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THE WICKED STEPSISTERS
 
    
 
   Here we go again.   It’s only my third dinner with my “new family” and already my two stepsisters have made dining together hell.  First it was snarky comments with hidden meanings.  Then it became hard kicks under the table, even pulling my hair when our parents weren’t looking.  What would it be tonight?
 
   Macy and Brandi resent that their father fell in love with my mother, but I don’t see why they blame me for it.  I am happy that my mom finally found someone to share her life with.  She has had a hard life and her happiness is very important to me.  But the growing abuse from my new sisters was getting me down big time.  They make sure to sit on opposite sides of me at the table to double team me. 
 
                 “Can you pass the potatoes” I ask Macy. 
 
                 She huffs like it’s a chore and reaches for them.  Sitting on the opposite side of me, Brandi reaches under the table cloth and pinches a thin section of my inner thigh hard causing me to yell “ow”.  Everyone looks at me, Brandi cuts me a “you better stay quiet look”, and I pretend to have stubbed my toe.  My sisters know that I won’t rat them out because my mom is so happy that I don’t want to spoil it.  But they are pushing my boundaries.  
 
                 My mom is lost, eye to eye in deep conversation with my stepfather David.  Macy uses this opportunity to ramp up her abuse.  She discreetly takes a handful of mashed potatoes off her plate and reaches towards me.  I realize this won’t end good for me, and I am right.  She reaches into my top and stuffs the potatoes into my bra before pulling her hand back quickly.   This is a new low and both sisters laugh under their breath at me.  I can feel the potatoes slumping through my bra, melting from the heat of my chest and becoming gooey.  I hope this will satisfy their need to treat me so badly, but I am not that lucky.  Every night it had gotten worse – what made me think tonight would be any different.  
 
                 Brandi follows suit and slyly scoops up the potatoes on her plate.   I lean away but Macy leans against me, forcing me back towards her sister.  I feel her hand go in and force the mush into my other bra cup.  My breasts are slightly small for the B cup that I usually wear and mashy spuds begin to form around my breasts filling the bra out.  
 
                 I sat there with mashed potatoes smothering my breasts.  My nipples get hard from the silky mash oozing around them.   Feeling completely humiliated, I notice the sisters helping themselves to more potatoes.  I watch with dread as they pile them high on their plate.
 
                 “Don’t you just love these potatoes Jill?” Brandi says to me in a phony nice tone.
 
                 When they know their dad is distracted both girls grab another handful of the spuds and take turns stuffing more in.  They use such a big handful that my bra stretches wildly to accommodate them.  Now my boobs appear two sizes larger and I wonder if our parents will notice. 
 
   My sisters go back to scoop up the last of the potatoes on their plate and I raise my hand to defend myself.  This upsets them and I sit between hard looks from each side.  Brandi scoops some up and I wince away, raising my arm again.  Macy calmly grabs my arm and forces me towards Brandi, and she crams the remaining spuds into my bra, stuffing it to the max.  As I recoil from Brandi, Macy does the same with hers.  
 
                 I look at our parents hoping one of them might have seen the action but I am not that lucky.  They believe we get along great – a fantasy my sisters have worked to establish.  Instead, I sit there with a massively overstuffed chest of potatoes.  
 
                 “By the way your top looks great today Jill” Macy states.  “It fits you much better than usual.”
 
   “I agree, don’t you think her top looks good daddy?”
 
   My stepfather looks at me and I try not to cry.  My boobs are jutting out much further than usual and some of the spuds are starting to drain under my bra and down my stomach.  
 
   “You look very pretty today Jill” David announces.
 
   “I agree, you are so pretty Jill” Macy says in a sweet tone that chills my blood.
 
   When my stepfather turns his attention back to my mother both girls reach out and squeeze the breast closest to them.  As they do, they squeeze painfully on my nipples and I fight not to scream out.  My mother gets up - both girls jerk their hands back and pretend to be quietly eating.  I sit humiliated as the potatoes drain down my mid section and slip into the waistline of my jeans.  I look at my mom as she starts to clear the table and she smiles, not noticing the reality of the scene.  
 
   “Lemme help you with that mom” Brandi says sweetly.
 
   “Oh you girls are so thoughtful.  Aren’t you lucky to have two sisters as sweet as these” she says to me.  Both girls glare at me and I meekly agree, the draining mash making the waistline of my jeans sticky.   Now the moisture soaks through my polyester top and I am so embarrassed I leave the table and rush to the bathroom to clean up.  
 
    
 
   Later that night I visit the only friend I have in our new neighborhood, Stacy.  We get along great, though I don’t inform her of the abuse I receive at the hands of my step sisters fearing it might make me look lame.  Deep down I guess I blame myself for all they do to me.   
 
   There must be something I have done and just don’t realize it?
 
   Stacy agrees to let me spend the night which I really appreciate.  The next day Stacy and I go shopping together.   I find a cute skirt for twenty dollars and buy it, purposely staying away from home until dinner the next evening.  
 
   When I arrive home for dinner both parents offer me compliments on my new skirt.
 
   “I am so proud you have been working and earning your own money” my mother tells me.  
 
   “Have you considered looking into some classes at the local Junior College?” My stepfather asks.
 
   “She could ride with us” Macy offers.  
 
   “Ya we will make sure she gets taken care of” Brandi adds.
 
   “Isn’t that sweet” my mother chimes in.
 
   I sit down at the table and my sisters take their seats on either side of me.  I smile at them and try to be nice.
 
   “I really like your blouse Macy.  And your dress is beautiful Brandi.”
 
   “I like your dime store skirt” Brandi replies smugly.  “I hope you didn’t pay more than five dollars for it.”
 
   I ignore the snip and continue being positive.
 
   “It’s your turn to do the dishes tonight Brandi” our dad reminds them.
 
   “I will do them for you Brandi” I offer.
 
   “Thanks Jill.   I accept your offer.”
 
   Brandi reaches out, takes a small piece of skin from my inner thigh between her nails, and pinches so hard I need to bite my lip to keep from crying out.  I look at her disappointed that she didn’t appreciate my offer.  She brushes her long blond hair out of her face and smiles wickedly at me.  
 
   “Have you girls met any nice boys yet this summer” my mother asks.
 
   “If you are going to talk about boys at the dinner table I might have a stroke” their father replies.  A knock on the door gives him the excuse to bow out of the conversation early, and he gets up to answer it.  My mom turns to me and states sincerely, “I know you have never had a boyfriend Jill.  But be patient, the right guy will come along eventually.  Have either of you girls ever dated?”
 
   “Oh yes we have been on several dates” Macy replies.
 
   “We would be happy to give Jill some pointers” Brandi adds.
 
   “See how great it is to have sisters Jill.  It is wonderful to be a family again”
 
   “We would be happy to give her our support” Brandi states sweetly.
 
   My mom smiles at her and winks – Brandi winks back. Then she turns to me and whispers, “you stupid virgin.”  
 
   These two cruel bitches have my mother fooled.  Come on mom, can’t you tell they are phony?
 
   Our father returns and we continue with our lasagna.  I am at least glad there are no potatoes this time.  Dinner seemed calmer than usual and I start to hope maybe they have grown tired of abusing me, but when out parents turn their attention towards each other I see Macy take a small banana from the fruit bowl in the middle of the table.  She moves the banana under the table and I press my thighs together tightly, knowing no good can come of her intentions.  
 
   I feel Macy pressing the banana against my closed thighs.  Brandi takes a large fork of steaming hot lasagna, slides it under the table and smears it on my bare leg burning me.  I squeal and my legs jerk apart.   Both girls hook an ankle around mine and begin pulling my legs apart. 
 
   “Are you okay Jill?” My step father asks.
 
   I take a deep sigh and lie to him.  “Yes, that last bite of lasagna was just really hot.”   
 
   The sisters force my legs open wider as he speaks to me.
 
   “Well eat slow.  There is no rush.”
 
   He goes back to sharing work stories with my mother and I feel the banana sliding under my skirt.  They have me fully spread eagle now.  I struggle against their hold on me but they have my legs pinned firmly.
 
   “Please don’t you guys” I whisper to Macy.
 
   The banana reaches my panties and I feel Macy tapping it against my vulva.  
 
   I never dreamed they would take it this far!
 
   My legs struggle to close but it is no use.  Macy begins rolling the banana along my clit and against my will my pussy becomes wetter.  When Macy realizes I’m wet she slides the banana into the waistline of my panties.  I feel her forcing my panties down with the banana towards my spread wide entrance.  I look at her pleadingly and she wiggles it around over my inner lips.  I can’t help but give off a quiet moan.  
 
   I try to ease my hips back in my chair, away from the intruder, but feel the tip of the banana slip in.  The shame of this unstoppable penetration makes me feel helpless.  Macy nods to Brandi, letting her know the violation has begun and she laughs out loud.  
 
   “Daddy don’t you think Jill’s new skirt is really pretty” she asks.
 
   My stepfather looks at me and Macy slides the banana another inch deeper.
 
   “Yes I do.  I think you are a very attractive girl Jill and any guy would be lucky to have you.”
 
   Macy starts working the banana in and out of me.  Combined with my fear and humiliation I can’t stop from becoming flush.
 
   “What do you think is so pretty about Jill” Macy asks him sliding it in and out faster.
 
   “I guess it is a combination of things” he states tenderly.  “I think your hair is very attractive Jill.”
 
   Macy begins working the banana like a piston now and I struggle to maintain my composure.  I become more turned on against my will - and hate Macy for it.
 
   “Look at our father when he speaks to you” Macy encourages, banging me even harder under the table.  The sisters pull my legs apart even wider now.
 
   “I also think you have a really pretty face and an attractive body Jill.  Ya, I am sure guys will be hanging around all the time once you start school” he states.  
 
   I look into his eyes as his daughter fucks me with fruit, and can’t help feeling flattered by his compliments.  In my heightened state of arousal I also can’t help finding him attractive. 
 
   “Thank you sir” is all I can squeak out.  
 
   “Are you getting turned on our father?” Brandi hisses softly under her breath.
 
   “No” I whisper back desperately.
 
   She doesn’t believe me.  I see her scoop a large forkful of lasagna and lower it under the table.  She gives me an evil smile and dumps it into my panties.  I feel the hot goo grain down my crotch.  
 
   “Don’t you ever look at our father like that again” she threatens.
 
   Macy now forces the banana as deep as she can into me.  I grunt and my eyes bulge.  
 
   “Are you feeling all right Jill” my mother asks.
 
   Macy is grinding the banana into me and I struggle to answer.
 
   “I don’t know” is all I can’t get out.
 
   “Don’t worry mom.  We will take care of her after dinner and make sure she feels better.”
 
   “That’s so nice of you girls.  Now there is something your father and I need to tell you.  We will be going away tomorrow for the night so you will have to look after yourselves.  We are going to get an early start in the morning and we will be back on Monday.”
 
   “It’s kind of like the honeymoon we never got” our father adds.
 
   “That sounds so romantic” Macy replied.  “You two have a good time and don’t worry about us.  We will be fine.”   When our parents turned away she looked at my mother and stuck her finger towards her throat making a gagging expression.  
 
   Why do they hate my mother so much?
 
   With the continual banging I could no longer eat and excused myself, stating that I might be a little under the weather, but the sisters will not release my legs.  I looked at them pleadingly but Macy just kept working me.  It did feel pleasurable and I occasionally humped back against it, feeling ashamed every time I did.  
 
   At least they are not pinching or burning me.
 
   “Say you are a slut” she whispered.
 
   “I am a slut” I replied, hoping to end this.
 
   “Say it louder.”
 
   “I am a slut” I whispered louder.
 
   “Louder” she demanded.
 
   “I am a slut” I said audibly.
 
   Everyone at the table looked at me in shock.  
 
   “What are you talking about?” My mother asked.
 
   “Nothing, I was just saying I need to get started on the dishes” I replied sheepishly.  
 
   I felt Macy release the banana and pull my lasagna soaked panties over it.   Both sisters released my legs and I stood up quickly, the banana protruding out the front of my skirt.  Nobody seemed to notice as I hobbled to the kitchen and removed it.  I washed the dishes for Brandi and called Stacy to see if I could spend the night again.  She was out with other friends so I spent the rest of the evening in the living room watching television with our parents until bed.  
 
   
  
 

PUNISHED AND HUMILIATED
 
    
 
   The next morning I woke up dreading the day to come.  I determined to be as nice as possible to the sisters and see if we could end the hostility towards me.  My parents had already departed so I got to work cooking breakfast for all of us.  I knew that Brandi liked pancakes so I made some special for her, and I knew Macy liked bacon and cheese omelets and prepared one for her with care.  When they got up and arrived in the kitchen they seemed surprised.
 
   “Hiya, I made us all some breakfast” I announced hopefully.  The girls looked at the meal and then at each other.  
 
   “That was very nice of you Jill.”
 
   “Ya maybe we have been too hard on you.  From now on, let’s be friends, like real sisters.”
 
   My heart leapt.  Success!  I had smoothed things over and proudly served them their meal.  We ate together and talked about the new science fiction movie at the cinemas.  It was such a relief to not have to worry about them attacking me in some way.  When breakfast was over I offered to wash the dishes and they happily agreed.  I could smell the remnants of last nights perfume on Brandi and complimented her on it.  It smelled so delicate and sweet.
 
   “Why thank you.”
 
   “I think she can finally become one of us” Macy winked at Brandi.
 
   “Do you really think so?” I asked.
 
   “Sure, come on sis, put your hand in the center with us.”
 
   The two girls stuck out an arm and put their hands together.  I proudly reached out and added my hand to the stack.
 
   “Since you are new you have to put both hands in” Macy informed me.
 
   I did as instructed and Brandi stated, “All for one and one for all.”
 
   “All for one and one for all” I replied.
 
   Click – I looked down to find Brandi had handcuffed my wrists.  
 
   The sisters pulled their hands back and laughed.  
 
   “What’s wrong Jill?  Don’t you like being one of us?” Brandi teased as I struggled against my bindings.
 
   The shock of the situation sunk in slowly and for a moment I hoped it was just a joke.   But when Macy grabbed me by the hair and started pulling me across the kitchen I knew it was no joke.  
 
   They maneuvered me to the island counter that separated the cooking and dining area and forced me to sit on it.  Brandi pulled my arms over my head and looped the cuffs around the hooks of the hanging pot holder above me.  Next each sister pulled the rope that tied their robes loose.  They tied one end around my ankles and the other to the lower knobs on opposite ends of the counter, spread eagling me.  Through it all I just stared down at my nightgown, too embarrassed to look at them.  
 
   “Now you little whore, I have been waiting for this since you moved in” Macy hissed.  Brandi handed her a pair of kitchen scissors and she cut my nightgown off of me.
 
   “Please don’t do this.  I have never done anything to either of you except try and be your friend” I pleaded.  My skinny body was now fully revealed to them and I felt ashamed that it was not as nicely curved as theirs were.  
 
   “If your whore mom thinks she can steal our father then we will steal her daughter and make her pay.”
 
   “Don’t call my mom a whore” I scolded them.  
 
   “Your mom is a big cheap fucking whore and so are you.”
 
   “Or at least – you will be” Brandi added laughing.  
 
   Macy disappeared to the garage and returned with a handful of clothes pins.  
 
   “Look at these little tits” she teased.  “Maybe if you nipples were longer it would make them seem larger.”
 
   Macy grabbed my left nipple and tugged.  I watched as she brought a clothes pin and clamped it down on it.  The pain hit immediately and I struggled against my handcuffs.  Brandi grabbed another pin and pulled my right nipple painfully.  She fastened the clothes pin to it and I whimpered in pain.  Both of my nipples now stung and the cruelty of their reactions made me tear up.
 
   “Oh look Macy, I think the little whore is going to cry.”
 
   Both girls laughed and I fought the urge to cry in front of them.  Each of them picked up another clip and stroked them against my stinging nipples, teasing me mockingly.  Then they fastened them onto the other side of each nipple.  The pain shot through me and I whimpered a little more.  
 
   They began clipping them all over my breasts, each new clip expanding the pain.   When there were only two left they attached them to the very tips of each nipple, clipping the smallest portion they could grip.  The sting was overwhelming and I could not hold back a tear from escaping and rolling down my face.  
 
   “Awe, I think she needs some relief” Macy laughed.
 
   Brandi went to the utensil drawer and pulled out some cooking utensils.  First was a large wooden serving spoon.  She drug it across my nipple sensuously.
 
   “Please let me go.  Isn’t this good enough?” I begged, still trying not to cry.
 
   Brandi swatted my left nipple hard with the wooden spoon.  It stung so badly I broke down and cried in front of them.  She repeated this with my other nipple and then went into a frenzy of swatting both back and forth as I bawled hard.  
 
   “Shut up you little whore or I won’t stop” Brandi ordered, and I tried my best to contain myself.
 
   Brandi pulled out an electric beater, attached its metal tines and handed it to Macy.  Macy plugged it in and turned it on, holding it up to my face.  
 
   How insane are these two. Are they really that protective of their father?  Please don’t.
 
   I watched the tines of the mixer swirl in front of my eyes with horror.  She moved it down and held the spinning beaters just over my nipples - my heart beat wildly.  
 
   “Please don’t” I pleaded.
 
   She pushed it against my breastbone and guided it downwards.  She moved them back over my nipples and I felt the wind of the spinning tines against them.  Brandi watched with fascination as Macy forced it against my right nipple.  It grabbed my nipple and clogged up, forcing the spinning to stop.  I could feel the cold steel pulling against my already painful nipple.
 
   “Turn it up higher” Brandi encouraged her.
 
   Macy flipped the switch to high and the tugging got more painful.   I refused to react and Macy smirked “I think the little whore likes it.”
 
   “She does, she does.  Do you like that little whore?”
 
   “No” I squeaked through my pain.
 
   Slap! – Brandi struck me hard across the face.
 
   “Don’t lie to us little whore.  You like it, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes” I replied terrified.
 
   The both laughed.  “What a cheap little whore.”
 
   Macy removed the beater and Brandi went to the fruit bowl on the table, returning with a lemon.
 
   “Oh good call” Macy complemented her.  
 
   “No Brandi, please don’t” I begged, knowing her intentions.
 
   “Make her wet” Brandi requested.
 
   Macy moved the beater down to my spread pussy and turned it on.   This time I felt the wind of the spinning tines over my clit.  Strangely, my fear and the wind combined to start lubricating me.  I wasn’t so much aroused - but I was getting wet.
 
   Macy withdrew the beater and Brandi placed the lemon at my entrance.  First there was pressure, then I stretched and felt the lemon slipping inside me.  Brandi pushed it all the way in while I groaned.
 
    “This little whore really is a sourpuss.”
 
   “Just like her mother” Macy added.  
 
   “Say I am a sourpuss little whore.”
 
   “I am a sourpuss little whore.” I replied defeated.
 
   “Now say my mother is a sourpuss giant whore.”
 
   I refused and remained silent.  Macy slapped me hard across the face causing me to see stars.  “Say it” she shouted at me, holding the mixer up again.
 
   “My mother is a sourpuss and giant whore” I stammered through more tears.  
 
   “Well I am glad to see you agree with us.”
 
   They untied my legs and unhooked my arms from above my head.  I immediately tried to remove the clothes pins and was slapped hard for attempting it.
 
   “From now on you do nothing without our permission” Brandi scowled.  “Nothing!”   She un-cuffed my hands, stood me up and attached the cuffs to my right ankle.  
 
   Macy went out to the garage and returned with a dog chain.  She fastened one end of the chain to the foot of the oven and the other to the cuff on my ankle.   The chain was only five feet long and I could not move very far beyond the oven area.  
 
   “We need to go shopping, where do you keep your money?”
              I informed them it was in my jewelry chest and Macy went to retrieve it.  
 
   “While we are gone you better cook us a delicious lunch.  If we don’t love it, you will regret it.”
 
   “And if any clothes pin or the lemon is out of place when we return you will pay the price” Macy added threateningly.  
 
   The two of them went off to shop with my money leaving me chained nude to the oven.  Breakfast food is the only thing I can really cook and I struggled with coming up with something to prepare.  I finally settled on some canned chicken noodle soup and decided I would make them grilled cheese sandwiches to go with it.  
 
   I did my best to make the munch seem appetizing, dreading what would happen if they didn’t approve.  I struggled to reach the bread with the short leash but managed to just get the tip and pull it to me.  My nipples were nearly numb from the clips and I had started to get used to the pain, but the lemon was against my G spot and stimulated me as I moved.  Against my will I was constantly stimulated by it, whenever I took a step.  
 
    Nevertheless I made everything carefully and kept it warm on the stove for their return.  When I was almost done one of the clothes pins slipped off my breast.  I rushed to pick it up and made sure it attached exactly where they had left it.
 
   I hope they don’t notice.
 
   After two hours they returned with a bag from the store and I assumed all of my money had been spent.  They entered the kitchen and set the bag down before inspecting my cooking.  
 
   “I tried to make it special for you” I encouraged.
 
   “Why it’s chicken whore soup” Macy stated.
 
   “Chicken whore soup?  That doesn’t sound very appetizing.  It is a good thing we ate Chinese food for lunch” Brandi replied.
 
   I was oddly disappointed they were not pleased with what I had made them.  Something deep down inside me was compelled to please them in whatever way I could.  
 
   “Well maybe it’s not so bad” Macy added smelling the soup.  
 
   I was encouraged and offered that she try some.
 
   Macy lifted up the pan of soup and dipped her finger in.  “I was right, it’s not so bad” she stated offering me a taste.   I stepped forward and she dumped the pan of soup over my head.  It soaked my hair and streamed down my nude body before pooling up on the floor.  Several noodles stuck to the pins on my breasts making me look shamefully sloppy.   
 
   “Chicken whore soup” the sisters cackled together.  
 
   They inspected me and wondered out loud if I had removed the clothespins.  I assured them I didn’t and they ordered me to prove I still carried the lemon.  I squatted and bore down ejecting the lemon in front of them.  
 
   Brandi picked up the warm grilled cheese sandwiches and ripped off one side of the bread.  With one in each hand she slapped them onto each side of my face, sticking them there.  Both girls laughed as I stood there with my hard prepared lunch dripping off me.  I felt owned, defeated, and lost any will to resist.  
 
   “Now what are you again?” Brandi asked.
 
   “I am a little whore” I answered.
 
   “Seriously, are you a virgin” Macy inquired.
 
   “No, I am a little whore.”
 
   “No seriously, are you a virgin” Macy repeated.
 
   I saw an opening for some sympathy and finally admitted I was.
 
   Slap! – “you dishonest bitch.”
 
   “What a lying little whore” Brandi added.  “I think it is time she shows us what a whore she is.”
 
   “Clean up this mess while we consider what to do about you” Macy ordered me.
 
   “Yes ma’am” I replied submissively.  
 
   They exited the kitchen.   I grabbed a sponge from the sink and began cleaning up the mess, starting with myself.  Part of me wished my mom would return right now and discover my ordeal, and another part of me dreaded it.  It went beyond protecting her happiness now.  I was far too ashamed to let anyone know what was happening.  I found myself humiliated and desperately wanting my sisters to approve of me.  
 
   I finished cleaning and waited for them to return.  It wasn’t until nearly five o’clock when they finally came back.  
 
   “How does Pizza sound for dinner tonight Jill?”
 
   I was weary of the request but answered honestly.
 
   “It sounds good to me, but I don’t know how to prepare it.”
 
   “Gee Jill, what kind of animals do you think we are?   We wouldn’t ask you to prepare us a pizza.  We are going to order one for delivery.  But we can’t have you all chained up and messy.  Let’s get you free and clean you up.”
 
     Macy unlocked my ankle cuff and they led me to the bathroom and watched as I showered off.  Next they insisted I do a good job fixing my hair and even helped me some.  Then they took me to our parent’s room where some of my mom’s lingerie was laid out.  
 
   “Put it on” Brandi insisted.
 
   I slipped on a sheer pink bra, pink thigh high stockings, and a pink garter.  The girls insisted I didn’t wear any panties.  
 
   “I am even going to let you wear some of my clothes” Macy stated flicking her raven black hair.  She handed me a white miniskirt and lace top.   
 
   I can’t believe she is letting me wear her clothes.
 
   I shimmied into the clothes on and checked my look in the wall mirror.  I looked very pretty but my nipples were a little too visible through the sheer clothing.  I dared not protest though.  I was happy enough they had softened their approach and didn’t want to make things worse.  
 
   “You look nice Jill.  Very fuckable, don’t you think sis?”
 
   “Like a fuckable little whore” Brandi smirked.   
 
   We went down stairs and Macy insisted I wear the handcuffs again.
 
   “I won’t do anything wrong I promise” I pleaded.
 
   She raised her hand to slap me and I submitted, “Okay, Okay, put them on.”
 
   “It’s not so bad, we will cuff you in the front so you can still eat pizza.”
 
   Macy called and ordered us a large vegetarian pizza.  I must admit it sounded good.  I hadn’t bothered to eat since breakfast and realized how hungry I had become.  
 
   
  
 

A CHEAP TIP
 
    
 
   We waited in the living room and watched TV.  I didn’t want to cause any waves so I didn’t speak.  When a knock came at the door we were all excited.  “Pizza” Brandi quipped.  “Wait here” they instructed me and went to get the pizza.  
 
                 I saw the car with the pizza sign out front and my stomach growled.  After a minute Macy came back alone.  “We got to prepare you for the pizza Jill.”
 
                 She walked me around to the back of the couch and bent me over it.  She un-cuffed my wrists and ran the cuffs through a notch in the couch handle and re-cuffed them.  An ominous feeling came over me.  Standing bent over and immobilized I became concerned I would violated by more food.  
 
   “If you speak, you will regret it worse than you know” Macy warned.
 
   My heart started beating and my stomach felt like it was turning. 
 
                 Oh no - what now?  Oh no…
 
                 A moment later I heard Brandi’s voice say “here ya go”.   I realized there was another person in the room approaching me.  I craned my head to see an attractive but very masculine woman standing next to me.
 
                 “She is beautiful” the woman cooed.  
 
                 Shame bellowed from my pours followed by more fear.   I began trembling and dared not speak.  
 
                 “I hear you have a secret crush on me sweetie.  Is that true?”
 
                 “You are all she talks about” Brandi insisted.
 
                 “Nonstop, she is a kinky little whore” Macy added.
 
                 The woman reached down and stroked my hair.  I gulped and tried to remain calm.
 
                 “She likes it rough” Macy announced.
 
                 “Totally rough” Brandi chimed in.
 
                 “What is her safe word?”  The woman inquired.
 
                 “Oh she doesn’t need one.  We are her safe word.  We’ll let you know if it’s too much.”
 
                 “gah” I sputtered and caught myself.  The sisters glared at me.
 
                 “Good, because I like it rough too.  You wanna be my little slut do you” the woman asked me.
 
                 “Yes” I replied reflexively.
 
                 She slapped me hard on the side of the face.  “You will address me as ‘ma’am’.  Is that understood?”  
 
                 “Yes ma’am.”
 
                 She reached behind me and lifted my skirt.  “Nice outfit and what a cute little ass” she announced.  I felt her hands probe my legs and ass.   She slapped the inside of my thigh and demanded I spread wider.  
 
                 “You’re my slut” she hissed.
 
                 “Yes ma’am.”
 
                 “And you want to go down on me.”
 
                 “Yes ma’am.”
 
                 “Say it!”
 
                 “I want to go down on you ma’am.”
 
                 A hard spank rang down on my ass causing me to cry out.  
 
   Ow! Ow! Ow! – that hurts so much.  No more…Don’t protest Jill, be strong.
 
   “Say it after every spank” she ordered.  
 
   SWAT! - Another shockingly hard spank stung down. 
 
   “I want to go down on you ma’am.”  I heard the sisters giggling in the background.
 
   SWAT!
 
   “I want to go down on you ma’am.” 
 
   This continued several more times and though tears welled up in my eyes, my pussy also got wetter and wetter.  I writhed between blows and let loose the occasional whimper.   When she was done my ass felt like a ringing bell that had been set on fire - and that fire had advanced between my legs. 
 
                 This woman really has me turned on!  I wish she was my sister instead the others.
 
                 The woman traced my swollen inner lips with her finger and when I trickled onto them she cooed some more.  
 
                 “Mmmm – she is ready.”
 
   She penetrated me with a finger and I moaned loudly.  She worked it deeper inside and I could tell she really knew what she is doing.  It was the most sensually luxurious thing I had ever felt. 
 
                 She had my sisters un-cuff me from the couch and lay me down on it.  My fear mingled with my arousal creating a new emotion of lust.  I watch as she unbuttons her pants and unzips them.  She slides them off revealing sexy black lace panties – something I would never have expected under her frumpy pizza uniform. 
 
   The woman walked over to my face and ordered me to remove her panties, which are already soaked from anticipation.  When she says the word ‘panties’ goose bumps run down my neck and my hands begin to tremble – I know where this is going. 
 
   My wrists are sill bound so I reach out both hands, slip them into the elastic waistline and start sliding her panties down.  Her fully shaved pussy is revealed and a bead of sweat forms on my upper lip.  I take a moment to examine the first pussy I will ever taste with mixed feelings.  I am afraid, but something deep down is anxious to get started.
 
                 She doesn’t make me wait long and before I know it she straddles the couch and places my meal over my face.  I crane my neck up and gently lick the inner lips making her moan.  The odor of pizza hangs on her and makes here juices resemble the flavor of pepperoni.  My tongue delves deeper until it penetrates her.  She tastes bold and wonderful and the flavor makes me lap harder.  
 
                 “Eat that pussy good you slut” I hear her say, and I do. 
 
   I lap as much of her juices as I can tease from her and swallow every drop.  After a minute she moves her clit down and onto my mouth.  I gently kiss it causing her to grind it against my lips.  Her deep breathing spurs me on and I take her entire clit into my mouth and suck it.  I hear her groan in ecstasy and decide not to let her clit out of my mouth.  I clamp down on it with vigor and create a strong suction.  She tries to lift up but I hold her in mouth firmly, working her button continuously with my tongue.  
 
   Her moans became “oh’s” and her muscles flexed.  I sense her climax arriving and suck extra hard until she begins convulsing over my face.  Still, I refuse to release her clit and continue sucking and licking as hard and fast as possible.  Her convulsions become spastic and her moans become grunts as her orgasm strikes.  
 
   I wish I could hold her down.
 
   When she is finished I hear Macy say, “Okay that your tip.  Thanks for the pizza.”
 
   I release my grip on her and she slides down onto the couch next to me.
 
   “What?  I wanted to return the favor” she informs my sisters.  
 
   “Fine, but don’t allow her to cum” Brandi snorts.
 
   The woman eases down, forces my legs apart and I can’t help being turned on by her.  When I feel her tongue against my swollen nub an orgasm starts to build.   As this happened I notice Macy sliding her panties off and straddling my face.
 
   “You better do a good job bitch” she scolds and lowers herself onto me.
 
   I try my best to please Macy but it is harder now that I am receiving pleasure.
 
   “Stop going down on her until the little whore makes me come” Macy insists and the pizza woman backs off.  In an urgent frenzy I attack Macy’s clit like it was a lobster dinner, hoping to please her so the woman will go back to work on me.  When Macy starts moaning I feel pride from giving her pleasure and she climaxes very quickly.
 
     Macy is quickly replaced by Brandi and I repeat my routine with her, hoping to get the woman back to work as fast as possible.  Brandi is much rougher with me and pulls my hair and grinds down on me until she climaxes.  When she is done I eagerly await the return of the woman’s tongue but instead hear:
 
   “That is it, now get out of here.”   Macy stated, throwing the woman’s clothes at her threateningly.  She dresses and exits quickly - leaving me heaving for relief.   
 
   “Get up you little pussy eating slut” Brandi orders.  
 
   I get up, Macy grabs me by the hair and leads me out back to the pool house in silence.   Once inside the girls inform me that they have purchased something at the store for me.  Brandi produces the shopping bag from earlier and pulls out two strap on dildos.  Both sisters strip down to their bra and panties and I watch Brandi strap one on.
 
   I can’t believe she is actually going to fuck me with that.
 
   “You don’t know how much we hate seeing our dad with your whore mother.  He is way too good for her.”
 
   “That’s right, it breaks our heart bitch.” Macy interjects.  “Now we are going to break you.”
 
   The grim reality of the location change sinks in.  The pool house is a very intimidating place.  It must have been an old bomb shelter at one time because the walls are thick concrete and the windows are duel pain, one inch thick glass.  If I were to scream in here nobody would hear me.  
 
   Macy grabs me by the hair ripping out several strands and throws me on the floor roughly.  My arousal from earlier still remains and part of me is dying to be fucked by another person…even one with a dildo.  
 
   No matter how hard these crazy bitches try they can’t take my virginity.  It doesn’t work that way.
 
   “Get on your knees and bend over the lounge” Brandi barks sternly.
 
   I comply bending over the lounge cushions and feel her positioning herself behind me.  She doesn’t attempt to prepare me but I am still moist from earlier.  She grabs my hair, pulls it back firmly, and I feel the dildo slip inside.  
 
   Oh fuck that feels intense.  I wonder if it excites her?
 
   It was just what I craved and I moan pleasurably, which upsets the sisters.  Brandi buries the entire dildo into me roughly and I moan in ecstasy.   
 
   “Look at the horny slut get off from the dildo” Macy scowls and sits down in front of me, offering her strap on to my mouth.  The fresh out of the package latex smell drifts into my nostrils.  Without waiting for me to open up she forces it into my mouth deep until I gag, which makes them both happy. 
 
   Brandi begins fucking me forcefully from behind. 
 
   “You and your whore mother need to stay-away-from-our-wonderful-father” she growls the last part out. 
 
   Macy grabs my hair out of her sister’s hand and forces my mouth up and down on the dildo.  I moan from the pleasure of being fucked and whimper from the rough gagging at the same time.  As Macy continues forcing me to mouth fuck her strap on, she starts slapping my face repeatedly.  Brandi continues fucking me hard, trying to break me, but it keeps feeling better.  
 
   “We need to work together” Macy scowls.  She pulls out of my mouth and I gasp for air.
 
   Brandi withdrew from me and laid down on her back pointing her dildo up in the air.
 
   “Get your slutty pussy on it” she orders.  “But keep your fucking hands off me you lez.”
 
   I straddled her on my knees and eased down on the silicone erection eagerly.  When I start fucking it she orders me to stop.  I see Macy smear sun tan lotion all over her strap on and move in behind me.  Before I could protest she places her dildo against my asshole firmly.  Brandi reaches up and shoves four fingers in my mouth and grips my lower jaw.  
 
   “GAH” I cry out through Brandi’s hand and Macy mercilessly thrusts into my ass.  Brandi shakes my head from side to side with her hand as Macy reaches around and slaps me so hard I see stars again.  
 
   When I come back around Macy is ramming me hard up the ass and ordering me to fuck her sister.  I am overfull and grunt spastically.  I try to hump Brandi but Macy is fucking me much too hard to control myself.  I became overwhelmed and started a long protracted wailing scream.  Brandi pushes her fingers deeper down my throat and gags my scream.  Both woman laugh hard at this.
 
   “Say you’re a piece of slutty trash” Macy shouts.
 
   “I am a piece of slutty trash” I gurgle between screams.
 
   No matter what it takes this is the last time I allow them to abuse me.
 
   “Say you will eat our pussy every night”
 
   “I will eat your pussy every night.”
 
   “Say your mother is too big of a slut to be with our father.”
 
   “My mother is too big a slut to be with your father.”
 
   The two girls laugh and continue to fuck me for twenty more minutes, until I am dead tired.  When they finally withdraw I slump down on the floor and they leave me there, quivering from exhaustion.  I fall asleep and don’t wake up until after three in the morning.  I exit the pool house, go to my bed and turn ideas to end this abuse over in my mind until I fall back asleep. 
 
   
  
 

THE TABOO INSPIRATION
 
    
 
   The next morning I awaken to find my stepfather arriving home alone.  I slip on a tee shirt and skirt, creep down the stairs and overhear his conversation with the sisters.
 
   “We had a fight.  It was my fault.  A woman was coming on to me and I didn’t rebuff her fast enough.  Your new mom is staying at a hotel tonight.  I feel really foolish for allowing it to happen.  I hope she gets over it soon and accepts my apology.  I have been up all night worrying.”
 
   “You don’t need to apologize to anyone daddy.  You are the best man in the whole world.” Brandi assured him.  
 
   “She should apologize to you for treating you this way” Macy insisted. 
 
   Oh please, the sisters really have a thing for their father, don’t they?  It goes beyond daughterly love.  It’s almost like romantic love – crazy bitches.  I am not going to put up with their abuse anymore. 
 
   I enter the kitchen pretending to not know the situation.  My stepfather greets me and I act as if nothing had happened.   He smiles and goes out to the backyard, leaving me alone with them.  Instead of abusing me they announce that they are going to get dressed and when they return they have another surprise for me.  
 
   After eating breakfast I decide to sit in the sun out by the pool to avoid my wicked stepsisters - and their next devious surprise.  When I hear them coming I duck into the pool house to hide.  My stepfather lay exhausted, asleep on the lounge I was abused on the night before.  I enter softly and try to be quiet.   I spot the sisters shopping bag in the corner and go to inspect it.  Inside there is a blindfold and the handcuffs that were used on me.  Suddenly an idea pops into my head – one that could solve all my problems.  
 
   I grab the cuffs and sneak over to my stepfather and slip them on him.  Then I slid the chain over a clothes hook behind the lounge securing him in place.  He grumbles a little but does not wake and I slid the blindfold on him.  
 
   Next I go to the door of the poolroom and make eye contact with my sisters.  I shout across the yard “fuck you bitches”, close the door and lock it.  They follow and when they realize the door is locked they bang on it.  I faintly hear them yelling outside but the pool house is much too insulated to understand what they are saying.  
 
   Then I see Macy’s face in the side window peering in, followed by Brandi.  When they see their father they become alarmed.  
 
   I pull off my top in front of them and shake my tits at them like a stripper.  Their expressions become hostile.  I slide my skirt down revealing a lack of panties and both sisters flip me off.  
 
   “Who is in here and why have you cuffed me?” My stepfather sates groggily from behind. 
 
   I bend over and whisper huskily in his ear, trying to sound like my mother, “Just lie still and let me do all the work.”
 
   “Oh baby, thank God.  I was so worried you would not return.  I am so sorry”
 
   My hand moves up his thigh to his crotch and I start rubbing him through his pants while smiling at the sisters.  He moaned and pulled against the cuffs in vain.  Their jaws drop and I laugh silently.  
 
   They disappear from the window and soon I hear desperate banging on the door again.  I ignore it and wait for them to return to the window before proceeding.   When they appear back in the window I unzip their father’s pants, tug them down to his thighs and rub his erection through his underwear sensuously.  He moans loudly and I secretly curse the thickness of the walls that prevent them from hearing it.  But they can see his face and know I am turning him on.  I pull his underwear down and his erection springs free.  For a moment they turn away but cannot resist seeing what will happen next and watch some more.  
 
   It is the first mans cock I have ever felt and I hold it upright like a trophy, smiling at the evil sisters.  They both glare at me with murder in their eyes.  I move my face down to his cock and stroke it against my cheek, smiling at them some more.  He moans some again and begs for me to suck it.  
 
   It can’t be any more difficult than sucking on a dildo.
 
   I place my mouth over it keeping my eyes on them.   Their expression conveys the deep outrage they are feeling, which delights me.  I take their fathers cock into my mouth as deep as I can.  He moans throatily which I find arousing.  It wasn’t any harder that sucking a dildo and much more satisfying.  I began really enjoying his warmth in my mouth and hearing his appreciative moans from my service.  For the first time since we moved here, I felt valued.  
 
   “I love you babe” he cooed between moans which made me suck him deeper.
 
   I enjoyed it so much I ignored the sisters for a while and just focused on my first real blowjob.  When I finally looked up, Brandi was holding a sign written on a piece of cardboard in lipstick:  
 
   “Stop now or we will kill you bitch!”
 
   I feigned laughter and straddled their father on the lounge holding his cock in my hand and stroking it.  I stroked it deliberately and with ownership, making sure I maintained a look of desire.   They both began shouting and banging on the windows but only faint jabbering could be heard.  I guided his cock to my pussy and rubbed the tip around my entrance.
 
   “Please take me baby” my stepfather pleaded.  
 
   I made eye contact with Macy and slid the tip of her father’s cock into my pussy.  The way he moaned and the look on the sister’s faces made it feel incredible.  I fucked just the head of his cock and he moaned continually.  I must admit it was a great feeling of power making this mature man moan so much, and I again wished the sisters could hear it.   
 
   I slid deeper onto him and he moaned loudly and yelled “oh fuck ya!”   This made my own breathing start to shallow and I got lightheaded, becoming genuinely aroused.   I buried him into me to the hilt and luxuriated in the feel of my first cock deep inside.  It felt amazing, making me want to orgasm all over it.  
 
   The shocked look of the sisters faces only heightened my excitement, and it was about to get worse for them.  My stepdad started bucking his hips, taking the initiative to fuck me while still on his back.  I rested on top of him and let him thrust into me, while struggling to not moan too loudly and reveal the deception.  It felt so exciting to be fucked by a grown man that I could not wait to climax, and I reached down and started rubbing my engorged clit.  The shocked look on the sister’s faces made small tremor climaxes rush through me – I had all the power now.  
 
   My stepfather was out of control with lust now, bucking as quickly as he could.  In a moment of boldness I reached out and pulled his blindfold aside – the sisters eyes bulged out as they watched the revelation.  My stepfather looked stunned at me for a second, and then through his lust started fucking me as hard as he could, out of control with passion.  I screamed loudly and continued to scream as loud as I could – not holding back anything.  My finger worked my clit and my climax rushed up on me.  I looked at the sisters – Brandi was furiously pulling her hair and a tear had fallen from Macy’s eye.  
 
   “Fuck me hard!” I screamed at my stepfather.  He began thrusting into me with all his might, sweat beads forming all around his face.  I screamed and moaned like a little girl on top of him.
 
   “Fuck your daughter harder” I ordered on the edge of climaxing.  
 
   “Take my fat cock” he growled between pants, drilling me with all his might.  
 
   Every stroke after those words felt so intensely stimulating my orgasm washed over me by the forth stroke.  His cock seemed to be getting hotter and hotter as I climaxed on top of him.  Through it all the feel of his hot cum being injected deep inside me caused my forehead to perspire.  I closed my eyes and rode the rest of my beautiful orgasm to the end, whimpering with pleasure like an overwhelmed child.  
 
   When it was over an ashamed look crossed his face.
 
   “Oh my God, what have I done?”
 
   “You just took my virginity” I informed him earnestly.  
 
   “I sorry, I didn’t mean to – I didn’t know.  Please Jill, let’s forget this ever happened.”
 
   “Are you saying you didn’t like my pussy” I teased.
 
   “No I am not saying that, but I didn’t intend to do anything like this.  I would never…  Please Jill, do not tell your mother.  I would die of she left me.”
 
   I ground my dripping pussy on his shriveling cock one last time before it slipped out.  
 
   “Here are my terms.  You don’t ever cheat on my mother again and treat her like a princess.”
 
   “Yes, that is all I want to do.  Honestly Jill, my commitment is real.”
 
   I believed him and kind of felt bad for my actions – but not so bad that I wanted to backtrack.
 
   “One more term, and I mean this one sincerely.  You keep your daughters away from me.  If they ever lay a hand on me I will tell my mother everything.  Right down to how you told me to ‘take your fat cock.”
 
   “Done!  No problem Jill.  I will talk to them and make sure they stay away from you from now on.  You have my word.”  
 
   I bent over and kissed him passionately, attempting to drive one last nail into the sister’s mind.  He kissed back awkwardly and finally turned his head.  
 
   I stood up, pulled my skirt back on and smiled at him.  “Thanks dad.”
 
   I walked with authority to the door and stepped into the backyard.  The sisters were on me in a second.  Macy came at me with her fists and I put up my arms to defend myself.  
 
   “Macy!  You stop that right now” their father shouted.  
 
   Brandi grabbed me by the hair and pulled hard and their father shouted, “ Girls get in here right now!  I need to talk to both of you.”  
 
   Brandi released my hair, submissively doing anything her father requested.  It was their weakness.   Both of them stepped in close and threatened to get me that evening.  I stepped one leg forward and stopped.  A moment later a few drops of liquid spattered on the ground beneath me.  
 
   “Do you see that” I stated pointed at the fluid, “That is your fathers cum dripping out of me.”  
 
   Both sisters gasped, looking like they had seen a ghost.  
 
   “Now get out of my way you psycho bitches.”
 
   “Brandi, Macy – in the pool house now!”  Their father called sternly.
 
   The sisters went to their father obediently.  I went upstairs to my room with a new future in mind.  I was old enough, had a job, and it was time I got a place of my own.  Maybe even get a boyfriend…or a girlfriend?  I wasn’t sure anymore.
 
   I’ll play it by ear.
 
   I showered off, did my hair and began calling on rooms for rent.   I had ended the ordeal and it was time to move forward - on my own terms.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   The Wicked Sisters are back: 
 
    
 
   EMILY’S WICKED DORM MATES
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   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00S0GE6M4
 
   Its Emily’s first day of college and all she wants is to make the cheerleading squad.  But already her new roomies are scaring her.  Little does she know her new dorm mates are the wicked sisters, who turn Emily’s first week of college into a life changing experience.  
 
    
 
   THE WICKED SISTERS VS THE CHEER TEAM
 
   [image: WICKED CHEER COV.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00SCPT8L2
 
   Anna has always relied cheer respect to get what she wanted at school.  When Macy and Brandi use her to get to cheer captain Britney she learns what it’s like to be dominated by the wicked sisters – with lusty outcomes.  
 
    
 
   More stories from I.M Rogue:
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   TABOO TROUBLE
 
   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00S7DONZU
 
   Hailey has a habit of getting in trouble and the man of the house has had enough of her behavior.  After failing to correct her troublemaking in other ways he resorts to old school spanking discipline, with new results.  Before long, Hailey makes a discovery of her own.  
 
    
 
   To receive our newsletter, please join the rogue mailing list by sending an e-mail here:
 
   Ouchy42@yahoo.com
 
    
 
   You are irresistible in your unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   I.M Rogue              
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