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    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.  
 
    “We’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 we’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. Relax— 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 we’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. We’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 it’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.”  
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