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 Morgan’s Trip 
 
      
 
      
 
    The house was quiet without Morgan in it, and Gwen couldn't decide whether it was more pathetic to fill her time by lying in bed all day being lonely or to purposefully seek out her mom to hang out with. She decided on the latter if just for the prospect of human interaction, which was how she found herself standing at the kitchen counter, rubbing her eyes with the back of her wrists as she helped her mom cut onions for dinner and chattered gossip about neighbors she only vaguely remembered.  
 
    Morgan’s dad, Rick, was seated at the table, staring at his laptop with a frown on his face. Every now and then her mom would ask him something, and he would just grunt in reply. Gwen cast him curious glances every couple of minutes. She didn't really know anything Rick if she was honest with herself. He and her mom had met when she had already left for college, and their wedding was only the fourth time she had met him. Gwen didn't particularly care-- she was an adult, after all, so it wasn't as though she was looking for a whole new father figure. They’d never really spent time together without her mom being there, and Gwen was fine with that. As long as her mom was happy, she was happy.  
 
    “Geraldine called the other day, do you remember her? She was thinking about going to see a movie. How was that one you and Morgan went to see the other week, Gwen? Worth buying a ticket for?" 
 
    “Um.” Gwen could feel her face flush red, her mom and Rick watching her. “It was kind of boring, actually. I was falling asleep by the end of it.” 
 
    Right, she’d fallen asleep because the movie was so boring, not because of the way Morgan had coaxed her to an orgasm, her mouth dirtier than it had ever been; or because of the way Morgan’s lips had felt against her skin, wet and hot, as she swirled assured fingers against Gwen’s clit, making her head fuzzy with pleasure. And certainly not because she’d been so exhausted from the way Morgan slowly, slowly, turned up the vibrator, so that she was left keening and on edge and discernibly not paying attention to the entire movie.  
 
    “Oh, Rick, that reminds me,” Gwen’s mom said, snapping her fingers so that Gwen’s face was flecked with spaghetti sauce, “Morgan called earlier. She said she’d be back from Boston sometime tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
    “Oh. Good.” 
 
     "I was thinking we could all go out to lunch or something. You know, as a 'welcome back.'"   
 
     "She's only been gone a weekend," Gwen interrupted. "When I came back from college after four months, I didn't get a welcome back lunch."   
 
    “That’s because you're a brat," her mom teased, lifting her clean hand to wipe off some of the spaghetti splatter off her daughter's face. "Besides, we should be spending as much time together as we can. It won't be long before you and Morgan head back to Boston for school, not just for a weekend.” 
 
    “Lunch sounds nice,” Rick said. “There’s that new Mediterranean place I’ve wanted to try.” 
 
    “Don’t you think Morgan should pick?” Gwen pointed out. Rick’s brow furrowed, and he looked up from his laptop to level his gaze at her.  
 
    Gwen’s mom laughed.  
 
    “She has a point there, Rick,” she teased. “Besides, does Morgan even like Mediterranean?”  
 
     "No," Gwen said. "She doesn't like olives. She likes Ethiopian, though."  
 
    “Well, there you go. I guess we’re getting Ethiopian.” 
 
    Gwen smiled and ignored Rick's heavy gaze still watching her. 
 
    The landline suddenly rang from the living room, and Gwen’s mom quickly washed her hands off.  
 
    “That must be your grandmother,” she said to Gwen, rolling her eyes with a fond smile. “Poor woman still can’t figure out cell phones.”  
 
     She turned and walked out the door, leaving Gwen and Rick alone. Rick was still looking at Gwen. She shifted uncomfortably and focused on the half-cut onion under her fingers. While Morgan had inherited her looks from her mother, which meant that she and her father looked almost nothing alike (thank God, Gwen thought) there was still something about how piercing their glares were that were eerily similar.  
 
    “So has Morgan called you since she went to Boston?” Rick asked. Gwen frowned down at her onion.  
 
    “No. She texted me to say that she’d gotten there alright, but I haven’t heard anything since.” 
 
    “Hm. Well, I’m not surprised.” 
 
    Don’t ask, Gwen begged herself. You don’t want to know, so just don’t ask what he’s talking about.  
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked.  
 
    “Well, Morgan’s kind of a free spirit, you know? She doesn’t really like being tied down in a relationship.” 
 
    Gwen’s hands felt cold, frozen, poised mid-cut over the onion. “Relationship?” 
 
    Rick waved his hand dismissively. “Relationship in every sense of the word. Partners, friends, family.”  
 
    “Oh.” 
 
     Gwen bit her lip. Was she "tying Morgan down?" She didn't think so. There wasn't even anything to tie down. They weren't dating; Gwen wasn't even sure if calling them friends with benefits was accurate. Saying that they were just stepsisters who fucked was certainly out of the question. So, yeah, Gwen didn't know what they were, but she knew that she certainly didn’t want to be the one that drove Morgan away because she was being too clingy or something.   
 
    “You and Morgan have been getting along better than before,” Rick said suddenly, and Gwen looked back up at him. “A lot better than you were before.” 
 
     "Oh. Well," Gwen shrugged. "We kind of figured we were sisters, you know? It's not like either of us is just going to go away. We figured we should probably make the best of it, and try to at least get along."  
 
    “Hm. Well you certainly seem to be getting along. In fact, I don’t know if Morgan has ever spent so much time holed up in her bedroom with someone before like she does with you.” Rick lifted his hands from the keyboard and steepled them under his chin. His eyes didn’t move from Gwen’s face. “It’s almost impressive, how fast your relationship with each other changed.”  
 
    “Um. Yeah,” Gwen agreed, feeling her palms slicken with uncertainty. She didn’t like the implication that lay behind his words, the way his eyes were a little too focused on her face. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad for it. It makes your mother very happy. Just don’t be surprised if she suddenly has a bunch of new friends to hang out with. It’s nothing to worry about. It’s just how she is.” Rick settled back in his seat and turned his gaze back to his laptop. Gwen stared at him, waiting for him to say something else, but he didn’t. She looked back down at her cutting board and started chopping the onion again. Its heavy scent wafted over her face, and tears flowed freely from her eyes.  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    After dinner that night, as her mom and Rick sat in the living room arguing over game show answers, Gwen crept upstairs to her and Morgan’s bedroom. She closed the door and locked it behind her. She sat on Morgan’s bed, pulling her knees up to her chin, and dialed Morgan’s number. She held the phone close to her ear and told herself to keep on taking deep breaths.  
 
    It rang for a long time, and for a moment Gwen thought that Morgan would ignore her call. But then there was a click, and Morgan’s breathless voice was in her ear.  
 
    “Hey, Gwen!” she greeted cheerily. “Shit, I was on the other side of the apartment. I didn’t think I’d make it in time to pick up. What’s up?” 
 
    “Oh, um. Well. It’s alright. What have you been up to?” 
 
    “Not much. Just hanging out with friends, going to bars and stuff. The usual. It kind of just feels like a regular weekend at school, except there’s no homework I’m ignoring and feeling guilty about.” 
 
    Gwen let out a soft laugh. Fuck, she’d missed Morgan’s voice. It had only a few days. How did she miss her so much already? She remembered Rick’s voice, saying 'she doesn't really like being tied down', and 'Just don't be surprised if she suddenly has a bunch of new friends to hang out with'. It's nothing to worry about. It's just how she is. Her laugh died suddenly in her throat, that she tried to cover up with a harsh cough.  
 
    Morgan didn’t fall for it. 
 
    “Everything okay?” 
 
    “I don’t know. How’s Boston?” 
 
    “Boston’s fine. It’s how it always is. But tell me what’s up.” 
 
    “I think your dad knows about us.” 
 
    For a long moment, all Gwen could hear were Morgan’s breaths.  
 
    “What do you mean he knows about us?” 
 
    “I don't know. He was saying a bunch of stuff at dinner. And he stared at me the entire time he was saying it." 
 
    “He was saying it to you!” 
 
    “Yes!” Gwen hissed, feeling emotion tighten her throat. “Yes, he was looking directly at me the entire time, and how we’re getting along so much better now, and how--” Gwen cut herself off. And how quick you’re going to drop me because I’m being too clingy, she had wanted to say. But maybe that wasn't something she should bring up. She didn't think she was too clingy. She hadn’t called or texted Morgan the entire weekend she’d been gone-- that was something a totally non-clingy person would do.  
 
    “How what?” Morgan prompted on the phone, and Gwen sighed.  
 
    “Nothing. I just wanted to tell you.” 
 
    "I'm sure it was nothing, Gwen. How could he know? He's probably just freaked that you and I are getting along better than you and him, or something. He's probably worried we'll conspire and rise against him." 
 
    Gwen snorted. “Yeah. Probably.” 
 
    Was she being too dependent even by just making this phone call? Was Morgan feeling smothered on the other side of the phone, curled up next to her “friend” and rolling her eyes at Gwen’s freak out? 
 
    Fuck, why was she so worried? She couldn’t be being too clingy. You had to be something to be clingy-- you had to be in some sort of relationship. Right? So she wasn’t. But Gwen remembered the way Rick had said he wasn’t surprised Morgan hadn’t called her, and a fresh round of tears filled her eyes.  
 
    “Hey, you okay?” Morgan asked, and Gwen forced herself to take a deep breath. “I’ll be back by tomorrow afternoon, okay? We can figure it out then.” 
 
     "I'm fine, Morgan," Gwen murmured. "Just tired. And it kinda freaked me out, I guess."  
 
    “That’s fair.” 
 
    They were silent, the only thing on the phone being the sound of each other’s breaths. Gwen’s fingers tightened around the phone. She didn’t want to hang up. 
 
    “What are you doing right now?” Morgan asked. Gwen shrugged. 
 
    “I’m holed up in our room. Why?” 
 
    “What would you be doing if I was there with you?” 
 
    Gwen felt her breath still in her chest. She lowered her legs to lay flat on the bed.  
 
    “I don’t know. Probably the same thing.” 
 
    Morgan chuckled. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “I mean,” Gwen flushed. “I guess… I guess I’d be doing whatever you told me to do. Whatever you wanted me to.”  
 
    “That’s right,” Morgan purred. “And you’d be so good for me, just like you always are, wouldn’t you, baby?” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, feeling heat start to collect on her cheeks, seeping down to her core. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, I’d be so good for you.” 
 
    “I can tell you what I’d do if I were there with you,” Morgan whispered. “Do you want to hear what I’d do? What I’d make you do?” 
 
    Gwen could feel a moan rising in her throat, her pussy clenching instinctively at the unsubtle promise in Morgan’s words.  
 
    “Yes,” she said, her voice tight.  
 
    “I’d tell you to take off your clothes, and I’d tell you to do it slow. I want to watch you shiver when you realize how much I like watching you get naked.” She chucked. “I bet you just shivered from thinking about it, didn’t you?”  
 
     Gwen had, but before she could say anything, Morgan was continuing.   
 
     "And once you were naked, I'd make you take my clothes off, nice and slow. I wouldn't let you touch me, though. You get too excited too fast when you're allowed to touch me." There was a mocking note in her voice, now. "You know that, right? That I can't let you touch me, because you'll cum too fast, like the slut you are. It's almost pathetic, Gwen, how much of a slut you are for me.” 
 
    Gwen let her head fall back against the wall as she dug her fingers into Morgan’s blankets. Fuck, she was right. As soon as she felt Morgan’s soft, warm skin under her hands, as soon as she saw the way her fingers looked wrapped around Morgan’s curves, she lost it. She couldn’t help it. Morgan just looked so good, all the time, but especially when her face was twisted from pleasure because of the way Gwen touched her.  
 
    “You can still be good for me, you know,” Morgan whispered. “What do you think? I won’t be there to make sure you’re doing what you’re supposed to, but I trust you. Can you do that for me?”               
 
    Gwen nodded frantically. Her free hand was twisting in the bedsheet.  
 
    “Yes. I can.” 
 
    “Okay. I want you to get naked. And then I want you to send me a picture.”  
 
    Gwen nodded, not even caring that Morgan couldn’t see her. She put the phone down and pulled her shirt off over her head, her nipples hardening against the rush of air over them. She pushed her shorts down after that and then grabbed the phone again to open up the camera app. 
 
    As she lay down against Morgan’s pillows, a rush of uncertainty flowed over her. It had been a long time since she’d sexted a photo; not since she had dated Mercedes. She looked at herself, rearranging herself so that she sat up high on the pillows, her face looking more angular, her breasts looking perkier. She bit her lip. She didn’t know if it was good or not. What if Morgan didn’t like it? 
 
    “Gwen,” Morgan said suddenly, startling Gwen into almost dropping the phone. “What are you doing? What’s taking so long?” 
 
    “Oh. Um. Nothing. Sending the picture now.” Praying for the best, Gwen snapped the photo, her hair framing her face as she lounged against Morgan’s pillows, her arm across her chest pushing her tits into the frame, as her legs, coyly crossed in front of her, stretched beyond the picture’s length. She bit her lip and tried to let all the desperation and lust she felt show on her face, in her eyes, in the twist of her lips. She tried not to think too much about it as she pressed send.  
 
    Gwen stared at the ceiling, waiting, when Morgan let out a pleased hum.  
 
    “Fuck, Gwen, you look so good like that. All hot and wanting for me.” 
 
    Gwen whimpered in response, and Morgan laughed.  
 
    “What do you need baby? You haven’t touched yourself yet, have you?” 
 
    “No, no. I haven’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I, um. I wanted your permission.” 
 
    Morgan moaned, and Gwen felt a flood of wetness just at the sound of Morgan’s satisfaction.  
 
     "Fuck, babe, you're such a good girl," Morgan whispered, and Gwen felt her stomach tighten at the praise, and her breathing sped up, her naked chest heaving as her breasts tingled, aching for touch. Her cunt clenched around nothing, and Gwen could have sobbed at the realization that Morgan would not be there to fill her.  
 
     "What do you want, baby? What do you need?"  
 
    “You,” Gwen moaned. “I need you.” 
 
    “I know, baby, I know, but I can’t be there. But I’m going to make you feel good, I promise. I want you to stand up and go to my dresser." 
 
    Shaking, Gwen stood and did as she was told. She didn’t need Morgan to tell her which drawer to open. She pulled open the top one, and couldn’t hold in the sound in her throat when she saw all the toys. Morgan chuckled in her ear.  
 
    “Do you like what you see?” 
 
     Gwen's eyes swept over the ties, the ropes, the blindfolds, the vibrators and dildos. Her eyes landed on the strap-on Morgan had fucked her with once before, and with the way her pussy throbbed, she thought she might come right there just from the memory.   
 
    “Yes,” she whispered in response to Morgan’s question.  
 
    “Go ahead and pick one. Just this once, I’ll let you decide what you want to use.” 
 
    Gwen’s eyes lingered longingly on the strap on, but when she reached in her hand landed on the vibrator.  
 
    She went back to the bed, laying down again, her heart thudding as she waited impatiently for Morgan’s next directions.  
 
    “Okay, Gwen. I want you to put the vibrator to the side for right now. I want you to pinch your nipples, and rub at your tits. And I want you to send me a video, and I want you to tell how good it feels. Okay?” 
 
     "Okay."   
 
    Gwen put the call on hold to again open her camera app. This time, she was too turned on, too desperate to really care about what she looked like. She looked at the camera as she pressed down on her tits, squeezing their fullness in her hand and rubbing her thumb back and forth over the peaked nipple. She sent the video, and let the phone fall beside her head, so that she could rub at her heated tits with both hands.  
 
    “Fuck, Gwen, you look so good,” Morgan murmured. “Okay, baby. Lick your fingers and put them in your cunt, fill yourself up nice and good.” 
 
     As she did so, groaning as she curled her fingers to press against her walls, rubbing and making her toes curl, Morgan continued talking in her ear.  
 
    "I know it's not going to be like when I'm there to fill you up, but try, baby. And then I want you to take the vibrator and put it on your clit. Put it on the highest setting. I want you to cum, and cum fast. I can't wait anymore to hear you cum." 
 
    Gwen whimpered, pumping her fingers in and out of herself faster and pushing in deeper.  She turned on the vibrator, all the way up, and pressed it against her clit, her back arching almost immediately at the almost painful way pleasure shot through her instantly. She could hear Morgan panting, moaning in the phone, and imagined her lying on a bed somewhere, listening to Gwen over the phone and watching the videos she had sent.  
 
    Then she was coming, burying her scream in Morgan’s pillows. She could hear Morgan doing the same over the phone. Heat flowed through her and made her head rush, her vision blurring for a moment as her pussy tightened desperately around her fingers, pleasure making her entire body throb like a nerve. 
 
    As she panted, her head buried in pillows, she suddenly realized that Morgan was talking to her.  
 
    “Gwen? You there?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Gwen said blearily. She was suddenly exhausted.  
 
    “Okay, babe. You sound tired. But you did so good for me. You’re so good. Get some sleep, okay? I’ll see you soon.” 
 
     "Okay," Gwen whispered. She wished Morgan was here to wrap her in her arms, like she usually did. "Goodnight."   
 
    “Goodnight, Gwen.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
     Gwen's eyes flew open when the door creaked. She could feel exhaustion pulling at her eyelids with the weight of bowling balls, her body still pleasant and sore from her earlier activities with Morgan. She had collapsed in Morgan’s bed, and hadn’t moved, not even to get dressed. If this was Rick coming in, or even her mom, she had no idea how she was going to explain what she was doing lying naked on Morgan’s bed. 
 
    The door closed, and Gwen could just make out a figure making its way toward her. They stepped into the light cast through the window, and Gwen let out a shocked laugh.  
 
    “Morgan?” she whispered. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “What am I doing here? What are you doing in my bed?” Morgan’s eyes crinkled.  
 
    “Oh, um.” Gwen felt a flush spread over her face. “Sorry. I can move.” She grabbed a blanket and threw it over her nakedness, but as she went to slide off the mattress, Morgan just laughed softly and stopped her with a soft hand on her shoulder. She sat beside her. 
 
    “You don’t have to move. Honestly, this is one of the best gifts I could ask for,” she added with a smirk. “A pretty, naked girl looking all flushed and well fucked in my bed after a long drive home? There’s not much better.” 
 
    “Morgan,” Gwen groaned, even as she felt her heart flutter lightly in her chest. Morgan just laughed. 
 
    “Anyways, you’re free to stay. Let me just change into my pajamas.” 
 
     Gwen watched as Morgan stood and went to her dresser, where she pulled out soft shorts and a tank top, looked at them for a moment, and then put them back. She stripped out of her clothes without even attempting to hide her body from Gwen, who stared at the expanse of skin as it was exposed to her. There wasn’t a single new mark on it-- no marks of a lover’s bite, no scratches from someone’s nails digging into her shoulder.  
 
    That doesn’t mean anything, Gwen told herself. And even if it did, there’s no need for you to feel all excited about it. So stop.  
 
     Morgan, naked now too, came to sit back down beside her, and Gwen silently held open the blanket. Morgan scooted under it, and they lay down together, Gwen's head lying on the crook of Morgan’s shoulder and neck, as Morgan wrapped an arm around her waist. Gwen shivered as the other girl’s hand stroked her bare hip.  
 
    “You know, if I didn’t know how spent you were from our phone call earlier, I would suggest we have a little fun,” Morgan murmured into her hair. Gwen shivered.  
 
    “I’m not that tired,” she protested, and Morgan laughed.  
 
    “No, I guess you’re not. But still. I am. I just drove like six hours straight to be here, without a single bathroom break. I feel like my brain is about to melt into mush.” 
 
    Gwen bit her lip. She could feel Morgan's heart beating in her chest, and she moved her head slightly so that her ear was over Morgan's breast so that she could hear it too. It was steady and strong. 
 
    “Why did you drive back in the middle of the night?” Gwen asked. “I thought you were coming back in the afternoon.” 
 
    Morgan’s hand drew circle’s over Gwen’s hip soothingly.  
 
    “I just… you sounded really scared on the phone, before,” she answered quietly. “I didn’t want you to be all alone and worrying about that.” 
 
    “Oh.”  
 
    Gwen bit her lip and tried not to think about what that made her feel. Morgan’s hand was hot against her hip, and Gwen could hear the other girl’s heart starting to speed up. A little uncertainly, she shifted and slid her thigh between Morgan’s leg, letting it grind down a little on her mound. Morgan gave a small grunt but didn't say anything. Her hand had stilled on Gwen’s hip, and Gwen could feel her staring at her.  
 
    She swiftly licked at the fingers of one of her hands and then brought them down towards Morgan’s slit, gently sliding back and forth between the girl’s pink lips. Morgan made a small sound in the back of her throat, and her legs fell open so that Gwen had better access. She sat up and stepped over Morgan's leg with her knees so that she was kneeling between her legs, her fingers still rubbing between Morgan's wet folds. She leaned down and scraped her teeth over the inside of Morgan's thigh, letting her teeth pull at her skin a little before she let her lips and tongue soothe the irritated flesh. 
 
    Morgan's breath was speeding up, though she hadn't said a word. Her hands clenched in the bedsheets, and her hips were gyrating slightly against Gwen's hand. Everything felt soft, cloaked in darkness and Morgan's confession. 
 
    Confession. Is that what it was? 
 
    Gwen’s lips reached Morgan’s, and she moved her hand out of the way. Gripping Morgan’s thighs, Gwen dipped her tongue slowly in and out of Morgan’s hole, and the girl keened underneath her, her body shaking with pleasure as Gwen teased her, tracing her tongue in circles around Morgan’s clit. Gwen stretched one hand up Morgan’s body to squeeze at her tits, and at her touch. Morgan's body arched, her thighs shaking with pleasure in Gwen's grip. 
 
    Gwen sucked on her clit and brought her hand down from Morgan's tit to instead press one, then two fingers into her hole, curling them to fill her up, to press hard against her tensing walls. When she came, Gwen moved from Morgan’s pussy to her lips, biting at her mouth to swallow her moans and to let Morgan taste herself on Gwen’s tongue.  
 
    As Morgan came down, her body shivering with pleasure, Gwen lay beside her. Morgan turned her head to look at her.  
 
    “What was that for?” 
 
    “No reason. I just wanted to.” 
 
    Morgan wrapped her arms around her, and Gwen lay her head back down on her chest.  
 
    “I was lying when I said that a pretty, naked girl in my bed was the best gift I could get,” she whispered. There was a smile in her voice. “I think that you doing exactly what you just did is the best gift I could ask for.” 
 
    Gwen giggled.  
 
    "Tomorrow," she whispered, "I want you to tie me up and fuck me with the strap-on again. And I want you to go hard and use me so good. I want to be so good for you.” 
 
    “Trust me, Gwen. You’re more than good. You’re great.” 
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