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I CLOSED THE FRONT door behind me and leant back against its solid hardness, letting out a weary sigh. That was one hell of a week.

The good thing was that the week was now over and I had the weekend to myself. The thought galvanised me into action – I didn’t want anyone to ruin it, so heaved myself back off the door and put the cross-body laptop bag on the kitchen table. Quickly I took out the work mobile from the front pocket, turned it off and set it on the charger. Then opened the laptop bag and pulled out the laptop, making sure it was also off but also plug it into its charger. Although I’d be Ok if no-one was able to contact me I’d have hell to pay if the bloody thing wasn’t charged when I went in on Monday. No, no one was going to contact me even if they wanted to. “We tried to get hold of you to tell you about the report–” “Nope, nosirree, didn’t get it. Probably something wrong with the mobile/laptop/owl. Wifi’s a bit iffy. Maybe that was it.”

But I caught sight of something else in the bag. Something blue. Wondering what it was I pulled it out and froze when I saw it was a pair of blue panties. 

In my size.
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I’M NORMALLY PRETTY good at separating my personal life from my work life, but knew that strange things happen. I opened them out and held them up. Did I recognise them? I did have panties the same colour but I didn’t recognise the lace pattern on them. There was also the faint musky scent telling me they’d been worn by someone other than me, i.e. a female of the species.

So they weren’t a pair that I’d accidentally packed in the bag with my laptop. Someone had to have put them in it. But where? Work? My commute? And why?

Did someone at work know I had my own collection of lingerie, and pretty tops, and skirts, and dresses? Without even mentioning the slutty stuff.

Had I slipped up somehow? Left a hint of eyeshadow, or lippy on one day? I normally washed everything off and checked my boring male self in the mirror several times before even leaving the apartment in the morning. Had someone seen a part of my femme look and decided to... what? Give me some used panties for my collection? If they were upset at my private peccadilloes wouldn’t they try to out me? 

Maybe someone on the train had put them in? I remember it being pretty well packed, but I didn’t remember feeling any strange tugging from the bag as whoever it was opened and closed it.

Did someone at work mistake my bag for theirs? Possible, I suppose. Work had provided the laptops and bags, so several of us had the same gear. But because of that, and not wanting to pick up the wrong bag & laptop we’d each decorated them ourselves. Mine had several superhero badges (not forgetting several of Wonder Woman) attached. 

Nope, it was my bag, all the way.

But why worn panties? Had they taken them off to change into a fresh pair and didn’t have their own bag to put them in? Was someone now feeling a strange chill under their skirt, or going commando in their dress? 

I didn’t have enough information to work with.

What was I going to do about it? Ask any of my female colleagues if they were missing a nice pair of blue panties? At the very least that would be a quick call to HR and a stern talking to.

Stick flyers up in the train with a picture of the panties on them asking people to contact me if they recognised them?

That might be even worse.

No. Not going to happen.

I released the breath I’d not realised I’d been holding. It was a strange situation but it was safer to do nothing. The panties weren’t going back to whoever owned them – the worst thing I could do was actually try and do something about it.

That being said...
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HARMONY’S BREATH SMOKED as it left her glossy red lips. Only a hundred more bucks before her pimp would let her come off the cold streets. She looked up and down the dark empty road hoping for a horny guy wanting to fuck her. But none showed up in the cones of light cast by the streetlights.

Her short leather miniskirt barely reached the tops of her fishnet stockings. Her tight red satin corset pushed her hard tits up giving her an awesome cleavage that the guys could look down as she sucked them off.

Her feet hurt from the high stiletto-heel shiny black knee-high boots she wore. But they were good for when she was on her knees on the hard sidewalk sucking a hard cock and swallowing down the salty cum.

Her blue panties were wet from the mixture of her own own juice and the last guy’s cum dripping from her well-used cunt. She’d have to wash them before going out again, although she knew some guys that liked messy panties. Maybe she could get one of them to pay for the privilege of licking them clean? 

That might work, she mused to herself as she walked past a dark alley.

“Hey, whore,” the voice made her jump.

She turned to look at who’d spoken but couldn’t make anyone out in the darkness. Then again it might be quicker just to get fucked.

“Yeah? Want something?” she smiled, knowing how hot and fuckable she looked.

“How much?”

She thrust her tits out, “200.”

“200? are you joking?”

She waved a hand to indicate the empty street. “See any other hookers?”

“Fifty.”

She spat on the sidewalk in disgust. With that amount she’d have to get at least two guys before she could get home, and men were in short supply this evening. “Don’t waste my time.”

“Seventy five.”

She turned away, “Enjoy your hand.”

“Hundred?”

She turned back.

“From behind.”

Whatever, she thought, walking to one side of the dark alley’s entrance. Turning round she slid her black leather miniskirt up her thighs.

“Bend over.”

She could tell from his voice how much he wanted to cum. Maybe he’d not last long? That’d be a plus for the evening.

Her right hand held onto the bricks making up the corner of the alley, for both stability as she was going to be taken from behind, but also so she could pull herself away if need be. Her left hand reached round her taut ass cheeks and pulled her wet panties to one side.

She jerked as something push against her ass. “Not pussy?” she asked the disembodied voice behind her.

“Nah, it smells too wet and sloppy.”

Yeah, she’d had fun tonight. She’d done anal before and had luckily remembered to lube herself up before coming out. “It’ll cost extra. Hundred fifty.”

“Sure.”

Yeah, he needed to cum. Badly.

He resumed pushing his hardening cock against her ass and then suddenly slipped inside making her gasp warm misty breath into the cold night.

Slowly he filled her up, taking ages until she felt his balls pressing against her cold thighs. How fucking big was this guy?

But he felt good and hard.

His hands grasped her thighs and slowly he began sliding his cock in and out of her lubed ass.

Enjoying the sensations, Harmony began riding the guys large cock, feeling her pussy drip more juice into her blue panties. They’d probably need two washes the way she’d gone tonight.

Time lost meaning as she reached back to grab the guy’s ass cheeks to force his hard cock deeper. If anyone had walked past she wouldn’t have cared. The guy’s dick was big and he knew how to use it.

He sped up fucking her ass, her heart raced as she rode the feelings crashing through her body. She heard his gasps and knew he was close to cumming. His hands painfully gripped her hips forcing his cock even deeper into her. She felt a flood of wet heat deep inside and gasped as it pushed her over the edge, orgasming as well and leaking even more wetness into her panties.

Slowly she came back to earth and felt his spent dick leaving her even wetter ass. Quickly she stood up and let go of her panties hoping they’d go someway to stop his cum from leaking and running down her legs.

She felt something pressed into her hand and gripped the notes. Before he disappeared she checked them. All there. Tonight was a good night.
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MY HEART STILL THUMPING from my orgasm I looked down to see my cum beginning to leak through the blue panties. Pulling them slightly away from me I saw my dick slowly shrinking in among the wet whiteness. Not wanting to get any on my leather miniskirt I made sure to keep it up around my waist. I let go of the lounge wall glad that I was inside in the warm and not like Harmony, out getting fucked like a slut out in the cold. Slowly I pulled the cum-filled panties down my fishnet-stockinged legs.

Again not wanting to get cum on my knee-high boots I used the wall behind me (avoiding my dildo I’d suckered to it) for balance and carefully lifted one leg after the other to slide the panties off. Judging by the amount of my cum inside them that was one hell of an orgasm I had. It certainly felt like one as well!

Silently I thanked whoever had put them in my bag. The question was now whether to wash them or let the cum dry in them for more of Harmony’s adventures.

Decisions, decisions. 

Albeit delightful ones.
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THE NEXT DAY WAS WARM and sunny – a perfect Spring day to go out to the local park. Harmony decided to wear her most flirty feminine dress – bright yellow satin, puffed short-sleeves, and covered with pretty frills and bows. It gave her gorgeous breasts a sexy cleavage and its length was long enough to barely preserve her modesty and hide
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