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For someone who is ostensibly an adult, I’ve never really had my life together. Not that I haven’t been able to hold down a job or anything like that. In fact, I’m quite successful in my career and I’ve got a good education that I got through with pretty good grades. On the surface, I probably seem like a well-adjusted and capable adult.

But no one sees the other side of me.

Truth is that I’m a bit of a ditz, and I’ve always been one.

I’m not ditzy in the flighty ‘sorry boss I completely forgot to do all of my work because I was looking at pictures of cats’ kind of way. I’m more ditzy in the ‘oh god where did I put my keys and why did I replace my driver's license with a three year old expired transit pass in my wallet I’m sorry officer I know it’s around here somewhere” kind of way.

There is a difference, as slight as it might be.

The main thing is that this manifests most often in my off time, usually when I’m home I’ll wind up with three mugs of tea because I just forgot where I put the last one and then I’ll find it like a foot over from where I was last drinking it and I just set it on the floor because I’m an adult who cannot get her shit together.

For those reasons I’ve always had roommates because I honestly do not trust myself not to forget something crucial if I’m all by myself. I could totally see myself burning my house down by leaving the oven on. It’s definitely something I’m more than capable of doing.

At a certain point in your life though, you need to realize it’s time to grow up and make a change. It’s time to accept the modicum of responsibility that comes with being a full-fledged adult and just suck it up.

I’m in my late twenties now, and while to some of you that may sound like a perfectly fine age to still be living with roommates in my little social circle, it is incredibly weird.

Because the thing is that I work a good job and I make good money and I’ve been able to put an awful lot of that aside. Most of my friends are the same, and the ones who aren’t married and settling into the routine of all of that are still either renting out someplace upscale and nice by themselves or buying a place to own. That means that it’s becoming increasingly hard to locate someone who would be willing to move in with me, at least without going onto the internet and finding some random stranger which comes with a whole host of challenges like locating someone who isn’t going to murder me in my sleep.

So when my latest roommate who was more than half a decade younger than me both announced that she was engaged and also moving in with her beau I just sighed thinking about all of the work that would go into trying to find someone to be my roommate. I didn’t honestly know if I could go through all of that again. It was absolutely draining.

I had a good amount of money set aside and I wound up taking the leap and moving into a place of my own. A place I actually really like, mainly because of the fact that it’s a bit of an odd and unique location. It has character, and it wasn’t cheap.

I live in a quite nice little beach town. It’s quiet but in a serene and peaceful sort of way rather than just being dull and boring.

The place is nice, and a bit upscale, a sleepy little community just up the coast from the major town so most people who lived here worked in the big city, including me.

A friend of mine, a co-worker actually, told me about this place that he had bought into in this town. It was a cool kind of condo community, and development had started on it a few years back.

Instead of the conventional high-rise or set of townhouses, they decided to build something unique and new. Something I’d never even heard of before. They dug into the shoreline, building a marina with a whole set of small islands.

So instead of getting a box in the sky, you get a small cottage style condo on a tiny island. There is a fantastic amount of privacy, and it’s very exclusive with only a handful of houses per island so it’s small and sort of develops a real community atmosphere to things.

There were bridges to get from island to island, but most people who lived here had a boat to get to the mainland and so there wasn’t really a straight shot from your island to the mainland. It involved a bit of meandering through the place, making your way over bridges and across the water from island to island as you went. Not the place to be if you were always in a rush to get anywhere, but perfect for someone interested in taking things a bit slower.

Openings in this place were rare, and so when my coworker mentioned there was a place for sale right around the time I was looking for a new living situation it sounded like fate. The rather substantial amount of money I had set aside after years of living with roommates meant that I could make my offer in straight-up cash, and so I managed to buy into this place with little hassle.

I didn’t have a boat or any of the conventional means to get around for that matter, but that wasn’t of much concern to me. I figured I could probably get one within a year or so, and in the meantime, I enjoyed the walk from the mainland to my home.

There was something peaceful about it, the gentle sound of the lapping water and the pristine views. The clear blue sea contrasted with the green of the islands. The white buildings standing pretty and glittering.

Buying in here was definitely the right choice, not least because it got me closer to Nick.

Nick was a coworker, the one who had let me know about the opening and who had recommended I buy in. He sat near me at work and was absolutely great.

If I’m being honest I was smitten.

I mean how could I not be? Nick was handsome and well built, with close-cropped dark hair and a square jaw. He had this rugged intensity to him, the stubble on his jaw combined with the clear blue eyes he had made it difficult for me to concentrate on my work sometimes.

I’d never tried to pursue anything with Nick because we were coworkers and I valued my job and didn’t want to compromise it in any way. But if I’m being honest it was also a bit out of fear. I didn’t want to take the chance and risk that something bad would happen, and while I could tolerate a relationship imploding I think what I was really afraid of more than anything else was him not reciprocating my feelings.

I’ve never had much luck putting myself out there. I’ve always been a bit of a quiet and conservative type and people have always seen me as that kind of person. Taking a risk or a chance was never in my wheelhouse.

So being the one to pull the trigger with a guy like Nick was out of the question. I was still a little old-fashioned in thinking that women shouldn’t have to ask, and I know that was stupid but it was what I held on to and what I used to justify never taking the chance and trying to figure out whether he might like me too.

I guess that I kind of hoped that with us being in close proximity for work and home life that it might change things between us. Maybe that we’d start slow by carpooling or something and then we’d find that we enjoyed each others company. He’d ask me out to some event and I would say yes and then we would go and it would be clear that we were more than just friends.

It was a fantasy but it was a nice one, and one that made the purchase worthwhile even if I still didn’t quite trust myself to be a full adult and not do something stupid.

By day two my worst fears came to become real.

Literally two days into owning this place and I managed to screw things up so fully and completely. I don’t know what I was thinking.

I’d just gotten home from work and was in the middle of changing when there was the buzz of a delivery. This whole complex was super fancy, everything automated throughout the entire house even down to the blinds. The home automation system chimed and announced a delivery had arrived for me and I didn’t really think twice about what I did next.

Because the thing was that all of this was new to me still. I had literally just moved into the place and a bunch of things just hadn’t registered with me. My effort was still caught up figuring out how to manage to turn on and off lights in individual rooms, I hadn’t even gotten to stuff like deliveries yet.

But I was excited. I was pretty sure it was this painting I had ordered online that would be perfect for the space. I’d bought the canvas print when I bought the house, a beautiful painting of a sailboat cresting a wave, and I had the specific spot picked out for it.

I was naked but what did that matter, a delivery was just a delivery. It’d be propped up next to my front door and I would reach out and grab it and bring it back inside. It would be just like it always was at any of the other places I’d lived before.

But this wasn’t anything like those places.

You see as I cracked open the door I didn’t see any sign of the package. The front porch of my place was a bit secluded, with some bushes able to keep me from sight and hidden. I figured it was probably around on the other side of the door or something like that. I could step out without a problem, I would be quick. In and out without anyone seeing.

So I did. I dashed out feeling the warmth of my porch on my bare feet and I looked around the space. I even looking behind the door without any success and it was only when I heard the click of the latch behind me that I really realized how much of an idiot I am.

Where to begin.

First of all, deliveries don’t come to your door here. Given the fact that I’m on an island and it’s incredibly difficult to get anything out here except by boat deliveries are dropped at the main building on the mainland where the concierge holds them until we come to pick them up. In fact, the whole reason we get the notification that a package has arrived is that we don’t have the option of looking outside to check.

But that is a momentary ditzy slight. It’s stupid in and of itself but really it pales in comparison to the real problem here.

Which is that keys don’t exist on these properties. Bit of an odd choice, isn’t it? Keys as in the physical option doesn’t exist, and you have a variety of other options instead. Some people opt for a fob on their keychain, but that wasn’t fancy enough for little old me. No, I decided instead to go with an app on my phone, thinking to myself ‘I’ll never be without my phone.’

Well guess what I don’t have right now.

Not just my phone mind you. I don’t have anything. Not a phone and not even a stitch of clothing. I’m trapped outside completely nude.

Crap. I just knew something like this was going to happen.

As soon as I realized my situation panic set in almost immediately. Not even that slow and steady sort of panic where you can see a way out, this was a sudden and overwhelming type of panic that was damn near all-consuming.

Because I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how to get out of this without being so fully and completely exposed.

The only thing I could think of to do was duck down and hide on my porch. There was a covering that kept me somewhat hidden, and I ducked down behind it and tried to figure out what to do next.

But I was drawing a blank. I tried to calm myself but the pounding of my heart in my chest was so distracting to me I was having a hard time keeping myself together. I was having a hard time thinking of anything but the panic and fear of this immediate moment. Searching through my memories trying to remember what they told me about getting locked out.

I remembered vague instructions to contact the main building, that the concierge could help me out and unlock the door remotely. I knew there were some public emergency phones at each of the public facilities in the complex, designed to help out residents who needed assistance when their phones weren’t handy.

But this whole place was basically a maze, and I hadn’t exactly committed to memory the exact details of where everything was. I knew the path back to the mainland and that was about it. Nothing else really came to me, except… wait…. I passed by the gym on my way out!

All of the way to the mainland would take me so long to walk, but the gym was only a few islands away! I could get over there in a few minutes without much difficulty.

Of course, I still had to contend with the fact that I was completely naked, and even the vaguest thought of that sent a thrill of fear rushing through my body. I was blushing hard and trembling with the idea of stepping out of the safety of my porch but I knew I had to do it sooner or later.

Surely the easiest option would be to knock on the door of a neighbor, but I hadn’t even introduced myself to most of them yet. What kind of introduction would this be? ‘Hello, I’m your new neighbor and I am completely and utterly naked!’

They’d probably think I was a freak. They’d probably think the absolute worst of me.

Oh, why did this have to happen today? Why did this have to happen like this? Why couldn’t I be less of a ditz?

I exhaled sharply and steeled my nerves. There were very little options in front of me and pretty much the best one was the mad dash over to the pool. In all of my time living in this place and visiting this place when I was thinking of buying I’d never seen anyone in there. I knew the path to it like the back of my hand and could think of a half a dozen hiding spots between here and there. I think I could do this. I think I could get out of this with some measure of my dignity intact. I think this wouldn’t be a problem.

I hope.

Pushing up from behind my porch I dashed out and around into the open space. Almost immediately I felt completely exposed, the sun beating down on my skin and the chill of the air was one thing but it was the sounds that really got to me.

You see today had been a unique and special day at my work. It had been company meeting day, which meant that the first half of the day was split evenly between presentations talking about how great our business was and team events where we all bonded together. It was an excruciating day made better only by the fact that we were let out early, but that just might prove to be my downfall right now.

Getting let out early meant that I had gotten home before the rush of people and before anyone else. It had meant that I was undressing and getting locked out of my house before most other people had gotten home, but if the sounds around me were any indication I figured I didn’t beat the rush by very much.

That’s right. I’m pretty sure I was doing this mad dash smack dab in the middle of afternoon rush hour. And that upped the stakes significantly.

But once I was out and exposed I wasn’t going back. It had taken so much courage for me to even step out into the open air I wasn’t about to turn back and have to try that again. And what real option did I have? Did I want to spend my whole afternoon and evening hiding on my porch and waiting for everyone to go to sleep?

Actually, now that I thought about it that was probably not a terrible option.

But hindsight is 50/50, and I was pretty sure if I headed back now I wouldn’t be able to make that jump even in the dead of night. I’d wind up living out the rest of my days on my porch, naked and burning with embarrassment.

I dashed out and to the left, keeping low and next to the building beside me. It wasn’t my house, it was one of the other ones on the island and one of the only neighbors I’d actually managed to meet.

The owner of this place was an older gentleman, one who was retired and lived by himself all alone in his place. I think he used to be some sort of high-powered executive. He just had that air to him, that authority that he could use to dictate terms and orders. When he spoke you really had no choice but to obey.

I’ve always had an active imagination, so real that when I was younger I had a hard time distinguishing between what had actually happened and what I had only dreamed up. It didn’t fail me now, a dream flashing behind my eyes as I struggled to focus on staying hidden.

In my dream, he noticed a flash of skin outside of his window and couldn’t help but see what it was. He would come to the window and notice me hiding there, cheeks burning red with embarrassment as he stared down at me fully naked and exposed.

I’d see kindness in his eye but a strange glint of hunger behind them. I would know that it was a bad idea but I’d accept his offer of help, and the hand he used to lift me up off the ground and slip through the window of his place.

He would pull me in and show me the way to his phone, and he would watch me while I called for help.

It would be slight and shy at first, him trying not to look but not able to help himself. I couldn’t blame him. It had been so long since he’d been around a naked woman let alone one as young and pretty as me. And the tension between us would build and build until by the end of it he would be staring at me with open and naked lust.

And when I hung up the call he would approach me. So tall. So powerful. So dominant.

He would push me to my knees, and only then would I notice the throbbing bulge in his pants.

I shook the thought of it away, trying to ignore the powerful ache in my belly as I struggled to keep moving forward. Try as I might I couldn’t keep that fantasy from creeping into the edges of my mind. I’ve never been shy about sex, but it had always strayed towards the rather vanilla in real life and in fantasy.

I didn’t like anything too out there. Nothing more than plain ordinary sex had ever really struck my fancy, and to be honest I’d never tried anything but that before either.

But I had a feeling this exposure had awakened something in me because the thrill of being so vulnerable and having a hard and dominant man like my neighbor take advantage of that was undeniably appealing, even if just as a fantasy.

Coming back to reality I glanced all around me before looking across the bridge in front of me. It was a straight and clear shot across it, dashing over the top of it and off to the other side I bounded through the gardens and ducked down beside some bushes that bordered a backyard.

Voices filtered to me through the leaves. Multiple voices, all of them masculine.

I glanced through a gap in the bushes, seeing a bunch of guys gathering in a backyard. They were laughing and chatting, drinking and grilling something while they talked.

All of them were around my age, dressed in preppy sort of clothing that made me think they would fit in perfectly around my office. I could see myself around these guys during the workday, and could just imagine what they would think of me now.

I didn’t have a reputation around the office. I was too quiet and reserved to have anything even approaching a reputation.

What sort of things would my coworkers think of me if they could see me now? Would they expect it? Would they think that I was a closet freak this whole time? Would they think that I had done this all on purpose?

I could just picture these guys noticing me and pulling me through the bushes. Laughing and joking and poking fun at me, pointing out how if I was naked out here I obviously wanted more. That I was asking for people to look. That I loved it.

And the way my thighs squeezed together I think there might have been truth in their words. I think they might have actually not been wrong when they assumed that I loved the attention. I think that I did.

Part of me wanted to go in there and show myself to them. To play the damsel in distress and ask them to help poor little me out. To see what they would do. To see whether they would take advantage or whether I would have to press myself on them. Offer me to them as thanks for using their phone.

All of them. All at once. So many hands on me, pushing me to my knees. So many cocks bobbing in front of me, as I struggled to please them all.

Filling me up. Every hole. Using me until I was aching and begging for more.

I turned away from the bushes, the powerful thoughts and needs in me scaring me more than anything else. I pushed away and dashed towards the next bridge, making it there without care or concern to being seen. Fantasies played through me until I couldn’t keep one separate from the other.

Stumbling around a corner to see a couple staring at the exposed woman. To have them take me in and use me between the two of them until I lost track of where their bodies ended and mine began.

Passing by a boat as the driver offers me a ride and taking him up on it in every possible way. Riding his cock while I rode his boat. Gasping and exposing myself to everyone around us as he steered us to the mainland.

Collapsing in the middle of the path and waiting there for help. Taking on every man who passed me by. Letting them coat me with their seed and use me, leaving me there for the next man to find.

I couldn’t help it.

The pounding need in me was making me dizzy. Making me stumble and fumble my way down the path until I turned around a corner without thinking and rushed directly into someone.

I stumbled back and hands shot out to catch me, holding me still and at arm's length. Firm arms and firm hands. Strong body and strong chest. Handsome face. His face.

Nick.

Nick was staring down at me, looking down at a naked and disoriented woman in his arms as realization was gradually replaced on his face by recognition. Oh god, he recognized me. Oh, fuck he knew me.

This was the worst possible case scenario.

Anyone else I could have played it off without impact to myself. Anyone else and it would have been a funny story they told about a strange girl they ran into. How she was fully nude but they never got her name.

But Nick knew me. He knew who I was. He worked with me. There was no hiding this and there was no hiding from him.

“I got locked out,” my voice squeaked out, a flush of embarrassment running through my system and pushing all that desire out to the edges of me. My hands came up to cover me, doing my best to keep some dignity as he pulled me off the path and over to a house.

“Oh shit,” he said quickly, “My place is just here come on in we can call management.”

Nick unlocked his door and slipped me inside and I think we got in without anyone noticing. His unit looked remarkably similar to mine but unpacked. Nick had good taste, minimalist and almost austere but still inviting in its own way. He led me over to a phone and pushed the button to call the concierge then pressed it into my hand. I put the receiver to my ear, hearing the ringing numbly and watching as Nick turned quickly away and then shuffled out of the room leaving me all on my own.

The concierge was quick and polite, informing me of the one fact that I had completely forgotten. There was a pin pad beside my door I could use to unlock the door. I could also use that pad to call the concierge.

As soon as he reminded me of that I remembered everything, my pin number included. I blushed even harder and thanked him for the information, stammering out my words and then hanging up quickly.

All of this was in vain. I could have gotten back in without having to even have to leave my porch.

What had I done?

I stepped out of the side room into the main space of the house, looking over all of Nicks things. The thoughts and fantasies I had with him rushed through my mind and I found myself thinking of how I imagined this would all go so differently. How I hoped that my first time in his space would be different than this. That I wouldn’t be quite so exposed, at least not at first.

And quite against my own instincts of what was ‘right’ and ‘moral’ I couldn’t help but flush with heat at the knowledge that my crush had seen me like this. Once I let those flood doors open a crack the passionate heat of it rushed in, combining and building with the embarrassment in my body to reach a level of heat in me that was pounding and hot.

By the time Nick returned with a robe I was practically gasping with excitement. I couldn’t help myself.

He passed the robe over to me, looking away from me so that I had some privacy. So polite. Such a gentleman, but I didn’t want a gentleman right now.

I took the robe from him and held it, feeling the soft terry cloth of it between my fingers before addressing him.

My voice was deeper and huskier than I anticipated as I asked, “Do you live here by yourself?”

“Yes,” he said, a note of curiosity in his voice.

“So we’re all alone?” I asked, the intention and innuendo clear in my words.

Nick turned to me, tentative, taking in the sight of me. Up and down his eyes went, his gaze slow and deliberate, “Yes.”

I dropped the robe and the moment it hit the floor it was like a starter pistol going off. Both of us moved towards the other, wrapping ourselves up in their body.

Leaping into his arms I pressed myself against him, feeling the hardness of his firm body enveloping me as he wrapped his arms around me. His hands cupped my ass, squeezing it and slipping a finger between my cheeks to tease the bud of my asshole before sliding between my thighs.

“You’re wet,” he moaned into my mouth as he slipped the tip of a finger inside of me.

I grinned against his mouth, “All for you. Sit on the couch.”

Nick walked us both over to it and fell down so that I was straddling him, the cloth covered bulge in his pants pressing up against me and driving the heat in me up a notch. I ground myself against him for a moment before slipping a hand between us to unlatch his pants. I had them off and had his thick member free in a moment, pressing it between my lips and pushing myself down onto it with a groan.

I took him fully, burying him inside of me down to the root of him. He throbbed in me, filling me completely and making me cry out with pleasure. Nick was everything I wanted and more and I loved it. This was my fantasy. This was what I wanted.

I rode my lover, letting his thick cock spread me open and fill me. I felt him spear up inside of me, stretching me and letting me know with firm and insistent strokes that I was his.

His hands were on my body, gripping my hips and pulling me up and down on him. I pushed back and looked into his eyes, seeing something there I hadn’t seen before.

A dominant aggression. A rugged and firm masculinity that I craved and desired. That satisfied a part of me that was primal and insistent.

But it wasn’t enough.

I’d been exposed to exposure now, and I needed that part of it in me as well. My body ached for it. My mind craved it.

And when he lifted me off of him and bent me over the table in his sitting room it satisfied that part of me too. Because right in front of us was a gorgeous and picturesque view of a large open space filled with people. And that window was open.

Just a crack. Just enough that if I raised my voice they could hear me. Just enough that as I started to scream and beg Nick for more heads turned to look at me.

They saw me, finally, they saw me. Exposed and fucked. My hard lover pounding into me as all of those eyes turned to take me in.

And I came for them, screaming loud and putting on a show. Loving every minute of it.

END


Please enjoy this preview of one of my other works:

EXPOSED IN PUBLIC!
Bared In The Park!

Dave was an old coworker and one that I’d always had a bit of a crush on. I mean he was nice and cute and handsome. He had strong arms and a warm smile and had always had time to listen to my problems. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was married I probably would have tried to subtly hint to him that he should ask me out, but as it stood it was always an unrequited crush.

Of course, it had to be him that I ran into, practically literally running into him as he stepped out of a coffee shop. As I bounced around him I noticed his eyes go wide and run up and down my body, but when I saw his face and recognized him all of that energy and excitement I’d had drained out of me completely.

“Oh hi Dave,” I said quietly, and his eyes settled on my face and flashed a recognition that made certain he knew just who I was.

There is a difference between the exposure before strangers and the exposure before someone you know. There is an embarrassment to one that isn’t present for the other, and in an instant my mood completely changed.

All of a sudden I felt so very exposed, so bared to everyone and everything. Dave had featured into a few of my dreams but I’d never in a million years have expected to have him actually see me like this. To see me so very exposed to him.

Everything closed up on me and I fought the urge to try to obviously cover myself up as he found his tongue and said hello.

“So,” he followed up after an awkward pause, “How are things?”

I smiled broadly and sheepishly, putting my hands on my hips and looking up at him, “Not bad, how are you? How’s Marie?”

The most remarkable thing was that once I started actually talking to him the conversation flowed as smoothly as it always had. Dave and I had the type of rapport that we could keep the patter up even if both of us were feeling incredibly awkward. And at the moment I was sure both of us were.

Because while we were chatting and talking openly our faces were both beat red. We were both shuffling uncomfortably but neither of us wanted to address the elephant in the room and excuse ourselves because one of us was naked.

And I don’t know if either of us really wanted that.

Dave might have been married but he wasn’t dead. I caught his gaze drifting a couple of times, running up and down my body when he thought I wasn’t paying attention. I saw the way he looked at me, the obvious interest tempered by the knowledge that he could only look and not touch.

And I found myself wondering whether he would head straight home after this. Whether he would take out his pent up sexual frustration on his wife. Whether he would fuck her hard and fast and whether he would tell her that I was the reason why. Whether he would confess to her that he had seen his cute ex-coworker just walking down the street naked. Whether he would admit that I had turned him on.

By the time we finished our rather short conversation and I headed on my way both of us were more than a little flustered, and I found that the heat in my body had returned with a potent fire that was blazing hot and heavy.

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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