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    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.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com! 
 
    [image: The Lioness] 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





