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    Gwen's head bounced against the car window, her eyes slipping closed every few minutes before she forced them open again. Her entire body felt warm, the car's heat on blast, and she knew that it was only a matter of minutes until she succumbed to sleep. Morgan was next to her in the backseat, looking out of her own window, bored. Their thighs, out of view of their parents in the driver and passenger seats, were pressed against each other, and Gwen smiled quietly to herself every time they jostled next to each other.  
 
    They were on their way back home from having eaten dinner out at a restaurant, and the world outside was almost totally dark as the car sped down the road. Their parents were speaking quietly to each other, and Gwen let the soft cadence of their voices drift over her, lulling her to sleep. Morgan said something that she didn’t catch, starting a conversation with her dad, and Gwen blearily blinked, trying to jump back into the conversation to find out what was being talked about.  
 
    “I ran into her mom the other day while we were both getting gas," Morgan's dad was saying. "Her mom said that she missed you. You should give her a call or something soon. You two used to be attached at the hip. Whatever happened with that?" 
 
    “We just stopped hanging out so much,” Morgan said. Her words were normal, but Gwen had gotten to know her well enough in the past couple weeks to recognize the tightness in her voice. She looked over to her, but Morgan was still staring out the window. Gwen tried to make eye contact with her in the reflection, but Morgan kept her eyes trained steadily outward.  
 
    “You should call her. There’s no reason to be rude and ignore her calls like her mom said you’ve been doing.” 
 
    “I’m not ignoring her calls. She just calls at bad times, I miss them, and then I just don’t call her back.” 
 
    “That’s called ignoring someone’s calls, Morgan.” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    “Morgan.” 
 
    “Fine, fine. I’ll call her back tomorrow, or something. It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    Gwen watched Morgan’s reflection in the car window frown. Her fingers started to tap on the door’s cup holder.  
 
    “Well, good.” 
 
    "Who is this?" Gwen's mom piped up, and Gwen sent a silent prayer of thanks to her nosy, gossip-loving mother. 
 
    “Nobody,” Morgan said, but her father spoke over her.  
 
    “One of Morgan’s old friends. They've known each other since first grade and were best friends. They even went to Boston together. Dormed together Morgan's first year. They had a falling out, though." 
 
    “We didn’t have a falling out,” Morgan said, tersely. Gwen could see her clenching her jaw. “We just grew apart. It happens.” 
 
    “When they were kids they always used to say that they would get married when they were older,” Morgan’s father said. His voice was teasing, but his daughter hardly looked amused. “Her and Morgan slept over at each other's houses more than they slept alone." 
 
    Gwen felt Morgan’s thigh tense against hers, and then she finally made eye contact with Gwen in the reflection of her window. They stared at each other for a long, quiet moment.  
 
    “It wasn’t that big a deal, Dad,” Morgan said slowly, still staring at Gwen’s reflection.  
 
    “Not a big deal,” her father snorted. “You two wouldn’t even apply to colleges that the other one couldn’t. Looking back, it was actually kind of ridiculous.” 
 
    “Whatever,” Morgan said. She shifted her gaze away from Gwen and looked back out the window. She shifted her body to rest her head against her hand. The movement pulled her thigh away from where it was pressed against Gwen’s.  
 
    Gwen shivered as Morgan’s body heat left her. She looked back out her own window. She felt suddenly carsick, like something was pushing down against her stomach and choking her, but she wasn't sure why. She coughed a little into her elbow and leaned her head back against the window. Her mother and Morgan's father were still talking, but Gwen ignored it, shutting her eyes and biting her lip against tears. She didn’t know where they had come from, but she willed them back and kept her eyes closed until they got home. That night, when Morgan pressed a kiss against her mouth before falling asleep, Gwen closed her eyes again, and kept them closed.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
     When Gwen walked into the house, throwing her keys and grocery bags on the table, she could hear Morgan's voice coming from the kitchen. She slowed, a smile pulling at her lips at the thought of surprising her with a grab from behind. She made it to the doorway and paused. Morgan was standing by the kitchen table, staring out the window with one arm wrapped around herself while the other pressed her cellphone to her ear. There was a smile in her voice.  
 
     "I know, I know, it's been a long time," she said. "I'm sorry I never called back. You know how shit I am at that." She listened to what the other person on the phone said and laughed. "Yeah, you're right. It's probably my biggest character flaw.” 
 
    Gwen felt like her blood had run cold. She knew she should step away and let Morgan have her conversation in private, but something was keeping her there, frozen.  
 
    "I'll be back in Boston in a few more weeks," Morgan said. Her hand came up to twist her hair between her fingers. "We should definitely get together. I'd love to see you again. You know that." 
 
    Gwen bit her lip and closed her eyes. She didn’t want to hear this. Why didn’t she want to hear this?  
 
     "Yeah, it's been alright. The house is kind of small, though. But yeah, not too big a change or anything. Well, actually..."  
 
    Gwen felt tears prick at her eyes. She couldn’t hear this. She didn’t want to hear the rest of this. She whipped around and ran to their room. The door shut with a bang behind her. 
 
    When Morgan walked in a few minutes later, she looked surprised to see her.  
 
    “Oh, hey. I didn’t hear you come back in.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Gwen said slowly. She was lying on her bed, staring up at the ceiling. “I came right upstairs.”  
 
     "How was the store?" Morgan asked, walking to sit beside her, but before she could, Gwen surged up, grabbing her waist and pressing their lips together, walking her back until Morgan's back hit the wall.  
 
    Her hands landed on Gwen’s waist, and Gwen moaned.  
 
    “Please, Morgan,” she whispered against Morgan’s mouth. “I want you to fuck me. Like you said you would in the movie theater. Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. I want to be stretched and filled, and I want you to do it. Please.” 
 
    Morgan leaned back to study Gwen’s face, looking confused.  
 
    “Are we in that kind of mood?” she asked, sounding surprised. Gwen just whimpered and pressed herself harder against the other girl. Morgan laughed lowly. "Well, alright then." She tightened her grip on Gwen's waist and spun them around, so that  
 
    now Gwen was the one against the wall. 
 
    Gwen stared at Morgan, their breaths mingling between them, something hot and twisted hovering over them. Gwen felt warm all over. Her heartbeat was in her ears. Morgan’s eyes were fixed on her, her hands clenched at her side as her jaw twitched. There was a long silence in which neither of them moved or made a sound. Until Gwen’s eyes dropped to Morgan’s wet lips.  
 
    Within a moment, Morgan was pressed against Gwen, her leg sliding between hers to grind against her mound, pushing her back into the wall with a thud. Morgan's hand made a fist in Gwen's hair and tugged on it to the point of pain, and Gwen nipped at Morgan's bottom lip in retaliation. Morgan growled and leaned back. Her other hand was tight on Gwen’s waist, holding her in place.  
 
    “That’s not how this works,” she growled. “You don’t get to tell me when to make you feel good. I do it when I want, how I want. You’re mine, which means I get to tell you what to do. Do you understand?” 
 
     Gwen glared at her, panting. Morgan's leg pressed against her sex was tantalizing, and she desperately wanted to grind down on it, but she knew that by doing so she would be giving in, that Morgan would then have all the power over her. Usually, she liked that. But right now, her cheeks were flushed with jealousy and confusion, and there was a tight ball in her chest that she didn't know the meaning of. She kept telling herself it was just lust, that this craving making her throat burn was just intense and impatient desire, but she knew somewhere that it was something more like desperate hope that she was only one Morgan wanted to do this with. 
 
    Morgan met her eyes steadily. Gwen pushed forward a little, but Morgan's hands tightened in her hair and on her waist.  
 
     "That's not how it works," she said again. "Here's how we're going to do this. You're going to take your clothes off. You're going to crawl to the bed. And you're going to touch yourself, and you're not going to cum until I say you can. And you’re going to wait for me. For as long as I want to make you wait. Because you’ve been bad, and so fucking needy, it’s pathetic. Do you understand?” 
 
    Gwen stared at her stepsister. Her legs were trembling. Her pussy was throbbing against the press of Morgan’s leg, and a huge part of her was more than ready to drop to the floor right then and there to shed her clothes as she followed Morgan’s commands and crawled to the bed. But there was another part of her that was still angry and hurt, and the only way she could truly show Morgan how she felt was by not complying with her demands.  
 
    Morgan seemed to recognize the spark of disobedience in Gwen’s eyes, and her own gaze darkened. She rubbed her leg back and forth against Gwen’s wet pussy, and Gwen whined a little in response before quickly clamping down on any other sounds. Morgan's mouth twisted into a feral smile. She leaned forward a little, her breasts pushing against Gwen and their hips aligning. Morgan's lips were wet as they brushed against the shell of Gwen’s ear.  
 
    “Actually, do you know what? It doesn’t matter whether you understand or not. Because you’re going to do it for me anyways just because I say so, aren’t you?” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, and her head began to go fuzzy as Morgan’s hot hands dragged along her body. She slipped her hand from Gwen’s waist down into the waistband of her pants, so that she could rub her fingers back and forth along her slit.  
 
    “You’re so fucking wet, Gwen,” she moaned. “Just from me having you against the wall, huh? So don’t act like you don’t want to do what I’m telling you right now. I know you do. And if you don’t, I’m going to leave you here, desperate and needy and wet, all alone to get yourself off. And we both know,” she added, simpering, “you need my permission to cum. Don't you?" 
 
    Gwen whimpered, feeling a flood of wetness between her thighs that could very well have dampened even Morgan’s leg. She let her legs go slack, and Morgan stepped away. Gwen dropped to the ground. Quivering, she pulled off her shirt, her tits swinging free of the material. She struggled to pull off her pants and panties, and her cheeks reddened as Morgan watched her the entire time, not making a sound but with a smirk curling on her lips. 
 
    Still shaking a little, the wetness of her pussy making the junction of her exposed thighs cold, Gwen crawled along the floor towards Morgan’s bed, her knees smarting against the roughness of the carpet. Morgan leaned against the wall behind her and simply watched. Gwen reached the bed and pulled herself up. She bit her lip and looked at Morgan. She didn’t know how to do this.  
 
    "Well?" Morgan said, lifting a single eyebrow. "Go ahead. You know what to do, what I told you. Start getting yourself off." 
 
    Gwen whimpered, but slowly, she leaned her back against the wall the bed was pushed against, and let her legs splay out in front of her, so that her pussy was exposed, gleaming in the light that came from the window. Morgan’s eyes fastened onto her cunt almost immediately as Gwen ran her fingers back and forth over her slit, collecting her juices and making them slick. She whimpered, biting her lip at the low pleasurable pressure she was giving herself. Morgan’s eyes on her were almost better, though.  
 
    She pressed one finger into herself, teasing her walls where she knew her clit was, and she felt a moan edge out of her mouth involuntarily.  
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, and met Morgan’s eyes from across the room. “Please, Morgan,” she whispered. “Please, I need you so bad.” 
 
    Morgan’s eyes flashed. “I know you do,” she said. “So keep on doing what you’re doing, baby. I’ll be back later.” 
 
    She straightened from the wall and pulled the door open slightly to slip out, and Gwen whimpered, desperately, her heart beating so hard against her chest that it hurt as her cunt pulsed around her fingers. 
 
    “Please, Morgan,” she cried again. “Please.” She wasn’t even sure what she was begging for.  
 
    "Remember you can't cum until I say you can," she said with a wink, and then she was gone. 
 
    Gwen stared at the closed door, the silence of the room suddenly stifling. Her fingers inside herself stilled, and she sighed. Her cunt was wet, clenching, but all her motivation to keep going had ended as soon as the door shut behind Morgan. She rubbed her fingers around herself lazily, closing her eyes and letting her head fall back against the wall.  
 
    She wasn’t entirely sure what had just happened. Or what was going to happen. She knew what she wanted to happen–– Morgan had spoken in the theater about tying her down and fucking into her with a strap on, and even just thinking about those words again had her fingers in her pussy getting wetter. She thought about the way Morgan might tease her, pressing the strap on little by little until she was filled, stretched and so open, and so wet that Morgan would be able to slide in and out without any resistance. Gwen would cry out and sob in pleasure as Morgan flicked and pinched her nipples, and maybe if she was really good for her, Morgan would let Gwen touch her clit, and be able to make Morgan feel good for once…  
 
     "Well, it looks like you're doing a good job."  
 
     Gwen's eyes shot open, and she blinked, refocusing them. Morgan was closing the door as she stepped back into the room. Her skin was sprinkled with water droplets, and her hair lay in wet tendrils over her shoulders. She was wrapped in a towel, and looking bemusedly at Gwen.   
 
    “Don’t stop,” she ordered, walking to her dresser, and with a whimper Gwen pumped her fingers in and out of her hole, her hips twitching forward in search of some pleasurable friction. She watched, eyes wide, as Morgan pulled out a black strap-on from the top drawer of her dresser. She let the towel fall, and then she was tying the strap on around her waist, positioning it to make it stand proudly out from her hips. She turned, and without fanfare made her way to Gwen on the bed.  
 
    “Lay against the pillow,” Morgan ordered, and Gwen scrambled to do so. Morgan slid onto the bed, her eyes running over Gwen’s body. She stuck out her hand and let one finger slide between Gwen’s pussy lips, making her shudder. Morgan smiled at her reaction. 
 
     "You're so wet," she said. "I bet I don't even have to use lube, so you're such a horny slut for me." She gripped the strap on in one hand and rubbed it around Gwen’s pussy, collecting her juices and making the dildo shine with her wetness. Morgan looked down at it, her eyes gleaming, before her gaze shifted back to Gwen.  
 
    “Why don’t you taste yourself?” she said, a teasing note in her voice, and then she was tugging up on Gwen’s hair to pull her head forward.  
 
    Gwen blinked at the shining dildo, and looked up at Morgan through her lashes. The other girl just blinked down at her, offering no help. She raised an eyebrow expectantly. Slowly, Gwen poked her tongue out from between her lips to swirl around the head of the toy. She swallowed the tangy sweetness of herself. Morgan pulled her head away after only a few moments, laughing.  
 
    “Honestly, that was mostly just to see you struggle with something you’ve never had to do before,” she said with a wink, and Gwen stared at her incredulously.  
 
    She opened her mouth, but before she could say anything, Morgan was lowering her head to press her mouth hard against Gwen's. She licked into her mouth, and Gwen opened for her. She closed her eyes and let Morgan’s body press her back down to lay against the pillows. Morgan settled herself between her legs, and the strap on lay against her stomach. Gwen shivered, imagining what it would feel like inside her.   
 
    Gwen stared up at Morgan, her eyes trailing over the slope of her jaw and the red line of her lips. Her hair was still damp from her shower and fell over her shoulder, curling at the ends. Her long, dark lashes framed her eyes, and they cast shadows over her cheeks. Their eyes met, and Morgan's eyes softened for the first time the whole night. She let go of one of Gwen's thighs to gently place her hand on Gwen's cheek instead. Her thumb brushed over her lips. 
 
    "Is this okay?" she whispered. "I'm not going to put it in unless I hear you say it’s okay.” 
 
    Gwen took a deep, shaky breath. She didn’t know how she felt about a lot of things–– about Morgan talking to that girl on her phone, about the dark question of what would happen in Boston, even about Morgan in general–– but she knew that she wanted this. There was no question there. She nodded.  
 
    “Yes,” she whispered back. “I do.”  
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Yes.” She bit her lip. “I… before. At the movie theater. You said you wanted to tie me up and fuck me. Are you… are you not going to do that?" 
 
    Morgan frowned.  
 
    "This is your first time doing this," she said slowly, after a moment. "We're taking this slow." 
 
    “But I want it.” 
 
    Morgan looked amused. She leaned forward and bit lightly at Gwen’s neck, trailing kisses up until she was whispering into Gwen’s ear. “And I say no,” she murmured. She pulled at Gwen’s earlobe with her teeth. “And I don’t think you want to go against me again, do you? I might remember that I have to do something else other than just shower.” 
 
    Gwen felt a flood of fear at the thought of having to wait longer.  
 
    “No, no,” she said quickly. “This is fine. And I… I want it. Please.”  
 
    Morgan studied for another moment and then nodded. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    The strap on, which had been still, soft against the quivering ring of muscles leading into Gwen’s hot walls, pushed in deeper, and Gwen gasped. Morgan kept her hand on Gwen’s cheek, her thumb rubbing over her skin soothingly.  
 
    “Just relax, babe,” she hummed. “You’re being such a good girl for me. God, look at you. Keep being good for me, okay?” 
 
    Gwen whimpered. She hadn’t ever felt so stretched, so full. The toy was wider than the three fingers Morgan had had in her before, and it spread her in a different way, dragged at her pussy lips in a different way. It went deeper. Gwen keened and threw her head back against the pillow, her toes curling as the strange and unfamiliar sensation melted into hot pleasure. Morgan’s breath was shaky above her, her fingers trembling where she held her face, and Gwen moaned.  
 
    “Fuck, Morgan," she groaned. "Please, please - fuck. It… it feels so good. Please. Harder." 
 
    Morgan moaned, and then she was pulling out, pushing in, pulling out, until she had a steady rhythm that was enough to make her cry out wordlessly, her head flooded with the desperate need for more, more, more.  
 
    “Fuck, Gwen, you look so good when you’re fucked out like that,” Morgan gasped. She took her hand off Gwen’s cheek to run down her body, her fingernails dragging and making Gwen shiver. She flicked at her nipples, and then further down to circle around her clit. Gwen thought she was going to pass out, the pleasure was so good. And it was only building as Morgan thrust into her, over and over again.  
 
    “Fuck, Morgan,” Gwen cried. Her legs, which had been loosely balanced on Morgan’s hips, tightened and pulled her closer, pulling her deeper. Her own hips pushed upward to meet Morgan thrust for thrust.  
 
    "Fuck, it feels so good." 
 
    Morgan was moaning too, sweat dampening her forehead as the strap on pressed indirect pressure onto her clit. She licked the fingers of her free hand and pushed them under the base part of the strap-on to rub them roughly against her own clit, biting her lip and feeling her skin burn hot with how turned on she was. 
 
    “Morgan, Morgan,” Gwen moaned, and she was reaching up so that she could push Morgan’s fingers out of the way to tease her fingers around Morgan’s clit. Morgan’s hand fell away, and her hips stuttered as her head fell forward, her breath catching.  
 
    “Fuck, Gwen,” she breathed. “You make me feel so good, babe. Keep touching me, just like that. Fuck.” 
 
    They moaned, thrusting wildly against each other and rubbing desperately at each other's clit, and then Gwen was coming, her pleasure spilling out of her with a rush of wetness and a high, loud moan. Morgan kept pushing into her as she came, and when Gwen was lying still, panting and spent against the pillows, Morgan pulled out of her and quickly undid the strap on, letting it fall on the ground. She fell against the pillows next to Gwen, slipping her fingers into herself, and within heartbeats she was coming too. Gwen turned her head to swallow Morgan’s moan as she did.  
 
    The two girls lay panting next to one another, staring up at the ceiling.  
 
    Her head warm and fuzzy post-orgasm, Gwen almost didn’t realize she had opened her mouth until she heard her own words.  
 
    "Morgan," she started. "Am I the… I mean, right now, is there…" she stopped herself, her brow furrowing. Did she even have any right to ask Morgan if anyone was waiting for her back in Boston? It wasn't like the two of them were dating–– Gwen didn’t have any right to act like a jealous girlfriend. And she wasn’t. She wasn’t jealous at all. She was just...curious. She just wondered. She closed her eyes and took a steadying breath.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Gwen’s eyes flew open as Morgan spoke. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You were asking me something, and then you stopped. What is it?” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    Morgan turned on her side to look at Gwen’s profile.  
 
    “Why were you so mad at me?” she asked. Her voice was low. “I could tell you were. You were using sex with me for some reason, but I can’t imagine what. I thought we were good–– is everything okay?” 
 
    Gwen bit her lip and kept her eyes carefully trained above her.  
 
    "It was nothing," she said carefully. "I don't know what you're talking about." She knew Morgan didn't believe her by the way her gaze hardened. “Really,” she added weakly.  
 
    “What are you keeping from me?” 
 
    Gwen felt anger rise in her. 
 
    “What are you keeping from me?” she shot back, looking at Morgan. The other girl's brow furrowed. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Gwen felt sick. She didn’t want to fight with Morgan. She wanted to press their naked bodies against each other and shake together with the pleasurable aftershocks of their orgasms. She wanted to kiss Morgan softly, just to kiss her. She just wanted to be held by her, and to be happy in her arms.  
 
    She turned on her side away from Morgan. 
 
    “It was nothing,” she said again, making it clear the conversation was over. Morgan sighed.  
 
    “Whatever,” she said. She stood and went to the other bed, and Gwen shivered. She hadn't realized how warm Morgan was next to her. She also realized that actually, she was the one in Morgan's bed, but when she thought about saying something, she felt tears rise in her eyes. She closed them tightly and fell asleep to the sound of Morgan’s soft breaths across the room.  
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