
Naked Date: Completely NAKED and EXPOSED for the Whole Night! 

Chapter One

I'm not supposed to wear any clothes for my date with my boyfriend tonight. That's right. Not even socks or shoes. 

He wants me naked. Completely, a hundred percent, butt ass naked. For the entire night. Out in public, where just about anybody can (and wil ) see me. Yeah. It's a lot to take in, isn't it? 

But you want to know what the craziest thing about al of this is? I'm already 'dressed' for the occasion. In fact, I'm at the front door of my apartment waiting for him, tapping my bare foot impatiently as I peel: through my window blinds to see if he's arrived in the parking lot. You'd think he'd be here on time considering his girlfriend is in the nude because of a bet he'd won, but my Daniel's mind is an enigma. Everything is possible with hirn-and I do mean everything. 

I bite my lip, feeling a blush form on my cheeks as I final y spot his car drive into the parking lot. I can't help but feel nervous. I feel naked, too -we can't forget about that little detail!-but most of al I just feel nervous from what I'm about to do, what I've gotten myself into, this ful night of complete nudity ahead of me. Of course, I've been naked around Daniel dozens if not hundreds of times. He is my boyfriend, after al . Sometimes, when we're alone together, I'l hang out with my clothes off just because I know he enjoys the eye candy. But this is a little different, Isn't it? I won't just be eye candy for my boyfriend. I'l be eye candy for everyone. 

It's. . a lot to think about, especial y because I know Daniel won't get out of his car and walk up the stairwel to get me at my front door. You'd think he do that, if he were a gentlemen. But no. He seriously expects me to waltz out of my apartment in nothing but a smile at the start of our date tonight. I don't know who's stupider: him for actual y believing I'm that much of an exhibitionist to go along with this 'bet'-or me, for actual y considering doing it. 

Ugh, I think as I rol my eyes at myself, Kirsten, you real y need a different type of men to get into. 

Ones that aren't this cocky! 

I nearly jump out of my bare skin when I hear my smartphone go off, nestled deep within my purse. I rummage for it and pul it out so I can see the notifications. Unsurprisingly, my boyfriend just texted me. Here, it says simply. A few seconds later and another text comes: Don't mind me. Take your time. 

I'm sure there'l be less people out here if you wait. 

If only he could see the death glare on my face the moment I read his text. Ass, I text back as I slowly, but eventual y, unlock and open the front door to my apartment. Of course, the coast is clear and has been for the past hour or so- know this because I've been keeping watch in preparation for my streak to the parking lot. But stil , the thought of being naked outside is. . wel , what do you expect out of me? 

It's a little scary to think about! What if you had to run around butt naked, hmm? Not so easy, huh? 

Anyway, I grab my purse and eventual y build the courage to leave the safety of my apartment. 

Quickly, I grab my keys, lock my front door shut, then sneak from door to door until I'm in the stairwel , which at this hour is quiet, thankful y. Eleven P.M. is pretty late to have a date, of course, but I flatly told Daniel I wouldn't even considering going out unless it was pitch black outside, bet or no bet. Stil , I can't help but feel that eyes are on me everywhere I go. I feel more intimately aware of my body's unconstrained movements than ever before. My bare, soft soles against the cool ground. 

The way my breasts gently sway as I walk. Even the fresh air caressing my inner thighs and exposed pussy lips. These sensations are. . wel , you don't exactly have them when you're ful y dressed, now do you? 

I keep my purse firmly against my bare chest as I descend the stairwel and make it to the ground floor, stopping every other moment to listen for footsteps above and below me. No one is around. It's al silent. I wonder what my neighbors would think if they knew I was doing this, streaking around in my birthday sult, al because of a stupid bet. . that would be so embarrassing. I'd never be able to look them in the eye again. And yet. . I shake my head, doing my best to ignore the arousal I feel between my legs. Nope. I'm not going to get turned on right now. Yes, I may have an exhibitionist streak-just a little bit of one-but as much as I enjoy being exposed in front of my boyfriend, I don't plan to entertain it now when just about anyone could catch me Stil . . it's hard to ignore the pleasant warmth I feel, the little rush of pleasure that makes my heart beat just a touch faster. Unable to resist it, my hand sneaks down below my waist, then gently caresses my wet pussy lips as my bare feet make contact with the cracked asphalt of the parking lot. 

Fuck, it does feel good. But I better not tel Daniel that. Otherwise he'l be taking advantage of it the whole night long-assuming he doesn't have plans to do so already. 

look both ways in the parking lot as if an oncoming driver looking for parking is my biggest concern, then cross until I'm protected by a sea of parked vehicles. At al times, I keep my purse close to my chest, stopping my breasts from bouncing somewhat, but with my busty frame there's only so much I can do about that, with or without clothes. Have I described my body yet? It'd probably be a good idea to do so, wouldn't it? 

I Wel , I wouldn't say I'm a thick girl, though I have some curves here and there, two slightly noticeable love handles on each side of my waist, maybe a fat rol or two or three. I exercise sometimes, but not often. I'd definitely admit I'm a couch potato who likes to bake in the sun just laying around on the couch more often than not. In fact, I'd cal that my natural state of being, but that's besides the point. I have a lot to cover up and no clothes to cover up with. Even my boobs are a lot to handle, and I have my purse to hide them. My bubbly ass? If someone were behind me, then they'd be getting a picturesque look of my bouncing behind as I streak across the parking lot. And it's not like I can use my hands to cover it, because my hands are what's supporting my purse. It's a tricky situation, trying to stay decent. Who knew clothes were so important? 

I can't believe I'm doing this, my brain repeats over and over like a broken record as my bare feet slap against the ground below. Running around

naked in public because of some guy! Sure, he's your boyfriend, but stil ! Come on! 

When I make it to Daniel's car, I throw open the passenger side door expecting it to be unlocked and jump inside. Honestly? I probably would've ripped the door clean off if it had been locked. That's how serious I am about getting out of what feels like the spotlight. As I do this, Daniel can't help but laugh and laugh. "Nice to see you, too," he says as he theatrical y wipes fake tears from his eyes. "Took: you long enough. It's not that long of a walk. You could've been down here in lile, two minutes." 

"Oh, shut it," I say as I elbow his shoulder. "It would've been easier if you let me wear clothes to your car." 

"Now where's the fun in that?" 

I rol my eyes. He's not wrong, obviously. It wouldn't be much of a naked date if I had clothes lying around for the duration of the journey. Or as arousing, either. . I'm so wet from being naked outside that I can feel my inner thighs sticking together. Unfortunately, without jeans or shorts or at least a pair of panties, I can't hide my arousal from him. But I guess that's the idea of tonight, isn't it? Tonight, I'm not al owed to hide. I'm supposed to be exposed, vulnerable, embarrassed, even and naked. 

Daniel starts up the car and takes us out of the parking lot without being prompted. After awhile, we're on the open road, driving to who knows where as I get used to the unusual sensation of my leather seat against my bare skin. Especial y since this is the first time since I left my apartment that I al ow my purse to take a break rather than performing the role of a shield. My perky breasts are free now, and it feels. . Oh, I have no idea. My heart is stil beating so fast that I can hardly think. I just feel naked. 

"Where are we going, anyway?" I ask to Daniel as I try to reorient my thoughts. Right. We're on a date, aren't we? He never quite told me what his plans were. Realistical y, because his girlfriend happens to be a devoted nudist tonight, there's only a few places he could take me without causing a ruckus. But that doesn't mean he doesn't have a few tricks up his sleeve. 

"Stopping by a convenience store first, Daniel says with a hint of a smirk as he takes an exit off the highway. "Just getting a few things. Snacks and soda for a picnic, nothing major." 

A picnic, huh? I think. That's easy. A park at this hour of the night would be dead quiet. Cold, maybe. 

But we're in the middle of summer, so it

shouldn't be too chil y, clothes or no clothes. After al , it wasn't that bad when I left my apartment Wait, a convenience store? 

"Don't tel me I'm coming inside with you." 

Daniel cracks a smile. "Oh, I wouldn't dream of it." 

Chapter Two

I'm walking alongside Daniel into the store not even ten minutes later. 

I can't believe I'm doing this. Ican'tbelievel'mdoingthis. 

Of course, I don't have my purse this time-even if I did, as a part of the bet I'm not al owed to cover up-so my breasts are swaying freely with every bare footstep. I feel more naked than ever, walking below the harsh artificial lighting of the store which is erasing virtual y al the shadows in and around my body. It's like I can't cover up at al . I wonder if Daniel has noticed just how wet I am. He hasn't commented on it yet, but I'm sure he knows. He may be cocky, but being clueless isn't one of his traits. 

I blush immediately the moment I lock eyes with the cashier, a tal , stocky dude with a brown beard that just happens to be one of Daniel's friends. Immediately upon the sight of me, his eyes grow wide, and although I can't see it behind the counter, I'm sure a tent is growing in his jeans, too. Just the shocked expression of his face alone shows that he thought Daniel was bul shitting about this sil y bet between him and me. 

"Holy-Nice to see you two," he says as he drinks in my nudity. As per the rules, I leep my arms at my sides and on my own accord even spread my legs ever so slightly so he can inspect every inch of me. I Inew ahead of time before we walked in that one of Daniel's friends would be in the store he's not so stupid as to actual y get me in front of a complete stranger-but that stil doesn't change the fact that I'm here. Butt fucking naked. My breasts and pussy openly on display. In a store. In front of a guy who I only vaguely know from past conversations. It's. . intense, to say the least. 

"Sup, Gavin, Daniel says with a smirk as he comes up to him behind the counter and offers him a fist bump. Gavin returns it without hesitation. Ugh, boys, I think. 

"We'l just be here for a minute or two to get some things, Daniel explains. "Then we'l get out of your hair." 

"Good," Gavin says. "As much as I enjoy seeing your girlfriend here, I can't real y keep it quiet forever. 

CCTVs are off, though. You two have fun." I smile at that. My Daniel is smarter than I give him credit for. As embarrassing this al is, he is serious about making sure I'm naked without too much of a hassle. Maybe that means I can actual y. . enjoy this? 

It's a weird thought, actual y taking advantage of my own exhibitionist desires by expasing myself further. It's weird having that kind of

unconstrained freedom. And yet, it's the first thing I do. I spread my legs further, throw my arms up to expose my smooth armpits, even place my long hair behind my back so as to maximize the amount of cool air that kisses my skin. If you didn't know what I was doing, you'd think I was just stretching. But no. That's not what I'm doing. I'm trying to, wel , expose myself. 

That's the point of this whole night, right? 

Stil , I can't help but blush slightly as Daniel's friend eyes my breasts, especial y when I put my arms down and inadvertently cause them to bounce up and down. I bite my lip. "Sorry, I'm not used to, ah, not having a bra to contain these puppies." 

He laughs, although I can tel he's nervous. Somehow, he seems even more nervous than I should be! 

Naked women real y do mess with guys sometimes, don't they? 

<>"It'sal good,"hesaysfinaly,stil keepinghiseyesgluedonmychest."MindifIuh.." 

I can already tel what he's getting at. It's probably the first thing on every guy's mind when he comes face to face with a beautiful woman in the nude. "You want to touch me?" 

I didn't intend to say the words so bluntly, but with the way they come out, they only make poor Gavin even more nervous. "Yeah. If Daniel doesn't mind, obviously." 

I turn to look for him in the packed, claustrophobic aisles of the convenience store. He doesn't seem to care-in fact, he probably knows his friends wel enough to know they'd ask such a question so I move until I'm next to the counter, then raise on my tippy toes so Gavin's chest is level with mine. 

"Here. Be gentle," I say with a nervous, yet surprisingly confident smile. I can't help but feel the counter against my bare skin. Fuck. I'm practical y dripping. At least if I had panties on I could hide it, somewhat. But without panties. . 

I moan as Gavin gropes my breasts. He must be a virgin or at least inexperienced, despite the fact he's easily in his mid twenties, because his touch is a bit rough and disorganized. And yet I enjoy it. The way his fingers rub against my already hard nipples, confirming for himself just how excited I must be to actual y do this. Not let him touch my breasts, but even walk into the store 'dressed' like this to begin with. No last bet gets someone naked in public unless they want to be naked in public. And me? 

I real y, real y, do want to. . even if I'm too shy to admit it. I bite my lip. "You can touch my pussy, too, if you'd like." 

I have to ask this as bluntly as possible because I know Gavin would be too shy to even suggest the idea otherwise. A part of me, for a split second, feels ridiculously embarrassed for being so direct, but Gavin thankful y doesn't question it and instead smiles. "Real y? Fuck yeah. Come over behind the counter then." 

Giggling, I fol ow him behind the counter and prop up one of my legs, giving him free, unconstrained access to my wet pussy lips. The moment my legs part, the artificial lighting above shines down on my

thighs, revealing how slippery wet they are. . My heart beat accelerates. Fuck, I can't believe I'm doing this. Holy fuck, I feel so naked. . 

"You're so. ." His fingers enter me before he finishes his sentence. I giggle again as I place a finger against his lips. "Shh," I say, "Just have fun." 

At this point, I have absolutely no excuse. I'm an exhibitionist. I'm naked, in public, in front of what amounts to a total stranger, and I'm enjoying

every moment of it. I'm even groping my breasts as he touches me, just because I can. Fuck. 

. .Then the sliding glass doors of the convenience store open, and I realize that us three are no longer the only people here. 

Gavin notices the disturbance first. Unsurprisingly, given that his job is about paying attention to who enters and who leaves. "Customer," he whispers to my benefit. 

I whip my head, then instantly duck down below the counter top before I even have a chance to see who is there. Crop! I think, my heart thumping inside my chest like a drum. Crop crap crap! 

Chapter Three

I don't know how many people are in the store. I don't bother figuring it out. Instead, I focus on sneaking from the counter top to the aisles, using the disorganized and cluttered layout of the store as my cover. It works. . surprisingly wel ! Obviously, I don't have any shadows to work with, but because the store is such an optical eyesore to begin with, it makes my nudity seem. . wel , obvious and yet somehow not obvious. After al , al the advertisements and packing in the store are designed to be looked at and to be seen first. It works as surprisingly good camouflage. 

My bare footsteps audible sound as I try to find a viable path to the store entrance without being seen. I can't hide the fact that there is another person here in the store. . but what I can do is appear to be, wel , boring. Just another person shopping. If they happen to spot me, then they'd find out that it just so happens that that shopper is a little underdressed. That part I'm trying to avoid. 

My heartbeat is pounding so fast. I poke my head out from an aisle and almost lock eyes with one of them. Fuck, fuck fuck. . I think as I instantly pul my head back into cover. I throw my arms over my breasts and keep them locked around my chest. I don't have my purse right now. . I can't have my boobs bouncing accidental y reveal me. If they slap against my chest when I rush to the entrance, I'm going to be caught. There's no disguising the uniqueness of that sound. 

I'm stil leaking. My pussy is aching so much I can barely ignore it, resist it, keep myself under control. 

Fuck. . why do I have to be so turned on now? 

I groan under my breath and give myself the smal , smal opportunity of caressing my pussy lips. Fuck, it feels fucking good. Fuck. I'm naked in public and I'm this close to being caught-why does that turn me on so fucking much? 

It tales a moment, but I'm able to pul my hands away long enough for me to make a break for the entrance. I sneak to one aisle, then the next. . then final y, I'm there. I can see it. The sliding glass doors. Because this whole side of the store is al glass wal s only partial y covered up with advertisements, I'd need to run like hel once the doors opened. I'd be obviously naked once I was outside. 

Stil , progress. I smile at myself, teasing my pussy one more time as a reward. Being naked has a way of complicating things, now doesn't it? Okay, okay. I think we're good, I think to myself as I position myself in the aisle the nearest to the exit. One more time, I peek my head around the corner, then spot the two people who've entered and are already checking out their purchases with the cashier, Gavin. Gavin and I share a quick glance. His noticing of me is a good sign-I think. It's almost as if he's tel ing me he'l distract them for as long as he can. I use the opportunity to escape out the doors. 

Of course, Daniel is already long gone by this point, having already gotten al his stuff moments before. 

Ass. 

Just before I go, I wave to Gavin and blow him a kiss goodbye, then streal: as fast as humanly possible until I'm back to the safety of my boyfriend's car. "And this is why I wanted to bring clothes for this trip, idiot!" I say to him as I, once again, find it in me to elbow his shoulder. "God, that was too close. 

Way, way too close." 

"You stil seem to be enjoying it," Daniel says with a hint of a smile as he eyes the wetness sticking to my thighs. Of course he notices. He probably noticed it al the way back at my apartment complex when I hurriedly jumped into his car. 

"Oh, shut up," I say, rol ing my eyes, "Get us out of here, and we can tal : about how much I'm

'enjoying it." 

"Yes, ma'am," Daniel says, laughing as he turns on the engine and rescues us from the perils of the convenience store. After that, we talk only a

little as we share bags of snacks on the open road. It's surprisingly chil , al things considered, especial y after what just happened. If this was the date al on its own, I'd be happy with it. I'm a simple gal. 

After about fifteen minutes of driving, we get to our actual location for the night: a large, quiet park just outside of the city limits. Unsurprisingly, it's pretty chil y without clothes on, but I quickly get used to it as I jump out of Daniel's car and reorient myself to the new climate. At this point, I've been naked for so long that I'm only vaguely aware of it. I have to be conscious of the fact that I am, yes, in fact, butt naked outside where I definitely shouldn't be. Honestly, I can't help but giggle at myself. Who forgets they're naked in public? People who are dreaming, I guess. I have no excuse! 

Daniel and I walk across the cool, dewey grass until we find a cozy spot underneath a huge, overgrown tree. There, he lays out a towel, and we sit together, enjoying the cool midnight breeze and al the random snacks he bought at the store. Of course, taking me to a fancy restaurant would've impressed me more. . but then again, I don't think my current 'attire' would be acceptable as per their dress code. Or any restaurant's dress code, for that matter. Or, you know. Just about any public space. 

I spread my legs and snack on chips as I al ow Daniel to drink in my body. There's no point in hiding my body, least of al to my own boyfriend, so I figure it's only right that I get to show him, without shame, just how much tonight has tumed me on. Unsurprisingly, this bold act of exhibitionism gets a tent to rise in his jeans. He smiles at me, then reaches over to caress my bare thigh. 

"Fuck, you're hot," he says. 

"Why, thank you," 

"Touch yourself for me?" 

He says this so nervously a break from his usual confidence that I can't help but giggle. Of course, there's no doubt I'd say yes. I've been resisting the urge to finger fuck myself practical y the entire night. 

"I was honestly waiting for the perfect moment to," I say as I gently rub my clit, biting my lip as I realize the intense pleasure from actual y being able to touch myself for more than two seconds is too much for me. I stop, then start again, fol owing this routine for the next few minutes, touching myself only if I'm able to without orgasming. I've always liked to edge my pussy. . At this point, even without toys, I'm rather good at it. Of course, Daniel is watching intimately the entire time, which is only making my pussy more frustrated from my touch. 

"I was thinking on our next date, we could go to the fair or something." Daniel says, thinking out loud like he usual y does. 

I shoot him a look as I spread my legs further, fucking myself so fast now that speaking to him proves to be a chal enge. "Yeah? What, am I going to have to go naked there, too?" 

Daniel cracks a smile. "You know I don't like it when you wear clothes around me." 

I smile back. "You're so control ing." 

"You love it though, don't you? I saw how wet you were tonight. How much al of this turns you on. 

You're loving this. Don't deny it." Fuck. 

I'm so close to cumming now. The only thing stopping me from doing so is my own self-control. "I just don't mind being exposed for you," I say defiantly. 

"Mhm, sure. Like you didn't lose that bet between us on purpose." 

God, he knows me too wel . "Okay, maybe I have a little bit of an exhibitionist streak," I admit. "But you're stil the one who chose what the loser had to do if they lost. I only played along." 

"Sure, sure." 

I smile, then keep fucking myself, this time with the intent to orgasm. I don't have the energy in me to fight it anymore. I have to cum-and my pussy is determined to make that happen, no matter what. 

"Fuck, I'm going to cum. ." I say. 

Al this time Daniel caresses my thighs, using his delicate touch to tease me. There's nothing stopping him from unleashing his cock and fucking me right here I don't know how any man could control himself to this extent in front of a wet pussy that craves to be fucked. But somehow, he has that kind of control. 

I bite my lip. I don't waste more time. We're stil in public after al . I need to cum. And. . and. . 

Fuck fuck fuck. . 

I fal over and look up at the stars as I continue to weakly rub circles around my clit. My inner thighs, my pussy lips-everything is throbbing from ecstasy. 

"People." 

I blink, and then suddenly find myself being raised to my feet by Daniel. Far in the distance I spot flashlights. A park ranger or something? Oh, my brain is far too exhausted to answer that question. I didn't even realize the reason he wasn't trying to have sex with me was because he was keeping watch al this time. I let Daniel do the hard work of getting me on my feet. "Fuck. Help me?" 

"Already on it." 

Daniel quickly gathers our things from the ground and stuffs it al under his armpit. Then, he holds my hand as we rush across the grass toward our car. Five minutes later, we're back: in relative safety, my pussy stil unfortunately aching from not getting any more touches. Stil , I'm satisfied. 

What a fucking night, I think as Daniel takes us away. I look behind us and can't spot anyone. Phew. 

"We are never doing this again!" I say as I laugh weakly. I'm far too exhausted to even speak. 

"Sure, sure," Daniel says, smirking as he takes me home. "Whatever you say, girl I rol my eyes. He's not wrong to be so cacky. I did enjoy tonight. . Who knows? Maybe I'l go on another 'naked' date in the future. I can't believe I'm actual y considering that, I think as I mindlessly rub my pussy. Fuck. . I'm such an exhibitionist slut! 

THE END



