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The Shower Incident (Part 1) - Susan is exposed in the shower. Darryl explains the conditions of her night of humiliation.

I loved showering. The feeling of hot water rushing down my skin was so refreshing. I loved the sensation of getting my hair wet and then letting it drip whenever I got out of the shower.

I had a good body, and I knew it. I ran every morning, worked out, and played on the college’s soccer team on a scholarship. My body was perfectly toned and flawless, with perky tits and a great butt. In high school, the boys practically drooled over me, and college was no different. I didn’t care much for getting serious, but I enjoyed the teasing I would give them, just enough to put them on edge.

I got more daring in college, stepping out of my dorm room or even the apartment into the girls' hallway in only my towel. My roommates warned me that one day something would happen if I kept teasing and playing with boys' heartstrings, but I ignored it.

Today was that day.

The curtain to my shower suddenly flew open. I shrieked and fell to the floor of the shower, wrapping my arms around my breasts and crotch.

“You’re gonna pay, Susan,” Darryl said. Oh, crap. Darryl. I had had fun with him. I even teased him with a little “private” show when he thought things were getting serious, and he had gone further than anyone else had, and I let him know it. Then, right when he thought we were something serious, I broke his heart. Man, that had been fun.

He reached over and turned off the water, and then just looked at me. I was suddenly very aware of the lopsidedness of the situation and just how vulnerable I was. I never realized how tall he was until I was basically kneeling at his feet. "How did you get in here?”

“Kelsey, your roommate?”

“Yeah? What about her?”

“I invited her over for a date just before she left for the weekend. Took a play out of your own playbook, as it were. I swiped her room key when she wasn’t looking. Now it’s time to take my revenge.”

Revenge?

Oh, crap.

He grabbed my arm and pulled me up. I cursed and squirmed, but he was too strong. I heard a *clang* of metal on metal, and suddenly my right hand was handcuffed to the curtain bar.

Unable to cover everything, I scrambled to take my left hand and stretch it diagonally across my body, placing my fingers over my pussy and trying to position my arm to block his view of my left nipple. Everything was still very much exposed, but at least it was something.

He grinned at my predicament and reached over to tweak my nipple. I squealed and pulled back, but the handcuff didn’t provide me much movement.

“Darryl, wait, I-”

“You know, when we started dating, I knew you had a lot of exes. I thought, ‘hey, maybe I could be the one to break that streak,’ but I see now I was just a plaything to you.”

“Darryl, please-”

He grabbed the other arm. *clang*

I shrieked again, fully exposed. The handcuffs were free to move along the curtain bar, so I pulled them together so both my arms were sort of covering me, but the awkward angle forced me to lean forward and stick out my butt.

Darryl’s eyes ran up and down my body. Well, at least he wasn’t trying to hide it. I felt even more exposed considering I was still dripping wet. “I asked around. You have so many exes. Like an obscene amount.”

The tone in his voice, slightly angry, slightly gloating, scared me. I didn’t think Darryl would do anything serious, but I couldn’t be sure. “What do you want?”

He grinned and held up a phone. One of those crappy flip phones from the 90s. “In this phone is a list of the numbers of all of your exes I could find. You’re gonna call two of them and tell them what you’re wearing and to come here. Then, the three of us are going to have some fun.”

Crap. Literal crap.

If it were just Darryl or one other person, then maybe I could get through it without too much embarrassment. But numbers created confidence, and with four horny boys with a beef to settle drooling over a very exposed girl like me, something was bound to happen.

“What if I don’t?”

If possible, his grin grew bigger, as if expecting me to say that. He reached up with his own phone, one of those Samsung phones, and took a picture. His phone was one of those phones that made the obnoxious *click* when it took a picture. That sound would haunt me for years. “I’m the head editor for the college newspaper. I wonder what will be printed on the front page...”

“You wouldn’t dare,” I said, unable to think of a much better threat. Darryl had this planned out.

“So, go ahead and make some calls,” he said. He handed me the phone. “I’ll be right here, waiting.”


The Shower Incident (Part 2) - Susan drops the phone and pays the price.

I took the phone but didn’t start scrolling through yet.

“Go on,” Darryl said. “Don’t be shy.”

I glared at him. I was being anything but shy right now, bearing it all for his sadistic pleasure. And I was angry. It was much easier to be angry at him than to think about how mortified I was to be in the position I was in, namely, handcuffed naked in my shower.

“Give me a second,” I said. I started to go through the contacts. Shoot, he hadn’t been exaggerating. There were a ton of them, old flames of mine.

With the handcuffs, the length of my arms had been effectively shortened to a couple of inches, making it incredibly difficult to handle the phone properly, and the fact that I hadn’t used one of those antiquated flip phones in years didn’t help, either.

The phone slipped through my fingers and clattered to the floor, sliding down and resting against my right shin. I cursed, turning to look at Darryl. “A little help?”

Darryl mocked surprise. “Who? Me?”

“Get me the phone.”

“That wasn’t part of the deal.”

I groaned. “Do you want me to call them or not?”

“Well, if you can’t hold your end of the bargain, I guess those pictures-”

“Darryl, come on!”

He grinned. “I will, but only if you do something for me.”

“What?”

“Spread your legs. Let me have a peek”

“What? No way! Pick something else.”

“Susan, honestly, I don’t think you’re in a position to be making demands.”

I hung my head. He was right. He could do anything to me now. Grab my breasts? Easy. Pinch my nipples? No problem. Finger me? Done. “Why are you even asking, then?”

“Well, because I’m a gentleman-”

I snorted.

“-and because I think it’s appropriate for you to ask for it. .”

“I’m handcuffed!”

He shrugged. “Regardless, I think it’s better this way. You’ll bear the shame of knowing you asked for this. This—all of this—is payment for everything you did to me and all those others.”

“...Fine.”

“Say it. Make me a deal.”

I wanted to rip his head off. He had me completely in the palm of his hand and loving it. “Darryl...I’ll spread my legs for you if you give me my phone.”

“Great. I accept your deal. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“Shut up.”

“I’m waiting.”

I pulled on the handcuffs for balance and spread my legs. I kept a neat trim of hair down in my nether areas, but it was still embarrassing to expose myself further in front of the prying eyes of the creep.

“Oh my,” Darryl said. He reached down with both hands, grabbed each side of my pussy, and pulled.

“Hey! Hands off!”

He ignored me. “Your cunt really is magnificent, Suzie. I remember it the most from our time together.” With one hand still stretching my pussy, the other hand reached for his phone and brought it a few inches from my privates. *Click*

He poked a finger in. Ecstasy banged into my head like a gavel. If I hadn’t been hanging by handcuffs I would have collapsed. I screamed and moaned. I get so weak in the knees after penetration. He laughed and pulled his finger out and it glistened with liquid. “My, my, Suzie. You’re quite wet!”

“It’s just wet from the shower!” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “Whatever you say, but I think you’re enjoying this.”

“Shut up. Just give me the phone, perv.”

“Of course. A deal’s a deal.”

He stepped closer to reach down. His head came very close to my leg, more than it needed to, and his fingers rested on my pubic mound, grabbing the soft tuft of pubic hair and tugging. I moaned. It did feel good, but I was never going to tell him that.

“Well, here you go.” He handed me the phone. “Don’t drop it again.”


The Shower Incident (Part 3) - Susan decides on her tormentors and begins her night of humiliation.

Well, now I was faced with a dilemma. Which two boys did I pick to come down to my apartment and witness my nakedness in all its glory?

This was messed up.

As I resumed scrolling through the phone’s contact, I began to see the genius—if that’s what it could be called—of Darryl’s plan. Any number of things could happen with each different combination of the three boys. By having me pick out the other two boys, anything that happened would be of my doing, in a removed sort of way.

In my mind, I had two options. For one, I could pick someone who was the least likely to do anything too humiliating. Minimize the damage, as it were. Maybe I could get someone who would even try to stop it, though I doubted it. I was almost always the one to break up with all of them, and I knew none of them wouldn’t jump at chance to humiliate their ex somehow.

The other option, I realized, was to pick someone I still kind of liked. If I was going to get ogled by someone, I might as well score some points with them while doing it. I may have broken up with all of them, but there were still a few I would consider hooking back up with. Darryl had been one of them, right up until he handcuffed me. Who knew, maybe something good would happen from all this. And if it did, all the better, just so I could screw Darryl.

I decided to split the difference. One to ogle, one to be the voice of reason.

My eyes fell on Sam’s name, a boy from my biology class. He was cute and very confident in himself, which reminded me of myself. He and I had dated for a few weeks before I broke it off. I still kind of liked him and wouldn’t mind starting up again with him. Of course, I hadn’t expected it to happen like this. And it would be super embarrassing to run into him every biology class if he saw me naked now in my current state, but I thought he would be the best option.

Okay, he was the one who was going to ogle me, now onto the one who might be the only voice of reason in my humiliation and tone it down when needed. Hmm...it was harder than I expected. I wasn’t naïve. I knew what kind of things went through a boy’s mind when they saw a woman naked, especially a woman like me. I was trying to find someone who would suppress those urges and protect me, which was a difficult thing to determine based solely on a past relationship.

I decided on Kyle. He was probably the shyest of the boys I’ve dated, and he was the only one that I remembered having some hesitation getting in bed with me. Maybe he would be merciful in my torment. I didn’t know a whole lot about him though—our fling had been relatively short—so I was taking a gamble on him.

My mind made up, I started to punch in the number for Sam.

“Wait,” Darryl said. I groaned. What did he want now? “Just remember, when you talk with them, make sure you tell them that you're naked, you feel bad for breaking up with them, and you want them to come over to punish you. If you don’t, then—”

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Pictures galore.”

I put in the rest of Sam’s number and put the phone up to my ear. It rang once, and then twice, then thrice, each tone excruciatingly long.

“Hello?”

Relief, followed quickly by terror.

“Hi, Sam,” I said. I sounded so stupid.

A pause. He sounded surprised to hear my voice. “Susan?”

“Yeah.”

“What’s up?”

Total, abject humiliation, that’s what’s up.

I opened my mouth, still not believing what I was about to say. Darryl looked at me, waiting for me to bail, almost taunting me. That anger bubbled up inside me, and I decided not to give him the satisfaction, even though I knew I was doing exactly what he wanted. “I just wanted to apologize for breaking up with you.”

“Oh, umm...you’re fine. I get it. I was just thinking about calling you, actually. I know we broke up, but I was wondering if maybe we could try again, so I wanted to ask if you if—”

“I’m naked,” I said, cutting him off. I couldn’t bear for him to keep going. My cheeks must’ve turned three shades redder.

An even longer pause. “What?”

“I’m naked, and I want you to come over and punish me.”

Darryl grinned.

Jerk off, I thought.

“I’m sorry, Susan. I don’t understand. You’re naked and you want me to come over?

“Yes. Just come over here. Right now,” I said. Let’s get this over with.

“Umm...okay. See you soon.”

I hung up. If only he understood just how much of me he would be seeing.


The Shower Incident (Part 4) - Susan's second choice falls through, and her decision is made for her. Darryl rewards her.

The weight of the reality of what was about to happen finally began to dawn on me. I had literally just called someone and asked them to come over and look at my naked body and do who knows what to me. It was too late to go back now.

“I admit, I didn’t think you’d pick Sam,” Darryl said. “Though I’m sure he’ll be grateful. Should be fun. Who’s the other lucky boy?”

“I’m not telling you,” I said. I don’t know why it mattered. He would know in just a second. It was just the only thing I could do to try to keep some shred of decency, some semblance of control. Reduced to childish stubbornness, I guess. I was so powerless, and it terrified me.

He shrugged. “That’s fine. Go on.”

As I started to dial Kyle's number, I prayed that I wasn’t making a mistake.

First ring. Second ring. Third ring. Where was he?

“You have reached the voicemail box of-”

I turned off the phone.

“What are you doing?” Darryl asked.

“It went to voicemail,” I said. “I’ll call someone else.”

“No, no, no. This is about atoning for your actions, Suzie. You’re going to call back and leave a message telling them that you apologize, that you’re naked, and you are about to be punished. Then you’ll call someone else."

I glared at him, but I didn’t threaten to refuse his request. I hated how my ability to be threatening was reduced to almost nothing. “Fine.”

I called the number again. Voicemail. For some reason, I hoped he would have gotten to the phone in the few moments I called him. That happened sometimes, right? anything to avoid leaving an embarrassing message.

“-please leave your message after the beep.”

*beep*

“Kyle, this is Susan. I wanted to let you know that I’m very sorry for breaking up with you. I also wanted to let you know that I’m naked and I’m about to be punished.” I turned off the phone. I wondered what he would be thinking as he listened to that voicemail, or if he would even realize the opportunity he missed.

“Good,” Darryl said. “Since your second pick didn’t work out, I guess I’ll have to choose someone.”

“Wait-”

He grabbed the phone and started to go through the contacts. I stood there, hands hanging above my head, waiting with dread for him to choose someone to join him and Sam in their humiliation of me, their subject. Kyle had been my one hope of a knight in shining armor, but with Darryl, Sam, and whoever Darryl chose, I was all but guaranteed to be ravished.

“I thought the deal was that I get to choose the boys.”

“That was the deal, but I’m changing it. You have a problem with that?”

“...No.”

He shrugged, as if not entirely satisfied with my answer. “Let’s go with Alex.”

My heart dropped. Not Alex. He had been the horniest boy I had ever dated. Super hot, but horny. He kept trying to get into my pants. Out of all my breakups, his was the messiest, and everyone—including Darryl, it would seem—knew it. He wouldn’t skip a beat in joining in on some revenge on his ex.

“Go ahead, call him,” he said. He put in Alex’s number and handed the phone to me to press “Call”

I couldn’t bring myself to start the call. Anyone but Alex.

“What are you waiting for?”

“I just want you to know how messed up this is. How messed up you are.”

He just grinned. I was starting to hate that grin. That knowing grin of how much control he had over me. “I know. “Just remember that this is your fault, this little predicament you’re in.”

I decided not to prolong my torture. I pressed “Call.” I prayed that Alex didn’t pick up the phone. As embarrassing as the voicemail would be, anyone else would be better.

He picked up on the first ring. Crap.

“This is Alex.”

“Alex, hey!” Why did I sound like a girly teenager? “I need you to come over to my place.”

A pause, longer than Sam’s. “Why?” The way he said it made it sound like he was suspicious. Exes didn’t call out of the blue unless they wanted something. Which, I guess, I did.

“Well, I need you to punish me for breaking up with you.”

At this point, Darryl stepped forward and grabbed my leg with one hand. I winced as he pulled it out and reached over to trace my pubic mound with his finger. Suddenly balancing on one leg, I nearly stumbled and dropped the phone again.

“Punish you? What do you mean?”

I couldn’t think, not with Darryl nearly on top of me. My pussy could still remember his first intrusion from just a minute ago, and it was screaming for more of it. “I’m naked,” I blurted out, unable to think coherently enough to say it any other way.

“What?”

“Please just come over,” I said. Darryl placed his hand directly on my pussy. He just let it lay there, not moving his fingers inside or anything. Just enough to drive me crazy.

“Susan, I don’t know if this is some kind of trick, but-”

“Just get over here!” I shouted, unable to think clearly. Darryl curled his fingers and lightly dragged his fingernails across my pussy. I thought I was going to explode. I moaned loudly into the phone. I couldn’t hold it in.

“Susan? Are you okay?” he asked, alarmed by the sound. The tenderness in his voice was surprising to me.

“I’m fine!”

“Susan, I don’t-”

“Listen to me! You are going to come to my place, and you are going to punish me! Understand?”

A pause. Somehow, this silence was different than the awkward one with Sam. This was one of those sinister silences, the ones that filled you with dread right before the monster jumped out and killed you. “I understand, Susan. I’m looking forward to it.”

I hung up and dropped the phone. I didn’t trust any of my extremities at this point.

“Good girl,” Darryl said, his hand still on my leg and crotch. “I know that wasn’t easy. You deserve a reward.” Then, without ceremony, he stuck a finger in.

I screamed. Cum squirted out of me, covering his hand. He laughed, pulling his finger out. “Man, Suzie! I didn’t realize that you’d get so turned on by this.”

“I’m not...turned on...you piece of...garbage,” I said, breathless. My arms hung by my handcuffs like a limp puppet. My legs had no strength. I could feel the cum dripping down the insides of my thighs and depositing in a pool on the shower floor near my legs. It was disgusting.

“Call me what you will, but I got to say, I’m loving this already.” He took a step back, pointing his phone at my cum-covered legs. *Click*

He turned to wash his hands in the sink. When he turned around, his face was filled with that insufferable grin. “Wow. I’m already so excited about this, Suzie. If you’ve already gotten off on it before we’ve even started, then I can’t wait to see what kind of fun the four of us can have once we really get going.”

Crap.


The Shower Incident (Part 5) - The boys begin Susan's torment with an assault on her butt.

“I’m going to wait outside for the boys to let them in,” Darryl said. “You just wait here. Holler if you need anything.”

I tried to think of an insult, but I couldn’t come up with anything.

Darryl grinned at my growing inability to fight back and disappeared outside of the bathroom.

As I hung there, I found it hard to be angry. Instead...I was just tired. Darryl was breaking me down, but I couldn’t give him that satisfaction. I needed to be strong. I hoped beyond hope that Darryl would let me down soon. Maybe this was just a prank. He’d bring the two boys over, they’d have a good laugh about my predicament, and then go home.

Considering the weakness in my legs, I couldn’t quite convince myself that that was what Darryl had in mind.

I heard voices, and I tensed, pulling against my restraints. My heart pounded as I grew desperate. Maybe I could slip my hands out or break the curtain rod or—

“Wow. I really thought you were joking,” Sam said. He stepped in front of me, drinking all of me in. Suddenly, I wished very much that I hadn’t invited Sam. I didn’t care about him ogling me and he and I hooking up later. I didn’t want him to see me at all, not like this. Restrained and vulnerable. The other two stepped in, all three of them looking at me like a display in a museum.

First up in our collection of Susan’s body parts: Her pussy!

“Nope. Buck-naked in the shower,” Darryl said.

Alex just stood there, staring at my tits like a shark smelling blood. “And...she wants us to punish her?”

Next are here lovely breasts. See her nipples? That’s perfection right there.

I wanted to melt, go down the drain, and disappear. Anything to get the three pair of eyes looking at me. I know I said I had the perfect body, but I was beginning to think of anything and everything that could be considered a flaw. The blasted handcuffs made it impossible to cover anything.

“Oh, absolutely,” Darryl said. “After all...she deserves it.”

“Good,” Alex said. He reached over and pinched a nipple. I held in a moan. Shoot, that felt really good, the sensation was intensified by the complete vulnerability I was in.

Sam was looking at my legs. “Is that...cum?”

Darryl grinned. “Yes, it is. She and I had some fun before calling you two.”

Alex leered at me. “I want in on some of that.”

“Please...” I said. I was shocked at the timidity in my voice. “Just give me a towel. Look at my breasts and do whatever you want but let me just cover up my bottom half. I’ll do anything.”

“Fat chance,” Alex said.

Darryl held up his hand. “What will you give us, Suzie? Make us an offer.”

I realized I didn’t have anything in mind. I don’t think I expected Darryl to actually entertain the idea. I had the thought to offer each of them a blowjob, but I couldn’t bring myself to actually say that. “Umm...I’ll let you spank me?”

“Hmm...we were going to do that regardless. That’s not really a card you can play, Suzie. You’re going to be completely naked, head to toe, throughout all of this. That’s not really negotiable.”

My heart fell.

“Please...”

Darryl reached down and slapped my crotch.

I whimpered, barely keeping in a groan, pleasure roaring inside me. I didn’t want to cum a second time, and especially not in front of the other two.

“Let’s get you turned around. For your well-deserved spanking."

Hands reached up, unlocking my handcuffs, turning me around, and then handcuffing me again. As they did, plenty of hands explored my body, touching my back, stomach, and even my thighs. Every brush near my pussy was torture, and I had to stop myself from moaning multiple times.



Instead of handcuffing each wrist separately to the curtain rod like I had been, they handcuffed my two wrists behind my back together in the traditional position and then used the second handcuff to bind the restraint in the middle to the shower curtain. This forced me to raise up my arms behind me and stick out my butt. The awkward position was also quite painful from having to stretch my arms all the way back, a fact that I’m sure Darryl was very aware of.

The fact that I now couldn’t see the three boys was even worse. Yes, my breasts and pussy were no longer facing them, but not being able to know what they were doing was pure agony.

“Sam? Would you like to start us off?”

“Sure.” He sounded excited. I felt my heart drop a little further. Without Kyle, Sam had been my only hope at someone advocating for me in my humiliation. But it sounded like he was just as excited as the other two, and I knew then that I was truly doomed.

I waited for the first spank. I was tense, and I’m sure I was giving the boys quite a show with my clenched buttocks and twisting arms.

I waited, the agony of anticipating that first strike almost worse than an actual spank.

I jumped as I felt hands reach around me, not expecting the soft touch of fingers. Sam’s fingers curled under my armpits and grabbed my breasts. He fondled them and then moved to my nipples, flicking them with his fingers.

*Spank*

I shrieked, instinctively trying to reach down with my arms to cover my butt, but of course, I couldn’t. He pulled me back, pressing me against his erection. He let go for a moment, rubbing my butt cheeks and kneading them like he did my breasts. He pulled them close and then wide, exposing my privates to him and the others for a moment.

*Spank*

I tried to do everything I could not to react. But a gasp and a soft moan escaped my lips. Sam’s hands on my butt were replaced by Alex’s, who then reached up to give my breasts and nipples the same treatment as Sam’s.

*Spank*

Darryl’s turn.

“Look at how they jiggle! It’s cute!”

I could feel it, too, my butt jiggling at each strike like a plate of Jell-o.

*Spank*

The boys got into a rhythm, each taking turns spanking me and groping me before moving aside for the next person. With the three of them alternating, they were able to achieve distinct spankings at a much more rapid pace than any one of them alone. The rapid pace was too much for me to recover adequately from each strike, and soon I was gasping for breath.

Distantly, in the part of my mind that was still functioning, I started to notice a pattern in their punishment. Both Darryl and Sam were spanking me higher up, closer to my waist. It didn’t hurt as much, but I knew from experience that that would create the greatest redness on my skin for the amount of pain inflicted. Alex was much less strategic, opting to simply inflict the most pain possible. I found myself dreading his strike the most, every third strike without fail.

I’ve heard of torture stories where someone would have a drop of water hit him every couple of seconds, and the unrelenting nature of it was enough to drive him insane. I felt like that person now, except the relentless and never-ending spankings hurt much worse than waterdrops. This continued for what felt like hours.

The spanking stopped, but I could hardly tell. My butt was burning with pain, stinging like bee stings. I knew it had to be very red and raw, perfectly on display.

"Grab her cheeks and spread them."

Fingers touched my skin, and I nearly jumped, instinctively expecting another spanking. Even the slightest touch burned after the abuse they gave my buttInstead, the fingers pulled, and I could feel my butt cheeks being spread wide, exposing everything.

*Click*

"I think she’s crying,” Sam said.

I sniffed, realizing he was right. I didn’t remember starting. Tears and snot covered my face, and I could still feel the sticky cum clinging to my legs and crotch. I felt disgusting. I heard someone step over the barrier. I looked up just as Darryl grabbed a bundle of my hair and yanked, so I was looking right at him.

He said nothing, because his eyes said everything he need to.

I am going to break you. And I’m going to enjoy this.

Darryl grinned and looked at the other two. "Well, I would consider that a success, boys,” he said. “What’s next?”

What’s next!?
