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Cinderella


 


Cinderella
believed she had a very happy childhood.


She
remembered her mother’s laugh as they ran through their mansion’s gardens,
playing; she remembered her father’s lips twitch as he saw the two of them
together, smiling at the women he loved most in the world.


Cinderella could recall a hundred memories of laughter,
happiness and joy.


There
were also some dark memories that would never leave her.


She
would never forget the day her mother died. 


Her
father had looked devastated barely holding himself upright, his eyes red from
tears. 


Cinderella
had been seven years old.


More
than two hundred persons came to the funeral, most of them sporting a dark
semblance, having come to say goodbye to one of the gentlest and more
charitable persons of their small community.


Cinderella’s
family was one of the richest of the region, her father a very wealthy
merchant. Many people had knocked at their door begging for help, food, or
simply a blanket. 


Cinderella’s
mother had never refused anyone and provided them with whatever she could.


The
people would smile at her, singing her praises and never forget her charity. A
great deal of the guests were persons who Cinderella’s mother helped, the
others people that had come to say goodbye to the brightest soul they had ever
met.


The
years after her mother’s death weren’t easy.


Cinderella
spent a lot of time alone, as her father grieved and took care of his business,
often travelling away from home.


One
of the few occasions where they mourned together was when she asked him for the
first twig he found on his way out of the house. He brought her a hazel tree
twig and, together, the two of them planted it besides her mother’s grave.


Slowly,
the years went on and their hearts mended.  


A
more contained happiness returned to their home, their lives progressed and
Cinderella slowly grew into a beautiful blonde girl.


She
was eighteen when she realized her father was courting another woman. 


At
first she was surprised, her father had never truly forgotten her mother, and
she had never considered the fact he might want to marry once again. 


But
then, after seeing how happy he became in the few short months of his new
relationship, she understood he needed something more in his life and she did
what she could to show she was happy for him.


Her
father married a few months later.


For
a while everything was perfect. Cinderella felt she had a family now, never
being completely alone when her father travelled. She had her stepmother and
her older stepsisters.


That
happiness didn’t last long.


Cinderella’s
relationship with her stepmother deteriorated without the girl understanding
why it happened. 


At
first they got along perfectly well. There was some awkwardness and
strangeness, but nothing a few weeks of coexistence wouldn’t solve.


Then
things changed.


Cinderella
caught her father and stepmother discussing several times, almost fighting, and
the older woman started looking askance at her. Once, Cinderella even heard the
woman calling her unnatural under her breath.


Cinderella
was hurt and confused. 


She
had done nothing wrong to the woman, behaved as she always did and yet, for
some reason, her stepmother started being cold to her, ignoring her most of the
time, being outright mean in some occasions.


Her
father would only smile sadly when Cinderella asked about it, saying that her
stepmother didn’t hate her, trying to convince his daughter of a truth he knew
was not real.


Cinderella
saw through his attempts, but chose to make it as if she believed him, and
sooner or later would she question him again, hoping he would tell her the true
reason of her stepmother’s dislike.


Cinderella’s
stepsisters followed their mother’s lead, but while similar in appearance they
were completely different in temperaments. 


Elsa
was adopted, daughter of one of Cinderella’s stepmother’s dead friends. She
would ignore the younger girl, behaving as if the she didn’t exist, rarely
speaking to her and going out of her way to not cross Cinderella’s path.


Elena,
believing Cinderella had done something to make her mother cross, made her best
to make Cinderella’s life a leaving hell. She would prank the younger girl,
steal her clothes and sometimes lead wild animals into Cinderella’s room.


Cinderella
complained to her father, but it didn’t change anything. 


He
talked to Elena, but the wildest of Cinderella’s stepsisters was stubborn and
would sooner or later return to her harassment.


Slowly,
Cinderella saw herself becoming a pariah in her own house.


While
her father was away, her stepmother was in control of the household.


The
woman tried to curtail Cinderella’s interactions with the outside world, making
her spend most of the day in her bedroom when there were guests, and forbidding
her daughters from speaking to Cinderella.


Slowly,
despair took hold of Cinderella.


Only
when her father started speaking about arranging some suitors for her
stepsisters did Cinderella see her salvation.


If
Elsa and Elena married, they would leave and Cinderella might get some of her
freedom back. 


The
days would be easier to bear if her stepmother was her only family remaining
inside the house.


Or
maybe, in a few months, she would be the one to be wedded. Then Cinderella
would have a house of her own, with a husband and a child, and she wouldn’t
have to deal with her stepfamily anymore.


Hesitantly,
one day during dinner, Cinderella questioned her father about a suitor for
herself.


He
reddened and started breathing hard, looking as if he had choked on his food.
Cinderella’s stepmother glared at her, and the girl deflated, resigning herself
to talk about the matter later. 


Elena,
who was incredibly observant of the world around her, and capable of reading
Cinderella like a book, knew the girl wasn’t happy about her father’s lack of
response and mercilessly teased her younger stepsister.


Cinderella
endured Elena’s barbed tongue with decorum, knowing if everything went
according to plan she wouldn’t have to deal with the girl for long.


But
the worst happened.


Cinderella’s
father returned home from a trip, in the middle of a night of winter, with a
cough and by the next morning he was running a fever. Cinderella and her
stepmother fussed around him, but he argued that he would be fine.


He
didn’t improve. 


Later
that day they called for the local physician, who came to them and did all he
could. 


Yet
her father worsened.


For
weeks he lingered, barely breathing and sweating, until finally his body didn’t
resist and he expired, leaving Cinderella alone in a house where she felt she
had no one to love her.


*******


Life
changed for the worst after Cinderella’s father died. Without him their
business became ruined, without someone with the necessary skills to administer
it.


The
people who owed them money disappeared, Cinderella’s father the only one who
knew who they were and how much they owed. Creditors appeared from all around
them, demanding their coin, friends and allies turned their backs on the ruined
family.


The
older girls’ suitors refused to marry them; Cinderella’s family didn’t have the
means to pay a dowry and the girls saw their future prospects become bleak.


Cinderella’s
stepmother did all she could to stop their family’s descent. 


She
fired the household staff and sold everything of value in the house, but it
only allowed them to pay for some of the smallest debts and find some time to
pay for the biggest ones.


The
woman thought about selling the mansion, but then they wouldn’t have a place to
live and it wouldn’t pay their debts in full.


Cinderella
saw herself forced into the role of the servant of the house.


Cinderella’s
stepsisters did little to contribute, their mother preferring to burden the
younger girl and leave her daughters in peace.


Now
that there were no maids or butlers, Cinderella was the one that cleaned and
cooked, chopped wood, and sewed.


Her
stepmother spent most of her time out in the village or the town, trying to
find some way to arrange the money they needed to pay their debts and return to
their former life. 


Elsa
did help a little in the household by taking care of the mansion’s gardens. The
girl had always been one to love nature; taking care of plants and flowers was
a pleasure for her.


Elena
spent her days in her study, painting away her sorrows, and mostly making
Cinderella’s work harder with the amount of paint she got on her clothes.


Cinderella’s
life became a living hell. 


She
had no rest, no day off. Her mother had always told her to be a good girl and
obey, but she couldn’t help but think of running away, of leaving her house and
never come back.


Her
anger grew as she thought about how her stepmother made her do all the work,
leaving her daughters mostly untouched by the misery that had befallen them.


She
couldn’t understand why her stepmother stopped Elsa from working. Like
Cinderella, Elsa wasn’t the woman’s true daughter, being adopted, but it seemed
Cinderella’s stepmother only wanted to punish Cinderella and was quite capable
of loving someone who wasn’t her daughter.


Cinderella
became depressed, listless, without knowing what to do. 


She
couldn’t help but think on her life, wanting to lose herself on her thoughts
and dreams. 


She
wished she could return to what was before, but she knew it was impossible. 


Cinderella’s
sadness grew to the point she considered finishing her own life, but then it
all changed. 


And
it was because of Elena.


*******


Cinderella
had to, very reluctantly, admit her stepsisters were beautiful. 


The
looked almost like twins, with long brown curly hair, tanned skin and shapely
curves. Their eyes were like almonds and their lips to die for.


Cinderella
considered herself pretty, with her straight blonde hair and her blue eyes, but
she couldn’t help but think her stepsisters were more attractive than she was.
She didn’t let the thought bother her very much.


Yet
her stepsisters weren’t only attractive, they were also intelligent and artsy.


Their
tastes were very different, almost as much as their temperaments.


Elsa
was shy, withdrawn and gentle.


She
loved to spend her days taking care of the house’s gardens making the most
beautiful flowers bloom without effort. She also liked poetry, both to read and
write, and music, being capable of playing several different instruments, from
simple flutes to harps.


Cinderella
loved hearing Elsa play; the girl would unwind while her music flowed out of
her, making her appear as if she was some outworldly being that came to the
Earth to grace them with her presence.


Then
the music would end, and Elsa’s timidity would flare again and she would hide
in her own skin.


Elena
was very different. 


She
was wild, outgoing, playful, cruel, vengeful, easy to anger, adventurous,
sensuous. There were many more words Cinderella could use to describe Elena,
not all of them good.


While
Elsa would spread her love of art over a dozen subjects, Elena focused
exclusively on painting.


She
could depict the most realistic of landscapes and imagine the most strange of
architectures. She could dream of the most beautiful things, and then she would
combine them all into a painting.


Cinderella
loved her Elena’s work, even if most of time she couldn’t abide the other girl.
There was something so primal, so unguarded about Elena’s art that Cinderella
couldn’t help but being touched by it.


The
events that happened when Elena caught Cinderella admiring one of her paintings
were what started to change Cinderella’s life for good.


The
younger girl had never told Elena she loved her paintings, she felt Elena was
arrogant enough and didn’t need the ego boost. 


So
when Elena caught Cinderella, standing in the middle of her study looking
intently at her work, she bristled, fearing the girl was there to vandalize her
work. She screamed at Cinderella and accused her. 


Cinderella
denied it, snapping back at the older girl, until they lost their patience, and
Elena, in a fit of anger, pushed Cinderella.


Cinderella’s
eyes widened at her stepsister’s move and her hand held unto the other girl,
dragging Elena down with her.


They
fell into a heap on the ground and struggled, both trying to get from under one
another, until they hit a chair where several of Elena’s paint supplies were
poised and both girls became drenched in paint.


They
disentangled themselves, both looking wide eyed at each other, until Elena
started to laugh, both at Cinderella’s appearance and the thought that the
other girl would have to clean the mess they did.


She
said so, eagerly to see Cinderella’s good girl mask slip for even a moment, but
her stepsister’s reaction confused Elena.


Cinderella’s
nerves were so frayed that tears started seeping out of her eyes. 


Elena
was stunned; she had never seen Cinderella cry before; the girl was tougher
than she appeared. Cinderella had never cried at Elena’s antics, she would grit
her teeth at her stepsister, but she wouldn’t react to any kind of provocation.


Elena
felt her heart twitch and for the first time she regretted her behavior. 


Slowly
she inched forward and put her arms around her stepsister, holding her, until
Cinderella lost her composure and sobbed into Elena’s frame.


They
held each other for a long time, Cinderella slowly calming down, their embrace
becoming warm and comfortable. 


Elena
pulled Cinderella’s head up, taking it from its resting place atop Elena’s
breasts and dragged her stepsister out of the room, moving them towards the
bathroom so that they could clean themselves.


Elena
heated the water and prepared their bath, Cinderella looking from the
sidelines, before Elena undressed and unceremoniously entered the tub.


Cinderella
averted her eyes from her stepsister’s body, suddenly shy. 


She
hadn’t bathed together with anyone in a long time, not since her mother died. 


Her
father always made sure she bathed alone, unlike most girls who were attended
by their maids. She hadn’t understood why he was so adamant in that, but she
had always obeyed him.


So
she remained still, clothed besides the tub filled with her stepsister. She
felt excited as she eyed Elena’s frame beneath the warm waters.


Elena
raised her eyebrow at Cinderella and asked her why she wasn’t stepping into the
tub.


Cinderella
bit her lip and slowly started to undress.


What
was revealed when Cinderella dropped her last garment made Elena stop and
stare, the young woman not believing what her eyes saw.


Between
Cinderella’s thighs rested a cock. 


Elena
blinked and opened her mouth to speak, but closed it; Cinderella taking the
chance to venture into the warm waters, settling her back against the tub and
relaxing.


Elena
couldn’t believe Cinderella’s nonchalant behavior as the younger girl revealed
something that shattered her world. She started getting angry and questioned
Cinderella about what she had seen.


Cinderella
was confused, not understating what her stepsister was talking about. 


Elena
saw her confusion and was taken aback. 


Cinderella
didn’t know. She didn’t understand she was different. 


Slowly,
Elena moved forward, suddenly feeling bold.


Elena’s
body rose from the water as she moved, her breasts bared to Cinderella’s sight.


The
younger girl’s eyes wandered down her stepsister’s frame, taking in the mounds
on Elena’s chest and the toned stomach resting beneath. 


Cinderella
realized then that they looked different, and she couldn’t help but shift her
legs as Elena came closer.


Elena
knew Cinderella wasn’t a man. 


Her
stepsister had a woman’s body, a woman’s breasts and figure.  She reached out
and moved her hand between Cinderella’s thighs, making the girl jump startled,
and closing her hand around Cinderella’s cock.


It
was warm, warmer than the water they were both in.


And
it was getting harder.


They
looked awkwardly at one another, Cinderella feeling something she had never
felt before, her cock swelling to an impressive size. 


Elena
moved her hand, releasing Cinderella’s member and exploring the flesh beneath,
finding Cinderella’s opening and confirming her suspicions. 


Elena
didn’t read as much as Elsa did, but she also enjoyed books, especially those
she hid from her mother; books about more carnal activities and affairs,
depicting acts between women and men, or even, sometimes, between members of
the same sex.


One
of her favorite books was one about someone who had both sexes.


She
hadn’t believed it was possible, she thought it was only fiction, but now she
could see it was real, and it was Cinderella – good little bland Cinderella –
that was a hermaphrodite.


Elena
didn’t know what to think about her stepsister anymore. 


She
looked at the younger girl’s face and saw the flush in in Cinderella’s cheeks
and, feeling playful, Elena explored her folds, sliding one fingertip inside
Cinderella’s slit, making the girl gasp out loud in both pain and pleasure.


The
sound excited Elena and she gripped Cinderella’s cock with her other hand. 


Slowly,
she started stroking it, moving her hands up and down, pumping the flesh. She
had never done something like that before, but she had read enough about it she
had no doubts about what she was doing.


Cinderella’s
gasps and moans were a good indicator that she was doing the right motions.


The
younger girl grasped her stepsister’s arms, supporting herself against Elena as
the girl teased and played with both of her sexes. She was breathing hard, her
chest heaving with every inhalation.


That
motion made Cinderella’s breasts look incredibly alluring to Elena’s sight and
she moved her head downwards, taking one of Cinderella’s nipples into her
mouth, suckling at the little nub.


Cinderella
gasped loudly and her hands came to rest on Elena’s hair, threading trough the
brown curls and pressing her stepsister’s face harder against her chest.


The
younger girl’s excitement bolstered Elena’s, and the girl slid the finger that
she moving in and out of Cinderella just a little harder, burying it in the
other girl’s cunt, making Cinderella feel a renewed pain and pleasure that
triggered her orgasm.


Cinderella
came screaming, her cock twitching and jerking in Elena’s hand, white cum
seeping out of it as wetness flowed out of her pussy.


She
closed her eyes and simply enjoyed the pleasure she was feeling, pleasure like
she had never enjoyed before.


Elena
relinquished the look on her stepsister’s face, knowing she was the one to put
it there, and taking care to keep touching the girl’s cunt, prolonging her
enjoyment.


When
Cinderella opened her eyes and caught Elena looking at her she was embarrassed
and blushed, turning her face aside. Then Elena slid her fingers out of her sex
and she winced in pain and discomfort, turning to face her stepsister.  


Elena
smiled at Cinderella’s renewed shyness, feeling extremely proud of the manner
in which she had made the other girl putty in her hands.


She
could also feel an ache between her legs and wanted nothing more than to have
the other girl take care of it, but she doubted that Cinderella would know how.


She
could teach her, a part of Elena’s mind whispered, and the girl couldn’t deny
the thought pleased her, but she would let Cinderella stew on what they did for
a while, and only then would she do anything.


Slowly
Elena got up from the water, loving the way Cinderella’s eyes clung to her
body, to her breasts and pussy. There was a new emotion on the younger girl’s
eyes, one which Elena easily recognized as lust.


She
moved out of the tub and extended her hand towards Cinderella, helping her
stepsister get out as well. 


They
dried each other, using the same fluffy towel, a tenderness that had never existed
between them evident, and afterwards Elena kissed Cinderella, her lips soft,
her tongue invading the other girl’s mouth and twirling around its counterpart.


Cinderella
blushed as Elena took her first kiss, knowing that what they had done was supposed
to be wrong, but unrepentant nonetheless.


They
parted; Elena dressed herself and said her goodbyes, wanting to go to her room
and take care of achiness between her legs.


Cinderella
watched her walk away, confused yet excited about what happened.


*******


It
didn’t take long for Elena to seek out Cinderella once again.


The
younger girl had given her several inquiring looks during the days following
their interactions on the tub, and so, one night, Elena slipped into
Cinderella’s bed while the girl was sleeping.


Cinderella
woke to her stepsister spooning against her back, Elena’s hand slowly caressing
her flesh, moving towards her core. She bit her lip and stayed still, trying to
appear asleep, but then Elena kissed the flesh underneath her ear and she
moaned out loud.


Elena
wrapped her hand around Cinderella’s cock and stroked it until it was hard and
thick.


Cinderella
moaned and gasped, wanting to turn around and plunge into her stepsister,
knowing they couldn’t do that.


There
were other things they could do and Elena wanted to try something she read
about. 


She
made Cinderella turn and lay with her back on the bed and then helped her
stepsister strip, taking Cinderella’s clothes until the younger girl became
nude. Then Elena slid down Cinderella’s body, kissing and touching, making the
girl moan with need, her cock swelling to the point it looked ready to explode.


Elena
stopped moving when her head reached the apex of Cinderella’s thighs and she
stroked Cinderella’s cock a couple of times, before she took her stepsister
into her mouth.


Cinderella
gasped at the touch of Elena’s tongue on her cock, feeling an incredible
pleasure, her hands moving to the other girl’s hair, holding Elena’s head and
forcing it down, trying to slid her cock further in.


Elena
resisted Cinderella’s motions, and kept her pace, slowly taking more and more
of Cinderella’s meat into her mouth, accommodating herself to the feeling of
Cinderella’s cock.


Cinderella
started begging her, not quite knowing about what she was asking Elena to do,
but hoping her stepsister could alleviate her need.


Elena
increased the pace of her movements, her tongue swirling around the prick in
her mouth, her fingers threading through Cinderella’s curls and probing the
opening, sliding just the tips of her fingers inside the other girl.


She
took Cinderella’s cock as far as it would go, to the point it felt as if she
was swallowing it. Then she would slide back again, her lips wrapped tightly,
pressing against the warm flesh, massaging it, until only the cock’s head
remained inside her mouth, and then she moved forward again.


Elena
repeated her motions again and again, her fingers exploring Cinderella’s cunt,
her mouth sucking her stepsister’s cock, until Cinderella came screaming, her
cock jerking and sputtering, releasing its seed in Elena’s mouth.


Cinderella’s
hands tightened on Elena’s head almost unconsciously, as a reaction to the
intense pleasure the younger girl felt. Wetness flowed from her cunt her eyes
fluttered.


Elena
swallowed the white seed, finding the taste sweet, pleasant. 


She
milked Cinderella’s cock for all it was worth, struggling not to let a drop go
to waste, until she couldn’t resist her urge to breathe anymore and she opened
her mouth, letting Cinderella’s cock escape from her grasp.


After,
Elena moved until she stood face to face with Cinderella, and poised one of her
hands on the milky white thigh beneath, making Cinderella’s eyes open. 


Then
she kissed Cinderella, the younger girl’s lips opening to receive her tongue.  


Cinderella
tasted her own seed in Elena’s mouth and moaned, putting her arms around her
stepsister and hugging her, pressing the older girl against her, breasts
against breasts, their tongues entwining. 


They
kissed until their air run out and then they lay against one another. 


Elena
could feel her face was flushed and she had a pressing need between her legs. 


She
grabbed Cinderella’s hand and directed it between her thighs, making the girl
touch her sex, wanting Cinderella to make her come. 


Cinderella
flushed, but she wanted to please Elena, making her feel as good as the girl
did her, and so she tried her best.


Elena
showed the younger girl how to use her fingers to make her feel good, and what
felt more than just good. She made Cinderella traced her nether lips, running
her fingers over her labia, over her curls, gently yet firm, until Cinderella’s
fingers were coated with Elena’s wetness.


Then
she told Cinderella to enter her, gently. 


Cinderella
did as she was told. It wasn’t long before she acted without Elena’s instructions,
seeing from her stepsister’s face what was pleasurable and not. She would hook
one of her fingers inside Elena and the girl would tremble. 


Then
she would slide her fingers in and out, sometimes fast and sometimes slow, but
firmly, and her thumb would press against Elena’s clit making the girl twitch
and moan.  


It
didn’t take long for Elena to come, her legs tightening around Cinderella’s
hand, pressing it against her core as if she never wanted to let it go.


Once
she descended from her high, Elena took Cinderella into her arms and kissed
her, slowly, carefully, until the younger girl put her arms around her and they
cuddled together.


Exhaustion
hit both of them and they closed their eyes, content in the warmth of each
other’s bodies. 


For
the first time since her father’s death Cinderella slept without difficulties,
and she dreamt of joy and happiness.


The
girls became lovers from that point on. 


Sometimes
Elena came to Cinderella’s body, sometimes it was the opposite, but they were
never too long apart from one another.


Cinderella
forgot her worries and lost herself in Elena’s embrace. 


She
had been so lonely before loving Elena that she couldn’t see any other life for
her now.


She
loved Elena like she needed air to breathe.


Cinderella
was so happy that her smile shone in her face, and Elena soon found herself
entranced by it and, slowly, something more than simply pleasure and lust
became evident in their dalliances.


But
it seemed good things didn’t last long in Cinderella’s life.


*******


One
month after Elena and Cinderella became lovers Cinderella’s stepmother
announced there would be a ball held in a nearby castle. 


Cinderella,
after seeing Elena’s excitement at the news, did her best to make her love’s dress
the most magnificent there was. She spent entire days and nights sewing it, her
desire for Elena spurring her on.


Elena
herself was more worried about the lack of Cinderella in her bed, preferring to
dress in rags if that meant she would have to spend another night without her
lover pressed against her, but she couldn’t deny that Cinderella’s actions
warmed her heart.


When
Cinderella presented her with her dress she was moved to tears, the cloth
beautiful beyond measure, capable of accentuating Elena’s every asset, yet
keeping her modest.


Not
even Elena’s mother had anything to say against it.


Cinderella
didn’t go to the ball; there hadn’t been enough cloth to make a dress for her. 


She
didn’t mind, preferring to rest and wait for Elena, wanting to take her lover
into her arms after several nights without her touch.


Yet
Elena returned in tears.


A
prince of a small nation had attended the ball and had seemingly fallen in love
with Elena. Elena’s mother wasted no time and started negotiating a courtship
between them.


Cinderella
could feel her heart break.


Her
stepmother wouldn’t lose this opportunity to marry her daughter to a prince,
insuring her debts were paid and Elena would live a splendid life.


Cinderella
couldn’t blame her. 


She
would do anything so that Elena could live a life of luxury, and she couldn’t
blame the prince for falling in love with Elena, not when she did the same,
even though they were stepsisters. 


Elena
could be the most enchanting woman in the world when she wished to.


The
older girl’s tears dried out slowly while she remained in Cinderella’s arms. 


Then
Elena freed herself and kissed Cinderella, grabbing her hand and dragging her
stepsister into her study.


Elena
pushed Cinderella against the wall and fell to her knees in front of her,
working on the younger girl’s clothes, trying to free her stepsister’s cock.


Cinderella
didn’t resist her, waiting for Elena’s lips wrapped around her member.


Elena
wanted to forget the taste of the magnificent foods and drinks she had that
night, the divine aromas, the wealth, she wanted to forget the part of her that
told her she would be better off married to a prince she didn’t love. 


She
wanted the taste of Cinderella’s cock to make her doubts go away.


Cinderella
gasped as Elena took hold of her cock and started pumping it, then gasped again
as Elena licked the tip, her tongue swirling around it, tasting, waiting for it
to harden fully.


Once
it did, Elena started licking it from top to bottom, slowly, making Cinderella
twitch at the pleasure she provoked.


Cinderella’s
legs trembled and for a moment she feared she would fall.


Elena
opened her mouth and took Cinderella’s cock, her lips tight around it, her head
moving forward and back.


Cinderella
swallowed, seeing her cock disappear into her stepsister’s mouth, only for the
girl to move back and reveal it, and then swallow it again.


Elena
swirled her tongue around the cock, wrapping it in warmth as she sucked her
stepsister, her hands moving and cupping Cinderella’s rear, as Elena used only
her mouth to please the younger girl’s cock.


She
took Cinderella’s cock as far as it would go, as deep as she had ever taken the
other girl, feeling Cinderella’s member sliding into her throat.


Cinderella
gasped and started thrusting her hips, slowly, encouraged by Elena’s hands
pulling her forward, who wanted to feel Cinderella fuck her face.


It
was too much. 


Cinderella
couldn’t resist and she came, holding back the scream of pleasure she wanted to
give as her cock released its load into Elena’s willingly throat, trying not to
alert anyone as her stepsister swallowed and swallowed Cinderella’s seed as it
flowed out of her cock.


The
younger girl couldn’t resist so much stimulation and her legs failed her. She
leaned against the wall and slid down, slowly.


Elena
kept milking her stepsister’s cock, until she had to release it with a
disappointed sound, letting the now flaccid member escape from her hold.


With
Cinderella’s taste in her mouth, Elena let herself fall into her lover’s arms,
joining her on the ground.


Cinderella
held her, pressing her stepsister against her body, wanting to hold Elena
forever in her arms.


They
remained like that, content in each other’s warmth, not wanting to think about
what their future held.


But
it didn’t matter how much Elena wanted to forget.


She
knew what her future held and she was filled by a sudden and furious anger.
Right then and there she decided to fight against that fate with all her
strength, to do anything for the future she wanted to become real and
not one her mother chose.


She
wanted to be with Cinderella, to live her life with her stepsister.


And
she wanted to lose her purity with Cinderella.


The
younger girl would be against it, knowing how important a woman’s virginity was
regarded in the world, but Elena was sure she could convince her stepsister to
do as she wished.


Elena
rose and moved, picking an old blanket resting by the room’s corner, extending
it and gesturing for Cinderella. 


Her
stepsister came, while Elena undressed, slowly, teasingly, letting Cinderella’s
eyes fill with lust as she revealed her breasts and sex.


Then
Elena dragged her down, making Cinderella lie on the improvised bed and
climbing on top afterwards.


They
kissed, fervently, wishing to never be apart from the other, Cinderella’s cock
hardening again with Elena’s close presence.


The
older girl noticed it and rubbed her thighs against Cinderella’s, making the
other girl want her more than anything. She leaned down and kissed Cinderella’s
throat, making her whimper with need, teasingly, her lips trailing down and up
over the younger girl’s torso.


Then
Elena whispered at Cinderella’s ear, begging her to take her, to mark her and
defile her.


Cinderella
refused, as Elena had known she would, but her stepsister’s teasing became more
pronounced and Cinderella didn’t complain as Elena climbed on top of her,
Elena’s naked pussy just an inch away from her cock.


Elena
grabbed Cinderella’s cock and coated it with her wetness, until it glistened,
teasing herself on Cinderella’s cock and teasing Cinderella, before she looked
right at her stepsister’s eyes and slowly let herself fall, letting the cock
she held in her hand spear her.


Cinderella’s
hands came to rest on Elena’s waist, wanting to stop her stepsister, but then
her cock’s head slipped into Elena’s folds and she couldn’t think about
anything else.


Elena
felt Cinderella’s cock slid inside of her and she started moving up and down,
slowly, taking more and more of her stepsister’s flesh into her core, until she
felt it reach deep inside of her and hit her barrier.


The
girls looked at one another, knowing that if they continued they would do
something irremediable, something permanent. 


Elena
steeled herself and thrust down, wincing a little at the pain as her hymen was
brushed away, Cinderella’s cock going deeper than ever into her.


Both
of them gasped – Elena at the pain, Cinderella at the pleasure.


Cinderella
grip on Elena’s waist increased in strength, becoming almost bruising as the
girl felt Elena’s walls tightening around her cock, her stepsister starting to
ride her, up and down, her cock moving faster in and out of Elena, deeper,
until Cinderella could feel herself completely sheathed inside Elena.


Elena
groaned as that happened and leaned down, her breasts pressing against
Cinderella’s, and she kissed her stepsister, gently, before she started rocking
again, riding Cinderella.


Cinderella
thrust back against Elena, her eyes fixed on the older girl’s body, loving the
way Elena’s breasts bounced up and down as she fucked her. 


She
reached out and took Elena’s mounds into her hands, caressing them and taking
the nipples between her fingers, rolling and pinching them.


Elena’s
hands covered Cinderella’s, directing the girl’s attention in the most
pleasurable manner. Then Cinderella’s cock hit the right spot inside of her and
Elena released a breathy sound, repeating her motions until she once again felt
the cock hit the magic spot inside of her.


Cinderella
watched as Elena closed her eyes and started breathing harder, her motions
faster, erratic, until she could feel Elena’s sex tightening around her and her
stepsister came with a scream of pure pleasure.


Elena
didn’t stop moving, going up and down, wanting to never stop feeling the pleasure
Cinderella’s cock brought inside of her, until her legs lost their strength and
she felt her stepsister come.


Cinderella
pulled Elena into her, hugging her with all of her strength, squishing their
chests together, until she felt like she could ear Elena’s heartbeat, her cock
still jerking inside Elena.


She
wanted to sleep like that, warm inside of Elena, ignoring what happened outside
that room.


A
second later Elena moved and let Cinderella’s cock slid out of her, wincing a
little, but returning to Cinderella’s arms, holding her lover until both of
them feel asleep.


*******


Cinderella
woke to the sounds of Elena painting.


She
looked up, eyes still bleary from sleep, to find a nude Elena working on a
large canvas. 


Elena
moved from side to side, her hair swishing against her motions, her beautiful
bared rear looking incredibly alluring. 


Cinderella
wanted to get up and force Elena’s naked frame against the wet paint and take
her stepsister from behind, spreading her legs and spearing her with her cock,
until she had Elena scream in pleasure like the night before.


But
then Elena finished her work and turned around. 


She
looked wild, her hair streamed around her, a drop of paint in one of her bared
breasts, so close to the nipple that Cinderella wanted to lick it off.


Cinderella
felt her cock hardening and started getting up, but Elena acted first and moved
towards her, fast, climbing on top of Cinderella, pressing her naked body
against her stepsister.


They
kissed, heatedly, their hands groping each other’s bodies, and would have ended
of doing more if there wasn’t for a sound coming from the study’s door.


Elena
looked towards it, fearing that her mother had found them, but it was her adopted
sister.


Elsa
looked at the entwined girls, her mouth open in startlement, before she turned
around and ran away, leaving the door open.


Cinderella
and Elena looked at each other, worried, before they scrambled to dress
themselves.


Cinderella
finished first and made to run after Elsa, but Elena stopped her, knowing she
would have an easier time talking to her sister. She kissed Cinderella, nothing
more than a little peck on the younger girl’s tasty lips, before she ran after
Elsa.


Cinderella
stood in Elena’s study, not quite knowing what she should do. She could only
hope Elena successfully convinced Elsa not to tell her stepmother anything.


During
the next week Cinderella had basically no contact with either of the girls.


Elsa
avoided her, fleeing away from Cinderella anytime she saw her.


Elena
wouldn’t do more than give her a kiss or two when they meet, her fear of
discovery renewed.


Their
new routine only changed when Cinderella’s stepmother told them their biggest
creditor would visit them the next day. 


They
needed to prepare to receive him and the urgency of the matter got the three
girls to work together, any other thoughts forgotten for a while.


Elsa
searched the mansion’s gardens until she found the most beautiful flowers there
to decorate the house. Elena and Cinderella cleaned, rearranging some of the
furniture, trying to seem as if their old fortune hadn’t left them. 


Cinderella’s
stepmother arranged for some snacks and chose the drinks that would accompany
them, all of it to impress their creditor.


The
man arrived near the night; he was an older gentleman, someone who Cinderella
had never seen before.


Her
stepmother tried to weave her tales, making it appear as they weren’t suffering
any difficulties, trying to prolong the payment of the debt as much as she
could, but the man was adamant and wanted his money.


Cinderella’s
stepmother then started begging, but the man ignored her, not feeling pity for
someone who just a few moments ago had tried to deceive him.


He
got up to leave and then stopped still, his eyes focused on something on the
wall.


The
stepmother didn’t realize what had caught his attention, but Cinderella did. 


It
was the painting Elena had started the morning after they had made love for the
first time. The painting Elena put on the wall as a way to tease her.


The
man let Cinderella’s stepmother’s renewed words wash over him, his attention
focused on the picture. 


Cinderella
waited until her stepmother stopped speaking for a moment, and then she asked
him if he liked the painting. 


His
eyes flashed to her, evaluating the girl he had been ignoring for most of the
night.


Cinderella’s
stepmother glared at her from behind his back, but then the man replied, asking
about the painter. Cinderella smiled at him and gestured towards Elena,
pointing her stepsister as the author.


The
man looked surprised for a second, but congratulated the young woman, saying
she had great talent, and asking if she would be interested in selling the
picture.


Elena
was reluctant at first; she had made the painting to celebrate the night she
had spent with Cinderella and didn’t want to part with it, but then Cinderella
slipped her hand into hers and she consented to sell.


What
happened next baffled the stepsisters and their mother, as Cinderella
negotiated with the man as if she was an experienced merchant.


The
man steadily raised the price he was offering until they reached an agreement
and the painting was sold.


It
wasn’t a fortune and it wouldn’t be enough to pay any outstanding debts, but it
would give them some room to breathe.


Cinderella
even convinced the man to return in the future and see some of Elena’s other
works, believing he might be interested.


He
promised to return and bring some friends with him, people who enjoyed art and
possessed good taste.


Cinderella’s
stepmother accompanied him to the door, returning with a big smile and grudgingly
congratulating Cinderella about the manner in which she had haggled with the
man.


They
parted ways afterwards.


Cinderella
entered her room, undressed and lain on the bed, already anticipating another
night alone, when there was a knock at her door and Elena entered, dragging
Elsa behind.


Cinderella
looked from one girl to the other, surprised at seeing them there, but then
Elena moved towards her and climbed unto her lap, kissing her, fervently, making
Cinderella’s cock strain itself against her undergarments as it hardened.


No
matter how much Cinderella wanted to lose herself on that kiss, the knowledge
Elsa was right there watching them stopped her.


Elena
realized it and got up with a smile, moving towards her adopted sister. She got
behind Elsa and hugged her, her arms encircling Elsa’s frame. Elena poised her
chin on Elsa’s shoulder and looked at Cinderella, her arms slowly roving over
her sister’s body, feeling her up.


Elsa
looked away from Cinderella’s eyes, away from the lust she saw there, not
believing Elena convinced her to do this, to be Elena’s present to Cinderella
for what the girl had managed downstairs.


In
a dark corner of her mind Elsa knew why she had let it happen. She had always
felt her knees weakening when she was near Cinderella, the girl’s beauty
capable of touching her in ways she couldn’t describe.


Not
even the discovery of Cinderella’s abnormality – or the fact Cinderella was Elena’s
lover – extinguished her attraction.


Elena
knew it. 


She
had seen it in Elsa’s eyes when she confronted her adopted sister after being
caught with Cinderella. She used that attraction to stop Elsa from saying
anything about what she found and to convince her to join Elena in her
dalliances with Cinderella.


Cinderella
watched as Elena slowly stripped Elsa, baring her sister’s breasts and sex to
the world, so similar to Elena’s that they were almost indistinguishable.


Elena
saw the lust on Cinderella’s eyes, the way the younger girl’s sight followed
her hands on Elsa’s body. 


She
cupped her adopted sister’s breasts, rolling the nipples between her fingers
and making Elsa gasp out loud.


Elsa
moaned and watched Cinderella watch her. 


She
loved the way the younger girl’s sight never left her body, as Elena fondled
and touched her. She let her adopted sister play with her body, ready to do
anything just to hold Cinderella’s attention for a little bit more.


Elena,
for her part, didn’t care that it was taboo to touch her sister as she was.


She
liked touching Elsa, much more than she thought she would; the fact seeing the
two sisters entwined seemed to excite Cinderella so much was a bonus in Elena’s
mind.


Slowly,
she moved one of her hands south, earing Elsa whimper, before she reached the
girl’s intimate curls, and caressed them, her hand moving over her adopted
sister’s core, feeling the wetness accumulating there.


Cinderella
took off her undergarments and started stroking herself, watching them play.


Elena’s
fingers touched her sister’s labia, tracing the contour of Elsa’s opening, then
running a finger vertically over the slit, before her fingers encircled Elsa’s
clit and pinched it, making the girl gasp and moan out loud, Elsa’s legs almost
failing her.


Elena
teased Elsa to the brink of orgasm, her fingertips sliding just inside her
sister’s cunt, and then she pushed Elsa in Cinderella’s direction.


Elsa
would have fallen to the ground if Cinderella hadn’t caught her.


She
remained in Cinderella’s arms for some moments, her eyes wide as she
contemplated Cinderella’s cock from up close.


Cinderella
touched Elsa’s chin and moved her head up, kissing her afterwards, marveling at
the texture of Elsa’s lips, so similar to Elena’s, even if Elsa kissed in a
completely different, and more innocent, manner.


Elena
stripped as she watched her lover and her adopted sister kiss and then moved
forward, coming up behind Elsa.


She
pulled on her Elsa’s hair, ending the girl’s kiss with Cinderella. 


Elsa
protested, but Elena ignored her, grabbing her hand and moving it towards
Cinderella’s cock, making her sister circle the flesh and stroke it.


Elsa
looked fascinated at the texture of Cinderella’s cock, at the warmth, and at the
way Cinderella responded to such simple stimulation, the younger girl closing
her eyes and moaning.


Elena
whispered at Elsa’s ear, telling her to tighten her grip and speed her motions.


Elsa
did, obeying without hesitation, until Cinderella started panting and breathing
hard.


When
Elena noticed Cinderella wouldn’t last for much longer she stopped her sister’s
motions and caressed Elsa’s head, pressing down.


Elsa
let Elena guide her to her knees, and then to Cinderella’s cock, opening her
mouth, her sister whispering instructions about how to suck it.


Elsa
licked the cock’s head, swirling her tongue around its tip, tasting the
pre-cum.


Elena
pressed Elsa’s head again, making her bob her head up and down over
Cinderella’s shaft.


Cinderella
closed her eyes at the feeling of Elsa’s tight mouth around her cock, the girl
moving increasingly faster as she became accustomed to sucking cock.


Elsa
loved the taste of Cinderella’s flesh. 


She
could feel the younger girl’s cock fill her entire mouth and she couldn’t help
bit moan around it, feeling Cinderella twitch with the breathy sound she
released. Her tongue wrapped itself around warm flesh as she sucked, feeling
the prick sliding into her throat, almost to the point where she couldn’t
breathe. 


Elena
shuddered at the sight of her lover’s cock moving in and out of Elsa, seeing it
glisten with Elsa’s saliva, before it would disappear once again in her
sister’s mouth.


Elena
looked up and found Cinderella’s eyes on her. She smiled and her lover smiled
back, before the older girl focused on her adopted sister, urging her to move
faster.


Elsa
replied by bobbing her head up and down over Cinderella’s cock, hard, almost
bruising the younger girl’s dick.


Elena
grabbed Elsa’s hand and guided it between Cinderella’s thighs, making her feel
the younger girl’s female sex, and pressing one of her fingers inside the tight
canal.


Elsa
learned fast and kept moving on her own, exploring Cinderella’s folds and clit,
making the girl groan.


Elena
moved her own hand between her sister’s thighs, feeling Elsa’s wet sex, teasing
it, tracing the nether lips and then pushing a finger inside.


Elsa
gasped, feeling her virgin pussy walls wrapping around Elena’s finger, while
her head bobbed over Cinderella’s cock, and her hand explored the younger
girl’s cunt.


Cinderella
poised her hands on top of Elsa’s head a second before she came, making sure
the girl wouldn’t move her head, wanting to come inside Elsa’s mouth and make
her taste and swallow her seed.


Elsa
did, loving it, her throat and mouth working together to try and swallow all
that Cinderella’s cock gave her, even as her hands were drenched by the wetness
squirting from Cinderella’s pussy.


Elena
watched, amused, as her adopted sister milked Cinderella’s cock.


She
waited until Elsa stopped and released Cinderella’s flesh, before she pulled
her sister back and laid her on the bed, maneuvering herself between her legs, spreading
them and opening Elsa’s sex to her sight, to her touch and to her tongue.


Cinderella
watched, her eyelids heavy, as Elena devoured her sister, the wild girl anxious
to taste Elsa’s nectar.


Elsa
groaned as Elena licked and tongued her, her hands holding unto her sister’s
hair, while Elena entered her with her fingers and tongue.


Elena
slid two fingers inside, seeing them glisten with the other girl’s wetness,
moving them in and out, fast, easily, while her mouth worked on Elsa’s clit,
taking the little nub into her mouth and suckling it, her tongue swirling,
until Elsa came screaming, her legs twitching and closing, trying to trap Elena
where she was.


Elena
licked Elsa all throughout her orgasm, prolonging it for as long as possible,
tasting her sister’s sex.


Cinderella
watched from the side, slowly stroking her cock, waiting until Elena finished,
then she came behind Elena, before the girl moved from where she was, and
positioned herself at her stepsister’s entrance and pushed, entering her in a
single thrust.


Elena
gasped and crawled over her sister, Cinderella following her and thrusting into
her, filling her with her cock, until she stood face to face with Elsa. 


Elena
leaned down and kissed her adopted sister, gently at first, more heatedly
later, while Cinderella drilled into her.


Elsa
held Elena in her arms, tasting her own wetness from her sister’s mouth, the
girl’s frame rocking with Cinderella’s thrusts, until she felt Elena shake and
come with a scream of pure rapture.


Cinderella
groaned as Elena’s pussy tightened around her cock, gripping her flesh so
tightly she thought she would go insane from the pleasure. 


She
remained sheathed inside her lover until Elena stopped twitching, her orgasm
spent. Then Cinderella slid her cock out of Elena’s sex, letting the older girl
move aside and rest with her back against the bed, before she focused her
attentions on the girl that had been beneath Elena.


Elsa
swallowed as her protection waned when Elena moved away, her body now bared to
Cinderella’s eyes as the girl looked down at her with lust and anticipation.


Cinderella
smiled at her, gently, calming Elsa’s heart.


Then
she poisoned herself between Elsa’s legs, spreading them a little more, and kissed
Elsa, gently, with care, before moving her mouth aside and kissing Elsa’s
cheeks, her throat, her breasts.


Elsa
gasped as Cinderella’s fingers moved between her thighs, exploring her folds,
her clit, making her wetter, ready to be plunged, to be ravaged.


Cinderella
guided her cock to Elsa’s opening, teasing her stepsister with it, hitting her
clit, and using it to trace Elsa’s nether lips. Then she slid her cock’s head
into the girl beneath her, slowly and carefully, trying not to hurt Elsa.


Elsa
held back a wince at Cinderella’s girth, but soon enough it was replaced by
pleasure as her cunt became used to Cinderella’s cock.


Cinderella
frowned as her cock went deep and every time deeper into Elsa without finding
any obstacle. She looked confused at Elsa, not believing the girl had ever
loved someone.


When
Elsa realized what Cinderella was silently asking her she blushed and then
admitted to breaking her hymen when she went for a horse ride, having riding as
men do, instead of sidesaddle as young ladies should do.


Cinderella
kissed Elsa in reply, happy beyond measure about being Elsa’s first. She
increased the speed and vigor of her thrusts, feeling Elsa reply by thrusting
back at her, the older girl’s hips rising from the bed until they found
Cinderella’s.


Elena
watched from the side, waiting until she felt her stepsister and adopted sister
were near the edge before she moved, slipping her hands between them and
finding both girls’ clits, grasping the little nubs and exciting them,
pleasuring both girls until they came, Cinderella filling Elsa’s womb with her
seed.


They
lay in a heap in bed afterwards, Cinderella between both sisters.


Cinderella
was near sleep when she felt a tongue on her cock and she looked down to find
Elena between her legs, her member slowly hardening. 


For
one moment she wanted to close her eyes and ignore her lover, to sleep and
rest. 


Then
Elsa’s mouth took one of her nipples and the three girls lost themselves in
heated lovemaking to the end of the night.


*******


The
girls got woken up by a furious scream.


Cinderella
turned her head towards the room’s entrance to see her stepmother standing
there, the woman’s eyes filled with rage and hate as she looked towards the
bed. 


She
gulped, naked as she was, nestled between the woman’s daughters, Elena
clutching Cinderella’s right side, Elsa the left.


Both
of them were awake now and trembling with fear at their mother’s anger.


Cinderella’s
stepmother walked closer to the bed before she stopped and turned around, her
fury too great for the woman to control herself. She left the room quickly,
afraid of what she might do.


After
a few moments the girls heard the sounds of glass and pottery breaking.


Elena
looked at her side, seeing Cinderella frozen, indecisive, and her adopted
sister looking absolutely terrified. She shook her head and got up, ignoring
Cinderella who tried to hold her back and dressed, slowly, before going after
her mother. 


Elsa
followed after an instant later, making sure Cinderella would remain in the
room while she and Elena calmed their mother. 


She
knew her mother wouldn’t attack them, but she didn’t know what the woman would
do should she see Cinderella.


Cinderella
remained inside the room and waited.


She
heard screams and yells of anger, of sorrow, of despair, but she didn’t move
staying in bed, confident the sisters would be capable of managing their
mother.


Elena
came to get her after a while, tears still drying in her face, her body
shaking.


Cinderella
held and comforted her, soothing Elena’s fears. 


Life
at the mansion became awkward.


Cinderella’s
stepmother announced she would leave their house after they sold Elena’s
remaining works, letting her daughters live their life with whoever they
wished.


The
girls became conflicted. On one side there was the fact that they now might
love Cinderella as they wished, but they didn’t want to lose their mother,
loving the woman. 


Cinderella
wanted her stepmother to leave, Elsa and Elena, though, would suffer for it,
and she would do everything to spare their suffering. 


She
realized she would have to do something to make her stepmother stay, but she
had no idea what. 


There
was still time however and now Cinderella understood her stepmother’s hate,
knowing the woman rejected her because she wasn’t a normal girl. 


She
didn’t care. 


She
didn’t need a mother’s love now, she had Elena and Elsa, and they were more
than enough.


But
she would still find a way to make the older woman stay.


 


The End.


Liked
it? Then please review, either in amazon.com or amazon.co.uk. A little feedback can
help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on things you like.
You can also contact me at julie_law@outlook.com, and tell me what you
liked (or hated) about my short story.


Check
out my author page for some of my other
works.
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But
not everything went according to plan, and Snow White, crown princess of the
White Kingdom, saw her freedom and fate curtailed, forced into assuming her
father’s place in the treaty between the kingdoms, becoming the Queen’s wife.
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