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Stepsister 1-10 Complete



    1. Her New Stepsister 
 
   As soon as she opened the door, Gwen knew she was going to have an issue. Her bed had been pushed into the far corner, the one without any outlets near it, and her clothes that had once been neatly arranged in the closet were thrown onto it haphazardly. She dragged her suitcase into the room and slammed the door shut, trying not to scream. A new bed stood where hers once had, on the side of the room with all the outlets, next to the window with the best view of the river. 
 
Gwen took a deep breath, wondering how pissed her mother would be if she threw all of her new step-sister's stuff out of the window. She looked at the wrinkled clothes on her bed. Maybe it didn't matter how pissed she'd be. Gwen pushed her suitcase under her bed, and as she started to fold her clothes, someone knocked on the door. 
 
Gwen called over her shoulder, and the person pushed open the door.  
 
"Hey, honey. Need help unpacking?" 
 
Gwen turned to face her mom. It was like looking in a mirror, albeit one that aged her thirty years. She shared her mom's thick brown hair and full lips, and her (unfortunately) overly thick eyebrows. Gwen made sure always to send her mother an accusatory text every week when she spent thirty minutes having to pluck her brows. 
 
She shook her head in response to the question.  "No. Turns out someone—” she curled her lip at the other bed —  "decided that the entire closet was theirs, so if you want to help me burn all their shit and throw it out the window, though, that'd be great.” 
 
Her mom frowned and stepped fully into the room, closing the door behind her.  

"That's hardly fair, Gwen."
 
"I think it's justice."
 
"Morgan's in a new house for the first time in a long time, honey. She probably didn't realize that you were still using that closet since you went to college." 
 
"She's in college too! Why does she decide that she gets the closet? It's mine! And she moved my bed!" Gwen struggled to keep her voice from rising, but she could feel a warm flush spread over her face and her hands waved in front of her agitatedly. How was her mom failing to see her point in this? 
 
Her mother sighed. “Look, keep this between the two of us, okay? But you need to take it easy on Morgan. Rick is worried about her adjusting to him remarrying, and so he wants to make the transition to our house as simple and as unstressful for her as possible."
 
Gwen snorted at the mention of her stepfather."Rick clearly doesn't know his daughter all that well, then. Morgan's not a kid, her parents have been divorced since she was two, and also, she's a bitch."
 
"Gwen!"
 
"What? It's true!"
 
Before her mom could respond, there was another soft rap on the door. Gwen watched her mom open it, revealing Morgan standing on the other side.  
 
Her step-sister gave a shy smile. "Hi— Dad told me Gwen had just gotten here, I wanted to come and say hi." 
 
Gwen's mom smiled at her."Of course, Morgan, come in. It is your room, after all— you hardly have to ask." She moved aside, and when Morgan stepped in, she stepped out. She widened her eyes at Gwen, who shrugged.  
 
“I’ll leave you two to talk. Gwen, if you need help unpacking anything, let me know." The door closed, and the two girls sized each other up for a long, silent moment.  
 
Morgan was taller than Gwen, and had short black hair that just brushed the top of her shoulders. Her eyes were big and wide-set, and when she smiled, her teeth were a shocking white against the red of her lips. 
 
"So," she said sweetly. "I'm a bitch?" 
 
Gwen snorted, tossing her hair over her shoulder."Don't act surprised. The only one who doesn't know it is your dad." Morgan laughed, and Gwen looked at her sharp white teeth.  
 
"You know, I was pissed when my dad told me that I was going to have to share a room with you, but this could be fun." Morgan sat on her bed, kicking up her feet to lounge against her pillows. She smirked a little."You're so uptight. It makes you fun to fuck with."
 
Gwen turned her eyes away from Morgan's lithe form and went back to folding her clothes. She could feel the heat in her cheeks and wondered if it was left over from the conversation with her mom or from irritation at this girl. 
 
She and Morgan had only met a handful of times before their parents married. They both went to college in Boston, though Gwen lived on campus at Northeastern while Morgan lived in an apartment and commuted to Boston College. That was essentially where the similarities between the two ended, and they had quickly realized their incompatibility at their first meeting. When their parents married and got a new house, they failed to mention that it was only a two-bedroom, which meant that when the two girls came home from college, they would be sharing a room. Had she known, Gwen would've thought twice about coming home for the summer. 
 
"Look,” Gwen started. “I’m going to try and be nice to you for my mom’s sake, but please know that you really fucking annoy the shit out of me, and I think the best thing we could do for both of us is just do our best to pretend the other doesn't exist." She turned around to find Morgan right behind her, and she jumped a little. She didn't want to say anything, not wanting to show how unsettled she was by the other girl’s proximity. Morgan cocked her head.  
 
"So you want us to ignore each other."
 
"I think it'd be for the best."
 
Morgan bit her lip and stepped closer, and Gwen stepped back. The back of her legs hit the edge of her bed. Her breath felt heavy in her chest as she stared at the other girl. Morgan's eyes sparked, and then she turned around to go back to her side of the room.  
 
"I don't think that'll work. Like I said, I like fucking with you." Morgan opened the door to her (Gwen's) closet and pulled out a soft-looking pink sundress. She pulled off her shirt, and Gwen's eyes widened. Morgan wasn't wearing a bra, and her tits were big and round, her nipples bright pink against her skin. They looked so soft. Her waist was long and lean, and flowed gracefully into the curves of her hips. 
 
Gwen realized she was staring, and quickly whipped around, her face hot. Jesus, what was she doing? Morgan was her step-sister, and she also hated the woman. She should definitely not be staring at her like that. Keeping her eyes carefully downcast, Gwen turned and pulled open the door. Morgan said something behind her, but Gwen ignored it and quickly pulled the door shut as she stepped outside. 
 
This was going to be a long summer.  
 

Gwen pulled herself out of the pool and flicked wet strands of hair away from her face. She grabbed her towel and wrapped it around her bikini-clad body, then sighed. The sun was hot, beating down on her shoulders, and she put her hand over her eyes as she looked out over the yard. It was a beautiful scene— the sky was a pure blue, the sunlight bouncing off the shimmering water of the river that curved near the back of the lawn. 
 
"I see we're both enjoying the view,” a voice said, and Gwen turned around to see Morgan standing by the door, smirking at her. Gwen raised an eyebrow at her.  
 
"Did you need something?" 
 
It had been a couple of weeks since Gwen had moved back home for the summer, and she'd done a fairly good job at ignoring her step-sister. She kept busy during the day, working out, visiting friends, and spending time with her mom, and Morgan slept a ridiculous amount of time, so it hadn't even been that hard. The only time it became difficult was at night, when the two of them would slip into their pajamas and into bed, and Gwen would stay awake, listening to the soft sounds of Morgan breathing and wondering what she was dreaming about when her breathing changed. 
 
"Not really,” Morgan replied."Just wanted to come and say hi."
 
"Well, in that case, bye." Gwen went to walk past her into the house, but Morgan stepped in front of her, blocking her path. Gwen frowned."What?" 
 
"Why do you hate me so much? Morgan asked."Like, are you taking it out on me because you don't like my dad marrying your mom?" 
 
"What? No! Rick is fine.”  
 
"Then what is it? Are you really that pissed about me moving shit around in your room?" 
 
"I am, actually, really pissed about you moving shit around in my room. But no, I don't hate you because of that, I just—" Gwen cut herself off. 
 
"Just what? Morgan stepped closer, and Gwen stiffened when she realized just how close the other girl was. They stared at each other.  
 
"You know, you try so hard to fight me," Morgan whispered, and Gwen felt her eyes drop to the other girl's lips on their own accord. They were so close— if she leaned forward even just a little, Gwen's lips would be pressed against them. She'd be kissing her step-sister. Why was she even thinking about this? Why was she leaning forward, just a little, and why was she still looking at those red, red, lips? 
 
"I don't understand why, because I can see the way you look at me,” Morgan continued, and Gwen's eyes flew up to meet hers again. She immediately regretted it. Morgan was staring at her, her eyes set and steady and unyielding. Gwen felt frozen under that gaze.  
 
"You look cute when you fight me," Morgan dropped her voice and stepped a little closer. Gwen was shaking, just a little, but she didn't know what from— if it was because of the adrenaline from the argument, or from anticipation of… something, she didn't know. 
 
"I don't know what you're talking about,” Gwen said, and even her voice was quivering. Morgan laughed. 
 
"Yes, you do. Even if you don't know why." Morgan raised her hand and pulled lightly at the knot holding Gwen's bikini top. Gwen bit her lip. Morgan's touch was soft, and she ran her finger down Gwen's neck, down her chest and to the roundness of her breast, until she was teasing where Gwen's skin met her towel. 
 
"You like it when I yell at you, when I tell you to do things, don't you?" With every word, a puff of air brushed over Gwen's parted lips, and she whimpered. The pavement was hot under her feet, and her hair was dripping water down her back. 
 
"I don't… I don't know what you're talking about."
 
Morgan smirked."Drop the towel,” she said."I want to see you."
 
Gwen's hand spasmed where she had wrapped the towel at her chest. She wanted to drop it. She wanted to drop it so bad. She wanted to see Morgan's face when she let go; she wanted Morgan's eyes to glitter with desire when she looked at her. And she wanted Morgan to tell her how good she was for doing as she was told, for listening to her.  
 
Why did she feel like this? Gwen shook her head no, even as her hand loosened, ready to let go. 
 
Morgan opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, they heard a voice come from inside the house. 
 
"Morgan!” Rick was calling."Honey, where are you? I need you to show me how to do something on my laptop."
 
The two girls stared at each other. Their breath mingled between them. Morgan let her fingers play against the junction of Gwen's skin and swimsuit, and then she sighed. 
 
"Well,” she said. “I’m sure you'll figure it out soon enough." She took a step back, and Gwen felt as though the creation of space between them was an oxygen mask. She took a desperate breath, gasping, trying to clear the fog in her head. Morgan watched her, her mouth twitching, amused.  
 
"Morgan!” Rick yelled again, and with one last, lingering look, Morgan was turning and walking away. 
 
"Coming!"
 
She closed the door behind her, and Gwen was left alone on the pool deck, dripping wet and heart pounding and so, so confused.  
 
   
 
Gwen turned her face up towards the showerhead. She took a deep breath, running her hands through her wet hair. She rubbed the shampoo harder into her scalp, feeling it start to foam between her fingers. She didn't know what was going on with her and Morgan. She wasn't blind— Morgan was hot, and she hardly thought of her as a sister, so it wasn't like it was all that weird to think of her as attractive. Was it? 
 
But did Morgan feel the same way about her? She didn't know what to call what had happened by the pool earlier. The air had been static, and Morgan's lips so close to her, her fingers so soft. Her memory of it was honestly a little hazy. She stared at her sudsy hands. What was it that she was hoping for? Even if she didn't hate Morgan— and she did hate Morgan— they were step-sisters. There was no way there could ever be anything between them, that'd be insane. Wouldn't it? 
 
When she got out of the shower, Gwen couldn't look at herself in the mirror.  
 
   
 
Gwen barged into the room, slamming it behind her. Morgan was splayed across her bed playing on her phone, wearing a cropped t-shirt and soft shorts. She raised an eyebrow at Gwen's entrance. 
 
"Was that necessary? she drawled. 
 
"Yes, it was fucking necessary,” Gwen snarled."Why does my mom think we're going to get an apartment together in Boston?" 
 
"Oh." Morgan turned back to her phone, looking bored. "She was talking about how you wanted to move off-campus. I said that my apartment is pretty equidistant between our two schools, and then it just made sense that we'd live together." 
 
Gwen wanted to scream."I don't want to live with you, are you kidding?!"
 
Morgan frowned and looked up. She stared at Gwen for a long moment, and under the weight of her eyes, Gwen felt her heart stutter before starting to beat faster. She shifted, uncomfortable. 
 
"Can you please stop staring at me and instead tell me why the hell you thought it'd be a good idea for us to live together? She waited for an answer, but Morgan just kept staring at her, and Gwen stared back. She couldn't not. Morgan's dark gaze trapped her, held her, and she couldn't break away.  
 
Finally, Morgan placed her phone on her desk table. She stood, and walked to Gwen, stopping in front of her. From only a foot away, her stare was all the more powerful.  
 
“I’m tired of you ignoring this,” Morgan said. Her voice was calm, but there was steeliness to it that brokered no argument."I was going to wait for you, but clearly, that'll never happen."
 
“I… what are you talking about?" 
 
Morgan shoved Gwen's shoulder and pushed her so that her back hit against the door, and then she was pressing her lips on Gwen's throat. Her mouth was warm, soft, and Gwen found herself using one hand to hold Morgan's head against her, and the other to wrap around her waist and pull her closer. Their thighs mashed together, and Morgan slipped one leg between Gwen's, pressing it up against her pussy. Gwen's breath caught at the pressure. She could feel Morgan's tits brushing against hers with every breath.  
 
"You want this, right? Morgan whispered against her neck."Tell me I can do this. Tell me what you want."
 
“I…"
 
"You argue with me all the time, but I know how bad you want to touch me." Morgan moved away from Gwen's throat, and instead let her lips hover over hers."Don't you want to touch me, Gwen? You're so desperate for it, and you don't know what to do, so you just fight me. But you want me. Tell me you do."
 
Gwen couldn't think. Morgan was so close, the heat of her body wrapping around Gwen and making it impossible to breathe. This was so much. This was too much. She wanted it so bad. 
 
"But you've been bad, fighting me all the time," Morgan whispered, and she stepped back. A whimper slipped out from Gwen without permission at the loss of her step-sister's touch, and Morgan laughed. "I'll take care of you, baby, don't you worry. But it's not going to be that easy. I want you to beg for it." 
 
She cocked her head, running her eyes up and down Gwen's body. They might as well have been hands, the way Gwen's pussy clenched in desire. Morgan brought her gaze back to Gwen's face and gave her a feral smile.  
 
"Take your clothes off."
 
Gwen didn't move, her eyes wide and her heart thundering in her chest. She didn't know why she felt like she had lost all ability to speak, to even think. Every atom of her body was quivering, aching for the chance to touch Morgan. Her anger was completely gone, and it was replaced with a need Gwen had never felt so strongly. And something else. Something soft and needy that desperately wanted Morgan's attention and her praise. Gwen slowly took off her shirt, Morgan's eyes lowering to watch the revealing of her skin. As Gwen stripped, Morgan's smile only grew.  
 
When she stood completely naked, her toes curling uncertainly and her thighs wet from her sex, Morgan took a long moment to simply look at her, her eyes jumping from the roundness of Gwen's tits to the dip to her waist to the glistening folds of her cunt. She licked her lips and took off her own pants, with Gwen's eyes tracking the movement. Morgan stood before her in just her t-shirt and red panties. 
 
"Get on your knees," Morgan said, and Gwen whimpered. She lowered herself slowly, the fog in her mind thick and confusing, but she was finding she didn't care. When she was on the ground, Morgan stepped closer to her. 
 
"Look at you, so pretty on your knees,” Morgan murmured. She ran her thumb over Gwen's parted lips."What do you want, baby? You look so desperate. So needy. Is it for me? Are you on your knees, begging, for me?" 
 
Gwen moaned at the surge of wet warmth between her thighs, and she squirmed, looking for friction where none was. Her mind was hazy with want, but she couldn't open her mouth to say what she wanted. She didn't even know what she wanted, not really. She had never done this, had never been ordered around and talked down to like this. She had certainly never liked it. 
 
But fuck, she liked it now, and fuck, she wanted Morgan. 
 
"Come on, Gwen," Morgan teased. She ran her hand through Gwen's hair, wrapping the brown locks between her fingers and tugging a little. Gwen shivered, and her breath caught as Morgan pushed her head towards her crotch. She inhaled the other girl's scent; it was warm and heavy, thick and heady across her tongue. Gwen could see soft swirls of brown hair curl around Morgan's panties, and— fuck, there was a damp patch, and as Morgan thrust her hips out slightly, Gwen pushed out her tongue to taste that wetness. 
 
Morgan's breath came in little gasps as Gwen licked at her through her panties, inhaling her, tasting her sweetness. She pressed the flat of her tongue against her clit, dragged it along Morgan's slit, pressing as far into her as she could through the underwear. Gwen dragged her hands up Morgan's legs, digging the tips of her fingers into the soft skin. She wanted more.  
 
She went to move the panties aside so that she could really and truly touch the other girl, but then Morgan was pulling her away by her hair. Gwen let her, but whined in annoyance. Morgan smiled down at her, and Gwen shivered. There was something deliciously threatening in that smile.  
 
"You really think I’m just going to let you do whatever you want? Morgan asked. She gave a slight tug on Gwen's hair, and Gwen stood to follow the other girl. Morgan pushed her onto the bed, and she lay back as her step-sister moved to straddle her. Gwen shivered as their bare thighs brushed against each other, and she raised her hand to hesitantly touch the skin showing under Morgan's shirt.  
 
She waited to see if the other girl would stop her, and when she didn't, Gwen continued to push her hand up under her shirt, dragging her fingernails against the smooth skin of her stomach. She felt Morgan's stomach tighten in reaction to her touch. When her fingers tentatively brushed the swell of Morgan's breast, she couldn't help but moan as she realized the girl wasn't wearing a bra. She ran her thumb over the nipple, feeling it harden under her, and squeezed the full tit, licking her lips at how soft it was, how fully it filled her hand.  
 
Morgan pulled her shirt off, and as Gwen got to see her ample chest and the soft curves of her stomach and hips, she felt a desperate heat curl in her core. Morgan leaned back, and Gwen's hand fell from her breast.  
 
"You don't get to touch, not yet,” Morgan said."Not until you're sorry for trying to fight me so much on everything."
 
Gwen whimpered. Her skin was heated, her lips stinging from her biting them so hard to keep from reaching out to Morgan. She watched her step-sister suck on two of her fingers, and then she stopped breathing as Morgan leaned over her. Her lips were so close, Gwen felt like she could already taste them. 
 
"If this is ever too much for you, just say so," Morgan whispered, and then all at once her finger was inside Gwen and her mouth was on her lips. 
 
Gwen opened for her, desperately, her tongue twisting with Morgan's and her legs stretching apart so that Morgan could sit between them easily as her finger curled against Gwen's hot inner walls and her thumb rubbed slowly at her clit. Gwen could feel herself getting wetter by the second as delicious pressure built in her core. She raised her hands to touch Morgan back, but she had only just brushed warm skin when Morgan was slipping her finger out to grab Gwen's wrists and hold them down. 
 
"What did I say? No touching, or I’ll stop." Morgan frowned down at her."Okay?" 
 
"Okay,” Gwen whimpered, and then Morgan was licking into her mouth again, biting at her lip as she slowly rubbed her finger against Gwen's pussy.  
 
Morgan's other hand squeezed her tits, and Gwen panted against her mouth as her stomach tightened with pleasure. Morgan pushed in a second finger, and curled them to tease at Gwen's hot inner walls, rubbing her to search for that spot that would drive her crazy. She pressed the heel of her palm hard against her clit, and Gwen felt her toes curl with the heated pleasure that was pulsing in her cunt. Her hips moved against Morgan's hand, and fuck it felt so good, so good, that Gwen could do nothing but throw her head back against the pillow and move her hips to desperately try and find release against Morgan's hand. 
 
"Don't cum until I say so,” Morgan said, and Gwen gasped as her fingers rubbed harder at her wet pussy."Listen to me, Gwen."
 
Gwen felt tears fill her eyes at how good it all felt. She needed to cum, fuck, she felt as though her orgasm was pulsing through her entire body with every heartbeat, and she howled. Morgan lowered her head to suck on Gwen's throat, and she gasped. 
 
"Fuck,” Gwen whispered."Fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum."
 
"No,” Morgan snapped."Not until I say you can."
 
"Please,” Gwen pleaded, her hands digging into the sheet and her breath catching in her throat."Please, please, fuck, Morgan, I feel so good, please let me cum."
 
"Tell me you want me,” Morgan whispered."I know you do. So just say it."
 
"I want you,” Gwen sobbed."Fuck, I want you so bad, please, please."
 
"Okay,” Morgan said."Okay, Gwen. You can cum."
 
And then with a loud moan that Morgan quieted with a hard press of her lips, Gwen came, quivering as her muscles tightened and released with intense gratification. Her pussy clenched around Morgan's fingers, her entire body wracked in pleasure. 
 
She panted, her skin covered in a sheen of sweat, as Morgan slipped her fingers from her and moved so that she was lying next to her. Gwen tried desperately to catch her breath. 
 
"That was… that was…"
 
"You,” Morgan interrupted with a smirk,"were incredible."
 
“I… you were…”  
 
Morgan giggled."Yeah, I know." She pressed her lips gently against Gwen's, and then she stood and grabbed her robe that hung from her closet door. “I’m going to go make some coffee."
 
She left, quietly closing the door behind her. Gwen was left alone, staring at the ceiling, her body still shivering with the aftermath of her orgasm.  
 
What the hell had just happened? 
 

  
  
  
  


   2. Safeword 
 
   Gwen stared up at the ceiling, wondering what exactly had just happened. A light sheen of sweat covered her body, and she could feel the muscles of her groin still twitching with the aftermath of her orgasm, it had been so intense. In a haze, she sat up, grabbing another robe from Morgan's closet, wrapping it around her naked body and collapsing back onto Morgan's bed. She stared at the upset sheets.  
 
  Fuck, what had just happened?  
 
  Had she really just had sex with her stepsister? Her stepsister! Was that even legal? She thought of the way Morgan had pumped her finger in and out of Gwen's pussy, the way she had ground her hand against Gwen's clit. It had felt so good, her slim fingers tempting pleasure from Gwen's core, teasing her folds and driving her wild.  
 
  Gwen took a shaky breath. Well, fuck, she thought.  
 
    She heard the door open, and she looked up, expecting to see Morgan walking in, but when she saw her mother frowning confusedly at her, Gwen's blood ran cold.   
 
  "Gwen?"  Her mom asked, stepping into the room. “Hey, hon. Why are you in Morgan's bed?"   
 
  "Oh… we um...um…” Gwen stammered, feeling like she had just been punched in the chest.  
 
    "Oh, we're bonding," Morgan said, appearing behind Gwen's mom. She clutched two mugs to her chest. "We were talking about sharing an apartment in Boston. I think we might have some issues though, with the color scheme," she added with a soft laugh, and Gwen's mom smiled, still looking confused, but pleased.   
 
    "Oh, good. I just wanted to check. I thought I heard yelling."  
 
  "Gwen is very passionate about having her pink walls," Morgan said, fake-whispering like it was a secret, and Gwen stared at her. Was this even real? She thought about what would have happened if her mom walked in five minutes earlier and immediately wanted to die.  
 
  "Well, I’ll let you get back to it. Dinner is in a couple of minutes, by the way. I’m just waiting for your dad to finish chopping up the vegetables.” 
 
  "Great!” Morgan said cheerily. Gwen's mom left, closing the door, and Morgan immediately locked it. She turned back to Gwen with a slightly sheepish smile. "Probably should have done that earlier," she said, handing Gwen one of the mugs, which she took automatically. Morgan sat beside her, and for a minute or two, they were silent, the coffee warm in their hands.  
 
    "So," Gwen started slowly, blushing when Morgan looked up at the sound of her voice. "So like… do we… are we, like...um. Should we… um." Gwen pursed her lips, staring down at her coffee. She could feel Morgan's eyes on her face, but she couldn't bring herself to look at her, instead tilting her head to let a lock of hair fall from behind her ear and cover her face. Morgan sighed and reached out. Her hands brushed gently against Gwen's face, pushing the hair back behind her ear.  
 
  "Don't hurt yourself,” she said carelessly, her tone at odds with the softness of her fingers on Gwen's cheek. “I know forming basic sentences is a struggle for you, but take your time. I’m sure you’ll get there eventually.” Gwen finally looked at her, incredulous. Morgan's hand fell from her face.  
 
  "Is this really the time for joking?" she said. “Like… Morgan. We just… we… we just had sex.” 
 
  "Yeah. And it was pretty great. A little short, actually, but pretty fucking great for what it was.” 
 
  "Short?"  Gwen repeated, startled out of her concern. “What do you mean, short?"   
 
  "I didn't even get to get off.” 
 
  "Well, yeah, cause you fucked off to get coffee right after. I didn't get the chance to do anything.”  
 
  "Oh?" Morgan cocked an eyebrow at Gwen. She set her coffee on her end table, then leaned towards Gwen, cocking her head slightly so that their lips were at the right angle to touch, her eyes lidded and heavy in their gaze on Gwen's mouth, which suddenly felt dry. “Are you saying you would have wanted to do something ?”  
 
  "No, I— I just—” Gwen shook her head, as Morgan took her coffee from her slack hands and set it next to her own. She leaned closer still, so that her breath mingled with Gwen's between them.  
 
  "You just what, Gwen?"   
 
  "We— we’re stepsisters, Morgan. We can't do this.” We can't do this, Gwen repeated to herself, trying to make herself believe it. Morgan sat back, pulling her legs onto the bed to sit on her heels. 
 
   "Really, Gwen?"  she pouted. "Did it feel like we were sisters?"  
 
   “I—” 
 
  "When I did this,” Morgan whispered, reaching forward to sweep her thumb over Gwen's nipple through the robe, "did it feel like we were sisters? Or how about this?"  she added, and, bracing her hands on either side of Gwen's hips, lowered her head to lick at Gwen's breast through the silky material. Gwen whimpered at the feeling of her hot mouth, and she felt Morgan's teeth scrape over her skin when she smiled.  
 
  "Morgan…” 
 
  "And what if I did this?" Morgan murmured, and she pushed open the fold of Gwen's robe to expose her sex. She lowered her head and tongued along her slit, and Gwen let a moan fall from her mouth, feeling her clit throb excitedly. Morgan blew a soft puff of air against Gwen's pussy before looking up, a glint in her eye. "Does this feel like a sister?"  
 
  "Fuck, Morgan,” Gwen sighed, not sure if her breathlessness was from annoyance or from arousal. 
 
  "Don't you like when I do this, Gwen? Doesn't it feel good? Don't you like letting me lick you? You taste so good for me, baby.” 
 
   Gwen keened, her hips twitching slightly. Morgan laughed and moved away, leaving Gwen squirming. “We should probably talk,” Morgan said.  
 
   Gwen blinked owlishly at her. “Um…” 
 
   "You ever been a submissive before, Gwen?"  Morgan asked, her voice so casual that Gwen was answering "no" before she even realized what the question was. Her face flushed red when she did.  
 
   Morgan nodded, not looking surprised. “So then we definitely need to talk about that.” 
 
   “I’m not— I mean I don’t—” 
 
  "You’re not what? A sub? You sure?"  Morgan's mouth curled into a smile, and Gwen found her gaze fastened to those full red lips. Her pussy was still aching from Morgan's earlier ministrations, and she desperately wanted to be touched again. “Well, if you were a sub, you would want to be such a good girl for me. Follow my orders and be so fast and obedient at them that I wouldn't have a choice except to praise you, to reward you." 
 
   Gwen whimpered, a gush of hot wetness between her legs, and Morgan's face broke out into a full smile. She leaned back over Gwen, who let her body fall back against the pillows. Morgan laid on top of her, and Gwen whined as her stepsister's thigh slotted between her legs, rubbing at her pussy. 
 
  "You wouldn't care about pleasing me so much,” Morgan continued. Her voice was low and raspy, and so, so sexy. "You wouldn't care if you were a bad girl or a good girl. But you want to be a good girl for me, hm? Don't you, Gwen? You want to please me, make me feel so good and want you so bad. Don't you want me to want you?"  
 
   Gwen keened, grinding down against Morgan's leg, desperate for any kind of stimulation. Her eyes were still locked onto Morgan's lips, so she saw them open, but before she could say anything else, there was a knock on the door, and the two of them froze. 
 
   "Dinner, girls!" Gwen's mom called out. With their breath held in their lungs, over the sound of their heartbeats against their ribs, they could hear her walk away. Morgan let out a soft sigh, and then carefully got off the bed, going to her closet and pulling out a pair of sweats.  
 
  "W e’ll talk after dinner,” she threw over her shoulder. Gwen groaned, staring at the ceiling.  
 
  "You’re just going to leave me like this?" she groused. And then suddenly Morgan was back in front of her, her lips hard and insistent on hers. Gwen opened her mouth to her, but Morgan was already leaning away.  
 
  "You’re just going to have to wait and be patient like a good girl,” she said smugly, and then she was gone. Gwen stared after her.  
 
  "Well, fuck,” she muttered to herself. “What the hell am I doing?"   
 

  When Gwen finally made her way downstairs, she was wearing one of Morgan's old sleepaway t-shirts, because it cut close to her neck and it was the only thing she could find that would hide the red marks Morgan had left all along her collarbone. As soon as she sat at the kitchen table next to her mom, Morgan raised an eyebrow at her, eyes flicking down to the shirt and then back to her face. Gwen flushed and shrugged. 
 
    Rick and Gwen's mom did most of the talking, with Morgan piping in with a comment on something or other from time to time, but Gwen found she couldn't lift her eyes from her plate. Because oh my god, she and Morgan had just had sex. And almost had it a second time. What the hell would their parents think if they knew? Would they care? They would, right? Of course they would, it was insane. Gwen was insane. She couldn't be fucking her stepsister. Sure, they weren't technically sisters, but technicalities were just that— technicalities. Gwen felt a slim foot brush against her calf, and her eyes flew up to meet Morgan's across the table, but the other girl was carefully looking away from her and down at her plate, although a slight grin tugged at her lips.  
 
  I’m fucking insane, Gwen thought, as she pushed her leg against Morgan's foot.  
 
  Because then there was this other thing— this submissive thing. Gwen had never really thought about it before, had never considered the possibility of having someone dominate her, command her, control her. But now that she’d experienced it, and now that Morgan was sitting across from her innocently with their legs pressed together, she couldn't deny that just the thought itself was making her rock back and forth a little in her chair. 
 
  When they all finished eating, Gwen and Morgan gathered up the dirty plates to wash while their parents went into the sitting room to watch some evening T.V. The two stepsisters walked into the kitchen without saying anything to each other and dumped the plates in the sink. Then looked at each other for a long moment. Gwen shifted back and forth. There was something palpable in the air between them, something thick and heady, and she desperately wanted to just jump right into the middle of it. But she was waiting for something— she just didn't know what.  
 
  "Well?"  Morgan said, finally.  
 
  "I, um.” Gwen stopped, suddenly uncertain. Morgan moved closer, but didn't touch her.  
 
  "Tell me what you want, Gwen,” she said. “Tell me what you want, and I’ll give it to you.” 
 
   “I— I want—“ Gwen stammered.  
 
  "Go on.”  
 
  “I— I want you to touch me.” 
 
  A smile crept over Morgan's face, pleased and excited. She reached out and grabbed Gwen's wrist and pushed her back until her back hit the edge of the kitchen counter. Morgan stepped between her legs, and Gwen felt herself shaking with excitement from her proximity alone. 
 
    "You look so excited, baby," Morgan said in an undertone. "Why? Is it for me? You excited for me to touch you, to lick you? To make you cum so hard you'll be shaking for hours after? To make your legs so weak you won't even be able to stand?"   
 
  Gwen keened. “Yes, please. Please.” 
 
  "That’s what you want?"   
 
  "I want you so bad. Please.” 
 
  "You know, I like seeing you beg,” Morgan murmured. She slid her hands beneath Gwen's shirt, let her fingers run slowly up and down the sharp dip of Gwen's waist. “I like seeing how needy you are for me. How desperate. God, you’re really a slut for me, aren't you?"   
 
    Gwen's eyes widened at the words, even as her legs spread further as her pussy clenched, her panties wet.  
 
  "Fuck, Morgan. Please.” 
 
  "You know what else I like?" Morgan mused. She slipped a hand from beneath the t-shirt to tug on its collar. She grinned at Gwen, her teeth sharp. “I like seeing you in my clothes. I like you in my things. Fuck, you looked so fucking good on my bed in my robe, your hair all mussed up and my marks on your throat. Fuck.” She leaned forward and bit into Gwen's neck, letting her teeth tug on the skin lightly. Gwen whimpered. 
 
  "Morgan…” 
 
  "I like it when you look like you belong to me,” Morgan whispered. Gwen bit her lip as she felt the slickness of her vagina. Heat was flooding the area between her legs, and she was so desperate to be filled.  
 
  "Morgan,” she said again. The other girl took a deep breath, and then stepped away, to Gwen's horror.  
 
  "We have to talk about it,” Morgan said. “We have to,” she said more forcefully when she saw Gwen's face twist. “Trust me, it’s better that we have that conversation as soon as possible.” She took a deep breath. “And w e’re definitely sitting at least six feet away from each other when we do it, or else I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off of you.” Gwen tried not to let her smugness at those words show on her face, even as a pleased warmth curled in her stomach.  
 
  "Fine. After the dishes?" she said.  
 
  "Yeah,” Morgan agreed. “I’ll wash, you dry?"   
 

  When the two of them stepped back into their shared bedroom, Morgan went to sit on her bed, and Gwen went to sit by her, but Morgan quickly shook her head, stopping her. 
 
    "Nuh-uh. Remember what I said?"  Morgan pointed at Gwen's bed, on the other side of the room. "You sit there." Gwen rolled her eyes but did as she was told. She folded her legs under her, tapped her fingers on her knees.   
 
  "So, like…” 
 
  "Yeah?"   
 
  "What do we talk about? How do we talk about this?"   
 
  "Well, you’ve never done anything like this before, right?"   
 
  "Um. No.” Gwen felt heat on her cheeks at her admission, but Morgan was shaking her head. 
 
  "That’s fine, Gwen. Rela x— don't be embarrassed. Not a lot of people have, and it’s not like it’s an issue. Just always be honest with me, okay? You don't have to lie to me about anything.” 
 
  "You’re sure?"   
 
  "Of course. It just means we'll go a little slow, make sure to try things out carefully. Boundaries are always important to know." Morgan looked at Gwen carefully. "The way I was talking in the kitchen, before. Was that okay?"  Gwen's face flushed hot again, but for an entirely different reason.  
 
  "Yes. That was, uh, fine. More than fine.”  
 
  Morgan's lips twitched. “What about what I called you? Are words like that okay?"   
 
  Gwen nodded. “Yes. But, only when w e’re, you know, having sex.” 
 
  "Okay, good. And before, when I grabbed your wrists and held them down. Did you like that?"   
 
  Gwen was bobbing her head up and down before Morgan had even finished the question. “Yes. Yes, I really liked that.” Gwen gave a soft laugh, rubbed at the back of her head. “I liked that a lot.” 
 
    "Did you?"  Morgan grinned at her. "So, that's something you'd potentially be interested in exploring some more?"   
 
    "Yes, definitely." Gwen nodded her head in agreement vigorously. It occurred to her that she probably had looked like a bobblehead throughout this entire conversation with the way she hadn't stopped moving her head, but she couldn't help it. She was excited.  
 
   Morgan's eyes glazed over, slightly, obviously imagining something in her head. “And what about gagging? Vibrators? Or strap-ons ?”  
 
    "Oh. Um." Gwen frowned down at her hands in her lap. She felt her heart hard against her chest. Her hands were shaking. She didn't know why, but for some reason, the thought of Morgan pounding into her with a plastic strap on, while her mouth was smothered and her voice made impossible to hear, made her squirm with an unfamiliar anxiety. She realized she was shaking her head without even realizing it. 
 
  "I don't think I’m ready for that. A vibrator would be fine, but the other two… I don't know” she said, still staring down, suddenly afraid to meet Morgan's gaze. Would this be a deal-breaker? She didn't want that. "I'm sorry, I just don't think that I—”   
 
    "Hey, no no no. None of that," Morgan protested, interrupting her. She got up from her bed and walked over to sit beside Gwen. She put a finger under her chin and lifted her head up. When Gwen blinked at her, she smiled. It looked like something in Morgan immediately softened and warmed, like when the inside of an ice cube melts before the rest of it on the outside. There was something so kind in her gaze it made Gwen shiver. Morgan leaned forward and pressed her lips softly against Gwen's. 
 
   "Don't ever be sorry for telling me what you're uncomfortable with, okay? That’s not how this works. This isn't supposed to be just for me. We're gonna figure it out together, and don't ever hesitate to say if you don't want to do something, or if you want to stop." Morgan's face was stern, her voice hard and unrelenting, but as she looked down at Gwen, there was something gentle in her gaze that made something warm bloom in Gwen's chest.  
 
  Hadn't she hated Morgan, like, three days ago? Why did she now feel so safe and comforted?  
 
  And also so, so horny.  
 
  "Is that okay? You understand?" Morgan asked, her eyes flickering over Gwen's face, and Gwen quickly nodded. Morgan looked pleased, and then that teasing, smug look edged back over her features.  
 
    "Answer me when I ask you a question, Gwen," she ordered. Her voice had changed to have once again that commanding and expectant tone that made Gwen's legs quiver and her clit throb.  
 
  She nodded again, more vigorously. “Yes, yes,” she said quickly. “I understand.” 
 
    "Good," Morgan said. She looked thoughtful for a second, an obvious plan forming in her head. "One more thing, then. A safeword. W e’re not going to do much tonight, but it’s still always good to have one.” 
 
  "A safeword?" Gwen repeated. She had never used a safeword before. She bit her lip. “Um. How about Boston?"   
 
  Morgan smiled. “Okay, Boston. If you ever want me to stop, just say 'Boston.' But if you just tell me 'stop,' that works too. Boston is just if you feel you need it. Okay?"  
 
  Gwen nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    "Now, what to do with you?"  Morgan murmured, and her persona was back. A spark flickered in her eye. "Well, you did so well eating me out, earlier. I want to see if you can top yourself. What do you think?"   
 
  "I can do it,” Gwen said quickly, her voice high with anticipation and eagerness to please. “I can definitely do better for you.” 
 
  "You think?" Morgan murmured, running a finger over Gwen's cheek. “God, you’re hungry for me, huh? Such a greedy whore, aren't you, baby?"   
 
    Gwen squirmed, not sure what she was supposed to do, only knowing that she so desperately wanted to be good and make Morgan happy. Her stepsister seemed to realize her dilemma, and she smiled slightly.  
 
  "Tell me, Gwen. Tell me how bad you want me. How much of a slut you are.” 
 
  "I am. I’m… I’m such a slut. I want you so bad.” 
 
  "Only for me, though, right baby?"  Morgan pulled off Gwen's shirt smoothly and effortlessly. Gwen shivered as she was exposed to the sudden cold, and goosebumps prickled over her skin, though something told her that was more from Morgan's heavy gaze than from the temperature.  
 
  "Yes, only for you,” Gwen whispered, breathlessly. “No one else.”  
 
  "Good.” Morgan got off the bed and went to her dresser, where she pulled open the top drawer and began rooting around. “Take off your clothes and lay down,” she called over her shoulder. “And no touching yourself.” 
 
  Gwen quickly shucked off her shorts and lay back against her pillows, licking her lips and watching closely as Morgan pulled something long and black from her dresser and turned around. Her eyes widened when she saw that it was a rope.  
 
  "I have handcuffs, but I think i t’d be better to start with these, loose,” Morgan said. “Is that okay?"   
 
  Gwen nodded, trying not to look too eager. “Yes.” 
 
  Morgan smiled and went back to the bed. She shed her shirt and pants on her way, and when she crawled onto the bed to straddle Gwen, she was naked. Gwen could feel the wetness of Morgan's pussy against her stomach, and she pushed her hips up to grind against it. Morgan tsked even as her eyes tightened with pleasure. She pushed Gwen's hips back down and grabbed the rope.  
 
    "You really are a slut, huh?"  she hissed. She grabbed Gwen's wrists in one hand and pulled them over her head. Morgan looped the rope around her wrists, and before she knew it, Gwen was trussed to the headboard, her arms trapped above her head. She gave an experimental tug. The rope was soft, and it wasn't anywhere tight enough to be painful, but it would take quite a bit of work if she were going to try and get out. She looked up at Morgan and nodded.   
 
  "Fuck, you look good like that, all tied up and waiting for me,” Morgan moaned.  
 
   She ran her fingertips lightly over Gwen's breasts, just barely brushing over her nipples, and Gwen squirmed, a whimper in her throat as her nipples hardened and her boobs jiggled with the heaving of her chest. Morgan moved further down Gwen's body, and she pressed kisses into the inside of her thighs. Gwen felt her legs tremble with anticipation as Morgan's mouth got closer and closer to where she so desperately wanted it, and then Morgan's mouth was closing over her clit, sucking hard, and Gwen moaned loudly.  
 
   Morgan's tongue swirled around her clit, teasing it right at its edges and driving Gwen wild with the building pleasure that just never quite came to a head. Then, she would press the tip of her tongue against her clit, just barely, and Gwen would sob because she was so close, but it still wasn't enough. And then Morgan would start all over again. 
 
   Morgan's hand crept up her body to grasp her tit, her other arm curling around her leg to grip Gwen's hip. Gwen pulled on her restraints, desperate to move and grab onto something as her entire body shuddered in pleasure. Morgan pushed her tongue into her hole, and it was so hot and warm and wet, and her pussy was clenching so much, desperate for more. Her stomach tightened and released with every pulse of pleasure that traveled through her, and Gwen was suddenly aware of the high pitched, desperate whines that were filling the room. They came from her. 
 
  "Fuck, Morgan, please,” she cried. “Please, please, it feels so fucking good.”  
 
   "Do you like that, baby?"  Morgan whispered, looking up. "Tell me. Keep telling me how much of a greedy, hungry slut you are, how desperate you are for me to lick you and make you cum with my tongue." She lowered her head again, and she stopped squeezing Gwen's tit to rub roughly at her clit instead. Gwen gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as her arms strained against the restraints.  
 
  "It feels so good, so good,” she sobbed. “Please don't stop. I want you so bad, you make me feel so good. Please let me cum." 
 
  "Soon, baby,” Morgan whispered, and then she was gone. Gwen actually gasped, her eyes falling closed in despair.  
 
  "No, no, please!” 
 
  "Shh, I’m here.” Morgan was back, and she pressed the length of her body against Gwen's. She slung a leg over the restrained girl and pressed soft kisses into her throat. "I'm going to take care of you," she promised. "But I want you to keep begging for me." 
 
   The sound of vibrations filled the air, and Gwen's eyes flew open. She craned her head, trying to look and see what was happening. She saw the small blue vibrator in Morgan's hand a second before Morgan pressed it close to her clit, and Gwen moaned, her head falling back and her jaw falling slack.  
 
  "Please,” she gasped. “Morgan, fuck me, please, this feels so good.”  
 
   Fuck, this was incredible. There was something amazing about losing total control like this, placing all of her desires in the hands of another, and being able to do nothing but let the pleasure happen to her, that was just so fucking hot. Morgan tilted the vibrator closer to Gwen's pussy, and Gwen sobbed, her toes curling and her hips pushing up towards Morgan's hand.  
 
   Gwen felt Morgan shift beside her. The other girl had been alternating between watching the toy against Gwen's cunt and sucking kisses into her collarbone, but now she was pressing hard kisses against her mouth, and Gwen happily opened up for her, twisting their tongues together. Morgan pulled away, and Gwen licked her lips as Morgan carefully arranged herself to straddle Gwen's face. 
 
  "Make me cum,” Morgan ordered, her voice slightly muffled by her thighs against Gwen's ears. “Make me cum, and then you can cum.” 
 
   Gwen immediately opened her mouth and licked up into Morgan's cunt, fucking her with her tongue and pushing her lips against Morgan's pussy lips, teasing them and making Morgan whine above her. Her hips gyrated against her face slightly, and Gwen let the movement push her tongue deeper into Morgan's hole as she sucked on her clit. Her movement got sloppy as she got closer and closer to coming herself.  
 
   Suddenly, Morgan was gasping, and Gwen felt her pussy clenching as she came. She moved off her face, though she kept the vibrator in its place, moving it slightly so that it pressed harder against her clit. Morgan pressed her lips hungrily against Gwen's, licking into her mouth and tasting herself, and then Gwen was coming, her cunt pulsing with pleasure as she whined against Morgan's mouth, her toes curling and her entire body tensing. 
 
   Morgan let the vibrator fall away and turned it off. Gwen panted as Morgan deftly untied the ropes. She rubbed Gwen's wrists gently with her thumb.  
 
  "Alright?" she whispered. “They don't hurt or anything, do they?" Gwen shook her head, and Morgan nodded. “Good.” 
 
   She got up and tossed both the rope and the vibrator back into her dresser. She walked back to Gwen, reaching down to run a hand through her hair. Gwen blinked up at her, her vision hazy with the intensity of her pleasure. Her body was warm and tired.  
 
  "And you’re okay? 
 
  "Yes,” Gwen murmured. “I’m okay.” 
 
  "Good. Get some sleep.” Gwen felt Morgan pull a blanket over her naked body up to her shoulders, and watched the other girl cross the room to crawl into her own bed.  
 
   Gwen let her eyes drift over the other girl. She had never realized, but Morgan's hair curled after it got wet, and the wave to it as it curved with her cheek, along with the hazy moonlight shimmering through the window, made her look soft and beautiful in a way Gwen hadn't seen her as before. Her full mouth, already naturally red, was flushed and swollen from the press of Gwen's lips. There was a shiny sheen of something on them, and Gwen felt a thrill go through her when she realized that it was probably her juices that now glossed Morgan's lips.  
 
  Fuck, why was that thought so hot?  
 
    "Hey, Morgan?"  she whispered. Her stepsister's eyes fluttered open, and she looked at Gwen with half-open eyes.  
 
  "Yeah?"   
 
  "Do you think… well, maybe next time, we could, um. We— we could try something new. Something else. Something more.” Morgan blinked slowly. A soft smile started to form. 
 
  "Did you have something in mind?"   
 
  "No, not really. I just, um. I just know that I want to try things with you. I want to try everything with you.” Gwen's voice was hushed, and she wondered if Morgan could hear the way it shook, a mix of excitement, embarrassment, and uncertainty making her tongue hesitant to form words. Morgan's smile grew.  
 
  "Of course, Gwen. We can try anything you want. We can try everything.
 

 
 
  


 
 3. New Ideas
 
    Gwen settled into bed, rubbing her hands up and down her thighs nervously as she crossed her legs beneath her. The room was dark, the curtains drawn to ensure that no moonlight could get in. She watched as Morgan changed out of her jeans into a soft pair of pajama shorts, and then the other girl was crawling into bed beside her, their legs pressing tight against each other. 
 
   “Why do you look so nervous?” Morgan asked, her voice light. “It’s like you’ve never watched porn before.” 
 
   “I’ve watched porn,” Gwen said defensively. "Just never… like this. Never with somebody before." 
 
   “Well, you’ve been missing out,” Morgan said, tucking her hair behind her ear as she pulled her laptop open. “It’s great. Gives you some new ideas, helps you to figure out what each of you likes…” 
 
   “Right,” Gwen said slowly, as Morgan started typing into the internet search bar. She felt her cheeks start to heat up, and she looked away. Why did this feel so weird? But also so exciting at the same time. She couldn’t wait until the porn was actually playing, with Morgan hot and squirming next to her, but this moment of buildup was going to kill her.  
 
   She was a mess.  
 
   “Plus, all sex therapists say it's a great idea for… for, well, you know," Morgan continued. Then, "Oh, we're going to watch this one,” Morgan said suddenly, a laugh hidden in her voice. Gwen looked back at the computer, watched the screen light up as soft music began to play.  
 
   “Why this one? Shouldn’t we pick together?” 
 
   “Oh, trust me,” Morgan said, “you’re going to like this one.” 
 
   Gwen wondered if she should be concerned, but then a white, luxurious looking bedroom came into view on the screen. Gwen shifted, her heartbeat starting to pick up as Morgan set the laptop down on the dresser in front of them. The camera panned across the room until it reached the foot of a huge bed. 
 
     Gwen's breath hitched in her throat as a girl came into view, lying trussed up on the bed. Her hands were tied overhead to the headboard, and she was wearing lingerie that framed her perky breasts with black lace. It was only a corset; black strings ran around the tops of her thighs, framing her pink, slick pussy. Her long brown hair was spread across the pillow, her bottom lip red between her teeth. She was wearing a blindfold. 
 
   “She…” Gwen stopped, unsure of what she wanted to say. Morgan shifted beside her. 
 
   “Yeah?” 
 
   “She’s wearing a blindfold.” 
 
   “She is,” Morgan hummed, and Gwen started as the other girl’s hand landed on her knee, rubbing gently against her skin.  
 
   “It…” Gwen cut herself off again as the tied girl squirmed on the bed, before another woman, this one completely naked, crawled over her.  
 
     "Her domme," Morgan offered, as though she was pointing out the weather. The domme flicked her tongue over the sub's nipples, making her whine and strain forward. She moved further up her body, sucking gentle and soft kisses into the girl’s throat. She pressed her lips against the sub’s mouth, but just barely. The girl pushed forward, trying to deepen the kiss, but the dom moved away. She knelt between her sub’s legs, mouthing at her clit.  
 
   Gwen shifted, feeling heat pool in her stomach as she kept her eyes trained on the computer screen. She had never watched porn like this, where someone had total control over the other, where someone’s pleasure was so totally given to another. She thought of being tied up like that, quivering and shaking as someone touched and teased her, making her come with soft teases and even softer kisses. Her nipples hardened, and she felt herself getting wet between her legs. 
 
   “What were you saying about the blindfold?” Morgan asked. Her breath was low and raspy.  At least I’m not the only affected one, Gwen thought wryly. On-screen, the dom was slowly pumping a finger in and out of the sub's cunt. 
 
   “It just… it looks really good,” Gwen said. “I, um. I really like it.” 
 
   “Yeah?” Morgan said. Her voice was teasing and gentle, but there was something excited in her tone as well. “You’re right, it does look good. You know what it means?” 
 
   “No. What?” 
 
     "Well, she's tied up, and she can't see. She's given total control to her domme. She has no control over anything. The domme is taking care of everything, is taking such good care of her and her pussy. Look at how wet she is, how much she loves being tied up like that."  
 
     Morgan giggled then as the domme reached beneath the bed and came up with a vibrator. Gwen made a face at her.   
 
   “Really? That’s why you picked this one? Because we just did that?” 
 
   “What? You don’t like it?” 
 
     "No, I do, of course I do." Gwen watched the sub strain against her restraints as the other woman presses the vibrator against her clit and turns the settings up. “It’s just…” 
 
   “Just what?” Morgan’s voice is breathy.  
 
   “I didn’t have a blindfold on.”  
 
   “No,” Morgan rasped. “You didn’t.” Her hand was still on Gwen’s knee, and Gwen bit her lip as it started to travel up her thigh, teasing her through the material of her pants. “Do you think you’d like to try some time?” 
 
   “I… I….” 
 
   “Do you like that?” Morgan whispered in Gwen's ear. Her breath fluttered softly against her ear, and Gwen shivered. "Do you like the idea of me taking such good care of you? And of you being such a good girl for me that I have no choice but to make you cum?" 
 
   “I…” Gwen whimpered, struggling to find the words. Morgan let her head fall so that she could move her mouth along Gwen's collar, her tongue tracing the delicate bone, leaving wet trails over her skin. 
 
   “Do you want me to take care of you? To tie you up like that girl in the video, to leave you so needy and wanting until I come and touch you? I know you like being tied up,” she added with a smirk. “But I could be so gentle with you, baby. I could give you the softest kisses and make you so wet, make you want me so bad.” 
 
   Gwen whined, her head falling back against the wall and her legs splaying out over the bed as Morgan's hand slipped under the band of her pants to rub so, so gently against her clit. Her abs tightened with pleasure as she fought against the joy that was building so hot under Morgan’s fingers. She wanted to make this last as long as possible.  
 
   “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? For me to take care of you? And I bet you’d be such a good girl for me too,” Morgan whispered in Gwen’s ear, her breath hot against her cheek. “Letting me touch you and get you off, letting me have total control. You want that so bad, don’t you?” She pressed harder against Gwen’s clit as one of her fingers ran back and forth over her slit, slicking the digit with her wetness. “Wouldn’t you?” She prompted.  
 
     "Yes," Gwen gasped, her toes curling and her hands twisting in the bedsheets. "I'd be so good for you. I want you to take care of me."   
 
   Gwen raised a hand to press against Morgan’s stomach, and the girl grunted. Morgan shifted so that she was leaning against the wall next to Gwen, her body twisted to that she could keep playing with her cunt. Her new position also meant that Gwen could put her hand down Morgan’s pants too. She quickly brought her fingers up to her face, sucking them into her mouth, fully aware of her Morgan’s soft moan at the picture, before pushing them down Morgan’s pants. She let her thumb rub against Morgan’s clit, while another finger pressed slightly into her hole. Morgan’s breath hitched, and she bit into Gwen’s shoulder.  
 
    Gwen turned her head to press against the top of Morgan as her eyes fastened back onto the computer screen. The domme was kneeling between her partner's thighs, and had her fingers pumping in and of her dripping pussy. Her thumb stroked over the girl's clit, whose head was thrown back against the pillows as she whined. The dom was biting her lip, eyes flicking back and forth between her partner's face, and her own fingers playing in the other girl's cunt. 
 
   The domme leaned forward, her fingers still inside the sub, her free hand slowly running up the sweat-slicked skin of the other girl. She tapped her fingers against her collarbone, and then her hand was carefully and deliberately wrapping around her throat. The sub moaned, the sound catching in her throat. Gwen's own breath hitched at the sight. The sub’s face reddened, her mouth falling open as her dom’s fingers pressed into her throat.  
 
    “Fuck,” Gwen whispered. She had never seen someone get choked before.  
 
   “What do you think of that?” Morgan asked. Gwen looked at her from the corner of her eye. Her eyes were glittering as she grinned at the computer screen.  
 
   “I’ve never seen that before,” Gwen whispered. “I… fuck. Can you do that?”  
 
   "I could," Morgan said, slowly. One of her hands raised to brush against Gwen's throat, and she whimpered. “We can definitely try it some time.”  
 
   Gwen moaned as Morgan just barely pressed her fingertips into the side of Gwen’s throat, before swiftly dropping it back down into Gwen’s pants to rub at her wet folds. The dom on the screen let go of her partner’s throat, and the sub gasped. Gwen turned to lick into Morgan’s mouth.  
 
   The two teased each other, their eyes occasionally flickering back to the screen and moaning at what they saw, but for the most part, they kept them trained on each other, sometimes letting them fall shut as they pressed hungry kisses into the other’s mouth. Gwen’s hips thrust up to meet Morgan’s hand, as her fingers curled inside Morgan’s cunt. Within minutes, they were coming, swallowing each other’s moans and gasps. Morgan laughed against Gwen’s mouth, her breath soft and catching in her throat.  
 
   “See?” she murmured. “I told you it’d be fun.”  
 
   Gwen giggled. “I never should have doubted you,” she flirted back.  
 
   Morgan reached over to turn off the computer, and then she laid down in bed, wrapping an arm around Gwen’s waist and pulling her down with her. Gwen went willingly, happily wriggling into her designated spot as the little spoon. Morgan let her thumb draw back and forth over the skin of Gwen’s bare arm.  
 
   “So,” Morgan mused. “Blindfolds, huh?” Gwen flushed. She wondered if Morgan would be able to see it even in the dark room.  
 
   “Um. I guess. It um… it looked...fun.” 
 
   Morgan laughed and pressed a kiss to the back of Gwen’s neck.  
 
   “You’re right, it did look fun. We can talk about it later.” She kissed Gwen’s throat again. 
 
   
 
   Gwen slathered jelly over her toast, wondering if today was a day she should go to the gym or not. It probably was, she thought, remembering the cake she had eaten with dinner last night. But, well. She looked out the window over the sink. It was nine in the morning, but the sun had yet to breach the gray covering of clouds over the sky. She imagined leaving the gym, tired and sweaty, only to have to drive home in a thunderstorm. It was hardly a pleasant thought-- so maybe no gym, then.  
 
   Still looking out the window, Gwen started when she felt arms wrap around her from behind. When she felt familiar lips tease the junction of her neck and shoulder, though, she relaxed.  
 
   “What are you looking at?” Morgan asked, resting her head on Gwen’s shoulder.  
 
   “The clouds. It looks like it’s going to rain. I was thinking about going to the gym, but maybe not.” 
 
   “Ugh. The gym.” Morgan made a sound of revulsion. “Why are you even considering the possibility of going to that horrible, sweaty place when you could just stay here with me?” 
 
   “Oh?” Gwen turned around, grinning at Morgan’s pouting face. “What? And you think I’ll have a better time here with you?”  
 
   “Oh, I know you will,” Morgan whispered back. “In fact, I bet I can give you an even better work out.” 
 
   “Oh, you think so?” Gwen giggled. A thrill shot through her as Morgan’s eyes darkened. Her arms around Gwen tightened.  
 
   “Do you doubt me?” she murmured. “I could have you on the ground right now, begging for me. And you wouldn’t even be able to do anything about it, you’re such a needy girl for me. All I have to do is tell you to, and you’ll be on your knees.” 
 
   Gwen felt her legs go weak, her stomach tightening in excitement. She dipped her head to try and capture Morgan’s mouth, but just as their lips brushed the door to the kitchen banged open.  
 
   Gwen stumbled back, Morgan’s arms falling to her sides as her mom came into the kitchen, her arms weighed down with grocery bags. She looked at the two of them and smiled.  
 
   "Oh, good morning, girls. I was just looking for you. Do you think you could help me grab the rest of the bags from the car? There’s not a ton, but I definitely need some help, and I want to get it all out before it starts raining.” 
 
   "Of course," Morgan said quickly. "No problem." 
 
   “Thanks so much, you two. Let me just run upstairs and grab something from my room.” 
 
   She set the bags she was carrying on the kitchen table, completely oblivious to Gwen’s terrified, wide-eyed expression. She left the room, and the two girls listened to her footsteps as they went up the stairs. Morgan turned to look at Gwen. She frowned concernedly when she saw her expression.  
 
   “Hey, are you okay? What’s wrong? 
 
   “God, Morgan,” Gwen whispered. “Every single time, I forget what we are because I’m having fun, and because I like--” she cut herself off, shaking her head. "I like what we do, but Morgan." She lowered her voice even more, looking up at the ceiling where somewhere above, her mother was moving around. "We're stepsisters. What the hell are we doing?" 
 
   “Gwen, calm down,” Morgan tried to placate her, but Gwen shook her head. She felt like her organs were twisting inside her stomach, aching painfully and threatening to make everything in her stomach come up.  
 
   “I can’t,” she gasped, her hand coming up rub at her chest. “Fuck, I feel like I can’t breathe.” 
 
   “Hey,” Morgan said, and her voice had changed to something sharp and expectant. Gwen blinked and looked at her, pulled out of her panic by her natural tendency to follow Morgan’s orders. Morgan gently took Gwen’s hands in hers and pressed a kiss to her knuckles.  
 
   “It’s going to be okay, alright?” Morgan said. Her voice was smooth and sure, and Gwen closed her eyes, letting the sound of it flow over her heated skin like cool water. “I promise. Now, I want you to go upstairs, and lay in my bed, okay? I’ll take care of the bags. And then I’ll come upstairs.” 
 
   Gwen screwed her eyes shut tighter against the tears she felt filling them. “Fuck, Morgan,” she whispered, but the girl quickly shushed her with the softest press of her lips.  
 
   “It’s going to be okay,” she repeated. “I’m going to take care of you. Go upstairs, okay? I’ll be there.” Her hands tightened around Gwen’s, her eyes shining with her promise. “I’m going to take care of you.” 
 
   Gwen nodded slowly. She felt like her body was being pushed by some invisible hand when she turned and stumbled upstairs to their shared room. Her chest was tight. Why had she suddenly had such a freakout? She imagined if her mother hadn't made a noise when she'd walked in, if she'd seen her and Morgan with their arms tightly wrapped around one another and their lips pressed together. She shivered, feeling bile rise in her throat.  
 
   She knew she was overreacting, that this had always been a possible risk. This wasn't even the first close call they'd had, and it certainly wouldn't be the last. But for some reason, Gwen felt shaky and sick, and as she pushed open their bedroom door and collapsed onto Morgan’s bed, she wrapped her arms around herself and closed her eyes. She just wanted to get out of her head. Her eyes shot open, and she blinked rapidly to clear them of their welling tears. Maybe…. 
 
   When Morgan walked into the room, her mouth set in concern, Gwen was sitting with her legs crossed beneath her, her hands in her lap. Morgan’s eyes flickered over her, taking in her expression and her rigid posture, before she moved to sit beside her. 
 
   "Hey," she said softly. "You kinda freaked out down there. Do you want to talk about it?" 
 
   Gwen took a deep breath and shook her head. She kept her eyes trained on her hands when she spoke.  
 
   “I want to get out of my head,” she whispered. “Please.” 
 
   Morgan’s brow furrowed, but she nodded. “Sure. Alright. What do you need?” 
 
   “I need for you to take control,” Gwen whispered. “I want you to control me, and I just want to stop thinking about this.” 
 
   Morgan bit her lip. “So, you want me to…” 
 
   “Like the video we watched,” Gwen said, the words rushing out of her mouth in a stream now that she had broken the dam. “I want you to do that. I… I want to stop thinking. I want you to take me over. I want you to make me feel good.” 
 
   Morgan stared at her. “Are you sure?” 
 
   “Yes. Please.” 
 
   “Remember your safeword?” 
 
   “Yes. Boston. Please, Morgan.”  
 
   “Okay. So tied up, the blindfold. Anything else?” 
 
   "Maybe, um…" Gwen shifted, looking uncertain for the first time. "Well, a while ago, before, well you, I um... saw porn where there was choking, and well…" 
 
   “You liked it?” 
 
   Gwen shifted so that she was staring straight into Morgan’s eyes, her eyes brimming in intensity. “I want you to be in total control. I want you to take over all of me.” 
 
   Morgan took a shaky breath, and nodded. “Okay. Just remember, Boston. And if you can’t talk, just slap my thigh.” Gwen nodded, and then Morgan stood, crossed the room to her dresser. “Take your clothes off.” 
 
   Gwen scrambled to do so, and when Morgan turned back around, her hands filled with black ribbons, Gwen was lying naked on her bed. Morgan let her eyes run over Gwen's curves, hovering over her tits and her sex. She stepped forward, and dropped the ribbons beside Gwen before peeling off her own clothes, Gwen's eyes laser-focused on her as she revealed her lithe body. 
 
   When she was naked, Morgan knelt beside her, taking the ribbons back into her hands. She met Gwen's eyes as she unfolded the cloth, her eyes gentle and assured. Gwen closed her eyes as Morgan carefully placed the fabric over them, adjusting it slightly before tying it behind her head. As she felt the knot tighten, Gwen took a shaky breath. This was happening. She was going to do this. She felt Morgan shift beside her, and then her hands were carefully picked up. Morgan pressed kisses into her palms, and then she was stretching Gwen’s arms over her head. As gently as she had tied the blindfold, Morgan bound her wrists.  
 
   Gwen shifted her weight on the bed. She couldn’t see but for a sliver of light that filtered in through the bottom of the cloth over her eyes, and the most she could move of her arms was if she flopped her elbows or wiggled her fingers. She was officially helpless.  
 
   She felt her breathing speed up without her consent, and she struggled to get it under control, to calm down, but her desperate fight for control over herself only made her nervous. She could feel her chest heaving, her breasts bouncing against her ribs with the force of her exhalation, when Morgan placed a soft hand on her cheek. 
 
   "Hey," she whispered. "Shh. I'm here, and I'm not going anywhere. Just give it up, okay? You don't need to be in control of anything right now. Not of me, not of the sex, and not of yourself. I got you, alright? I'm taking care of you." 
 
   Gwen took a deep breath, letting Morgan’s gentle words settle over her. Her breathing slowed. Morgan let her hand drift from Gwen’s cheek down her throat to draw caresses over the rest of her body. Her nails left small, ticklish trails in their wake, and Gwen felt her muscles tighten against the pleasurable tingle.  
 
   “You look so good right now, baby,” Morgan murmured. “Are you going to be good? Going to be quiet and still while I take care of you?” Gwen heard her move, and then warms puffs of air were blowing over her lips. “You’re going to be good for me, aren’t you?” 
 
   “Yes,” Gwen whispered back. She bit her lip. “I want to be good for you. I want you to take care of me.” 
 
   “I will, baby,” Morgan promised, and she pressed her mouth against Gwen’s just barely. They made out serenely, Morgan slotting her leg between Gwen’s as she trailed her hand up and down Gwen’s waist. She circled her fingers around Gwen’s nipples, giving them light pinches as she sucked on Gwen’s bottom lip.  
 
   “Fuck, Morgan,” she whispered. “Fuck.” 
 
   “I’m going to take care of you baby,” she whispered. “So just relax and let me, okay? I got you. I’m in control of everything-- you don’t need to worry about anything.” 
 
   Gwen took in a shaky breath, her eyelashes flickering against the black cloth around her eyes. She willed her limbs to relax, to un-tense her muscles as Morgan traced them with her tongue. She suppressed the thoughts and the stresses that were bouncing around her head, angry and painful, to focus on the way Morgan’s fingertips felt a thousand times more intense then they usually did, hot and strong against her skin. The drag of Morgan’s lips sent flares over her body, electric and bursting.  
 
   Gwen could feel her entire body quivering with want with every gentle touch from Morgan. Her touches were skimming, her breath gliding over Gwen and making her strain against the ties around her wrists. Her eyelids flickered as heat pooled in her stomach, lust curling in her core and making her clit throb with want. The fact that every touch was a surprise, that Gwen never knew where Morgan would press her lips next, made everything so much hotter than it ever would be otherwise.  
 
   When Morgan moved away from her, with no skin to skin contact, Gwen whined, desperate for that heated touch and that pleasurable press of lips. She heard Morgan chuckle above her, and then she was pressing her mouth to Gwen’s pussy, her tongue teasing the entrance to Gwen's hole. She sucked on her clit, her teeth just barely scraping against the pink flesh, as her hand came up to spread her apart. Her tongue licked harder at her, and Gwen moaned. 
 
   She felt so hot, warmth spreading through her body as her mind filled with hazy, pleasurable smoke. Morgan's hands felt so good, her tongue even better, and Gwen's hips bucked up against her mouth of their own volition. Morgan laughed softly. 
 
   “You’re being so good, Gwen,” she said. “I love how desperate you are for me. You’re doing so well, baby. Just keep being good for me. I got you-- just let me make you feel good.” 
 
   Gwen moaned as Morgan lifted her head from between her legs. For a moment there was nothing-- just Gwen quivering in anticipation-- and then Morgan’s fingers were pressing into her sex, filling her and making Gwen buck her hips up desperately to meet her hand. Morgan sucked at Gwen’s collar, her teeth pressing lightly against her. Her other hand traveled up her body, and Gwen’s heart stuttered as Morgan’s fingers pressed against her throat. They tightened ever so slightly, and Gwen felt her pussy tighten around Morgan’s fingers as her breath became trapped in her lungs, Morgan’s hand warm over her throat.  
 
   It was incredible; the knowledge that everything she had was literally in the hands of another person, control of not only her pleasure but of her literal life taken from her to be so carefully cradled in Morgan’s soft hands. Morgan slipped another finger into her cunt, pumping it back and forth, as her hand routinely tightened and loosened around Gwen's throat. Pleasure built in her core and spread through the rest of her as every part of her body strained and pulsed, her pussy clenching and her chest heaving, and with a loud groan, Gwen came. Morgan quickly loosened her grip on her throat so that she could gasp in air as her body convulsed in pleasure. Morgan's fingers kept moving though, helping her through her orgasm, and Gwen felt a rush of wetness on her legs which Morgan was straddling. 
 
   The girl touched her lips to Gwen’s. “That was amazing, Gwen,” she whispered. “You were so good for me. I came just from watching you.” Morgan kissed her again. “You’re okay, baby. I promise, it’s all going to be okay.” 
 
 
    
 
 


    4. A Night At The Movies 
 
   Gwen squinted at the menu hanging above the giant, popping popcorn machine, wondering if it would be worth it to spend an extra two dollars for a large popcorn over a medium one. Morgan was shifting beside her, looking bored and chewing on her thumbnail. Her fingers were painted a deep purple. 
 
   “You could look a little happier about being here,” Gwen said to her. The line moved forward an inch.  
 
   “It’s not that I’m not happy being here,” Morgan replied, her lips twisting a little. “It’s just that I feel like we could be spending our time doing better things than going to the movies. You know," she added, a teasing note in her voice as she leaned forward a little, her warm breath ghosting over Gwen's cheek. "Fun things.” 
 
   Gwen snorted even as she felt heat rise high on her cheeks. “We can’t just stay in our room and do those fun things all the time.” 
 
   “I don’t understand why not.” 
 
   “Well, for one thing, our parents are going to start noticing that we spend way too much time together for people who are supposed to hate each other.” 
 
   Morgan frowned. “Are we?” 
 
   “I mean, didn’t we?” 
 
   Morgan opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, the man at the counter was gesturing them forward. Gwen stepped forward with a smile. 
 
   “Hi, could I have a medium popcorn and a lemonade?” 
 
   The man turned around, and Gwen looked over her shoulder at Morgan. She was rooting through her purse, a thoughtful look on her face.   
 
   “What are you thinking about?” 
 
   Morgan looked up and grinned. There was a spark in her eyes that hadn’t been there earlier.  
 
   “Oh, nothing. Your popcorn’s ready.” 
 
   Gwen turned to take her snacks with a "thanks!" and a crisp ten-dollar bill. Morgan led the way towards the back where the theaters were, while Gwen trailed behind. She and Morgan had been spending a lot of time together ever since the latest… developments in their relationship. Her mom had taken notice, pulling Gwen aside the day before and saying that maybe she and Morgan should spend some time together outside of the house.  
 
   “You two have been in your room so much,” she’d said. “I think you should get out a little bit, get to know each other in the real world. You are sisters now, after all. Sisters hang out with each other, don’t they? Why don’t you take her to the movies? Pick out something you’d both like, and I’ll give you my credit card.” 
 
   Gwen had stammered an agreement, and then immediately went to hide in her room with Morgan, where the other girl quickly distracted her with wandering fingertips and a busy mouth. But now here they were, out in public, and Gwen couldn't decide whether this felt more like a "sister hang out," as her mother wanted, or like a date, which… did she want?" 
 
   “I think this is it,” Morgan said, stopping outside theater five. “What movie did you even pick for us to watch?” 
 
   “Um.” Gwen twisted her lips. She honestly hadn't even been paying attention when she bought the tickets. "I think it's a rom-com." 
 
   “Geez.” Megan rolled her eyes and pulled open the door. She gestured for Gwen to walk in front of her. “Well, I’m sure I can make it fun.” 
 
   Gwen's mouth twisted in confusion, but she stepped inside the theater without commenting. The theater was relatively empty, and she walked toward the center aisle, but before she could walk between the chairs, Morgan stuck out her hand and stopped her. 
 
   “I want to sit in the back,” she said. Gwen frowned. 
 
   “Why?” 
 
   “Well. I just like to sit in the back, that’s all.” 
 
   Gwen didn't stop frowning but moved back to continue walking up the aisle, until she and Morgan reached the back row. With a nod of approval from her stepsister, Gwen slid into the aisle and sat in the middle of the row. The theater had essentially been empty when they arrived, and now that they were seated all the way in the back, they may as well have been in an empty movie.  
 
   “So,” Morgan said, before falling silent.  
 
   “So, Gwen echoed. She could feel her pulse in her throat.  
 
   “Was there, like, a reason you asked me to the movies? 
 
   "Not really in particular. My mom thought that I should ask you." 
 
   “Oh.” 
 
   “Yeah. Get in that sisterly bonding time, you know? 
 
   Morgan gave Gwen a tight smile before she looked away, her eyes shifting from her and then around to the other people in the room. 
 
   Gwen sat next to her and popped some popcorn into her mouth, feeling like she had said something she shouldn’t have but unsure why. She watched the previews flash over the giant screen without really taking anything in. She felt Morgan shift beside her, and their arms brushed one another, but Gwen couldn't get herself to look over at the other girl.  
 
   Morgan's hand came out to steal some popcorn, and Gwen watched her press the snack up to her lips, her tongue curling out to pull them into her mouth. Her lips were a dark red, as they almost always were, and her hair today had a slight curl. It framed her face in a gentle way that made her look young and soft. Gwen found her eyes stuck on the other girl, but after a minute, Morgan seemed to recognize her gaze on her, and she turned to look back at Gwen. She raised a brow.  
 
   “What? Do I have something on my face?” 
 
   "What? Oh." Gwen's face flushed slightly, and she quickly shook her head. "No, no, you're good." 
 
   "Well, good. Now shush. The movie's started." 
 
   
 
   It didn’t take them particularly long to realize that the movie was shit. The main leading actors had no chemistry, the lines were cheap and poorly delivered, and the plot was at the same time entirely predictable but also horribly incoherent. Gwen felt she was losing brain cells just by having it play in front of her. By the way Morgan was shifting back and forth next to her as well, she figured she must feel the same. 
 
   “This is really quite awful, isn’t it?” Morgan said lowly. She didn’t look at Gwen when she spoke, keeping her eyes trained on the screen. A smirk tugged at her lips. Gwen flushed.  
 
   "Yeah. Yeah, it is. I'm sorry-- If I'd known how awful this was, I would have changed my mind entirely." 
 
   “Mhm.” 
 
   Still looking bored, Morgan took Gwen’s now empty popcorn bucket and placed it next to her feet on the ground. She placed her hand on Gwen’s bare knee, her fingers pressing lightly into Gwen’s skin. Gwen shivered. And then Morgan was trailing her hand up Gwen’s thigh, her nails dragging, until she had slipped underneath the material of Gwen’s skirt and was dangerously close to her suddenly moistened pussy. Gwen’s legs tightened as Morgan’s fingers grazed against her inner thigh. 
 
   “Morgan, what are you doing?”  
 
   Morgan ignored her.  
 
   “Morgan, what--”  
 
   "Stop talking," Morgan said, cutting Gwen off before she could ask anything else. "You've wasted my time with this movie, when you knew that I could be at home, with you, sinking my fingers into your hot pussy and making you cum over and over again, until there was nothing for you to do but beg me to stop. And as you would beg, I would rub my finger over your clit and get you so wet that my fingers would barely even be able to stay in. They’d be slipping out, and I’d be getting your wetness all over your thighs and my bed. So I’d have to kneel in front of you and lick it all up.  
 
   "Actually, no. I wouldn't lick it all up for you. I'd make you put on a skirt, and I'd make you walk around all day with your wet pussy, and all you'd be able to do would be to wait desperately for me. You’d have to pull me aside where we wouldn’t be seen, and you’d have to beg me to let you get off, to help you. And you’d grind yourself against me, and press your tight little cunt into my leg to try and get off, but I wouldn’t let you, you dirty little slut. I'd make you beg all day, and then I'd sit next to you at the dinner table, and someone would ask you to pass the salad, and I'd press a finger into your cunt. 
 
   “And I’d keep going all night, fucking into you with my fingers until you wouldn’t be able to take it anymore and you’d start begging for me right then and there, and I’d give it to you then babe, I would, and I would make you feel so good. Don’t you want that? Don’t you want me to make you feel so good?” 
 
   Gwen’s brain felt like it was filled with fog after Morgan's little speech, and she whimpered. Her pussy was wet, and she could feel her clit throbbing, looking to be fucked like Morgan had just promised she'd be able to do. Her nipples were hard, straining against her shirt, and whimpers were pushing at the edge of her throat. She had a sudden moment of total gratitude that Morgan had steered them towards the back to sit away from anyone else.  
 
   “Morgan…” she whispered.  
 
   “I haven’t given you permission to talk yet, have I?” Morgan snapped, quickly cutting her off. “No. So keep quiet.”  
 
   Morgan's hand crept further up Gwen's leg, and Gwen bit her lip, desperate not to thrust out and meet it. She didn't want to look too desperate. She didn't want to seem like she was that needy for Morgan’s touch.  
 
   But also, the thing was, she was exactly that desperate and needy for Morgan's touch.   
 
   Morgan grazed her fingertips against Gwen’s cunt, dragging them over the thin material of her panties, and Gwen whimpered at the delicate feeling. She was aching, her pussy throbbing with want and want and want and she didn't understand why Morgan wouldn't just give it to her. But she also knew that if she said anything, Morgan might very well take back whatever offer she was about to make.   
 
   "So," Morgan started again. Her fingers pushed aside Gwen's panties so that she could run them over Gwen's pussy lips unencumbered. "I've had an idea. What if I just brought everything I needed from home to make you cum here, and just did everything I said here in the movie theater?” 
 
   Gwen’s breath caught in her throat as Morgan’s finger pressed against her clit and heat pooled at the bottom of her stomach, her legs quivering with desire.  
 
   “Fuck, Morgan,” she whispered. Her voice felt breathy and raw. “We can’t. Not here.” 
 
   “Why not?  
 
   "Because we're in public! Someone might see!" 
 
   "Nobody is watching us," Morgan dismissed. "Look at them all. They're twenty rows away, and they're all watching this piss poor excuse for a movie." She rubbed at Gwen's clit, and she felt her breaths quicken as warmth curled out from her sex and towards the rest of her body. "Come on. Tell me I can do this. You're already so wet for me, babe. Let me make you feel good." She kept rubbing at Gwen's clit with a soft, steady finger as her other digits teased along her pussy lips, dipping in and out of her slit and coating themselves in her juices.  
 
   “Fuck,” Gwen whispered, her head falling back and her hips twitching forward. Morgan recognized that as the yes it was.  
 
   Without warning, she pulled at Gwen’s panties, yanking them from out under her skirt and down her legs.  
 
   “Spread your legs,” she ordered, and Gwen quickly complied, shivering at the feeling of cold air brushing against her hot wet sex. It felt so strange and so wrong to expose herself like that in a room full of people, and in public no less. But there was something deliciously dirty about it too, as Morgan got her off in the back of this theater with ten people sitting only a few rows in front of them.  
 
   “Keep them spread. And put your hands on the armrest of your seat. Don't lift them. No touching yourself, and no touching me. Got it?" 
 
   “Yes.” 
 
   “Good. And now we can get to the fun part.” 
 
   Gwen’s brow furrowed, confused, and she watched as Morgan grabbed her purse from where she had placed it on the ground and rooted around a little. When she let it fall, there was something small and cylindrical in her hand. Gwen’s eyes widened as she realized what it was. Morgan laughed at her expression.  
 
    “Is that an excited face?” she asked, teasingly. "It's remote controlled. How would you feel about me putting this in you and making you cum with just this in your pussy? Would you like that?" 
 
    She leaned forward and dragged the vibrator up Gwen’s leg, making her shiver. Her stomach was clenching with nervousness, but something else too. Something like a painful, impatient wanting, and she bit back her desire to tell Morgan to hurry up.  
 
    “Here we go,” Morgan whispered, and then a soft humming was in her ears and thrumming against the inside of her leg. She shifted a little with a soft giggle. It actually kind of tickled a little, even as Gwen felt a rush of wetness at the thought of Morgan sliding that inside her. Morgan moved it up, and then it was against the folds of her sex, and Gwen’s eyelids flickered with pleasure. Fuck, that felt so good. And then she felt it press against her clit and Gwen had to bite her lip painfully hard to keep from making a noise that would alert everyone else in the theater just what they were doing.  
 
    Morgan moved her head to bite into Gwen’s neck, and Gwen shivered at the feeling of her tongue and lips against her skin. Her hands tightened on the armrest as she forcefully reminded herself she wasn’t allowed to touch.  
 
    At the same time as she moved to press her lips hard against Gwen's, Morgan pushed the vibrator into Gwen's hole. She swallowed Gwen's moans, her free hand coming up to make a fist in Gwen's hair and holding her in place for her to press their lips together persistently. 
 
    Gwen was shaking. The vibrator was filling her, and it made her toes curl. She could feel it pressing on her inner walls and stimulating them in a way they never had been before, and every time she moved she could feel it move with her, the pleasure shifting with it. Morgan pulled out the remote from her purse and put it on her armrest before she reached back under Gwen’s skirt to grind her palm heel against her clit.  
 
    “How does it feel?” she whispered. “Do you like that, you needy little whore? Is that enough for you?” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, her entire body trembling from all the sensations that were hitting her. Her pussy, her clit, Morgan biting at her collar. It was a lot.  
 
    “I bet it’s not enough,” Morgan murmured. “I bet you need so much more. I was going to bring a bigger one, but it didn’t fit in my purse. But I have it waiting for you at home, and we can use it on you whenever. I know you’ll want to,” she added with a short and quiet laugh, “you slut,” 
 
    Gwen quivered beneath her ministrations, her hips shifting and her legs flexing. Her eyes were focused on the people watching the movie in front of them, waiting for one of them to realize something was going on and seeing them. Morgan upped the intensity of the vibrator and moved her free hand to Gwen’s tit, sliding it beneath her shirt and bra.  
 
   “You know what I want to do?” Morgan whispered. She pressed heated kisses into Gwen’s clenched jaw as she circled her thumb ever so gently over her nipple, making it peak. Gwen whimpered and tried to push her chest out further into Morgan’s hand so that she could just grasp her tit and squeeze it hard like Gwen so badly wanted her to, but Morgan just pulled away and kept up with her barely-there touches. 
 
   “I want to tie you down and fuck you,” Morgan whispered, and Gwen shuddered at her sudden rush of wetness. "I want you spread out for me on the bed, begging and desperate for me, and I want to fuck you with a strap-on that fills you up so good and so much that you'll never be able to cum again unless I'm fucking you like that." 
 
   “Fuck, Morgan, please,” Gwen panted, her stomach muscles tightening as her neck strained to keep in the loud moans that were pushing to get out. "Please, please - fuck!" 
 
   Gwen didn’t even know what she was begging for. If it was for Morgan to kiss her, to touch her, to make the vibrator stronger. She just knew that she was getting desperate, desperate to be touched and to touch Morgan and to cum and to be fucked. She had never been fucked before, not in the way Morgan was talking about now, and her ears were ringing, and her pussy was so wet with the need for it.  
 
   She lifted a hand towards Morgan, wanting to pull her head up from her throat and in for a kiss, but before she could touch her Morgan nipped sharply at her collarbone. 
 
   "Put your hand back down, now," she said. Her voice was calm and steady, but there was an underlying tone that demanded Gwen do as she said. With a whimper, Gwen lowered her hand. 
 
   “You like this, don’t you, you dirty little whore?” Morgan whispered, her voice low. Her tongue flicked out to lick along Gwen's earlobe. "You like getting off when there are so many other people in the room with you. You know, all I'd have to do is walk out of here. I'd be fine. You look properly fucked, though. You'd walk out of here, and everyone would know exactly what you've been up to. 
 
   "How would you like that? Do you want all of them to stare at you, at your bitten red lips and your messed up clothes, for them to think 'wow, someone must have really fucked her good in that theater'? I bet you'd like it. I bet you'd like everyone to look at you and see how much you like getting fucked. How much of a dirty slut you are. And I'd like it too. I could walk with you, and everyone would know that you're mine to fuck, and no one else's.” 
 
   Gwen keened a little as Morgan upped the vibration intensity. She felt like every internal part of her was thrumming in time with the toy. Her clit had never felt so stimulated without anything ever directly touching it before, and she realized her hips were thrusting forward of their own volition, looking for something to increase the pleasurable pressure. But there was nothing there, and Gwen felt sweat bead over her forehead as her desperation built with no way for her to do anything to do about it. 
 
   “Please, Morgan,” she begged. "Fuck, it's so much, it's so good. I can't take it, please let me cum. Please!" 
 
   “Hmm,” Morgan hummed, thoughtfully. She pressed a button on the remote, and the vibrations lessened. Gwen could have sobbed.  
 
   “Please, Morgan, fuck,” 
 
   “But I like seeing you like this,” Morgan teased. She sucked another kiss into Gwen’s throat as her hand swept up and down Gwen’s body, trailing heat and pleasure. “I like seeing you all needy and wanting for me. You look so good when you beg for me, baby.” 
 
   “Please.” 
 
   “Beg for me some more. Tell me how much you want it, how much you need it. I want to know how good I made you feel. Beg for me like the needy slut I know you are.” 
 
   Gwen felt tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, she was so turned on.  
 
   “Please, please Morgan. You make me feel so good, and I need to fucking cum. I'm so fucking wet, Morgan, please just let me cum, I need to cum. Fuck, I'm such a slut for you, please, Morgan let me cum." 
 
   “Okay, babe,” Morgan whispered. The vibrator went up, and she pressed hard against Gwen’s clit. “You can come.” She pressed her lips to Gwen’s, and just in time-- Gwen was coming with a shout that ended up being muffled by Morgan’s mouth. Gwen shook, her body arching in the movie seat as her pussy clenched and throbbed around the vibrator. She was left gasping for air, her body weak from how hard she had cum. 
 
   Morgan quickly turned off the vibrator and tenderly pulled it out of Gwen. Putting up the armrest between them, she shifted closer to the spent girl and pulled her against her side. Gwen leaned against her contentedly and sighed, her eyes sliding shut.  
 
   The two stayed like that for the rest of the movie. When the credits started to roll, Morgan gently shook Gwen awake. They stood to leave, and Gwen reached down to grab her panties lying on the ground, figuring she should probably burn them after they’d been on the dirty theater floor.  
 
   “Leave them,” Morgan said. Gwen turned to stare at her with wide eyes.  
 
   “What? But--”  
 
   “I said leave them,” Morgan ordered, and Gwen’s mouth slammed shut. “I like the idea of someone finding them later, of seeing how much of a dirty slut you are for getting off in the back of the theater. And I want them to look at them and see how wet you were for me.” 
 
   “Fuck, Morgan,” Gwen whispered. Her pussy clenched, and Gwen wondered in the back of her head if the credits would be long enough for them to go again.  
 
   Morgan just grinned and stepped forward, grabbing the back of Gwen's neck and pulling her close. Their lips pressed together, and Morgan licked into her mouth, her lips so soft and so full it made Gwen’s legs shake. Their tongues twisted together, and Gwen raised her arms to wrap around Morgan. She let one dip to squeeze at the other girl’s ass.  
 
   “I didn’t get to get you off,” she whispered. “That doesn’t seem fair.” 
 
   Morgan smiled against her lips. "Honestly, Gwen. If you knew what it did to me to make you feel so good, and how good it feels for me to see you cum, you wouldn't say that." 
 
   Gwen shivered against her.  
 
   “Still, though,” she murmured. “I think I… I think I want to try that.” 
 
   Morgan looked confused. “Try what?” 
 
   Gwen bit her lip. She always felt so soft after having sex with Morgan, like the world had been covered in a shadowy, velvet gray hue. It felt strange to tarnish that with vulgar talk, but also, Morgan’s leg was between hers, and her body was so hot in Gwen’s arms. She blinked at her, her red lips pursed as she waited for Gwen to respond.  
 
   “Tell me, Gwen. What do you want to try.” 
 
   “What you were talking about before. Where you, um. Where you tie me down. And fuck me. I really want you to fuck me like that, Morgan.” 
 
   It felt like Morgan had turned into a statue in her arms. She wasn’t looking at Gwen in the eye; it seemed more like she was staring somewhere vaguely over her left shoulder, her eyes glazed and her mouth slightly ajar. Gwen couldn’t even feel her breathing under her hands.  
 
   “Um. Morgan?” 
 
   "Yeah, yeah, sorry," Morgan said. Her eyes moved to meet Gwen's, who gave her a small, tight smile. Morgan just stared at her. 
 
   Gwen didn’t know why she was so scared to ask, or why she was so nervous about her possibly saying no. She just knew that she really, really wanted Morgan to do this and she really, really, hoped that Morgan had been serious when she’d been talking about it before. But maybe that had just been a heat of the moment thing. As Morgan continued to stare, Gwen felt her heartbeat quicken in her chest and heat rise high up on her cheeks. Maybe she hadn't meant it. 
 
   “Or not,” she said, hastily. “I mean, if you don’t want to do it, of course we don’t have to. I, um. I just wanted to see since you, you know, brought it up. But. Um.” 
 
   Morgan stared at her for another moment, before quickly shaking her head.  
 
   “No, no, fuck, that’s not it, Gwen. Sorry, I just kind of got caught up in imagining it. But, yes. Please. The sooner the better, preferably.” 
 
   Gwen laughed, relieved. “Oh. Well. Good. Now that we’ve got that out of the way.” 
 
   Morgan laughed as and leaned forward to kiss Gwen again, hard. She bit at her bottom lip, giving it a playful tug before letting go and walking down the aisle to the exit. With shaky legs and one last glance at her underwear lying on the floor, Gwen followed her. 
 

  


    5. Another 
 
Gwen's head bounced against the car window, her eyes slipping closed every few minutes before she forced them open again. Her entire body felt warm, the car's heat on blast, and she knew that it was only a matter of minutes until she succumbed to sleep. Morgan was next to her in the backseat, looking out of her own window, bored. Their thighs, out of view of their parents in the driver and passenger seats, were pressed against each other, and Gwen smiled quietly to herself every time they jostled next to each other.  
 
They were on their way back home from having eaten dinner out at a restaurant, and the world outside was almost totally dark as the car sped down the road. Their parents were speaking quietly to each other, and Gwen let the soft cadence of their voices drift over her, lulling her to sleep. Morgan said something that she didn’t catch, starting a conversation with her dad, and Gwen blearily blinked, trying to jump back into the conversation to find out what was being talked about.  
 
“I ran into her mom the other day while we were both getting gas," Morgan's dad was saying. "Her mom said that she missed you. You should give her a call or something soon. You two used to be attached at the hip. Whatever happened with that?" 
 
“We just stopped hanging out so much,” Morgan said. Her words were normal, but Gwen had gotten to know her well enough in the past couple weeks to recognize the tightness in her voice. She looked over to her, but Morgan was still staring out the window. Gwen tried to make eye contact with her in the reflection, but Morgan kept her eyes trained steadily outward.  
 
“You should call her. There’s no reason to be rude and ignore her calls like her mom said you’ve been doing.” 
 
“I’m not ignoring her calls. She just calls at bad times, I miss them, and then I just don’t call her back.” 
 
“That’s called ignoring someone’s calls, Morgan.” 
 
“Whatever.” 
 
“Morgan.” 
 
“Fine, fine. I’ll call her back tomorrow, or something. It’s not a big deal.” 
 
Gwen watched Morgan’s reflection in the car window frown. Her fingers started to tap on the door’s cup holder.  
 
“Well, good.” 
 
"Who is this?" Gwen's mom piped up, and Gwen sent a silent prayer of thanks to her nosy, gossip-loving mother. 
 
“Nobody,” Morgan said, but her father spoke over her.  
 
“One of Morgan’s old friends. They've known each other since first grade and were best friends. They even went to Boston together. Dormed together Morgan's first year. They had a falling out, though." 
 
“We didn’t have a falling out,” Morgan said, tersely. Gwen could see her clenching her jaw. “We just grew apart. It happens.” 
 
“When they were kids they always used to say that they would get married when they were older,” Morgan’s father said. His voice was teasing, but his daughter hardly looked amused. “Her and Morgan slept over at each other's houses more than they slept alone." 
 
Gwen felt Morgan’s thigh tense against hers, and then she finally made eye contact with Gwen in the reflection of her window. They stared at each other for a long, quiet moment.  
 
“It wasn’t that big a deal, Dad,” Morgan said slowly, still staring at Gwen’s reflection.  
 
“Not a big deal,” her father snorted. “You two wouldn’t even apply to colleges that the other one couldn’t. Looking back, it was actually kind of ridiculous.” 
 
“Whatever,” Morgan said. She shifted her gaze away from Gwen and looked back out the window. She shifted her body to rest her head against her hand. The movement pulled her thigh away from where it was pressed against Gwen’s.  
 
Gwen shivered as Morgan’s body heat left her. She looked back out her own window. She felt suddenly carsick, like something was pushing down against her stomach and choking her, but she wasn't sure why. She coughed a little into her elbow and leaned her head back against the window. Her mother and Morgan's father were still talking, but Gwen ignored it, shutting her eyes and biting her lip against tears. She didn’t know where they had come from, but she willed them back and kept her eyes closed until they got home. That night, when Morgan pressed a kiss against her mouth before falling asleep, Gwen closed her eyes again, and kept them closed.  
 
   
 
 When Gwen walked into the house, throwing her keys and grocery bags on the table, she could hear Morgan's voice coming from the kitchen. She slowed, a smile pulling at her lips at the thought of surprising her with a grab from behind. She made it to the doorway and paused. Morgan was standing by the kitchen table, staring out the window with one arm wrapped around herself while the other pressed her cellphone to her ear. There was a smile in her voice.  
 
 "I know, I know, it's been a long time," she said. "I'm sorry I never called back. You know how shit I am at that." She listened to what the other person on the phone said and laughed. "Yeah, you're right. It's probably my biggest character flaw.” 
 
Gwen felt like her blood had run cold. She knew she should step away and let Morgan have her conversation in private, but something was keeping her there, frozen.  
 
"I'll be back in Boston in a few more weeks," Morgan said. Her hand came up to twist her hair between her fingers. "We should definitely get together. I'd love to see you again. You know that." 
 
Gwen bit her lip and closed her eyes. She didn’t want to hear this. Why didn’t she want to hear this?  
 
 "Yeah, it's been alright. The house is kind of small, though. But yeah, not too big a change or anything. Well, actually..."  
 
Gwen felt tears prick at her eyes. She couldn’t hear this. She didn’t want to hear the rest of this. She whipped around and ran to their room. The door shut with a bang behind her. 
 
When Morgan walked in a few minutes later, she looked surprised to see her.  
 
“Oh, hey. I didn’t hear you come back in.” 
 
“Yeah,” Gwen said slowly. She was lying on her bed, staring up at the ceiling. “I came right upstairs.”  
 
 "How was the store?" Morgan asked, walking to sit beside her, but before she could, Gwen surged up, grabbing her waist and pressing their lips together, walking her back until Morgan's back hit the wall.  
 
Her hands landed on Gwen’s waist, and Gwen moaned.  
 
“Please, Morgan,” she whispered against Morgan’s mouth. “I want you to fuck me. Like you said you would in the movie theater. Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. I want to be stretched and filled, and I want you to do it. Please.” 
 
Morgan leaned back to study Gwen’s face, looking confused.  
 
“Are we in that kind of mood?” she asked, sounding surprised. Gwen just whimpered and pressed herself harder against the other girl. Morgan laughed lowly. "Well, alright then." She tightened her grip on Gwen's waist and spun them around, so that now Gwen was the one against the wall. 
 
Gwen stared at Morgan, their breaths mingling between them, something hot and twisted hovering over them. Gwen felt warm all over. Her heartbeat was in her ears. Morgan’s eyes were fixed on her, her hands clenched at her side as her jaw twitched. There was a long silence in which neither of them moved or made a sound. Until Gwen’s eyes dropped to Morgan’s wet lips.  
 
Within a moment, Morgan was pressed against Gwen, her leg sliding between hers to grind against her mound, pushing her back into the wall with a thud. Morgan's hand made a fist in Gwen's hair and tugged on it to the point of pain, and Gwen nipped at Morgan's bottom lip in retaliation. Morgan growled and leaned back. Her other hand was tight on Gwen’s waist, holding her in place.  
 
“That’s not how this works,” she growled. “You don’t get to tell me when to make you feel good. I do it when I want, how I want. You’re mine, which means I get to tell you what to do. Do you understand?” 
 
 Gwen glared at her, panting. Morgan's leg pressed against her sex was tantalizing, and she desperately wanted to grind down on it, but she knew that by doing so she would be giving in, that Morgan would then have all the power over her. Usually, she liked that. But right now, her cheeks were flushed with jealousy and confusion, and there was a tight ball in her chest that she didn't know the meaning of. She kept telling herself it was just lust, that this craving making her throat burn was just intense and impatient desire, but she knew somewhere that it was something more like desperate hope that she was only one Morgan wanted to do this with. 
 
Morgan met her eyes steadily. Gwen pushed forward a little, but Morgan's hands tightened in her hair and on her waist.  
 
 "That's not how it works," she said again. "Here's how we're going to do this. You're going to take your clothes off. You're going to crawl to the bed. And you're going to touch yourself, and you're not going to cum until I say you can. And you’re going to wait for me. For as long as I want to make you wait. Because you’ve been bad, and so fucking needy, it’s pathetic. Do you understand?” 
 
Gwen stared at her stepsister. Her legs were trembling. Her pussy was throbbing against the press of Morgan’s leg, and a huge part of her was more than ready to drop to the floor right then and there to shed her clothes as she followed Morgan’s commands and crawled to the bed. But there was another part of her that was still angry and hurt, and the only way she could truly show Morgan how she felt was by not complying with her demands.  
 
Morgan seemed to recognize the spark of disobedience in Gwen’s eyes, and her own gaze darkened. She rubbed her leg back and forth against Gwen’s wet pussy, and Gwen whined a little in response before quickly clamping down on any other sounds. Morgan's mouth twisted into a feral smile. She leaned forward a little, her breasts pushing against Gwen and their hips aligning. Morgan's lips were wet as they brushed against the shell of Gwen’s ear.  
 
“Actually, do you know what? It doesn’t matter whether you understand or not. Because you’re going to do it for me anyways just because I say so, aren’t you?” 
 
Gwen whimpered, and her head began to go fuzzy as Morgan’s hot hands dragged along her body. She slipped her hand from Gwen’s waist down into the waistband of her pants, so that she could rub her fingers back and forth along her slit.  
 
“You’re so fucking wet, Gwen,” she moaned. “Just from me having you against the wall, huh? So don’t act like you don’t want to do what I’m telling you right now. I know you do. And if you don’t, I’m going to leave you here, desperate and needy and wet, all alone to get yourself off. And we both know,” she added, simpering, “you need my permission to cum. Don't you?" 
 
Gwen whimpered, feeling a flood of wetness between her thighs that could very well have dampened even Morgan’s leg. She let her legs go slack, and Morgan stepped away. Gwen dropped to the ground. Quivering, she pulled off her shirt, her tits swinging free of the material. She struggled to pull off her pants and panties, and her cheeks reddened as Morgan watched her the entire time, not making a sound but with a smirk curling on her lips. 
 
Still shaking a little, the wetness of her pussy making the junction of her exposed thighs cold, Gwen crawled along the floor towards Morgan’s bed, her knees smarting against the roughness of the carpet. Morgan leaned against the wall behind her and simply watched. Gwen reached the bed and pulled herself up. She bit her lip and looked at Morgan. She didn’t know how to do this.  
 
"Well?" Morgan said, lifting a single eyebrow. "Go ahead. You know what to do, what I told you. Start getting yourself off." 
 
Gwen whimpered, but slowly, she leaned her back against the wall the bed was pushed against, and let her legs splay out in front of her, so that her pussy was exposed, gleaming in the light that came from the window. Morgan’s eyes fastened onto her cunt almost immediately as Gwen ran her fingers back and forth over her slit, collecting her juices and making them slick. She whimpered, biting her lip at the low pleasurable pressure she was giving herself. Morgan’s eyes on her were almost better, though.  
 
She pressed one finger into herself, teasing her walls where she knew her clit was, and she felt a moan edge out of her mouth involuntarily.  
 
“Fuck,” she whispered, and met Morgan’s eyes from across the room. “Please, Morgan,” she whispered. “Please, I need you so bad.” 
 
Morgan’s eyes flashed. “I know you do,” she said. “So keep on doing what you’re doing, baby. I’ll be back later.” 
 
She straightened from the wall and pulled the door open slightly to slip out, and Gwen whimpered, desperately, her heart beating so hard against her chest that it hurt as her cunt pulsed around her fingers. 
 
“Please, Morgan,” she cried again. “Please.” She wasn’t even sure what she was begging for.  
 
"Remember you can't cum until I say you can," she said with a wink, and then she was gone. 
 
Gwen stared at the closed door, the silence of the room suddenly stifling. Her fingers inside herself stilled, and she sighed. Her cunt was wet, clenching, but all her motivation to keep going had ended as soon as the door shut behind Morgan. She rubbed her fingers around herself lazily, closing her eyes and letting her head fall back against the wall.  
 
She wasn’t entirely sure what had just happened. Or what was going to happen. She knew what she wanted to happen–– Morgan had spoken in the theater about tying her down and fucking into her with a strap on, and even just thinking about those words again had her fingers in her pussy getting wetter. She thought about the way Morgan might tease her, pressing the strap on little by little until she was filled, stretched and so open, and so wet that Morgan would be able to slide in and out without any resistance. Gwen would cry out and sob in pleasure as Morgan flicked and pinched her nipples, and maybe if she was really good for her, Morgan would let Gwen touch her clit, and be able to make Morgan feel good for once…  
 
 "Well, it looks like you're doing a good job."  
 
 Gwen's eyes shot open, and she blinked, refocusing them. Morgan was closing the door as she stepped back into the room. Her skin was sprinkled with water droplets, and her hair lay in wet tendrils over her shoulders. She was wrapped in a towel, and looking bemusedly at Gwen.   
 
“Don’t stop,” she ordered, walking to her dresser, and with a whimper Gwen pumped her fingers in and out of her hole, her hips twitching forward in search of some pleasurable friction. She watched, eyes wide, as Morgan pulled out a black strap-on from the top drawer of her dresser. She let the towel fall, and then she was tying the strap on around her waist, positioning it to make it stand proudly out from her hips. She turned, and without fanfare made her way to Gwen on the bed.  
 
“Lay against the pillow,” Morgan ordered, and Gwen scrambled to do so. Morgan slid onto the bed, her eyes running over Gwen’s body. She stuck out her hand and let one finger slide between Gwen’s pussy lips, making her shudder. Morgan smiled at her reaction. 
 
 "You're so wet," she said. "I bet I don't even have to use lube, so you're such a horny slut for me." She gripped the strap on in one hand and rubbed it around Gwen’s pussy, collecting her juices and making the dildo shine with her wetness. Morgan looked down at it, her eyes gleaming, before her gaze shifted back to Gwen.  
 
“Why don’t you taste yourself?” she said, a teasing note in her voice, and then she was tugging up on Gwen’s hair to pull her head forward.  
 
Gwen blinked at the shining dildo, and looked up at Morgan through her lashes. The other girl just blinked down at her, offering no help. She raised an eyebrow expectantly. Slowly, Gwen poked her tongue out from between her lips to swirl around the head of the toy. She swallowed the tangy sweetness of herself. Morgan pulled her head away after only a few moments, laughing.  
 
“Honestly, that was mostly just to see you struggle with something you’ve never had to do before,” she said with a wink, and Gwen stared at her incredulously.  
 
She opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, Morgan was lowering her head to press her mouth hard against Gwen's. She licked into her mouth, and Gwen opened for her. She closed her eyes and let Morgan’s body press her back down to lay against the pillows. Morgan settled herself between her legs, and the strap on lay against her stomach. Gwen shivered, imagining what it would feel like inside her.   
 
Gwen stared up at Morgan, her eyes trailing over the slope of her jaw and the red line of her lips. Her hair was still damp from her shower and fell over her shoulder, curling at the ends. Her long, dark lashes framed her eyes, and they cast shadows over her cheeks. Their eyes met, and Morgan's eyes softened for the first time the whole night. She let go of one of Gwen's thighs to gently place her hand on Gwen's cheek instead. Her thumb brushed over her lips. 
 
"Is this okay?" she whispered. "I'm not going to put it in unless I hear you say it’s okay.” 
 
Gwen took a deep, shaky breath. She didn’t know how she felt about a lot of things–– about Morgan talking to that girl on her phone, about the dark question of what would happen in Boston, even about Morgan in general–– but she knew that she wanted this. There was no question there. She nodded.  
 
“Yes,” she whispered back. “I do.”  
 
“You’re sure?” 
 
“Yes.” She bit her lip. “I… before. At the movie theater. You said you wanted to tie me up and fuck me. Are you… are you not going to do that?" 
 
Morgan frowned.  
 
"This is your first time doing this," she said slowly, after a moment. "We're taking this slow." 
 
“But I want it.” 
 
Morgan looked amused. She leaned forward and bit lightly at Gwen’s neck, trailing kisses up until she was whispering into Gwen’s ear. “And I say no,” she murmured. She pulled at Gwen’s earlobe with her teeth. “And I don’t think you want to go against me again, do you? I might remember that I have to do something else other than just shower.” 
 
Gwen felt a flood of fear at the thought of having to wait longer.  
 
“No, no,” she said quickly. “This is fine. And I… I want it. Please.”  
 
Morgan studied for another moment and then nodded. 
 
“Okay.” 
 
The strap on, which had been still, soft against the quivering ring of muscles leading into Gwen’s hot walls, pushed in deeper, and Gwen gasped. Morgan kept her hand on Gwen’s cheek, her thumb rubbing over her skin soothingly.  
 
“Just relax, babe,” she hummed. “You’re being such a good girl for me. God, look at you. Keep being good for me, okay?” 
 
Gwen whimpered. She hadn’t ever felt so stretched, so full. The toy was wider than the three fingers Morgan had had in her before, and it spread her in a different way, dragged at her pussy lips in a different way. It went deeper. Gwen keened and threw her head back against the pillow, her toes curling as the strange and unfamiliar sensation melted into hot pleasure. Morgan’s breath was shaky above her, her fingers trembling where she held her face, and Gwen moaned.  
 
“Fuck, Morgan," she groaned. "Please, please - fuck. It… it feels so good. Please. Harder." 
 
Morgan moaned, and then she was pulling out, pushing in, pulling out, until she had a steady rhythm that was enough to make her cry out wordlessly, her head flooded with the desperate need for more, more, more.  
 
“Fuck, Gwen, you look so good when you’re fucked out like that,” Morgan gasped. She took her hand off Gwen’s cheek to run down her body, her fingernails dragging and making Gwen shiver. She flicked at her nipples, and then further down to circle around her clit. Gwen thought she was going to pass out, the pleasure was so good. And it was only building as Morgan thrust into her, over and over again.  
 
“Fuck, Morgan,” Gwen cried. Her legs, which had been loosely balanced on Morgan’s hips, tightened and pulled her closer, pulling her deeper. Her own hips pushed upward to meet Morgan thrust for thrust.  
 
"Fuck, it feels so good." 
 
Morgan was moaning too, sweat dampening her forehead as the strap on pressed indirect pressure onto her clit. She licked the fingers of her free hand and pushed them under the base part of the strap-on to rub them roughly against her own clit, biting her lip and feeling her skin burn hot with how turned on she was. 
 
“Morgan, Morgan,” Gwen moaned, and she was reaching up so that she could push Morgan’s fingers out of the way to tease her fingers around Morgan’s clit. Morgan’s hand fell away, and her hips stuttered as her head fell forward, her breath catching.  
 
“Fuck, Gwen,” she breathed. “You make me feel so good, babe. Keep touching me, just like that. Fuck.” 
 
They moaned, thrusting wildly against each other and rubbing desperately at each other's clit, and then Gwen was coming, her pleasure spilling out of her with a rush of wetness and a high, loud moan. Morgan kept pushing into her as she came, and when Gwen was lying still, panting and spent against the pillows, Morgan pulled out of her and quickly undid the strap on, letting it fall on the ground. She fell against the pillows next to Gwen, slipping her fingers into herself, and within heartbeats she was coming too. Gwen turned her head to swallow Morgan’s moan as she did.  
 
The two girls lay panting next to one another, staring up at the ceiling.  
 
Her head warm and fuzzy post-orgasm, Gwen almost didn’t realize she had opened her mouth until she heard her own words.  
 
"Morgan," she started. "Am I the… I mean, right now, is there…" she stopped herself, her brow furrowing. Did she even have any right to ask Morgan if anyone was waiting for her back in Boston? It wasn't like the two of them were dating–– Gwen didn’t have any right to act like a jealous girlfriend. And she wasn’t. She wasn’t jealous at all. She was just...curious. She just wondered. She closed her eyes and took a steadying breath.  
 
“What is it?” 
 
Gwen’s eyes flew open as Morgan spoke. 
 
“What?” 
 
“You were asking me something, and then you stopped. What is it?” 
 
“It’s nothing.” 
 
Morgan turned on her side to look at Gwen’s profile.  
 
“Why were you so mad at me?” she asked. Her voice was low. “I could tell you were. You were using sex with me for some reason, but I can’t imagine what. I thought we were good–– is everything okay?” 
 
Gwen bit her lip and kept her eyes carefully trained above her.  
 
"It was nothing," she said carefully. "I don't know what you're talking about." She knew Morgan didn't believe her by the way her gaze hardened. “Really,” she added weakly.  
 
“What are you keeping from me?” 
 
Gwen felt anger rise in her. 
 
“What are you keeping from me?” she shot back, looking at Morgan. The other girl's brow furrowed. 
 
“What are you talking about?” 
 
Gwen felt sick. She didn’t want to fight with Morgan. She wanted to press their naked bodies against each other and shake together with the pleasurable aftershocks of their orgasms. She wanted to kiss Morgan softly, just to kiss her. She just wanted to be held by her, and to be happy in her arms.  
 
She turned on her side away from Morgan. 
 
“It was nothing,” she said again, making it clear the conversation was over. Morgan sighed.  
 
“Whatever,” she said. She stood and went to the other bed, and Gwen shivered. She hadn't realized how warm Morgan was next to her. She also realized that actually, she was the one in Morgan's bed, but when she thought about saying something, she felt tears rise in her eyes. She closed them tightly and fell asleep to the sound of Morgan’s soft breaths across the room.  
 

  
   


    6. A Chance Encounter 
 
    When she walked into the coffee shop, Gwen had her eyes trained on the menu, her lips soundlessly reciting Morgan’s order, since the other girl had refused to get out of the car to order herself. So when she ran straight into someone, spilling her coffee all over the two of them, she knew she was the one to blame for it.  
 
    “Oh, shit,” she swore, dropping to the ground to pick up the spilling disposable cup. “I’m so sorry, here, let me help you.” 
 
    “Gwen?” 
 
    Gwen frowned and looked up. A girl with curly black hair, her eyes framed by thick, mascara covered eyelashes, was blinking down at her. Gwen let out a shocked laugh and stood. Mercedes opened her arms and Gwen immediately stepped into them, their hot coffee-soaked shirts pressed between them.  
 
    “Oh my god, Gwen, hi," Mercedes laughed. "I can't believe I just spilled my coffee all over you. I'm so sorry." 
 
    “No, no, don’t worry about it. Honestly. That was all my fault.” 
 
    “God, it’s been forever, hasn’t it?” Mercedes mused. Gwen pulled some napkins out of a dispenser on a nearby table and handed them to the other girl. They bent down, soaking up the spilled coffee. Mercedes continued, "I think the last time I saw you was right before you left for college." 
 
    Gwen flushed, her eyes dropping from Mercedes’s face to the mess on the ground in front of her. She still remembered that night. Mercedes was staring at her, tears flowing freely down to her chin and her mascara clumping thickly around her eyes. Gwen’s hands were fluttering in front of her, uncertain of what to do as tears wet her own face. 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” she said slowly, starting to gather up the dripping napkins. Mercedes touched her hand gently, and Gwen looked up to meet her eyes. She was smiling kindly, and Gwen’s eyes dropped down for a moment to look at those lips she had once known so well. She quickly looked back up to meet Mercedes’s gaze. Her smile widened.  
 
    “We should catch up,” Mercedes said. “I’d love to hear how you’re doing. You look fantastic.”  
 
    “Oh.” Gwen bit her lip and looked down to where Mercedes’s hand was still resting gently on top of hers. It was warm. “Yeah, you’d be great. To catch up with, I mean,” Gwen added quickly, feeling her cheeks heat up as heat rushed up her neck. Mercedes just laughed, standing and holding a hand down to Gwen to help her up as well.  
 
    “Good. You have my number, right?” 
 
    “Um. Yeah.” 
 
"Text me when you're free, we'll set something up. I'm sorry to just rush, but I'm on my way to this thing, and it looks like I'll have to stop home and change." Mercedes gestured to her coffee-stained shirt, and Gwen’s eyes followed the movement. She felt her cheeks warm even more.  
 
    “Oh shit, I’m so sorry. Here, let me buy you a new coffee, at least.” 
 
"Nah, don't worry about it. Next time, though." Mercedes smiled and pulled Gwen into another hug. Gwen slowly settled her arms around the other girl's waist and took a deep breath before stepping away.  
 
    “I’ll text you,” she promised as Mercedes walked towards the door. She held up a hand in farewell, and then was gone. Gwen took a deep breath and then walked towards the register. 
 
"Hi, how can I help you?" the barista said with a smile, her eyes flicking down to look at Gwen's coffee-stained shirt before she looked back up and pointedly did not comment.   
 
    “Could I have a macchiato, and a...um.” Gwen bit her lip. Fuck. She’d forgotten Morgan’s order.  
 

 
     Morgan looked up from her phone as Gwen slid into the driver's seat, two disposable mugs in her hand. She passed one to Morgan silently. Morgan took a sip and frowned. She looked at Gwen.  
 
    “This isn’t a black tea with sugar.” 
 
    “Um, no. It’s black coffee with milk.” 
 
    “That’s basically the opposite of what I ordered.” 
 
    “Um. Yeah.” 
 
    Morgan rolled her eyes but took another sip from the cup. Her eyes were trained on Gwen as she started the car and pulled out of the parking spot.  
 
    “Your shirt is covered in coffee,” she said, and Gwen sighed.  
 
    “I know. I ran right into somebody.” 
 
    “I know. I saw. Who was she?” 
 
    “You saw?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was totally your fault, by the way.” Her voice was teasing, and Gwen laughed. 
 
"Yeah, I know. It was fine, though."  
 
"So, who was she? It looked like you knew her."  
 
    “Oh. Well,” Gwen started, shifting in her seat as she turned on the blinker. Why was she suddenly hesitant to tell Morgan about Mercedes? “She was my ex. I dated her in high school.” 
 
    “Your ex,” Morgan repeated, and her voice was colder. Gwen flicked her gaze towards her. Morgan was staring straight ahead out the front windshield. “You looked friendly.” 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, it’s been three years since we broke up. I’m not angry about it still or anything like that. There’s no bad blood.” 
 
    “Did you break up with her?” 
 
"No. She did with me. She was staying in town for college and didn't want to do the long distance thing. It was like, right before I left for college."  
 
    “And you’re still friendly with her?” 
 
    Gwen frowned and turned her head to look at Morgan as they stopped at a red light.  
 
    “You’re very curious.” 
 
Morgan shrugged and curled her lip.  
 
"You're my stepsister now," she said, in a sour voice. "I gotta look out for you."  
 
    Gwen rolled her eyes and looked back at the road.  
 
    “Don’t be weird.” 
 
    “What? It’s true. I’m your stepsister. What’s the matter with that?” 
 
    “Nothing, it’s just weird. I don’t know why.” 
 
    “Hm.” Morgan bit her lip, and then put her drink down in the cupholder. She turned in her seat to face Gwen and leaned forward to lick at Gwen's ear. 
 
    Gwen sucked in a breath and leaned away slightly, surprised, but Morgan just followed her, tugging lightly on her earlobe as her tongue traced the contours of her ear. Gwen shivered, Morgan’s breath hot against the side of her face. 
 
"What are you doing?" she demanded, keeping her gaze carefully trained on the road in front of her. Morgan hummed. 
 
    “Is it weird because we’re stepsisters who do this?” she whispered. Gwen’s neck prickled as Morgan dragged her lips along her skin. One of her hands landed on Gwen’s bare thigh, rubbing near where her shorts met her skin on the inside of her leg. Gwen shifted, feeling her pussy dampen with interest as her heart sped in her chest. She flexed her hands against the steering wheel. 
 
"Morgan, I'm driving," she said sternly, but as Morgan moved her hand to rub at her mound, Gwen just bit back her whimper. She didn’t move away. Morgan unbuttoned Gwen’s shorts and unzipped it as much as she could with Gwen sitting. She slipped a finger beneath Gwen’s sheer panties and pushed lightly around Gwen’s clit, which she could just reach, and Gwen moaned. 
 
    “C’mon, Gwen,” Morgan whispered. “Tell me. Does this feel weird to you?” 
 
   She lowered her head slowly to lick at Gwen’s exposed slit through her panties. Her hand slipped beneath Gwen’s coffee-damp shirt to drag her fingernails against her stomach and press against her bra. Gwen whimpered and bit her lip, her hands tightening on the steering wheel. She stared hard at the road in front of her and sent up a silent prayer of thanks that there weren’t currently any other cars on the road.  
 
   Morgan’s breath was hot against her pussy, and her cunt clenched with want. Gwen bit her lip. She wanted to be filled, but she knew it was impossible with her sitting. Also, she was driving, and this was incredibly dangerous. Right. This is incredibly dangerous, she reminded herself. 
 
   “Morgan,” she breathed, as Morgan’s tongue traced around her clit. “Morgan, you gotta stop. This is dangerous.” 
 
   Morgan sat up again and smiled. Her lips were red and wet with Gwen’s juices.  
 
   “Well, that’s new,” she teased. “You, giving orders. What do you want me to do instead, Gwen? Where should I kiss you instead?” She leaned forward to press her lips at the junction of Gwen’s shoulder and throat. “How about right here, baby?” she whispered. “What if I kiss you right here, where everybody can see? So everybody knows what we do together?” 
 
   “Fuck Morgan,” Gwen moaned, craning her head so that Morgan had better access to her throat.  
 
   “You taste so good, Gwen,” Morgan groaned. Her hand came back to grind down against Gwen’s mound, and Gwen whimpered as an aching want filled her entire body. “God, I want you right now. I can’t wait.” 
 
   “Morgan, we’re like two minutes away from the house,” Gwen grit out. “Can you please fucking wait?”  
 
   Morgan hummed and leaned away. She pulled her hands away from Gwen.  
 
   “You’re quite demanding today, Gwen,” she said musingly. “I’m not sure I like it. I might have to punish you for it later.” 
 
   Gwen bit her lip and pressed down harder on the gas.  
 
   
 
   When they walked into the house, Gwen wanted to head straight upstairs with Morgan to their bedroom. But her mom was already walking down the stairs, and she frowned when she saw Gwen and her ruined shirt. 
 
   “Gwen! What happened to your shirt?” she exclaimed. Gwen closed her eyes. She could feel how wet her pussy was, and she could practically feel Morgan holding in a laugh next to her.  
 
   “I ran into Mercedes at the coffee shop,” Gwen said. “Literally.” 
 
   “Mercedes? Really?” Her mother said excitedly, and Gwen winced. Mercedes and her mother had always been weirdly close, which had been amusing while they were together, but weird when they’d broken up. Unbidden, the thought of her mother’s relationship with Morgan came to her mind– that they were literally stepmother and stepdaughter– and she quickly pushed the thought away. 
 
   "How is she doing?" her mother continued, and Gwen shrugged. 
 
   "She was kind of in a rush. We didn't get to talk. We, um." She shifted, keenly aware of Morgan standing next to her. "We might get lunch or something. She wants me to text her.” 
 
   “Oh, that’s great, Gwen,” her mother gushed. Morgan was still beside her. “You two were great together. I’d like it if you were at least friends again.” 
 
   “Yeah, maybe.” Gwen subtly pulled on Morgan’s sleeve and started to edge past her mother on the stairs. “I’ll let you know.” 
 
   “Please do. I’m heading out to meet a friend, but I’ll be back for dinner if you need me.” 
 
   “Alright, thanks.” 
 
   Gwen and Morgan slipped into their room as Gwen’s mother left, and Gwen turned to face Morgan, eager to pick up where they had left off in the car. Her brow furrowed, though, when she saw Morgan frowning at her.  
 
   “What is it?” 
 
   “I don’t think you should get lunch with your ex,” Morgan said. Gwen blinked.  
 
   “What? Why not?” 
 
   “It’s just… she’s your ex. She broke up with you. You shouldn’t give her a second chance because she smiled at you and spilled coffee on you.” 
 
   “Who said I was giving her a second chance?” Gwen demanded, frowning. She didn’t know where this was coming from. 
 
   "C'mon, Gwen. What do you think 'lunch' is? Do you really think she just wants to catch up with you?" 
 
   “Yeah, I do,” Gwen snapped back. “Some of us have normal relationships with our exes.” 
 
   Morgan frowned.  
 
   “What the hell does that mean?” 
 
   “Nothing,” Gwen sighed. She remembered Morgan's soft voice as she spoke to that girl on the phone, saying she'd love to see her again. "It's just… it's none of your business, Morgan. I can talk to who I want." 
 
   Morgan sighed. “You’re right. You’re right. I’m sorry. That wasn’t fair of me. I don’t…. We’re not… you’re allowed to talk to whoever you want.” 
 
    “Yeah. I am.” Gwen tossed her hair over her shoulder, her voice hard, but her chest felt like there was something heavy sitting on top of it. She didn’t want this. Whatever this conversation was, she didn’t like it.  
 
   Her gaze shifted from Morgan towards the other girl's bed, and she frowned. A small, opened suitcase was lying open on the bed, a couple of shirts and some jeans thrown in haphazardly. 
 
   “What’s the suitcase for?”  
 
   “The suitcase? Oh, I thought I’d told you.” 
 
   Gwen felt cold, and she didn’t know why. 
 
   “Told me what?” 
 
   “I’m going up to Boston for a few days. I’m seeing an old friend.” 
 
   Gwen went from being cold to being boiling hot.  
 
   “What friend?”  
 
   “An old one,” Morgan repeated, frowning. “I knew her since I was a kid. I haven’t seen her in a long time.” 
 
   Gwen closed her eyes. It had to be the friend that Morgan’s father had mentioned, the “friend” Morgan had been inseparable from. Who she had made childhood plans to marry, who she had planned to go to college with. Who she had had a sudden, secret falling out with, and who she had told on the phone that nothing important had happened to her in the past few weeks. That “friend.” 
 
   “Right,” Gwen said slowly, her voice tight. “Well. Are we picking up where we left off, then?” 
 
   Morgan blinked at her and then laughed. She stepped forward and captured Gwen's lips in a kiss, pulling her close as she licked into her mouth. Gwen keened and tugged on Morgan's bottom lip lightly, swiping her tongue over the other girl’s full mouth. Morgan walked backward, holding on to Gwen as she made her way to her bed. Gwen reached behind her and shoved the suitcase off the bed, and Morgan spun them around so that she could lay Gwen out on the bed and hover above her. 
 
   Morgan’s fingers tightened on her waist and pressed herself closer against Gwen. The weight of Morgan pushing her down, trapping Gwen in the other girl’s embrace gave her a tight feeling in her chest. She loved the feeling of losing control to Morgan when they were like this– when Morgan took over her body, trapping her physically, but also with her words and orders and gaze– fuck, it made heat curl in Gwen’s stomach like nothing ever had before.  
 
    Morgan’s lips drifted from Gwen’s mouth to drag against her neck, biting down to her collarbone. Gwen gasped, her breath catching her throat, as Morgan sucked and bit at her skin before licking, soothing the reddened skin.  
 
    “You… you’re leaving marks,” Gwen panted. Morgan smirked.  
 
    “Yeah, I am. I want everyone to know what we do. I want that girl to look at you and know exactly what’s going on. I want them to know what a little slut you are, so desperate and needy.” As she spoke, Morgan moved one of her hands down Gwen’s waist and under her panties to rub back and forth over Gwen’s slit, gathering Gwen’s juices on her hand, making it slick. The light touch of her against her sex was making Gwen’s head hazy, and she breathed in high, sharp gasps.  
 
    “Look how wet you are for me," Morgan murmured. "Just from a couple of hickeys. You really are desperate for me, aren't you?" 
 
    “Fuck, Morgan,” she hissed, and Morgan laughed. 
 
    “But I want them to know it was me,” she said, continuing her former train of thought. “I want them to know what a needy little slut you are for me, and only me. Aren’t you?” She bit at Gwen’s collar again, sucking another hickey into her skin. Gwen whined. 
 
    “Yes, yes, only for you,” she gasped. Morgan’s fingers were still teasing between her folds, only just brushing against the tight ring of muscles at the entrance to her hole, and avoiding her clit altogether. “Please, Morgan, fuck. I need your fingers. Please.” 
 
    “I like hearing you beg for me,” Morgan grinned. Her other hand was massaging against Gwen’s heaving tits, pinching at her nipples and sending shocks through the desperate girl that went straight to her pussy. “I like knowing how much you want me.” She pushed herself up, moving to straddle Gwen. She looked thoughtful. Gwen panted beneath her, her cunt clenching with want, but she kept silent, waiting.  
 
    “Put her hands above your head,” Morgan finally said, and Gwen practically wrenched her shoulders out of their sockets, she moved to follow the other girl's order so fast. 
 
Morgan pulled Gwen's panties off. Smirking, she rubbed her fingers slightly against the wet patch on it that Gwen had left with her lust. She grabbed Gwen's wrists and pulled them together, and before Gwen could even think to ask what she was doing Morgan was tying her hands together above her head with her panties and looping them around the headboard.  
 
    Gwen whimpered, biting her lip. Morgan looked down at her. Her eyes were dark.  
 
    “Fuck, I love seeing you all tied up for me," she murmured. "You look so fucking good like that, Gwen. All open and wet and dripping." She licked her lips before standing. 
 
    Gwen whimpered in protest as the weight of Morgan on top of her left, but Morgan just laughed at her as she strode across the room to her dresser. Gwen’s heart pounded as she opened up that top drawer which always promised something exciting and intense. Her pussy dampened, and she wondered if she was leaving a wet patch on Morgan’s bedspread.  
 
    “What am I in the mood for today, Gwen?” Morgan called out, her voice sing song-y. “I think I have an idea. You just wait right there, babe. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    “Morgan, no, please,” Gwen begged as Morgan grabbed her bathrobe and wrapped it around herself. “Please, I can’t wait, please don’t go.” 
 
Morgan laughed and turned back to the dresser. She grabbed something, and Gwen bit her lip as she recognized the vibrator from the movie theater. Morgan stepped towards Gwen lying tied on the bed. Morgan dragged her fingernails along Gwen's body, pressing against the hickeys she had left and making Gwen whine at the dull pain as she shivered in want at the touch. Morgan circled her nipples and moved down towards her slick pussy. She pressed a finger into Gwen and curled it, rubbing against the inside of her walls, making Gwen see white with pleasure. She moaned loudly, her back arching and her legs straining with desire. Her orgasm was building, and building fast.  
 
    “Morgan, Morgan, please, fuck,” she cried. “Fuck, that feels so good, please. Harder.” 
 
    Morgan laughed. “God, you really are desperate, aren’t you?” she murmured. She pulled her hand away from Gwen, leaving her empty, and the tied-up girl sobbed. Morgan turned the vibrator she had grabbed from her dresser on to the lowest setting and rubbed it against the folds of Gwen's sex, making it wet and making her shake with pleasure. When it shone with Gwen's juices, Morgan slowly pushed it into Gwen's cunt, and Gwen threw her head back, gasping breathlessly as her stomach tightened and her hips thrust forward involuntarily against nothing. Morgan was grinning down at her.  
 
   “Just wait for me, babe,” Morgan ordered. “I’ll be back soon.”  
 
    She disappeared, and Gwen was left to squirm desperately on the bed by herself, her clit pulsing, desperate for friction, while her hole clenched wantingly around nothing.   
 
"Fuck," she whispered to herself, tears in her eyes. She had never felt so desperate, so needing to be touched. The build-up from the car had driven her crazy, and now to be left on the edge again, her cunt clenching around a vibrator that kept her on edge but was just low enough not to send her over, tied up with no way to relieve herself, was too much.   
 
    Gwen flipped her body so that her arms were twisted awkwardly and painfully above her head, but she ignored it. She rutted against the bed, rubbing her thighs together and pressing her tits down into the mattress so that she could feel the sensation rub at her sensitive, hardened nipples. She knew she must have looked ridiculous, fucking herself against a bed uselessly while she whimpered and cried with need, but she didn't care. She had never been so turned on, so desperate to cum. 
 
    Gwen had no idea how long she was doing that for when Morgan came back. She stopped squirming at the sound of the door opening and relocking, and wriggled back onto her back so that she could blink at Morgan standing across the room from her. The girl’s eyes were dark with lust, her lips parted as she stared at Gwen. A hand was slipping between the folds of her robe, and Gwen's eyes drifted down to the movement under the fabric that let her know exactly how fast Morgan was rubbing at her own clit. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re really needy today, aren’t you, baby?” Morgan moaned. “God, so desperate you’re trying to fuck yourself against the bed. You want me that much?” 
 
"Morgan, please," Gwen sobbed. The vibrator was making heat curl in her body, and everything felt too hot, too much. Her nipples were tight and hard, the inside of her thighs slick with the dripping wetness from her pussy. "I need you. Please, please, I need to cum."  
 
    “I can see that,” Morgan replied, almost sounding amused. Through the aching yearning that was clouding her mind, Gwen had the distant urge to throw something at her.  
 
    Morgan walked towards her, shedding her robe along the way, and Gwen’s eyes focused on the glass of ice water she was holding. Morgan straddled her again, and Gwen keened at the press of their mounds together. The weight of her made the vibrator’s intensity feel all the more strong.  
 
    “Here’s what we’re going to do, babe,” Morgan murmured. She set the glass on the table next to the bed, but not before fishing a single ice cube out of it. Gwen’s breath quickened. “I’m going to sit on your face, and you’re going to lick me and eat me out for as long as I want you to. And I think I’m going to leave the vibrator in, at least for a little longer, while I play with this.” She held up the ice cube. A drop of it rolled down her fingers to land on the heated skin of Gwen’s stomach, and she shivered, a soft whimper escaping at the sudden cold. Morgan smiled.  
 
    She shifted off Gwen and moved up her body, turning so that her pussy was hovering over Gwen’s face. Gwen didn’t wait to be told before she was lifting her head slightly to lick between Morgan's folds, and she felt her own pussy clench as Morgan's thighs tightened on the sides of her head. Morgan gave a pleased groan as Gwen sucked gently on her clit and then pushed her tongue into her wet hole, moaning at the heady taste of her.  
 
Morgan leaned down against Gwen's body. Gwen felt the touch of the ice cube against her stomach, and she flinched instinctively at the sudden cold. Morgan ignored her reaction but for a slight chuckle, and as she pushed the ice cube around her abdomen, she kissed along the cold, wet path. The opposing feelings of the freezing ice on her heated skin with the following touch of Morgan's soft lips made her toes curl and her back arch, as she fucked her tongue in and out of Morgan’s cunt.  
 
    “God, Gwen, your tongue is so fucking good,” Morgan moaned. Her breath was hot against Gwen’s hip as she sucked a hickey into the junction of her hip and abdomen. “Just like that, baby. Keep making me feel good. Fuck.” 
 
    Morgan dragged her hands up and Gwen's body, digging her nails into her waist and leaving red marks. Gwen's entire body felt like it was on fire, and the cold ice cube Morgan was now pressing so, so, gently against her clit wasn't doing anything to help. 
 
    Morgan pulled the vibrator out of her, and Gwen felt relief as the overwhelming feeling of hovering so close to the edge without being able to go over faded. But she was also desperate for that final push. She pressed her tongue against Morgan's clit as Morgan lowered her own head to press her mouth against Gwen’s cunt. Her finger curled into her cunt, and Gwen whimpered, her hands straining against her restraints as she fought the need to touch Morgan.  
 
"Don't cum until I say you can, Gwen," Morgan panted. "And keep fucking me so good, babe.” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, barely able to think, but kept going. She could tell by the way Morgan’s pussy was pulsing around her tongue that she was close. When Morgan came, she lifted her head from between Gwen’s legs to moan, throwing her head back. And as her hips pushed down against Gwen's face, her thighs shivered on either side of her head. With the taste of Morgan's orgasm on her tongue, Gwen didn't know if she could last much longer. 
 
    Morgan shifted off Gwen, and instead lay alongside her. Morgan’s finger was still inside the tied girl, and she rubbed it slowly inside of her as she slipped in two more. 
 
    “Please, please, Morgan” Gwen whispered. She could barely form words, she was so desperate.  
 
"Alright, Gwen," Morgan said. She pressed a kiss into Gwen's shoulder. "You can cum."  
 
Gwen's orgasm rolled over her like a hurricane, and Morgan swallowed her cries. Her sweat-soaked body arched as her legs twitched, her hips thrusting against Morgan’s fingers as her cunt pulsed. When it finally passed, she lay panting, her arms slack in their restraints as sweat and tears wet the pillow beneath her.  
 
    Morgan quickly untied her and then maneuvered them so that she was holding Gwen,  pressing soft kisses into her skin and murmuring gentle words of praise and comfort in her ear. Gwen closed her eyes and let herself drift towards sleep, exhausted. She wondered if Morgan had ever held her “friend” like this. If she would hold her like this when Morgan went to visit her over the weekend. Morgan wrapped her arms around Gwen and kissed her.  
 

  
  
  
   
 

                
               
 7. Morgan’s Trip 
 
    The house was quiet without Morgan in it, and Gwen couldn't decide whether it was more pathetic to fill her time by lying in bed all day being lonely or to purposefully seek out her mom to hang out with. She decided on the latter if just for the prospect of human interaction, which was how she found herself standing at the kitchen counter, rubbing her eyes with the back of her wrists as she helped her mom cut onions for dinner and chattered gossip about neighbors she only vaguely remembered.  
 
   Morgan’s dad, Rick, was seated at the table, staring at his laptop with a frown on his face. Every now and then her mom would ask him something, and he would just grunt in reply. Gwen cast him curious glances every couple of minutes. She didn't really know anything Rick if she was honest with herself. He and her mom had met when she had already left for college, and their wedding was only the fourth time she had met him. Gwen didn't particularly care-- she was an adult, after all, so it wasn't as though she was looking for a whole new father figure. They’d never really spent time together without her mom being there, and Gwen was fine with that. As long as her mom was happy, she was happy.  
 
   “Geraldine called the other day, do you remember her? She was thinking about going to see a movie. How was that one you and Morgan went to see the other week, Gwen? Worth buying a ticket for?" 
 
   “Um.” Gwen could feel her face flush red, her mom and Rick watching her. “It was kind of boring, actually. I was falling asleep by the end of it.” 
 
   Right, she’d fallen asleep because the movie was so boring, not because of the way Morgan had coaxed her to an orgasm, her mouth dirtier than it had ever been; or because of the way Morgan’s lips had felt against her skin, wet and hot, as she swirled assured fingers against Gwen’s clit, making her head fuzzy with pleasure. And certainly not because she’d been so exhausted from the way Morgan slowly, slowly, turned up the vibrator, so that she was left keening and on edge and discernibly not paying attention to the entire movie.  
 
   “Oh, Rick, that reminds me,” Gwen’s mom said, snapping her fingers so that Gwen’s face was flecked with spaghetti sauce, “Morgan called earlier. She said she’d be back from Boston sometime tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
   “Oh. Good.” 
 
     "I was thinking we could all go out to lunch or something. You know, as a 'welcome back.'"   
 
     "She's only been gone a weekend," Gwen interrupted. "When I came back from college after four months, I didn't get a welcome back lunch."   
 
   “That’s because you're a brat," her mom teased, lifting her clean hand to wipe off some of the spaghetti splatter off her daughter's face. "Besides, we should be spending as much time together as we can. It won't be long before you and Morgan head back to Boston for school, not just for a weekend.” 
 
   “Lunch sounds nice,” Rick said. “There’s that new Mediterranean place I’ve wanted to try.” 
 
   “Don’t you think Morgan should pick?” Gwen pointed out. Rick’s brow furrowed, and he looked up from his laptop to level his gaze at her.  
 
   Gwen’s mom laughed.  
 
   “She has a point there, Rick,” she teased. “Besides, does Morgan even like Mediterranean?”  
 
     "No," Gwen said. "She doesn't like olives. She likes Ethiopian, though."  
 
   “Well, there you go. I guess we’re getting Ethiopian.” 
 
   Gwen smiled and ignored Rick's heavy gaze still watching her. 
 
   The landline suddenly rang from the living room, and Gwen’s mom quickly washed her hands off.  
 
   “That must be your grandmother,” she said to Gwen, rolling her eyes with a fond smile. “Poor woman still can’t figure out cell phones.”  
 
     She turned and walked out the door, leaving Gwen and Rick alone. Rick was still looking at Gwen. She shifted uncomfortably and focused on the half-cut onion under her fingers. While Morgan had inherited her looks from her mother, which meant that she and her father looked almost nothing alike (thank God, Gwen thought) there was still something about how piercing their glares were that were eerily similar.  
 
   “So has Morgan called you since she went to Boston?” Rick asked. Gwen frowned down at her onion.  
 
   “No. She texted me to say that she’d gotten there alright, but I haven’t heard anything since.” 
 
   “Hm. Well, I’m not surprised.” 
 
   Don’t ask, Gwen begged herself. You don’t want to know, so just don’t ask what he’s talking about.  
 
   “What do you mean?” she asked.  
 
   “Well, Morgan’s kind of a free spirit, you know? She doesn’t really like being tied down in a relationship.” 
 
   Gwen’s hands felt cold, frozen, poised mid-cut over the onion. “Relationship?” 
 
   Rick waved his hand dismissively. “Relationship in every sense of the word. Partners, friends, family.”  
 
   “Oh.” 
 
     Gwen bit her lip. Was she "tying Morgan down?" She didn't think so. There wasn't even anything to tie down. They weren't dating; Gwen wasn't even sure if calling them friends with benefits was accurate. Saying that they were just stepsisters who fucked was certainly out of the question. So, yeah, Gwen didn't know what they were, but she knew that she certainly didn’t want to be the one that drove Morgan away because she was being too clingy or something.   
 
   “You and Morgan have been getting along better than before,” Rick said suddenly, and Gwen looked back up at him. “A lot better than you were before.” 
 
     "Oh. Well," Gwen shrugged. "We kind of figured we were sisters, you know? It's not like either of us is just going to go away. We figured we should probably make the best of it, and try to at least get along."  
 
   “Hm. Well you certainly seem to be getting along. In fact, I don’t know if Morgan has ever spent so much time holed up in her bedroom with someone before like she does with you.” Rick lifted his hands from the keyboard and steepled them under his chin. His eyes didn’t move from Gwen’s face. “It’s almost impressive, how fast your relationship with each other changed.”  
 
   “Um. Yeah,” Gwen agreed, feeling her palms slicken with uncertainty. She didn’t like the implication that lay behind his words, the way his eyes were a little too focused on her face. 
 
   “Well, I’m glad for it. It makes your mother very happy. Just don’t be surprised if she suddenly has a bunch of new friends to hang out with. It’s nothing to worry about. It’s just how she is.” Rick settled back in his seat and turned his gaze back to his laptop. Gwen stared at him, waiting for him to say something else, but he didn’t. She looked back down at her cutting board and started chopping the onion again. Its heavy scent wafted over her face, and tears flowed freely from her eyes.  
 


   After dinner that night, as her mom and Rick sat in the living room arguing over game show answers, Gwen crept upstairs to her and Morgan’s bedroom. She closed the door and locked it behind her. She sat on Morgan’s bed, pulling her knees up to her chin, and dialed Morgan’s number. She held the phone close to her ear and told herself to keep on taking deep breaths.  
 
   It rang for a long time, and for a moment Gwen thought that Morgan would ignore her call. But then there was a click, and Morgan’s breathless voice was in her ear.  
 
   “Hey, Gwen!” she greeted cheerily. “Shit, I was on the other side of the apartment. I didn’t think I’d make it in time to pick up. What’s up?” 
 
   “Oh, um. Well. It’s alright. What have you been up to?” 
 
   “Not much. Just hanging out with friends, going to bars and stuff. The usual. It kind of just feels like a regular weekend at school, except there’s no homework I’m ignoring and feeling guilty about.” 
 
   Gwen let out a soft laugh. Fuck, she’d missed Morgan’s voice. It had only a few days. How did she miss her so much already? She remembered Rick’s voice, saying 'she doesn't really like being tied down', and 'Just don't be surprised if she suddenly has a bunch of new friends to hang out with'. It's nothing to worry about. It's just how she is. Her laugh died suddenly in her throat, that she tried to cover up with a harsh cough.  
 
   Morgan didn’t fall for it. 
 
   “Everything okay?” 
 
   “I don’t know. How’s Boston?” 
 
   “Boston’s fine. It’s how it always is. But tell me what’s up.” 
 
   “I think your dad knows about us.” 
 
   For a long moment, all Gwen could hear were Morgan’s breaths.  
 
   “What do you mean he knows about us?” 
 
   “I don't know. He was saying a bunch of stuff at dinner. And he stared at me the entire time he was saying it." 
 
   “He was saying it to you!” 
 
   “Yes!” Gwen hissed, feeling emotion tighten her throat. “Yes, he was looking directly at me the entire time, and how we’re getting along so much better now, and how--” Gwen cut herself off. And how quick you’re going to drop me because I’m being too clingy, she had wanted to say. But maybe that wasn't something she should bring up. She didn't think she was too clingy. She hadn’t called or texted Morgan the entire weekend she’d been gone-- that was something a totally non-clingy person would do.  
 
   “How what?” Morgan prompted on the phone, and Gwen sighed.  
 
   “Nothing. I just wanted to tell you.” 
 
   "I'm sure it was nothing, Gwen. How could he know? He's probably just freaked that you and I are getting along better than you and him, or something. He's probably worried we'll conspire and rise against him." 
 
   Gwen snorted. “Yeah. Probably.” 
 
   Was she being too dependent even by just making this phone call? Was Morgan feeling smothered on the other side of the phone, curled up next to her “friend” and rolling her eyes at Gwen’s freak out? 
 
   Fuck, why was she so worried? She couldn’t be being too clingy. You had to be something to be clingy-- you had to be in some sort of relationship. Right? So she wasn’t. But Gwen remembered the way Rick had said he wasn’t surprised Morgan hadn’t called her, and a fresh round of tears filled her eyes.  
 
   “Hey, you okay?” Morgan asked, and Gwen forced herself to take a deep breath. “I’ll be back by tomorrow afternoon, okay? We can figure it out then.” 
 
     "I'm fine, Morgan," Gwen murmured. "Just tired. And it kinda freaked me out, I guess."  
 
   “That’s fair.” 
 
   They were silent, the only thing on the phone being the sound of each other’s breaths. Gwen’s fingers tightened around the phone. She didn’t want to hang up. 
 
   “What are you doing right now?” Morgan asked. Gwen shrugged. 
 
   “I’m holed up in our room. Why?” 
 
   “What would you be doing if I was there with you?” 
 
   Gwen felt her breath still in her chest. She lowered her legs to lay flat on the bed.  
 
   “I don’t know. Probably the same thing.” 
 
   Morgan chuckled. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
   “I mean,” Gwen flushed. “I guess… I guess I’d be doing whatever you told me to do. Whatever you wanted me to.”  
 
   “That’s right,” Morgan purred. “And you’d be so good for me, just like you always are, wouldn’t you, baby?” 
 
   Gwen whimpered, feeling heat start to collect on her cheeks, seeping down to her core. 
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, I’d be so good for you.” 
 
   “I can tell you what I’d do if I were there with you,” Morgan whispered. “Do you want to hear what I’d do? What I’d make you do?” 
 
   Gwen could feel a moan rising in her throat, her pussy clenching instinctively at the unsubtle promise in Morgan’s words.  
 
   “Yes,” she said, her voice tight.  
 
   “I’d tell you to take off your clothes, and I’d tell you to do it slow. I want to watch you shiver when you realize how much I like watching you get naked.” She chucked. “I bet you just shivered from thinking about it, didn’t you?”  
 
     Gwen had, but before she could say anything, Morgan was continuing.   
 
     "And once you were naked, I'd make you take my clothes off, nice and slow. I wouldn't let you touch me, though. You get too excited too fast when you're allowed to touch me." There was a mocking note in her voice, now. "You know that, right? That I can't let you touch me, because you'll cum too fast, like the slut you are. It's almost pathetic, Gwen, how much of a slut you are for me.” 
 
   Gwen let her head fall back against the wall as she dug her fingers into Morgan’s blankets. Fuck, she was right. As soon as she felt Morgan’s soft, warm skin under her hands, as soon as she saw the way her fingers looked wrapped around Morgan’s curves, she lost it. She couldn’t help it. Morgan just looked so good, all the time, but especially when her face was twisted from pleasure because of the way Gwen touched her.  
 
   “You can still be good for me, you know,” Morgan whispered. “What do you think? I won’t be there to make sure you’re doing what you’re supposed to, but I trust you. Can you do that for me?”               
 
   Gwen nodded frantically. Her free hand was twisting in the bedsheet.  
 
   “Yes. I can.” 
 
   “Okay. I want you to get naked. And then I want you to send me a picture.”  
 
   Gwen nodded, not even caring that Morgan couldn’t see her. She put the phone down and pulled her shirt off over her head, her nipples hardening against the rush of air over them. She pushed her shorts down after that and then grabbed the phone again to open up the camera app. 
 
   As she lay down against Morgan’s pillows, a rush of uncertainty flowed over her. It had been a long time since she’d sexted a photo; not since she had dated Mercedes. She looked at herself, rearranging herself so that she sat up high on the pillows, her face looking more angular, her breasts looking perkier. She bit her lip. She didn’t know if it was good or not. What if Morgan didn’t like it? 
 
   “Gwen,” Morgan said suddenly, startling Gwen into almost dropping the phone. “What are you doing? What’s taking so long?” 
 
   “Oh. Um. Nothing. Sending the picture now.” Praying for the best, Gwen snapped the photo, her hair framing her face as she lounged against Morgan’s pillows, her arm across her chest pushing her tits into the frame, as her legs, coyly crossed in front of her, stretched beyond the picture’s length. She bit her lip and tried to let all the desperation and lust she felt show on her face, in her eyes, in the twist of her lips. She tried not to think too much about it as she pressed send.  
 
   Gwen stared at the ceiling, waiting, when Morgan let out a pleased hum.  
 
   “Fuck, Gwen, you look so good like that. All hot and wanting for me.” 
 
   Gwen whimpered in response, and Morgan laughed.  
 
   “What do you need baby? You haven’t touched yourself yet, have you?” 
 
   “No, no. I haven’t.” 
 
   “Why not?” 
 
   “I, um. I wanted your permission.” 
 
   Morgan moaned, and Gwen felt a flood of wetness just at the sound of Morgan’s satisfaction.  
 
     "Fuck, babe, you're such a good girl," Morgan whispered, and Gwen felt her stomach tighten at the praise, and her breathing sped up, her naked chest heaving as her breasts tingled, aching for touch. Her cunt clenched around nothing, and Gwen could have sobbed at the realization that Morgan would not be there to fill her.  
 
     "What do you want, baby? What do you need?"  
 
   “You,” Gwen moaned. “I need you.” 
 
   “I know, baby, I know, but I can’t be there. But I’m going to make you feel good, I promise. I want you to stand up and go to my dresser." 
 
   Shaking, Gwen stood and did as she was told. She didn’t need Morgan to tell her which drawer to open. She pulled open the top one, and couldn’t hold in the sound in her throat when she saw all the toys. Morgan chuckled in her ear.  
 
   “Do you like what you see?” 
 
     Gwen's eyes swept over the ties, the ropes, the blindfolds, the vibrators and dildos. Her eyes landed on the strap-on Morgan had fucked her with once before, and with the way her pussy throbbed, she thought she might come right there just from the memory.   
 
   “Yes,” she whispered in response to Morgan’s question.  
 
   “Go ahead and pick one. Just this once, I’ll let you decide what you want to use.” 
 
   Gwen’s eyes lingered longingly on the strap on, but when she reached in her hand landed on the vibrator.  
 
   She went back to the bed, laying down again, her heart thudding as she waited impatiently for Morgan’s next directions.  
 
   “Okay, Gwen. I want you to put the vibrator to the side for right now. I want you to pinch your nipples, and rub at your tits. And I want you to send me a video, and I want you to tell how good it feels. Okay?” 
 
     "Okay."   
 
   Gwen put the call on hold to again open her camera app. This time, she was too turned on, too desperate to really care about what she looked like. She looked at the camera as she pressed down on her tits, squeezing their fullness in her hand and rubbing her thumb back and forth over the peaked nipple. She sent the video, and let the phone fall beside her head, so that she could rub at her heated tits with both hands.  
 
   “Fuck, Gwen, you look so good,” Morgan murmured. “Okay, baby. Lick your fingers and put them in your cunt, fill yourself up nice and good.” 
 
     As she did so, groaning as she curled her fingers to press against her walls, rubbing and making her toes curl, Morgan continued talking in her ear.  
 
   "I know it's not going to be like when I'm there to fill you up, but try, baby. And then I want you to take the vibrator and put it on your clit. Put it on the highest setting. I want you to cum, and cum fast. I can't wait anymore to hear you cum." 
 
   Gwen whimpered, pumping her fingers in and out of herself faster and pushing in deeper.  She turned on the vibrator, all the way up, and pressed it against her clit, her back arching almost immediately at the almost painful way pleasure shot through her instantly. She could hear Morgan panting, moaning in the phone, and imagined her lying on a bed somewhere, listening to Gwen over the phone and watching the videos she had sent.  
 
   Then she was coming, burying her scream in Morgan’s pillows. She could hear Morgan doing the same over the phone. Heat flowed through her and made her head rush, her vision blurring for a moment as her pussy tightened desperately around her fingers, pleasure making her entire body throb like a nerve. 
 
   As she panted, her head buried in pillows, she suddenly realized that Morgan was talking to her.  
 
   “Gwen? You there?” 
 
   “Yeah,” Gwen said blearily. She was suddenly exhausted.  
 
   “Okay, babe. You sound tired. But you did so good for me. You’re so good. Get some sleep, okay? I’ll see you soon.” 
 
     "Okay," Gwen whispered. She wished Morgan was here to wrap her in her arms, like she usually did. "Goodnight."   
 
   “Goodnight, Gwen.” 
 
   
 
    Gwen's eyes flew open when the door creaked. She could feel exhaustion pulling at her eyelids with the weight of bowling balls, her body still pleasant and sore from her earlier activities with Morgan. She had collapsed in Morgan’s bed, and hadn’t moved, not even to get dressed. If this was Rick coming in, or even her mom, she had no idea how she was going to explain what she was doing lying naked on Morgan’s bed. 
 
   The door closed, and Gwen could just make out a figure making its way toward her. They stepped into the light cast through the window, and Gwen let out a shocked laugh.  
 
   “Morgan?” she whispered. “What are you doing here?” 
 
   “What am I doing here? What are you doing in my bed?” Morgan’s eyes crinkled.  
 
   “Oh, um.” Gwen felt a flush spread over her face. “Sorry. I can move.” She grabbed a blanket and threw it over her nakedness, but as she went to slide off the mattress, Morgan just laughed softly and stopped her with a soft hand on her shoulder. She sat beside her. 
 
   “You don’t have to move. Honestly, this is one of the best gifts I could ask for,” she added with a smirk. “A pretty, naked girl looking all flushed and well fucked in my bed after a long drive home? There’s not much better.” 
 
   “Morgan,” Gwen groaned, even as she felt her heart flutter lightly in her chest. Morgan just laughed. 
 
   “Anyways, you’re free to stay. Let me just change into my pajamas.” 
 
     Gwen watched as Morgan stood and went to her dresser, where she pulled out soft shorts and a tank top, looked at them for a moment, and then put them back. She stripped out of her clothes without even attempting to hide her body from Gwen, who stared at the expanse of skin as it was exposed to her. There wasn’t a single new mark on it-- no marks of a lover’s bite, no scratches from someone’s nails digging into her shoulder.  
 
   That doesn’t mean anything, Gwen told herself. And even if it did, there’s no need for you to feel all excited about it. So stop.  
 
     Morgan, naked now too, came to sit back down beside her, and Gwen silently held open the blanket. Morgan scooted under it, and they lay down together, Gwen's head lying on the crook of Morgan’s shoulder and neck, as Morgan wrapped an arm around her waist. Gwen shivered as the other girl’s hand stroked her bare hip.  
 
   “You know, if I didn’t know how spent you were from our phone call earlier, I would suggest we have a little fun,” Morgan murmured into her hair. Gwen shivered.  
 
   “I’m not that tired,” she protested, and Morgan laughed.  
 
   “No, I guess you’re not. But still. I am. I just drove like six hours straight to be here, without a single bathroom break. I feel like my brain is about to melt into mush.” 
 
   Gwen bit her lip. She could feel Morgan's heart beating in her chest, and she moved her head slightly so that her ear was over Morgan's breast so that she could hear it too. It was steady and strong. 
 
   “Why did you drive back in the middle of the night?” Gwen asked. “I thought you were coming back in the afternoon.” 
 
   Morgan’s hand drew circle’s over Gwen’s hip soothingly.  
 
   “I just… you sounded really scared on the phone, before,” she answered quietly. “I didn’t want you to be all alone and worrying about that.” 
 
   “Oh.”  
 
   Gwen bit her lip and tried not to think about what that made her feel. Morgan’s hand was hot against her hip, and Gwen could hear the other girl’s heart starting to speed up. A little uncertainly, she shifted and slid her thigh between Morgan’s leg, letting it grind down a little on her mound. Morgan gave a small grunt but didn't say anything. Her hand had stilled on Gwen’s hip, and Gwen could feel her staring at her.  
 
   She swiftly licked at the fingers of one of her hands and then brought them down towards Morgan’s slit, gently sliding back and forth between the girl’s pink lips. Morgan made a small sound in the back of her throat, and her legs fell open so that Gwen had better access. She sat up and stepped over Morgan's leg with her knees so that she was kneeling between her legs, her fingers still rubbing between Morgan's wet folds. She leaned down and scraped her teeth over the inside of Morgan's thigh, letting her teeth pull at her skin a little before she let her lips and tongue soothe the irritated flesh. 
 
   Morgan's breath was speeding up, though she hadn't said a word. Her hands clenched in the bedsheets, and her hips were gyrating slightly against Gwen's hand. Everything felt soft, cloaked in darkness and Morgan's confession. 
 
   Confession. Is that what it was? 
 
   Gwen’s lips reached Morgan’s, and she moved her hand out of the way. Gripping Morgan’s thighs, Gwen dipped her tongue slowly in and out of Morgan’s hole, and the girl keened underneath her, her body shaking with pleasure as Gwen teased her, tracing her tongue in circles around Morgan’s clit. Gwen stretched one hand up Morgan’s body to squeeze at her tits, and at her touch. Morgan's body arched, her thighs shaking with pleasure in Gwen's grip. 
 
   Gwen sucked on her clit and brought her hand down from Morgan's tit to instead press one, then two fingers into her hole, curling them to fill her up, to press hard against her tensing walls. When she came, Gwen moved from Morgan’s pussy to her lips, biting at her mouth to swallow her moans and to let Morgan taste herself on Gwen’s tongue.  
 
   As Morgan came down, her body shivering with pleasure, Gwen lay beside her. Morgan turned her head to look at her.  
 
   “What was that for?” 
 
   “No reason. I just wanted to.” 
 
   Morgan wrapped her arms around her, and Gwen lay her head back down on her chest.  
 
   “I was lying when I said that a pretty, naked girl in my bed was the best gift I could get,” she whispered. There was a smile in her voice. “I think that you doing exactly what you just did is the best gift I could ask for.” 
 
   Gwen giggled.  
 
   "Tomorrow," she whispered, "I want you to tie me up and fuck me with the strap-on again. And I want you to go hard and use me so good. I want to be so good for you.” 
 
   “Trust me, Gwen. You’re more than good. You’re great.” 
 

 

 
   

                
               
 8. The Party
 
   Gwen slipped her ankle around Morgan’s, rubbing her socked foot against the other girl’s and making her snicker. Morgan glared at her from out of the corner of her eye and kicked her foot away, and Gwen hid a smile behind a sip of water as she passed a butter knife to her mother. She had been in a teasing mood all weekend, ever since Morgan had come home early. She didn’t know why-- there was just something in her chest that felt light and like everything was dyed with a happy pink.  
 
   Her mom and Rick were talking quietly to each on the other side of the table, mostly ignoring their daughters. Gwen was fine with that. She had been doing her best to ignore Rick ever since their strange conversation before Morgan had come back. Gwen didn’t want to think about what Rick might know about her and Morgan. The other girl wasn’t concerned.  
 
   “He’s just trying to mess with you, he does that,” she had told Gwen. “He’s kind of a dick like that. If he bothers you, just find me.” She had pulled Gwen close to her, to press a soft kiss on her forehead. “I’ll protect you, alright? My dad’s a jerk, but I’m definitely the bigger bitch.” 
 
   Gwen had laughed and laid her head on Morgan’s bare chest, and wrapped an arm around her. So, that’s what she had been doing. Sticking close to Morgan and carefully avoiding eye contact with her stepfather.  
 
   “Honey, your phone keeps lighting up,” Gwen’s mother said suddenly, and Gwen blinked, looking away from where her and Morgan’s thighs were pressed together towards her mom. 
 
   “Sorry, what is it?” 
 
   “Your phone, Gwen. It’s lit up probably six times. And, by the way, you shouldn’t even have it at the table, I’d like to remind you.” 
 
   Gwen stopped herself from rolling her eyes and instead picked up her phone from where she had placed it on the table. She swiped it open with her thumb and tapped on the messages icon.  
 
   “Who is it?” Morgan asked.  
 
   Gwen bit her lip.  
 
   “It, uh. It’s Mercedes. The girl I saw at the coffee shop.” 
 
   Morgan set her fork down.  
 
   “Your ex?” 
 
   “Yeah.” 
 
   “Oh, what does she want?” Gwen’s mom asked, leaning forward. There was a spark in her eye. “I always liked her.” 
 
   “Yeah, mom, I know you did,” Gwen groaned. She snuck a glance at Morgan, trying to gauge her reaction. The other girl’s hands were folded carefully in her lap, where she stared down at them. Gwen winced, feeling guilty, although she wasn’t sure why.  
 
  "We broke up a long time ago, though," Gwen continued. "It's not like we're looking to get back together again or anything."  
 
   “Well, what did she want?” 
 
   “Oh.” Gwen looked back down at her phone.  
 
 
   Hey, Gwen! The message read. If u r free this wknd, there’s gonna b a party at Emma’s. Pull up! 
 
   “There’s a party or something this weekend that she’s inviting me to.” 
 
   “You should go!” Gwen’s mom said excitedly. “You haven’t hung out with any of your old high school friends this summer, you've been spending so much time with Morgan. Which, don't get me wrong," she added quickly. "I love that the two of you are getting along so well now. But you should go out! Have some fun." 
 
   Gwen bit her lip and looked back down at her phone. Morgan was still beside her.  
 
   “I don’t know,” she hedged. “I mean, it was kind of awkward when me and Mercedes broke up. Like, all of our friends picked her over me. High school sucked after that.” 
 
   “Well, this is your chance to go get them back.” 
 
  "I don't want them back," Gwen said. She had never wanted her mom to shut up so bad. "I have new friends now." 
 
   “Don’t be bitter. Take Morgan with you! She doesn’t know anyone in the neighborhood. She deserves the chance to make friends, even if you don’t want any.” 
 
   Gwen rolled her eyes, but turned to look at Morgan.  
 
  "Would you want to come with me?" she asked uncertainly.   
 
   Morgan looked up to meet her gaze.  
 
   “I mean, do you want me to?” 
 
   Gwen nodded, pressing her thigh harder against Morgan’s. 
 
  "Yeah, of course. I can point out every girl that was ever mean to me in middle school, and we can make fun of them together."  
 
  "Gwen!" Her mother groaned while Morgan laughed. "That is the total opposite of what I just said.” 
 
   “Yeah, well,” Gwen shrugged.  
 
   As she looked away from Morgan, her eyes met briefly with Rick’s, who was glaring at her. She flushed and quickly looked away, picking up her phone again. She opened up her messages with Mercedes again. 
 
   Sure, she texted back. Is it cool if I bring my stepsister with me? 
 
   Yeah, of course, Mercedes texted back. Will txt u the address later.  
 
   Gwen set her phone down.  
 
   “Alright, well, it’s official. Morgan, you get to come with me with this weekend to relive my high school trauma with me.” 
 
   Morgan laughed.  
 
   “Oh, great. I’ll look forward to it.” 
 
   She slipped her hand beneath the edge of the table and tapped her fingers against the inside of Gwen’s thigh, and she shivered. She leaned over, shaking her leg to get Morgan’s hand off without their parents noticing, but to no avail.  
 
   “You’re going to get me in trouble,” she whispered into Morgan’s ear.  
 
   The other girl smirked.  
 
   “I’m not getting you into trouble,” she murmured back. “It’s just a promise for tonight.” 
 
   
 
   Later that night, the two were lying in bed, naked. Morgan’s head was still damp from a shower. 
 
   “Why did you look so uncertain downstairs at dinner?” Gwen murmured. She twisted Morgan’s hair between her fingers. “It was so unlike you. It was weird. I didn’t like it.” 
 
   “Yeah, it was weird for me too,” Morgan chuckled. “I’m not usually like that.” 
 
   “I know you aren’t. So why were you?” 
 
  Morgan was silent for a long moment, and for a second, Gwen wondered if she had fallen asleep.   
 
   “I don’t know why,” she said finally. “I just was.” 
 
  Gwen frowned. Morgan was lying. She could tell by the flat cadence in her voice, the way her chest stilled beneath her head.   
 
   “Are you sure?” 
 
   “Yeah, Gwen. I’m sure.”  
 
   There was a pause, and then Morgan suddenly flipped over, so that she was hovering over Gwen, pressing her down into the bed.  
 
  "Don't think for a second that that changes anything, though," she whispered, her voice low and teasing. "You're still my little slut, and it’s still your job to be good for me.” 
 
   Gwen whimpered, her legs falling open.  
 
   “Morgan, Morgan, please,” Gwen panted. “Fuck, please, with the strap on. I want you to fuck me so bad. Please.” 
 
   “Oh, wow,” Morgan said, fake surprise in her voice. “She wants to get fucked deep and hard, does she? Who would have known? A dirty slut like her?” 
 
   She lowered her head to again suck on Gwen’s tit, and Gwen moaned as Morgan’s teeth sank into her soft skin, her tongue flicking back and forth over her nipple. Gwen dragged her hand through Morgan's hair, wanting to press her tighter against her, but with a low growl, Morgan pulled her hands away from Gwen's waist to pin down her wrists above Gwen's head. She had to stretch to reach, and her breasts were in Gwen's face. Gwen focused on them, lifting her head to lick at the soft globes of flesh, and Morgan let out a surprised whimper.  
 
   "Fuck, Gwen," she whispered, as the girl sucked kisses into the underside of her tit. "Yes, babe, just like that." 
 
   As Gwen shivered under the warm weight of Morgan stretched on top of her, Morgan was reaching for something on top of her dresser. She snagged it with the tips of her fingers, and then quickly tied it around Gwen’s wrists, looping it around the headboard. Gwen flexed her arms. It was a long sock. She let Morgan’s nipple fall from between her lips to look incredulously at Morgan.  
 
   “Really? A sock?” 
 
   Morgan grinned and laughed, a slight break in her dominant persona. She swooped down, planting a heavy kiss against Gwen's lips. 
 
   “Listen, it gets the job done,” she chuckled.  
 
   Then she was positioning herself over Gwen’s face.  
 
   “I’ll fuck you like the slut you are, the way you want, after you make me cum,” she said. “And make me cum good.” 
 
   Gwen whimpered, feeling her cunt dampen, desperate to be filled as her mouth opened. She had never been so hungry to taste anyone before. As Morgan settled over her, Gwen ran her tongue across her slit to press fully into her hole. She swirled it around before pulling it out to drag against Morgan's clit. And Gwen shook her head to make her tongue drag rapidly over the other girl’s pleasure button. Morgan groaned loudly, gasping for breath, and Gwen felt the muscles of her stomach tighten, her own body craving stimulation, as Morgan’s hips pushed down against her mouth. 
 
   One of Morgan’s hands moved slowly down Gwen’s chest so that she could squeeze at Gwen’s tits, rubbing at her shoulders and collarbone along the way. As she tugged and flicked at her nipples, Gwen moaned, the taste of Morgan hot on her tongue, sweet and tangy and heady, all at once.          
 
   Morgan’s other hand, that wasn’t on her breasts, slid from Gwen’s chest to the junction of her legs. She pressed one finger against the tight ring of muscle at the entrance to Gwen’s hole as she pressed her tongue down on Morgan’s clit, and Gwen let the vibrations of her desperate moan brush against Morgan’s pussy lips. When Morgan pressed that finger fully inside of her, pumping it in and out, and then adding another, it took everything Gwen had to keep sucking on Morgan’s clit rather than scream. 
 
   Morgan slipped a second finger into Gwen's cunt, and between her legs, Gwen keened, her toes curling and her hands straining against their restraints even as she circled Morgan's clit with her tongue before dipping it into her hole. 
 
    “Fuck, yes, Gwen,” Morgan moaned. “That’s it, baby, you’re doing so good for me. God, you love sucking on my clit, don’t you?” 
 
   Gwen moaned in agreement, pressing her tongue back against Morgan’s clit,  and just seconds later, she was coming with a shout, her entire body seizing as pleasure washed over her. Gwen could taste her pleasure on her tongue, hot and thick, and running all over. Morgan slipped her fingers out of Gwen's pussy, making her whine as she was left empty and wanting. 
 
   “Fuck, Morgan, please,” Gwen pleaded. “Fuck, I need you.” 
 
   “God, I love hearing you beg for me,” Morgan murmured. “I love hearing what a little slut you are for me.”  
 
   She stood from the bed and walked to her dresser, pulling open the top drawer to root around. Gwen pulled harder at the sock Morgan had used to tie her, impatient.  
 
   “Morgan, please,” she begged around.  
 
   Morgan grabbed the strap-on and quickly tied it around herself.  
 
   “Okay, baby,” Morgan said. She got back on the bed and knelt between Gwen’s legs. She rubbed gently at her thighs. “I’ll take care of you.” 
 
   Gwen tossed her head back against the pillow, squeezing her eyes shut as Morgan prepped the strap-on with lube. Then, she was pressing it over Gwen's pussy, dragging it across her lips. Gwen gasped, her hips thrusting forward. 
 
   “Fuck, Morgan,” she keened. “Please, please, I need you.” 
 
   Morgan moaned, and then she pushed into Gwen, slowly, filling her. Gwen whimpered and wrapped her legs around Morgan’s waist, pulling her closer.  
 
   “Harder, Morgan,” she whispered, and Morgan laughed. 
 
   “God, you’re such a slut, aren’t you?” she teased. “So desperate for me.” 
 
   She started pumping her hips, pushing in and out of Gwen’s slick pussy. Her hands were tight on Gwen’s hips, holding her still as she fucked into her. Gwen quivered underneath her, whimpers falling from her lips as warm pleasure pulsed through her body, her cunt pulsing around the toy and her core tight with pleasure.  
 
   When Gwen came, Morgan pressed their lips together, muffling her sounds. Gwen’s back arched, her tits pressing against Morgan’s, as the two shivered against one another. When Gwen sank back into the bed, panting, Morgan pulled out of her carefully. She untied the strap-on from around her hips, and then set Gwen’s hands free. She threw her things back into the drawer of her dresser, and then slipped back into bed next to Gwen. Morgan placed an arm around her abdomen, and Gwen immediately turned towards her, slipping a leg between Morgan’s and laying her head on her chest. Morgan dragged her fingernails up and down Gwen’s back, and she hummed with pleasure at the slight tickle.  
 
   “So,” Morgan said. Her voice was soft in their post-orgasm bliss. “Friends from high school?” 
 
   “Ugh.” Gwen hid her face in Morgan’s shoulder. “I wasn’t kidding when I said we would just watch other people. I kind of want nothing to do with any of them.” 
 
   “So then why are you going?” Morgan asked. Her arm wrapped around Gwen’s waist, pulling them tighter against each other. “Just chill here. Let’s steal some of your mom’s wine and watch a shitty movie.” 
 
   Gwen laughed.  
 
   “I’m tempted, I won’t lie. But no, I kinda want to go.” 
 
   “Why? Cause Mercedes is going to be there?” 
 
   Gwen bit her lip.  
 
   “No. I don’t know. I don’t think so.” 
 
   “Right.” There was a long pause, and then Morgan sighed. “Well, alright. But if it sucks, I’ll hate you.” 
 
   Gwen laughed again.  
 
   “No, you won’t. You like me too much,” she teased.  
 
   Morgan didn’t say anything, just turned on her side to spoon Gwen, pulling her even closer. She pressed a kiss to the back of Gwen’s neck, and the two fell asleep wrapped around each other.  
 
   
 
   When Gwen and Morgan walked into the house, they were assaulted with the smell of alcohol and weed. Gwen wrinkled her nose, while Morgan looked around curiously.  
 
  "I never really pictured this as your scene," she commented, watching someone who looked like the definition of a frat-boy chug a bottle of vodka, a group of a dozen people circling him and cheering.  
 
   Gwen made a face.  
 
   “It wasn’t ever, really. This was more Mercedes’ type of party.” 
 
   Morgan cocked an eyebrow.  
 
   “Oh, was it?” 
 
  Gwen flushed and looked away instead of answering.   
 
   "Come on. I definitely need a drink," she said, grabbing Morgan's hand and leading her towards the kitchen. 
 
  Morgan followed her easily, still looking around like she was a researcher at a zoo. Gwen maneuvered herself around her old class president, who she had once seen doing cocaine in the bathroom, to snag a bottle of rum and a can of coke. She mixed the two in a Solo cup, going heavy on the rum, before turning back to Morgan. She held the cup up towards Morgan like an offering.  
 
   “Share?” 
 
   Morgan shook her head.  
 
   “I drove, remember? And considering the amount of rum you put in that thing, I think one sip would knock me out as designated driver.” 
 
   Gwen shrugged.  
 
   “Fair enough. “ 
 
   For the next couple of hours, Gwen and Morgan wandered around the house party, making bets on who would be the next person to throw up and who would be getting engaged soon, who would be pregnant, who would be arrested for public urination. Gwen pointed out some people she recognized and offered short anecdotes to Morgan about their exploits in high school. Occasionally, she would take a sip from her drink, but for the most part, she was more than happy just to get drunk off listening to Morgan's deep belly laugh. 
 
   “She got high and drove straight into the pizza place by our school. Twice.” Or, “the two of them once egged the school, but they got caught because their phones automatically connected to the school’s wifi so they were able to find out who did it." Morgan seemed particularly interested in the story of the boy who had once left school for two weeks to go live in the woods behind the laundromat in the middle of winter.  
 
  "It was actually impressive; he had like a whole ass igloo out there," Gwen was telling her when Mercedes came up behind her and surprised her with a hug.  
 
   “Gwen!” she cried, ignoring Gwen’s quiet shriek. “Hey! I didn’t know if you were going to show up or not. I know parties aren’t, like, really your thing,” 
 
   “Yeah, well.” Gwen carefully extracted herself and moved to stand beside Morgan who had gone still. She gestured between the two of them. “I don’t know if you two have met. Morgan, this is my friend from high school, Mercedes, and Mercedes, this is my… step sister Morgan.” 
 
   “Nice to meet you, Morgan,” Mercedes said, shaking Morgan’s hand, who only offered her a nod. Mercedes turned back to Gwen, a glint in her eye. 
 
   “You said you were going to text me, back at the coffee shop, but you never did,” she pouted. “What’s up with that?” 
 
   “Sorry,” Gwen chuckled awkwardly, rubbing the back of her neck. “I just get caught up in stuff and forget. You know how it is.” 
 
   “Oh, sure,” Mercedes laughed, rolling her eyes and reaching out to gently slap Gwen’s arm, and left it there. Morgan’s eyes tracked the movement. “As if I don’t remember you ignoring my texts when we were dating because you were too busy watching reruns of George Lopez’s show.” 
 
   Gwen flushed.  
 
  "It's good!" she said, defensively. "Besides, you have no proof."  
 
   “Oh, I don’t need any." Mercedes turned to Morgan. "Your sister was ridiculous. I swear, even when we were dating, I always came second to George Lopez." Her hand trailed up Gwen's arm to her shoulder, where Mercedes gave a comforting grip. 
 
   Morgan’s eyes flashed, and she wrapped an arm around Gwen’s shoulders, knocking off Mercedes’ hand in the process.  
 
  "Oh, I don't know about that," she said with a smirk. "Maybe you just weren't really high up on her list of priorities?"  
 
   Gwen’s head whipped to look at Morgan as her jaw slackened.  
 
   “Morgan!” she hissed incredulously, while Morgan simply gave Mercedes a casual smile. “That’s not true. What the hell? Don’t be rude!” 
 
   “I’m not,” Morgan said, tossing her hair. “It was just a thought.” 
 
   Gwen growled and grabbed Morgan’s hand, tugging her arm off from around her.  
 
   “Sorry, we’ll be right back,” she said with a tight smile at Mercedes, who was staring at Morgan with a confused look on her face. “Excuse us.” 
 
   Gwen pulled Morgan by the arm back towards the front of the house and out the door. There was a couple on the porch heavily making out, but Gwen just ignored them, storming past them to where Morgan had parked the car on the side of the street. She went behind it, out of view from the street, and whirled around on Morgan.  
 
   “What the hell was that?” she demanded. “Why were you being so rude to her?” 
 
   “I wasn’t,” Morgan said. Gwen frowned at her, and she sighed. “Look, she was flirting with you, alright? Like, hardcore. And I… I didn’t know if you would like it.” 
 
   “God Morgan, I don’t need you to fight my battles for me like that. And what if I did like it?” Gwen knew she was overreacting, could feel how flushed her face was how fast her heart was racing, but she couldn’t stop talking. “What if I did want to flirt with her? I came here for her, after all.” 
 
   Morgan blinked, looking shocked, and then hurt. She bit her lip. 
 
   “Did you really come for her?” she asked in a whisper. “You wanted that?” 
 
   Gwen stared at her, and suddenly became aware of something hot and tight between them, a coil that was pulling them closer even as it burned them. She stared into Morgan’s eyes. 
 
   “No,” she said softly. “That’s not why I came. And I didn’t really want that.” 
 
   Morgan nodded. Her gaze never left Gwen’s as she stepped forward. Gwen felt like she was melting.  
 
   “Were you actually just worried about me?” she asked, her heart in her throat. “Or was there something else?” 
 
   Morgan stepped closer, so that Gwen could feel the heat of her body.  
 
   “Do I really have to say it?” she whispered. “Do you really not know?” 
 
   Morgan looked at her with that intense stare, and her eyes dragged up Gwen’s body. Feeling her heated gaze made Gwen shiver and her throat tighten. Morgan leaned closer, bracing an arm against the car next to Gwen’s shoulder, until she was close enough that Gwen could feel her breath on her face. 
 
   “You have to be able to tell by now,” she whispered. Her eyes were on Gwen’s lips. “God, Gwen. All I can think about is spending time with you. You called me when I was in Boston, and it was like a drink of water after a drought." Her lips brushed against Gwen's, and one of her hands pressed down on her waist, slipping beneath her shirt. It was warm, but it made Gwen shiver. She felt she couldn't breathe. 
 
   “And then I heard you panicking, how scared you were,” Morgan breathed, tilting her head. Her lips were aligned with Gwen’s; all she had to do was lean forward, and they would be kissing. “All I could think about was how I had to be there for you. How I wanted to be there for you.” 
 
   Gwen was shaking. She could feel heat curling in her stomach, burning her cheeks. She didn’t know what to do. All she could do was stare at this girl who had turned her entire world upside down.  
 
   “Morgan,” she murmured. “Morgan, we can’t– we shouldn’t–” 
 
   “I know you know I feel,” Morgan whispered. Her breath stirred Gwen’s curls which hung over her forehead. “Please, Gwen. Please tell me I’m not the only one falling in love here. Please.” 
 
   Gwen moaned, wrapping an arm around Morgan's waist and fisting her other hand in her hair. She tilted Morgan's head back and pressed her mouth to hers hungrily. Morgan opened up for her willingly, and Gwen licked into her mouth, her tongue twisting with hers, hot and wet. Morgan gasped into her mouth as Gwen let her hand drag down her hair and slide down her back. She squeezed the swell of her ass with a moan, and she shuddered. 
 
   “Fuck, Gwen,” Morgan breathed. She pressed Gwen hard to the side of their car and tugged on her bottom lip. “Fuck, please. Please tell me it’s the same.” She pulled away, and looked down at her with shining eyes.  
 
   Gwen’s hands tightened on Morgan’s waist.  
 
   “I– I–”  
 
   “Gwen?” 
 
   Gwen and Morgan whipped their heads to the side to see Mercedes standing there, looking at them with wide eyes. She was staring at the way their bodies were aligned and pressed together, the wetness of their lips. She raised a hand to her mouth, and Gwen quickly pushed Morgan away from her. She stumbled back.  
 
   “Oh. Um. Sorry. I just…” Mercedes stammered.  “I wanted to ask… I’m sorry. I’ll… leave you to it.” 
 
   She spun on her heel and ran back to the house. Gwen turned to stare at Morgan, who was watching her with an unreadable expression on her face.  
 
   “Why did you do that?” Morgan asked.  
 
   “What are you even talking about?” Gwen gasped. “Morgan, we just got caught by someone who knows who we are. What we are.” 
 
   “You pushed me away because your fucking ex saw us,” Morgan snapped. “Don’t tell me it was for some other reason.” 
 
   “Morgan! What if she tells our parents!” 
 
   “I just told you that I was… about how much I liked you, and you seemed all for it, but the minute your ex saw us, you pushed me away!” 
 
   “Morgan! We have bigger problems right now!” 
 
   The two stared at each other, and Gwen felt tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She desperately forced them back. Her mind was reeling with what Morgan had said to her, and with the fear of what Mercedes might do. Morgan’s cheeks were flushed and her chest heaving, but suddenly she sighed, almost seeming to deflate. She raised a hand to rub at her eyes, and used the other to wave at Gwen.  
 
   “It’s fine, okay, I get it,” she said, not looking at Gwen. “Go find her, figure out what she’s thinking. I’ll wait here, okay? And when you're done, we can head back." 
 
   Gwen stared at her, suddenly feeling sick.  
 
   “Morgan…” she tried, but the other girl was shaking her head.  
 
   “Go, Gwen,” she said, sounding exhausted. “You’re right. It’s more important.”  
 
   Gwen stared at her, her throat tight, but then turned without a word and ran back towards the house.  
 

 

 
   

                
               
 9. Damage Control
 
Gwen ran her hands through her hair as she ran back through the front yard, her heels sinking into the soft dirt. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest, her cheeks still flushed and her mouth red from where Morgan had bit at her lips. She didn’t know if it was from Mercedes having caught them or the way Morgan had looked at her with those words on her lips-- Please tell me I’m not the only one falling in love here-- that was making her hands shake and her head whirr.  
 
She pushed through the front door and looked around desperately. The party was starting to die down, and there weren’t as many people as there had been before, but there were still enough heads that Gwen had to push through the crowd to see all of their faces.  
 
“Hey, have you seen Mercedes?” she asked anyone who looked vaguely sober or coherent, though they must not have been, because they all just looked at her as though she was insane and stumbled past her. 
 
“C’mon, c’mon,” Gwen murmured to herself. She made it to the kitchen and stopped. Fuck, what was she even going to say if she found Mercedes? 
 
    Oh, hey, sorry you saw me and my step sister making out against our car and groping each other hardcore. Please forget you saw any of that and also please never tell anyone or ever think about it again.  
 
Oh yeah, what could ever go wrong with that? 
 
She saw her own reflection in the window above the sink, and took a deep breath. She grabbed an empty solo cup and filled it with tap water before chugging it. Some of it spilled down her chin and down her throat. She set it down with a gasp and looked at herself again. 
 
Her hair was wild, limp strands falling across her flushed face. Her lips looked chapped and raw, and there was a crazed look in her eye. Gwen sighed and drank another cup of water, hoping it would soothe the terrified burn in her throat. It didn't, but she had to try something. As she put the cup in the sink and glanced at her reflection one last time, trying to smooth out her hair, she saw something move outside on the backyard deck. She jerked, and quickly ran to the back door to get outside.  
 
Mercedes was leaning against the railing of the deck, sucking on a cigarette and staring down at her lit phone. Smoke curled up from between her fingers to twist and fade into the dark purple sky. A frown covered her face, her lips twisted down as they closed around the filter. Gwen took a deep breath and didn’t give herself time to be afraid.  
 
“Mercedes,” she said.  
 
The girl whirled around, her hair whipping around her face. Her eyes widened when she saw Gwen, and she quickly stubbed out her half-smoked cigarette. Gwen felt a weird twist in her stomach. Mercedes had been smoking since freshman year of high school, and Gwen had always hated it. She used to not let Mercedes kiss her until the taste of smoke had faded from her mouth. It was strange to think that Mercedes remembered that, and that she still cared.  
 
“Gwen,” Mercedes said slowly. “Um. Hey.” 
 
“Hey,” Gwen said quietly. “Could we, um. Could we talk?” 
 
“I guess.” 
 
Gwen moved forward and leaned against the railing next to Mercedes, staring into the black of the night sky. She was quiet for a long moment. 
 
“So, um. About what you saw back there--” 
 
“Is she making you do it?” 
 
“What?” Gwen asked, startled by Mercedes’ sudden interruption.  
 
“Your stepsister. Is she making you do that with her?” 
 
“No, no, of course not. No. She’s not making me do anything.” 
 
“Then what the hell are you doing? Gwen, she’s your sister!” 
 
“Stepsister.” 
 
“Are you serious?” 
 
Gwen sighed and ran her hands through her hair, taking a deep breath.  
 
“Look, Mercedes, just forget about it, please, okay? I… I don’t know how to explain it, but we’re fine. I’m fine. It’s just… it’s weird, okay, I know. But I… I mean, I…” 
 
“What are you trying to say?” Mercedes’ voice was low and rough, and Gwen couldn’t tell if it was from confusion or disgust. She could feel a churning in her stomach, a weird sinking feeling that made her feel both empty and heavy at the same time.  
 
“I’m just trying to ask you to keep this between us, okay? I can’t explain it, and I wish I could, and I can't, but I just… I can't." 
 
“Gwen, think about this.” Mercedes placed a hand on Gwen’s shoulder with a squeeze. Her hand was warm. “She’s your step sister. Whatever it is that you think you have, it can’t go on.” 
 
Gwen felt herself tense under the other girl’s hand. She stared out at the black that had fallen over the world. She thought of the way her stomach curled with heat when Morgan looked at her in that way, when her eyes gleamed with a demand that she knew Gwen would have to follow. Would want to follow. Would beg for the chance to follow. She thought of the way Morgan’s hands felt on her, hard and soft and gentle and harsh, all at the same time. She had never been touched like that before. No one had made her back arch, her toes curl, her stomach tighten, her heart pound, the way Morgan did. No one had ever made her feel like Morgan made her feel. And she didn’t know what that feeling was, but…. 
 
She liked it.  
 
She thought of what Morgan had said, again-- Please tell me I’m not the only one falling in love here-- and felt her heart start to race again.  
 
“Mercedes,” she said softly. She moved away so that the girl’s hand fell from her shoulder. Gwen turned to face her straight on. “Mercedes, please. I can’t explain what it is we are, and I can’t explain why, but please let this be mine. Please don’t tell anybody.” 
 
Mercedes stared at her, and then scoffed.  
 
“Jesus, fine. Okay. But please, Gwen, think about what you’re doing. To yourself and everyone around you. Think about your mom, and what this would do to her. I just…. I don’t want to see you hurt.” 
 
“Thank you, Mercedes.” 
 
Gwen turned and walked across the deck back through the door that led to the kitchen. She glanced over her shoulder for a brief moment before doing so. Mercedes had lit another cigarette and was staring back down at her phone. Her brow was furrowed, and her jaw clenched. Gwen let the door swing shut behind her and walked back through the house. The only ones left were those who were too wasted to move from where they had collapsed on a sofa, and those that were only just now starting to come down from their high.  
 
Morgan was leaning against the car when Gwen made it back to the car. Her arms were crossed, and she was staring down at her shoes, her jaw working back and forth. 
 
“Morgan,” Gwen said, and the girl jerked her head up to look at her.  
 
“Hey. All settled?” Her voice was low and almost sounded normal, but Gwen could hear the tense strain in it.  
 
Gwen took a deep breath. 
 
“Yeah. Let’s head home.” 
 
The two got into the car, Morgan in the driver's seat and Gwen in the passenger. Morgan pulled off the curb, and as she made her way through the suburban streets, Gwen turned to face her.  
 
“Morgan, maybe we should--” 
 
“Look, let’s not talk about it, okay?” 
 
“No, Morgan, we should talk about it.” 
 
“I don’t need to hear you say that you want to break up, or-- or stop whatever it is we're doing because your ex thinks it's gross, alright? I can figure that out without you having to tell me." 
 
Gwen blinked and felt her cheeks flush. Her stomach twisted nervously. 
 
“That’s not-- that’s not what I was talking about.” 
 
Morgan’s fingers tapped a rhythm against the steering wheel. Gwen watched her long, slim fingers, and had a sudden urge to grab Morgan's hand and press it to her lips, to calm whatever thoughts were making Morgan's fingers tap such a stressed-out sounding beat. Morgan's eyes were trained on the road in front of her, and while she usually was completely comfortable while driving, slouched in the seat and often driving with only one hand (much to Gwen’s chagrin), now she was driving with her back completely straight, her neck held carefully and her hands tight on the steering wheel but for the tapping of her fingers.  
 
    God, she’s beautiful, Gwen thought. Fuck. I can’t lose this. I don’t know what this is, but I can’t lose it. 
 
“Please, Morgan,” she said quietly. “That’s not what I want to talk about. You have to know what I want to talk about.” 
 
Morgan took a shaky breath, and her eyelids fluttered.  
 
“Please, Gwen,” she whispered. “I can’t do this right now. Let’s just… let’s just wait till we get home, okay?” 
 
Gwen shook her head.  
 
“No, Morgan, I don’t want to wait. You said… you told me that you were falling in love. With… with me. Is that true? Are you falling in love with me?” 
 
Gwen didn’t know where the courage to ask these questions was coming from. She almost felt as though she had left her body and was watching the two of them talk to each other from above. Her heart was beating steadily, strong and sturdy in her chest, but her hands were shaking. Her eyes were wet, though she didn’t know why, and she didn’t know what kind of face she was making. She couldn’t guess. It felt like she was smiling, just a little, but it also felt like her lip was quivering, just holding back tears. Or maybe she had absolutely no expression on her face.  
 
She had no idea. All Gwen knew was that Morgan was refusing to look at her and so she had no idea what the other girl was thinking. All she wanted to do was know what Morgan was thinking, to know if she was angry or sad or excited or nervous or… or what? Would she be able to see how Morgan felt about her just by looking at the dark haired girl? There was no way. She had never been able to see love on Mercedes' face when they were dating. Although, if she was being honest with herself, Gwen knew that the way she felt about Morgan-- whatever emotion it was that she felt about Morgan-- was so much stronger than what she had once felt for her ex-girlfriend.  
 
"It doesn't matter, Gwen," Morgan said after a long pause. "I'm not… it's okay if you don't feel the same. I just wanted you to know. But if-- if you want to stop, or if you want me just to leave you alone, I get it. I'm not going to be mad about it." 
 
“No, no, I definitely don’t want to stop,” Gwen said quickly, her heart jumping in her chest. That was the last thing she would ever want. “Why would you think I wanted to stop?” 
 
“Oh, I don’t know, because I told you how I-- how I felt, and then as soon as your ex-girlfriend saw us, you pushed me away and ran after her." 
 
“That wasn’t because I didn’t care about you or what you were saying. I just wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to say anything to anyone.” 
 
“Is she?” 
 
Gwen blinked, confused, before she realized she had never actually told Morgan how the conversation with Mercedes had gone.  
 
“It was…” she hesitated, thinking. “Well, I guess it went as well as it could have gone. She didn’t really… she kept telling me I needed to think about what I was doing. But I don’t think she’s going to tell anyone.” 
 
“Well, maybe you should.” 
 
“I should what?”  
 
“Maybe you should think about what you’re doing.” 
 
“Jesus Christ, Morgan,” Gwen snapped, her anger suddenly flaring at Morgan’s insistence on not letting her say what she wanted. “Listen to me, okay? I’m not ending this. I’m not ending us. I… the way I feel about you, I can’t-- I couldn’t--” 
 
Morgan was finally looking at her, albeit barely. Her face was just slightly turned, and she watched Gwen from the corner of her eye, her gaze flicking between Gwen and the dark road in front of them. Gwen looked at her. Her face was carefully devoid of any expression, but there was a strange gleam in her eye, as though maybe she was finally starting to understand what Gwen was trying to tell her.  
 
“I like what we have, Morgan,” Gwen said after taking a moment to swallow her stammer. “And I…. I like you. Like, a lot. More than I think I’ve liked anyone ever. So don’t… don’t act like you think this means nothing to me. Because that’s not true. Not at all. This means so fucking much to me. You mean so fucking much to me.” 
 
Morgan was silent, and Gwen felt like her heart was about to pound out of her chest.  
 
“We-- let’s talk when we get home,” Morgan said finally, and Gwen nodded, letting out a shaky breath. 
 

 
When Morgan pulled into the driveway, she and Gwen exited the car totally silent. They walked side by side up to the front of the house, and Morgan pulled the door open for Gwen, gesturing for her to go inside.   
 
“Thanks,” Gwen said softly as she stepped past the other girl, and Morgan just gave a soft grunt in response.  
 
As the two stepped into the house, they could hear their parents talking in the kitchen. The two quietly toed their shoes off and started to make their way to the stairs, but before Morgan’s foot even brushed the bottom step Gwen’s mom suddenly called out, “Girls? Is that you?” 
 
Gwen winced and shot Morgan an apologetic look, like she was trying to say sorry for how good at hearing her mother was.  
 
“Yeah, Mom, it’s us!” she yelled back. “But we’re kinda beat, so we’re just going to go to bed, I think.” 
 
"Well, come into the kitchen for just a second, at least. There's something Rick and I want to talk to you about."  
 
Gwen and Morgan threw each other a look, each shrugging.  
 
“Any ideas?” Morgan whispered as the two walked down the hallway towards the kitchen.  
 
Gwen shook her head.  
 
“Honestly, I’ve no idea.” 
 
Her mom and Rick were sitting at the kitchen table, two steaming mugs of tea in front of them. Her mom looked up and smiled at them, and Gwen immediately let out a sigh of relief, though she could feel Morgan still tense beside her. But she knew they had nothing to worry about, not really. Her mom, bless her, could never hide her emotions. If she was smiling at them, there was nothing they really had to worry about.  
 
“Your father and I wanted to talk to the two of you about how well you two have been getting along lately,” she started, and Gwen’s heart immediately sank to her feet. 
 
Fuck, okay. Maybe they did have something to worry about. 
 
“You’ll both be going back to Boston soon, and we should have a serious conversation about you two possibly living together, like we talked about before.” 
 
Gwen’s shoulders loosened as she let out an audible sigh. She glanced at Morgan from the corner of her eye, who looked just as relieved as Gwen felt. She looked back at their parents, and saw Rick was staring at her, his eyes narrowed slightly and his jaw clenched. Gwen stared back at him. She hated this standoff between the two of them, had no idea where it was coming from. But something was happening between Morgan and her tonight-- something important, something big, she could feel it-- and she wasn’t going to let him distract her from it. She looked back at her mom. 
 
“We don’t have to talk about it today,” she was saying as her eyes flicked back and forth between the two of them. “You two look beat. But start thinking about it, okay? Whatever you decide, we should start getting ready for it and figuring it out.” 
 
    "Sure, mom," Gwen said quickly, seeing an out and seizing it. "We'll think about it. And talk to each other about it. And, um. Let you know.” She stepped back into the hallway, and Morgan followed her with a soft, "goodnight." 
 
As Gwen walked up the stairs, Morgan close on her heels, she took a deep breath. She wasn’t sure what was about to happen, but she knew that she had to salvage what she and Morgan had. And it didn’t matter if she didn’t know what exactly that was.  
 
   
 
Morgan shut the door behind them, and the two girls stared at each other.  
 
“We, um…” Gwen started. “I guess we should… talk…?” 
 
Morgan sighed and crossed the room to her bed, which she sat heavily on.  
 
"Who's 'we'?" she said. "I feel like I've said everything I need to."   
 
“Come on. That’s not fair.” 
 
“Isn’t it?” Morgan met Gwen’s eye with a hard glare. “I told you that I was falling in love with you, and you pushed me away for your ex. What more do you want me to say?” 
 
“You act like me running after Mercedes was insane.” 
 
“It was!” 
 
“It was not! I was trying to keep us safe! Because I know that what we have is… different… and I was scared that if she told anyone, you would forget about liking me and want to stop. And I didn’t want that. That terrifies me. So I had to stop her, if I wanted to keep you.”  
 
Gwen took a deep breath, forcing herself to calm down. Morgan was staring wide eyed at her.  
 
“You want to… keep me?” 
 
“Well, yeah. As a…. As a partner, not like as a pet in a creepy way.” 
 
Morgan was suddenly right in front of Gwen, almost moving too fast for her to see. She raised her hands to Gwen’s face.  
 
"Are you sure?" Morgan whispered. The pads of her fingers were hot against Morgan’s jaw. “Please, Gwen, tell me you’re sure. I won’t be able to stand it if you’re not.” 
 
“I’m sure, Morgan, please,” Gwen whispered, raised her hands to grasp the other girl’s wrists. “I want this more than anything. I want you more than anything. Please-- I just want to be yours.” 
 
“Fuck, babe,” Morgan whispered. Her hands were steady as they trailed down Gwen’s shoulders to tug down her top, but there was something shaky in her voice that made Gwen’s heart clench.  
 
Goosebumps spread over Gwen’s skin as, slowly, with an almost reverent look on her face, Morgan undressed her. Her fingers trailed just barely over Gwen’s skin, teasingly, and Gwen couldn’t hold back a whimper at the way heat pulsed through her in response to Morgan’s glancing touches.  
 
Morgan took off Gwen’s shirt, brushing her hands over Gwen’s breast before moving down her abdomen to start unbuttoning Gwen’s pants. Her hands teased at the edge of Gwen’s panties, and Gwen whined. Morgan dipped a finger into the other girl’s panties and teased slowly at her slit while her other hand continued to pull down Gwen’s pants. Gwen gripped Morgan’s shoulders for balance as she stepped out of her jeans and kicked them away, all while Morgan continued to press her fingers against her folds. 
 
“Morgan, Morgan, please,” she breathed. Her legs were starting to shake, but Morgan just pressed a finger against her clit and rubbed at it. Gwen sucked in a breath. “Oh, fuck, Morgan…” 
 
“I know, babe,” the other girl whispered. She stepped closer to Gwen and pushed her hand deeper into Gwen’s panties. “Don’t worry, love. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make you feel so good.” 
 
Gwen wrapped her fingers around Morgan’s upper arms as she sagged against the other girl, her legs quivering weakly beneath her as heated pleasure spread through her body.  
 
“Fuck, Morgan,” she gasped.  
 
Morgan sank one finger into Gwen’s hole, rubbing lightly at the tight ring of muscles circling her entrance before pushing in further. She pushed the finger in and out slowly, achingly, as her other fingers massaged at Gwen’s folds and traced around her clit. Gwen’s mouth fell open with a gasp as her head fell forward, pleasure making her entire body shake. The only thing left holding her up was Morgan’s body pressed against her, and her grip on Morgan’s arm.  
 
The dark-haired girl took her free hand and placed a finger under Gwen's chin and lifted her head.   
 
“Don’t hide your face,” Morgan whispered. “God, I love how you look when you’re like this. You look so fucking good, Gwen. So incredibly fucking beautiful. I want to make you look like this all the time. I want to be the only one to ever make you look like this.” 
 
As she was speaking. Gwen’s eyes fell to Morgan’s plush, red lips. She wasn’t even sure if she was done talking-- she didn’t think she cared. Gwen just knew that she had to have those lips against hers. She leaned further into Morgan and pressed their mouths together. Morgan immediately nipped at Gwen’s bottom lip, her tongue prodding at the seam of her lips, and Gwen opened to her. Their tongues twisted together, hot and wet, and Gwen moaned into Morgan’s mouth as her fingers in her cunt sped up in their pumping and pressed down harder and harder on her clit.  
 
“God, baby, you feel so freaking good,” Morgan gasped against Gwen’s mouth. “You’re so fucking tight, so fucking wet. Is it for me, Gwen? Are you so wet for me?” 
 
Gwen shivered. She didn’t even know if she was capable of answering Morgan’s question. Her pussy was clenching and throbbing, but Morgan was so fucking good at getting her to the edge and then pulling her back, then bringing her back before taking her away again. She was so desperate to cum, her entire body was pulsing with the need to do so. 
 
“Yes, Morgan,” she whimpered. “Yes, you know. You know I’m wet for you. I want you so bad. All the time. Please.”  
 
“And just me, right babe? I’m the only one you want like this?”  
 
“Yes, Morgan, yes,” Gwen gasped. Gwen blinked blearily at her, and her lips twitched downwards.  
 
Morgan was staring at her, lust coloring her cheeks a delightful pink that Gwen had always loved. But there was an uncertainty in her eyes, a vulnerability that Gwen hated to see. Her legs still shaking, and one hand still gripping the other girl’s arm tight, Gwen raised an arm to lay her palm gently on the side of Morgan’s face, caressing over her cheekbone.  
 
“Don’t look like that, Morgan,” she whispered. “Trust me, okay? I’m telling you the truth. It’s you, and it’s only you. I don’t want this with anyone else. Okay?” 
 
Morgan stared at her and nodded, taking a deep breath. She leaned in, reclaiming Gwen’s mouth, and Gwen hummed happily at the warm press of her lips. Morgan started walking her backwards until the back of Gwen's legs hit Morgan's bed, and she landed on her back with a gasp. She watched without blinking as Morgan undressed, and then the other girl was pressing Gwen’s naked body down into the bed with her own naked body. Morgan's thigh slipped between Gwen's, and she ground down on it as Morgan squeezed at her tits and pressed her mouth to her neck. 
 
“Fuck, Gwen, you’re so soft,” she whispered as her hands drifted up her chest to brush gently against her neck.  
 
Gwen’s hands shot up from where they had been fisted in the bedsheet, and she took Morgan’s hands and pressed them to her neck.  
 
“Please?” she whispered, and Morgan smiled.  
 
“Of course, babe. Anything for you.” 
 
She wrapped one hand around Gwen's throat carefully as the other started to explore her pussy again, teasing between her lips and edging around her hole. As Morgan pushed three fingers inside of Gwen, her fingers tightened around the other girl's throat. Gwen gasped, her nostrils flaring. Morgan continued choking her in time with how she fucked Gwen with her fingers. Every time she pressed inside of her, her fingers tightened, and each time they tightened further. When Gwen came with a raspy shout, Morgan silenced her with a desperate kiss. It took only a minute of her squirming against her own fingers before she was coming as well and collapsing next to Gwen. The two panted, their arms and legs pressed together, until Gwen suddenly laughed. 
 
“That was, like, the nicest you’ve ever been to me. Not a single order. You didn’t even call me slut.” 
 
Morgan rolled her eyes.  
 
“Well, don’t get used to it. You’ll always be my little slut, won’t you?”  
 
Gwen shivered as Morgan's breath fanned over the back of her neck, and the dark-haired girl laughed. She wrapped Gwen into a hug and the two quickly arranged themselves with Gwen’s head resting over Morgan’s heart and Morgan's arm wrapped around Gwen’s waist.  
 
“We should probably talk more,” Morgan whispered, and Gwen sighed.  
 
“I know. But, for now, let’s just stay like this. Just hold me, for now.” 
 
  
 

 
   

                
               
 10. Their New Life Begins 
 
“Well, I think that may be all of it. Let me go check the car one more time, see if there’s any more boxes,” Gwen’s mom said. She was standing in the living room of Gwen and Morgan’s new apartment, her hair slicked back into a messy ponytail. Sweat beaded her forehead.  
 
“Rick, come and help me. Girls, make sure you have everything you need. If you forgot something, better we head out and buy it now than you just hoping you’ll never have to use a towel or something ever again.” 
 
“Okay, mom,” Gwen called over her shoulder from where she was bent over a box in her room labeled “school supplies.” She opened it, making a face at the stacked textbooks and readings, and went to her desk, dumped it out, and decided that was enough organizing for school. She looked out the window behind her desk. From it, she could see the street, where her mom and Rick were standing beside the car, talking to each other. Rick was waving his arms in the air, while her mom had hers folded in front of her. She looked annoyed.  
 
Gwen supposed they were all kind of in a weird mood. Her mom always got sad when she moved out and went back to school. Maybe Rick got grouchy when Morgan left home again? She wasn't sure-- she had never asked. Although being annoyed and in a fairly bad mood seemed to be his default setting, so she wouldn’t be surprised. Sometimes she wondered why her mom had married him, but she had decided a long time ago she wasn’t going to question it. After all, she had gotten something pretty great out of it.  
 
She turned back to her room full of unpacked boxes, ready to start going through her clothes, but stopped when she saw Morgan in her doorway. Gwen smiled at the other girl and leaned against the edge of her desk.  
 
“I see you’re doing a great job organizing in here,” Morgan said teasingly, cocking an eyebrow at the mess of books on her desk, and Gwen laughed. She thought about how earlier that summer, a comment like that from Morgan would have sent them into a spiraling argument that was ultimately pointless. They’d come a long way. 
 
“I figured there wasn’t really a point in unpacking my stuff in here, honestly,” she said.  
 
“No? Why’s that?” 
 
Morgan strode forward, easily picking her way around the boxes, until she had reached where Gwen was still leaning against her desk. She reached forward, dragging her fingers along the bare skin of Gwen’s inner thigh and making her shiver. Gwen shifted forward to that Morgan’s hand was at the junction between her legs, and their breasts brushed every time one of them inhaled. Gwen felt Morgan’s breath fan over her face.  
 
“Well,” Gwen murmured, slipping a finger beneath Morgan’s shirt and teasing where the top of her shorts met her skin. “I think there’s someone else’s bed I’d rather be sharing with them, than staying in here all by myself.” 
 
“Oh, is that so?” Morgan whispered. She dropped her head down to mouth along Gwen’s jawline, going lower to lick at her throat. “Well, does that someone else knows what your plan is?”  
 
“Not yet, but I think she’ll say yes.” 
 
“Oh? Why is that?” Morgan pushed her hands up Gwen’s shirt and squeezed at her tits, her hands hard and demanding. Her thigh pushed between Gwen’s legs, rubbing up against her suddenly very wet cunt. Gwen whined as Morgan pinched nipples, and dropped her own hands to Morgan’s ass, squeezing and kneading at her cheeks. 
 
“Well?” Morgan prompted, her lips brushing against Gwen’s collar. “Why do you think she’ll say yes?” 
 
“I… I plan on paying my way.” 
 
“With what?” 
 
“Whatever you want,” Gwen gasped, and Morgan laughed, leaning away from Gwen’s chest to instead brush her mouth against hers. When she moved away, Gwen followed, chasing after her lips.                
 
“You can sleep with me and never give me anything,” Morgan said. “And enough of that.” She grabbed Gwen’s wrists and pulled her hands away from where they were massaging the other girl’s ass. “Our parents are going to be back any second.” 
 
Gwen whined, and Morgan chuckled low in her throat.  
 
"Don't worry, baby. I'll take care of you once we're alone." She pressed a hard kiss into Gwen's mouth and bit at her lip before she turned on her heel and walked back out of the door.  
 
“And no touching yourself. You’re going to have to wait until I decide to give it to you. Got it?” 
 
Gwen whimpered, her heart pounding and her entire body feeling like it was one fire. 
 
“Okay,” she whispered. Fuck, she couldn’t wait until they were all done packing.  
 

 
Hours later, Gwen and her mom were standing in the kitchen, waiting for Rick to finish putting together Morgan's dresser. Once he was done, he and her mom would be headed out. Gwen always felt bittersweet at times like this. On the one hand, she was excited to be given back total control of her life, to have the chance to live alone and take care of herself.   
 
But also, she really loved her mother. And she was really going to miss her. 
 
“It’s been great having you and Morgan both in the house,” her mom was saying. “I know it was a little touch and go between the two of you near the beginning, but I really am so glad you two are getting along now.” 
 
Gwen smiled to herself.  
 
“Yeah, well. I guess she’s not that bad.” 
 
“Oh, I was never worried about your liking her. Morgan’s great-- I knew you were going to come around and like her. I was worried about whether or not she would like you.” Her mom grinned at her, her eyes twinkling playfully. "After all, you're definitely the more annoying of you two." 
 
“Mom!” Gwen groaned, but she just laughed.  
 
“Really though, Gwen. It’s good that you two have each other. I’m glad you grew up so much this summer. I’m proud of you.” 
 
Gwen flushed. 
 
“Thanks, mom.” 
 
The door to Morgan's door opened, and she came out. She walked into the kitchen and sat in the chair next to Gwen, leaning against her.   
 
“Building stuff is stupid,” she muttered. “None of it ever makes sense.”  
 
Gwen’s mom laughed.  
 
“Did you and your dad finish up?” she asked, and Morgan nodded, straightening. She kicked her legs into Gwen’s lap.  
 
“Yeah. He’s just going to the bathroom, and then he says you’re all ready to go.” 
 
“Got it. Well, I might as well get the teary goodbyes done now, huh?” She stood and stretched. Gwen shoved Morgan’s feet off her legs, ignoring the other girl’s grin, and stood up.  
 
Her mom hugged Morgan first, pressing a motherly kiss to her cheek and making her promise to ensure that Gwen not stay inside and study all day and be boring. Laughing, Morgan promised to do her best, and hugged her back tightly before stepping away. Gwen then stepped up to hug her mom, and was immediately wrapped in her warm embrace. Gwen hugged her back, and her mom ran her fingers through Gwen's hair. 
 
“I love you so much honey, okay?” she whispered softly. “You know that.” 
 
“I do, mom. I love you too.” 
 
"Good. Be safe, and have fun, okay? You two take care of each other." She let go of Gwen to smile at the two of them, and they nodded in agreement.  
 
Gwen's mom bit her lip, and looked behind her, down the hallway towards where the bathroom was. They heard a toilet flush, and she turned back to look at them.   
 
“And one more thing,” she said. “Do yourselves, and your neighbors, a favor, okay? Keep it down at night. Keep it a little quieter.” 
 
Gwen felt Morgan freeze next to her, and her own heart plummeted into her stomach.  
 
“What…?” she whispered. “Mom, we-- I--” 
 
“Shh, baby.” Her mom smiled at her. “Just remember that, okay? And that I love you.” 
 
Rick came back into the room and gave Morgan a quick but tight hug. Morgan went to the bathroom then, and Rick turned to Gwen.  
 
Her mother watched, her mouth pulled into a tight smile as she carefully wiped at the tear streaks on her cheeks. Rick put his arms around Gwen in a hug that felt more like was doing his very best not to actually touch her. Gwen put her hands on his shoulders for a second, just long enough for her mom to see, before letting them fall and quickly stepping away. She and Rick had only ever hugged once before, for a photo at his and her mom's wedding. That hug had been even more awkward than this one was. 
 
“Okay,” Gwen’s mother sniffled. “I’m going to go get the car started, before I really start bawling. I love you two, okay? I love you so much. Don’t be afraid to call if you ever need us, okay?” 
 
“I love you too, Mom,” Gwen said. “I’ll call you tomorrow, okay?” 
 
“Okay.” She gave Gwen one last kiss on the cheek, and then she was gone, leaving just Gwen and Rick standing together by the stairs.  
 
Gwen shifted on her feet uncertainly, not knowing if she was supposed to say something meaningful, or if it would be acceptable for her just to give him a smile and a wave and then flee. She was just about to go with the latter option when Rick spoke up. 
 
“I don’t like this,” he said. His voice was monotone, and he wasn’t looking at her. Gwen blinked at him, confused. 
 
“Um. Sorry, what do you mean?” 
 
“This. You two, living together. I don’t like it.” 
 
“Oh. Um.” Gwen thought about axing the part of her plan where she smiled and waved, and instead just fleeing. “Sorry?” 
 
"Your mother didn't listen to me when I told her this was a bad idea. She said something about you two being family and needing each other. But I want you to know that I disagree, and that if I had anything to say about it, you two would be living on opposite sides of the city. Or, even better, in different cities.” 
 
Gwen could feel her mouth hanging open, but she had no idea what to say. Or if she should say anything. What the hell was she supposed to say to shit like that? 
 
“I… I um…” she stuttered.  
 
“And so I want you to stay away from Morgan. I want you to leave her alone.” He finally looked her in the eye, and his face was twisted with carefully suppressed anger. “Got it? Just leave her alone.” 
 
Gwen felt her face flush with anger, and she shook her head as she glared at him. She didn't know what he knew or what he thought he knew. But she realized she didn't particularly care. She hadn't spent an entire summer worrying and pining over Morgan just to have her fucking dad tell her to stay away.  
 
"I don't care what you think, or if you don't like us living together. Because we do, and because I like it. And I know Morgan likes it. So keep your opinions to yourself, all right?” she snapped, glaring at him.  
 
He stared coldly back, his eyes flashing. He opened his mouth to say something, and Gwen braced herself, but before he could say anything, a hand was suddenly on her hip, a warm arm settling around her waist. 
 
"Hey, Dad, I thought you were about to head out?" Morgan said. Her voice was casual, but Gwen could tell by the tight way Morgan’s fingers gripped her hip that the other girl was anything but relaxed.  
 
He stared at her, and she way she was holding onto Gwen.  
 
"I am," he grunted, turning and walking towards the door. He put his hand on the handle, but hesitated before turning it. He turned back around to face the two girls.  
 
“Morgan…” he started. 
 
“Yeah, dad?” 
 
“Just-- just be careful. Take care of yourself.” His dark eyes flicked to Gwen, and he frowned.  
 
Morgan’s arm tightened around Gwen for a moment, and then she was nodding.  
 
"Of course, Dad," she said. She turned her head and placed a gentle kiss on Gwen's cheek, lingering for just a heartbeat longer than would be considered appropriate. Gwen felt her cheeks flush hot under Morgan's lips, and it took every ounce of self-control she had in her not to smile and laugh.   
 
“We’ll take care of each other. Won’t we, Gwen?” 
 
“Oh, yes.” Gwen wrapped her own arm around Morgan’s shoulders. “Just like good sisters should.” 
 
The two girls smiled at him, and when the door shut with a heavy slam, they dissolved into laughter.  
 
“Your mom knows we’ve been fucking,” Morgan gasped. “Holy fuck, she knows.” 
 
“She’s known,” Gwen corrected. “And if your dad didn’t know it too, he definitely fucking does now.” 
 
They both burst into fresh bouts of laughter and collapsed on the floor.   
 
   
 
The two of them thought about cooking, but then decided that they were both much too lazy to even try. Instead, they ordered a pizza and lounged on their one couch, flicking through movies on the TV and fighting for the remote. Eventually, they ended up with Morgan laying against the side cushion and Gwen laying on top of her and between her legs. Their hearts beat against each other, and Gwen could feel the rise and fall of Morgan’s chest with every breath she took.  
 
“Do you really think my mom knows?” Gwen asked at one point, and Morgan shrugged.  
 
“Yeah, I do. But honestly, your mom is the best. I don’t think I really mind her knowing.”  
 
Gwen hummed with agreement, and Morgan stroked her hand through her hair. Gwen’s eyes started to close contentedly at the touch, but she kept them open.  
 
“Morgan?” 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“That girl. Who you came to visit in Boston that one time. Who is she? Really?”               
 
Morgan was silent for a long time, though her hand never stopped sliding through Gwen’s hair.  
 
“She… I thought she could be something, once,” Morgan said finally. “But that was a long time ago. I don’t think that anymore.” 
 
“You promise?” 
 
“Yeah, Gwen. I promise.” 
 
Gwen snuggled closer to Morgan, and she ended up with one leg between Morgan’s, her cunt pressed close to the other girl’s hip. She looked up through her eyelashes. Morgan was still watching TV, a thoughtful look on her face. Gwen shifted against her leg and ground down on it, just a little, and Morgan's eye quickly flicked down to look at her. She smirked. 
 
"Oh, what? Is the little slut getting impatient?" She moved her hand down Gwen's body, sliding it down the curve of her back and to her ass. She groped at Gwen's cheeks, giving them a slight spank, before she moved her hand down even further, till she was pressing against Gwen’s cunt from behind.  
 
Gwen mewled, rutting down harder on Morgan’s leg, and she laughed.  
 
“Poor thing,” she cooed. “So desperate to get off all day. You’re such a whore, aren’t you, Gwen? So desperate for me all the time, aren’t you?” 
 
Gwen whined.  
 
“I’ve been waiting all day, Morgan. Please. I haven’t touched myself, not once. Please.” Gwen moved up Morgan’s body to suck gentle kisses into her exposed collarbone. She pushed one of her hands up Morgan’s shirt, and she moaned when she grasped the other girl’s bare breast. Morgan shuddered and pushed aside Gwen’s sleep shorts so that she could massage her fingers against Gwen’s fold.  
 
“God, you really have been waiting, hm? You’re so wet,” Morgan moaned. One of her fingers just barely pressed into Gwen's hole, and she gasped as her body shuddered with heat, but then Morgan was moving away. 
 
“Get on the ground,” she ordered. “You’re going to make me feel good before you get to get off.” 
 
Gwen scrambled to do as she said, the familiar thrill whenever Morgan told her what to do shooting through her veins. She kneeled on the ground in front of her stepsister, and Morgan twisted so that one of her legs was on either side of Gwen. With shaking hands, Gwen reached up and tugged lightly on Morgan’s shorts, and then her panties, to expose her wet and dripping pussy.  
 
She licked her lips. Morgan fisted her hand in Gwen’s hair and pulled her forward. Gwen licked at Morgan’s folds, shuddering at the heady, warm taste of her. Her thighs closed around Gwen's head as she sucked on her clit, Gwen's tongue circling the tight ring of muscles at her entrance, dipping slightly in and out. Morgan's hand that wasn't in Gwen's hair moved down to palm at her breasts through her shirt, and Gwen moaned into Morgan's cunt as her nipples hardened.  
 
“Fuck, I love you like this,” Morgan gasped. “So hungry for my cunt, so fucking needy. God, you look so good on your knees for me, baby. Like such a good little slut.” Her hips were starting to thrust forward a little, gyrating against Gwen’s mouth in a search for more friction, more pressure, and Gwen was more than happy to give it to her.  
 
She pushed her head forward, her lips wet with the juices from Morgan's pussy. She opened her mouth wide, her tongue hanging out, and dragged it back and forth over the other girl's clit, feeling her own pussy clench at the sound of Morgan's growing pleasure. She had thrown her head back over the couch, her throat straining as moans fell loudly from her throat.   
 
“Fuck, fuck, Gwen,” she gasped. “God, yes, baby. Your tongue feels so good on me. Keep going.” 
 
Gwen’s hands, which had been gripping Morgan’s thighs, moved up her body to instead squeeze at her tits, pinching lightly at her nipples. Morgan moaned, loud and desperate, and Gwen sucked harder on her clit, pushing her tongue in deeper and flicking it faster, suddenly desperate to taste Morgan’s orgasm on her lips.  
 
Morgan came with a shout, her back arching and her hips pushing against Gwen’s face. As soon as she fell back against the couch, Gwen was crawling up onto the sofa to kneel next to her. She leaned forward, trailing her lips up Morgan's warm neck and up to her lips. She nipped at Morgan's bottom lip lightly and licked at the seam of her mouth. 
 
“Please, Morgan,” she begged. She could feel the slick of her pussy between her legs. "Fuck, I need you so bad. Please, please, let me cum." 
 
Morgan blinked, and look at her.  
 
"Okay," she said. "I'll let you cum. But only because you were just so good for me."   
 
She sat up straight and pulled off Gwen’s shirt, and pushed down her shorts so that she was naked and desperate, waiting for her. She sucked on Gwen’s nipple, her tongue swirling around the puckered skin. Gwen could feel how wet her cunt was, and how it clenched down against nothing; it was so desperate. Her clit throbbed, and her stomach was tight with want. Everything felt hot. 
 
"Please, Morgan, don't tease me," she gasped. "Please, please, just let me cum." 
 
“Okay, baby, okay. Lay down for me. Lay down and spread your legs like a good little slut.” 
 
Gwen immediately did as she was told, and Morgan sucked on two of her fingers before laying her hand over Gwen’s pussy. Her thumb stroked circles around Gwen’s clit, and her fingers pressed slowly into her dripping hole.  
 
“Fuck Gwen,” Morgan said. She almost sounded surprised. “You’re so wet.” 
 
Gwen groaned from low in her chest as finally, Morgan pressed into her. Her cunt pulsed around Morgan’s fingers, her hips thrusting up against Morgan’s hand. Heat seeped low in her core. Her toes curled as her body shuddered with hot pleasure, Morgan’s breath fanning over her face as she sucked on Gwen’s neck and then her mouth.  
 
"Okay, babe," she finally whispered. "Go ahead and cum for me," and with a shout, Gwen did. Morgan held onto her the entire time, until, exhausted, they both drifted off into a dreamless sleep.  
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