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Cumming Out of Her Shell

For most
of my childhood I had always led a sheltered life, rarely being
allowed more than a few seconds alone with a boy by my strict but
eternally loving parents. They had all the best intentions and were
only looking out for my wellbeing, but their overly protective
nature had some unintended consequences. As soon as they were able,
they enrolled me into the St Trinity’s Catholic Girls’ School in
the hopes that I wouldn’t encounter another boy until I was of
suitable age. However, being around so many girls and seeing them
getting changed in the locker rooms whenever we had gym class left
a lasting impression on me. I slowly came to realise that my
already tepid interest in boys was dwindling to nothingness and was
being replaced by a burning desire to feel the touch of another
girl. I fantasised about it endlessly and spent countless hours
tucked up in my bed at night with my fingers gently rubbing between
my legs as I thought about the girls in my class. I would get so
wet imagining their tongues licking around my throbbing clitoris
and once or twice I even let out a brief moan as the excitement
overwhelmed my body, almost waking my parents.

Sadly,
in trying to hide my affections from my classmates, I receded into
myself and became even shyer and quieter as I grew older. Not
wanting to be picked on for the way I felt, I dared not let on that
I had been thinking about them in such a way and even though I
wanted more than anything in the world to form a sexual
relationship with one of them, I simply couldn’t risk it. So, I
graduated from high school a virgin, which wasn’t unusual for the
girls at my strict Catholic school. However, whereas most of the
girls in my class were sexually confident and raring to go with the
first boy they could lay their hands on, I found myself unable to
trigger a conversation with a girl to discover if she was a
lesbian, let alone to see if she was attracted to me. It was a
frustrating and fruitless time, despite my angelic beauty and
petite frame. I was never far from a compliment and I was sure that
if I had a little more confidence I could easily attract a sexual
partner. It was just that flirting and saucy small talk were like a
foreign language to me, leading me to bury my head in the sand
rather than confronting the challenge that I so desperately wanted
to overcome. At that point, I had no idea that my virginity wasn’t
the only sexual barrier that I was destined to cross.

One
delightfully sunny spring afternoon I was sitting in the back
garden of our humble terraced home, reading a book that I had just
borrowed from the local library earlier that morning. With the cool
remnants of the winter breeze lapping at my modest cleavage and
wisps of my brilliant white hair dancing at the sides of my head, I
lay there on a sun lounger while my mind escaped to a wonderful
fantasy realm filled with wizards and goblins. I’d been reading for
just over an hour when I realised my glass of coke was empty, so I
broke away from the fictional universe and got up to go inside and
refill my drink. Just then, out of the corner of my eye I noticed a
bright white object on the ball and turned to see a big fluffy
white cat staring cautiously back at me. I held out my hand,
rubbing my fingers and thumb together whilst squeaking my pursed
lips to call it over, and for a moment it looked like it might come
over. However, as I tip-toed across to the wall, it jumped down in
the alley way behind the house and ran off. I followed it out,
unbolting the large black wooden gate and stepping out into the
concrete passageway to see it wandering up towards the gates at the
end. I gave chase, softly treading in between the puddles of
rainwater from the night before as I tried to get closer, but it
sensed my stealthy approach and darted into the busted back gate of
the last house in our street.

The
house had been abandoned for over a year due to a fire that had
broken out, and since the gate had remained in a state of disrepair
and the garden was overgrown, I assumed that that it was still
empty. That was a mistake. I peered into the garden to see the long
grass and weeds overrunning the whole yard and then noticed the cat
slipping in through the back door. As shy and retiring as I was in
my social circles, I didn’t completely lack courage and my
curiosity and urge to pet the furry little thing was too strong.
So, I pushed the gate further open and walked up to the back door,
peering inside as my hands began to tremble. The door was open and
looked remarkably good considering the fire. As I moved inside and
glanced around the place, my heart sunk into my stomach with the
realisation that somebody had been renovating the house. The walls
were covered in fresh plaster and brand new wooden flooring had
been laid down beneath my feet. A couch was placed in the living
room with a few other items of furniture; all wrapped in clear
plastic as if they had just been delivered.

I
spotted the cat wandering further into the house and I became
struck by irrational fear. I should have simply left the way I had
gone in, but for reason I felt some responsibility for the cat and
tried to sneak up and catch it to take it back outside. I followed
it over to a doorway on the wall between the kitchen and the living
room, which was slightly ajar. It slipped through the narrow gap,
pushing the door further open as it passed inside. I could see the
glow of a light bulb shining on the steps and I realised it was the
entrance to the cellar. With the cat out of my grasp and my
curiosity spent, I decided to retreat from the house and leave the
annoying animal to its own fate. However, just as I was about to
turn and leave through the back door, two arms enclosed around my
chest; locking my arms at my sides as a hand pressed down over my
mouth. I tried to scream out in horror but whoever was holding me
had a patch of cloth in their hand and within seconds I could feel
the burning sensation of chemical fumes shooting up my nostrils. I
became faint as the world around me rapidly fell away and was
replaced by the piercing bright lights of unconsciousness as I
drifted to sleep in his or her arms.

I awoke
some time later feeling like my head had been filled with lead. My
whole body was prickling with pins and needles and my hair was
hanging down around the sides of my face towards the floor. In my
groggy state it took me a few minutes to realise that my feet
weren’t touching the ground and as the feeling came back to my skin
it dawned on me that there was quite a chill in air around my body.
I tried to move but my body felt stiff, as if something was
restricting my movement and all around me I could hear the light
jangling of metal chains, particularly above my head. I was in a
heavily shaded room with only a small beam of light shining in
through a tiny window on the far wall near the ceiling. The low
light made it difficult for me to see and it took quite a while for
me to get my bearings, which was made even more difficult by the
sharp pains that shuddered throughout my body every time I tried to
move me head. Then, as I slowly regained my senses I realised that
the cold atmosphere was due to the fact that I had been stripped
naked. I could just about see the reflection of my body in a mirror
in the corner of the room and as soon as I spotted it I jolted with
fright.

I was
suspended in mid air with my head knocked back and several clumps
of my long blonde hair tied to lengths of string, which ran up
through a hoop on the ceiling and then back down to my toes. Ten
clumps in all; each one connected to a different toe so that even
the slightest movement of either caused a terrible shot of pain to
tremor through my body. My arms were also pinned back with rope
wound around them, binding them together as they pointed to the
ceiling. I tried to muster the strength to scream for help,
figuring that I was in the cellar of the house that I had intruded
into. I only wanted to apologise and be let free; I would have said
anything to be let out of that tortuous dungeon of despair.
However, I could see through the excess streams of hair dangling in
front of my face that there was something in my mouth; a wooden
tube that was secured in place with leather straps that reached
around the back of my head. It was hopeless. There was nothing I
could do and I was about to begin sobbing pathetically when the
door at the stop of the cold hard steps creaked open.

“That’ll
need oiling...” came a surprisingly pretty voice of a woman. If her
accent hadn’t given it away, the ping of her high heeled shoes
tapping down the steps to my left definitely did the job. Even as
she walked a few feet behind me I could smell the scent of her
perfume drifting up my nose, overpowering the dank, stale air I had
been breathing. It would have been enjoyable were it not for the
fact that I was bound, gagged and painfully restrained with all of
my clothes hanging over the back of a chair in front of me. She had
even placed my frilly laced-edged panties on the top, making sure
that I knew just how naked I was. I listened carefully as she
walked around behind me, clattering around with boxes and latches
as she prepared something, but I had no idea what it might be.
Then, her footsteps became louder as she moved in front of me,
finally revealing the lavish, silver-studded, black leather corset
that was strapped to her body. Her immense cleavage bulged before
my eyes as she stood directly in front of me, raising a hand to
brush the hair out of my face and pin it back behind my ears. My
vision cleared but she was standing so close that I couldn’t raise
my head far enough to see what she looked like. All I could see was
her beautifully tanned skin, her heaving bust and in the mirror I
could see the saucy stockings that were connected to the top half
of the corset by suspenders.

“So...”
she said, enclosing her fingers and thumb around my throat as I
gulped anxiously, “Do you think that it’s okay to break into other
people’s homes?”

I
answered silently, shaking my head even though it caused the string
to tuck brutally on my delicate little toes. She cackled in my ears
as she saw how effective her torture devices were, and for some
reason her cruel laugh sent a shiver through my body, raising a
rash of goose pimples all over my flesh and, more surprisingly, a
tingle of excitement to my clitoris. It felt so strange, but the
way she was expressing her dominance over me was really hot. Maybe
it was because I was finally feeling the touch of another woman or
maybe it lay in a much deeper, darker part of my sexuality, but
something had been awoken in that cellar inside my body and as she
squeezed me by the throat I could feel my clit becoming firmer by
the second. She raised her other hand and gave me a gentle, but
intimidating slap across the cheeks. I shook with fear, causing the
metal links in the chains above my head to jingle and setting my
body into a constant state of trembling anxiety. I had no idea what
she wanted from me, but I’d seen enough movies to know it wasn’t
pleasant.

 

“Then
why would you invade my personal space?” she asked, sneering at me
with her hand gripping tightly at my cheeks.

“The
cat!” I tried to say, but my voice was restricted by the wooden gag
wedging my jaws open, making my words little more than an
incomprehensible mumble, “I was following the cat!”

“I don’t
remember giving you permission to speak!” she growled, slapping me
again as a single tear welled up in my eye and rolled down the
front of my cheek. Still, even though my heart was thumping vividly
inside my chest and my whole body was quaking in terror, I couldn’t
deny that some strange, dark part of me was enjoying it. As if the
tingle of my clitoris wasn’t enough, my slim, young labia had begun
to well up with juices just as my eyes had done. With my legs
forced apart and my knees bent back into the air above me, I felt
utterly vulnerable and at her mercy. She chuckled to herself again
and disappeared behind me, where I could only hear her clattering
around with something on a worktop out of sight. Moments later, she
returned to my side and started to run her hands under my exposed
stomach, touching my skin as she slowly moved them up over my
small, perky tits. She twirled her fingers and thumb around my
strawberry nipples, feeling how firm they had become; partly due to
the chilly air, but mostly because I was becoming more and more
turned on. I couldn’t explain it, but my fear was gradually
transforming into a wholly new sense of sexual curiosity and
bizarrely I wanted more than anything to find out what she was
going to do to me. The anticipation was unbearable!

I could
see in the mirror that she was holding something in her free hand
and every second that she kept it concealed from me was almost as
tortuous as being bound and hung from the ceiling. She noticed my
curiosity and smiled at my reflection, finally allowing me to see
her surprisingly pretty face. She was considerably older than me –
I guessed in her 40s but I couldn’t say for sure as my tears had
blurred my eyesight – with long, glossy black hair streaming down
over her shoulders to the small of her back. She was so sexy and
I’m sure that had I simply seen her in the street and discovered
she was my neighbour, I would have undoubtedly fantasised about her
endless in my bed at night. Our relationship was destined for a
much stronger, more twisted bond, though. She lifted her hand up in
front of my face to show me the two shiny silver pegs she was
holding. I had no idea what they were, but then as she lowered them
down and began to squeeze my nipples I quickly realised their
purpose. She pulled my left nipple away; making sure the pegs’
sharp teeth had enough purchase to grip my firm, blood red areolas.
I squealed through the gag as the sharp twinges of pain shot
through my nipples, and she hadn’t even attached the pegs
yet.

As each
one snapped shut over my teats, I let out a blood-curdling scream
and shuddered violently regardless of the restraints holding my
body up. I wanted them off, but they clung on tightly to my tits
and jiggled beneath me no matter how much I protested. She walked
back over to her worktop to collect two more objects, and I watched
as she crouched beneath me and proceeded to hook them onto the ends
of the pegs. They were chunk metal balls, almost like Christmas
baubles; only instead of hanging from a tree branch, they were
clinging to my tightly stretched nipples as their weight
transferred to the pegs. The metal teeth dug into my teats even
harder as the weights dragged my breasts towards the floor, causing
them to droop painfully and unnaturally. My throat was becoming
hoarse from the incessant shrieking but she was paying me no
attention. In fact, every time I made a noise she murmured to
herself, as if she was enjoying the sight and sound of my
distressed body. It was so horrifying and yet as my nipples became
numb from the pressure of the pegs, I began to feel the intense
throbbing of my clitoris again and I realised that it was stronger
than ever.

In fact,
as the numbness of my nipples gave way to another twinge of pain,
every surge of agony shuddering through my body seemed to have the
opposite reaction to what I expected. I found myself dangling there
becoming drenched in a thin layer of my own warm sweat as I grew
more and more aroused and before long I was even enjoying the
agonising twangs as the teeth gripped my nipples. She giggled to
herself and stepped away, picking up something else from the
worktop before circling around me with it held at arm’s length in
my direction. It was a crop, like the kind a horse rider would use
during a race. As soon as I saw it I began to quiver nervously,
hoping that something would break loose so I could escape, but my
efforts were half-hearted to say the least. Deep down I wanted more
and as she moved the tip of the crop closer to my body, that’s
exactly what I got. She tapped the end onto the ball weights
dangling from my nipples, causing them to sway beneath my chest as
the peg teeth tugged even harder on my firm teats. I groaned with a
mixture of agony and ecstasy as she tried to swing them closer and
bang them together, like a sadistic Newton’s cradle. They were too
far apart, though, and no amount of swinging would have knocked
them far enough together. So, she gave up and allowed me a brief
moment to recover.

I could
feel the itching ruminations of a sexual climax brewing deep inside
me as my pussy juices seeped out and dripped down over my small
tuft of pubic hair to the floor. She moved behind me and tapped the
end of the crop between my legs, smacking it down firmly over my
clitoris while I moaned and shuddered noisily at the other end. The
feel of it thudding against my clit sent bursts of pleasure all
around my body, providing brief pockets of elation that were soon
replaced by the piercing sting of the teeth gripping my tits. She
stuck harder, battering my pussy lips with the crop as my juices
splashed all over my upper thighs and then down onto the floor
beneath me. It was so good and yet so awful at the same time, I
could barely catch a breath. She moved around to my side and began
to tap it against my ass, although much harder than she had struck
my pussy. Every strike was fiercer than the last and left a burning
red mark on my flesh while the ball weights jiggled aimlessly below
my body. The lashes came thick and fast, beating my ass and my back
with a flurry of intense strikes that made me repeatedly scream out
in horror. The tears were streaming down my cheeks and seeping into
my mouth around the sides of the gag, allowing me to taste the
salty fruits of my agony. Still, every single lash of the crop
edged me closer and closer to an orgasm that was simmering inside
me and threatening to boil over at any moment.

“What a
dirty little slut you are.” she jeered, “I’ve never seen such a
disgusting whore as you!”


“Please!” I mumbled through the gag, “Give me
more!”

“What’s
that?” she replied, flicking the gag with her finger nails, “Speak
clearly!”

“I want
to cum!” I cried. She gave a off a long, drawn out laugh and moved
around beside me, stroking her fingers of my sore, reddened ass.
She raised her hand up and spanked it down over my cheeks, and for
the first time the surge of tingling pleasure that shot to my
clitoris was even stronger than the burning sensation spreading
across my skin. She spanked me again and again, causing my whole
body to sway in mid air along with the ball weights.

“You
will not cum until I say you can cum!” she bellowed, and with that
she spread my ass cheeks wide apart and spat directly onto my teeny
little pink anus nestled between them. I felt the warm spit landing
on the contracting rim and then the pressure of her middle finger
as she worked it around the tight opening, using her saliva to
slide it inside me. It plunged deep into my ass and began to move
around inside me, rubbing against the dark crimson walls of my
rectum. I groaned relentless and gasped as her finger slid in and
out of my ass, propping my anus open as my muscles gripped the
slippery digit. She persisted with it, delving it as deep inside me
as she could reach before the barrier of her knuckles stopped her
from going any further. Every inch that she gave me sent a shudder
of excitement around my body as the strings attached to my hair and
toes snagged painfully on each other. She pulled it out and moved
away for a moment, collecting another of her terrible toys before
returning to my side. She squirted something slippery onto my anus
and started to press a metal ball onto it. The ball was roughly and
inch and a half in diameter and I whimpered pathetically as she
began to push it through the tightly stretched pink hole. I could
feel my rim expanding around it and then popping shut as it lodged
deep inside my rectum.

It was
connected to a long metal hook that curved up behind my back and
which she rested against my spine as she rotated my body to face
another direction. She turned me 180 degrees to face the worktop,
which I finally saw was littered with all manner of despicable toys
and torture devices. She held up her finger to her lips, ordering
me to be quiet as she unfastened the straps of the gag in my mouth.
I nodded and waited quietly as she took the wooden piece out from
between my jaws and set it aside. However, before I had a chance to
speak, she picked up another gag and lodged it back into my mouth.
It was a huge dildo that stuck out in front of my face like a giant
engorged trunk; ribbed with veins and with a large bulbous head at
the end. Then, she attached a piece of rope to the end of the ball
hook that was wedged deep inside my ass, trailing it up over my
back as she perched herself on the edge of the counter. She spread
her legs wide at my sides, allowing me to see her deliciously wet,
engorged pussy lips and the patch of pubic bristles just above her
exposed clitoris. She was wearing no knickers beneath the corset
and I could tell from the sheen of moisture on her fingers that she
had been touching herself as she whipped me. It was only then that
I realised I’d never seen a real vagina in such explicit detail
before, and the mere sight of it would have tipped me over the edge
were it not for the twinges of pain in my ass as she tugged on the
rope connected to the metal hook.

She
pressed the balls of her feet against the small of my back with her
toes flat against my ass cheeks, poking the rope through my hair to
hold on to it from her seat on the worktop. It was such an
elaborate and over-the-top experience, but as she began to push
with her feet and pull with the rope, I could see just how much she
was enjoying it. At first I merely swung before her, poking the
dildo in her direction as she pulled on the rope to draw me closer
and kicked on my back to propel me further away. Then, she shimmied
her ass a little closer to the edge of the worktop, allowing the
head of the dildo to press against her pussy lips and open them up
slightly with each swing. She pulled extra hard on the rope,
forcing me to remain close to her as she pushed the dildo inside
her, then allowing me to swing away and return second later to
penetrate her again. She placed her feet on my shoulders and began
to push me away more effectively whilst pulling on the rope,
fucking herself with the dildo in my mouth as if I was one huge sex
toy designed just for her pleasure. The endless pressure of the
metal ball in my ass was slowly building up the pressure once again
and even though my pussy wasn’t being stimulated at all, I could
feel the urge to cum becoming almost impossible to
resist.

While I
swung back and forth in front of her exposed crotch, plunging the
dildo in and out of her pussy, she reached over and grabbed a
massager from the side. She pressed it to her clitoris and turned
it on, immediately filing the cold room with the soft hum of the
toy. Her clit firmed up even more, peeking out from beneath its
hood as her labia stretched sideways around the shaft of the dildo
penetrating her pussy. The sight of her juices smearing all over
the veiny plastic cock was making me so horny, but every time it
sounded like I was about to cum, she smacked the side of my face
with her foot before pushing me away again for another swing.
Thankfully, with the combined pressure of the dildo rubbing against
her g-spot and the tremendous vibrations drilling her clit, it
wasn’t long before she tossed her head back and started to fall
into an orgasm of her own. The sight of her hips thrusting towards
my face and colliding with the base of the dildo finally pushed me
over the edge. Safe in the knowledge that she wouldn’t be any the
wiser due to her own state of ecstasy; I gave in to temptation and
started to shudder violently between her legs. Her vaginal muscles
contracted around the dildo and she held on tightly to the rope,
not allowing me to swing away any longer as I wiggled in front of
her, opening her pussy up even wider with the dildo shaft. I felt
wave after wave of pleasure surging through my veins and then with
one final blissful wave I fell unconscious again.

I woke
shortly after with my arms and legs freed from the ropes dangling
from the ceiling. In fact, I quickly realised that I wasn’t even in
the same room any more. I was in the living room with a roaring
fire burning away in front of my feet. She was sat on the couch
cradling my body, only now she was completely naked as well. We
lapped up the warm glow of the flames as her hands caressed the
skin of my stomach, my thighs and the extra sensitive, burning
circles of my nipples. I shivered every time she touched them, but
then with her calming voice I surrendered once again and enjoyed
the touch of her fingers. I couldn’t believe how much my life had
changed in one afternoon, but then as the white cat settled down in
front of the fire I realised that it must have been fate. It had
led me there and I had been destined to meet the woman, whose name
I did not know. Whoever she was, I knew that we wouldn’t be seeing
each other again and I couldn’t wait to find out what other toys
she had in her dungeon of despair.

THE
END






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Cumming Out of Her Shell”
so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.

Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE






cover.jpg
L\ ‘[\f r) [‘]: l\






