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 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. 
 
    “Yeah?” 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? 
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