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Kim sat behind her desk at work looking over the numbers while sipping on a cup of coffee. Today was Wednesday and she noted that there was one more nice dress hanging in her closet. She was going to have to do laundry tonight or risk doing laundry over the weekend which happened to be the popular time to do laundry in her apartment complex. 

Friday night had all the machines empty but that meant giving up going out with friends since you must change over to the dryer and then pick up your laundry afterwards. Saturday and Sunday were the busy days and from prior experience, Kim might was well write off doing anything on those days if she planned on doing laundry.

Kim shook her head wondering why she did not buy more dresses before deciding to do a quick load of whites tonight and switching her laundry day to Monday when the machines were all empty.

She could wear a pants suit but ugh they looked so corporate and bland. A tight dress was a possibility but Kim was a small and modest girl who preferred a flowing dress to something that hugged her body. 

This way she could have some good clothing for the weekend and not have her club wear smell for a few extra days in the closet.

As Kim continued working she lamented about life for a bit. Boyfriends were hard to come by for her. Most guys saw her as the type of girl they wanted to marry, not date. 

Whenever she was out with the guys and they started talking to a group of guys, Kim was often pawned off on their friends rather than give her a chance.

It did not help that Kim was not the hottest girl in the group. Is anything, she was the most plain. B-cup breasts. Modest outfits. Svelte figure. Did not use a lot of color or patterns. Most outfits were a simple off white top and black or dark blue skirt. But but not overly so. Never outshined the hot girl in her group of friends. In short, ordinary. 

Kim was never in high demand by cute guys. They were often more interested in her friends so she played the role of winggirl. 

Guys wanted big asses or huge breasts which were a turn off to Kim. Those girls were as fake as fake can be both internally and externally. How guys found the fake girls attractive was beyond her.

On the way home, Kim stopped to grab some takeout before grabbing her stuff heading down to the laundry to hopefully find an open washer. On the folding table against the wall sat a red thong but Kim paid it no mind as she quickly tossed her stuff in the washer running back upstairs to eat dinner before it got cold.

While she ate dinner, Kim thought it would be a good idea to switch laundry day until Monday or Tuesday when the machines were less crowded. Better to do laundry those days rather than later in the week. 

Kim checked her social media before looking at her streaming apps to find something new to watch. A new documentary would be nice. Something science-based to make her think. Intelligent programming was so hard to find these days, Kim thought to herself as she laid back on her couch.

Later, when Kim pulled her laundry out of the dryer placing it on the folding table, she took the first handful out placing it in front of the red thong before pushing her pile to the back and getting the remaining clothing out of the dryer.

Kim pushed everything into her laundry basket thinking to himself how much better it was to do laundry on slow days. Easy in and easy out.

Best to fold her laundry upstairs in the confines of her apartment where there is more privacy. No need to have a guy walk in while you are folding your delicates.

About three-quarters of the way through folding the laundry on her bed, Kim found the red thong causing her to stop. As she held it up for a moment, Kim remarked that it looked beautiful, sexy, and soft to the touch.

Wow, what if I owned a thong like this? It looks sexy and is soft to the touch. Most of my panties are cotton but maybe it was time to break out of the mold. It was her size and cute with sequins on the front.

I wonder what the girl who wears this thong is like? Probably gets a lot of action and is popular with the guys. I would be happy with just one guy, Kim though to herself.

Meanwhile, in the laundry room, Carla sat against the folding table trying to form her thoughts. So that is the person who has been stealing my thongs, Carla thought to herself. For weeks now, someone has been stealing my bras and panties.

Carla did not hear any footsteps or the door opening so she though the girl must have went the other way.

Carla sat down on the stairs losing herself in thought for a moment. A girl in her building was stealing her underwear. A girl. She never would have expected that deciding that she should start washing her delicates by hand in her apartment.

The girl was someone that Carla never saw so she tried to figure out what apartment she lived in. Three stories with eight apartments per floor and four on each side except for the bottom floor with six apartments which is where the laundry and maintenance rooms were located. Twenty-two apartments in total.

Carla lived on the second floor and since the woman did not walk towards her stairs and instead used the far stairs that meant she could eliminate eight apartments. Ten if she included the ones right outside the laundry room. Twelve left and through a process of elimination she could eliminate four more from the neighbors she knew.
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