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I've been standing here for at least ten minutes, looking at myself in the big mirrors. I've heard over and over again from others how bad it was for them to stand in those dressing rooms and see every inch of their skin in bright light. Every wrinkle, every love handle. I didn't understand her. 

Sure, I also had parts of my body that I didn't like as much as others. But overall I liked seeing myself, I liked seeing my body. I became aware of this again while slowly turning around in the small cabin and looking from all sides. I liked my 164 centimeters height and the 53 kilos that are distributed over it, my blond hair and blue eyes. The slight freckles mostly bothered me. But I couldn't do anything about it. Just as little as on my skin, which usually seemed a bit too light to me. 

I continued to turn and slowly looked down my body. My boobs looked beautiful in the bra I was wearing. Firm, round, even. They were still beautiful without a bra, but a little more uneven. They looked bigger with the 75b bra I wore before, but in 75c I didn't feel as pinched and was still very happy with my cleavage. 

Looking further down, I found that my exercise program was impressive: my stomach was flat and I thought I could almost see a few abs. Even if many found it rather unattractive in women, I liked the sporty look. This matched my tight buttocks, which became visible with a small turn. Something between apple and peach, definitely worth a bite. I laughed internally at my little joke, but then laughed even more at my twisted sense of humor. 

But it disappeared again as soon as I looked at the price tags: 45 euros for panties and a bra. I was always surprised how so little fabric could be so expensive. But even half would have been too much. There it was again, reality. 

I took a last look at myself: cobalt blue suited me perfectly, panties and bra were relatively simple with a bit of lace. I found myself really sexy with it. 

Then I undid the bra and hung it up again. 

I looked at myself in the mirror again. 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, the cabin curtain was torn open. I froze and faced a complete stranger. 

He looked at me and seemed just as shocked: "You, uh, you're not Melanie. Oh God. Ex...excuse me”, he stammered and closed the curtain again. Not without giving me one last look up and down. 

He left me confused and it took me a few breaths to realize what had just happened. Probably an accident. He hadn't looked like a pervert doing this on purpose. I got dressed slowly. Finally, I picked up the bra and panties and gave them one last look. Why did I do that? I had known before that I couldn't afford it. 

I pulled back the curtain in a bad mood. There was this guy again who had just surprised me. 

"I wanted to apologize to you again, my girlfriend was in another cabin and I was supposed to bring her something and I mixed up the cabins. It really was a mistake, which doesn't make it any better, but I'm not a peeping-peeper or anything,” he gushed like a waterfall. 

"It's okay," I replied calmly, just thinking about the expensive underwear in my hand, and was about to move on when he continued. 

"Ok thanks, but somehow I want to make it up to you, do you want to buy that?" he asked me while pointing to panties and bra, "how much is that?" 

He looked at the price tags, took out his wallet and handed me 50 euros. 

"Sorry again." 

Then he left. 

Again he left me completely perplexed. When it felt like he was gone a few minutes, I saw the 50 euros in my hand. I hadn't had that much money in a long time. There were many things that would have been much more important than the underwear. Nevertheless I bought them. 
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Proud prey 
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When I left the store I felt good. No, I felt fantastic. Like a woman who goes shopping for underwear as a matter of course. I was already looking forward to putting them on in the evening. 

As I walked down the shopping arcade with the shopping bag I proudly carried in front of me, I saw the man again. Hand in hand with his girlfriend, whom he must have been looking for earlier. So just a mistake and not a tensioner. Well, you could never be sure. 

––––––––
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The chaos that awaited me at home made me happy and annoyed me at the same time. I loved my family, every single one of them. But it was also very tiring. Both of my parents worked, my father as a security guard and my mother in a canteen. When she got home she didn't want anything to do with the kitchen anymore, so we children took turns cooking. My older brother on Mondays and Wednesdays, my younger sister on Tuesdays and me on Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays. My father cooked on Sundays. Today was Friday, so I went straight to the kitchen. I quickly shoved the bag of underwear under my covers. 

Turning down the covers after a loud and fun dinner, I was surprised myself to see the bag there. 

"What's that?" asked my sister, with whom I shared the room. 

"What's that got to do with you?" I snapped back. 

"I just asked," she now reacted just as aggressively and stomped loudly into the bathroom. 

I wouldn't wear those things today, I was far too tired and sweaty for that. 

Still, I thought of her as I lay in bed. How good I looked in it. My hand slipped into my panties. I was surprised at how wet I was already. 

While I was masturbating, images kept appearing of the strange man looking at my almost naked body. The thought of it made me so horny that after a short time I had an amazingly intense orgasm. Then I fell asleep satisfied. 
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But I want more 
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When I woke up the next morning, I had only one thought in my head: could I repeat that? Because I wouldn't mind showing myself like yesterday if I could get underwear or other clothes for it. 

Yes, maybe it was prostitution, I thought. But why should everyone else always be allowed to have nice clothes and not me? Besides, I would only show myself a little bit, no more. 

I had to try it. Today was also a perfect day for it, because it was Saturday. To be a little safer, I drove to a store on the other side of town. It was a small, quiet shopping arcade, but there were still enough people about. I went into a shop that had a men's and a women's department. I quickly realized that the departments were unfortunately on completely different floors. But I needed a store where everything was closer together so that men could also get past the dressing room. 

I found what I was looking for in the third shop. 

By now it was 11:37 a.m., judging by my hand, and the store was busy. I browsed through the clothes racks and picked out a few things. Above all, however, I observed who was in business and with whom I could try my luck. However, I quickly realized that I couldn't see it on anyone. I would also have to be able to be in the dressing room at the right moment. Maybe yesterday was just a big coincidence that would never happen again. 

But I didn't want to give up just yet, so I grabbed a nice top and took the underwear I'd had in my hands for 20 minutes. 

I was careful not to close the dressing room curtain all the way. A small gap remained open. Then I stripped down to my underwear, always squinting at the gap. 

A few people walked by, very few noticed the gap. Suddenly a man stopped right in front of the cabin. I turned away but watched him out of the corner of my eye. He looked me up from head to toe. Surprised by myself, I realized how excited I was. Then I looked at him to show that I saw him. He looked me in the eyes, startled, and disappeared. Damn! 

Did I promise myself too much? Yesterday I was lucky, it was as simple as that. I looked at myself in the mirror. I just stood there in my panties. I thought back to the man who had looked at me briefly and felt my loins grow warm. 

To this day I don't know why I did what followed. Was it desperation, horniness or just a knee-jerk reaction? Whatever the reason, I took off my panties and suddenly found myself completely naked in the dressing room. My skin tingled. But it wasn't cold, it was excitement. 

The curtain was still open a crack and I watched the people streaming by out of the corner of my eye. Most passed quickly in search of a vacant booth. 

A few glanced at me in the dressing room. A few more glances stayed at me until a man finally stopped. I could feel him looking at me from head to toe. I couldn't tell if he was old or young, handsome or ugly. 

I slowly put my left hand on my breasts and then guided them down. When it got to my belly button, I realized I was getting wet. Or better: Even wetter than I had been anyway. I stroked my mons pubis further down and put my hand on my labia. They were warm and humid. Then I quickly turned my head and looked at him. 

He winced and suddenly his face was bright red. He was young, maybe my age. But before I could scrutinize him further, he was gone again. 

So that too was unsuccessful. But I didn't mind. I realized that it wasn't the money that had encouraged me, but the man's looks. 

I don't know how long I stayed in the dressing room. several hours. Someone kept stopping and watching me, including women. Often it was only a few movements of mine that they saw before moving on or being pulled on by their partners. 
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My left hand
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At some point I didn't care. I wanted to get my money's worth, I decided. I didn't change anything about the curtain or my position and started masturbating. My index finger massaged my clit and I felt it spasm through my body. With the other hand I stroked my labia, from the outside in. 

I was incredibly horny and wanted to satisfy myself. So I continued to massage myself, spreading my labia with my right hand. 

A woman looked into my cubicle, her eyes glared at me in disbelief and what I was doing, then quickly walked on. 

Prudish goat, I thought to myself as I carefully inserted the index finger of my left hand. Meanwhile I massaged my clit with gentle pressure and evenly. For a moment I almost groaned, but I managed to suppress it. When was the last time I was so wet? Because I shared my room with my sister, I was rarely able to do it myself. Rarely. That's why I gave everything now. 

I put my right leg on the bench in the cabin and added my middle finger to it. When I looked up, I saw a young man staring at me in disbelief. I grinned at him as I finger fucked myself in front of him. He looked at me petrified and suddenly grabbed his crotch in panic. Aha, I had an effect on him, I realized with satisfaction. 

Now I began to keep my fingers still and move my pelvis back
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