A Day to Remember
by Realbatman9001

Part 1

This is story is about a girl named Kelsey and her memorable day. Kelsey is a clumsy girl who’s always making a fool of herself but today is the worst so far. Enjoy.

Kelsey’s shower had been meant to be a quick refresh, but it was now the cause of a frantic panic. The hot water cascaded down her shoulders, steam clouding the bathroom, as she scrambled to rinse the shampoo from her hair. Glancing at the clock, her heart dropped. The bus would be here any minute.

The handle to the bathroom door was stuck again. She twisted it desperately, trying to get it open, but it wouldn’t budge. Her heart raced as she pulled harder, her hands growing slick with sweat. She was going to be late, and that would mean another day of catching up—another day of stress and frustration. She couldn’t afford that.
Think, Kelsey, think! Her eyes darted to the window. The roof. I could climb out and make it to the bus—if I’m fast enough.

The panic rose within her as she grabbed a towel off the rack and quickly wrapped it around her damp body. Her mind was spinning with thoughts of being exposed outside, but she had no time to waste. She needed to move.

Climbing out the window was risky, but it was her only option. The rough tiles of the roof awaited her, and despite the hesitation, she pushed forward. The cold air outside bit at her, contrasting sharply with the warmth of the shower still clinging to her skin. As she grabbed the windowsill and hoisted herself up, the pain in her feet from the rough tiles was immediate. They were still pink and soft from the hot water, and the abrasiveness of the tiles made her wince with every step.

Just keep going, just keep going… She repeated in her head, trying to ignore the burn in her feet and the chill of the air on her exposed skin.

Her towel, still loosely wrapped around her, began slipping as she climbed, and her stomach twisted with dread. The wind picked up, sending a chill through her body, and she could already feel her towel shifting. No, no, no… She tugged at it, but it was already too late.

With one last awkward movement, the towel slipped completely from her body, leaving her exposed on the roof, the cold air biting at her now completely bare skin. Her heart skipped a beat. This can’t be happening. She froze for a moment, panic flooding her entire body. She looked down to the bus stop below, and the realization hit her like a ton of bricks. The bus had arrived. Her classmates were already watching her, their laughter reaching her ears like a cruel wave.

“Holy crap, look at her!” someone yelled, their voice full of amusement.

Kelsey’s face burned with shame. I can’t believe this is happening. I’m completely naked. Outside. In front of everyone… The wind blew against her body, making every inch of her feel exposed, vulnerable. Her small breasts swayed slightly with her frantic movements, and her bare, pale butt was fully visible as she tried to maintain her balance. Her feet were scraped, and each movement caused a sharp sting in her tender soles.

“Dude, she’s so smooth!” one girl said with a laugh. “Look, no pubes, like a baby down there.”

Kelsey’s stomach twisted in horror. She wanted to crawl back through the window, but the roof was too steep, and the cold air made her muscles lock in panic. Her legs kicked out awkwardly, and she desperately tried to grab at the tiles to steady herself. But the wind was unforgiving, and as she shifted again, she lost her footing completely.

With a gasp, Kelsey fell, crashing into the bushes below. The rough branches scraped her delicate, smooth skin, leaving stinging marks across her body. She groaned in pain, trying to scramble up, but she was disoriented. Get up, get up, get inside… Her mind screamed, but her body was frozen with humiliation.

The door to the house was locked. She could hear the laughter from outside, her classmates’ voices growing louder as the bus came to a complete stop.

“No, no, no, please,” she muttered, her voice cracking as she frantically pulled at the handle. Please let it open. Please let me inside.

She twisted the doorknob harder, but it wouldn’t move. Panic surged through her as she realized the door was locked. She didn’t have time for this. Her classmates’ jeers were louder now, more mocking, and she couldn’t take it any longer.

Frantic, she looked around, and that’s when her gaze landed on the front window. It was slightly ajar, and she made the split-second decision. She had to get inside, no matter what. She turned and scrambled toward the window, her bare feet scraping against the rough pavement. Her heart was pounding so loudly in her ears that she couldn’t hear anything else—just the sickening sound of her classmates’ laughter.

As Kelsey struggled to free herself from the window, her naked body was on full display for her classmates to see. Her small, pale butt was exposed, the skin looking almost translucent in the sunlight. The curve of her buttocks was visible, and her legs kicking wildly made her look even more ridiculous, like a puppet on a string.

Between her legs, her vagina was visible, a small, delicate slit that seemed to be the focus of her classmates' mocking gazes. The pink flesh was slightly puffy, and the surrounding skin was smooth and unblemished. As she kicked her legs, her vagina seemed to be jiggling slightly, adding to the overall sense of absurdity and humiliation.

Her legs themselves were long and slender, but as she kicked them, they seemed to be flailing about like a pair of uncontrolled limbs. Her feet scraped against the ground, leaving small scratches in the dirt as she struggled to free herself. The movement of her legs made her whole body seem to be wobbling, her small butt jiggling back and forth as she tried to wriggle her hips free from the window frame.

As Kelsey struggled to free herself, a classmate snapped a picture of her with their phone. "Oh, nice!" a voice called out. "This one's going in my spank bank... and maybe the yearbook!"

Kelsey's eyes scanned the crowd, trying to see who had taken the picture, but she couldn't tell. She felt a surge of panic and shame, knowing that someone had just captured her in a humiliating and compromising position.

"Delete it!" she begged, but the only response was laughter and jeers from the crowd. The voice that had spoken earlier just laughed and said, "No way, this one's a keeper!"

Kelsey squeezed her eyes shut, tears welling up in her eyes. She hated how exposed she felt. I just want to disappear. I just want this to end.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she managed to wriggle her hips free and pull herself through the window, stumbling inside.

She quickly slammed it shut behind her, but her face was still red, her body covered in scratches from the rough bushes and the window frame. She was a mess, and her heart still pounded in her chest as she hurried to get dressed.

Kelsey burst into her room, her heart still racing from the chaos of the morning. Her eyes darted around the room as she desperately searched for something to wear. She was running out of time—the bus was already waiting for her. Her skin was still tingling from the cold and the rush, and the heat of embarrassment clung to her, making it hard to focus.

Her hands trembled as she grabbed the first thing she could find: a loose, summer dress she’d worn the previous weekend. She didn’t think twice as she pulled it over her head, the fabric sliding down her wet, flushed skin. It was too short, a little too tight in some places, but she didn’t have time to care. The dress would have to do.

She glanced at the clock—only minutes before the bus left. Panic gnawed at her insides as she rushed toward the door.

“I can still make it,” she whispered to herself, shoving down the rising anxiety.

She yanked the front door open, a rush of cool morning air prickling her skin as she bolted outside. The ground was rough beneath her, each hurried step sending sharp little jolts up her legs, but she barely registered it. The only thing on her mind was making it to the bus stop before it was too late.

The bus was already pulling up at the end of the street.

With a final, desperate sprint, she made it to the bus and jumped up the steps. She rushed down the narrow aisle, trying to ignore the stares of her classmates. The bus doors shut behind her, sealing her fate as she found a seat near the back.


