
I couldn’t believe we’d gone so long without doing laundry.  Having just bought two new Xbox games, Simon and I had been spending every moment of free time playing them.  Now the sink was full of dishes, our apartment was covered in dust, and we hadn’t done laundry in over a week.  On the bright side, this experience had confirmed my suspicion that my husband and I needed to buy more clothes.

The lack of laundry forced us to wear clothes usually left dormant.  These items were rarely worn, and surprisingly it seemed we’d outgrown them.  Due to this, we were hit with the realization that- aside from shirts- we each had only enough clothing to last us a week without laundry.  At first we thought we could survive, but then we somehow managed to ruin a pair of jeans apiece in the same day.  It was then that we planned a trip to the mall.

Still not having done the laundry- the dishes were more important- Simon and I were left with our ‘last resort’ outfits.  These outfits were rather plain, consisting of a t-shirt and jeans.  The shirts, however, had been gifts and were rather large.  To top it off, the jeans were in terrible condition.  They had formerly been both mine and Simon’s favorite jeans, because- unlike our other pairs- we could wear them without needing a belt.


Alas, frequent repeated use had taken its toll on the garments.  Somehow we both managed to break our zippers, leaving our crotches partially exposed.  As if this weren’t enough, I’d snagged the button on mine and now it was attached by only a few threads.  Simon’s, on the other hand, were lower quality, and the button had started to come off out of its own accord.  This was why we hadn’t worn the jeans in months; they could fall off at any moment.


“Should we wear belts?” Simon questioned, looking nervously at the damaged button on his pants.

“Well they’re staying up for now, and I’m not wearing a belt if I don’t have to,” I responded.  I was willing to take the risk if it meant I’d be more comfortable.

“I guess I’ll do the same,” Simon replied, shrugging.  This wasn’t surprising, as he often followed my lead.  Now that we were ready to go, Simon and I climbed in our car and headed off to the mall.  Once there, we went to every clothing store in the building trying on jeans (among other things).  At long last we found some pants that would stay up without a belt, and purchased them along with a few other things.

I suppose at this point we should’ve changed into our new jeans, but for whatever reason the thought didn’t come to mind.  Walking out of the last clothing store, we immediately set a course for the food court.  Unfortunately, said area was clear across the mall, so we had a long walk ahead.  Sighing, I set off at a steady pace, leading the way.

As Simon and I walked through the mall, I noticed several of the stores were setting up large fans.  I’d heard that the mall was experiencing issues with its air conditioning, but there’d been no indication that it was this bad.  Simon and I paid this little attention, however, until one of the employees lost his balance just in front of us.  He wound up flat on his face, knocking a fan onto its back and sending it sliding out of the store.
The fan stopped just in front of us, catching our baggy shirts in its updraft.  We both reacted by raising our arms, trying to grab our upper garments and hold them down.  This backfired, however, as the fan blew the shirts straight off our bodies.  They flew upward a good distance, but then moved out of the fan’s reach and fell.  Dropping our bags, we ran forward in an attempt to catch our shirts.  Neither of us noticed the bench in our way, however.

We dove as the shirts neared our reach, only to trip on the bench as they glided back into the updraft.  As I fell forward, I caught a glimpse of the garments landing on a second floor walkway.  Now shirtless, I was met with a hard impact.  The bench Simon and I had tripped on was made of metal, more specifically thin slats of it.  Not only did it hurt to fall on, but our pants caught on the slats as we stood.  The already fragile buttons were ripped off, sending the jeans down to our ankles.

The two of us blushed hotly, now left in nothing but our underwear in the middle of the mall.  What’s worse, our briefs were quite childish, being white with a colored waistband and matching seams, orange and blue respectively.  I expected a wave of laughter, followed by an embarrassing run to the bathroom.  However, no one seemed to take notice.  Sure, we got an awkward glance or two, but no one laughed or told us to clothe ourselves.
“Interesting…” Simon remarked, observing the behavior of passersby.  I watched for a moment too, but then opted to pull off my ruined jeans instead.  Now left in just briefs and a pair of sneakers, I tossed the worn denim jeans in the nearest trash can.  Simon gawked at me as he held up his own pair, a look of shock etched on his face.

“What are you doing?” he demanded.

“I’m throwing them away. I can’t wear them now, and besides, no one seems to care that we’re in our underwear,” I explained.  Simon sighed, always the reluctant one.
“Well, I suppose you’re right…” he finally admitted.

“Of course I am, now ditch those old things so we can get some lunch,” I responded.  Blushing brightly, Simon took off his ruined jeans and threw them away.  He was extremely nervous, though, so I wrapped an arm around him as we continued on towards the food court.  The blush remained on his shy, adorable face, but he seemed to calm down significantly.
Simon and I arrived at the food court after another five minutes of walking, by which time we’d adjusted to our nudity.  Things seemed almost normal as we purchased food and sat down; even Simon’s bright blush all but vanishing.  Something else appeared, however; a tent pitched in both of our briefs.  As I finished my meal, I couldn’t help but reach down and give Simon’s crotch a firm grasp.  He was hard as a rock, and the moan he let out was priceless.
“I suppose this can’t wait til we get home, can it?” he questioned fearfully, swallowing his last bite of food.  I grinned.

“Of course not.”  My hands made their way to my own crotch, releasing my stiff cock through the crotch in my briefs.  Wasting no time, I grabbed Simon and- with his help- positioned him over me.  Pulling aside the material of his briefs, I sat him down on my rock hard member.  He moaned as I began to push inside of him, penetrating deeper with each passing moment.  Once I was all the way in, I started a steady rhythm.
As we fucked, there in the middle of the food court, only a few curious pairs of eyes turned our way.  They were probably less from our actions and more from Simon’s persistent moaning.  I put a hand over his mouth, silencing him and the few onlookers we’d garnered.  In the mean time, I continued pounding his ass while my other hand pawed him off.  It took only another minute for the two of us to climax, our cum splattering against the underside of the table.

After cleaning up with some napkins, we disposed of our trash from lunch and headed out to the car.  Even Simon was beaming now, the adrenaline overcoming his natural timidity.  I smiled back at him, happy to see him enjoying himself.  This had been a new adventure for both of us, and it was one I hoped we’d repeat.
“You know, I think I’m going to go underwear-only from now on,” I remarked, enjoying the breeze as we crossed the parking lot.

“Don’t leave me out of it,” Simon responded, grinning.

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” I replied, giving him a one-armed squeeze, “You know I love it when you get adventurous.”  He blushed light, but continued smiling as we walked towards the car.  I could tell that this was the dawning of a whole new way of life.

