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Felicity felt
as though she'd been on fire over the last three days. From the
moment they first played the naughty games, she could think of
nothing else, with powerful imaginings flooding her mind,
continuously arousing her. Being stoked for so long, left her
vulnerable to her husband's suggestions. It meant she would do
almost anything to arrive home, highly excited, ready to have
wonderful uninhibited sex.

 


This morning
she wore thin black leggings which weren't much more substantial
than tights, under a low cut, baggy t-shirt, which just covered her
upper thighs. A few days ago there was no way she could possibly
wear such a tacky, cheap outfit. A last check in a mirror by the
door didn't boost the feeling of being desirable and sexy, instead,
she felt slutty.

 


About to turn
back to her bedroom, an unexpected feeling of arousal hit her. She
felt herself heating up from being thought of as nothing more than
a slut. As a mature married woman, she was supposed to be
responsible and careful, yet this morning all that had been
trashed.

 


Knowing
strangers would be ogling her body was exciting, and pushed her
into playing the mischievous game. There was something else too,
but she didn't want to think about it too deeply. Letting Philip
decide how she was to be exposed was a part of the thrill. Letting
him make the decisions liberated her from responsibility, and left
her free to behave wickedly, without recriminations.

 


‘Come on, let’s
go,’ Philip said, and squeezed her hand.

 


As though in a
dream, she was guided outside, where any of her neighbours could
see her and shame her.

 


Philip was
driving her to a mystery destination, with both in quiet
contemplation, as they thought over all the naughty things that
happened so far this week. Thinking of that moment when a stranger
squeezed her crotch, she pulled her thighs together. That
particular wicked act had to be kept from Philip. Not so much
because it happened, rather, it was because she became so sexed up
and out of control. If Philip hadn't been there, she would have let
the man lead her astray.

 


She dare not
think about it happening again today. The fear of becoming so sexed
up that she became helpless to resist a stranger, was very wrong,
yet exciting. As a demure married woman, and a nice normal
housewife, Felicity had always been in control of her life. Where
all this naughtiness was coming from, she had no idea. It felt as
though a dam had broken, and the flood couldn't be stopped until
she was drained.

 


It was
necessary and comforting to know that Philip would be there to
protect her, otherwise anything could happen. It worried her that
she became so worked up, she lost control. She squeezed her thighs
together, and tried to think about something nice.

 


'You will be
there for me, won't you?' she asked, sounding a little bit
desperate.

 


'Of course,
darling. Nothing will happen, men will just be looking at my
darling wife, that's all. I get to watch the show, and know that
you are mine, all mine,' he reassured her.

 


She gave him a
big smile and though he was driving, she wanted to hug him. He
would be enjoying the show, while other men ogled her body. The
thought of men, strangers wanting her, was a terrific boost to her
ego. She'd been feeling old and past it, but this proved how wrong
she was. Men thought she was a sexy bitch, and worth looking
at.

 


***

 


In trepidation,
she slid out of the car, and received a warm smile from Philip. It
was reassuring, and right then she needed to be held, only the game
had started. Walking in flat shoes toward the mall, she looked down
to see his shadow following hers, and regained enough courage to
continue.

 


The mall was
old, and not so clean or smart as she was used to. She turned her
head toward Philip, receiving an encouraging smile, and a nod to
walk on. His instructions were to window shop, then enter a certain
clothing store. In this rundown mall the shoppers wore cheap
clothes too, so she didn't feel so out of place. If it had been one
of their usual haunts, a swish exclusive shopping centre, she would
have felt excruciatingly cheap. Meeting someone they knew would
have been humiliating.

 


Philip watched
her bend to examine jewellery in a pawn store. The leggings
stretched over her bottom, thinning, yet still not showing a
panty-line, as she wasn't wearing any. The nylon dug between her
cheeks, parting them, revealing a magnificent heart shaped ass, and
a nice pair of legs.

 


He could see
her examining reflections in the store window, rather than the
jewellery. A black guy in his twenties, just hanging around, did a
double take, then rudely stared. His wife's white ass showing
through thin stretchy material, was attractive and mesmerising. It
swayed from side to side as she scanned the storefront reflection
for an audience.

 


Turning away
from the jewellery, she lost a shoe. Squatting to fix it didn't
need a new skill to reveal her bottom, as the t-shirt was so short.
The leggings stretched over her bare bottom to become almost
nonexistent. The guy stared at Philip’s wife almost revealing a
bare ass, while Philip watched the excitement build in the young
man.

 


Her thighs were
parted, surely revealing more than she inytended. Philip wondered
if he'd got her to wear too little, and should have given her at
least a thong. He quickly moved ahead while she was giving the
black guy, and others, a treat. Philip sat on a bench a little way
in front of her, confirming what was on show. The front of the
leggings were bulging with engorged pussy. A seam pulled into her
crotch, splitting her sex in two.

 


He felt like
just another voyeur, rather than her husband and protector. The
leggings without panties were far more revealing then he thought
possible. He should go up to her now and stop the game, but the
sight of her sex on view to strangers in the mall was
exhilarating.

 


An older man
plonked himself down on the bench next to him, though Philip was
distracted enough to hardly notice.

 


'Nice pussy,
eh!' the man said.

 


'What?' Philip
muttered.

 


'Nice pussy
you're looking at. Wouldn't mind playing with that,' the man
commented.

 


'Yea, nice,'
Philip agreed.

 


'I like a plump
pussy, especially as the rest of her is so sexy,' he added.

 


'Yea,' is all
he could say.

 


'The rest of
her is skinny, except the tits. So her cunt can't be that fat. The
bitch much be on heat,' the old guy chuckled. ‘She’s either a whore
or a dirty slut, whatever, the bitch is ready for it.’

 


'I guess so,'
her husband agreed.

 


'I'd fuck it,
wouldn't you?' the old man leered.

 


‘Yea, I would,’
Philip sighed.

 


‘Be careful, a
slut like that has probably got STD’s, so wear a condom,’ the old
guy advised.

 


‘Thanks, but I
don’t think I’ll, you know. See you around,’ Philip said,

 


It was
embarrassing being caught watching his wife, and then discussing
her sex with a stranger. He flushed with guilt. He stood up and
followed her, trying to look busy, like any other shopper. He
admired her cute bottom, where the seam had dug itself between her
cheeks. They were lewdly separated, and clearly showed white
through the black leggings.

 


He figured she
was unaware of how much was on show. He missed the men looking at
her top, while studying her bottom gyrating seductively through the
mall. He glanced up as three young men passing made some remark to
her.

 


'Nice tits,
girl,' one of them commented, and the others agreed.

 


He watched her
ignore them, and turn toward a store window, again looking for an
audience. As they passed him, Philip heard them casually talking
about his wife.

 


‘She’s a
hooker,’ one of them said.

 


‘Dressed like
that, advertising her body, she must be,’ another added.

 


‘Let’s go back
and ask how much,’ the third suggested.

 


Felicity
enjoyed the young guys commenting on how she looked, but she would
be appalled to hear that.

 


In the past,
being noticed hadn't been something she favoured, though now it was
thrilling hearing their rude remarks. In the window she could see a
couple of men watching her, and bent over to entertain them. As
expected, they stared for a moment then animatedly discussed her.
She wished she could hear what they were saying, even if it was
coarse.

 


The seam of the
leggings was digging further into her crotch with every step. As
though wearing a swimsuit bottom, a hand went to automatically
adjust it, only to hold back. There were too many men watching her,
and she didn't want them to realise she knew her crotch was being
cut in two. The thought was silly, as obviously she could feel
it.

 


He could see
her reflection in a store front, and realised what the young guys
had meant. From bending over to adjust the shoe, her breasts had
moved up and out. Her erect nipples were almost popping out of the
cheap t-shirt, when she bent over to admire a pair of shoes.
Strangers stopped their journey to observe the naughty show, when
she displayed her cute bottom. The leggings pulled even tighter,
plastering them over her rear, and cutting deep in front. They
thinned over her bottom and swelling pussy, to become almost
transparent.

 


Philip kept
getting ahead of her, from needing to look purposeful as though he
had someplace to go, whereas she meandered along, window shopping.
He turned around to see firsthand how she looked. He was worried.
The thin cheap clothes hid hardly anything of her charms. Her pussy
was clearly blossoming, with the lips cut in two, almost spread
out. Her breasts were pushed up by the undercut bra, precariously
balanced, ready to overflow from the top.

 


This wasn't his
modest wife of last week, this was a trashy, cheap tramp. What had
he done to her? Dressing her up like this was going too far. She
was only doing it to please him, so it was all his fault. Why she
had agreed to this with so little complaint he hadn't worked
out.

 


He watched her
walk into the store as arranged, and sighed with relief. She had
instructions to buy another outfit, which was badly needed. Like
any husband he sat on a bench outside to wait, ready to compliment
anything she had chosen. He was let off that hook, as he would be
following her at a discreet distance.

 


Felicity caught
sight of herself in a mirror as she walked into the store. It
brought her to a stop, just staring at the image, with a look of
shock turning to shame. In the storefront windows, she had looked
out for fans ogling her, not getting a clear image of the outfit.
In a clear mirror it looked as though it had shrunk, plastering
itself to her body. She hadn't realised how lewd it had become. It
hadn't been this bad when she left home. It was her engorged
nipples that first shouted at her, then her pussy gaped at her. She
was appalled.

 


She walked
straight to the back of the store, trying to keep a low profile,
hoping not to be noticed. Blind panic guided her feet away from
decent people. A feeling of being utterly cheap and indecent,
weighed heavily upon her. A dress was plucked from a rack in
passing, and she disappeared into a changing cubicle.

 


In a hurry to
change, the t-shirt caught in her hair halfway over her head. In a
fit of temper she ripped the thin material away from her and threw
it in the corner. Wanting rid of the disgusting outfit she ripped
the leggings off, until standing in just the bra. She was angry
with herself for blatantly flaunting her body. That was the game
but the trashy getup had become obscene.

 


Stepping into
the dress was a struggle. Though she was slim, it just wouldn't
pull up over her hips. Pulling it over her head didn't work either.
She looked at the hanger to confirm it was her size, then the
label, which wasn't. She cursed the sloppy salesgirl who made the
mistake.

 


Searching the
bra yet again, confirmed she had lost money from one of the cups.
She stood there holding a ten, less than half the intended
allowance. The store sold cheap trashy clothing, but not that
cheap.

 


'Damn!' she
cursed.

 


Wearing just a
pair of flat shoes and a push up bra, she wondered what to do. Her
mind was blank from feeling weak and useless.

 


Peering from
the curtain confirmed no one was around. Not this end of the store
anyway. There were voices from the front of the store, where staff
and a customer were joking and laughing.

 


Nervously she
padded out on tiptoe to a rack previously noticed, with a sign
announcing everything under ten dollars. Discounted clothes were
hung there as a forlorn hope of a last chance sale. What was left
was so unattractive, the rack had been shoved to the
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