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