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    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. 
 
    “Goodnight, Gwen.  
 
    “Night, Morgan.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    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.” 
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