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It started as an itch, and within twelve hours it had turned into something I could not deny or ignore. Overwhelming and consuming me and leading me to seek out help.

Over the hours it built until it was no longer an itch, instead it was almost a searing pain. My skin felt like it was on fire, transcending and consuming me until every action felt like it was too much. It required all my concentration to keep standing without passing out.

I rushed to the emergency room, pulled aside into a room and subjected to a battery of tests to try to figure out what could possibly be wrong with me. Pushed into isolation and tested to see what it could be and only after hours of intense work did they discover something strange and unique about me.

It was only when I was naked that I had any relief.

When they had me strip down to change into hospital clothing I felt it change, like a wave of relief running over my body, the cool kiss of the air on my skin making all of this so much easier to deal with. A moment of relief before the touch of clothing burned me again.

It was clothing that was the problem.

The doctors went off and consulted on their own and in the end they came back with a rare diagnosis with a name that I couldn’t pronounce. There was a slew of good news and bad news but the main crux of it was that I could be cured, provided I received the right treatment.

But left untreated the condition could become permanent. And if the treatment wasn’t followed precisely the condition could become permanent.

Lucky for me the treatment was fairly simple and straightforward.

It required a pill taken regularly, just take the pills and allow for 48 hours of downtime and I would be right as rain. The issue is that it wasn’t quite as simple as taking a few pills and then going about my day for 48 hours, because for 48 hours I had to be naked.

48 hours without any clothing on whatsoever. If I wore clothing in that period it could trigger my condition and my whole body would be sent into overdrive, my immune system kicking in with the end result being that there would be no cure for what I had, no method forward but a lifetime of pain medication and discomfort.

So while I may have had a choice I didn’t really have much of a choice. I needed to function as a human being and if that meant 48 hours of discomfort then I would just have to deal with that.

I don’t like being naked. It’s not that I’m ashamed of my body or think I look bad or anything like that, it’s just that I’ve never particularly enjoyed being naked.

It makes me feel exposed and vulnerable, like I can’t keep anything to myself at all. Like I can’t really hide any secrets.

I don’t have a lot of secrets to hide, but I’d like to at least have the option to keep them to myself if I want to. Being naked doesn’t give you that opportunity.

So I’ve never really enjoyed it. It’s always made me feel uneasy and out of sorts. I’ve always tried to avoid it, mainly only going naked when I’m showering.

This would be the single longest span of time I’ve ever been naked.

I mean most people don’t go naked for long, they’ll maybe spend a few hours naked and hanging around. But most people are always wearing clothing of some sort, outside of nudists I don’t think there are a lot of people who really spend long spans of time without any clothing on.

I guess there is a first time for everything.

Of course just because it’s the necessary part of the treatment that does not mean that it will be easy, it doesn’t mean that everyone will be in support of every aspect of it. Especially my insurance.

For the record, my doctor and everyone involved advised me to stay in the hospital. While the treatment itself was straightforward and easy to handle, just a few pills over a 48 hour wait, they all acknowledged that the difficulties of spending 48 full hours naked would be made a lot easier if I spent it in the hospital where people could bring me food and deal with any ‘worst case scenario’ type of situations.

But the problem was that there was no real medical reason for me to stay in the hospital. While it was certainly more convenient for me, it wasn’t technically necessary.

I’m pretty sure my insurance got as far as ‘not technically necessary’ before they just stopped listening and denied any sort of stay.

It pissed me off, not because I thought I would be any more comfortable being naked in the hospital but more because they just wouldn’t brook any arguments. But at least they covered the meds and the consult and diagnosis and all of that pretty much 100%. Over time I’d learned to take my wins where I can.

And I had to focus on getting better because even if the treatment was just mainly inconvenience it was still something that I was a bit fixated on. I was worried that things were going to go wrong, and I knew that I would be completely unprepared if they did.

I grabbed my medication and rushed home in a cab, the same overwhelming feeling of pain rushing through me and making me gasp and writhe in the back seat. I’m sure I must have been quite the sight, looking like I was on fire when in reality I was just wearing a light and loose dress.

As soon as I got home that dress came off.

Never in my life did I think I would be so relieved to be naked, the feel of the cool air on my skin the ultimate in personal satisfaction and a guarantee that the pain would go away.

Staying in for two days wasn’t going to be much of an issue for me here at least. I didn’t have to worry about food or anything like that. I had always been a bit of a prepper and had a fridge and cabinets filled with enough food to last me a lot longer than 48 hours. Provided I could combat the boredom I think that I would be just fine.

Walking into the kitchen I poured myself a glass of water and took my first pill, then set about trying to figure out how I was going to kill time.

Two full days is an awful lot when you break it down. 48 hours is 2,880 minutes or 172,800 seconds. That is excruciatingly long when you’re having to spend most of it in rather uncomfortable conditions.

Sitting still for any long period of time wasn’t really an option. I’d get uncomfortable and start to itch and burn just like if I was wearing clothes, so just sitting in front of the television wouldn’t work. I tried standing in front of it, but your legs get tired when you’re standing in one place and honestly even trying to make it through that time just watching television gets so very boring.

Within a few hours, I was absolutely bored out of my mind.

All of the side effects of the pills had been explained to me back at the hospital and I knew all about them. The extra sensitivity to touch and the difficulties paying attention were just par for the course. So too was the tendency to get distracted and bored.

I could have dealt with all of those. I could have made that all work and make it through the two days without any issue.

It’s the last symptom that’s the problem. That is the one that is occupying all of my thoughts right now and making it difficult to concentrate or focus on anything. It’s that symptom that is making me bounce from task to task, trying to distract myself with meaningless cleaning or arranging of my space.

Fucking hell.

I’ve never been this horny before in my life.

They told me an increased libido was a part of this, that I would likely find myself craving physical things but I never in a million years imagined it would be this strong.

I’ve never experienced anything like this before. Surprise surprise, the woman who doesn’t really like being naked doesn’t have much of a libido either.

The men I’ve been with and the boyfriends that I have had have all been more than a little disappointed with me in the bedroom I think. I didn’t like to experiment or go too far outside the realm of the usual. I was content with pretty vanilla fare.

And while I wasn’t sure if any of that had changed I can say that I was definitely craving it a lot more.

My head felt foggy, like there was some insistent thought pressing at the edges of my mind and making it so very difficult to keep my thoughts straight. My breathing was gradually growing shallow and ragged. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help but feel that insistent craving building in me. Making me shudder and shake and tremble.

I did something I have never done before. Frankly, I can’t believe I did it but I didn’t have any option. I couldn’t focus or concentrate on anything, I’d been locked in this apartment for less than six hours and I needed the release.

I looked at porn.

I don’t think I’m that much of a prude but it had just always seemed dirty to me. I mean I’d seen porn movies a few times before but they’d always just felt so voyeuristic. I couldn’t understand how people could get off thinking they were just hiding in the corner of the room watching a couple make love.

It felt wrong to me, dirty in a way that had never really appealed to me.

But now I couldn’t help it. Not only was it the only way I could think of to get me through this it was also hitting a spot that I didn’t know existed in me.

All of a sudden dirty and voyeuristic wasn’t bad to me. All of a sudden I could sort of see the appeal in watching someone do something like this. And I could cast myself in her place, so exposed and out there while the man fucked her there in front of everyone.

I couldn’t escape the reality of the world, that this video had been filmed on a set with lighting and sound and makeup and cameras and a director and who knows who else. All of them had been there in the room with them, and since she was the feature all of the eyes were watching her.

Watching her in this most intimate of moments. Watching her climax and shudder as the strong man pounded his cock into her, gripping and pulling and moving her.

At first, I thought just watching the video would be enough but I quickly learned that touching myself was required as well. Letting my fingers slide up and down the slit of my sex, teasing over the hood of my clit and pushing between my lips to glide in and out of me. Letting it run up my abdomen to grab my breasts, pinch my nipples, squeeze my ass. Mimicking the video I was watching on screen, pretending that it was his hand on me and his cock inside of me. Pretending that I was her.

And I discovered that one video wasn’t enough. By the time it finished, I was panting and close but not quite there yet. I’d never felt anything like the sensations running through my body, the acute tremble under my skin and the way that my whole body ached and shook with need while I played with myself. It was like lava burning under my skin. Bubbling and burbling inside of me as I ached and craved and begged for more.

I needed to feel more. I needed to go on. I couldn’t stop now.

So I continued my exploration of videos, branching out and discovering the true breadth of what was available.

I guess I had been a bit naive. I’d always kind of assumed that most movies followed the same scenario, man and woman in a room with a bed. Dress it up with different relationships but it always seemed that straightforward to me.

But in truth, there were as many different flavors of fetish as there were colors in existence. So much variation. So much for you to find your particular fun little twist.

Before long I found myself leaning more and more into the voyeur bent. Watching videos of girls being watched or caught changing. Videos where they would find hidden cameras or find a guy hidden in the bushes and they would inevitably get turned on. They would pull that man out of his hiding spot and they would punish him, and the punishments almost always involved physical satisfaction for the woman.

Given my current circumstances, it wasn’t difficult to see why I would have a fascination with this scenario. I found it engaging and enthralling, the idea that these women could be caught like this. That they could find themselves so exposed and embarrassed and then give in to that embarrassment, let it consume them and turn into something deeper and more powerful.

It was so easy to put myself in their place and imagine what I would do if I were them. And it was easy to see myself going further than them, getting more and more exposed, pushing everything to its ultimate limit in search of the satisfaction that can only be found from something that pushed me truly beyond the boundaries of my comfort zone.

As I plunged my fingers into my hot and tight pussy I found myself craving the touch of the man on the screen, craving the feel of something against my skin that could satisfy my need to be touched while still keeping my skin bared and exposed. I could almost feel the hot and hard firmness of a man against me, making me tremble and shake as I brought myself to my own shuddering climax.

Slouched over in front of my computer. Touching and feeling and pleasing myself. Throbbing and aching as the waves of pleasure rushed over me and left me moaning and trembling and begging for more.

Again and again, until I was exhausted and could feel the ache in my very bones but still couldn’t say no. Couldn’t deny the potent and powerful needs that would build in me time and again and again and would scream through my system, overriding everything else in search of pleasure.

By the end of the first 24 hours I fell asleep exhausted and satisfied, my body lying on the cool porcelain of my bathtub as I slept there. The cold feel of it on my hot skin was satisfying and soothing, the slight and steady tremble running through me a constant and persistent reminder that I had needs that were still unmet.

And from the moment that I woke the next day I was back at it again, the need building undeniable and immediate in me. I started off the day with a shower, the touch of the warm water on my skin setting off a heat under my skin that bubbled and built to an undeniable and irrepressible roiling boil. Before long I had the shower head off of its perch and pressed between my thighs, my back pressed up against the wall of the shower behind me as I felt the vibration of the water against my sex.

Eyes closed and hands on my body as I played through scenario after scenario in my mind.

In the first I was right here in this shower, playing with myself while the overwhelming sensations running through my body deadened me to any sounds or things around me. I couldn’t notice a feeling anything aside from pleasure, and it wasn’t until he was in the same room with me that I even noticed him.

My landlord, not my real life one but someone young and handsome and firm and hard. He was standing there blushing, staring at me so very exposed like this. He was watching me play with myself, his body tense underneath his work clothes.

And my eyes lit on the bulge in his pants, watching with rapt attention as it grew right there before my eyes.

I felt so exposed, my body glistening from the water as my breasts quivered with each shuddering breath. I couldn’t hide, as he stood there in the doorway staring at me.

So exposed and so very needy.

He would try to apologize as I snapped off the water and stepped out of the shower but I wouldn’t let him. The moment he opened his mouth to speak I was already on my knees before him, my wet fingers slipping his pants open and off of him as my mouth took him into me.

I pleased him as best I could, my lips playing up and down his shaft as my tongue rolled back and forth over the head of him. He moaned and pulled me down onto him, burying his cock deep in my mouth as the thrumming pleasure that built in me from pleasing him made me tremble and let myself be used by him.

His hips thrusting forward, burying his cock in my throat time and again and again. His girth pressing my lips open and making my jaw ache as it strained with use. His throbbing shaft warm and hard inside of me, filling me up just like I needed.

And when he came it would be with his cock buried deep inside of me, his head expanding and throbbing as his seed exploded into me and I struggled to swallow it all. I would feel the heat of him melting into my body, suffusing my whole being with warmth as I let myself be used by him.

That fantasy faded as a climax built in me. As my climax washed over me and I pressed my hand against the wall to steady myself while my thighs squeezed the shower head between them I moaned and let it wash over me. The warm water playing on my skin was satisfying but not nearly as satisfying as the climax thrumming through my nerves, my whole body trembling and triggering another need in me.

I wasn’t done yet, not by a long shot.

And so my fantasy shifted, moving to a knock at the door. Insistent and pounding along with the beating of my heart, so persistent it could not be ignored.

In my fantasy I left my shower and went to the door, peering through the peephole to find my doctor on the other side of it.

He was young and handsome, just as I remembered him to be. HIs dark hair and dark eyes mysterious in their own way, speaking to an intelligence that was quick and sure and dominating.

I opened the door, keeping myself hidden behind it and yet knowing that I was so very exposed.

In my dreams he was nice and almost sweet, dropping by my apartment to make sure that I was fine. To see that all of my needs were met and that there wasn’t anything he could do to help me.

And I would say that there was, asking him in and opening the door to let him inside.

There in my front hall I would press him up against the wall, my front door open as I pushed my body against his. My wet skin would dampen his clothing but it didn’t matter to either one of us, because in a matter of moments he was just as naked as I was.

And then I was the one pushed up against the wall, held in his strong arms and pressed against the surface of it as my legs wrapped around his waist and his hard cock found its place between my legs. He would fill me up, my moans traveling up and down the hallway and calling others to watch.

They would stand there outside of my door. All of my neighbors, everyone that I interacted with on a daily basis seeing the young and unassuming woman they knew and yet didn’t know at all.

They had no idea I could be so needy and wanton. They had no idea I could be so lewd.

And while my doctor pounded his cock into me all of my attention was on them, their eyes on my skin making me burn with need. I played up my arousal, screaming and moaning and putting on a show for all of them.

Because that was what I wanted. More than fucking and more than the need for a climax I wanted them to watch me. I wanted to be exposed.

And when I came it was like a tidal wave, crashing over me and suffocating me with pleasure. It sucked all of the air out of me and left me gasping and twitching on the floor of my shower.

The world spun around me, the showerhead between my legs throbbing and my body throbbing and the dull and far off sound of an alarm building somewhere far away and pushing insistently into my mind.

Until it registered with me finally just what was happening. Until I realized that the sound wasn’t just in my imagination, that it was right there with me.

The sound of a fire alarm and a voice burbling through a speaker telling me that this was not a drill. Ordering an evacuation of the building. Urging everyone outside.

I sat up in the shower immediately, panic gripping my chest and seizing it. With a trembling hand I reached out for the faucet and shut off my shower, listening carefully to the announcement repeat, ordering me out of the building.

What was I going to do? What could I possibly do?

The announcement was different than a drill. It was saying that we needed to get out and somehow I was pretty sure that it was absolutely serious.

But I couldn’t just leave like this. I was naked and I physically could not put on clothing. I couldn’t go out there like this, out there in the open actually naked. I couldn’t wear clothing but I couldn’t do this either. I couldn’t let myself be so very exposed.

Because while it may have hit a fantasy it was still just that. Being so exposed was a fantasy, a taboo fantasy that should not be realized in real life. Just like any other fantasy I liked the idea but didn’t want to see it put into action.

Did I really have a choice though?

I pushed myself up off the floor of the shower, stepping out of the bathroom and into the main room of my apartment. Walking over to the counter I grabbed the doctor's note explaining my circumstances and did the only thing that I could, I rushed outside.

The hallway was thankfully empty, giving me just a few moments more privacy before I was exposed before everyone. By the time I hit the stairs I knew I wouldn’t be able to avoid being seen forever. The sounds of people rushing down the stairs filtered up to me, mingling with the scent of smoke from above and confirming my suspicions, that this wasn’t a drill.

I rushed down the stairs quickly, adrenaline pumping through my system and propelling me down them. It was like the smoke triggered some primal fear response in my body and so as I made my way down my mind was focused and sharp, fixated only on getting away from the danger above. One foot in front of the other making my way all the way down until I was on the bottom floor. The exit loomed in front of me, a rectangle of light at the end of this final hallway signaling safety from the fire behind me.

And yet as I walked those last few steps secure in the knowledge that I would be safe I knew right now that the moment I stepped through that doorway my life would be changed. I would be exposed, not just to my neighbors and not just to everyone on the floor but to everyone in the building. All of those eyes on me watching me, drinking in the sight of my naked body, my whole self exposed to them.

And the fact that I didn’t have a choice didn’t make it any easier. It was still just as terrifying as the merest prospect of it, and it was still something that I had to do. Clutching the note in my hand I took a deep breath and stepped out into the world.

The crowd was milling on the other side of the street, a vast gulf between them and me. I stood just outside the door, the warm sun beating down on my skin and a thousand and one pairs of eyes on me, taking in every inch of my naked body.

So exposed. So vulnerable.

I couldn’t hide from them, even covering up with my arms was only temporary and wouldn’t offer much in the way of privacy. They had already seen everything.

A blush rose under my skin, hot and prickling at me, leading me to shake as I took a step forward away from the building. Even from this distance I could hear the shuffle of whispers as people noticed me, talking and starting to point at the naked woman emerging from the building.

I looked at them all, eyes wide as they stared at me, trying my best to keep unbowed in spite of the embarrassment beating through my body. My breath coming in heaving gasps as I felt the pounding of my heart in my chest, the throbbing beat resonating in my ears with a roar.

A man came rushing over and by the uniform he wore I could tell he was a paramedic. He rushed forward with a blanket, holding it up to try to cover me and I stopped him with my hands held high as the panic of ruining my treatment came to me.

“Wait,” I shouted, “I can’t!”

He stopped dead in his tracks in front of me, the blanket up and affording me some cover but not much of it. I could still see past him to the crowd behind him, some of them craning their necks around him to stare at the naked woman standing in the middle of the street.

My explanation was quick, and I held out my note as proof of my condition. He nodded and took in all of the details, taking the note from my hands and reading it quickly before reassuring me that he would get me someplace with a bit of privacy.

It was all too late, whatever privacy I once had evaporated the moment I stepped out of that door. Still he tried his best, keeping the blanket up to block the view of me as he led me to his ambulance.

Each step was like agony, an irrepressible voice inside of me pushing insistently at the edges of me, leading me to a truth that I couldn’t deny. As exposed as I was right now, as difficult as it was to be bared like this before everyone I knew and everyone that knew me. As much as I knew with absolute certainty that there was no hiding from this moment, that this would define me. As much as I trembled with fear about this I knew that I couldn’t avoid the truth that I loved every single minute of it.

I needed this. The eyes on me and the exposure. Every moment since the moment I had stepped foot in that hospital had been building to this, to this exposure, to the fulfillment of my fantasy.

I was loving this.

And by the time I stepped up into that ambulance I was trembling. Not the tremble of fear or uncertainty. The tremble of something potent and powerful and needy.

And the moment those ambulance doors closed I didn’t waste any time. I looked the paramedic up and down, his firm body and handsome face just what I needed right now. The fulfillment of my true fantasy, the discovery of my true self.

I pushed myself against him, pressing my lips against his and grabbing onto the lapels of his coat to pull him against me. The touch of his clothing on my skin burned and I pulled them from him, baring his skin just like mine. I peeled the clothing from his body with fingers that worked with eager excitement, until he was fully naked and my hands were on his cock.

Fuck I didn’t waste a single moment. I pulled him onto me and into me, my ass pressing back against something hard and artificial as he eagerly thrust his cock inside of me, filling me up as I opened for him, needy and wet and ready.

He pounded me against the side of his ambulance, my thighs wrapping around him as my hands pulled on his back, pressing his chest into my body. I felt the firmness of his muscular form pressed up against me, moaning into his mouth as his manly grunts responded in kind. I stretched for him, opening up luxuriously as I moaned and teased my tongue over his earlobe.

It was quick and harsh and rough. His hands on my body holding me firm and steady as his cock pressed insistently into my sex, I squeezed myself around him, feeling him tense and feeling him tremble on the edge.

He was close and so was I and neither of us was willing to back off from our inevitable end. It was almost what I wanted and yet it wasn’t quite it. My fantasy was close but needed something more.

So as I felt him trembling on the edge I pushed him back and pushed him down until he was lying on the floor of the ambulance and I was on top of him. I was riding him, my hips rising and falling as I straddled him and felt him hard and firm inside of me.

His eyes were on me, my naked form glistening as I rode him, my hands pressing into his chest and then drawing up.

Up my stomach and over my breasts. Up to my face and then out to the handles of the door.

Gripping them. Turning them. Pushing them open with a giggle.

Timed perfectly so that just as they came crashing open he came inside of me, his hands on my hips pulling me down onto him as he groaned and exploded deep inside of me. The heat of his seed filling me set off my own climax, a rolling boil that made me tremble and flex and cry out with pleasure.

Screaming, drawing all of those eyes to me once more. Everyone I knew watching me. Watching me come again and again and again.

Exposed and loving every last bit of this attention.

END


Please enjoy this preview of one of my other works:

HE CAN SEE ME!
She Knows Her Neighbor Is Spying On Her!

I stripped off the button down shirt and shimmied out of my black slacks. Reaching behind me to unclasp the hooks of my bra and then slipping my panties over my hips and down my legs. There is something so freeing about being naked after a day spent wearing uncomfortable clothing. It’s so incredibly relaxing and in the warmth and security of my house all I want to do in the moments after I slip off those clothes are to enjoy the moment and stretch out the muscles of my sore body.

That is exactly what I was doing, stretching my arms over my head and arching my back, turning in a slow circle with my eyes closed as I rolled my head from side to side and felt the muscles in my body unknit. And then as I came back into the world I saw a movement from out of the corner of my eyes, through the window and into the house next door.

My reaction was in slow motion, disbelief guiding me as my fuzzy brain tried to process what my eyes were seeing. I saw him standing there, stationary in the window staring over at me. His eyes were on me, drinking in the sight of my naked body.

And though my eyes went wide I was frozen for a long moment, staring across the space as he watched me. Mitch wasn’t hiding his interest and he wasn’t looking away. He was looking at me with intensity and purpose, not a hint of embarrassment in him.

The same couldn’t be said for me. I felt a deep blush rising in me as I nearly doubled over. I stifled a shriek as my arms came up and across my body to shield me from his sight. I closed in on myself, hiding away from him as I slipped out of sight.

Pressing my back against the wall out of sight, feeling my heart pounding in me and feeling a thrill of excitement like I had never truly felt before. It welled up in me, running rampant through my body and making me tremble in its wake.

Click here if you want to read the entire story!


If you enjoyed this short feel free to let me know!

E.C.Post.Write@gmail.com

or check out all of my other shorts available on my Author Page.
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