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 The Party 
 
      
 
      
 
    Gwen slipped her ankle around Morgan’s, rubbing her socked foot against the other girl’s and making her snicker. Morgan glared at her from out of the corner of her eye and kicked her foot away, and Gwen hid a smile behind a sip of water as she passed a butter knife to her mother. She had been in a teasing mood all weekend, ever since Morgan had come home early. She didn’t know why-- there was just something in her chest that felt light and like everything was dyed with a happy pink.  
 
    Her mom and Rick were talking quietly to each on the other side of the table, mostly ignoring their daughters. Gwen was fine with that. She had been doing her best to ignore Rick ever since their strange conversation before Morgan had come back. Gwen didn’t want to think about what Rick might know about her and Morgan. The other girl wasn’t concerned.  
 
    “He’s just trying to mess with you, he does that,” she had told Gwen. “He’s kind of a dick like that. If he bothers you, just find me.” She had pulled Gwen close to her, to press a soft kiss on her forehead. “I’ll protect you, alright? My dad’s a jerk, but I’m definitely the bigger bitch.” 
 
    Gwen had laughed and laid her head on Morgan’s bare chest, and wrapped an arm around her. So, that’s what she had been doing. Sticking close to Morgan and carefully avoiding eye contact with her stepfather.  
 
    “Honey, your phone keeps lighting up,” Gwen’s mother said suddenly, and Gwen blinked, looking away from where her and Morgan’s thighs were pressed together towards her mom. 
 
    “Sorry, what is it?” 
 
    “Your phone, Gwen. It’s lit up probably six times. And, by the way, you shouldn’t even have it at the table, I’d like to remind you.” 
 
    Gwen stopped herself from rolling her eyes and instead picked up her phone from where she had placed it on the table. She swiped it open with her thumb and tapped on the messages icon.  
 
    “Who is it?” Morgan asked.  
 
    Gwen bit her lip.  
 
    “It, uh. It’s Mercedes. The girl I saw at the coffee shop.” 
 
    Morgan set her fork down.  
 
    “Your ex?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Oh, what does she want?” Gwen’s mom asked, leaning forward. There was a spark in her eye. “I always liked her.” 
 
    “Yeah, mom, I know you did,” Gwen groaned. She snuck a glance at Morgan, trying to gauge her reaction. The other girl’s hands were folded carefully in her lap, where she stared down at them. Gwen winced, feeling guilty, although she wasn’t sure why.  
 
     "We broke up a long time ago, though," Gwen continued. "It's not like we're looking to get back together again or anything."  
 
    “Well, what did she want?” 
 
    “Oh.” Gwen looked back down at her phone.  
 
     
 
    Hey, Gwen! The message read. If u r free this wknd, there’s gonna b a party at Emma’s. Pull up! 
 
      
 
    “There’s a party or something this weekend that she’s inviting me to.” 
 
    “You should go!” Gwen’s mom said excitedly. “You haven’t hung out with any of your old high school friends this summer, you've been spending so much time with Morgan. Which, don't get me wrong," she added quickly. "I love that the two of you are getting along so well now. But you should go out! Have some fun." 
 
    Gwen bit her lip and looked back down at her phone. Morgan was still beside her.  
 
    “I don’t know,” she hedged. “I mean, it was kind of awkward when me and Mercedes broke up. Like, all of our friends picked her over me. High school sucked after that.” 
 
    “Well, this is your chance to go get them back.” 
 
     "I don't want them back," Gwen said. She had never wanted her mom to shut up so bad. "I have new friends now." 
 
    “Don’t be bitter. Take Morgan with you! She doesn’t know anyone in the neighborhood. She deserves the chance to make friends, even if you don’t want any.” 
 
    Gwen rolled her eyes, but turned to look at Morgan.  
 
     "Would you want to come with me?" she asked uncertainly.   
 
    Morgan looked up to meet her gaze.  
 
    “I mean, do you want me to?” 
 
    Gwen nodded, pressing her thigh harder against Morgan’s. 
 
     "Yeah, of course. I can point out every girl that was ever mean to me in middle school, and we can make fun of them together."  
 
     "Gwen!" Her mother groaned while Morgan laughed. "That is the total opposite of what I just said.” 
 
    “Yeah, well,” Gwen shrugged.  
 
    As she looked away from Morgan, her eyes met briefly with Rick’s, who was glaring at her. She flushed and quickly looked away, picking up her phone again. She opened up her messages with Mercedes again. 
 
     
 
    Sure, she texted back. Is it cool if I bring my stepsister with me? 
 
      
 
    Yeah, of course, Mercedes texted back. Will txt u the address later.  
 
      
 
    Gwen set her phone down.  
 
    “Alright, well, it’s official. Morgan, you get to come with me with this weekend to relive my high school trauma with me.” 
 
    Morgan laughed.  
 
    “Oh, great. I’ll look forward to it.” 
 
    She slipped her hand beneath the edge of the table and tapped her fingers against the inside of Gwen’s thigh, and she shivered. She leaned over, shaking her leg to get Morgan’s hand off without their parents noticing, but to no avail.  
 
    “You’re going to get me in trouble,” she whispered into Morgan’s ear.  
 
    The other girl smirked.  
 
    “I’m not getting you into trouble,” she murmured back. “It’s just a promise for tonight.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Later that night, the two were lying in bed, naked. Morgan’s head was still damp from a shower. 
 
    “Why did you look so uncertain downstairs at dinner?” Gwen murmured. She twisted Morgan’s hair between her fingers. “It was so unlike you. It was weird. I didn’t like it.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was weird for me too,” Morgan chuckled. “I’m not usually like that.” 
 
    “I know you aren’t. So why were you?” 
 
     Morgan was silent for a long moment, and for a second, Gwen wondered if she had fallen asleep.   
 
    “I don’t know why,” she said finally. “I just was.” 
 
     Gwen frowned. Morgan was lying. She could tell by the flat cadence in her voice, the way her chest stilled beneath her head.   
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, Gwen. I’m sure.”  
 
    There was a pause, and then Morgan suddenly flipped over, so that she was hovering over Gwen, pressing her down into the bed.  
 
     "Don't think for a second that that changes anything, though," she whispered, her voice low and teasing. "You're still my little slut, and it’s still your job to be good for me.” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, her legs falling open.  
 
    “Morgan, Morgan, please,” Gwen panted. “Fuck, please, with the strap on. I want you to fuck me so bad. Please.” 
 
    “Oh, wow,” Morgan said, fake surprise in her voice. “She wants to get fucked deep and hard, does she? Who would have known? A dirty slut like her?” 
 
    She lowered her head to again suck on Gwen’s tit, and Gwen moaned as Morgan’s teeth sank into her soft skin, her tongue flicking back and forth over her nipple. Gwen dragged her hand through Morgan's hair, wanting to press her tighter against her, but with a low growl, Morgan pulled her hands away from Gwen's waist to pin down her wrists above Gwen's head. She had to stretch to reach, and her breasts were in Gwen's face. Gwen focused on them, lifting her head to lick at the soft globes of flesh, and Morgan let out a surprised whimper.  
 
    "Fuck, Gwen," she whispered, as the girl sucked kisses into the underside of her tit. "Yes, babe, just like that." 
 
    As Gwen shivered under the warm weight of Morgan stretched on top of her, Morgan was reaching for something on top of her dresser. She snagged it with the tips of her fingers, and then quickly tied it around Gwen’s wrists, looping it around the headboard. Gwen flexed her arms. It was a long sock. She let Morgan’s nipple fall from between her lips to look incredulously at Morgan.  
 
    “Really? A sock?” 
 
    Morgan grinned and laughed, a slight break in her dominant persona. She swooped down, planting a heavy kiss against Gwen's lips. 
 
    “Listen, it gets the job done,” she chuckled.  
 
    Then she was positioning herself over Gwen’s face.  
 
    “I’ll fuck you like the slut you are, the way you want, after you make me cum,” she said. “And make me cum good.” 
 
    Gwen whimpered, feeling her cunt dampen, desperate to be filled as her mouth opened. She had never been so hungry to taste anyone before. As Morgan settled over her, Gwen ran her tongue across her slit to press fully into her hole. She swirled it around before pulling it out to drag against Morgan's clit. And Gwen shook her head to make her tongue drag rapidly over the other girl’s pleasure button. Morgan groaned loudly, gasping for breath, and Gwen felt the muscles of her stomach tighten, her own body craving stimulation, as Morgan’s hips pushed down against her mouth. 
 
    One of Morgan’s hands moved slowly down Gwen’s chest so that she could squeeze at Gwen’s tits, rubbing at her shoulders and collarbone along the way. As she tugged and flicked at her nipples, Gwen moaned, the taste of Morgan hot on her tongue, sweet and tangy and heady, all at once.          
 
            Morgan’s other hand, that wasn’t on her breasts, slid from Gwen’s chest to the junction of her legs. She pressed one finger against the tight ring of muscle at the entrance to Gwen’s hole as she pressed her tongue down on Morgan’s clit, and Gwen let the vibrations of her desperate moan brush against Morgan’s pussy lips. When Morgan pressed that finger fully inside of her, pumping it in and out, and then adding another, it took everything Gwen had to keep sucking on Morgan’s clit rather than scream. 
 
             Morgan slipped a second finger into Gwen's cunt, and between her legs, Gwen keened, her toes curling and her hands straining against their restraints even as she circled Morgan's clit with her tongue before dipping it into her hole. 
 
     “Fuck, yes, Gwen,” Morgan moaned. “That’s it, baby, you’re doing so good for me. God, you love sucking on my clit, don’t you?” 
 
    Gwen moaned in agreement, pressing her tongue back against Morgan’s clit,  and just seconds later, she was coming with a shout, her entire body seizing as pleasure washed over her. Gwen could taste her pleasure on her tongue, hot and thick, and running all over. Morgan slipped her fingers out of Gwen's pussy, making her whine as she was left empty and wanting. 
 
    “Fuck, Morgan, please,” Gwen pleaded. “Fuck, I need you.” 
 
    “God, I love hearing you beg for me,” Morgan murmured. “I love hearing what a little slut you are for me.”  
 
    She stood from the bed and walked to her dresser, pulling open the top drawer to root around. Gwen pulled harder at the sock Morgan had used to tie her, impatient.  
 
    “Morgan, please,” she begged around.  
 
    Morgan grabbed the strap-on and quickly tied it around herself.  
 
    “Okay, baby,” Morgan said. She got back on the bed and knelt between Gwen’s legs. She rubbed gently at her thighs. “I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    Gwen tossed her head back against the pillow, squeezing her eyes shut as Morgan prepped the strap-on with lube. Then, she was pressing it over Gwen's pussy, dragging it across her lips. Gwen gasped, her hips thrusting forward. 
 
    “Fuck, Morgan,” she keened. “Please, please, I need you.” 
 
    Morgan moaned, and then she pushed into Gwen, slowly, filling her. Gwen whimpered and wrapped her legs around Morgan’s waist, pulling her closer.  
 
    “Harder, Morgan,” she whispered, and Morgan laughed. 
 
    “God, you’re such a slut, aren’t you?” she teased. “So desperate for me.” 
 
    She started pumping her hips, pushing in and out of Gwen’s slick pussy. Her hands were tight on Gwen’s hips, holding her still as she fucked into her. Gwen quivered underneath her, whimpers falling from her lips as warm pleasure pulsed through her body, her cunt pulsing around the toy and her core tight with pleasure.  
 
    When Gwen came, Morgan pressed their lips together, muffling her sounds. Gwen’s back arched, her tits pressing against Morgan’s, as the two shivered against one another. When Gwen sank back into the bed, panting, Morgan pulled out of her carefully. She untied the strap-on from around her hips, and then set Gwen’s hands free. She threw her things back into the drawer of her dresser, and then slipped back into bed next to Gwen. Morgan placed an arm around her abdomen, and Gwen immediately turned towards her, slipping a leg between Morgan’s and laying her head on her chest. Morgan dragged her fingernails up and down Gwen’s back, and she hummed with pleasure at the slight tickle.  
 
    “So,” Morgan said. Her voice was soft in their post-orgasm bliss. “Friends from high school?” 
 
    “Ugh.” Gwen hid her face in Morgan’s shoulder. “I wasn’t kidding when I said we would just watch other people. I kind of want nothing to do with any of them.” 
 
    “So then why are you going?” Morgan asked. Her arm wrapped around Gwen’s waist, pulling them tighter against each other. “Just chill here. Let’s steal some of your mom’s wine and watch a shitty movie.” 
 
    Gwen laughed.  
 
    “I’m tempted, I won’t lie. But no, I kinda want to go.” 
 
    “Why? Cause Mercedes is going to be there?” 
 
    Gwen bit her lip.  
 
    “No. I don’t know. I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Right.” There was a long pause, and then Morgan sighed. “Well, alright. But if it sucks, I’ll hate you.” 
 
    Gwen laughed again.  
 
    “No, you won’t. You like me too much,” she teased.  
 
    Morgan didn’t say anything, just turned on her side to spoon Gwen, pulling her even closer. She pressed a kiss to the back of Gwen’s neck, and the two fell asleep wrapped around each other.  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    When Gwen and Morgan walked into the house, they were assaulted with the smell of alcohol and weed. Gwen wrinkled her nose, while Morgan looked around curiously.  
 
     "I never really pictured this as your scene," she commented, watching someone who looked like the definition of a frat-boy chug a bottle of vodka, a group of a dozen people circling him and cheering.  
 
    Gwen made a face.  
 
    “It wasn’t ever, really. This was more Mercedes’ type of party.” 
 
    Morgan cocked an eyebrow.  
 
    “Oh, was it?” 
 
     Gwen flushed and looked away instead of answering.   
 
    "Come on. I definitely need a drink," she said, grabbing Morgan's hand and leading her towards the kitchen. 
 
     Morgan followed her easily, still looking around like she was a researcher at a zoo. Gwen maneuvered herself around her old class president, who she had once seen doing cocaine in the bathroom, to snag a bottle of rum and a can of coke. She mixed the two in a Solo cup, going heavy on the rum, before turning back to Morgan. She held the cup up towards Morgan like an offering.  
 
    “Share?” 
 
    Morgan shook her head.  
 
    “I drove, remember? And considering the amount of rum you put in that thing, I think one sip would knock me out as designated driver.” 
 
    Gwen shrugged.  
 
    “Fair enough. “ 
 
    For the next couple of hours, Gwen and Morgan wandered around the house party, making bets on who would be the next person to throw up and who would be getting engaged soon, who would be pregnant, who would be arrested for public urination. Gwen pointed out some people she recognized and offered short anecdotes to Morgan about their exploits in high school. Occasionally, she would take a sip from her drink, but for the most part, she was more than happy just to get drunk off listening to Morgan's deep belly laugh. 
 
    “She got high and drove straight into the pizza place by our school. Twice.” Or, “the two of them once egged the school, but they got caught because their phones automatically connected to the school’s wifi so they were able to find out who did it." Morgan seemed particularly interested in the story of the boy who had once left school for two weeks to go live in the woods behind the laundromat in the middle of winter.  
 
     "It was actually impressive; he had like a whole ass igloo out there," Gwen was telling her when Mercedes came up behind her and surprised her with a hug.  
 
    “Gwen!” she cried, ignoring Gwen’s quiet shriek. “Hey! I didn’t know if you were going to show up or not. I know parties aren’t, like, really your thing,” 
 
    “Yeah, well.” Gwen carefully extracted herself and moved to stand beside Morgan who had gone still. She gestured between the two of them. “I don’t know if you two have met. Morgan, this is my friend from high school, Mercedes, and Mercedes, this is my… step sister Morgan.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Morgan,” Mercedes said, shaking Morgan’s hand, who only offered her a nod. Mercedes turned back to Gwen, a glint in her eye. 
 
    “You said you were going to text me, back at the coffee shop, but you never did,” she pouted. “What’s up with that?” 
 
    “Sorry,” Gwen chuckled awkwardly, rubbing the back of her neck. “I just get caught up in stuff and forget. You know how it is.” 
 
    “Oh, sure,” Mercedes laughed, rolling her eyes and reaching out to gently slap Gwen’s arm, and left it there. Morgan’s eyes tracked the movement. “As if I don’t remember you ignoring my texts when we were dating because you were too busy watching reruns of George Lopez’s show.” 
 
    Gwen flushed.  
 
     "It's good!" she said, defensively. "Besides, you have no proof."  
 
    “Oh, I don’t need any." Mercedes turned to Morgan. "Your sister was ridiculous. I swear, even when we were dating, I always came second to George Lopez." Her hand trailed up Gwen's arm to her shoulder, where Mercedes gave a comforting grip. 
 
    Morgan’s eyes flashed, and she wrapped an arm around Gwen’s shoulders, knocking off Mercedes’ hand in the process.  
 
     "Oh, I don't know about that," she said with a smirk. "Maybe you just weren't really high up on her list of priorities?"  
 
    Gwen’s head whipped to look at Morgan as her jaw slackened.  
 
    “Morgan!” she hissed incredulously, while Morgan simply gave Mercedes a casual smile. “That’s not true. What the hell? Don’t be rude!” 
 
    “I’m not,” Morgan said, tossing her hair. “It was just a thought.” 
 
    Gwen growled and grabbed Morgan’s hand, tugging her arm off from around her.  
 
    “Sorry, we’ll be right back,” she said with a tight smile at Mercedes, who was staring at Morgan with a confused look on her face. “Excuse us.” 
 
    Gwen pulled Morgan by the arm back towards the front of the house and out the door. There was a couple on the porch heavily making out, but Gwen just ignored them, storming past them to where Morgan had parked the car on the side of the street. She went behind it, out of view from the street, and whirled around on Morgan.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” she demanded. “Why were you being so rude to her?” 
 
    “I wasn’t,” Morgan said. Gwen frowned at her, and she sighed. “Look, she was flirting with you, alright? Like, hardcore. And I… I didn’t know if you would like it.” 
 
    “God Morgan, I don’t need you to fight my battles for me like that. And what if I did like it?” Gwen knew she was overreacting, could feel how flushed her face was how fast her heart was racing, but she couldn’t stop talking. “What if I did want to flirt with her? I came here for her, after all.” 
 
    Morgan blinked, looking shocked, and then hurt. She bit her lip. 
 
    “Did you really come for her?” she asked in a whisper. “You wanted that?” 
 
    Gwen stared at her, and suddenly became aware of something hot and tight between them, a coil that was pulling them closer even as it burned them. She stared into Morgan’s eyes. 
 
    “No,” she said softly. “That’s not why I came. And I didn’t really want that.” 
 
    Morgan nodded. Her gaze never left Gwen’s as she stepped forward. Gwen felt like she was melting.  
 
    “Were you actually just worried about me?” she asked, her heart in her throat. “Or was there something else?” 
 
    Morgan stepped closer, so that Gwen could feel the heat of her body.  
 
    “Do I really have to say it?” she whispered. “Do you really not know?” 
 
    Morgan looked at her with that intense stare, and her eyes dragged up Gwen’s body. Feeling her heated gaze made Gwen shiver and her throat tighten. Morgan leaned closer, bracing an arm against the car next to Gwen’s shoulder, until she was close enough that Gwen could feel her breath on her face. 
 
    “You have to be able to tell by now,” she whispered. Her eyes were on Gwen’s lips. “God, Gwen. All I can think about is spending time with you. You called me when I was in Boston, and it was like a drink of water after a drought." Her lips brushed against Gwen's, and one of her hands pressed down on her waist, slipping beneath her shirt. It was warm, but it made Gwen shiver. She felt she couldn't breathe. 
 
    “And then I heard you panicking, how scared you were,” Morgan breathed, tilting her head. Her lips were aligned with Gwen’s; all she had to do was lean forward, and they would be kissing. “All I could think about was how I had to be there for you. How I wanted to be there for you.” 
 
            Gwen was shaking. She could feel heat curling in her stomach, burning her cheeks. She didn’t know what to do. All she could do was stare at this girl who had turned her entire world upside down.  
 
            “Morgan,” she murmured. “Morgan, we can’t– we shouldn’t–” 
 
    “I know you know I feel,” Morgan whispered. Her breath stirred Gwen’s curls which hung over her forehead. “Please, Gwen. Please tell me I’m not the only one falling in love here. Please.” 
 
    Gwen moaned, wrapping an arm around Morgan's waist and fisting her other hand in her hair. She tilted Morgan's head back and pressed her mouth to hers hungrily. Morgan opened up for her willingly, and Gwen licked into her mouth, her tongue twisting with hers, hot and wet. Morgan gasped into her mouth as Gwen let her hand drag down her hair and slide down her back. She squeezed the swell of her ass with a moan, and she shuddered. 
 
            “Fuck, Gwen,” Morgan breathed. She pressed Gwen hard to the side of their car and tugged on her bottom lip. “Fuck, please. Please tell me it’s the same.” She pulled away, and looked down at her with shining eyes.  
 
    Gwen’s hands tightened on Morgan’s waist.  
 
    “I– I–”  
 
    “Gwen?” 
 
    Gwen and Morgan whipped their heads to the side to see Mercedes standing there, looking at them with wide eyes. She was staring at the way their bodies were aligned and pressed together, the wetness of their lips. She raised a hand to her mouth, and Gwen quickly pushed Morgan away from her. She stumbled back.  
 
    “Oh. Um. Sorry. I just…” Mercedes stammered.  “I wanted to ask… I’m sorry. I’ll… leave you to it.” 
 
    She spun on her heel and ran back to the house. Gwen turned to stare at Morgan, who was watching her with an unreadable expression on her face.  
 
    “Why did you do that?” Morgan asked.  
 
    “What are you even talking about?” Gwen gasped. “Morgan, we just got caught by someone who knows who we are. What we are.” 
 
    “You pushed me away because your fucking ex saw us,” Morgan snapped. “Don’t tell me it was for some other reason.” 
 
    “Morgan! What if she tells our parents!” 
 
    “I just told you that I was… about how much I liked you, and you seemed all for it, but the minute your ex saw us, you pushed me away!” 
 
    “Morgan! We have bigger problems right now!” 
 
    The two stared at each other, and Gwen felt tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She desperately forced them back. Her mind was reeling with what Morgan had said to her, and with the fear of what Mercedes might do. Morgan’s cheeks were flushed and her chest heaving, but suddenly she sighed, almost seeming to deflate. She raised a hand to rub at her eyes, and used the other to wave at Gwen.  
 
    “It’s fine, okay, I get it,” she said, not looking at Gwen. “Go find her, figure out what she’s thinking. I’ll wait here, okay? And when you're done, we can head back." 
 
    Gwen stared at her, suddenly feeling sick.  
 
    “Morgan…” she tried, but the other girl was shaking her head.  
 
    “Go, Gwen,” she said, sounding exhausted. “You’re right. It’s more important.”  
 
    Gwen stared at her, her throat tight, but then turned without a word and ran back towards the house.  
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