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Nothing like a big concert for a pair of amazing rock stars! The stars in question, Ami and Yumi, were driving through the streets of Tokyo in their usual mobile home tour bus, prepping for the show. Kaz was the driver this time, giving Ami and Yumi some time to chat and squee.


“Ah, home again, home again! So glad to be back!” Ami squealed in joy.


“I’ll say! Dang, I haven’t been here in forever!” Yumi said with similar elation. “All that travellin’ ‘round the world really made me miss good ol’ Nihon!”


“And for a concert here, too? The good news just keeps on coming! I can’t remember the last time we played here…”


“Well, we’ll get this out of the way and get some nice R&R!”


Ami and Yumi hi-fived each other. “Ganbatte, Yumi!” “Omae mo, Ami!”


At last, the van stopped at a nice looking building. “Well, here’s the hotel we’re staying in,” Kaz noted. “We’ll be setting up for the show in three hours.”


Ami and Yumi stepped out of the van, Yumi making her usual comments “Sure hope we don’t get a coffin. Pair of rock stars like us really oughtta get top treatment.”


“I’m sure they’ll have a good room for us. I mean, it’s us!” Ami said.


A familiar voice from afar greeted them. “I’m pretty sure you guys are a bunch of unknowns ‘round here, but whada I know?”


It was… “Oh, hi there, Julie!” Ami said to her.


“Long time no see!” Yumi said.


“Oh hi, Ami, Yumi. Where have you been?” Julie greeted with a hearty smile. “I’ve had one heck of a time out here. In fact, I live in this very apartment! I’ve got myself a nice cozy coffin.” Julie’s smile turned unhinged. “It has enough room to lie down in! AND DO NOTHING ELSE!!”


There was an awkward pause.


“So, what say we catch up on some fun times together? I’ve got three ‘free access’ tickets to a nice Sentou bath for us all to just relax and wash away our troubles in!”


“Time with Yumi in the Sentou? Cool!” Ami said.


“And guess what? It’s a private trip, too! Just the three of us, no one else! Sound like fun?”


“I’d take some private time with Ami! And… you too, Julie.” Yumi said.


“Great! Let’s head on over there now!” Julie turned away from them to give an evil smile. “I’m sure it’ll be an… unforgettable experience, heheheh…”


The three girls walked in through the entrance of the Sentou bath hall and spoke to the person running the place. Ami delivered the intro “three girls, please!”


The owner examined the tickets. “Hm, looks like you’ve got yourself a private pass! I’ve got a special hall just for those. Down and to the left.”


“Sounds good! Arigatou gozaimasu!” Yumi replied.


Suddenly, Julie’s cell phone started to ring. “Uh, hey, I gotta take this. Go on in without me, I’ll be there when I’m done.”


“Don’t worry, Julie, we won’t leave you behind!” Ami said.


“Great! Thanks, gals!” Once the two girls left and Julie left the sight of the patron, she pulled out her phone. Turns out the ringing noise was caused by a false alarm Julie had set up with the sound set to the sound of a phone ringing. “Heheheh, suckers! Now we play the waiting game…”


Ami and Yumi at last entered the Sentou, and as is custom were dressed in nothing but towels. The hall was rather extravagant, with a lot of carp decorations releasing water and a massive picture of Mt. Fuji on the backdrop wall. “I’d like to go to Fuji for real one day…” Ami mused.

“Maybe after the show?” Yumi proposed.


Meanwhile, Julie made her way into the dressing room, pretending to talk on her phone. “Uh huh. Uh huh. Really? No way!” Upon reaching the room, she whispered to herself “The perfect crime….”


Ami and Yumi were now washing themselves with soap, the suds providing the modesty that their discarded towels used to provide. Out of the blue, Ami offered a proposal: “Hey Yumi? Mind washing my hair, please?”


Yumi smiled and turned to Ami. “Nn, Ii wa yo!”


Yumi lathered up her hands and pressed them into Ami’s hair, playing around with it. Ami started to chuckle. “Hee hee hee! That tickles! Hee hee, please! It’s sensitive!”


Yumi blushed. “Ah, aheh, gomen. Sorry, it’s just so fun to mess with!”


Ami, whose hair was now a perfect replica of Yumi’s hairstyle in pink, snarked at Yumi. “Yeah, I betcha you’re just having the time of your life, Yumi. By the way, the mirrors aren’t totally fogged up, I can see your ‘personal touches’.”


Yumi chuckeld in embarrassment. “Couldn’t resist!” She then put Ami’s hair back to normal.


“Ah, I can tell this trip is gonna go along just fine…”


Back in the dressing room, Julie pretended to make conversation on her cell phone while carrying a hamper with her to the baskets with Ami and Yumi’s clothes. “Yeah, I know! It’s so cool! … Oh, you saw it too? Awesome!” She then started stuffing all of the two’s clothes inside the hamper, all while continuing her conversation. “Yeah, I haven’t seen it yet, but I really wanna, sounds like a real spectacle. … Yeah, today sounds great! I’ll be right there!” She finished stuffing their clothes in and put the top on the hamper. “Okay, talk to ya soon! Buh-bye!”

Ami and Yumi were now soaking themselves in the water up to their shoulders, leaning their heads back in calm. “It’s so warm…” Ami said.


“Yeah… call me Goldilocks, ‘cause this is just right…” Yumi said.


“Hey, Ami, Yumi?” Julie said from outside.


“What’s up, Julie?” Ami said.


“I just wanted to let you know I won’t be able to join you after all. Friend of mine asked me to go view cherry blossoms with her, that’ll be fun. I’ll see you at the concert, girls!”


“Okay, see you there!”


“You know, Ami…” Yumi mused.


“Eh?”


“Maybe we should get back to the hotel and off to the bus. I don’t know how long Kaz is gonna wait for us.”


“Oh, yeah, I guess you’re right… but ya gotta admit, this was fun!”


“You betcha. And hey, maybe it’s better this way, just some nice alone time just the two of us.”


“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”


So Ami and Yumi exited the water, put their towels back on, and went to the dressing room. “I hope I wasn’t in there for too long, I don’t wanna prune up…” Ami said.


“Uh… Ami?” Yumi said with concern in her voice.


“Yeah, Yumi?”


Yumi, who was at the spot where she placed her regular clothes, turned to face Ami with a blush. “We left our clothes in these spots, right?”

Ami came over to her location. “Yup, they’re right there, where we… left…” It soon became clear that Ami and Yumi’s clothes were not in their proper spots. “Eeek! They’re nowhere to be found!”


“That’s what I was trying to say!”


“This is bad! What’re we gonna do? We didn’t bring a change! We don’t have any clothes!”


Yumi looked down at the towel strapped to her shoulders. “Well, we’re not naked. We’ve got these towels.”


“Yeah, but we can’t leave here! We’re stuck! And with a concert just a few hours away! What’re we gonna do?”


Yumi paused, then turned determined. “We head to the bus!”


“Like this?!”


“The wardrobe for the concert should be there. All we have to do is get there and not get caught. And even then it’s not a huge issue since we’ve got the towels.”


“Do we have to? It sounds so embarrassing! Strutting along the streets wearing nothing but bath towels?!”


“Well, we could just end up being late for the concert and not be able to pay for the apartment…”


“Oooh, I hate it when you’re right, Yumi.” Ami sighed. “Okay, let’s go…”


So the two rushed out of the dressing room. The chase was on!


Ami and Yumi briefly peeked their heads out from the bathhouse opening and sped through the streets of Tokyo wearing naught but a pair of towels. Upon reaching a garden, the two hid behind every tree and plunged into every bush they could, before making it through the next stretch.


The two hid behind a statue of a mythological dog before coming across a major obstacle. “Looks like we have a problem!” Ami said, pointing to said obstacle: the famous crosswalk where dozens of people crossed every time. So many people, so many eyes… “What do we do, Yumi?”


“Well, we can’t exactly blend with the crowd… Guess we’ll just have to go when there’s no people crossing.”


“Like, when the light is red?! Are you crazy?”


“Sometimes the crazy option is the only sane option. Now c’mon!” Ami and Yumi sped to a closer hiding spot.


Waves of people crossed along the drive with no end in sight. People here, people there, people everywhere! It almost seemed like there would be no openings until…


…the light finally turned red! “Alright! Hayaku, hayaku!” Yumi exclaimed.


Of course, crossing the streets when the crosswalk is red is a bad idea, and I’m sure you can guess what happened next. As they rushed, a car drove down the way, swerving out of control to avoid hitting the two. That movement disoriented the two, leaving them to almost get hit by another car, and then another! One was particularly weirded-out to see a pair of girls he swore he saw before on TV wearing nothing but towels, causing him to crash into a hydrant. The girls spun wildly out of control trying to avoid getting hit, and only through sheer luck managed to get to the other side.


“That was close!” Ami said, panting.


By now, Yumi’s eyes were bulging and her pupils were tiny. “Geez! Now I know how the chicken who crossed the road feels!”


“Look on the bright side! We’re almost there!”


Yumi reoriented herself. “Yeah, yeah! Now let’s get moving before the light turns green again!”


Ami and Yumi ran into the bushes and took a dive into them, only their hair being visible as they used them like a stream to get to the next stop.


Using all cover available, the two zipped past what they could and spotted the apartment. “Yatta!” Ami cheered.


“Oh thank goodness!” Yumi said. “Now let’s get to the bus and…”


But the sight that befell them was an absolutely dreadful one, the last one they needed to see.

“THE BUS!” Ami exclaimed. “THE BUS IS GONE!!


“What? No, no, no! Unbelievable, we took too long, now it sped off!”


“Now what do we do?!”


“I dunno! Just give me a moment to think! I-I’ll come up with something, I promise!”


The sounds of police sirens from a prowl car broke up their time, however, with a police officer shouting through a megaphone “Do not be alarmed. We are looking for the whereabouts of the two girls wearing towels in public who caused a massive traffic accident at the Shibuya crossing. If you know where the two girls are, please report them to the Tokyo Police Department.”


Upon the car leaving, Ami and Yumi left their hiding spot under the carpet and sped away.


The two were now sitting down in defeat, stranded on the streets, a bus driving behind them and opening its doors.

“Aww…Saiaku… just after such a great trip!” Ami said.


“I’ll say. I can’t believe I was having such a good time over at the Sentou…” Yumi mused.


“But now we have no clothes, no concert, and now the cops are looking for us…”


The rock duo spoke at once. “This is the worst day ever…”


Suddenly, a flyer for their concert, caught in the wind, got stuck in Ami’s eyes, she pulled it off her, looked at the picture of the two wearing the outfit specifically for the occasion, one designed like a pair of magical schoolgirls, and sighed. “Look at this picture of us… we were gonna have such a cool show with cool outfits… now we don’t have any show or outfits…”

“Hey…” Yumi stared a bit at the flyer. “I think I know that place…”


“R-really?”


“Yeah! It’s really close to where we are! In fact, I think it’s just a few blocks away. We can still get there on time!”


“Really? YEAH! I thought Kaz had parked too far, but he got us right there after all!”


Ami and Yumi stood up triumphantly and prepped themselves for action. “Alright! We’ve still got time! Let’s go rock that concert and show the world our powers of ROCK! Ain’t nothin’ gonna humiliate us any-”


Just then, the bus door closed up on the two’s towels, and drove off away, having snatched them, causing Yumi to stop dead in her speech.


The two looked at each other, blushing a little.


The two looked down at each other’s bodies, blushing even more.


The two looked down at their own bodies, blushing a great deal.


And with a great big scream of “KYAAAAAAAAAA!!” between the two of them, Ami and Yumi both knew they were now completely naked and covered themselves with their arms.


The two ran off as fast as possible in the direction of the concert building, both wearing nothing but a scream.


Inside the building where Puffy AmiYumi would be having their welcome home concert, across the backstage aisle, the now-naked Ami and Yumi sped past security, and finally hid behind a wall. Peeking behind the corner, Ami asked Yumi “You have a plan, right, Yumi?”

“Yeah. Find the wardrobe, get to the concert hall, and shrug this off like it was nothing.”


“Well, how are we going to do that?! WE’RE NAKED! We can’t exactly walk up there and ask!”


“There’s bound to be some stuff we can hide behind. We’ll just use that.”


So Ami and Yumi sped by. First, they found a rolling wardrobe they could tell was not theirs, and hid behind it through one of the halls, before it took a different direction and left them with just their arms for a while. Further down the way, a serviceman took note of a pair of prop trees, including one with a large messy leaf top and one with a circle top adorned with a pair of fruit on both sides. He took those pots, not noticing the exposed Ami and Yumi hiding behind them, now just covering normally before speeding off in a puff of smoke. A chinese dragon costume for another show walked along the walkway, the people holding it up too focused on not losing balance that they didn’t notice that a pair of feet visible on the outside weren’t wearing any footwear and had rather bare legs. Once the two reached a certain point, Ami and Yumi rushed out of the dragon and hurried through the door they found.


At last on the stage they’d be playing on, curtain hiding all, Ami and Yumi took refuge inside the curtain itself. “Oh, please tell me we’re almost there…” Ami said.

“Luckily, we are. We just need to get to the other side. The wardrobe will be right there.”


“Whew, good for that! But… what’s Kaz gonna say?”


“Probably just some stupid quip or something. Now let’s get moving!”


So Ami and Yumi rushed through the curtain, trying not to rustle it too much while maintaining a high speed. Ami just droned to herself the whole way “We’re almost there, we’re almost there, we’re doing great, doing great… it’ll all be over soon, all over soon and we can just forget about this whole thing and…”


“Ladies and Gentlemen,” said the announcer, “presenting, live from Tokyo, PUFFY AMIYUMI!!”


As expected, the curtain pulled up to reveal the fancily-colored set, adorned with bright colors and plenty of hearts and diamonds for a magical-girl themed show. But it seems the main event was stuck in mid-transformation, because when those curtains pulled up, instead of a pair of goddesses of rock wearing custom-made outfits to carry on the theme, the audience instead saw two butt-naked girls with their backs to the camera, looking around confusedly until they noticed the audience behind them. They then proceeded to wordlessly blush, turn around, and immediately cover themselves in shame.


Kaz, looking confused, said to himself “I don’t think that’s the uniform we planned for the show…”


Julie, watching the life feed, caught the scene and laughed heavily. “WOW! I thought they’d just be onstage in towels, but THIS! This is RICH!”

The audience, with a complete deer-in-headlights look over seeing their star attractions naked and covering their shame, couldn’t compare to the utter humiliation of Ami and Yumi at that moment. “O-okay, Yumi… NOW what do we do?”


Yumi chuckled a little in shyness “I…aheheh…I didn’t actually plan that far. I didn’t really think this was… going to happen…”


“So what do we do?”


Yumi looked at her partner, standing in a packed concert nude; then down at herself, nude as well, both only having their arms to hide with; and finally at the audience, who came in expecting the two to put on a show with a pair of unique outfits, but instead just got a pair of naked girls you’d see in some lowbrow otaku anime. Weighing her options, Yumi smiled confidently. “We improvise!” Yumi then positioned herself behind the provided microphone, posing herself in such a way that the stand blocked her girly bits below and her arms blocked her chest. “HE-LLOOOOOOO TOKYO!”

Ami stared at her partner with confusion. She never showed signs of being an exhibitionist before, so why start now?

“Welcome to our show! Sorry for the change in outfit, but we thought we’d just spice up our show with a bit of Fanservice! Don’t worry, we promise we won’t show too much, kids still welcome!”

Ami slowly stepped over to her microphone and, with a weak smile and her arms still in the way, she meekly continued with… “…that’s…right!” She too grew confidence and met with a cheery smile of joy. “That’s right! But don’t you scared parents worry! This is just a one-time thing, so don’t get too used to it! Now, who’s ready for a show?!”
The audience, now fully enthralled in the whole thing, the troubles they went through before having been successfully passed off as the biggest publicity stunt the two had ever done, started clapping and cheering for the nude duo.

So, Ami got behind her drum stand which conveniently blocked how low bits and carefully guided her drum sticks to block her chest. Yumi likewise kept her sensitive bits down below out of sight with her guitar and played in such a way that her arms blocked all upper problems. And, with the two doing the strangest, most different, and yet most unique show of their career, the two pulled off a performance of “Friends Forever” all in the nude, all while still keeping things below R-15!

And Julie, the one who instigated it all, just stared at the show she had caused and realized… “All this effort for total humiliation and they turned it into the biggest publicity stunt ever… Now I wish I were up there…”

Once backstage, Ami and Yumi, now draped in matching-colored blankets to hide their nudity, watched as Kaz started counting all the cash they made. “Look at this! That show you just pulled off, that just made us MILLIONS! Of course, most of the payments were made while the show was going on, but still, that’s like… a LOT!”

Ami blushed, smiled and simply said “Thanks, Kaz. We did our best.”

“Be honest, how ridiculous did we look while we were up there in our birthday suits?” Yumi said, also blushing.

“Ridiculous?” Kaz said. “You two looked great! Who needed those dumb magical girl outfits anyway? In fact…” Kaz smiled a toothy grin with slanted eyes, “Maybe you two could do a similar show some time in the future, eh?”
Ami and Yumi simply looked at each other uneasily and put their arms across their chests.

“Just kidding! I’d never ask you to do something like that on stage! I would NEVER disservice you two like that. That, and we’d get in trouble with decency laws very fast, some of this is gonna have to go into paying off the police. M-maybe as a special DVD?”

Yumi chuckled. “We’ll…consider it.”

“Alright. By the way, where’d you two come up with the idea to put on a show like that?”

“Julie invited us to a Sentou bath, but she couldn’t come,” Ami related. “When we got out, our clothes were gone, and then we lost our towels.”

“Say…” Yumi thought, “you don’t think Julie was the one who snatched our clothes, do you?”

“Hey… she could be! All she ever did was hang around the dressing room on the phone! That jerk! Why I oughta…”

“No, no…” Yumi smiled like a rascal. “We can use this…”

“H…how?”

Julie, down to her head in the waters of the Sentou bath, mused over the events of the day. “I can’t believe they completely turned around the whole thing… and like, after they themselves made it all the more humiliating, too!” Julie lay her head back. “Well, least I got away with not having to use up my Sentou card, I mean, who’d wanna spend time with those two weirdos?”

Julie got out of the bath, and, wearing her towel, entered the dressing room. “Well, at least I got some nice R&R out of the whole thing. Now let’s get back to…”

Julie looked at her basket and saw nothing there.
“Wh…why am I not surprised?! Now what do I do?!”

Julie burst out of the bath hall wearing nothing but her towel. “Gotta get home, gotta get home, gotta get home!”

Right in her path of escape, Ami and Yumi were lying in wait, smiling slyly. “You wanna go for it, Yumi?” Ami said.

“You do this better than me,” Yumi said.

“I guess you’re right.” Ami simply held out her hand, and when Julie zipped by, her hand immediately caught her towel and removed it from her. “You think she’ll be okay?”

“She used to be in our band, remember? She’ll figure something out.”

On the streets of Tokyo, a naked Julie zipped all around, panicking frantically. “Gotta get back home, no gotta get clothes! How am I gonna get clothes when my wallet was in what I don’t have anymore?! Oh, why do I just have to have a coffin that can’t keep anything…”

END
