
ENF Date: Stolen Clothes in Public

Part 1

For whatever reason, my girlfriend loves to tease me, and today is no exception. "Wait, wait, hold on you went streaking?" she says, her voice loud enough to shake the theater wal s. "My precious Erin went streaking in public without tel ing me?" 

I visibly cringe. It's true: I did happen to go streaking, one time late at night when I was staying over at her apartment after a lucid dream made me Imagine what it'd be like to be naked in public. I didn't exactly plan on tel ing her, but when she found al of the doors unlocked when we woke up the next morning, she couldn't help but be curious. It's been two days since then, and only now have I drawn the courage to tel her about it. What could go wrong? I thought. Mimi is my girlfriend, after al . 

What's the worst that can happen with me tel ing her about it? 

A lot. 

A lot can go wrong, and the eager smile across Mimi's cute, bubbly face tel s me I'm in so much danger. 

"Ugh, do we have to talk about this now?" I say, hoping that if I stuff my face with enough popcom, I can magical y transport myself out of this conversation. The both of us have been waiting to see this movie since it was first announced last fal , and I'm not going to let my girlfriend of al people ruin the experience for me. "There are people around. Like, lots and lots of people. Be quiet!" 

Mimi laughs. "Oh, you can't tel me to be quiet now, missy," she says as she places her share of popcorn on the empty seat next to her. "At least tel me what happened! the previews are stil running-we have time to burn. Did anyone catch you? Did you masturbate? God, I have so many questions! My girlfriend was woltzing around in the nude in my neighborhood and just hoppened not to tel me. Imagine what that's like for me? It's insane!" 

I blush. I should've known taking Mimi to the theater was a bad idea: she has no control over her volume. None whatsoever. 

At least nobody else in the theater has noticed our chitter chatter, most of al the words 'streaking' 

and 'naked'. I lower my voice to a faint whisper as previews end, and the movie itself starts with hushed silence. "It was embarrassing," I say. "I was caught almost instantly. I didn't even run that far. 

A girl and her dog caught me before I even made it down the street." 

Mimi's face is in awe. "That must've been so exciting for you." 

"Wel . ." 

She doesn't bother letting me finish my sentence. "The danger. . the risk of being seen. I mean, that's why you did it, right? Nobody goes streaking unless they love the adventure." 

"I did enjoy it," I say, biting my lip. "But I'l never do it again. Getting caught once is enough for me." 

Mimi smirks. That's a bad sign. A smirk from Mimi might as wel be my death sentence. "Just once, hmm? You won't do it ever again? Not even for me?" 

I freeze. "What do you mean?" 

"Wel . ." Mimi stifles her mouth to prevent her laughter from drawing stares. "I just think it's cute, imagining you running around in that birthday sult of yours. In public. . surrounded by people. . like, let's say. . the mal we're In right now." 

My eyes grow wide. She's. . not being serious right now, is she? 

I stammer. "I don't think I could go streaking here," I say. "As fun as that sounds! I mean I mean. ." 

Mimi gives me a look as she reaches forward to grab my hand. "How about you undress for me, babe? 

Here. You can put them in my purse." 

"I-we're in public, Mimi, Why?" 

"Because when you walk out of this theater, you'l be doing it naked." 

Naked. The sound of Mimi's voice sticks inside my eardrum, repeating over and over again like an echo in the deepest, darkest cave. My heart stops. Goosebumps rise al over my skin from my neck to my thighs. Butterflies form in my stornach, and sweat beads at my temples. If it weren't for Mimi's hand gripping mine tight, and the gentle smile across her face, I'd think she's joking. But no-she isn't. 

She's never been more serious before. 

Naked. 

My girlfriend wants me to put al my clothes in her purse and leave me in a crowded theater, naked. 

She wants me to walk through an entire mal in broad daylight-at the height of the shopping season, no less-naked, so I can get to our car at the far end of the parking complex. No shirt. No shoes. Not even a hoir tie. Nothing. 

I couldn't even streak through an empty neighborhood without being caught. She wants hundreds of people to see my naked body. 

Hundreds. 

Of people. 

I'm paralyzed. Mimi has to pinch my arm for me to remember to fil my lungs with air. I try to speak, but words fail me. Sentences cram inside my throat like phlegm from a cold. It doesn't help that heavy bass from the silver screen pounds my chest, stealing my voice away each time I try to force it past my lips. Damn it. I'm so helpless. . . 

Mimi is more than happy to do the speaking for me. She climbs onto my lap, placing my box of popcorn on the free seat next to me as she snuggles up against my shoulder. "Cat got your tongue?" 

she whispers just below my ear. "You can be honest with me, babe. It's a hot idea." Her fiery breath runs down the length of my neck, as if to undress me with her voice alone. I can't resist, especial y with her hand between my thighs. "It is. ." I mutter, virtual y silent as an action scene rocks the theater with a barrage of gun fire. I turn to Mimi so she can read my lips. It's too much, I mouth. I'l get cought. 

Mimi only smiles. She puts a finger to my lips, shutting them closed. I know, she mouths back. Her hand rises to my jeans and, without so much as a word, undoes the zipper until the fabric of my panties appears through the metal teeth. Trust me, sweets, she continues, each word as clear as the last. I know what I'm doing. 

The action sequences ends with one final explosion, leaving the theater silent in its wake. The lul al ows me precious seconds to use my voice: "I can't, Mimi," I whisper. "Everyone wil see me. . They'l think I'm a pervert-or worse!" 

My belt is next. Mimi shifts me farther to the side, creating the room for her hands to unfasten my belt buckle. I look at her like a deer in headlights. You're crazy, I mouth. 

"Crazy isn't the least of it," Mimi giggles as she slowly removes inch after inch of brown leather from my waist. Once the belt off, she wraps it over itself and stores it inside her purse. "Shoes next, babe." 

I bite my lip-but ultimately do whatever she asks. I take solace in the fact that nobody else in the audience has noticed our chitter chatter. We're at the far back of the theater, just below the projector above us. The closest audience member is four seats ahead of us. Mimi has al the privacy she needs to do whatever she wants to me even if what she wants is to humiliate her wal flower of a girlfriend. 

"Okay," I whisper. That word alone is enough to make my heart race. I press the heel of my sneaker against the black theater floor and free my foot, then do the same with my other shoe as Mimi helps lift the t-shirt over my chest. My socks require more finesse, using my toes to slip them past my soles. 

For my jeans, Mimi stands up, al owing me the freedom to yank them down my legs, bringing my panties along with them. With that, only my bra is left. I turn to Mimi and sraile weal y. 

Are you sure? I ask. 

Mimi doesn't hesitate-nor does she answer. She reaches behind me and unsnaps my bra, pul ing each strap down my shoulders before spiriting it away. "Good girl," she whispers. "You're so obedient" 

I rol my eyes. "Shut up." 

Another action sequence. I sit back in my seat, struggling not to notice how my skin feels against worn, itchy padding. I focus on the film as Mimi gathers my clothes and fits them inside her purse. By the time she's done, I'm left with nothing. I brush my soles against the headrest in front of me, wiggling each of my toes. To say this is al a new experience for me is sel ing it short: I am naked in a pocked theater. My brain can hardly register it as reality, if it can at al . 

"There," Mimi whispers before returning to her seat. She takes my hand, caressing my palm ever so slightly. If she's trying to calm me down, it isn't working. "How do you feel, babe?" 

I don't have words to describe what emotions are inside me. My head is empty. Al I can think about is how my toes feel in the cool open air. 

"I. . I feel naked," I answer. My sex aches. There's no way I can sit in this chair for long without leaving a snail trail. I look up to Mimi and fake a smile. Does she I'now how much of a mess her girlfriend is right now? 

If she's aware of that fact, she doesn't care. Instead Mimi giggles making sure to hold her laughter until the next explosion. "That's the idea, babe," she answers. "I want you to fecl naked." 

I rest my head against her shoulder, brushing my hair against hers. "Are you real y going to leave me here life this?" I ask. By now, I'm sick of leeping my voice quiet, I'm already in the nude talking in a crowded theater is the least of my worries. 
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"Is that a question?" Miml whispers. She turns to me, notices the hot blush fil ing my cheeks. "I'l stay until I finish your popcorn, obviously." I groan. "You're such a dork," I say as I hand her my share of the buttery goodness. Surprising to absolutely no one, my appetite has vanished. Gee, I wonder why? 

Mimi munches down on popcorn, happy to fil her stomach while her girlfriend is on the verge of a heart attack. To reassure me, she reaches across my armrest to plant a kiss on my lips. I can smel the salty butter on her fingers when she rubs my neck. "You'l be fine," she says. "Nobody wil catch you. 

The building is always empty at this time of day, as long as you get to the parking complex before the next showing starts." 

I bite my lip. She's forgetting to mention the long stretch of businesses in the mal I have to cross just to get that far-the food court included. "When is that?" I asked. 

Mimi has never been great at hiding her laughter. She stifles a giggle with her hand as she chews on the last popped kernel left. "Like, thirty minutes," she mumbles. "It's a shame, babe. I real y wanted to see this movie, too." 

My eyes grow wide. Thirty minutes! Is she being serious? 

Mimi doesn't catch my reaction. She stands up, but not before putting the strap of her purse over her shoulder. She gives me one last kiss when she leans forward to meet my gaze then takes the first step toward leaving the row. I throw my arm in front of her. "Wait!" 

My voice echos, but luckily the audience mistakes it as a part of the film. I grind my teeth, doing my best to keep my emotions at bay. "How am I supposed to get out of the mal without being caught?" I ask. "I'm naked, Mimi. Everyone wil make fun of me for sure. ." 

Mimi can only laugh. "That's the exciting part, Isn't it?" she says. "The risk. The danger. Have fun, naked girl, I'l see you back at the car!" 

I open my mouth, but my vocal cords are frozen solid. My heart is thumping so fast that I mistake the sound for another action sequence. This is insane. This is so utterly ridiculously insane! 

I'm naked, in public-as if I couldn't emphasize that fact before. 

And my girlfriend is walking away with al of my clothes inside her pursel I throw my head against the headrest and gasp for breath. Streaking across the neighborhood was one thing-I stil had a t-shirt with me for most of the joumey-but this? How can I possibly streak from here al the way to the pari ing complex? It's not possible. I'l be tackled by mal security bofore I even get a running start And yet. . 

I take a deep breath, then exhale, repeating the process until my composure is more or less repaired. 

The hot air swoops across my chest, hardening my nipples into glass. In the dim theater lighting, my milky skin glows a soft orange-more of a reflection of the explosions on the silver screen than anything else. But stil , I can't help but feel gorgeous. Is this what my body looked like when I went streaking down the road under the moonlight? Fuck. 

It's tempting, but I resist the urge to bring a hand to my sex. Instead I close my thighs, happy to have warmness radlate between them as exciting euphoria surges through my veins. Mimi wouldn't have taken my clothes if she knew I couldn't do this on my own. I can do this. It's crazy. It's stupid. It's dangerous as it is mind blowing. 

But I can do this. 

I wait until the climax of the film before rising from my seat. If I have any luck to spare, then this is the best time to escape, while the entire audience is drawn to the screen, I breathe in one last time then run. 

As fast as I possibly can. 

I don't make it very far. From the auditorium entrance, I rush down the hal , passing by entryway after entryway until the back of a blue col ared employee uniform forces me to duck behind the nearest wal -the bathrooms. I force air into my lungs as I peel around the corner. Thank goodness for the earbuds he has on. He hasn't see me yet, but he's blocking the fastest escape route out of the building while he sweeps the floors. Fuci. 

It's okay, Erin, I think to myself. You're just completely naked right now. Everything is fine! No need to worry! 

Thoughts overload my head until I'm frozen solid against the wal . My breasts rise and fal with my uneasy breathing. Fresh wetness is dripping down my leg. I can't focus, much less come up with a reasonable battle plan. My brain wants me to run and escape, but my body wants to satisfy my innate desires. Ugh. How helpless can I be? 

I slap myself in the temple-I don't have time to burn, not while a crowd of moviegoers is right behind me. But what else can I do? I can't woltz out of the theater the way Mimi and I came without an army

of employees ready to catch me. At the same time, opening one of the fire escapes is bound to get me into more trouble than being naked already wil . What about the bathroom? There's no way I can hide in one of the stal s Indefinitely-but maybe I can climb out of a window? 

Assuming there is one, obviously. Either way, it's not the worst idea I've ever had. It's worth a shot. 

Before the employee has a chance to clean further into the hal , I dash into the women's bathroom and shut the door. Of course I can't lock it, or bar it closed with anything available to me in here, but I can buy myself time in case someone has an impromptu potty break. I go to the towel dispenser at the far end of the room and wad together as much paper necessary before wetting the bundle in one of the sinks. Then I stuff it below the entrance. It's not much of a doorstopper, but as a warning sign, I can't ask for anything better. Now, the windows. 

Thankful y, a row of them line the highest part of the wal facing the stal s, with one of them opened just enough for me to slide on through. I have no idea where it'l lead, but the sunlight beaming through the opening makes me believe that the window connects to the employee parking lot outside. 

If that's the case. . 

You'd official y be naked in public, I think with a frustrated sigh. But at least that's better than streaking through a packed shopping mal , right? There'l be cars, bushes, enough distance between you and anyone else that they may not even notice you're in the nude. It would make it harder to find Mimi, but knowing her, she's probably keeping an eye out for you already. This is your chance. 

I grind my teeth. For what it's worth, it's better than nothing. I step toward the window, trying not to focus on the fact that my bare feet are touching dirty bathroom tile. I'm not tal by any means, but the soap dispenser bolted to the wal provides me with a suitable footrest. I jump once to get my heel on the dispenser, then again to successful y reach the base of the window with my hand. Months' worth of dust sticks to my fingers. Eww. If there's one thing that sucks about being naked, it's that I don't have the pockets to carry a handkerchief with me. Focus. You're stil naked, dummy. 

The soap dispenser creaks as I put more weight on it, but al I need is to get my other hand on the windowsil for me to pul myself through the window. I throw my arm upward, causing my breasts to awkwardly squish against the wal . God, this is going to hurt, isn't it? Stupid friction. It takes another try, but ultimately, both of my hands are secure at the base of the window. Now I just need to pul myself up. That should be easy, 

right? It's not as my worst period in school was gym class or anything. . 

The bathroom door budges forward, dragging the wad of napkins along with it. My eyes grow wide. 

Shit. Shit! 

"Is anyone in there?" a voice cal s out a light, soft sound that mal'es me wonder if it's a woman my age. "Let me know when you're done!" Does she know there's more than one stal in here? Oh, whatever. At least it's not an employee who caught sight of me when I streaked inside. Could it be Mimi playing a prank on me? It wouldn't shock me if she hid at an opportune place to track me once I left the auditorium. What if it's her? 

I'd slap myself again if my hands weren't preoccupied. Does it real y matter, Erin? You're naked! Jump! 

A Herculean show of strength propels me through the window just shy of my legs. The bathroom door opens sounds of footsteps echo through the space. By the time the woman could see me, however, I'm long gone. I drop six feet down, col apsing on a bed of tal grass a short walk from the parking lot proper. I breathe a sigh of relief. Wel , that wasn't completely terrifying, now was it? 

I slowly peek my head above the grass, glad to find nothing in the vicinity except for a sea of parked cars. That al ows me some room to maneuver, but where to? The parking complex reserved for customers is directly behind me. If I'm going to get there, I'l have to streak around the theater and the outskirts of the mal itself. There's bound to be people everywhere if I take that route. And I mean everywhere. 

I lay back on the grass and do my best to reboot my brain. A gust of wind caresses my skin, raises the little hairs from my chest to my thighs. My legs spread almost on instinct, granting the elements al the room necessary to make love to my sex. The open air surges al around me, as if to lift me up and carry me away. Sunshine turns transform my pale, milky skin into the color of gold. Is this what it feels like to be naked in broad daylight? 

It's so freeing. I would fal asleep here if I knew I wouldn't get caught-and if my date wasn't waiting for me in her car. 

Stil , I al ow myself the moment to recuperate. I close my eyes and let my hand sneak down between my thighs, happy to enjoy myself in the short amount of time I have to myself. I breathe in then exhale. My thin patch of pubic hair is so soft. Being naked feels so good. How can this feel so good? 

You can't stay here, I think to myself. If someone drives by and notices you spread eagle on the grass. . 

you'd never live it down. Never. Ever! 

For once, I try to listen to my brain. Reluctantly, I force my arms to my sides and rise until I'm back on my feet, stil just as naked and exposed. If I dash through the parking lot and keep my head down, I should be able to skirt around the mal without anyone seeing me. That is, until I have to find Mimi. 

One step at a time. I hop onto the warm, cracked pavement, then onto the street proper, sprinting into the first row of cars before a stray vehicle barrels my way. It's not possible to check each car to see if people are inside of them-my best bet is to stay on the move. After streaking through the second column of cars, I develop a strategy: at each column, I wait for the coast to clear, then scurry across the asphalt until I can safely crouch behind a car door. It's not elegant-but it works, even if my bare soles end up jet black by the fifth or sixth column of vehicles I pass. My luck doesn't last. The parking lot thins until there are more free parking spots than cars-none of which reserved for employees. Crouched

behind the hood of a car, I peek my head to find a couple walking in my direction. They haven't noticed me, but I need to move. Fast. "I'm tel ing you!" a familiar voice says. My heart beat quickens. 

"She was naked! I saw her legs dangling through the window, for Christ's sake. I think I know what a naked body looks like, James." 

Is that the same girl from before? She saw me? Shit. Shit! 

I fal on al fours and lower myself to the ground, hoping to get a better look at her, but al that does is grant me a view of her white sneakers. 

They're coming closer if I try to make a run for it now, they'l hear my bare feet hitting the pavement. I just I'now it. This better not be their car. . 

"Yeah yeah. I believe you," the man says-James-as he holds back a laugh. "Why would there be a streaker in a theater of al places? That seerns kind of sil y, don't you think?" 

I rol my eyes. I'l have to ask Mimi that question once I find her. 

The girl is insistent, to no one's surprise. "Sil y or not, I know what I sawl She was naked. Butt naked. 

She should be around here somewhere, I just know it." 

My mouth hangs open as I slide my back around the corner of the car. They're not searching for their vehicle they're searching for me. 

"We're not finding her, Sage," James laughs. "Don't hold your breath." 

My cheeks burn red as I clumsily rise to my feet. I can't wait for them to find me. I can't wait to be boxed in as more moviegoers corne into the parking lot to get in their cars. I need to run-now! 

I fal into an awkward sprint as I toss caution to the wind. My breasts jiggle, my thighs clap. It doesn't take long for the couple to spot me-the cars have thinned to the point that I may as wel be streaking in an open field. 

"It's her! Holy shit it's her!" Sage yel s, more like a ghostly banshee than a human being her size. "Why are you naked?!" 

"Wow," James remarks. "Just. . wow." 

I keep my back facing them, resisting the urge to twist my neck as I run past a row of stacked shopping carts. There's no more cover left-not here, not anywhere. I can't keep going forward without ending up in the street, but if I go sideways, I'l easily be spotted in either direction by wandering shoppers. Do I just run and hope I can make it to Mimi at this point? With the sun in my eyes, I can hardly tel where I'm going as it is. Fuck

More voices cry out, each louder than the one before, and none of them from the couple behind me. 

On the street, a car abruptly hits the brakes, obviously having noticed my pale skin shine in the sunlight. I spin around, desperate to find another escape route, but a crowd has already formed. 

"Is that girl naked?" one voice says. 

"Why are you streaking? another says. 
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It's no use. I throw my arms over my sensitive bits and shut my thighs. I'm out of options now. I'm naked. I'm naled in public and Mimi is nowhere in sight. 

. .Until a familiar sound sends a cold chil down my bare spine, one that cuts through the crowd's commotion like a sharp Inife. "What are you

doing there, sil y?" my girlfriend says. I flip around, only to spot Mimi and her car on the street ahead of me. 

"Mimi!" I yel as I run up to meet her, my legs completely exhausted after what feels like hours of exercise. "Where the fuck were you? I'm naked!" 

"I can see that," she says with a bright, obnoxious smile as she opens the passenger side door for me to hop on through. Even with the sun above me, I can stil tel that my clothes are waiting for me on the seat. 

I don't waste time. The last thing I want to do is wait for one of the shoppers to pul out their smartphone. I jump in Mimi's car, then lock: the

seatbelt tight as Mimi rescue me from a lifetime of humiliation. 

"You were supposed to be at the parking complex! I yel , stil naked, and definitely frustrated. "Where were you?" 

"Wel . " Mimi giggles. "I was waiting for a cutie to run through the mal in her birthday suit, but when you didn't show up, I assumed you snuci: out another way. It's a good thing I checked for you, huh? 

Miss Exhibitionist, you. Running around butt naked for everyone to see I rol my eyes. "Shut up." 

Before I can rant her head off, Mimi disarms me with a wel placed kiss on the cheer. "I'm glad you're safe. Did you have fun? Was it everything you hoped for?" 

I pause. As much as she frustrates me, she knows me better than I'd ever care to admit. I let out a whimper. "Maybe. . but next time, how about you warn me before you strip me out of al my clothes?" 

"Deal," she says. She kisses me one final time before her eyes are forced to stick to the road. "Let's do it again sometime. Like, let's say. . a crowded footbal field? What do you think? You think you could streak in front of al those cameras?" 

A hot blush forrns on my face. Between my thighs, another kind of warmness radiates. I bite my lip. "I don't know," I say with a shy, yet eager smile. "But it would be fun to try. ." 

THE END
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