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    Gwen ran her hands through her hair as she ran back through the front yard, her heels sinking into the soft dirt. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest, her cheeks still flushed and her mouth red from where Morgan had bit at her lips. She didn’t know if it was from Mercedes having caught them or the way Morgan had looked at her with those words on her lips-- Please tell me I’m not the only one falling in love here-- that was making her hands shake and her head whirr.  
 
    She pushed through the front door and looked around desperately. The party was starting to die down, and there weren’t as many people as there had been before, but there were still enough heads that Gwen had to push through the crowd to see all of their faces.  
 
    “Hey, have you seen Mercedes?” she asked anyone who looked vaguely sober or coherent, though they must not have been, because they all just looked at her as though she was insane and stumbled past her. 
 
    “C’mon, c’mon,” Gwen murmured to herself. She made it to the kitchen and stopped. Fuck, what was she even going to say if she found Mercedes? 
 
    Oh, hey, sorry you saw me and my step sister making out against our car and groping each other hardcore. Please forget you saw any of that and also please never tell anyone or ever think about it again.  
 
    Oh yeah, what could ever go wrong with that? 
 
    She saw her own reflection in the window above the sink, and took a deep breath. She grabbed an empty solo cup and filled it with tap water before chugging it. Some of it spilled down her chin and down her throat. She set it down with a gasp and looked at herself again. 
 
    Her hair was wild, limp strands falling across her flushed face. Her lips looked chapped and raw, and there was a crazed look in her eye. Gwen sighed and drank another cup of water, hoping it would soothe the terrified burn in her throat. It didn't, but she had to try something. As she put the cup in the sink and glanced at her reflection one last time, trying to smooth out her hair, she saw something move outside on the backyard deck. She jerked, and quickly ran to the back door to get outside.  
 
    Mercedes was leaning against the railing of the deck, sucking on a cigarette and staring down at her lit phone. Smoke curled up from between her fingers to twist and fade into the dark purple sky. A frown covered her face, her lips twisted down as they closed around the filter. Gwen took a deep breath and didn’t give herself time to be afraid.  
 
    “Mercedes,” she said.  
 
    The girl whirled around, her hair whipping around her face. Her eyes widened when she saw Gwen, and she quickly stubbed out her half-smoked cigarette. Gwen felt a weird twist in her stomach. Mercedes had been smoking since freshman year of high school, and Gwen had always hated it. She used to not let Mercedes kiss her until the taste of smoke had faded from her mouth. It was strange to think that Mercedes remembered that, and that she still cared.  
 
    “Gwen,” Mercedes said slowly. “Um. Hey.” 
 
    “Hey,” Gwen said quietly. “Could we, um. Could we talk?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Gwen moved forward and leaned against the railing next to Mercedes, staring into the black of the night sky. She was quiet for a long moment. 
 
    “So, um. About what you saw back there--” 
 
    “Is she making you do it?” 
 
    “What?” Gwen asked, startled by Mercedes’ sudden interruption.  
 
    “Your stepsister. Is she making you do that with her?” 
 
    “No, no, of course not. No. She’s not making me do anything.” 
 
    “Then what the hell are you doing? Gwen, she’s your sister!” 
 
    “Stepsister.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    Gwen sighed and ran her hands through her hair, taking a deep breath.  
 
    “Look, Mercedes, just forget about it, please, okay? I… I don’t know how to explain it, but we’re fine. I’m fine. It’s just… it’s weird, okay, I know. But I… I mean, I…” 
 
    “What are you trying to say?” Mercedes’ voice was low and rough, and Gwen couldn’t tell if it was from confusion or disgust. She could feel a churning in her stomach, a weird sinking feeling that made her feel both empty and heavy at the same time.  
 
    “I’m just trying to ask you to keep this between us, okay? I can’t explain it, and I wish I could, and I can't, but I just… I can't." 
 
    “Gwen, think about this.” Mercedes placed a hand on Gwen’s shoulder with a squeeze. Her hand was warm. “She’s your step sister. Whatever it is that you think you have, it can’t go on.” 
 
    Gwen felt herself tense under the other girl’s hand. She stared out at the black that had fallen over the world. She thought of the way her stomach curled with heat when Morgan looked at her in that way, when her eyes gleamed with a demand that she knew Gwen would have to follow. Would want to follow. Would beg for the chance to follow. She thought of the way Morgan’s hands felt on her, hard and soft and gentle and harsh, all at the same time. She had never been touched like that before. No one had made her back arch, her toes curl, her stomach tighten, her heart pound, the way Morgan did. No one had ever made her feel like Morgan made her feel. And she didn’t know what that feeling was, but…. 
 
    She liked it.  
 
    She thought of what Morgan had said, again-- Please tell me I’m not the only one falling in love here-- and felt her heart start to race again.  
 
    “Mercedes,” she said softly. She moved away so that the girl’s hand fell from her shoulder. Gwen turned to face her straight on. “Mercedes, please. I can’t explain what it is we are, and I can’t explain why, but please let this be mine. Please don’t tell anybody.” 
 
    Mercedes stared at her, and then scoffed.  
 
    “Jesus, fine. Okay. But please, Gwen, think about what you’re doing. To yourself and everyone around you. Think about your mom, and what this would do to her. I just…. I don’t want to see you hurt.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mercedes.” 
 
    Gwen turned and walked across the deck back through the door that led to the kitchen. She glanced over her shoulder for a brief moment before doing so. Mercedes had lit another cigarette and was staring back down at her phone. Her brow was furrowed, and her jaw clenched. Gwen let the door swing shut behind her and walked back through the house. The only ones left were those who were too wasted to move from where they had collapsed on a sofa, and those that were only just now starting to come down from their high.  
 
    Morgan was leaning against the car when Gwen made it back to the car. Her arms were crossed, and she was staring down at her shoes, her jaw working back and forth. 
 
    “Morgan,” Gwen said, and the girl jerked her head up to look at her.  
 
    “Hey. All settled?” Her voice was low and almost sounded normal, but Gwen could hear the tense strain in it.  
 
    Gwen took a deep breath. 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s head home.” 
 
    The two got into the car, Morgan in the driver's seat and Gwen in the passenger. Morgan pulled off the curb, and as she made her way through the suburban streets, Gwen turned to face her.  
 
    “Morgan, maybe we should--” 
 
    “Look, let’s not talk about it, okay?” 
 
    “No, Morgan, we should talk about it.” 
 
    “I don’t need to hear you say that you want to break up, or-- or stop whatever it is we're doing because your ex thinks it's gross, alright? I can figure that out without you having to tell me." 
 
    Gwen blinked and felt her cheeks flush. Her stomach twisted nervously. 
 
    “That’s not-- that’s not what I was talking about.” 
 
    Morgan’s fingers tapped a rhythm against the steering wheel. Gwen watched her long, slim fingers, and had a sudden urge to grab Morgan's hand and press it to her lips, to calm whatever thoughts were making Morgan's fingers tap such a stressed-out sounding beat. Morgan's eyes were trained on the road in front of her, and while she usually was completely comfortable while driving, slouched in the seat and often driving with only one hand (much to Gwen’s chagrin), now she was driving with her back completely straight, her neck held carefully and her hands tight on the steering wheel but for the tapping of her fingers.  
 
    God, she’s beautiful, Gwen thought. Fuck. I can’t lose this. I don’t know what this is, but I can’t lose it. 
 
    “Please, Morgan,” she said quietly. “That’s not what I want to talk about. You have to know what I want to talk about.” 
 
    Morgan took a shaky breath, and her eyelids fluttered.  
 
    “Please, Gwen,” she whispered. “I can’t do this right now. Let’s just… let’s just wait till we get home, okay?” 
 
    Gwen shook her head.  
 
    “No, Morgan, I don’t want to wait. You said… you told me that you were falling in love. With… with me. Is that true? Are you falling in love with me?” 
 
    Gwen didn’t know where the courage to ask these questions was coming from. She almost felt as though she had left her body and was watching the two of them talk to each other from above. Her heart was beating steadily, strong and sturdy in her chest, but her hands were shaking. Her eyes were wet, though she didn’t know why, and she didn’t know what kind of face she was making. She couldn’t guess. It felt like she was smiling, just a little, but it also felt like her lip was quivering, just holding back tears. Or maybe she had absolutely no expression on her face.  
 
    She had no idea. All Gwen knew was that Morgan was refusing to look at her and so she had no idea what the other girl was thinking. All she wanted to do was know what Morgan was thinking, to know if she was angry or sad or excited or nervous or… or what? Would she be able to see how Morgan felt about her just by looking at the dark haired girl? There was no way. She had never been able to see love on Mercedes' face when they were dating. Although, if she was being honest with herself, Gwen knew that the way she felt about Morgan-- whatever emotion it was that she felt about Morgan-- was so much stronger than what she had once felt for her ex-girlfriend.  
 
    "It doesn't matter, Gwen," Morgan said after a long pause. "I'm not… it's okay if you don't feel the same. I just wanted you to know. But if-- if you want to stop, or if you want me just to leave you alone, I get it. I'm not going to be mad about it." 
 
    “No, no, I definitely don’t want to stop,” Gwen said quickly, her heart jumping in her chest. That was the last thing she would ever want. “Why would you think I wanted to stop?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, because I told you how I-- how I felt, and then as soon as your ex-girlfriend saw us, you pushed me away and ran after her." 
 
    “That wasn’t because I didn’t care about you or what you were saying. I just wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to say anything to anyone.” 
 
    “Is she?” 
 
    Gwen blinked, confused, before she realized she had never actually told Morgan how the conversation with Mercedes had gone.  
 
    “It was…” she hesitated, thinking. “Well, I guess it went as well as it could have gone. She didn’t really… she kept telling me I needed to think about what I was doing. But I don’t think she’s going to tell anyone.” 
 
    “Well, maybe you should.” 
 
    “I should what?”  
 
    “Maybe you should think about what you’re doing.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Morgan,” Gwen snapped, her anger suddenly flaring at Morgan’s insistence on not letting her say what she wanted. “Listen to me, okay? I’m not ending this. I’m not ending us. I… the way I feel about you, I can’t-- I couldn’t--” 
 
    Morgan was finally looking at her, albeit barely. Her face was just slightly turned, and she watched Gwen from the corner of her eye, her gaze flicking between Gwen and the dark road in front of them. Gwen looked at her. Her face was carefully devoid of any expression, but there was a strange gleam in her eye, as though maybe she was finally starting to understand what Gwen was trying to tell her.  
 
    “I like what we have, Morgan,” Gwen said after taking a moment to swallow her stammer. “And I…. I like you. Like, a lot. More than I think I’ve liked anyone ever. So don’t… don’t act like you think this means nothing to me. Because that’s not true. Not at all. This means so fucking much to me. You mean so fucking much to me.” 
 
    Morgan was silent, and Gwen felt like her heart was about to pound out of her chest.  
 
    “We-- let’s talk when we get home,” Morgan said finally, and Gwen nodded, letting out a shaky breath. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
     When Morgan pulled into the driveway, she and Gwen exited the car totally silent. They walked side by side up to the front of the house, and Morgan pulled the door open for Gwen, gesturing for her to go inside.   
 
    “Thanks,” Gwen said softly as she stepped past the other girl, and Morgan just gave a soft grunt in response.  
 
     As the two stepped into the house, they could hear their parents talking in the kitchen. The two quietly toed their shoes off and started to make their way to the stairs, but before Morgan’s foot even brushed the bottom step Gwen’s mom suddenly called out, “Girls? Is that you?” 
 
    Gwen winced and shot Morgan an apologetic look, like she was trying to say sorry for how good at hearing her mother was.  
 
    “Yeah, Mom, it’s us!” she yelled back. “But we’re kinda beat, so we’re just going to go to bed, I think.” 
 
     "Well, come into the kitchen for just a second, at least. There's something Rick and I want to talk to you about."  
 
    Gwen and Morgan threw each other a look, each shrugging.  
 
    “Any ideas?” Morgan whispered as the two walked down the hallway towards the kitchen.  
 
    Gwen shook her head.  
 
    “Honestly, I’ve no idea.” 
 
    Her mom and Rick were sitting at the kitchen table, two steaming mugs of tea in front of them. Her mom looked up and smiled at them, and Gwen immediately let out a sigh of relief, though she could feel Morgan still tense beside her. But she knew they had nothing to worry about, not really. Her mom, bless her, could never hide her emotions. If she was smiling at them, there was nothing they really had to worry about.  
 
    “Your father and I wanted to talk to the two of you about how well you two have been getting along lately,” she started, and Gwen’s heart immediately sank to her feet. 
 
    Fuck, okay. Maybe they did have something to worry about. 
 
    “You’ll both be going back to Boston soon, and we should have a serious conversation about you two possibly living together, like we talked about before.” 
 
    Gwen’s shoulders loosened as she let out an audible sigh. She glanced at Morgan from the corner of her eye, who looked just as relieved as Gwen felt. She looked back at their parents, and saw Rick was staring at her, his eyes narrowed slightly and his jaw clenched. Gwen stared back at him. She hated this standoff between the two of them, had no idea where it was coming from. But something was happening between Morgan and her tonight-- something important, something big, she could feel it-- and she wasn’t going to let him distract her from it. She looked back at her mom. 
 
    “We don’t have to talk about it today,” she was saying as her eyes flicked back and forth between the two of them. “You two look beat. But start thinking about it, okay? Whatever you decide, we should start getting ready for it and figuring it out.” 
 
    "Sure, mom," Gwen said quickly, seeing an out and seizing it. "We'll think about it. And talk to  
 
    each other about it. And, um. Let you know.” She stepped back into the hallway, and Morgan followed her with a soft, "goodnight." 
 
    As Gwen walked up the stairs, Morgan close on her heels, she took a deep breath. She wasn’t sure what was about to happen, but she knew that she had to salvage what she and Morgan had. And it didn’t matter if she didn’t know what exactly that was.  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Morgan shut the door behind them, and the two girls stared at each other.  
 
    “We, um…” Gwen started. “I guess we should… talk…?” 
 
    Morgan sighed and crossed the room to her bed, which she sat heavily on.  
 
     "Who's 'we'?" she said. "I feel like I've said everything I need to."   
 
    “Come on. That’s not fair.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” Morgan met Gwen’s eye with a hard glare. “I told you that I was falling in love with you, and you pushed me away for your ex. What more do you want me to say?” 
 
    “You act like me running after Mercedes was insane.” 
 
    “It was!” 
 
    “It was not! I was trying to keep us safe! Because I know that what we have is… different… and I was scared that if she told anyone, you would forget about liking me and want to stop. And I didn’t want that. That terrifies me. So I had to stop her, if I wanted to keep you.”  
 
    Gwen took a deep breath, forcing herself to calm down. Morgan was staring wide eyed at her.  
 
    “You want to… keep me?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. As a…. As a partner, not like as a pet in a creepy way.” 
 
    Morgan was suddenly right in front of Gwen, almost moving too fast for her to see. She raised her hands to Gwen’s face.  
 
     "Are you sure?" Morgan whispered. The pads of her fingers were hot against Morgan’s jaw. “Please, Gwen, tell me you’re sure. I won’t be able to stand it if you’re not.” 
 
    “I’m sure, Morgan, please,” Gwen whispered, raised her hands to grasp the other girl’s wrists. “I want this more than anything. I want you more than anything. Please-- I just want to be yours.” 
 
    “Fuck, babe,” Morgan whispered. Her hands were steady as they trailed down Gwen’s shoulders to tug down her top, but there was something shaky in her voice that made Gwen’s heart clench.  
 
    Goosebumps spread over Gwen’s skin as, slowly, with an almost reverent look on her face, Morgan undressed her. Her fingers trailed just barely over Gwen’s skin, teasingly, and Gwen couldn’t hold back a whimper at the way heat pulsed through her in response to Morgan’s glancing touches.  
 
    Morgan took off Gwen’s shirt, brushing her hands over Gwen’s breast before moving down her abdomen to start unbuttoning Gwen’s pants. Her hands teased at the edge of Gwen’s panties, and Gwen whined. Morgan dipped a finger into the other girl’s panties and teased slowly at her slit while her other hand continued to pull down Gwen’s pants. Gwen gripped Morgan’s shoulders for balance as she stepped out of her jeans and kicked them away, all while Morgan continued to press her fingers against her folds. 
 
    “Morgan, Morgan, please,” she breathed. Her legs were starting to shake, but Morgan just pressed a finger against her clit and rubbed at it. Gwen sucked in a breath. “Oh, fuck, Morgan…” 
 
    “I know, babe,” the other girl whispered. She stepped closer to Gwen and pushed her hand deeper into Gwen’s panties. “Don’t worry, love. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make you feel so good.” 
 
    Gwen wrapped her fingers around Morgan’s upper arms as she sagged against the other girl, her legs quivering weakly beneath her as heated pleasure spread through her body.  
 
    “Fuck, Morgan,” she gasped.  
 
    Morgan sank one finger into Gwen’s hole, rubbing lightly at the tight ring of muscles circling her entrance before pushing in further. She pushed the finger in and out slowly, achingly, as her other fingers massaged at Gwen’s folds and traced around her clit. Gwen’s mouth fell open with a gasp as her head fell forward, pleasure making her entire body shake. The only thing left holding her up was Morgan’s body pressed against her, and her grip on Morgan’s arm.  
 
     The dark-haired girl took her free hand and placed a finger under Gwen's chin and lifted her head.   
 
    “Don’t hide your face,” Morgan whispered. “God, I love how you look when you’re like this. You look so fucking good, Gwen. So incredibly fucking beautiful. I want to make you look like this all the time. I want to be the only one to ever make you look like this.” 
 
    As she was speaking. Gwen’s eyes fell to Morgan’s plush, red lips. She wasn’t even sure if she was done talking-- she didn’t think she cared. Gwen just knew that she had to have those lips against hers. She leaned further into Morgan and pressed their mouths together. Morgan immediately nipped at Gwen’s bottom lip, her tongue prodding at the seam of her lips, and Gwen opened to her. Their tongues twisted together, hot and wet, and Gwen moaned into Morgan’s mouth as her fingers in her cunt sped up in their pumping and pressed down harder and harder on her clit.  
 
    “God, baby, you feel so freaking good,” Morgan gasped against Gwen’s mouth. “You’re so fucking tight, so fucking wet. Is it for me, Gwen? Are you so wet for me?” 
 
    Gwen shivered. She didn’t even know if she was capable of answering Morgan’s question. Her pussy was clenching and throbbing, but Morgan was so fucking good at getting her to the edge and then pulling her back, then bringing her back before taking her away again. She was so desperate to cum, her entire body was pulsing with the need to do so. 
 
    “Yes, Morgan,” she whimpered. “Yes, you know. You know I’m wet for you. I want you so bad. All the time. Please.”  
 
    “And just me, right babe? I’m the only one you want like this?”  
 
    “Yes, Morgan, yes,” Gwen gasped. Gwen blinked blearily at her, and her lips twitched downwards.  
 
    Morgan was staring at her, lust coloring her cheeks a delightful pink that Gwen had always loved. But there was an uncertainty in her eyes, a vulnerability that Gwen hated to see. Her legs still shaking, and one hand still gripping the other girl’s arm tight, Gwen raised an arm to lay her palm gently on the side of Morgan’s face, caressing over her cheekbone.  
 
    “Don’t look like that, Morgan,” she whispered. “Trust me, okay? I’m telling you the truth. It’s you, and it’s only you. I don’t want this with anyone else. Okay?” 
 
    Morgan stared at her and nodded, taking a deep breath. She leaned in, reclaiming Gwen’s mouth, and Gwen hummed happily at the warm press of her lips. Morgan started walking her backwards until the back of Gwen's legs hit Morgan's bed, and she landed on her back with a gasp. She watched without blinking as Morgan undressed, and then the other girl was pressing Gwen’s naked body down into the bed with her own naked body. Morgan's thigh slipped between Gwen's, and she ground down on it as Morgan squeezed at her tits and pressed her mouth to her neck. 
 
    “Fuck, Gwen, you’re so soft,” she whispered as her hands drifted up her chest to brush gently against her neck.  
 
    Gwen’s hands shot up from where they had been fisted in the bedsheet, and she took Morgan’s hands and pressed them to her neck.  
 
    “Please?” she whispered, and Morgan smiled.  
 
    “Of course, babe. Anything for you.” 
 
    She wrapped one hand around Gwen's throat carefully as the other started to explore her pussy again, teasing between her lips and edging around her hole. As Morgan pushed three fingers inside of Gwen, her fingers tightened around the other girl's throat. Gwen gasped, her nostrils flaring. Morgan continued choking her in time with how she fucked Gwen with her fingers. Every time she pressed inside of her, her fingers tightened, and each time they tightened further. When Gwen came with a raspy shout, Morgan silenced her with a desperate kiss. It took only a minute of her squirming against her own fingers before she was coming as well and collapsing next to Gwen. The two panted, their arms and legs pressed together, until Gwen suddenly laughed. 
 
    “That was, like, the nicest you’ve ever been to me. Not a single order. You didn’t even call me slut.” 
 
    Morgan rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Well, don’t get used to it. You’ll always be my little slut, won’t you?”  
 
     Gwen shivered as Morgan's breath fanned over the back of her neck, and the dark-haired girl laughed. She wrapped Gwen into a hug and the two quickly arranged themselves with Gwen’s head resting over Morgan’s heart and Morgan's arm wrapped around Gwen’s waist.  
 
    “We should probably talk more,” Morgan whispered, and Gwen sighed.  
 
    “I know. But, for now, let’s just stay like this. Just hold me, for now.” 
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