a few more seconds, feisty competitive smiles on their sweaty faces and breasts heaving against each other. 

Then the woman broke away, taking a step back. 

“All right, then. I will be at your flat at exactly 3 pm tomorrow, no later than that”, she said sternly and walked away. Mandy watched her walk barefoot across the terrace, pick up her bucket and disappear into the corridor where the two lifts were. 

Mandy took a few moments to relax. Her heart was beating fast. Her nipples were still erect. She still couldn’t believe what had happened between her and this strange hostile woman. Mandy hung the clothes to dry, picked up the bucket and took the lift back to her flat. 

She went to her balcony and there were three of the woman’s panties. She had worn two of them over her groin before she began to suspect they weren’t hers. 

Mandy took off her clothes, revealing a pleasantly fleshy body. Mandy grabbed one pantie from the balcony rail and put it on. The pantie fit her perfectly. She and the woman must be around the same size. 

She walked into her bedroom, pulled the curtains, and got into
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