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 A Chance Encounter 
 
      
 
      
 
    When she walked into the coffee shop, Gwen had her eyes trained on the menu, her lips soundlessly reciting Morgan’s order, since the other girl had refused to get out of the car to order herself. So when she ran straight into someone, spilling her coffee all over the two of them, she knew she was the one to blame for it.  
 
    “Oh, shit,” she swore, dropping to the ground to pick up the spilling disposable cup. “I’m so sorry, here, let me help you.” 
 
    “Gwen?” 
 
    Gwen frowned and looked up. A girl with curly black hair, her eyes framed by thick, mascara covered eyelashes, was blinking down at her. Gwen let out a shocked laugh and stood. Mercedes opened her arms and Gwen immediately stepped into them, their hot coffee-soaked shirts pressed between them.  
 
    “Oh my god, Gwen, hi," Mercedes laughed. "I can't believe I just spilled my coffee all over you. I'm so sorry." 
 
    “No, no, don’t worry about it. Honestly. That was all my fault.” 
 
    “God, it’s been forever, hasn’t it?” Mercedes mused. Gwen pulled some napkins out of a dispenser on a nearby table and handed them to the other girl. They bent down, soaking up the spilled coffee. Mercedes continued, "I think the last time I saw you was right before you left for college." 
 
    Gwen flushed, her eyes dropping from Mercedes’s face to the mess on the ground in front of her. She still remembered that night. Mercedes was staring at her, tears flowing freely down to her chin and her mascara clumping thickly around her eyes. Gwen’s hands were fluttering in front of her, uncertain of what to do as tears wet her own face. 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” she said slowly, starting to gather up the dripping napkins. Mercedes touched her hand gently, and Gwen looked up to meet her eyes. She was smiling kindly, and Gwen’s eyes dropped down for a moment to look at those lips she had once known so well. She quickly looked back up to meet Mercedes’s gaze. Her smile widened.  
 
    “We should catch up,” Mercedes said. “I’d love to hear how you’re doing. You look fantastic.”  
 
    “Oh.” Gwen bit her lip and looked down to where Mercedes’s hand was still resting gently on top of hers. It was warm. “Yeah, you’d be great. To catch up with, I mean,” Gwen added quickly, feeling her cheeks heat up as heat rushed up her neck. Mercedes just laughed, standing and holding a hand down to Gwen to help her up as well.  
 
    “Good. You have my number, right?” 
 
    “Um. Yeah.” 
 
     "Text me when you're free, we'll set something up. I'm sorry to just rush, but I'm on my way to this thing, and it looks like I'll have to stop home and change." Mercedes gestured to her coffee-stained shirt, and Gwen’s eyes followed the movement. She felt her cheeks warm even more.  
 
    “Oh shit, I’m so sorry. Here, let me buy you a new coffee, at least.” 
 
     "Nah, don't worry about it. Next time, though." Mercedes smiled and pulled Gwen into another hug. Gwen slowly settled her arms around the other girl's waist and took a deep breath before stepping away.  
 
    “I’ll text you,” she promised as Mercedes walked towards the door. She held up a hand in farewell, and then was gone. Gwen took a deep breath and then walked towards the register. 
 
     "Hi, how can I help you?" the barista said with a smile, her eyes flicking down to look at Gwen's coffee-stained shirt before she looked back up and pointedly did not comment.   
 
    “Could I have a macchiato, and a...um.” Gwen bit her lip. Fuck. She’d forgotten Morgan’s order.  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
     Morgan looked up from her phone as Gwen slid into the driver's seat, two disposable mugs in her hand. She passed one to Morgan silently. Morgan took a sip and frowned. She looked at Gwen.  
 
    “This isn’t a black tea with sugar.” 
 
    “Um, no. It’s black coffee with milk.” 
 
    “That’s basically the opposite of what I ordered.” 
 
    “Um. Yeah.” 
 
    Morgan rolled her eyes but took another sip from the cup. Her eyes were trained on Gwen as she started the car and pulled out of the parking spot.  
 
    “Your shirt is covered in coffee,” she said, and Gwen sighed.  
 
    “I know. I ran right into somebody.” 
 
    “I know. I saw. Who was she?” 
 
    “You saw?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was totally your fault, by the way.” Her voice was teasing, and Gwen laughed. 
 
     "Yeah, I know. It was fine, though."  
 
     "So, who was she? It looked like you knew her."  
 
    “Oh. Well,” Gwen started, shifting in her seat as she turned on the blinker. Why was she suddenly hesitant to tell Morgan about Mercedes? “She was my ex. I dated her in high school.” 
 
    “Your ex,” Morgan repeated, and her voice was colder. Gwen flicked her gaze towards her. Morgan was staring straight ahead out the front windshield. “You looked friendly.” 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, it’s been three years since we broke up. I’m not angry about it still or anything like that. There’s no bad blood.” 
 
    “Did you break up with her?” 
 
     "No. She did with me. She was staying in town for college and didn't want to do the long distance thing. It was like, right before I left for college."  
 
    “And you’re still friendly with her?” 
 
    Gwen frowned and turned her head to look at Morgan as they stopped at a red light.  
 
    “You’re very curious.” 
 
     Morgan shrugged and curled her lip.  
 
     "You're my stepsister now," she said, in a sour voice. "I gotta look out for you."  
 
    Gwen rolled her eyes and looked back at the road.  
 
    “Don’t be weird.” 
 
    “What? It’s true. I’m your stepsister. What’s the matter with that?” 
 
    “Nothing, it’s just weird. I don’t know why.” 
 
    “Hm.” Morgan bit her lip, and then put her drink down in the cupholder. She turned in her seat to face Gwen and leaned forward to lick at Gwen's ear. 
 
    Gwen sucked in a breath and leaned away slightly, surprised, but Morgan just followed her, tugging lightly on her earlobe as her tongue traced the contours of her ear. Gwen shivered, Morgan’s breath hot against the side of her face. 
 
     "What are you doing?" she demanded, keeping her gaze carefully trained on the road in front of her. Morgan hummed. 
 
    “Is it weird because we’re stepsisters who do this?” she whispered. Gwen’s neck prickled as Morgan dragged her lips along her skin. One of her hands landed on Gwen’s bare thigh, rubbing near where her shorts met her skin on the inside of her leg. Gwen shifted, feeling her pussy dampen with interest as her heart sped in her chest. She flexed her hands against the steering wheel. 
 
     "Morgan, I'm driving," she said sternly, but as Morgan moved her hand to rub at her mound, Gwen just bit back her whimper. She didn’t move away. Morgan unbuttoned Gwen’s shorts and unzipped it as much as she could with Gwen sitting. She slipped a finger beneath Gwen’s sheer panties and pushed lightly around Gwen’s clit, which she could just reach, and Gwen moaned. 
 
    “C’mon, Gwen,” Morgan whispered. “Tell me. Does this feel weird to you?” 
 
    She lowered her head slowly to lick at Gwen’s exposed slit through her panties. Her hand slipped beneath Gwen’s coffee-damp shirt to drag her fingernails against her stomach and press against her bra. Gwen whimpered and bit her lip, her hands tightening on the steering wheel. She stared hard at the road in front of her and sent up a silent prayer of thanks that there weren’t currently any other cars on the road.  
 
    Morgan’s breath was hot against her pussy, and her cunt clenched with want. Gwen bit her lip. She wanted to be filled, but she knew it was impossible with her sitting. Also, she was driving, and this was incredibly dangerous. Right. This is incredibly dangerous, she reminded herself. 
 
    “Morgan,” she breathed, as Morgan’s tongue traced around her clit. “Morgan, you gotta stop. This is dangerous.” 
 
    Morgan sat up again and smiled. Her lips were red and wet with Gwen’s juices.  
 
    “Well, that’s new,” she teased. “You, giving orders. What do you want me to do instead, Gwen? Where should I kiss you instead?” She leaned forward to press her lips at the junction of Gwen’s shoulder and throat. “How about right here, baby?” she whispered. “What if I kiss you right here, where everybody can see? So everybody knows what we do together?” 
 
    “Fuck Morgan,” Gwen moaned, craning her head so that Morgan had better access to her throat.  
 
    “You taste so good, Gwen,” Morgan groaned. Her hand came back to grind down against Gwen’s mound, and Gwen whimpered as an aching want filled her entire body. “God, I want you right now. I can’t wait.” 
 
    “Morgan, we’re like two minutes away from the house,” Gwen grit out. “Can you please fucking wait?”  
 
    Morgan hummed and leaned away. She pulled her hands away from Gwen.  
 
    “You’re quite demanding today, Gwen,” she said musingly. “I’m not sure I like it. I might have to punish you for it later.” 
 
    Gwen bit her lip and pressed down harder on the gas.  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    When they walked into the house, Gwen wanted to head straight upstairs with Morgan to their bedroom. But her mom was already walking down the stairs, and she frowned when she saw Gwen and her ruined shirt. 
 
    “Gwen! What happened to your shirt?” she exclaimed. Gwen closed her eyes. She could feel how wet her pussy was, and she could practically feel Morgan holding in a laugh next to her.  
 
    “I ran into Mercedes at the coffee shop,” Gwen said. “Literally.” 
 
    “Mercedes? Really?” Her mother said excitedly, and Gwen winced. Mercedes and her mother had always been weirdly close, which had been amusing while they were together, but weird when they’d broken up. Unbidden, the thought of her mother’s relationship with Morgan came to her mind– that they were literally stepmother and stepdaughter– and she quickly pushed the thought away. 
 
    "How is she doing?" her mother continued, and Gwen shrugged. 
 
    "She was kind of in a rush. We didn't get to talk. We, um." She shifted, keenly aware of Morgan standing next to her. "We might get lunch or something. She wants me to text her.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s great, Gwen,” her mother gushed. Morgan was still beside her. “You two were great together. I’d like it if you were at least friends again.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe.” Gwen subtly pulled on Morgan’s sleeve and started to edge past her mother on the stairs. “I’ll let you know.” 
 
    “Please do. I’m heading out to meet a friend, but I’ll be back for dinner if you need me.” 
 
    “Alright, thanks.” 
 
    Gwen and Morgan slipped into their room as Gwen’s mother left, and Gwen turned to face Morgan, eager to pick up where they had left off in the car. Her brow furrowed, though, when she saw Morgan frowning at her.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I don’t think you should get lunch with your ex,” Morgan said. Gwen blinked.  
 
    “What? Why not?” 
 
    “It’s just… she’s your ex. She broke up with you. You shouldn’t give her a second chance because she smiled at you and spilled coffee on you.” 
 
    “Who said I was giving her a second chance?” Gwen demanded, frowning. She didn’t know where this was coming from. 
 
    "C'mon, Gwen. What do you think 'lunch' is? Do you really think she just wants to catch up with you?" 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” Gwen snapped back. “Some of us have normal relationships with our exes.” 
 
    Morgan frowned.  
 
    “What the hell does that mean?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Gwen sighed. She remembered Morgan's soft voice as she spoke to that girl on the phone, saying she'd love to see her again. "It's just… it's none of your business, Morgan. I can talk to who I want." 
 
    Morgan sighed. “You’re right. You’re right. I’m sorry. That wasn’t fair of me. I don’t…. We’re not… you’re allowed to talk to whoever you want.” 
 
    “Yeah. I am.” Gwen tossed her hair over her shoulder, her voice hard, but her chest felt like there was something heavy sitting on top of it. She didn’t want this. Whatever this conversation was, she didn’t like it.  
 
    Her gaze shifted from Morgan towards the other girl's bed, and she frowned. A small, opened suitcase was lying open on the bed, a couple of shirts and some jeans thrown in haphazardly. 
 
    “What’s the suitcase for?”  
 
    “The suitcase? Oh, I thought I’d told you.” 
 
    Gwen felt cold, and she didn’t know why. 
 
    “Told me what?” 
 
    “I’m going up to Boston for a few days. I’m seeing an old friend.” 
 
    Gwen went from being cold to being boiling hot.  
 
    “What friend?”  
 
    “An old one,” Morgan repeated, frowning. “I knew her since I was a kid. I haven’t seen her in a long time.” 
 
    Gwen closed her eyes. It had to be the friend that Morgan’s father had mentioned, the “friend” Morgan had been inseparable from. Who she had made childhood plans to marry, who she had planned to go to college with. Who she had had a sudden, secret falling out with, and who she had told on the phone that nothing important had happened to her in the past few weeks. That “friend.” 
 
    “Right,” Gwen said slowly, her voice tight. “Well. Are we picking up where we left off, then?” 
 
    Morgan blinked at her and then laughed. She stepped forward and captured Gwen's lips in a kiss, pulling her close as she licked into her mouth. Gwen keened and tugged on Morgan's bottom lip lightly, swiping her tongue over the other girl’s full mouth. Morgan walked backward, holding on to Gwen as she made her way to her bed. Gwen reached behind her and shoved the suitcase off the bed, and Morgan spun them around so that she could lay Gwen out on the bed and hover above her. 
 
    Morgan’s fingers tightened on her waist and pressed herself closer against Gwen. The weight of Morgan pushing her down, trapping Gwen in the other girl’s embrace gave her a tight feeling in her chest. She loved the feeling of losing control to Morgan when they were like this– when Morgan took over her body, trapping her physically, but also with her words and orders and gaze– fuck, it made heat curl in Gwen’s stomach like nothing ever had before.  
 
    Morgan’s lips drifted from Gwen’s mouth to drag against her neck, biting down to her collarbone. Gwen gasped, her breath catching her throat, as Morgan sucked and bit at her skin before licking, soothing the reddened skin.  
 
    “You… you’re leaving marks,” Gwen panted. Morgan smirked.  
 
    “Yeah, I am. I want everyone to know what we do. I want that girl to look at you and know exactly what’s going on. I want them to know what a little slut you are, so desperate and needy.” As she spoke, Morgan moved one of her hands down Gwen’s waist and under her panties to rub back and forth over Gwen’s slit, gathering Gwen’s juices on her hand, making it slick. The light touch of her against her sex was making Gwen’s head hazy, and she breathed in high, sharp gasps.  
 
    “Look how wet you are for me," Morgan murmured. "Just from a couple of hickeys. You really are desperate for me, aren't you?" 
 
    “Fuck, Morgan,” she hissed, and Morgan laughed. 
 
    “But I want them to know it was me,” she said, continuing her former train of thought. “I want them to know what a needy little slut you are for me, and only me. Aren’t you?” She bit at Gwen’s collar again, sucking another hickey into her skin. Gwen whined. 
 
    “Yes, yes, only for you,” she gasped. Morgan’s fingers were still teasing between her folds, only just brushing against the tight ring of muscles at the entrance to her hole, and avoiding her clit altogether. “Please, Morgan, fuck. I need your fingers. Please.” 
 
    “I like hearing you beg for me,” Morgan grinned. Her other hand was massaging against Gwen’s heaving tits, pinching at her nipples and sending shocks through the desperate girl that went straight to her pussy. “I like knowing how much you want me.” She pushed herself up, moving to straddle Gwen. She looked thoughtful. Gwen panted beneath her, her cunt clenching with want, but she kept silent, waiting.  
 
    “Put her hands above your head,” Morgan finally said, and Gwen practically wrenched her shoulders out of their sockets, she moved to follow the other girl's order so fast. 
 
     Morgan pulled Gwen's panties off. Smirking, she rubbed her fingers slightly against the wet patch on it that Gwen had left with her lust. She grabbed Gwen's wrists and pulled them together, and before Gwen could even think to ask what she was doing Morgan was tying her hands together above her head with her panties and looping them around the headboard.  
 
    Gwen whimpered, biting her lip. Morgan looked down at her. Her eyes were dark.  
 
    “Fuck, I love seeing you all tied up for me," she murmured. "You look so fucking good like that, Gwen. All open and wet and dripping." She licked her lips before standing. 
 
    Gwen whimpered in protest as the weight of Morgan on top of her left, but Morgan just laughed at her as she strode across the room to her dresser. Gwen’s heart pounded as she opened up that top drawer which always promised something exciting and intense. Her pussy dampened, and she wondered if she was leaving a wet patch on Morgan’s bedspread.  
 
    “What am I in the mood for today, Gwen?” Morgan called out, her voice sing song-y. “I think I have an idea. You just wait right there, babe. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    “Morgan, no, please,” Gwen begged as Morgan grabbed her bathrobe and wrapped it around herself. “Please, I can’t wait, please don’t go.” 
 
     Morgan laughed and turned back to the dresser. She grabbed something, and Gwen bit her lip as she recognized the vibrator from the movie theater. Morgan stepped towards Gwen lying tied on the bed. Morgan dragged her fingernails along Gwen's body, pressing against the hickeys she had left and making Gwen whine at the dull pain as she shivered in want at the touch. Morgan circled her nipples and moved down towards her slick pussy. She pressed a finger into Gwen and curled it, rubbing against the inside of her walls, making Gwen see white with pleasure. She moaned loudly, her back arching and her legs straining with desire. Her orgasm was building, and building fast.  
 
    “Morgan, Morgan, please, fuck,” she cried. “Fuck, that feels so good, please. Harder.” 
 
    Morgan laughed. “God, you really are desperate, aren’t you?” she murmured. She pulled her hand away from Gwen, leaving her empty, and the tied-up girl sobbed. Morgan turned the vibrator she had grabbed from her dresser on to the lowest setting and rubbed it against the folds of Gwen's sex, making it wet and making her shake with pleasure. When it shone with Gwen's juices, Morgan slowly pushed it into Gwen's cunt, and Gwen threw her head back, gasping breathlessly as her stomach tightened and her hips thrust forward involuntarily against nothing. Morgan was grinning down at her.  
 
    “Just wait for me, babe,” Morgan ordered. “I’ll be back soon.”  
 
    She disappeared, and Gwen was left to squirm desperately on the bed by herself, her clit pulsing, desperate for friction, while her hole clenched wantingly around nothing.   
 
     "Fuck," she whispered to herself, tears in her eyes. She had never felt so desperate, so needing to be touched. The build-up from the car had driven her crazy, and now to be left on the edge again, her cunt clenching around a vibrator that kept her on edge but was just low enough not to send her over, tied up with no way to relieve herself, was too much.   
 
    Gwen flipped her body so that her arms were twisted awkwardly and painfully above her head, but she ignored it. She rutted against the bed, rubbing her thighs together and pressing her tits down into the mattress so that she could feel the sensation rub at her sensitive, hardened nipples. She knew she must have looked ridiculous, fucking herself against a bed uselessly while she whimpered and cried with need, but she didn't care. She had never been so turned on, so desperate to cum. 
 
    Gwen had no idea how long she was doing that for when Morgan came back. She stopped squirming at the sound of the door opening and relocking, and wriggled back onto her back so that she could blink at Morgan standing across the room from her. The girl’s eyes were dark with lust, her lips parted as she stared at Gwen. A hand was slipping between the folds of her robe, and Gwen's eyes drifted down to the movement under the fabric that let her know exactly how fast Morgan was rubbing at her own clit. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re really needy today, aren’t you, baby?” Morgan moaned. “God, so desperate you’re trying to fuck yourself against the bed. You want me that much?” 
 
     "Morgan, please," Gwen sobbed. The vibrator was making heat curl in her body, and everything felt too hot, too much. Her nipples were tight and hard, the inside of her thighs slick with the dripping wetness from her pussy. "I need you. Please, please, I need to cum."  
 
    “I can see that,” Morgan replied, almost sounding amused. Through the aching yearning that was clouding her mind, Gwen had the distant urge to throw something at her.  
 
    Morgan walked towards her, shedding her robe along the way, and Gwen’s eyes focused on the glass of ice water she was holding. Morgan straddled her again, and Gwen keened at the press of their mounds together. The weight of her made the vibrator’s intensity feel all the more strong.  
 
    “Here’s what we’re going to do, babe,” Morgan murmured. She set the glass on the table next to the bed, but not before fishing a single ice cube out of it. Gwen’s breath quickened. “I’m going to sit on your face, and you’re going to lick me and eat me out for as long as I want you to. And I think I’m going to leave the vibrator in, at least for a little longer, while I play with this.” She held up the ice cube. A drop of it rolled down her fingers to land on the heated skin of Gwen’s stomach, and she shivered, a soft whimper escaping at the sudden cold. Morgan smiled.  
 
    She shifted off Gwen and moved up her body, turning so that her pussy was hovering over Gwen’s face. Gwen didn’t wait to be told before she was lifting her head slightly to lick between Morgan's folds, and she felt her own pussy clench as Morgan's thighs tightened on the sides of her head. Morgan gave a pleased groan as Gwen sucked gently on her clit and then pushed her tongue into her wet hole, moaning at the heady taste of her.  
 
     Morgan leaned down against Gwen's body. Gwen felt the touch of the ice cube against her stomach, and she flinched instinctively at the sudden cold. Morgan ignored her reaction but for a slight chuckle, and as she pushed the ice cube around her abdomen, she kissed along the cold, wet path. The opposing feelings of the freezing ice on her heated skin with the following touch of Morgan's soft lips made her toes curl and her back arch, as she fucked her tongue in and out of Morgan’s cunt.  
 
    “God, Gwen, your tongue is so fucking good,” Morgan moaned. Her breath was hot against Gwen’s hip as she sucked a hickey into the junction of her hip and abdomen. “Just like that, baby. Keep making me feel good. Fuck.” 
 
    Morgan dragged her hands up and Gwen's body, digging her nails into her waist and leaving red marks. Gwen's entire body felt like it was on fire, and the cold ice cube Morgan was now pressing so, so, gently against her clit wasn't doing anything to help. 
 
    Morgan pulled the vibrator out of her, and Gwen felt relief as the overwhelming feeling of hovering so close to the edge without being able to go over faded. But she was also desperate for that final push. She pressed her tongue against Morgan's clit as Morgan lowered her own head to press her mouth against Gwen’s cunt. Her finger curled into her cunt, and Gwen whimpered, her hands straining against her restraints as she fought the need to touch Morgan.  
 
     "Don't cum until I say you can, Gwen," Morgan panted. "And keep fucking me so good, babe.” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, barely able to think, but kept going. She could tell by the way Morgan’s pussy was pulsing around her tongue that she was close. When Morgan came, she lifted her head from between Gwen’s legs to moan, throwing her head back. And as her hips pushed down against Gwen's face, her thighs shivered on either side of her head. With the taste of Morgan's orgasm on her tongue, Gwen didn't know if she could last much longer. 
 
    Morgan shifted off Gwen, and instead lay alongside her. Morgan’s finger was still inside the tied girl, and she rubbed it slowly inside of her as she slipped in two more. 
 
    “Please, please, Morgan” Gwen whispered. She could barely form words, she was so desperate.  
 
     "Alright, Gwen," Morgan said. She pressed a kiss into Gwen's shoulder. "You can cum."  
 
     Gwen's orgasm rolled over her like a hurricane, and Morgan swallowed her cries. Her sweat-soaked body arched as her legs twitched, her hips thrusting against Morgan’s fingers as her cunt pulsed. When it finally passed, she lay panting, her arms slack in their restraints as sweat and tears wet the pillow beneath her.  
 
    Morgan quickly untied her and then maneuvered them so that she was holding Gwen,  pressing soft kisses into her skin and murmuring gentle words of praise and comfort in her ear. Gwen closed her eyes and let herself drift towards sleep, exhausted. She wondered if Morgan had ever held her “friend” like this. If she would hold her like this when Morgan went to visit her over the weekend. Morgan wrapped her arms around Gwen and kissed her.  
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