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                 Chapter One: Roommates!
 
    
 
    
 
                 My life took an interesting turn when we moved from the four bedroom home that my family had lived in all of our lives, into a small two bedroom apartment. Besides having spent my entire childhood in that house, I was used to having my own room. I enjoyed the privacy, and the part of the move that I was worried about the most was having to share it with my stepbrother.
 
    
 
                 Noah was two years older than me, and my stepfather's son from his previous marriage. Even though we weren't technically related, Mike and Noah were unquestionably the men in my life. Mike was a great stepfather, and Noah was my sometimes grumpy but awesome stepbrother. Mike had married my mother when I was younger, and almost all of my conscious memories included the two of them being together. I was 19 when we moved into the apartment. 
 
    
 
                 The move itself was smooth. After a huge garage sale, we put everything that we didn't sell or wouldn't fit in the new place into storage. Noah and I got our room situated that first day, and then soaked in the new living situation.
 
    
 
                 “It's a little tight.” Noah said, looking around. He was right, the room that we were sharing was the same size that each of our individual rooms had been at the old house. It would definitely take some getting used to, but at the same time you have to be thankful just to have a roof over your head. It was smaller than we were used to, but it was a great apartment. Mike and Noah had installed our new bunk beds earlier in the day, Noah's idea to save space. He kept referring to himself as a “spatial genius”, he is such a dork.
 
    
 
                 “It'll be fine as long as you recognize that your new roommate is a girl.” I said with a grin, encouraging him to practice cleanliness. “Room mates!” I said in a cheerleader voice, offering him a high five. Noah didn't leave me hanging, but he didn't seem as amused as I was.
 
    
 
                 The two of us actually weren't what I would consider truly close at the time. Despite sharing the same roof for so many years, there always seemed to be something that held us back from really connecting deeply. The dynamic of our relationship was typical of an older stepbrother/younger stepsister type of thing. He was a confident and masculine guy, and he had a tendency to boss me around a little bit. I enjoyed doing the opposite of whatever he told me to do, and my attempts to get a rise out of him were a regular occurrence between us. I had to do what I had to do to keep the scales even between us. We joked around a lot, and I definitely considered him a friend, but there was also a thin layer of awkward tension between us. I guess that is just something that comes along with being that age, not actually related, and expected to just behave in the exact same way as if we were related by blood.
 
    
 
                 When I said that we weren't truly close, what I mean by that is we didn't sit and talk about our feelings, or engage in many deep conversations. I didn't know Noah in the same intimate way that I knew my best friends for instance. We always got along though, and despite our bickering we certainly had each others backs. 
 
    
 
                 There had always been something about Noah that me feel safe in his presence. Maybe it was his naturally domineering, and somewhat authoritative personality. I just knew that I was good whenever I was with him. He was protective and he couldn't help but keep an eye on me. It was nice knowing that I had a real big brother who would protect me if it came down to it.
 
    
 
                  I liked that I never quite knew where I stood with Noah, and neither did anyone else. He was not the type to give away major tells, or wear his feelings on his sleeve. Sometimes it made him come off like a dick hole, other times it made him seem intriguingly mysterious. He didn't seem to mind either way, he was one of the few people who truly didn't seem to care how other people perceived him, at least not in the neurotic and self obsessive way that I find most people do. He was my big brother, and even though we were not alike in almost any way, I wouldn't have traded him for a million dollars. 
 
    
 
                 I always chose to approach Noah cautiously, not because of any danger or fear, but because he was so obviously cerebral. Something about him made me alert, and brought out the best in me. I have always been a pretty oblivious person in every measurable sense of the word, but I seemed to pull mental sharpness simply from being in Noah's presence. This is something that I never mentioned to  Noah. Like I said, we didn't really talk about our feelings with each other. I always had the impression that on some level he looked at me as his semi-annoying younger sister. This was confirmed the first day that we moved in, when he told me in no uncertain terms that I had the exact opposite affect on him. We had stopped moving boxes to have a quick lunch, a bologna sandwich, and a can of Pringles.
 
    
 
                 “I can't focus when I'm around you! You are such a goof off!'” we were both cracking up when he said it, because I had cleverly disguised two Pringle chips as the beak of a bird, and spontaneously broken into an elaborate chicken dance. 
 
    
 
                 “Why are you so obsessed with focus!?” I squealed in my bird voice, at the same time that the two chips slipped from between my lips and fell down onto the floor in front of me. I seemed to go into slap happy mode around Noah more than anyone else, and the room was filled with my laughter.
 
    
 
                 “The same reason that you are so obsessed with distraction.” he replied coldly, shaking his head. 
 
    
 
                 “I can't help it.” I replied with puppy dog eyes, and a mock sad voice. 
 
    
 
                 “Exactly.” he replied. 
 
    
 
                 “Want some chips?” I interjected excitedly, still slap happy.
 
    
 
                 “Ugh!” he rolled his eyes, but accepted my offer. We were off to a great start, in what would very obviously be an interesting journey.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
    
 
                 Chapter Two: Realized Attraction
 
    
 
                 I had known for over a month that we were moving, and I was also well aware that Noah and I would be sharing a room. The part of the equation that I wasn't aware of, was how different that the night time was when you shared a room, versus having your own space. 
 
    
 
                 As soon as the lights went off that first night, it was like all of my senses were cranked up. The silence became deafening, and I was too self conscious to even move around in bed because of the sound. My own breath even sounded too loud, and I couldn't tell if it was all in my head, or if I was actually wheezing like a monster! 
 
    
 
                 I heard Noah's breathing as well, and it wasn't long after that when I found myself in a state of relaxation. My breathing deepened, and I started to drift off. I was interrupted by a feint sound, and my eyes popped back open wide. It was just the two of us in the room, Noah was on the top bunk, and I laid beneath him. It took me a few seconds to get my senses and figure out where the sound was coming from. I was no expert, and I didn't have a visual confirmation, but I was pretty certain that Noah was masturbating! This was the only logical deduction that I could arrive at when taking into consideration the variables involved. The metal frame of the bed was rhythmically squeaking. Nothing crazy, but enough for me to know without a doubt, that he was doing something rhythmically! The sound of Noah taking deep inhalations and out breaths also lead me to believe that he wasn't asleep. I stared up the bottom of his mattress in shock, and unsure of what to do. 
 
    
 
                 Should I grunt or something? Let him know that I am awake, or remind him that he is sharing a room with his stepsister!? Once I came to terms with what was going on directly above me, I just couldn't believe it. It was the first night! I had always heard that men were animals, but I found it hard to believe that his urges were so strong that he couldn't have headed off to the bathroom to play with himself. 
 
    
 
                 I decided not to move, half interested and half paralyzed from fear. I laid beneath my covers, and intently listened to the sound of my stepbrother's primal breath, and I pictured him stroking his cock. There was not really any way of denying that Noah was hot, even if there were, my friends would be there to remind me of his looks constantly. My own cognitive biases had until that point been successful in preventing my mind from drifting into a taboo zone of exploration regarding my stepbrother. I heard it all the time from my friends how attractive that he was, but no matter what they said I still looked at him as my older brother. I still thought of him as “gross”.
 
    
 
                 As I listened to my stepbrother rubbing away fervently at his penis, I couldn't help but imagine the facial expressions that he made each time that he let a grunt slip from his mouth. He was obviously enjoying himself immensely, and he made my body flush with heat. It was dead quiet in the room, and his sounds were too audible to ignore. Finally, as warmth and wetness invaded the space between my legs, I became unable to resist the thought of him, my forbidden stepbrother. I realized just how intense that the pull of my libido could be. There had been a few occasions where the thought of Noah in a sexual context had crept into my mind, always to be banished almost instantly. I think that I subconsciously had some inkling of awareness as to my physical attraction toward Noah, but I wasn't forced to confront my lust toward him until I was literally locked in a room with him, while he masturbated just a short ladder climb away from me. 
 
    
 
                 Hearing his deep, and sensual groans had me about as horny as I had ever been. The pressure built between my legs until it became unbearable, I needed  touched. There was no substitute that would be appropriate, and I couldn't fight the powerful urge for pressure. I allowed my own hand to creep slowly down between my legs, and slipped my fingers beneath my waistband. I was still very nervous, and I moved much slower than I needed to. Noah thought that I was asleep, but I couldn't imagine how awkward that it would be if I were forced to face him or acknowledge that I was awake, so I made sure to remain extra quiet. 
 
    
 
                 Paranoia flooded my consciousness. It seemed impossible to me that Noah couldn't hear my heart repeatedly slamming against my chest, or the labored breathing that it was causing. If I hadn't already been laying down I would have probably passed out. It would have been intense enough just for me to come face to face with my crush on Noah, but sharing a room with him as he edged himself closer and closer toward an orgasm was almost too much. Like every girl, I have a dirty side. In my case it lays beneath the surface, and is only showcased when I am properly aroused. As my fingers touched down against my clit, I realized that I was unusually sensitive to my own touch. It had everything to do with Noah, and the absolutely forbidden nature of what was going on. 
 
    
 
                 “Ugh, Oh God Hannah. That feels so good baby, make me cum Hannah.” he whimpered the words quiety, his tone signaled that he was only moments from orgasm. The words were the first that he had spoken. I am Hannah, and I was absolutely one hundred percent sure of what I heard. My body was instinctively gripped with fear, until I realized that he wasn't talking to me. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh....” his breathing reached an absolute peak, and he moaned loudly considering that he knew I was right below him. “Hannah, yes.” I imagined him tugging on his dick while it seized in his hand, and shot sticky cum all over his perfect stomach. Hearing him get off flipped a primal switch inside of me, and it launched me over the edge. I smashed my pillow down over my face in an attempt to mute my own whimpers, and I thought of licking the cum from Noah's stomach, and slipping the tip of my tongue into the little slit on the end of his cock, I could make every last drop disappear, guaranteed. I came easier than I ever had before, and I could practically feel Noah's hard cock being rammed inside of me. I wanted him so badly, I wished to myself in that moment that he would climb down the ladder, and take me as his. 
 
    
 
                 Even though it didn't happen, there was no questioning what I had heard. Is it possible that he was whimpering the name of another Hannah, one that he had a romantic interest in? Of course. Was it likely? Hell no. I was sweating, and what had happened had been the most intensely erotic moment in my young life. I had found a new level of sexual arousal, and a new object of obsession. I couldn't help but take on an optimistic viewpoint. Maybe sharing a room wouldn't be so bad after all.
 
    
 
                  That was the night that my deep desire for Noah was realized. It seemed like an impossible scenario, I mean how could we ever explain it to anyone if we were ever to have a relationship? We probably couldn't. I pondered over these ideas briefly that night, before I drifted off into a deep sleep. A tension had been born, and a secret had escaped. My stepbrother wanted to fuck me, or at least had fantasies about me, and that was a thought that turned me on to no end.
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
    
 
                 Chapter Three: Being Sneaky
 
    
 
                 The following morning was a blur. I woke up just in time to see Noah exiting the room without a shirt on, a perfectly jolting reminder of the night before, as if I needed one. While I brushed my teeth, I wondered to myself what type of a lover that Noah was. Would he be rough? Primal? Passionate or gentle? I tried to use what I knew about his personality to formulate a guess about how he would be in the bedroom. My conclusion was that I honestly had no clue, but each style of fucking that I projected onto him and fantasized about, was a style that seemed to fit him just right, at least as far as I was concerned.
 
    
 
                 By the time that we were at the breakfast table, I was telling myself to let it go, not to think about it. My feelings were new, and to be perfectly honest, they still felt unnatural and wrong. 
 
    
 
                 “How was the first night in the new room?” my mother asked as she joined us in the kitchen.
 
    
 
                 “Fine.” Noah responded, without even glancing up from his enormous bowl of colorful cereal. 
 
    
 
                 “How about you Hannah? You sleep alright?” I was immediately flustered, and I could feel my face flushing with blood. Naked Noah was on my mind, and the night before was still so fresh. Obviously, it was a perfectly innocent question, and there is no way that she knew what was going on inside of my head. That didn't stop my heart from stopping for a moment when she asked.
 
    
 
                 “Uhm, yeah. I mean, Noah kind of makes a lot of noise in his sleep.” I have no idea why those were the words that came out of my mouth, but I am accurately reporting them. I wished that I had simply given a stock answer as soon as I said it. Noah looked at me a little funny, but despite my blushing, he didn't seem to suspect a thing. 
 
    
 
                 When breakfast was over I could feel the layer of sweat that had formed on my forehead slowly cooling into the air. Over night, the mere sight of Noah turned me into a clammy mess. 
 
    
 
                 I splashed water over my face in the bathroom, cold water. It felt good, and it reminded me that I wasn't a slave to my senses. I took a moment to contemplate that I had lived with Noah for years, and reminded myself that there was no reason for me to all of a sudden turn into jelly while I was in his presence. He was still Noah, my big brother. Even so, it was hard to deny that things had quite literally changed overnight. I had acknowledged my attraction for him, and once I had, there was no chance that I could convincingly talk myself out of that reality. We humans are experts in the area of self-delusion, but we orient off of experienced truth. After realizing my own truth about Noah, the feelings that he stirred up inside of me simply became a part of my experience of life. I could pretend that I wasn't attracted to him, but that wouldn't change the reality. I would be no more than a magnet who claimed that it wasn't attracted to other magnets. I could get away with it as long as that magnet weren't around, but as soon as it were, my claim would be immediately debunked, and reality would still be there staring me in the face.  
 
    
 
                 “Just don't think about it.” I told myself quietly, as if I had a clue. If I knew what would unfold in the next few hours, I would have laughed at the irony of the statement. 
 
    
 
                 Noah left  for work shortly after breakfast. He wouldn't be back until much later on in the day, and my mother and stepfather followed him out the door soon after. The new apartment would be all mine for the day! I had it pretty much planned out. Outside of some light studying and a few chores, it was going to be a day full of relaxation. It wasn't often that I had my schedule free for an entire day, especially on a Friday. After making the responsible decision to start my day off by doing some chores, I ended up back in my room watching television. 
 
    
 
                 I can't overstate just how completely that thoughts of Noah had infiltrated my train of thoughts. The TV was on, but I was watching my daydreams unfold in front of my eyes instead. I wasn't(at the time) the type to be a randomly horny girl who craved flesh for the sake of flesh. Admittedly, the physical attraction that I felt toward Noah was powerful, but it went much deeper. I felt like everything became clear once I allowed myself to accept my true feelings. Noah and I seemed to act as a perfect counter balance for each other, and I was very akin to the idea of releasing the tension that had built up over the years between us. I am not even speaking of sexual tension, just the general tension that comes along with being step siblings, or any siblings for that matter. I couldn't help but feel like sex would be the perfect outlet for such tension.  Sex with Noah wasn't an available or realistic option to me at the time, but masturbation was! My libido worked me up into a bit of a frenzy, and I found myself looking through Noah's things without the slightest hint of respect for his privacy. After all of those years spent living in separate rooms, we moved in together right at the same time that my feelings for him went haywire. 
 
    
 
                 I had only been ruffling through his things for five minutes tops, when I pulled open his underwear drawer. I wondered if he was a boxer or a brief guy, it turns out that he was a journal guy. And boxer briefs. I knew that I should have just slid the door closed, and left his journal and underwear exactly where I found them. I decided to make a compromise with myself, he could keep the underwear. 
 
    
 
                     “Just a quick peek.” I muttered to myself under my breath, as I took a seat at the edge of the bed and began to leaf through the pages of his messy handwriting. The journal was nothing more than a spiral bound notebook that had Noah's name on the front. It was buried on the bottom of his underwear drawer, but it had been easy to find. My assumption was that I could find out about some of the inner workings of Noah's mind, maybe even learn some secrets about the man who I couldn't get out of my head. I didn't think about the idea to read his journal through enough to really consider the consequences, or what I might find. Instead I dove right in, skimming over things that were of little interest to me. His handwriting was difficult to read, but for some reason  it still made my heart pound reading over it. Even the writing that seemed so innocent, what he thought about college, and the girls who had given him a rise on that particular day. Every word had me on edge I was home alone but I had this terrible sense that Noah would walk into the room and catch me at any moment. Still, I continued to read on. 
 
    
 
                 My senses were on high alert, but I am quite certain that for the briefest moment my heart actually stopped. My eyes had been gliding along, extracting line after line of Noah's ramblings, when I came across a sentence that I had to read again. It was the first sentence of an entry that scanned several pages. The topic? How badly he wanted to fuck his little sister.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Four The Explicit Contents of His Dirty Mind
 
    
 
                               My head started to spin, and I slammed the notebook shut. I was young, naive, inexperienced, and shaking with arousal. The words had grabbed a hold of me deep. I took a few deep breaths, and tried to calm myself. That lasted about five seconds, and then I was opening the journal back up right where I had left off, heart still pounding. I told myself not to, but I read along anyway. 
 
    
 
                 Sometimes I wish that Hannah wasn't my sister. I love her, more than anything in the world, and more than she will ever know. I love being her older brother, and trying to keep her on the right path. I enjoy the fact that we have a relationship that is playful, and that I have a step sibling who I can really count on, but I would give it all up for a chance to be seen by her with new eyes. If she could see past the forbidden aspect of me being her step brother, but obviously this is impossible. 
 
    
 
                 Even so! The impossibility of our love ever coming to fruition only makes it seem more sweet and alluring. I can only watch her, observe her perfection. My responsibility as her older brother, and my desire to spread her legs and force her to take every inch of my bare cock is creating a dissonance in my head that is hard to take. I want her, badly. Now that she is 18, I can't get her off of my mind. 
 
    
 
                 This entry was written just weeks after my 18th birthday. I continued to read on, checking the pages to see if I was mentioned again. 
 
    
 
                 I swear to God, sometimes I hate my little sister. Even for all of the time that I spend fantasizing about her body, and thinking about all of the awful things that she could do to me with her mouth, she drives me insane. I love her free spirit and sense of humor, but she doesn't know when to turn if off. There is a time to be serious as well. Dad lets her do whatever the hell she wants because she is pretty and knows how to use her puppy dog eyes, while I bust my ass and don't even get acknowledged...
 
    
 
                 He continued on, complaining about our unequal treatment around the house, but eventually made it to this point.
 
    
 
                 I can't even imagine. I bet it is the tightest, most perfect pussy in the world. When she wears those fucking shorts in the house! Oh my God. Sometimes I want to sneak into her bed, and just watch her sleep. Other times I really want to really hate fuck her. Wrap my hands around her throat, and just pound away, see what she can take. Make my baby stepsister whimper.
 
    
 
                 He wanted to hate fuck me? There was so much heat coming off of my chest that I had to pull my shirt away from my chest to let it dissipate into the air. There were lots of short, hard breaths. Even in a rant that started off complaining about how much he hated me, he had quickly descended right back to his lustful feelings toward me. I had no clue that he could be so dirty, it just wasn't a side that I had glimpsed of him before.
 
    
 
                 A few other excerpts that I enjoyed.
 
    
 
                 In my experience, outgoing girls are always the best in bed. Even though she never turns it off, and sometimes every word out of her mouth drives me insane, I bet she has a little freak inside of her that me, mom, or dad, don't have any clue even exists. She is too comfortable in her own skin to be anything less than a great fuck. 
 
    
 
                 I can tell that sometimes Hannah thinks that I am annoyed, or being mean to her. The truth is that my cock is hard, and pressing against my shorts ready to explode! It isn't always easy for me to be around her, especially when she is unintentionally the sexiest little thing in the world. Ugh! It sucks being obsessed with fucking your stepsister.
 
    
 
                 Hannah wore a new pair of shorts today, tiny and lime green. I swear that the very bottom of her ass cheeks were poking out from the bottoms of them. I have never felt my dick jump to attention so fast in my life. I am supposed to be getting things done today, instead all that I can think about is what it would taste like to spread her cheeks apart with my hands, and bury my face in her ass.
 
    
 
                 All of my relaxation plans flew out the window. I was absolutely enthralled by my stepbrother's writing, especially the parts where he went into explicit detail about all of the things that he had thought about doing to me. I read the entries over and over, and my disbelief slowly gave way to excitement. It just seemed surreal that Noah of all people, would be the one with those types of feelings. 
 
    
 
                 Noah did well with girls, and I had often seen him with girls who I thought were very attractive. He never seemed to stick around any one girl too long, and in his journal he explained that he enjoyed chasing girls, but that he couldn't be in a relationship as long as his feelings for his baby stepsister still burned like hot coals. He just didn't strike me as the type who would have any problem communicating the way he felt, but in our case the issue was obvious. He couldn't tell me how he felt, society would start the equivalent of a slow clap, but with a condescending collective head shake in place of rhythmically colliding hands. I felt for him. Not only could I identify directly with the way that he felt, because hearing him describe his desires made me want to fuck him too! But I also sympathized with how long that he had kept his feelings under wrap. Before I snooped his journal, I really had no idea.
 
    
 
                 Near the end of the journal, he went into his feelings about the move. I continued to read his words like a spy, hidden in the convenient blind spot of his work schedule. Time seemed to simultaneously speed up and slow down, as if reading his journal put me inside of a time warp.
 
    
 
                 This is my fantasy come true, as well as a personal nightmare. How am I going to focus or get anything done? Maybe it will make us closer, and help me be more open with her. Sharing a room and bathroom? Holy shit. There is no way around the intimacy of living in such close quarters. We will be in the same room during the night time, when I am at my horniest. I hope that she is a sound sleeper. I hope I can catch a peek of her ass, tits, anything! 
 
    
 
                 I am aware that we are staying in our parents' apartment, and that any funny business won't be tolerated. I am also realistic. If I can't handle the tension, I will move out. As much as I love Hannah, I love her enough not to overstep my boundaries and ruin our relationship. This is gonna be very hard, but I have the money saved up to get my own place in case it doesn't work out. Either way, I am going to enjoy getting to feast my pervert eyes all over her flesh in the meantime.
 
    
 
                 I thought that I knew my stepbrother, but the further that I read along the more I realized that I had no clue. He had a lot of different sides to him, including a romantic side, and a very raunchy side. The level of interest that reading his writing generated within me was immense, and by the time that I closed the journal, I saw him in a whole new light. A simple leaf through the contents of Noah's journal and mind, and I was hooked. I wanted to meet the other Noah, and explore this man who spoke so highly of me. He wasn't going to be home for a few more hours, and so I explored him with my imagination, and the pads of my fingers between my legs. I came hard, fueled on by fresh taboo fantasies, and the realization that there was going to be a new level of sexual energy fused into my living situation. The small room didn't seem large enough to house Noah's testosterone and my libido at the same time. I tried hard to rub out the tension, but it was nothing more than a powerful momentary release that only served to keep the thought of naked Noah from my head for a few minutes. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
    
 
                 Chapter Five: Whine and wine
 
    
 
                 I found myself very conflicted after Noah returned home. On the one hand, I wished that I had never read his journal for a few reasons. It was an invasion of his privacy and I didn't want him to think of me as a snoop. On top of that, it completely changed the way  that I acted around him. The reason that I had always enjoyed Noah so much was because I knew that we were different, and I didn't have to apologize for being me around him.  Something about him just brought out my goofy side, and I don't think that I have ever smiled in someone's presence more than I have around Noah. 
 
    
 
                 When he got home from work, Noah had no clue of what I had been up to all day. He still thought of his private feelings as private, and wasn't aware that I was privy to some of his darkest secrets. The way that my heart beat when he entered the room was telling of the feeling of guilt that had settled into my bones. Really, it was more of a nervousness. What if he noticed that things had been shuffled around? What if I hadn't been careful enough putting the journal back into place? I tried to play it cool, and act natural. That was the problem, you don't have to try to act natural, and he noticed that I seemed a little off. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah. You okay?” he asked with concern. Normally I was a chatterbox who liked to tease, but instead I was silent and introspective. I tried to get my bearings back, but I just couldn't easily flip back over into the normally carefree state that I was in while we were together. I told him that I was a bit stressed. “Well, I am just staying in tonight. I could drive you somewhere if you need a ride.” I was without a vehicle at the time, and his sweet suggestion made me feel terrible. The truth about why I was acting strange had nothing to do with stress, it had to do with my newly awakened feelings, many of which came from my trespassing into his journal. He was the one worried about me, and trying to ensure that my night went well. 
 
    
 
                 “I was just thinking of staying in too. Would you wanna go grab a movie at Redbox and some wine?” I asked nervously. I didn't want to come on too strong, but I couldn't help but feel like I was asking my older brother out on a date. 
 
    
 
                 “Red wine?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    
 
                 “I told you I was stressed!” I whined, knowing that what he was actually saying was that I was underage, and that we shared an apartment with our parents who would never allow it. “They won't even know, I think that they're going to dinner anyway.” I had lost the easy ability to be myself around Noah, but I had gained the confidence of knowing how he felt about me. I knew that if I pushed hard enough, I could absolutely get him to cave and drive us to get some wine. 
 
    
 
                 “Okay, but we don't pop the bottle until they leave, and if they don't leave, we don't pop the bottle.” he was very stern, and he pointed his finger at the end for emphasis. I couldn't fight the smirk that was pulling at both corners of my mouth. 
 
    
 
                 “We are sneaking booze!” I couldn't fight back my giggle, as a rush of excitement flooded over me, and I settled back into the silly dynamic of our relationship. Noah shook his head, but he wore a grin as well. 
 
    
 
                 “Use your inside voice genius.” I thought that I was coming along with him, but he told me to stay. “Any specific movie?” he asked before he left.
 
    
 
                 “Something sweet, or a Malbec.” I responded, highlighting my true concern. It wasn't until he pulled out of the driveway that I realized how well that the night was working out. I was orchestrating a a little date night, and I hadn't even been aware of it. The chemistry between us had wrapped me up, and by the time I realized what was going on, my Friday night had taken on a life of its own. Noah and I had drank wine together quite a few times, usually in the presence of my mom and stepfather.  I was only allowed a single glass on these occasions, and  I was excited to have my one drink limit removed. 
 
    
 
                 As luck would have it, Mike was taking my mother out for a nice dinner in the city, a solid thirty minutes away. He had surprised her with the news when he got off of work, and I was buzzed with excitement after my mother told me the details. I was happy for her because I knew that she loved to go out and spend time with her man, and I was also happy because it gave me a chance to spend some alone time with my new crush as well. My mother had always told me to make sure and build a solid relationship with someone before attempting to take things to the next level, Noah and I had spent a good chunk of our lives building such a relationship and bond. 
 
    
 
                 “Call us if you need anything, and be safe!” Mike told me as he whisked my mother out the door. They were running late, and couldn't wait for Noah to get home before they headed out. When Noah returned a short while later, the two of us were alone at the apartment.  
 
    
 
                 “Please tell me that you got a movie, and not a documentary.” I joked when I saw the Redbox DVD in his hand. Noah rarely watched movies, as he complained that fiction was a waste of time. 
 
    
 
                 “Wine and a movie, and you still have something to complain about. I am glad that you aren't my girlfriend.” he quipped, before he pulled out two bottles of wine, and then moved for the corkscrew.
 
    
 
                 “You couldn't handle me if I was your girlfriend anyway.” He gave me a hard stare, and then the first cork popped loose. We poured two double glasses of wine, and made our way into our bedroom with bottles in hand. I usually went out on Friday nights, but I was more in the mood to relax and hang out with Noah. He had selected an action movie, and I told him that it was my job to make the movie selections from then on out.
 
    
 
                 “You haven't even seen it yet!” he said defensively, before he made the realization that I was only kidding, at which point he shook his head, showcased his dimples, and poured a large gulp of wine into his mouth. We both took a seat on my mattress. “Let's just watch the damn movie. Pain in my ass...” he muttered to himself. It made me smile to myself when I recalled the words he had used to articulate his desire for me in his journal. We bickered and argued just like an old couple, and as the red wine began to burn in my stomach I found my eyes drifting over toward his like a teenager with her first crush. 
 
    
 
                 We drifted off into the previews, and sipped on our wine in silence. The DVD went to the title menu as soon as the previews were over, right at the same time that I polished off my first glass.
 
    
 
                 “Hannah! What the hell? You are drinking way too fast.” Noah was concerned, and told me that I was cut off for at least an hour. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah, relax. You ain't my dad or my man!” I spoke in an exaggerated ghetto accent while snapping my fingers. I found myself in a great mood, back to my old goofy self around my beloved big bro.
 
    
 
                 “You are so annoying!” he relented, and gave me a small glass. “Take your time!” he warned, encouraging me to mind my pace. I knew that he was right, I had just gotten a little excited and ahead of myself to start things off. Either way, I felt great! The movie started, and we weren't five minutes into it when I realized that I wasn't in the mood to watch a movie at all. I wanted to flirt, interact, and have fun! It was Friday night, and if I was going to be holed up in that little apartment all night, I was going to be enjoying it the way that I wanted.
 
    
 
                 “Noah!” I whined. 
 
    
 
                 “Yep?” 
 
    
 
                 “I'm freezing, can we cuddle up?” I wasn't cold, the wine had me nice and warm, but I needed an entry so that I could indulge in my suddenly visceral need to make some form of physical contact with him.
 
    
 
                 “Uhm, yeah I guess.” he sounded hesitant, but he didn't say no. We had known each other for so long, and were so comfortable around each other, that it wasn't often that I felt nervous in his presence. Noah was such a confident guy anyway, that seeing his internal struggle as I scooted in closer and nestled my body against him gave me a feeling of power. I knew his secret, and he had no clue. I could flirt with him aggressively, as long it was under an innocent guise, and he would able to do nothing but squirm.   
 
    
 
                 He threw his arm around me, and I nestled in even closer. Noah's body was so warm, and comfortable. Resting against him really put it into perspective just how much that I wanted him. I felt all magical inside. I took a big gulp of my wine, and then leaned forward to set it down on the floor. I used the opportunity to re-angle myself so that all of my weight rested against him. I could feel Noah's strength when he squeezed my shoulder with his hand, and pulled me in tight. I turned my neck so that I could look up at him, and I caught his eyes dart away from me and move back toward the screen. I could feel my face flush red with blood, and I was getting warmer by the second. I had always been comfortable flirting, but even with the alcohol kicking in strong, I could still feel my heart rate reacting to the smell of his cologne, and the feeling of his chest slowly rising and falling. I was supposed to be the one  teasing him, yet there I was with sweaty palms and a pounding heart. Noah's breath remained steady, while mine became labored as a result of the naughty thoughts that were brewing inside my head. He was right next to me, and his lips had never looked more plump or inviting. I looked up at him again, still riding the wave of tension that I had allowed to build between us in my head. 
 
    
 
                 I wasn't satisfied with his reaction, and I tried to calm myself so that I could be happier with my own. His heavy arm remained draped over my shoulder, and I decided to make a very subtle advance to see how he would react. I knew that the whole thing was wrong in the first place. I wasn't cuddled up next to him just because he was my loving older brother, I was cuddled up next to him because I was harboring feelings for him that were resembling pure lust more and more with each passing moment. 
 
    
 
                 I made sure to dry my palms off before I gently took his hand into mine. I didn't want him to know just how much of an affect that he was having on me, turning me all clammy. I had never before observed his hand with any attention to detail, but as held I it in my hand, I immediately recognized how large and manly that they were. His knuckles were huge, and his skin soft. I was too nervous to look up at him, I was trying to act like it was no big deal. I was just casually sitting cuddled up in bed with my stepbrother, at 19 years old on a Friday night. No big deal. 
 
    
 
                 I felt like  I was being watched, and all of a sudden it was obvious to me that Noah was having a reaction to me as well. He started to squirm quite literally, and I caught him adjust himself out of my peripherals. He tried to be sneaky, but I was well aware of what he had done. 
 
    
 
                 He's hard! Oh my God, Noah is fucking hard right now. I had absolutely no clue what was going on in the movie, my attention was being dominated elsewhere. The friction grew stronger, and the pressure between my legs started to drown out the rational side of my brain. Every part of my being was preoccupied with the feeling of his flesh against mine. Carefully, I gave in to the tug of my peripherals toward the bulge in his sweatpants. I felt like such a pervert, my eyes drifting down between his legs every few seconds. His sweatpants weren't tight, so they did a decent job of keeping him hidden, but I could still make out the distinct outline of his erection. 
 
    
 
                 I could feel my heart beat in my ears, and was having serious trouble just trying to remain calm. Noah on the other hand seemed to settle in, and without any verbal communication at all, he confidently grabbed my legs, and pulled them over his lap. 
 
    
 
                 “Scoot back a little, I know you like foot rubs.”
 
    
 
                 “How do you know that?” I teased, quickly doing as I was told. 
 
    
 
                 “Because everyone likes foot rubs.” his eyes narrowed, and he took my right foot into his big warm hands. The sensation of his fingers digging into the soft flesh along the bottom of my foot was overwhelming, and at first it tickled! I jerked reflexively in his hand, but he kept right on rubbing away. His powerful grip allowed his hands to penetrate deep into my tissue, and what little inhibitions remained seemed to melt away, along with any inkling of stress. 
 
    
 
                 “Mmm hmmm... Noah, Oh my God.” I moaned like he was going down on me, the sensual sounds that exited me were unintentional, the direct result of the intense pleasure that was radiating from my foot, and slowly overtaking my entire experience. I was lost, there was nothing else in the world except for his hands on my foot. I closed my eyes, and found myself deeply letting go. It was a truly perfect moment, lost deep in the physical sensations of a foot massage, something that was only intensified by the owner of the hands, and by the strong buzz that I was under the power of. “Noah, don't stop.” I moaned again, this time I realized the very strong undertone of sensuality that accompanied my voice. I opened one eye, and Noah was staring at me with his mouth open.  He wasn't normally a mouth breather, and the look on his face spoke of a deep hunger. He darted his eyes from my face to my foot when he noticed that I was watching him back. 
 
    
 
                 “You kill me Hannah.” he said, almost exasperated.
 
    
 
                 “What do you mean?” I asked, intrigued. Instead of an answer, he responded by polishing off the rest of his glass. 
 
                 
 
                 “You just do.” his gaze was far off, and I knew that he wasn't going to go into any deeper of an explanation.
 
    
 
                 “Just don't stop rubbing.” I said with a grin. 
 
    
 
                 “Spoiled already.”
 
    
 
                 “It feels good!” I managed through a giggle.
 
    
 
                 “I can tell. You sound like you are about to climax.” he wore a look of lust, and stared hard back into my face like he was gauging me for a reaction. I could feel the hunger radiating off of him along with body heat. I felt like we were a couple who hadn't yet been intimate sharing a lazy night in our new apartment, and we were closing in on the inevitable. The wine wasn't creating anything, only pointing each of us toward the tension and attraction that already existed, while also allowing us to be more relaxed, and more aggressive.  
 
    
 
                 “No I don't.” I bit down on my cheeks to keep from smiling, and took a deep breath. I focused back in on the sensation of my nerve endings, heavily stimulated by Noah's horny hands. “Oh baby, harder, ugh! Oh God yes! Fuck. Noah don't stop.” I whimpered and teased every word, and I slowly moved my pelvis in rhythm with his hands. I lifted my eyelids and showed him my teeth. His hands had stopped moving, and he stared back at me googly eyed. “That, is what I sound like when I am about to climax.” I giggled again, the effect was obvious. “What's wrong Noah?” 
 
    
 
                 “Huh? Nothing.” followed by a gulp. “Sexy and distracting, that's all.” his eyes remained locked on mine, and he appeared to have sobered up. We both smirked, and I nervously broke our eye contact by looking down. Noah released my foot, and moved himself a little closer. He reached out, and gently lifted my chin with his index finger until our eyes had met again. His expression was different, it had turned soft, sensual, and determined. I looked deep into his eyes, and swallowed hard. The inevitable moment had arrived, and I closed my eyes when he began to lean his head in toward mine. It is hard to explain how something can be so utterly surreal when the buildup toward the event was blatantly obvious. The pull of the universe isn't there to fight, it is there to guide you when you finally let go. His lips were wet, and soft as they gave way against mine. Everything turned to pleasure, the ultimate Dopamine trip! Our lips pressed together hard, and curious hands joined in on the exploration. I tried to suck the taste off of his bottom lip, at the same time that his powerful hands took in two handfuls of my ass, and pulled my body as close to his as physics would allow. What followed was an organic escalation, and I opened my legs after he pinned me on my back against the mattress, and he moved his pelvis between them.
 
    
 
                 We had kissed once or twice, years ago, but under a very different context. My lips parted just slightly, in order to receive his tongue. There was raw passion in that kiss, and I consider it my introduction to true intimacy. His familiar squeeze moved to my breasts, and the sloppiness of our kiss went to another level. The pressure of his hard cock beneath his sweatpants pressed hard against my sex, and I returned the pressure with my pelvis. Even while fully clothed, his body against mine was inherently pleasurable. Our frenzy of lips and tongues made it impossible to breathe, and we broke only for deep inhalations, and then more tongue. I couldn't hold out any longer, I was so into it. I needed to be filled up, and learn about the only side of Noah that I wasn't privy to. Our lips were locked when Noah grabbed my hand, and stuffed it down into his pants. My fingers curled around his dick, a handful of hard perfection. The rhythm of our kiss set the rhythm for my hand,  he grunted through our locked lips, and hearing him moan because I was stroking him made the space between my legs feel as lonely, and empty as it had ever been. 
 
    
 
                 Before I could fill the void, we both jumped hard at the sound of the front door being opened. We had been so lost, and wrapped up in each other that we had lost all track of time. 
 
    
 
                 “Fuck, they're home!” and that quickly it was ruined. Noah thought fast, and buried the wine and the glasses in the closet. “Mom texted a half hour ago.” Noah said, looking at his phone. I wasn't sure if he was talking to me, or himself. 
 
    
 
                 “How was dinner?” I blurted out when they stopped by our room, trying to appear sober. I was stricken with the feeling of guilt, or at least the feeling that I was about to get into some trouble. Everything was so rushed once they got home that I felt like it was obvious what had happened, or at least that I had been drinking. Luckily for me, my mother had also had her fair share of red wine, and a great time, so she didn't notice my intoxication. Noah explained that we were wrapped up in the movie most of the night, and that as far as Fridays go, it was pretty uneventful. 
 
    
 
                 “That was close.” Noah said, and then climbed up the ladder.
 
    
 
                 “Where are you going?” I asked flirtatiously, spooked by our parents return, but not defeated.
 
    
 
                 “They're back. This apartment is tiny, and the walls are thin, no way. Besides Hannah, we can't take it any further. That was a one time thing.” there was just something about the non nonchalant way that he phrased it that made a lump form in my throat. He had leaned over the edge, and I looked back at him astonished, how could he say something like that? Was I misreading everything? I had been under the impression that from the moment we crossed the line, that would be it. As long as we were honest with each other, I had assumed that we would be true to ourselves and indulge. I felt naive. The kiss had been so amazing for me, and the excitement that filled my soul when I thought about us being together was so exciting and new, that I was crushed to hear that he was simply able to put his rational hat back on, and brush me off like what had occurred was simply a minor transgression. I had read his diary, and I thought that I had grasped a decent understanding of his feelings for me, but maybe I was wrong. The passages that I read were conflicted anyway, maybe I was just a fantasy to him. 
 
    
 
                 “Yeah.” I squeaked, defeated. I was suddenly tired, the mixture of red wine, and the adrenaline dump of going from literally having Noah's penis in my hand, to staring up at the bottom of his mattress with no hope at all. “Good night.”
 
    
 
                 “Good night Hannah.” Even drunk on  red wine, I took a long time before I could fall asleep that night. I had a lot on my mind. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
    
 
                 Chapter Six Who Turned Down The Volume?
 
    
 
                 The day after the most intense sexual build up of my life resulted in what I perceived as a failure, the world didn't seem to have the same kick. It was like the volume knob of my life had been turned down. Noah had already left before I woke up, and would be at work all day. I already missed him, and I kicked myself for not waking up earlier. I would have liked to make sure that things weren't awkward, or maybe talk to him about what had happened. Just talk to him in any capacity. As it was, I wasn't really in the mood to do anything. I had just enough of a hangover so that I couldn't enjoy myself, and I spent most of the morning in a daze, lost in a pointlessly sad song. If nothing else, I was uneasy and physically in discomfort.
 
    
 
                 I did the same thing that I always did when the world got me down, I filled a bowl with ice cream, and went to town. It tasted good, but it didn't hit the spot. I played the previous couple of nights over in my head, and I wondered if there was anything that I could have done differently. I also contemplated what I should do next, as I still wasn't sure in any definitive terms where Noah and I stood. It did ring in my head that he had said our encounter was a one time thing. 
 
    
 
                 I found myself doing something that I had just days prior told myself that I wouldn't do again, going through Noah's diary. I wanted to re-read what he had written, and try to decipher where his true feelings really lined up. Noah meant the world to me, and I wanted to be as informed as possible. I had no clue where to even begin, and I had no choice but to figure it out on my own. I couldn't even ask my closest friends for advice, because I couldn't exactly go talking about how Noah and I had drank some wine and ended up in an intimate encounter that I wasn't sure how to handle. There was one thing that I knew absolutely for certain, and that was that I had to do something. I was way too connected and affected by him, and I knew that it wouldn't be healthy to pretend nothing ever happened. If Noah wouldn't tell me his true feelings, I would tell him mine. 
 
    
 
                 I opened the book from the end, and quickly noticed that there was an entry that hadn't been there when I read it before. It was new. Without hesitation I dug into his words, reading them slowly enough so that I could comprehend them. 
 
    
 
                 It's getting to be too much. Tonight, I let something happen. That quick, I let myself fall victim to my ultimate temptation. Hannah and I got some wine and a movie, which I thought sounded awesome. I hate the idea of Hannah being out on weekend nights anyway, I know how guys are. Anyway, we start drinking and watching the movie, and then out of nowhere she asks me if we can cuddle. Because she's cold. It wasn't cold at all, and we were drinking wine. I am immediately so fucking turned on I can't even put it into words, and my fucking cock pumped full of blood in seconds. My brain goes on repeat, saying this isn't a good idea Noah, keep your hands to yourself Noah, that's your step sister Noah....No use. 
 
    
 
                 I am already lost as far as the movie is concerned, and struggling not to keep glancing over at her. She is so tiny, and fits so perfectly in my arms, like a puzzle piece. I am getting hard even writing this, and as I glance over at her sleeping now, I have an overwhelming urge to slip beneath her covers with her and do all of the things that I really wanted to do to her last night. Then she takes my hand into hers, and just sort of starts playing with it, massaging my palm. At this point the wine was kicking in, and I am starting to struggle with my erection. I mean really struggle. It is so hard that it hurts, and all that I wanted to do was grab it and start rubbing it. I can't think of anything except how perfect my little stepsister is, and wonder about what kind of panties that she is wearing. I can practically feel the sexuality oozing off of her, and I want to bury my face between her legs. Instead I try to play it cool. I am the big brother, and I like to be in charge. 
 
    
 
                 This is when I gave in a little. I wanted her so bad, and I just couldn't control myself. I have always had sort of a thing for feet, and Hannah's are easily my favorite pair. Every toe looks as if created and placed on her foot specifically for me to take into my mouth and swirl my tongue around. Once I got my hands on her feet, it was like my personal little fantasy come true. I have stared at her feet, and thought about rubbing, sucking, or even fucking them so many times, that it was way too fulfilling to give her a rub down. 
 
    
 
                 
 
                 Then one joke leads to another, and while I am sitting there rubbing her foot, she starts like, pretending that she is getting off, or being fucked. She was moving her hips and everything. I swear that I tried to turn my head away and block it out, but it was so hot. Her little sex voice, oh my fucking God. I am glad that I got to hear it, because, well, just oh my God! I just really love that girl, she drives me nuts, but I love her. At that point, I snapped. I just locked in on her in a primal way, I've never really felt anything like it before, I lost control. I just wanted her more than anything in the world, and I was willing to break even my own moral code in order to do it. Her lips tasted so sweet, the best kiss of my life. I don't even need to describe it, because I could never forget it. Things started to get out of hand, and I was one hundred percent set on ripping off her clothes, and fucking her right then and there. I tried to be patient, because I wanted to blow her out of the water being our first time and all. I wasn't being rational, and then she grabbed my dick. Her tiny little hand felt so good, the best couple seconds of my life. It was a huge panic and annoyance at the time, but in retrospect I am thankful that our parents got home right then. Stopped me from taking things to a place where we could never undo them. Even though I am convinced of the way that I feel about Hannah, and I honestly think that I could, or I would at least try, to fulfill her every desire and be there for her until the end of forever. Still, it's not my place to put that kind of a burden on her, and I simply won't. I am not going to tell anyone, but I'm gonna get a lease and move out, I am shooting for as soon as the end of the week. I am not going to keep tempting myself, I just proved that I can't control myself like I thought that I could. I can't risk losing her, I have a good grip on the whole situation, I just wish that I could tell her how I really feel. 
 
    
 
                 It sucks leaving off for work without even getting the chance to speak with her. She knows that I love her, but she will never even scratch the surface of understanding when it comes to just how much that I really do care for her. 
 
    
 
                 I was captivated by every word. I found it sexy that not only did he keep a journal, but that he had a hidden side. I would have never been able to guess that he was so in touch with that side of himself. I wanted him to let me in, to open himself up to me completely. If he could say those words to my face, I would gladly sign his contract until forever. 
 
    
 
                 I was still feeling the physical affects of having drank three glasses of wine, but his words relieved me of my suffering. I felt like I at least had an orientation towards what was going on inside of his head. Noah was complicated, and frankly, frustrating. I felt no different toward him than he did toward me as far as that was concerned. I could list one hundred things that made Noah awesome, and I would mean every one of them. He was one of my favorite people, and I always described him as sharp. Still, no single human had perplexed me so many times, or confused me so much as Noah. He was like a very sexy enigma. 
 
    
 
                 I shook my head back and forth as I read his words over a second time. I felt oddly calm, taking into consideration that his letter included his intention to move out. That was absolutely the last thing in the world that I wanted, it had been so recent that I discovered my feelings for Noah, and losing him was an idea that tugged on the strings of my heart, and I shook the thought loose from my head. It was like I was getting to know him deeper through his journal, and through the odd dance that was falling in love with your step sibling. 
 
    
 
                 I knew that the responsibility had shifted to me. I didn't necessarily like it, but I wasn't going to allow Noah to leave so heartbroken. I wasn't going to let him take the blame for something that I was a major cause of. I should have talked to him before, even came clean about having read his diary. Something needed to be done, and the only option that I could see was dealing with it through healthy communication. If I wasn't willing to put myself on the line, I would be letting Noah walk right out of my life in the lowest possible way. The way in which I obtained the information may not have been sound, but the way that I dealt with it would be.
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
   Chapter Seven Communicating
 
                 
 
                 Somehow, I managed to drift off and partially revitalize myself through a long nap that day. Sleep helped to pass the time before I could talk to Noah. I hated that I was so stressed out over what had been something so natural and organic. It was at least obvious that we both wanted it! I just had to talk to him. Sometimes Noah would text me during the day, usually just to tease me or make a joke. I was disappointed to see that I had received no new texts while I napped.
 
    
 
                 I made sure to put on my tiny green shorts before Noah arrived home. It wasn't that I wanted to seduce him, I wouldn't have even been comfortable enough to try, not after the odd way that the night had ended. I wanted him to see what he would be missing if he weren't willing to face his true feelings, and take what was rightfully his. Life will always place an obstacle between you and the object of your desire, and if you aren't willing to do whatever it takes to overcome that obstacle, then you didn't desire it as much as you thought. It all comes down to being honest with yourself, and being true to your feelings. 
 
    
 
                 Noah greeted me with a hello, and a nervous half smile. I asked him about his day, to which he was fairly dismissive. He shuffled around the room, and then headed into the bathroom to switch into more comfortable clothes. I gave him his space, even though I wanted to bombard him with questions the second that he shut the door to our room behind him. I knew that he had just had a long day at work, and that everyone needs to unwind. Perhaps I wasn't as patient as I perceived, but I gave him at least fifteen minutes.
 
    
 
                 “Noah?”
 
    
 
                 “What's up?”  
 
    
 
                 “Last night. I just wanted to talk about it.” I spoke calmly, attempting to skip past any awkward beating around the bush.
 
    
 
                 “I'd rather not.” He chuckled dismissively. “We got a little drunk, and a little stupid. That's it.” there seemed to be zero emotion attached to the words that he spoke, and even though I had prepared for him to avoid communicating, I hadn't expected him to sum it up so insignificantly. It sort of pissed me off. He was allowed to do or say whatever he wanted, but why was he being so dishonest with me?
 
    
 
                 “Yeah, I guess. It still happened, I feel like things will be awkward if we pretend that it didn't.” I responded. I watched Noah as he continued on with what he was doing, not even taking the time to look over at me. 
 
    
 
                 “I understand. Acknowledge the mistake so that we can let it go, all that jazz.” he had opened up a notebook, and started to write something down. My blood was boiling, I thought that I could at least garner a moment of his fucking attention.
 
    
 
                 “Noah! You know what I mean.” I gave him a hard stare, and he finally looked over at me. I wanted him to acknowledge that what had happened was intense, serious, and that there was more to it than just “got a little drunk, and a little stupid.” 
 
    
 
                 “Look Hannah, I'm sorry. If you want to talk, I'm all ears, but I don't really have anything else to say about it. I got caught up in the moment, and unless you have another point of view, I don't see what the point is in re-hatching it.” he had given me his attention, and that was the best that he could give me. I was disappointed. I reminded myself of what he had written, and I regained some compassion when I remembered his plan to move out. He just seemed so different in person, so much more fucking stubborn than he was in his journal! 
 
    
 
                 “No you're right. I just didn't want to make things awkward.” I wanted to make things real awkward, I wanted to scream in his face to be honest and open with me. Let's just talk! I wanted communication, instead I received a brick wall. I couldn't pierce him at all. 
 
    
 
                 I tried to let it go, but it wasn't long before I realized that it was going nowhere. I went to the bathroom, and locked myself in to think. The longer that I sat in there alone, the more uneasy that I felt. I made up my mind, I was going to put my own feelings on the table, and do the only thing that I knew would truly open up the lines of communication between us. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah.” I said firmly, a projection of false confidence. “The reason that I was so intent to talk about last night, is that I read your journal.” his eyes shot to mine, and I could see him slowly process my words as his eyes narrowed upon me. I felt fear rise up inside of me, the look of anger on Noah's face was intense, and real! 
 
    
 
                 “What the fuck! Who the fuck do you think you are?” I backed away as he approached me, a bit intimidated. I had never seen him so mad, and I struggled to respond. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah, I-” 
 
    
 
                 “I don't even care! I'm moving the fuck out because of this. We've been here no time at all and you've already went through all of my shit. How could I trust you Hannah?” he rarely cursed, and with his eloquent f-bomb, I felt more uneasy. 
 
    
 
                 “I'm sorry Noah!” I finally screamed, bursting into tears. I fought them back hard, but my body was so full of emotion that I couldn't stop them from pouring down my cheeks. My nose turned stuffy, the only positive outcome of my emotional shift was that Noah's expression softened. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah. Relax, it's fine.” he stepped closer to me, and his shoulders slumped as he wrapped his arms around me. I buried my face in his chest, and squeezed him tight. I knew that reading his journal was wrong, but what was done was done. “I'm sorry that I got so mad.” he whispered, kissing the side of my head. What started as comfort, became tension again immediately. I couldn't make physical contact with him in a strictly platonic sense, it just wasn't happening. There was something about being in his arms, a level of comfort that can't be put into words. It was intoxicating, and I just wanted to bask in it. That is why it felt so awful that we were arguing instead. There was no reason for us to hold anger against each other. That is just wasted time, it would be better spent enjoying each other.
 
    
 
                 “No. I'm sorry Noah. I should have never read it, and I should have told you when I did.” I had calmed down, but my cheeks were still wet, and I had to blow my nose. “I read it the day before it happened, and I couldn't believe the words that you wrote when I read them, but it made me realize that I felt the exact same way. We are perfect for each other Noah.” I stared at him with heavy expectation, with the hope that he would kiss me, or open up.
 
    
 
                 “I know Hannah, but it's wrong. I haven't told mom and dad yet, but I am gonna move out later this week.” My mouth dropped open. I had already read his journal, and his plan to move out wasn't a new development. I had told him that I felt the same way, and in no uncertain terms told me that I was interested, and all that he could say is that he knew we were perfect, and that it was wrong. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah. Why are you being an asshole?” I was fed up, sick of his complete inability to talk to me about the way that he felt. Even when I told him directly that I felt the same way that he claimed to feel in his journal, I received little more than a blank stare. He tensed up when I asked the question, and his face filled with confusion. “I just don't who you are Noah. When I read your journal, which I admit was wrong, I was blown away. I could hardly believe they were your words. I have always cared about you, but I could just never get as close as I wanted to, and I think that it is the only reason that I didn't fall completely in love with you sooner. Once I read that, I felt like I finally saw through your shell, and I fell in love with what I found. It was the easiest thing that I ever did, I couldn't help myself.” the words flowed easily from my mouth, I was going in on him. I had made the decision to communicate, and I was going to go through with it whether he would participate or not! I had to do what was right for me, and at least get it off of my chest so that I could move on without regret. “And then I try to talk to you and you wall me off like always! How can you claim to love someone who you will write about but won't speak to? It you could articulate your feelings even half as well verbally, as you did in the journal, we would probably have already figured out a way to be together. Sorry for exploding Noah, but I love you. Do what you want with it.” I felt lighter just for having spoke. I hoped that he would respond, but I didn't expect much. A few seconds of silence lingered in the air between us, Noah's eyes were wide like he had just seen a ghost. Even with all that I had just said, the cat had his tongue. I started to walk toward the door.
 
    
 
                 “Hannah, wait.” he spoke softly, and pushed the door closed with his hand so that I couldn't leave. He didn't look at me, he looked into me. He brought his face right up to mine, and without saying another word he pressed his lips against mine! I was caught completely off guard, but there wasn't a fiber inside of my being that was capable of resisting his touch, the amazing taste of his soft lips against mine. There was no internal struggle, I gave myself over to his advance completely. If a language of no words was the way that he would communicate, that was fine by me. 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
                               
 
   


 
  

 
 
    
 
                 Chapter Eight “Communicating”
 
    
 
                 We picked up right where we had left off before, including my hand moving behind his waistband, and taking a firm hold of his penis. The way that we touched said everything that needed to be said. Noah locked the door, and placed his phone on the ipod dock and gave it some volume.
 
    
 
                 “This will help to drone out the sound of your moans, but try to be quiet.” he commanded, while we both watched each other rip off our clothes in a frenzy. Noah was naked first, while I was still in my bra and panties, he was already hard, and it was pointed straight at me. It felt like a dream when he lowered me to my knees in front of him. “I've wanted this for so long.” he said, as I took hold of him by the base, and wrapped my lips around the head of his erection, and then hollowed my cheeks around it. “Baby.” he whispered. I raised my eyes to meet his while his cock filled my mouth completely. His expression was one of agony, and I pressed his shaft deeper into my mouth. My first few experiences giving oral had been unpleasant, but Noah brought me alive and helped me to realize that I could enjoy it. I just needed the right one in my mouth. I could hardly breathe, but I bobbed away enthusiastically still. The more that he seemed to enjoyed himself, the more I found myself wanting him to fill another hole.
 
    
 
                 Having Noah's forbidden member sliding back and forth on top of my tongue made my mouth water, quite literally. As much as I would have liked to work him to completion with my mouth, I was ready to progress to the bed.  Noah wasn't yet satisfied. He grabbed my head with both hands, and began to guide my mouth a little bit faster, and deeper down onto him, even thrusting forward against my head to press himself deeper.  He took full control of the blowjob, and dangled his testicles right in front of my mouth. I looked up at him almost reluctantly, only to see him nod and move them closer. I opened up, and began to simultaenously massage his balls in my mouth, and stroke his length with my hand. I felt dirty, like I was being used as a fucktoy by my older brother. It just seemed so wrong, and I absolutely loved it every second that he used my mouth as his personal play toy. My sexuality was underdeveloped at the time, and even putting his testicles in my mouth was a new experience.  
 
    
 
                 “You are so good Hannah.” he moaned in a low voice, my tongue applying pressure to one of his balls. “Right there baby, oh my God! Suck on them for your big brother.” I hated hearing his dirty talk, it was such a turn on that it distracted me from the task at hand. It made me want him inside of me.
 
    
 
                 Noah laid me down on my back on the mattress, and our lips mashed together until we switched over to tongue. I wanted him to ravage me, and I leaned forward and took his entire tongue into my mouth, sucking hard while he unsnapped my bra behind my back. It was impressive how quickly that he unhooked it with one hand, and he smirked at his little accomplishment. I watched from my back as Noah's facial expression changed, he feasted his moving eyes up and down my body, and then settled his gaze onto my breasts.
 
    
 
                 “Just lay back baby. Close your eyes.” I was shaking with anticipation, and I did as he asked. The flesh of his lips pressed gentle baby kisses against my breast, each one moving closer to my nipple. I arched my back just slightly, encouraging him to keep going. He slowed down, switched his mouth to the other side, and teased me with more kisses. I opened one eye slightly, only to be caught immediately. I couldn't help but smile back at him, and stare into his eyes when he looked up at me. I watched as my stepbrother opened his mouth, and finally enveloped my nipple entirely. The warm perfection that was Noah's mouth sent pleasure through my body, and down my spine. My nerve endings felt as if they were each having their own individual awakening. His lips turned rough, and even after I closed my eyes again I could hear the sucking sounds that he made. This was the side of Noah that I had been so eager to explore.
 
    
 
                 “Do you like to have your nipples played with?” he moved his thumb and forefinger to my nipple, and pinched down ever so gently. I winced from being nervous, but it didn't feel bad at all. He wrapped the softness of his lips around my right nipple, and flicked his tongue against it rhymically
 
   while he stimulated the other by lightly rubbing against it with the pad of his forefinger. I couldn't believe the tension that was building between my legs, especially from having my breasts played with. 
 
    
 
                 His talented mouth moved lower down my torso still, and he ran the tip of his finger slowly down the front of my stomach, along with his lips. His face settled down between my legs, and I opened my hips for him without hesitation. I was captivated by every touch, and by the moment as it unfolded between us. I was still wearing underwear, and they were absolutey soaked. Noah brought his mouth closer, and kissed my sex from the outside of my panties, and grazed over it lightly with his finger. Noah was the first guy who had taken his time with me, the first one to really savor the tease, the foreplay, the taste. 
 
    
 
                 “You are gushing Hannah.” he spoke matter of factly, his eyes lighting up while he stared between my legs. 
 
    
 
                 “You make me wet.” I responded quietly, slightly embarrassed by how much self lubrication that I had produced. 
 
    
 
                 “That's so hot, I've never seen a girl get so fucking wet.” his fingers slipped between my waistband and skin, and he yanked them down my thighs in one motion, before slipping them gently off of my ankles, observing my feet individually as he did it. “Hannah?” the dominant tone in his voice gave way, and his eyes were sincere when he shifted them to meet mine. I bit down on my lip, and gave him an expectant look. “Can I suck on your toes?” he held my foot in his hand, and shifted his hungry gaze down to it. I would have never dreamed of denying Noah of anything, not in that moment. 
 
    
 
                 I was thankful for Noah's patience when I saw how hard that his cock was. He was the first guy that I had been with who seemed to be enjoying things as much as I was. He took his time worshipping each individual toe, on both feet. I won't lie, and act like the idea of it was some mind blowing thing for me. I actually found it a bit odd. Once his mouth really got going, and he started to moan with a mouthful of my toes, I started to come around. It felt good, almost like a little massage. It couldn't have been more obvious that Noah was lost in heaven, and I decided that I would indulge him just a little. What good is demolishing the man of your dreams' privacy if you aren't going to use the information to help make him cum harder?
 
    
 
                 “You can do more than just suck on them bubs.” I declared in my little girl voice, a bit shy about my request. His eyes lit up like a Christmas tree, and he practically dove for a bottle of lube. A slight push in the general direction was all that was required from me, he took care of the rest.He covered both of my feet in lubricant, and rubbed it in all over.  
 
    
 
                 “Lay on your stomach baby.” I rolled over, ass in the air, and he used his hands to guide my feet up and down the length of his erection. I turned my neck so that I could look back and watch him go, it turned me on to see him turned on, and I was ecstatic to have the opportunity to let him in indulge in his little fantasy. It was adorable seeing Noah so enthralled by my feet, something so simple that made him feel so good. 
 
    
 
                 “Baby, I can't hold out anymore!” he sounded like he was going to cum, but he released my feet and climbed up my body. “I'm so ready to fuck the living shit out of you Hannah. I'm finally going to lay claim to this tight little pussy.” his mood turned primal, and he whispered aggressively into my ear that he was going to take me and make me his little slut. The raw intensity, and the aggressive passion in his voice left no question of his intentions.
 
    
 
                 “Beg for it.” he said, after he placed the head of his throbbing erection right at my opening. He held it there until I did, and moaned that I wanted his cock. 
 
    
 
                 “Ugh!” he pressed his hips forward, and the tip broke my seal. He entered me just enough to make me tense up momentarily, but I relaxed as he continued to press the length of his penis into me, inch by inch. “Slow at first Noah, slow.” I braced against him with my hand, trying to relax. His girth stretched my walls, it could have been painful if I weren't so turned on and well lubricated. 
 
    
 
                 “It's so tight Hannah, so tight.” his penis felt thicker with each inch of penetration, until his pelvis finally collided  against my ass. My stepbrother was buried inside of my sex, and we had foregone protection all together. I hadn't even thought about it until it was too late, and the warmth of his bare flesh in me felt way too good to ruin it with a thin layer of rubber. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah, oh my God.” I whimpered into my pillow. 
 
    
 
                 “Does my cock feel good baby?” Noah 's warm breath against the inner lining of my ear made me shiver and giggle. 
 
    
 
                 “It's perfect, don't ever stop Noah.” the pace of his thrusting picked up, and the smacking sound of flesh invaded the room as we both let go into the blissful state that we were entering. All that I could think about was that it was Noah who was fucking me, my stepbrother Noah! “Noah!” I yelled his name, oblivious that it was in both of our best interest for me to stay quiet. I didn't care, I was lost in pleasure and I felt like I was going to cum before he did, I had been ready to explode seemingly forever.
 
    
 
                 “Hannah! Don't move!” he froze, and his penis twitched hard inside of me. His swelling cock was wedged deep, and I could feel it pulsing. I wasn't the only one on the absolute edge of pleasure. We both stayed still, and then he removed his erection and told me to flip back over onto my back. “I want to stare into your eyes when you cum on my dick Hannah.” he said in a gruff whisper, our faces just inches apart. I wrapped my legs around him, crossed my ankles, and pulled him tight against me. He wasn't going anywhere. Noah stuffed himself back inside of me, and pressed his pelvis all the way against mine. I was totally impaled on my stepbrother, without a condom, and the rhythmic, desparate grinding of our genitals dragged me quickly past the point of no return. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah, I'm gonna cum!” I didn't have the option, nor the willpower to stop my orgasm as Noah had, and he took my cue perfectly. He didn't break off of our rhythm at all, but his breath picked up, and the muscles in his chest and stomach began to tense up, signalling his impending release as well.
 
    
 
                 “Hannah! Hannah!” his face flushed with blood, and we locked lips in a primal embrace as we transcended time and space. There was a tight seal formed between my legs, gripping his swollen rod. Nothing else existed except that moment. All of the tension that had been repressed by both of us was released at the same time. I closed my eyes, and held on tight while Noah gave me a good hard pounding to finish me off. My skin tingled and my toes curled as his penis seized inside of me, over and over, and with each pulse I was more completely filled with his cum. 
 
    
 
                 As soon as we finished, reality came rushing back in. I laid beneath him in a post coital bliss, too exhausted to even move out of the sweat, sex, and sperm covered sheets that we were sharing. 
 
    
 
                 “Why haven't we done that before?” I asked, out of breath. Noah didn't respond, he just smiled and gave me a kiss. 
 
    
 
                 “If we want to do it again, we had better clean up before mom and dad get home.” Noah's logical brain kicked back into gear, and he slipped his semi-erect penis from inside of me. I looked down between my legs to see my stepbrother's sperm oozes out from between my legs and onto the sheets. It was then that I caught a whiff of the smell. Our room smelled like two horny teenagers had spent the whole day fucking in it, the smell of sex was undeniable. 
 
    
 
                 My legs were as wobbly as those of a baby deer when I managed to get to my feet, a request from Noah so that he could rip off my sheets, and throw them in the wash. I was glad that he had enough energy to clean up, because I wanted to go straight into a deep hibernation, the idea of sleep and relaxation was absolutely intoxicating in that moment of exhaustion. I stepped into a steamy hot shower instead, and sat down in the tub while Noah cleaned up our mess. 
 
    
 
               I had never felt so relaxed, or felt such a deep contentment. For the first time in my life, I had really connected with someone sexually. Noah made me cum with a quickness, and with an ease that I could hardly believe. His sensual touch was perfect, and I forgave him for his inability to communicate with me. I didn't care, he just spoke to me in a different language. He spoke kinetically, showcasing his feelings through his soft caress, and his hard dick. He was a man, the type that I wanted to give myself over to. I knew that we had just permanently added a new wrinkle to our relationship, and that things were very much in the early stages. Still, I felt a calm that seemed to reach my core, and I knew that Noah would at least be willing to try and work on what we needed to, which is all that I could ever ask of him. If speaking through his journal and expressing himself through sex was his way, then I really didn't have anything to complain about. 
 
    
 
             “Thanks for the help.” Noah's voice startled me, and interrupted my deep day dream. He stepped into the hot water with me, and pulled my naked body against his after helping me to my feet. Our lips were parched for the taste of each other, and we indulged in more deep kissing in the shower. “Settle down baby, they'll be home any minute.” he brushed my hand away from his penis, and kissed me again. “I love you.” He stepped out of the shower to grab a towel. My mouth dropped open, and I savored his first three words of true communication.
 
    
 
             “So how long do I have to wait for more?” I asked, peeking my head out from behind the shower curtain. Noah just smiled, and shook his head.
 
    
 
             “You're mine now Hannah, and we share a room.” he closed the bathroom door behind him, and left me to finish off my shower. What had started off as Noah's secret, something that he could only fantasize and write about in his journal, had become our secret, our bond. Human willpower can only go so far, and I knew that once we had indulged in each other, that our journey had only just begun. Our relationship was domestic, and we had done the unthinkable and allowed it to turn primal. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Nine: The Journey Begins
 
    
 
                 I naively assumed that because we were unofficially dating, that Noah would stop being a pain in the ass. I was wrong. That being said, I didn't want anyone else. Noah had me captivated in a way that no one else had ever come close to. I was head over heels in love with him.
 
    
 
                 “Time for bed.” he said with a mischevious grin, pulling the door to our room closed behind him. We weren't alone in the apartment, and we both knew that discretion was a must. At least for the time being. Neither of us was volunteering to be the one who broke the news to our parents, and not even our best friends could know what was taking place between us. 
 
    
 
                 “Bed. Not sleep.” I responded, pulling my oversized t-shirt up over my head, and revealing my naked body to him. I had been horny all day, and waiting for the moment to arrive where we could shut the door, and feign sleep while we fucked on the floor like animals(Noah's words, not mine). Noah's eyes lit up, and he scanned me up and down while rubbing his hands together and licking his lips. 
 
    
 
                 “I've been waiting all day for this baby.” he gingerly turned the locking mechanism on the door just in case. Hearing him call me “baby” was new, and as soon as the lock clicked into place, he descended upon me with curious hands and eager lips. 
 
    
 
                 In the matter of just a few days, I had gone from suppressing all potential feelings of lust toward him, to spending every waking moment of my existence indulging in deep, erotic fantasies. The words in his diary came to life as he laid me down on a blanket, and his clothes became a pile on the floor. At all of 18 years old, being naked with anyone remained a novel experience. Self-confidence never had been a trait that I lacked, but still, sexual confidence and body image were a different beast. 
 
    
 
                 “How flexible are you?” he asked the question as he hoisted my ankles up by my head. “Allright.” he responded, seeing first hand the answer to his own question. I looked up at him from my back, wide eyed, content to be guided through what would have to be our best attempt at a silent feature. 
 
    
 
                 “Shouldn't we use...protection?” I interrupted him right at the moment he was prepared to stick it in. Noah's had been the only penis to enter me without a condom. I loved the way it felt, but I didn't want to be reckless. 
 
    
 
                 “Aren't you on the pill?” he whispered back, cocking his head slightly to the side. I wasn't, and I was confused as to how he came to that conclusion in the first place. “What?! Hannah, I came inside of you last night!” 
 
    
 
                 “Shh!” I hissed, reminding him to keep it down. That sentence wasn't the one that my mom and stepdad needed to overhear. 
 
    
 
                 “When was your last period?” his eyes narrowed, and I could see the wheels turning inside of his head. I hadn't even thought about pregnancy, and lying naked beneath my new lover wasn't the time I wanted to start. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah!” I whined, flashing my most innocent eyes. “Later.” I had other things on my mind, considering that my ankles were next to my ears. Noah easily moved his attention back to the task at hand, his eyes narrowing further as he guided the head of his cock to my opening. I held one of my legs in place so that he could grab hold of his cock. Just being naked in front of him had me dripping wet. “Oh!” I gasped, and bit down on my bottom lip. Up and down against my lips he rubbed the tip, teasing penetration. With each upward brush he grazed my clit, and further accentuated my desire to be filled. 
 
    
 
                 “I know why you didn't tell me.” he whispered in a gruff tone, his lips resting half an inch away from mine. He stared into my eyes, using the puffy head of his cock as a tool, spreading around my wetness. “You like it when your big brother barebacks it don't you?” the fresh hint of mint on his breath. I smiled shyly in response to his dirty question. “You want my cum?” he ran his index finger down my lips, chin, and neck. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes sir.” I begged quietly, and tried to press my sex against him. He pulled himself away, just far enough that I didn't get what I wanted. 
 
    
 
                 “Sir?” he asked, flashing a wide smile. “I like that.” I nodded my head, begging with my eyes for penetration. Noah didn't disappoint, and in one motion he forced the entire length of his cock inside of me at once. My entire body flushed with pleasure, and I white knuckled a handful of the blanket that we were laying on. Being filled with hot flesh had been dominating my conscious thoughts throughout the entire day. “Beg for your master's cock.” he said, his hot breath grazing against my ear. My face flushed with heat, his words stimulating my arousal. I had never been with a guy who was as verbal, or as dominating in the bedroom as Noah. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes master.” I whimpered, organically settling into a submissive role. “Please sir, ugh!” the more that I begged, the harder he fucked me. The floor allowed us to skip out on the creaking bed frame, but the packing sound of our flesh colliding rhythmically seemed every bit as loud. Noah swirling his tongue around inside my mouth shut me up while he took me hard and without protection. Beads of sweat rolled down his chest, and my durability was tested by his powerful hips. 
 
    
 
                 “Wrap your legs around me!” I heeded at once, locking my ankles around the small of his back. He pressed himself deep, and applied suction to my neck. The thumping of bodies subsided as we settled into more of a sensual rocking, and I closed my eyes under Noah's expert touch. “I want you to cum all over my cock.” his words had a direct pull, and he brought me towards climax at will. “My personal little slut. Mine!” his possessive nature shone through in each command, each declaration that I belonged entirely to him. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah. Oh my God!” the energy inside of me exploded into pleasure, my skin tingling with sensation as I tried in vain to keep quiet. 
 
    
 
                 “Cum baby! Cum for me!” his pace picked up, and his dirty moans intensified. I knew that he was on edge as well. I could feel it in his pulsing cock, and in his heavy breath. 
 
    
 
                 “Ugh!” I screamed out, totally disregarding our previous agreement of discretion. I had no choice. I had to express the overwhelming power of the orgasm, a level of pure pleasure that was beyond my capability of suppressing. 
 
    
 
                 “Hurry.” he had been holding out with all of his might, struggling not to explode inside of me. “Open!” he commanded as he slipped his cock from between my legs, and quickly climbed his hips up near my face. “Ugh!” the first rope collided against my face before I could react. I closed my eyes and opened wide, receiving the remainder of his sizable load in my mouth. “Fuck...” his shoulders drooped with his final hard exhalation, and I opened my eyes to see him still rubbing hard, milking out every last drop of pleasure and cum onto my tongue. The first shot seemed to have been the most significant, and it ran down the side of my cheek. “Swallow it.” My mouth was still open, and I hesitated to choke it down. I had never let a guy cum on my face, or in my mouth, and I wasn't particularly excited about sending it down the hatch. Gulp!  I could feel it make its way down my throat. It went down easy, like a mouthful of delicious ocean water. 
 
    
 
                 “Ew.” I reacted, feeling mildly ill. Not exactly the greatest taste in the world, but anything for love right? The look on my face must have said it all, because Noah's hand touched down against my back like he was burping a baby. 
 
    
 
                 “You'll get used it.” he said, unable to hide his amusement. 
 
    
 
                 “Cause it's sterile, and I like the taste.” I said in my pirate voice, and headed straight for the bathroom to wash it out. Sleeping alone while sharing the room with your boyfriend is no fun, but in our case necessary. My brain replayed the sex in my head instead of counting sheep, and in my post coital state I slept easily, even alone.
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Ten: Jealous “See”
 
    
 
                 My weekends at the time were typical, and usually consisted of going out with friends. Most of our time was spent trying to figure out what to do, rarely ever settling in on anything in particular. Instead, we let the night be our guide. The success rate of this plan was hit or miss, but time is never truly wasted when you are young, free, and with good friends. 
 
    
 
                 Things had changed drastically from the previous weekend, at least as far as my secret relationship with Noah was concerned. As much as I wanted to simply lock the door to my room with Noah inside, and let him guide me through a night of carnal pleasure, I knew that I still had to keep up appearances. Besides that, I was actively fighting the urge to become one of those people, the ones who isolate themselves with their significant other at the expense of the very friends who had so faithfully been there for them while they were single. Carly didn't seem to have any intentions of letting me off the hook anyway, and so we tentatively planned to drive around looking for something to do, as always. 
 
    
 
                 Not only was Carly a blast, she was also wild. That is part of what made her so much fun in the first place. When she arrived to pick me up in her beat up Civic that night, she was in rare form. 
 
    
 
                 “Let's fucking party! Woo!” Her voice penetrated the front door before I got a chance to open it. Luckily, my parents had already headed out for the night. My step dad Mike in particular was a bit weary of Carly anyway, and of her potential “bad influence” on what he assumed was his otherwise mild mannered and harmless stepdaughter. I had worked hard to maintain that illusion in his eyes. My mother knew better than to fall for my puppy eyes and was therefore much harder to get over on. “Hey baby!” her eyes lit up when I opened the door. They looked glassy, a sign that she had been smoking, drinking, or both. I smiled and returned her big hug, catching a whiff of alcohol. 
 
    
 
                 “Are you drunk?” I asked, her arms still squeezing tight. 
 
    
 
                 “Shouldn't be! I just started drinking.” a shiny stainless steel flask appeared from her pocket, and she grinned mischievously. I could only shake my head, and reach out for a swig of my own. Carly was 21, and the designated buyer of alcoholic beverages in our group of friends. The taste of Jeigermeister was a shock, and I nearly choked. “Sorry.” she said, having a chuckle at my expense. “I wanted to change things up.” Carly had always been a vodka girl in the past. 
 
    
 
                 “Whew! I guess I can get used to it.” I shook my head with a cringe, and dragged my forearm across my mouth. “I am almost ready, just one sec.” Carly was no stranger, and I left her in the living room while I headed to the bathroom. I had to put on the finishing touches before we tackled a young night full of possibility. Carly had the disposition and youthful exuberance of a puppy, and her presence always filled me with excitement and energy. The liquor left an obvious trail, burning deep in my stomach. I smiled at my own reflection in the mirror. Where there is smoke, there is fire, and where there is Carly, there is alcohol and fun. 
 
    
 
                 The sound of voices made their way to my ears, originating from the living room. Noah was off of work. Good, I wanted to see my man before Carly and I headed out anyway. A text just couldn't replace a goodbye kiss, especially when there is a little alcohol in your belly. I finished up my makeup rush job, adjusted my hair for the tenth time, and then gave myself a final once over. Good enough for a government job. 
 
    
 
                 The walk from my bathroom to the living room wasn't far, but I paused at Carly's shrill giggling. The apartment was small enough that voices traveled, the thin walls did little to bolster conversational privacy. 
 
    
 
                 “I just don't see how you don't have a girlfriend Noah!” Carly had taken it upon herself to flirt with Noah in my moment of absence. I couldn't blame her, it wasn't like she had any reason to think that he was off the market. I placed my ear against the wall, and listened intently to their conversation. 
 
    
 
                 “I work a lot I guess. I don't know.” not exactly the answer that I was looking for, but I understood his hesitation. That was about the moment that my insecurities kicked into overdrive, and I took a quick peek around the corner that I was cowering behind. One shot of Jeigermeister had been enough to warm me up, and one look at Carly sitting on Noah's lap was enough to make me boil. 
 
    
 
                 “A working man like you probably has a lot of built up tension huh? I could maybe help you relieve it sometime.” my heart pumped my boiling blood at an even faster rate, overriding my ability to remain rational. Carly was born without a shy bone in her body, add a little alcohol, and she was as aggressive as they came. Her life motto was essentially to live for the moment, and to take whatever you want. I had seen her in action before, many times, but I couldn't stop myself from shaking with anger. Noah's eyes darted around, and he scratched his head without saying a word. I peeked around the corner again for another look at what was going on. He appeared slightly uncomfortable, as well as unwilling, or unable, to politely ask her to get the fuck off of his lap. I had seen enough, and I stormed around the corner without giving him the courtesy of a word. I made a bee line straight for the front door, making sure to step a little heavier than usual. Carly was plenty comfortable on his lap, and my stomping did nothing to interrupt their cozy time on the couch. 
 
    
 
                 “You ready Carly?” I asked coldly, passing by without breaking a step. I was out the door before she or Noah had a chance to respond. 
 
    
 
                 “Bye Noah!” I overheard. Her sensual voice teased out the words. I could only assume that Noah was disappointed to see her leave. “You okay babe?” Carly asked, jogging up from behind to catch up. 
 
    
 
                 “Yeah. Just in a rush to get out of the house.” I responded, gathering my whits. I reminded myself that she had done nothing wrong, it was Noah who had made zero effort to prevent her from having a seat on his lap. The whole thing had caused me to shake with jealousy, a response that made me even more angry. I hated that he had that type of power over me. “I'll drive.” my phone vibrated against my thigh as I pulled out of the parking lot. I looked down at the screen, saw that it was from Noah, and then turned off my phone. I had no interest in whatever it was that he had to say. 
 
    
 
                 One more small aside to the little debacle, Carly's name had been one of the names that had popped up more than once in Noah's diary. He had described her “perfect breasts”, etc... I tried to recall all of the descriptive language that he used when writing about how physically attractive she was, filling in the blanks with my imagination when I struggled to recall. My overactive mind jumped straight to conclusions, only making things worse. 
 
    
 
                 “Fuck him.” I whispered silently to myself, and tilted back my head for another sweet taste of the dark elixir. I had a Friday night to enjoy. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Eleven: Feigning Anger
 
    
 
                 After ending up at a small house party, and ingesting a little bit more courage, I turned my phone back on. 
 
    
 
                 NOAH: Hannah, WTF? 
 
    
 
                 Wow. I had expected more out of him. No apology, and he even had the nerve to turn it around on me like I was somehow the one in the wrong. If he had walked out of the bathroom to find me sitting on one of his friend's lap, his reaction would have been the same. My thumbs typed out a response, and I looked it over twice to ensure that there were no spelling errors before I pressed send. 
 
                       
 
                 ME: Not impressed, “boyfriend”.
 
    
 
                 I had only just turned my phone back on, and so it took a moment before the messages that he had sent while it was off poured in. 
 
    
 
                 NOAH: Glad to see that after all these years I have built up a reserve of trust. 
 
                 NOAH: The opportunity to explain myself would have been nice. 
 
                 NOAH: Hannah? I just called and it went straight to voice mail. Don't be like this. I've known Carly forever and never tried a thing, why would you think I'd start right when I finally have you? You know how she is when she's drunk, I was caught off guard. 
 
                 NOAH: Whatever. I understand why you were mad, but this is an unhealthy and immature way to deal with it. Have a good night.
 
    
 
                 I felt a little bad about my text after reading over the archive. I was still mad, but I wished that those damn texts had come through before I sent him such a short and dismissive response. 
 
    
 
                 NOAH: Boyfriend? 
 
                 NOAH: So are you ready to talk now or what? 
 
    
 
                 My phone started to ring. Noah. I looked around for Carly, but she was nowhere in sight. The loud music blaring from two tall speakers lead me outside to take the call.
 
    
 
                 “Hello?” I answered with an attitude, but the truth is that I desperately wanted to hear his voice. After taking some time to cool off and drink a little, I could acknowledge that I perhaps was a bit rash in my jump to conclusions. I would have rather he reacted to Carly's advance as if he had ants in his pants, but it wasn't like I caught them making out or anything. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah, where are you?” there was worry in his voice.
 
    
 
                 “None of your business. What do you want?” I could hear the muffled sound of music from inside the house still playing, and despite my stand off approach to the conversation, I wanted to be home. Hearing his voice alone was enough to make me feel a little bit better. 
 
    
 
                 “I want to talk Hannah!” he boomed, turning emotional. “This is a huge misunderstanding, and I seriously can't function knowing that you are mad at me. I love you!” my hard exterior was a farce, I wanted to talk. He was obviously stressed, and it was my fault. He was right, he deserved a chance to explain himself.
 
    
 
                 “I love you too Noah.” the bitch in my voice went away, Noah was the only person who could turn me into a softie. “I just got so mad when I saw her in your lap, and then when she asked you about why you didn't have a girlfriend-”
 
                 
 
                 “I know baby! I'm sorry.” he cut me off, and continued on. “I just didn't know what to say, honestly. I mean, it's not like I could tell her that me and you are together.” everything came into focus, and I knew that I was at the wrong place. Wherever Noah was, that is where I wanted to be. “Please let me pick me up. I need to see you.” 
 
    
 
                 “Okay.” 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Twelve: Kinetic Expression
 
    
 
                 Noah was pulling into the driveway to pick me up twenty minutes later. “I just started feeling sick all of a sudden, Noah's gonna come get me.” there wasn't a surplus of thought put into the excuse that I relayed to Carly, mostly because she was drunk and I knew she wouldn't care, but also because my mind was elsewhere, on Noah. 
 
    
 
                 “Are you okay?” he looked around, surveying the scene once he arrived. Even in the midst of our spat, he was still in protective mode. I squeezed him in my arms.
 
    
 
                 “I'm fine. I just missed you.” I had already forgiven him, and I was ready to go home and cuddle. After he opened the passenger side door for me, I was handed a water bottle to pair with the ride home. I sort of felt silly being picked up by my older stepbrother from a party, and even sillier for having had put Noah through it in the first place. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah, the thing is that this is all so new.” I listened intently as we tore down the dark highway. “I didn't expect to walk in and have Carly plop down on my lap like that, and when she asked about why I didn't have a girlfriend, I just didn't know what to say.” 
 
    
 
                 “I know. I mean, we agreed to be discrete.”
 
    
 
                 “It's not even that though! I could have lied and said I was seeing someone, she just came out of nowhere!” I was glad that it was late, the darkness of the night was the perfect mask to hide my blushing face. The more that I thought about it, the more immature that my reaction seemed. “Was she already drunk or something?” he had no clue. I had simply witnessed the worst possible moment, and then taken what was actually my helpless jealousy out on him. He was a (semi)innocent bystander in the whole thing, at least in the sense that Carly literally pounced on him out of nowhere. 
 
    
 
                 “Jeigermeister.” I responded. We both smiled. That was Carly for you, and we both knew her well. Nervous laughter followed, along with the feeling that our little spat was already history. “I'm sorry that I overreacted.” I conceded, feeling much better. 
 
    
 
                 “Just talk to me from now on, that's all.” his eyes remained fixed on the road, and I leaned over to give him a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    
 
                 “Our first fight.” I am not sure if it was the alcohol, or simply the human need to engage in immediate make up sex, but my libido grabbed a hold. 
 
    
 
                 “Yep.” he said lightheartedly. “Whoa! Okay.” he wasn't wearing a belt, and he offered no resistance towards my idea of payback for the ride. I had never engaged in the  act of giving road head, and we were only about ten minutes out. The challenge was set. Noah lifted his hips up off of the seat as if he had done it before, and I pulled his shorts and underwear down to his ankles. “My girl!” he said, his hand finding the back of my head as I lowered it down into his lap. 
 
    
 
                 “Eyes on the road mister!” my lips wrapped around his soft cock, my tongue running along the bottom. His soft flesh grew hard in my mouth, while I engaged in the struggle of finding a position of comfort. 
 
    
 
                 “Just like that, oh my God! You have no fucking clue Hannah, Oh my God!” he bucked his hips against my face, causing my viscous spit to leak from the corners of my mouth, and roll down his shaft to his balls. “I love when it's sloppy! Drool all over it Hannah!” his hand balled up a fistful of my hair, and pressed my head down against him.  My hands braced against his thighs. The soft flesh of the tip gave way against my gullet, and I struggled against my gag reflex to little avail. “Choke on that big dick slut!” the car swerved side to side, and I pulled my lips away from him. 
 
    
 
                 “Both hands on the wheel!” I said, more concerned with getting home alive than getting him off. “And I'm not a slut.” I winked, before I wrapped my wet mouth back around his throbbing hard on. My own need to be touched grew with each bob of my throat against his length, and with each dirty word that left Noah's mouth. I couldn't wait to get home.
 
    
 
                 “You're my slut.” he said, his hands at 10 and 3. Even with both hands on the wheel, he thrust his member against my face. I hollowed my cheeks around it and held on for the ride. The closer that we got to the apartment complex, the quicker his thrusts became. “Hannah!” I knew what was approaching, his cock always grew extra soft and puffy right before he got off. I released my mouth, and replaced it with my hand to finish him off. “No, swallow it!” my mouth was forcefully placed back onto him, right at the moment of explosion. “Ugh!” he cried out, his cock violently contracting inside of my mouth. I left it in, careful not to waste a drop. I waited until his intensity dropped off, until last weak twitch went off before I gulped it down. Only for Noah. I raised back up in my seat and wiped my mouth. We had arrived safely at the entrance to our complex, home sweet home.
 
    
 
                 As soon as the front door closed behind us, I was all over him. Neither of us had a clue when the parents would be home, adding to the danger of violently ripping off each others clothes in the living room. 
 
    
 
                 “This is what we should have been doing tonight anyway.” Noah said, slipping my panties off from around my ankles. “Bend over the arm rest.” he man handled me over toward the edge of the couch, and then forced my torso over it. His fingertips dug into my ass, spreading it apart. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah!” I screamed, giggling uncontrollably at the sensation of his tongue touching down against my ass. I tried to resist, but he held me firmly in place. I tried to relax, but his stubble added to the tickling sensation. “Noah!” I squealed again, covering my mouth with one hand. 
 
    
 
                 “Shut up!” he said, completely serious. “Relax.” his tongue touched down again, more gently. The firm tip of his tongue drew circles around it, lightly grazing my skin. I felt a bit self conscious, having never experienced a face buried between my cheeks from behind. The armrest dug into my stomach, but it quickly faded as I relaxed into the rimming. The apartment was silent, and pleasure overtook me. “I've thought about eating your ass so many times before baby.” I could only nod and whimper, unable to wipe the smile from my face.
 
    
 
                 “Don't stop.” I managed, writhing beneath his powerful tongue. He went back and forth between softening and hardening his tongue, I couldn't decide which felt better. I had always been a sucker for a massage, but having a tongue pressed into my ass was way more pleasurable and intense. The tip of his hard tongue penetrated my ass just slightly, and I could feel Noah pressing his neck forcefully against me. His hands maintained the separation between my cheeks, two firm handfuls of booty. As entranced as I was by my first ass to mouth experience, the pressure radiated to my pussy, bringing my attention with it. My throbbing clit wanted in on the action. Noah released his grip on my ass cheek with one hand almost on cue, and slipped a finger inside. My soaking wet opening offered little resistance.
 
    
 
                 “Whoa baby, someone is enjoying themselves!” he commented, another finger gliding inside. He pressed his mouth back in between my cheeks, settling his tongue again on its target. I wiggled my butt back and forth, allowing for more pressure. Even though I was lost in his touch, the anticipation of having him inside of me was becoming maddening. “I have to use a condom this time.” he said, leaving me bent over the edge of the couch alone, panting, while he took off to retrieve one. 
 
    
 
                 Sitting down on the couch, I watched his fingers unroll the condom down his length. “Come here, I want you to sit on it.” My sex eyes flashed, I was more than willing to follow orders. “What do you say Hannah?” I stared back at him for a moment, confused, before I recognized his intent. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes sir.” The power dynamic between us had long been set into place, the result of him having had watched over me so many times. Not only did that suit just fine, it turned me on beyond anything I knew was possible. The intense, primal eye contact that he maintained while I settled down onto him spoke of his dominating and primal feelings.  I was more than just a fuck, a stepsister, or a girlfriend. I belonged to him. 
 
    
 
                 “Beg.” he commanded, his fingers wrapping lightly around my throat. “Beg for your master's cock.” his tone turned fierce, and his grip tightened with each upward thrust of his hips against me. I struggled to breathe, but I didn't dare disobey. My impassioned pleas were mostly muted, and I fought against his powerful hand with both of mine. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah!” I squeaked in fear. I had never been choked before, and Noah's raw strength easily closed off my airway. I mouthed the words “please, please.” but no sound escaped. The throbbing between my legs intensified along with his erection. My struggle for oxygen continued, sharpening the awareness of my own physical pleasure. I squirmed uncontrollably, and squeezed my pussy tight down around his flesh. The relinquishing of his grip allowed for only a sip of air, without relinquishing his control. My bulging, bug eyes told me my face was red. An evil grin stared back at me, showing me exactly who was in control, and who I belonged to. Even the most basic life giving condition of oxygen could be taken away at his whim. Sweat rolled down to the small of my back, and my body began to tingle. My hands still fought against him, but I couldn't budge his arm. As the tunnel of my visual perception began to close, the powerful orgasmic sensation that was building inside of me came to a head. I sucked in a hard breath, another gift that didn't go without appreciation. I tried to scream, still squirming and bucking in his lap. Noah didn't flinch, obviously intent on fucking me into oblivion. Pleasure rolled through my entire body as every nerve exploded with its own orgasm. Shaking with agony, my desire for oxygen was moved to the back burner, replaced by a tingling climax. Gasping sounds were all that escaped the clamp between his hands and my throat. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes!” I could feel the rubber condom filling up, his every pulse driving me deeper into bliss. The end of his orgasm brought relief to my neck. The air around my mouth seemed to suck itself into my lungs. I could have collapsed into a deep sleep right then and there if it hadn't been for the danger of us being discovered at any moment.
 
    
 
                 When Noah stood, a huge wet spot where his ass had been was revealed. “Whoops.” he said without concern, almost sarcastically. The sound of Lysol being sprayed in the air pulled me from my tight ball on the couch. Another hour would pass before my mother and step dad arrived. Scalding hot water pounded against my back during that time, I was blown away by a new level of sex that just kept getting better. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Thirteen: Gone Boy
 
    
 
                  I awoke feeling like a million bucks. As terrible as the feeling of being in our first fight(no matter how insignificant) had been, the follow up sex and resulting state of bliss had been well worth it. I learned a lesson, and our relationship felt stronger as a result. Still, if makeup sex with Noah was going to be that amazing, I couldn't prevent myself from slightly looking forward to our next misunderstanding. 
 
    
 
                 Noah had the day off, and reservations for dinner. Our first fight would be followed by our first date. I felt as carefree and happy as I had in a very long time, a feeling that was brought to a screeching halt when I sauntered out to the table for breakfast. 
 
    
 
                 “We need to have a talk guys.” my mother said, her face and tone let me know that it wasn't good. My body immediately betrayed me, my cheeks burning red. I just knew that she had found us out. “Which one of you is having sex in the apartment?” she held a zip lock bag with a used condom inside of it at arms' length, and a sick feeling invaded my stomach. 
 
    
 
                 “I did.” Noah spoke up, bringing the attention of three pairs of eyes upon himself with his confession. My clammy hands and I were relieved to see Mike lead Noah into his room for a talk. My appetite had disappeared, replaced by a spark of curiosity. What they were discussing, and what Noah was telling him? My trust in Noah was stronger than our spat portrayed, but that didn't prevent paranoia from rattling my brain. Everything was so perfect, and I was nowhere near ready to break the news to our parents. Yes, the used condom had been inside of me, and attached to Noah's dick. 
 
    
 
                 My pulse skyrocketed at the sound of Mike's raising voice, and it raised further still at the sound of Noah returning fire. They rarely got into it, and I knew exactly what it was about. 
 
    
 
                 “So, what did you do last night?” my mother asked, breaking my intense concentration on eavesdropping. 
 
    
 
                 “Huh?” I responded, momentarily lost. “Oh. Just hung out with Carly.” I said. My unenthusiastic response a result of my attention lingering elsewhere. Their conversation was just out of earshot. Noah flashed me a look as he stormed from the room, and I trailed quickly behind, leaving my mother and untouched bowl of cereal behind at the table. 
 
    
 
                 “Do they know?” I whispered, terrified. Noah grinned, unable to conceal his anger. 
 
    
 
                 “No. I just told him I had a girl over.” 
 
    
 
                 “And?” 
 
                 
 
                 “And I'm moving out. No big deal.” I squinted, confused by his lack of concern. 
 
    
 
                 “What? Why?” I followed, closing the distance between us. Noah moving out was the last thing that I wanted. 
 
    
 
                 “You know why. Because rules are rules.” he said, making air quotations around what were clearly his father's words. Noah seemed content to leave it at that, but I wanted to know more. This was a time for him to talk, to relay his true feelings. “Jesus Hannah, what do you want me to say? I'm moving out, that's that.” the look of concentration he wore said more than he did. “Such a douche.” he laughed condescendingly, referring to Mike. I could see that a discussion wasn't in the cards. Best to leave him alone, let things cool down a bit. Noah dealt with things in his own way, and seconds later he was out the door with his iPod, set to take his frustration out on the pavement. 
 
    
 
                 My own inner turmoil and guilt ravaged my insides. Noah didn't have a girl over, and he shouldn't have been the one taking the entire blame. I knew that it made more sense for him to claim responsibility, but my appetite didn't care. Helplessness doesn't pair well with a good mood.
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Fourteen: Date Night
 
    
 
                 “Really Noah, we don't have to go! You need to save your money for the move.” I wanted to at least give him the option of canceling, in spit of my excitement. Guys my age never really took me out on dates, unless you counted taking me to a movie with the expectation of fooling around in the theater, which I didn't. Although, I would have gladly snuck in a hand job at the most busy of premiers if that is what Noah asked of me. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes Hannah, we really do!” he quipped, in good spirits for the first time all day. “My off day has been a little more off than I would have liked. Besides, I need to get the fuck out of this hell hole.” his anger toward my stepfather roared again. Mutterings of “douchebag”, and “fuckhead” had been a recurring throughout the day. Noah burned through page after page in the book that he was reading, focus was one his responses to anger. 
 
    
 
                 After returning from his jog, that focus had been in full effect in the form of apartment searching. “I want to be out of here by the end of the week.” practically the only detail that he had given me about what his plans were. I had known Noah for long enough to stay wise and to leave him alone while he did his homework. 
 
    
 
                 “Bye daddy. Noah is taking me by Carly's house, I'll be back later tonight.” I lied, Noah in the car waiting. He and Mike hadn't spoken since their altercation. 
 
    
 
                 “Well don't you look all pretty? What are you two ladies getting into?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. His casual question was met with a stuttering, spontaneous lie that didn't take into account my low cut summer dress and open toed shoes.
 
    
 
                 “Uhm, thanks dad. We're just going to hang out at her place.” I cringed internally at my own stupidity, wishing that I had said something more believable. “Maybe the movies.” I added, hoping that he didn't notice the thin layer of sweat on my forehead. I stared back at him expectantly.
 
    
 
                 “Okay babe, have fun.” he didn't suspect a thing, my own paranoia had simply gotten the best of me. I walked fast toward the front door, exhaling upon my escape. Free at last, my shoes didn't prevent me from skipping to his car. 
 
    
 
                 “Date night!” We were off!
 
    
 
                 Noah's request that I wear something nice served as a clue, but he wouldn't tell me where we were going. Our early departure accounted for the hour long drive into the city, our best bet at avoiding familiar faces. My date night excitement was apparent, further illuminated by my inability to shut up on the ride to the restaurant. 
 
    
 
                 “Where are we going?” I asked, akin to the en-route “Are we there yet?”
 
    
 
                 “You're annoying. Wait and see.” Noah's improved mood still wasn't quite on par with mine. At least he wasn't brooding. A dark cloud tendency in him would sometimes accompany his less favorable moods. He would never accept that accusation, preferring to frame his demeanor as quiet and reflective. Take it from me, he could be a dick. 
 
    
 
                 “It'll be nice to be alone.” Silence wasn't working for me, nor was sitting still. “Be ourselves.” 
 
    
 
                 “Exactly.” he said, gripping the steering wheel. The muscles in his forearms drew my admiration, especially when he adjusted his grip. “I'm sick of sneaking around. You're mine, and I'm done pretending that you aren't.” I could see the wheels turning in his head, his words the result of a day spent thinking on the subject. The valet handled the parking, and the two of us were hand in hand as we walked toward the entrance of the high end steakhouse.
 
    
 
                 “Ooh! Fancy!” I cooed. Noah rolled his eyes. “I love you.” 
 
    
 
                 “I love you too.” the entrance was our first in public, as a sort of couple. The restaurant itself was beautiful, dimly lit and very much a place for couples. Each table tucked away with an heir of privacy, and a royal feel. Noah had secured a reservation for a two, and we fit right in with the other well dressed, happy looking couples that we passed while trailing the beautiful hostess to our table. 
 
    
 
                 A water and a beer made up our drink order. I was glad to see Noah relax, he deserved it. “I need a steak.” he muttered, eyes buried in the menu. 
 
    
 
                 “My man.” I responded, watching him. Noah rarely dressed up, and I couldn't pull my eyes away from my GQ cover model. His freshly clean shaven face, combined with a white button up and black tie resulted in a classic look. Put simply, he looked hot. 
 
    
 
                 “Any particular occasion for the attractive couple?” our waiter asked, making small talk. 
 
    
 
                 “Date night.” Noah replied, gazing across the table into my eyes. 
 
    
 
                 “Very good, very good. Such a good looking couple.” he may have been working on his tip, but I was inclined to agree. Hearing someone refer to us as a couple made me blush, if only he knew. 
 
    
 
                 “We are, aren't we?” Noah shook his head at my response, still checking me out. The heat between us seemed to have been kicked up another notch, if that were even possible. 
 
    
 
                 “You look...stunning.” We had known each other forever, but first date tension still lingered in the air between us. The hunger in Noah's obvious glances made it hard to focus on the menu, harder still to fight the urge to crawl under the table, and skip straight to dessert. Being out at a romantic restaurant made us feel real. No more hiding. 
 
    
 
                 We each ordered steaks, and Noah got beer number two. He had really loosened up by the time that the food arrived, and he even opened up about some things that had been on his mind. 
 
    
 
                 “Even though it came out of the blue, and I would have rather it been on different terms, I'm kind of happy that mom found the condom.” 
 
    
 
                 “Really?”
 
    
 
                 “Yeah. It was just a matter of time. I needed to move out anyway, and now we won't have to sneak around anymore.” I marveled at the power of alcohol. After spending the entire day deep in thought without relaying to me a single word, one beer had turned into him Captain Communication. “I figure that you can spend the night on weekends at least, and come over whenever.” his optimistic plans served to partially relieve my guilt.
 
    
 
                 “Thank you, by the way, for taking the blame. I would have started bawling, and cracked instantly.” I giggled, knowing that it was the truth. 
 
    
 
                 “You'd be a terrible prisoner of war.”
 
    
 
                 “They'd never catch me!” an evil laugh accompanied my declaration. My teeth sank into the tender steak, forcing juice all over my tongue. Medium rare, and cooked to perfection. Being tucked away in our private corner of romantic utopia, coupled with the quality of the food, service, and the all too perfect ambience resulted in a night to remember. The minutes flew by, and made a night to mindfully savor what remained. 
 
    
 
                 “I actually brought you here for more than just a date.” he said, once we had polished off our food. His hand left his pocket to a present to me a small black box. My stomach was full, but still had room for butterflies. The palm of my hand shot for my chest, checking my pulse instinctively. “We never really did make things official.” The box moved closer, across the table. “Hannah.” he said, a sparkle escaping at the slightest crack in the box, before displaying a beautiful golden ring with a small diamond. “Will you be mine?” the hint of tears threatened my eyelids, I fought hard to keep them away. No one had ever done anything so sweet for me. 
 
    
 
                 “Of course. Yes Noah!” the ring felt cold, and slid over my skin and into place easily, a snug and comfortable fit. “It's beautiful Noah!” Not only was the sentiment incredibly sweet, the ring itself spoke to me. “I'll wear it every day.” I promised, unable to express how much it really meant to me. “You are so perfect. I love you baby.” 
 
    
 
                 “I love you Hannah.” 
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Fifteen: Displaced Anger
 
    
 
                 A butterknife wouldn't have cut through the thick tension that lingered at home. Mike and Noah still weren't speaking, and their silence as they passed by each other in the hallways was enough to damper the entire mood of everyone in the apartment. Whatever, I will never understand the male mind. 
 
    
 
                 Each time that I looked down at my finger, I smiled to myself. A feeling of contentment rushed over me, knowing that Noah was really mine. Officially. The early excitement of any new relationship is a cause for joy, but this was extra special. I was in love for the first time, and on top of that, the sex! Watching Noah unbutton his white collared shirt made me tingle between the legs, but I was nervous to make a move. Things were already tense at home, and I couldn't even imagine what would happen if they found out where that used condom really came from. 
 
    
 
                 Noah on the other hand, showed less than zero concern for the same issue. I didn't have to ask about what he had in mind when the room  filled with the sound of his iPod being played just a little bit too loud. 
 
    
 
                 “Let's fuck.” he said. It wasn't a suggestion.
 
    
 
                 “Noah, now?” I questioned, feeling nervous. They were still awake, and I had a bad feeling that things would get out of hand. Instead of a response, I received an eyeful of nudity. His cock was well on its way to being hard when it flopped out from behind his waistband. Seeing my cover model remove his outfit had an instant affect on my ability to think rationally, as well as remain dry. “What if they hear?” I pleaded, staring at his dick. My panties were drenched, and my attempts to resist were feeble at best. Our date had left me with a craving. Noah didn't negotiate, and I was stepping out of my dress at his behest seconds later. 
 
    
 
                 “Shh!” he said, bending me over the edge of the bed. “I'll be quick.” he made no effort to conceal what he was after. A quick relief of his primal needs, my cooperation not required. “Here, use this.” and with that, my head was shoved into a pillow, and my sex was shoved full of dick. His thrusts were hard, a means to an end. He held a handful of my hair as a handle, and kept my head pinned down while he took me from behind. No condom, no mercy, and no intention of pulling out. “You're mine. I don't give a fuck what they hear, understand? You're mine.” his grip tightened around my hair, and he slammed his hips against me like an animal. Whimpers and nods disappeared into the pillow, my tacit expression of agreement. The bed frame creaked rhythmically, shaking and wobbling with each thrust. I could do nothing more than pray that they didn't overhear. “Is your tight little pussy ready for cum?” his aggressive pillow talk forced me to forget about the danger, and give myself over to his domination. Neither my worries, nor my resistance would be of any use. I simply had to put my trust into his judgment, and enjoy serving him. Each forceful thrust carried his heavy, swinging balls and an escalating intensity. Riding the line of pleasure and pain, I screamed my release into my pillow, as a warm cum explosion went off inside of me. Noah made no such attempt to conceal his expressions of ecstacy. “Ugh!” he grunted with each orgasmic collision  between his hips and mine, a deliberate violation of discretion. A glob of thick excess tickled the inside of my thighs, having somehow escaped the tight seal that always formed between us.
 
    
 
                 “Ouch!” I squealed, feeling the palm side of his hand pay my ass a violent visit. Noah's tight butt disappearing as he headed into the bathroom lingered on my mind, as I lay panting in a pool of cum, wanting more.
 
    
 
                 Noah relayed kinetically, using our rough quickie as his method of communication, that he no longer cared to keep our relationship a secret. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Sixteen: Ozen
 
    
 
                 There were plenty of things that Noah and I needed to discuss going forward in our relationship, one of them being our future. Noah had a decent job, and was going to school part time, while I was enrolled at a local community college but wouldn't start until the fall. Those variables fell into place well, but it didn't solve our other issue. Neither of us wanted to keep our relationship a secret any longer. 
 
    
 
                 This desire to be open about our relationship went further than scaring away the Carlys of the world, I just wanted to relax. No more worries, and no more sleeping in separate beds just to preserve our secret. I had picked up the habit of tripping over my words, accidentally calling him “baby” when I wasn't supposed to, etc. I am terrible at secrets. Besides, what harm were we actually causing? Neither of us could be faulted for our parents having met, and simply put, we weren't actually related. That obviously didn't mean everyone would be supportive, but rarely will you please everyone. You have to be willing to make sacrifices for the one you love, and to live the life that you want to live. 
 
    
 
                 The life that I wanted to live was a life with Noah. Everything else would work around that. I wanted to be able to run and jump into his arms when he got home, and shove my tongue down his throat no matter who was around. As an affectionate person, keeping my hands to myself was simply driving me insane. Our sexual chemistry was not helping either. Brief moments of raw passion weren't providing relief, quite the opposite. Each forbidden touch added fuel to an already blazing fire, and as the days ticked by one thing had emerged as obvious: We needed to get away. We had discussed it briefly but had no real plan in place to make it happen. In the meantime, secrecy remained the only option. Telling our friends and parents was off of the table.
 
    
 
                 Life tends to throw forks in the road, and I received a phone call that would do just that. The way I saw it, the offer was more of a life raft than a fork. My main interest, the one that would always be labeled as a hobby because “you can't make money doing that”, was photography. My lack of drawing ability disqualified me from physically creating art, but I had the eye. The Earth itself is a fantastic artist, but often its inherent beauty is hidden away deep in the woods, or fleeting by its very nature. My job as a photographer, in my opinion, is to capture this beauty, these moments, and frame them with the outer edges of a glossy photograph. A thousand words may have nothing to say, even if they speak they may not touch you. I always had the goal of capturing things that were beyond words, situations in which only a photo would do. A picture is worth a thousand words only if the picture doesn't fully encapsulate a transcendence of words all by itself. But I digress. 
 
    
 
                 Anyway, the reason that I broke off into that cathartic explanation of my true passion is that I had applied for a long shot position as a paid intern for a company in California. I had sent out my application along with my application for school. My reasoning was more cathartic than actually having any realistic expectation that I would ever hear from them again. The website said that they would contact the person selected via phone and mail by July first, a date that had come and gone. 
 
    
 
                 My disappointment had been minimal, similar to the feeling of your lottery ticket numbers not matching the numbers that are drawn. Three weeks after the deadline to announce the winner had passed by, I  received a few phone calls from an unfamiliar area code. I didn't think twice about it. 
 
    
 
                 “Fucking telemarketers.” I remember muttering beneath my breath, before returning my attention to the conversation and burrito that I was sharing with Carly. By the third time the number appeared, I had grown annoyed. “Hello?” I answered in a huff, ready to feed the person on the other end of the line a piece of my mind. 
 
    
 
                 “Hi, Hannah Gamble?”
 
    
 
                 “This is she.” I replied, in a rush to get to the point. Why do you keep calling?
 
    
 
                 “Hi Hannah! This is Benson Christopher with Ozen Photography, I'm calling regarding your application for our paid internship position.” the man sounded pleasant, and my heart dropped into my stomach. No fucking way. 
 
    
 
                 “Oh!” I gasped, changing up my tone and standing up from my chair. A quick signal to Carly and I was rushing outside to continue the conversation. “How are you?” I asked, my mind shuffling back to the day that I sent out the yellow envelope filled with samples, and my essay as to why I wanted to be a photographer. 
 
    
 
                 “I'm doing well, I was actually calling to see if you were still interested in the internship position?” the next ten minutes were a blur, as Benson brought me up to speed on the specifics. They had selected another applicant before me, but she turned out to be a dud. The starting pay was $15 an hour, and the hours full time. The internship only lasted 3 months, but as long as everything went as planned I would have the opportunity to transition into a full time position. The only kicker was that I was already way behind, and I would have to start right away, as in, two days! I made tentative promises to Benson, and asked for a few hours to consult with my family and make arrangements. The idea of living in California was a lifelong dream, and I couldn't wait to tell everyone! He mentioned that I should check my email for an orientation packet with more info, should I forget anything prudent. 
 
    
 
                 “Who was that?” Carly asked when I returned. After I relayed the news, she couldn't have been happier. “Well, let's get you fucking packed up girl!” she drove me straight home, and I fought against my overwhelming urge to tell Noah the good news over the phone. I wanted to tell him in person. Noah already had money saved up, and I had the promise of my dream job waiting for me, in California of all places! I would have broke down and cried tears of joy right then and there if I weren't in such a rush. 
 
    
 
                 As excited as I was for the internship opportunity, and the potential of making photography into my career, the fresh start aspect was every bit as intriguing. A thousand freaking miles away from everything and everyone. The ideal solution to the very issues that were confronting Noah and I. The way that I saw it, we were meant to be, and the timing of the offer only served to prove it.  
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Seventeen:
 
    
 
                 The excitement was written all over my face, and my mother knew me well enough to see it before I said a word. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah? What's going on?” she asked, eyeing me suspiciously. 
 
    
 
                 “You're not gonna believe this.” the following hour was spent explaining everything to her. The hour after that, repeating the process with Mike. They reacted with suspicion at first, and Mike got online to check out the company. 
 
    
 
                 “Let me see the number that they called you from.” he verified that they were who they said they were. He looked adorable wearing reading glasses, and trying to navigate the internet. He was self described “old school”, and rarely used such modern devices, but when it was his little girl's future that was in question, he turned into Liam Neeson. “Where are you going to live?” he asked, along with a million other questions. I didn't have all the answers myself, but I was determined to make it work. Opportunities to do what you love, for money, don't come knocking often. You'd best answer the door and be as hospitable as possible when they do. 
 
    
 
                 “Well, this is awesome Hannah!” the jury had been out for a few hours, and I was hit with a sense of relief when I finally received the verdict from Mike. 
 
    
 
                 “Yay!” I screamed, jumping for joy and alternating my hugs between them. They even offered to help me out and pay for my plane ticket. I had other plans for how I meant to arrive, but those weren't details that the two of them were privy to. The only things left to do were pack up my things, and share the good news with Noah. “Ugh!” I groaned when I got the text from Noah. He wouldn't be home until 2 am, his shift had been extended to a double. Of course it was. Noah had a reputation at work for being an excellent worker, one of those things that was awesome in the sense of job security, but terrible when it came to being picked for extra shifts. Patience is a virtue, as they say, and mine was historically in short supply. The most exciting news of my entire life, and I had to sit on it. 
 
    
 
                 Carly stopped by to help me pack my things, and discuss the news. Her presence gave me someone to funnel my excitement into, to keep me from blowing the lid off, and  telling Noah through a text message. 
 
    
 
                 Clothes made up the bulk of my possessions. Eighty percent of my packing was done within an hour, the rest was too much of a pain to deal with while excitement flowed through my veins like adrenaline. Everything that wouldn't fit inside of suitcases or duffel bags would be left behind for the time being.
 
    
 
                 “Let's go celebrate.” Carly had the right idea, and I figured that getting out for a while would help pass the time before Noah wrapped up his shift.
 
    
 
                 “Where are we going?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 “It's a surprise. You'll like it, don't worry.” I knew better. Don't worry, coming from Carly, is a warning. 
 
    
 
                 “Carly, where?” I demanded from the passenger seat. She had met a guy, a bartender. She assured me that he was under her thumb, and that we could stop by for a drink. She was legal to go to bars anyway, I was the one who would be breaking the law. 
 
    
 
                 My discomfort faded once we had arrived. The bar was a hole in the wall, and the two of us accounted for half of the active clientele. The other two patrons were Baron, the resident alcoholic, and a fat trucker wearing overalls. 
 
    
 
                 “Party on!” I joked, underwhelmed and relieved.
 
    
 
                 “Have another place that will serve you in mind?” I didn't. The bartender was decent looking, and very polite. His name was Tucker, and he had a certain twinkle in his eye. Carly worked her magic, flirting with him for free drinks. Two mojitos, coming up!
 
    
 
                 Carly congratulated me, and toasted to a bright future. The dingy bar was oddly comfortable, and with each sip of powerful mojito, the two of us descended further into nostalgic “remember when” type conversations. 
 
    
 
                 “I am going to live in freaking California. Can you believe that?” I sucked away my straw, until even an optimistic couldn't say that my drink was half full. Tucker replaced it before I hit the bottom.
 
    
 
                 “On the house, my treat.” Another mojito stared back at me, I assumed it would be as strong as the first. 
 
    
 
                 “I think he likes you.” she said, before moving onto more pressing matters. “So, I am totally gonna come visit you like every chance I get. Someone needs to make sure that you are getting laid. Especially with an entire coast line full of California boys.” the consummate drinker herself, Carly made sure to keep pace with me. When she spoke of visiting, my mind wandered back to Noah. I pictured him rubbing oil on my back, just the two of us, alone on the beach. No one would know that we had been step siblings in another life, except for Carly. We could go back to playing pretend that we weren't together, once or twice a year when we had visitors. “I guess that I won't have an excuse to come by and flirt with Noah anymore.” she said with a mock pouty face. Hearing her speak of Noah incited my jealous bone, but I tried my best not to hold it against her. Boy crazy was in her blood, and she would have never made a move on a guy that if she knew that I was into him. “Actually, this is kind of funny.” she put one finger over her lips, her telltale sign that she was getting a bit tipsy, and about to divulge information. “I can't believe that I didn't tell you this. Oh yeah! You left that night. Anyway, oh my gosh I can't believe I did this, so embarrassing!” I loved hearing her crazy stories, and so I gave her my full attention. “That night, when Noah came and picked you up...” Her embarrassed laughter interruped her story. I could only smile in anticipation of whatever it was that she was about to tell me. “I ended up getting pretty drunk, and horny.” her eyes grew wide as she spoke. “and I sent a naked picture to Noah. Actually two.” she snorted, laughing with her eyes closed. The temperature of my blood shot up, I could feel it boiling! “They were pretty x-rated too!” I tried to keep up appearances, but even forcing a fake ass smile felt uncomfortable and unnatural. I was pissed, and not at Carly. Her behavior, no matter what it entailed, was to be expected. 
 
    
 
                 Noah! As if our little spat over her hadn't been enough, he had conveniently decided to keep that bit of information to himself? I don't know if the alcohol in my system served to keep me from blowing a fuse, or if it increased the volatility of my emotions. Inside my own head, I lost my shit. 
 
    
 
                 “I can't believe you!” I said, staring into her soul like a boxer in a stare down. “Don't move, I have to go to the bathroom.” I needed a minute alone, a moment to breathe. 
 
    
 
                 “I'll come with.” her footsteps trailed me, and I rolled my eyes to myself. The pace of my own steps kept her staring at my back. By the time she followed me in, four stall walls surrounded me. My thumbs were in a fury of touch screen typing action. Delete, delete, delete, more typing, delete, delete, delete. I couldn't quite get the words right. There were no words. I felt betrayed, and I wanted to leave the bar and head straight for the airport. One way ticket to California, for one please! 
 
    
 
                  A passage from a book that I had read on Buddhist meditation flashed in my mind. Return to the breath, and let it go. I lasted about three breaths before I returned to my thoughts, angry thoughts, thoughts of revenge. My childish instinct told me to send an x-rated, nude picture of my own to one of Noah's friends, but I didn't want to deal with the blow back. There was no one else that I wanted. I was fuming, but all that I truly wanted was to hear that it wasn't true. A part of me wanted to believe that the pictures never made it to his phone. Maybe the transmission of the pictures failed, and Carly was too drunk to notice. That theory quickly shot itself in the foot when I thought about how unlikely that it would be for two consecutive pictures to fail. 
 
    
 
                 “You okay in there babe?” Carly's voice had taken on an irritating tone. Again, I reminded myself that she wasn't the bad guy. My anger was towards my stepbrother, and soon to be ex-boyfriend. 
 
    
 
                 “I'm fine baby.” The anger in my voice hidden. Another slow, deep inhalation. Heat that started at my chest radiated outwards, accompanying my shaky hands. Fuck it, I told myself, making the abrupt decision to exit the stall. “Let's get another drink.” I said, cold water running over my hands, and then my face. 
 
    
 
                 “That's my girl.” Carly was on board. She always was. 
 
    
 
                 “Order me another mojito, I have to step outside to call Benson real quick while I'm still moderately sober.” My initial plan had been to call him after I talked to Noah. That went down the drain with our trust. I couldn't shake the mental image of Noah zooming in on Carly's body, the body that he had been so complimentary of in his diary. For someone who was so possessive over me, he sure was eager to throw it all out the window for some wank material. Typical guy. 
 
    
 
                 “Hi, Mr. Christopher? This is Hannah Gamble. I was just calling to officially accept the internship.”
 
    
 
                 “Awesome! I was hoping you'd call back. And Hannah, please stick with Benson.” 
 
    
 
                 “Yes sir. I mean Benson.” I laughed, unable to avoid my habit of referring to my boss as mister, or sir. Another word that reminded me of Noah. I was ready for another drink.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Eighteen: 
 
    
 
                 Tucker proved himself a capable and attentive bartender by calling us a cab. He may have simply been covering his own ass because of my age, but his foresight was appreciated. 
 
    
 
                 The challenge of sneaking past the parents while I was drunk. Unable to shake the feeling that my inebriation was obvious, I sat outside on the steps of the building next door for a little while. Noah had texted something sweet like I miss you. I couldn't respond, but the peak of my anger had passed me by. Arrangements for my departure were still up in the air, but I would definitely be leaving sometime within the following 24-36 hours, and there would be no avoiding him. Our first fight had been over Carly, and I recalled my adolescent reaction. Before I headed off to the west coast, I needed closure. I would have to talk to him. 
 
    
 
                 By the time that I worked up the courage to sneak inside, everyone was asleep. I tip toed anyway, and closed the door behind me as quietly as humanly possible. My disheveled room, and the remainder of my packing would have to wait for the morning. 
 
    
 
                 “Crazy.” I said to myself, flipping the switch for darkness. Time had never moved so fast as the days and weeks since we had moved into that apartment. Life had become a whirlwind with no signs of slowing. My romance with Noah had taken a turn toward tragedy, and a pillow wet with tears seemed all that was left of it. Ozen wouldn't allow for hesitation, I had to go chase after it. California had been in my heart since I could remember, but in that moment, it sounded like the loneliest place in the world. Far away from everything and everyone that I knew, the absence of Noah being the ultimate kicker. He had been the piece of the puzzle that made me fearless. As long as the two of us were together, California was a place to be explored and conquered. Alone, it was a vast expanse of unfamiliar nothingness. The dreadful thought of facing tomorrow dragged me to sleep.
 
    
 
                 “Hannah. Hannah.” I awoke to nudging, but I was too out of it to even realize what was happening. Noah had gotten off of work, and I think that he asked me about all the bags. His soft lips on my cheek made me smile, and nestle deeper into my warm bed. His soft chuckle and warm breath were welcome, as he leaned in and whispered sweet nothings into my ear. “I'll just see you tomorrow. I love you.” 
 
    
 
                 “I love you too Noah.” 
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Nineteen: Broken News
 
    
 
                 
 
                 The next morning was something. I couldn't decide which was worse, the way that I felt, or the way that I looked. Even if the drinks had been regular strength, I would have had too many. My mood paired well with my morning face, that of a wicked witch. Walking out into the dining area for breakfast felt like a walk of shame, especially because I was the last one to arrive at the table. All three heads at the table snapped over in my direction, I shuffled over to my chair without making eye contact with anyone. 
 
    
 
                 “Good morning! My little photographer!” my mother was in a chipper mood, and she slid a plate full of pancakes in my direction. I smiled sheepishly and thanked her, the smell of food was almost as repulsive as the face that had just been staring back at me in the bathroom mirror. Noah forced eye contact that I chose to ignore. 
 
    
 
                 “We were gonna let you tell Noah the good news.” my stepfather Mike relayed that they hadn't broken the news, and a deeper feeling of sickness took hold. Fighting against my urge to empty the contents of my stomach was bad enough, and I wasn't in the mood to deal with my day. I glanced up from my plate, and peered across the table at Noah.   
 
    
 
                 “Oh yeah, I got that internship at Ozen.” I spoke without emotion. I couldn't recall if I had told Noah about my application in the first place, I was fairly certain I hadn't. The confusion on his face gave me my answer. 
 
    
 
                 “It's a paid internship, with a photography company in California!” my mother took the reigns from there, eager to fill in the blanks that I had left out. 
 
    
 
                 “That's awesome bay-Hannah.” his eyes fought for mine, but I kept them pointed at the plate in front of me. “When does it start?” 
 
    
 
                 “My orientation is Saturday. The actual internship starts Monday.” 
 
    
 
                 “This saturday? It's Friday.” I picked up on the deepening of his voice.
 
    
 
                 “Yep.” my monotone response was the result of my unresolved anger, as well as the feeling of death that came along with a hangover. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah.” he said, raising his voice. “When were you going to tell me?” the question carried a hint of agitation, a hint that I didn't want my mom or step dad to catch as well. I finally raised my eyes to meet his, and returned a look of doom.
 
    
 
                 “Today.” I said, widening my eyes. If he wanted to talk, the breakfast table was not the place. “Hows the apartment search going?” I asked, changing the subject. 
 
    
 
                 “Fine. When do you leave?” he wasn't going to let it go, and I was going to puke.
 
    
 
                 “Excuse me!” I said hurriedly, doubling over in a mad dash for the toilet. I made it just in time, hugging the porcelain and facing one of my fears. The noise, the discomfort, I just hate it. Once it was over, I felt much better. A good metaphor for facing your fears in general. I wiped my mouth, brushed my teeth, and opened the door to find Noah waiting with his arms folded across his chest. 
 
    
 
                 “What's going on Hannah? You were seriously just going to take off to California without telling me? What the fuck is wrong is you? We're in a relationship!” he ranted in one elongated breath. I pushed the door closed hard behind him. 
 
    
 
                 “So what? So we should tell each other everything?” Anger rose to the surface as the words left my mouth, my hands instantly shaking.
 
    
 
                 “Exactly!” he shouted back.
 
    
 
                 “Exactly.” I said, and then pushed passed him on my way to the door. His hand pinned it shut, preventing my exit. “Fuck you! Move.” I said, moving his hand away with both of mine. He stepped in between me and the door, and grabbed both of my arms. 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah. What is this about?” he asked, fuming. 
 
    
 
                 “I got my dream job. You should be happy for me.” I had never wanted to punch someone and kiss them so badly at the same time. Mostly punch. 
 
    
 
                 “I am, that's not even what I'm talking about. I'm talking about us!” he really didn't understand, pathetic. I took a deep, purposeful breath, and took hold of my own composure. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah.” I said calmly. “It's over. I am going to California, but it's okay. Carly will still be here for you to lust after, sext, fuck, whatever. Now get your hands off of me before I start screaming bloody murder.” my voice quivered, betraying me and my attempt to appear unphased. Noah's wide shoulders slumped, and his fingers relinquished their grip. There was no mistaking the change in his face when he realized what it was about. “You really thought that I wouldn't find out? She's one of my best friends you fucking idiot.” 
 
    
 
                 “Hannah.” he interjected, but I had already walked past him. I slammed the door behind me in a huff, and faced two pairs of eyes staring back at me. 
 
    
 
                 “Sorry, that door is really light.” My toes found their place in my flip flops, and I breathed in the fresh air of the outdoors, after being careful not to slam the front door. My pancakes were still sitting on the table getting cold. I had only taken a few steps outside when the door behind me flung open. Noah was hot on my heels. “I don't want to talk about it Noah.” I said, eyes forward.
 
    
 
                 “Hannah!” he barked, and jogged up beside me. “Let me explain!” 
 
    
 
                 “Explain that my best friend sent you multiple nudes? I already understand, that's the problem! I should have found that out from you, not Carly!” I shouted in his face, my own words further cementing my disappointed. 
 
    
 
                 “I know! You're right Hannah.” his voice had softened. His hand moved for mine, but I pulled it away.
 
    
 
                 “I know I'm right! So why are you still following me?” 
 
    
 
                 “Because I love you! You need to relax so that we can talk about this.” 
 
    
 
                 “I need to relax? That's what I need? Are you fucking kidding me! I thought that I needed a new boyfriend!” the words poured out, boiling over like a forgotten pan of water. Noah stared back, patiently waiting for my screaming to stop.
 
    
 
                 “I understand Hannah, you have every right to be mad. But if we don't talk about this now, then we won't get a chance to.” he laid his hand against my arm. “I deleted the pictures as soon as I realized what they were, I swear.” I didn't believe him for a second, but that level of pure red can only last so long. My adrenaline crashed, and my voice cracked.
 
    
 
                 “You are completely missing the point Noah. I have no idea what you did with the pictures, and I honestly don't even care anymore. You lied, and you would have kept lying if I didn't find out on my own.” He broke eye contact, unable to refute the statement. “Here, we tried.” I handed him the ring, and asked him to leave me alone so that I could go for a walk and think. Tears had never poured so easily from my eyes, and I sniffed and sniffed in lieu of tissues. My legs guided me around the apartment complex aimlessly. I was at home, but completely lost. 
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Twenty: A Fool Regrets
 
    
 
                 I returned after a long walk, still carrying the feeling that sent me out in the first place. Sitting on the table were two surprises. One was an invoice for a one way plane ticket. The other was the departure date and time. Today, takeoff at five. On top of all of that, Noah had gone. Even after working a double, he was still on the schedule for his regular shift, and had left for the day. Returning his ring, and asking him to leave me alone would be the last interaction between us before I flew across the country. 
 
    
 
                 “Thank you so much.” I said, feeling ill once again. I truly was grateful to have parents who loved me, and supported my dreams, but the timing was atrocious. I had been under the impression that I still had time, that Noah and I might still work things out.
 
    
 
                 “You're welcome baby. You need to finish packing, it's already noon!” I sauntered back into my room, and began mindlessly stuffing things in duffel bags. Anything that wouldn't fit in the bags would stay behind. I knew they would be safe at home, and I didn't really give a fuck. My energy had tanked. Despite a full night of sleep, I was physically and emotionally spent. 
 
    
 
                 Placing blame on things like timing and circumstance is the way of the coward. As a crazy friend of mine would say, take what you want. I had always agreed with Carly on that front, but my actions didn't match up. Sure, Noah had kept something from me, and I had every right to question him about it, but I hadn't even given him a chance. That was the hardest pill for me to swallow. The knowing. He had tried, I hadn't. Excuses flooded my thoughts, and I searched desperately for justification that I could hold onto. I needed to do this alone. Noah had a car payment, and a job. It would be unfair for me to ask him to follow me to California anyway, on and on. No matter what I told myself, deep down, I knew that I was lying. 
 
    
 
                 Noah wasn't just some guy, and what I felt for him wasn't just some crush. I finally had something real, something worth holding onto. I was in love. Sometimes, appreciation of life requires that you see first hand its impermanence. My painful realization that the same applied to love came too late. I could send him a text, apologizing for once again arriving at my own conclusions. By the time he saw it, I'd be long gone. Why even put him through that? It would be easier for him to let me go without knowing at all. We were going to be apart either way, I might as well allow him to go on thinking that my emotional immaturity was the cause of our demise, as opposed to an unlucky combination of geography and circumstance. 
 
    
 
                 Time perception is rarely convenient, and noon became three in what felt like a few blinks of the eye. I checked my cellphone, hoping that Noah had somehow gotten off work early, and was rushing home for the fairy tale ending. No new text messages, I wouldn't see him again for at least three months. My mother sensed my apprehension, but she wrote it off as just that. 
 
    
 
                 “I know that you are nervous baby, and change is always scary, but if you love this as much as you say you do, then you have to see it through. I promise you won't regret taking this opportunity. Honestly, I admire you for being so willing to fight for the thing you love.” She had always given good advice, and like most truths, what she said could be transferred to other areas of life as well. Her words would have been more consoling had change been the actual issue at hand. As it was, they only served to increase my guilty feeling of leaving Noah behind. My love felt like a farce, and I a failure. The option of discussing our breakup with her directly was as off the table as breaching the subject in the first place. There was only one person that I could talk to about it, and I had shut him out without even giving him a chance.  
 
    
 
                 “I love you mom.” I fought back tears, and squeezed her tight one last time. I had passed the point of no return. Heartbroken or not, I had to do what I had to do. It was time for me to go. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter Twenty One: Flying
 
    
 
                 “Now boarding all passengers for flight 2271 to LAX! All passengers for flight 2271 to LAX, now boarding!” I assumed my spot in line, shuffling along with my carry on in hand. At least I would have a window seat. 
 
    
 
                 Surrounded by strangers, I found my assigned seat in row 8. My carry on bag barely fit, but I wasn't in the mood so I punched it into the overheard compartment with my fist.   I said hello to ease the disturbed look from my elderly neighbor, who had witnessed my aggressive behavior. 
 
    
 
                 I slapped on my travel sleep mask to get away. I was still experiencing the back end of my hangover, and I planned to sleep it off by the time the plane landed in L.A. Four hours seemed like plenty of time to catch up on sleep and recover some much needed energy. Amongst the hustle and bustle of passengers boarding the plane, I overheard the old woman readily accept an offer to escape being seated with me. 
 
    
 
                 “Ma am, I hate to bother you, but my seat is a window seat and I'm deathly afraid of heights. Would you mind swapping?” I slipped a fingertip beneath my mask, raising it slightly to witness the woman exiting her seat. I let the mask flop back into place, and moved my focus back to relaxation. As long as I was left alone to sleep, I didn't much care who I was seated beside. 
 
    
 
                 All of the basic pre-flight hullabaloo went on around me, including the flight attendant demonstrating the complexities of fastening a seat belt. I was just about to drift off, when I was interrupted by the rumbling of the plane's engines. It was time for takeoff. 
 
    
 
                 “Excuse me.” I felt a nudge against my arm. “Excuse me.” A man's voice. Jesus Christ, is this guy serious? I lifted my blindfold, and gasped at what I saw. Seated next to me, face partially hidden by a baseball cap, was Noah. I opened my mouth, but no words came out. “Please just listen Hannah.” 
 
    
 
                 “What are you doing?” I looked around the plane in a state of shock. “How did you get on here?” my confusion was palpable. 
 
    
 
                 “I got your flight number and bought a ticket.” he spoke as if it were normal behavior, while I shook my head with a raised eyebrow. “Just hear me out.”
 
    
 
                 “I thought you had work?” I interrupted, still getting over the surprise of seeing him seated next to me. 
 
    
 
                 “I quit. I had to explain.” his expression was equal parts nervous and sincere. His mere presence was proof that he was deadly serious about having the conversation, and so I didn't dare to cut him off again. “Please understand, that I am completely, insanely, I don't know, retardedly in love with you Hannah. The only reason I didn't tell you is to avoid another fight, which I admit was wrong, but I can't lose you.” 
 
    
 
                 “I can't believe that you are sitting next to me right now.” I laughed, breaking the tension that he was obviously feeling. “You're like my crazy stalker boyfriend now.” 
 
    
 
                 “I know.” he exhaled with a smile. “Boyfriend?” he asked, reaching into his pocket. “Maybe you should put this back on.” I shook my head, blown away by him in every way. The ring slipped on as easily as the first time, but somehow meant even more. 
 
    
 
                 “I love you Noah.” my plans for a nap were out the window, replaced by the most incredible feeling of happiness and relief that I'd ever experienced. Life could be perfect again. 
 
    
 
                 Noah really opened up to me about what had happened, explaining that the first text that she sent had caught him off guard, but that he deleted the second one as it came through. I was inclined to believe him, although it didn't really matter. The point was that he was on a flight across the country, and had quit his job just to explain it. He had done what I hadn't been willing to do, swallow his pride, admit that he was wrong, and fight like hell to hold onto me. I couldn't ask for anything more. For my part, I had to apologize and come clean about something as well. 
 
    
 
                 “I did it again. I jumped to conclusions, and made assumptions without even consulting you.” I had claimed that I learned my lesson the first time, but it took almost losing Noah to really drive home the importance of communication and understanding. Noah hadn't been the only one who failed by not telling me about the pictures. I had failed too, by projecting my own insecurities and worst case scenarios onto his intentions. Noah had been trying to avoid conflict, both between him and I, and Carly and I. When it comes to relationships, black and white thinking never works. You have to invest effort, and look at the full spectrum, or else you may just end up ruining the very thing that is worth enough to make you so emotionally reactive in the first place. Noah hadn't committed some unforgivable sin, he was just a human being who had erred in his judgment, the exact same thing that I did in dealing with it. I already knew that Noah was quiet, and sometimes struggled in the area of communication, and yet I was quick to vilify and condemn him at the drop of a hat. 
 
    
 
                 “We're both young Hannah, we're gonna make mistakes. I'll keep trying, you'll keep trying, and we will make it through.” 
 
    
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter 22: 
 
    
 
                 “Noah!” I giggled, his tongue tickling the inside of my ear. “No, what if we get caught?”
 
    
 
                 “We won't.” No one seemed to have noticed that we were getting a bit frisky, but I pushed him away knowing that it would never work once they had. Noah wanted me to go to the lavoratory and wait. Wait five minutes with the lock on, and then unlock the door so that he could slip inside with me. “No one will notice. No one pays attention that closely.” he seemed convinced that his plan would work. I'm a nervous nelly with a natural aversion to breaking the rules, and I was on the fence. Noah let it go for a moment, while I brought up his other plan to change the subject. His plan concerning California. 
 
    
 
                 He frowned, and shook his head. “I didn't think it through.” a very rare thing to come from his mouth. “I left my car at the airport, and I quit my job.” his eyes bulged, as if he were making the discovery as he spoke. “I have a little money saved up. We'll figure it out.” 
 
    
 
                 “But you are staying?” I asked, hopeful. I needed to hear him say it before I got my hopes up again. 
 
    
 
                 “I am.” he turned serious, and narrowed his eyes at me. “I am.” I told him about the area, and the internship itself. We had been so wrapped up in our stupid fight that the reason I was moving to Cali in the first place had slipped my mind. Noah looked at me like a starving dog, even more attentive than usual. Even while we spoke of other things, I knew what was on his mind. “I want to fuck you into the mile high club.” 
 
    
 
                 I looked down the aisle at the lavoratory. The sign stated that it was open. I then looked over at the flight attendant, who appeared to be under the influence of happy pills. Her face was stuck in the about to have her picture taken position, and she gave me the creeps. Her skin shined under the dull lights that ran along the ceiling of the plane, giving her the appearance of a lifelike robot. 
 
    
 
                 “I'm too scared!” 
 
    
 
                 “Don't be scared, be spontaneous!” 
 
    
 
                 “Look at the creepy flight attendant though, I feel like she carries kitchen knives in her pocket.” 
 
    
 
                 “How about I go first? That way, you have to do it or I won't come out.” I heard the unbuckling of his seat belt, and watched his backside get further and further down the aisle. His intention may have been to avoid the attendant, but he succeeded only in looking a bit suspicious, head down and a baseball cap. The light went off, the lavoratory was in use.
 
    
 
                 Oh my God! I can't believe this. The other passengers around me were near silent, polite. Happily strapped into their seats, unaware of the butterflies in my stomach, of the doubt that crept over me. I was all alone. There weren't ten seconds that ticked by without me compulsively checking the sign, waiting for Noah to give me mine. 
 
    
 
                 Ding! The dark letters beamed red, the 300 second countdown was over. My fingers struggled with the seat belt, I should have paid attention while the flight attendant gave her tutorial. My shaky hands freed me, and I stood up in the middle of the aisle. Each step landed in front of me with a thud, and I imagined every eye glaring at me. They knew, they all knew! 
 
    
 
                 My hand turned up the door handle, and I pulled. The door opened out, and I squeezed my body through a sliver so no one could see inside. The bathroom was comically small, not made for two. 
 
    
 
                 “Lock it.” I heard the whisper behind me, and struggled to turn around in the tiny square. It had to be four feet by four feet, half of which was occupied by the toilet. My sense of relief would be short lived. After sharing a room with Noah, I should have been used to being quiet, but this way way different. We were mashed inside of the tiny bathroom in a fucking airplane! There had to be a few hundred other passengers on board, and our demise only required being noticed by one. “Relax baby, you did it.” Noah's lack of fear was apparent in the way he tore off my clothes, and his own. “Put them in a pile.” he said, neatly folding up his shirt and laying it down in a small space beside him. He was sitting down, and I was standing in front of him with my pants around my ankles. My shoes prevented me from stepping out of them, and the phone booth like space left no room for bending over to untie them. “Leave them.” he said, noticing my dilemma. “And turn back around.” his strong hands on my hips guided me in a half circle, and then yanked my panties down to the floor along with my pants. 
 
    
 
                 I shuddered at his finger penetrating me hard. Even the tiny gasp that managed to escape was too loud. I needed to somehow be silent, but Noah's second finger entering inside me made it close to impossible. “Shut up Hannah.” he said, tickling my insides with two fingers. I nodded and bit down on my lip, struggling to obey his command. There was a thud when I placed my hands against the walls, more unnecessary noise. Noah was wearing a belt, the jingle of the buckle alerted me that it was coming off. “Sit down on it.” I turned to see his hard cock waiting for me, and lowered myself slowly down toward the tip. 
 
    
 
                 “Please go slow at first, I really don't wanna get caught.” Noah's grin served as his response. He was going to do whatever he wanted to do, and I just had to find a way to remain silent regardless. My nerves heightened my senses. Every touch and sensation was powerful, and every slight whimper that escaped me seemed destined to be the one that got us caught. I sank down against his hips, using my hands to balance myself against his thighs. Noah bucked his hips against me, slow at first, but faster with each thrust. “Noah!” I moaned, pleasure radiated through me. “Noah!” I turned my head to face him, and begged that he take it easy. His bucking was noisy, and I couldn't help but picture the disapproving glares that I would receive when I headed back to my window seat. My request only caused his hips to pump harder. His hands on the inside of my thighs kept me pinned against him while he thrust toward the sky, forcing him impossibly deep inside of me. I closed my eyes tight, receding inside of myself, savoring his bare flesh. My struggle for silence only intensified as I barreled toward release. Beads of sweat tickled my lower back as they fell toward my ass. The tiny room had transformed into a humid sex box. The overwhelming pleasure of getting off on Noah's bare dick, while he whispered into my ear caused my teeth to sink down into my bottom lip. My fingers wrapped around the stainless steel faucet, and Noah continued bucking against me while he emptied himself into my sex. 
 
    
 
                 “Holy shit.” his sudden lack of energy filled me with pride, and I raised myself up to my feet slowly. “Here.” a big clump of single ply toilet paper would have to do. The clean up would be more extensive than just soaking up the massive cum glob that was running down my legs, a thick layer of sweat also required tending to. Both of us were covered, and the lack of airflow ensured that it would continue to pour. We could do nothing but wait, wipe, and pray that no one would notice. “You go first, and try to act natural.” my pants were still around my ankles, and I feared pulling them up over my sweaty thighs. Panic had returned, along with regret at our decision to indulge the mile high fantasy. 
 
    
 
                 The smell of sex followed me out the door, and I walked quickly back to my seat. The heat in the bathroom was on par with the flushing heat that overtook me by the time I made it. I have no idea if anyone even looked at me, as I was too petrified to look up. Throughout the short walk of shame, all that I could think of was being tackled by an air marshall. The sign told me that the door was once again locked, and my heart pounded for Noah. The moisture on my forehead cooled against the fresh air, the smell of sex drifting up to my nostrils from between my legs. Even after wiping up, excess drips found soaked into my panties. Sitting in filth, I felt like a dirty slut. 
 
    
 
                 The first thing that I noticed as Noah finally made his way down the aisle was the front of his shirt. Dark sweat had formed a pool around his neckline. I saw him through the eyes of another passenger, inciting more fear that we would be caught. No mid-air arrest was made, and he sat back down beside me as if nothing had happened. An old woman was chatting with the attendant, and I swear she pointed back towards us before she went into the bathroom. I wish that I could have seen her face when she inhaled the smell that we had left in our wake.
 
    
 
                 
 
   


 
  

 
 
                 Chapter 23: Home Sweet...Los Angeles
 
    
 
                 The plane landed, and we exited without incident. Joining the mile high club was a nice check for a bucket list, but maybe not worth the stress it caused me. All of that left my mind when I realized where I was, and why I was there. 
 
    
 
                 “I guess we should we get a cab and a hotel?” Noah asked, while we collected my bags. 
 
    
 
                 “Yeah. Then do you wanna go maybe grab a bite to eat? Enjoy home a little.” Home, Los Angeles. Just the two of us. The words had a special ring to them. Our relationship had been a roller coaster from the start, a scary and exhilarating journey that seemed to have finally arrived back at the station. 
 
    
 
                 Orientation for my new internship, finding a place to live, learning my way around a new city, and starting a new life! An exciting and terrifying future. One variable made it bearable, I had found a rock, a true love. The situation was a perfect challenge for Noah and I to take on together. What lie ahead was uncertain, but one thing wasn't. Noah had taken a major leap, a spontaneous, out of character life decision based entirely on his love for me, and I couldn't have been more thankful. He was the only person that I would have wanted to face life's challenges with, and he was all mine!
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                 I never cared that what we were doing was wrong. Sure, I was forty years old and he was 21. Things on that front actually seemed to sync up quite well. He was bursting with sexual energy all of the time, and I had recently undergone a bit of an awakening myself. Out of nowhere, my sex drive had ramped up big time, and Noah had conveniently been there to take control of it. 
 
    
 
                 Noah was at the time, technically my stepson. He was also built like the guys who scored jobs modeling at stores like Abercrombie, and every bit as handsome. Not easy having to live at home with something like that, especially when you can see it in his eyes that he would gladly bend you over your bed and take you at any moment. 
 
    
 
                 My then husband and I were over, and everybody knew it. We hardly talked, and sure never fucked. That type of effort had ceased long before. Still, going after his stepson would have been pretty low. That is what I told myself at first to pacify my urges. There were certainly urges, and Noah exhibited them as well towards me. Our game of not subtle flirtation was enjoyable for me, and I never knew exactly where it was headed. We certainly built up some tension between the two of us, through the simple act of teasing. 
 
    
 
                 Noah started it by wearing nothing but shorts around the house, and then he even dropped down to boxer briefs on certain occasions. His body glistened in the sun, every muscle showcasing itself for my personal perverse pleasure. I was overwhelmed at first, googly eyed and dry mouthed. The affect that boy had on me, well, let's just say that it wasn't healthy. At first I did nothing more than enjoy the view, what else was there to do? I had no complaints about my half naked stepson parading around the house, it gave me something to look at. 
 
    
 
                 The thing about Noah, and the reason that this story will eventually become interesting, is that he isn't shy. Not a single shy bone in his body, and he is very direct. If he wants something, he will go after it. He must have noticed me checking him out, I always suspected that I was quite obvious. The first time that he made his way down the hallway and into the living room wearing only his boxer briefs, I nearly dropped my coffee. I spun around to face the sink, and took deep breaths. My heart was pounding! I regained my composure and approached the couch where he had taken a seat. This is when the flirtation crossed the line for the first time. 
 
    
 
                 The TV was on, and I glanced over at Noah for a peek. He was looking right back at me, and from my peripheral vision I saw it move. His cock, it was hard, and he was flexing it. Noah stared into my eyes while he did this without shame, daring me to look away. The feint glimpse of his bouncing erection was too much, and pulled at my vision until I broke. My eyes landed on his crotch for only a moment, and then I was hurrying away. I didn't know what else to do, I practically ran. Noah said nothing of the brief encounter, but I had already been set in motion. I was turned on and ready to play, and his advance had given me a sort of permission. You always hear that younger guys are into older women, but being one, I never believed it. Why would a ripe young piece of muscular perfection choose a forty something over a twenty something? Noah would give me plenty of more confidence as things went along.
 
    
 
                 I greeted Noah with breakfast in bed the following morning, delivered wearing booty shorts purchased specifically for the occasion, and a low cut shirt. His wide eyes and smile were not as telling as the way that he unashamedly observed my body. 
 
    
 
                 “Thanks Emily. This is awesome.” he said, digging into the eggs and sausage that I had prepared for him. The way to a man's heart is through his stomach, and I assumed that you could find your way to his cock that way too. 
 
    
 
                 “You're welcome baby, you deserve it.” he really did. I was glad to have him around the house, and for more reasons than his service as my eye candy. He was a real help, and always a delight to be around. As I turned to walk out of his room, I hoped that his eyes were scanning my backside. 
 
    
 
                 “Hey Emily?” he asked, bringing me to a halt. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes?”
 
    
 
                 “You look really pretty.” I looked myself up and down, and shrugged my shoulders. I knew that he was complimenting my skimpy attire, but I played it off like I was in nothing more than pajamas. “Not just your clothes, I mean your body too. You look really great. I hope I end up with a woman like you.” his compliment nearly put me on the floor. I was blown away, and returned a cheesy smile. I couldn't stop smiling actually, and after an awkward thank you, I slipped out of his room. Again, my heart was pounding against my chest. I had known Noah for years, but suddenly something had arisen between us. Neither of us was being subtle, and he was having a very visceral pull on my strings of arousal. 
 
    
 
                 I told myself that I was thinking too much. Go for a walk, drink some tea, relax. I still hadn't come to terms with the depth of my feelings, of the attraction that I felt for him. I was in another stage, denial. Denial that it was possible on any level, that he would even want me. What would our relationship look like to other people? What would it even be? I tried to shake it off, and go about my days. 
 
    
 
                 In my private time and thoughts, I thought about Noah. I played events over in my head, pictured the outline of his cock beneath his athletic shorts. I thought about what he would do to me with it, how he could make me feel. My own physical attraction toward Noah had arrived swiftly, without warning. One minute he was a boy that I was watching grow, the next minute he was an independent man who helped me grow. It is hard to pinpoint the first moment that the taboo fantasy of Noah crept into my brain, but once it was there it never left. I can overlook a hot body, even one as perfect as Noah's if that is all that is there. It has to be attached to something, to someone worthwhile. 
 
    
 
                 Everything about Noah drew me in. He was at the same time outgoing and mysterious, confident and contemplative. Flawed like anyone else, but not so apologetic. He was fun, and he made me feel alive. Noah kept himself busy but his wheels were always turning. He had a blog that he was always writing in, and you could see in on his face sometimes. The look of concentration, the restless pacing when he was deep in thought. 
 
    
 
                 “What are you thinking about baby?” I would ask, and watch him be pulled back into reality. A smile would appear, and he would utter the same response. 
 
    
 
                 “Oh nothing, just something.” he would grin at his joke, and dive back deep into thought. His intellect went very well with his body, two parts of what made him the total package. Knowing that he was someone always thinking, I longed to know what went on in there. What made him tick? What were his desires? Once he began to turn his flirtatious attention in my direction, I wanted to know what it was that he saw in me. 
 
    
 
                 Once Noah had decided that he wanted me, the game never stopped. There were no breaks, no slow process of easing in. He first established his dominance by silently daring me to look at his erection, flexing himself without fear. My appreciation was shown the following morning with breakfast. He knew that his advances were working, and I had rewarded him. There were other signs that I wanted him, and he was sharp enough to pick up on them. 
 
    
 
                 The next happening between us centered around his computer. His laptop stayed in his room most of the time, I had rarely laid my eyes on it out in the common living area of the house. With the two of us at home alone one evening, he brought it out and set it down on the living room table. 
 
    
 
                 “You want some guacamole if I make it?” he asked, heading into the kitchen. The guac that he made was always good, and so I happily agreed that I would dig in. A few minutes passed before he asked me for a favor. “Can you pull up that recipe for me real quick?” we have an open floor plan, and the kitchen overlooks the living room. Without hesitation, I snatched up his computer and asked him where the recipe was located. “Just go to my history, it should be right there.” The internet was already up, and so all that I had to do is click on the history. I almost gasped out loud when I saw it, an entire scroll of porn, with a lone guacamole recipe sitting in the middle. Not just any porn, it was strategic and specific. Cougar and younger man, stepson takes control of stepmother, stepmother submits to stepson's best friend, Milf dominated by younger man. All of the history was centered around the same themes, sex that took place between an older woman and younger man, many of which was stepmother and stepson type of thing. “Emily? You find it?”
 
    
 
                 “Ugh, yeah!” I managed to say, despite feeling tongue tied. The fact that I was actually performing a specific task had slipped my mind. I scrambled to click on the guacamole recipe. 
 
    
 
                 “How much salt?”
 
    
 
                 “Uhm, half a teaspoon.” 
 
    
 
                 “Cool, thanks. That's all I needed.” it was then that I realized it was all a ruse. I had watched him make guacamole from memory plenty of times before, it was his specialty dish. Salt, really? I shook my head, knowing that my sneak peek at his history had been no accident at all. 
 
    
 
                 The following night was a bottle of red wine. Noah surprised me when he got home from work, telling me that the two of us were going to get a little tipsy. I clapped my hands together, and giggled excitedly. I felt so young and naughty, like I was dating again. 
 
    
 
                 We popped the bottle and went straight to work at seven o clock. The first glass went down quickly, and I ended up in the bathroom for a quick meeting with myself in the mirror. Noah and I were getting along well, chatting it up like old friends. There was something about the way that he was looking at me, and I had a feeling that he may be buttering me up to make a move. After taking a few deep breaths, and repeating a mantra, I rejoined him in the living room. 
 
    
 
                 “Massage?” he asked with a smile. There was no way that I could pass up the offer. 
 
    
 
                 “How do you want me?” I asked in return, eager to be rubbed. 
 
    
 
                 “How do I want you? Oh you have no idea. I will settle for you sitting right here though.” he patted his hand on the couch, and positioned himself behind me. “I will start with your upper back and neck.” he spoke as his fingers dug in, and sent a relaxing chill down my spine. 
 
    
 
                 “Oh baby, that feels so good.” I moaned, adding a bit of sensuality to each word. Noah wasn't the only one who could do a little teasing. A few moments ticked by, and I eased into the rub. Receiving a personal massage is amazing no matter what, but it becomes wildly erotic when it is given to you by the person that you spend each night fantasizing about. 
 
    
 
                 “Wanna take your shirt off? I could get deeper.” my arms went straight up over my head, and he slipped it off in one motion. Noah lead me to my stomach, and then continued to work his powerful fingers deep into my muscles. Part of me drifted further into a state of relaxation, another part of me was wide awake. Wide awake and aroused, hoping for more. 
 
    
 
                 “Oh yeah, right there.” I noticed that you moan a lot of the same things during a massage that you do during sex. I hoped that Noah noticed too. “You can unclasp my bra baby, if it will help.” Noah honored my request, and then handed me my wine. 
 
    
 
                 “Don't forget the other treat.” I sat up without thinking to take the wine, exposing my breasts to Noah in the process. I covered them with my forearm as soon as I noticed my mistake, but he had already received quite an eyeful. The smile spread across his face, and I apologized.
 
    
 
                 “I'm sorry!” It had been a true accident, and I laughed nervously. “I don't mean to gross you out or anything.” Looking back, I can't be sure why I chose those words, but I am glad that I did. 
 
    
 
                 “Gross me out?” his voice turned soft, and scooted in close to me. He reached out, and took my arm away from my breasts, again exposing me to him. Without a word, his eyes moved over them, and then his fingers. I didn't move, I could only watch as his hands took hold of them, and gently squeezed them simultaneously. “They're amazing Emily.” he lowered his face down to the level of my breasts, staring into them while licking his lips. He groped me more, and then leaned in to kiss my chest. I was frozen in silence, turned on and scared to do anything. I knew that there had been tension between us, but never expected it to pour over into something like that. “Your tits are beautiful Emily.” the tip of his tongue ran over my right nipple, and then his lips enveloped it entirely. He sucked lightly, and made a popping sound when his lips released their hold. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah, I don't think that we should-”
 
    
 
                 “Shh.” he placed his finger over my lips, and then brought his face to mine. “I won't do anything if you don't want me. I will walk away if right now if that is what you really want, but I don't think that it is. I think you want me. I think you want me the same way that I want you. I think that you think about me at night, even though I am just down the hallway, and I think that you are bored.” he paused for a moment, furrowing his brow, and then continued on. “I will leave it up to you, but here's the thing. I don't want a one time thing, not with you. I want to possess you, feel you, dominate you. I want to own you in every way that a man can own a woman. I am not looking for some young bimbo who doesn't have a clue, I'm looking for someone experienced, and who can handle what I have in store for them. I'm looking for you Emily. I've spent more than enough time thinking about you, and fantasizing about what we could have, now I'm here to claim you.” I could feel the intensity of his stare, and the desire in his words. His hands were balled up into fists, and there was a layer of sweat on his forehead. He was nervous, but he hardly showed it. I stared back at him with an open mouth, struggling to speak. My own heart was fluttering, and I was on sensory overload. “I want to give you what you deserve Emily, be mine.”
 
    
 
                 “Of course.” they were the only appropriate words. The kiss that followed was unstoppable, a force that had been building for too long. His soft lips had touched mine before, but never in such a hungry way. Everything was a blur, the taste of his tongue, his playful biting of my lower lip, his kisses moved down to my neck. 
 
    
 
                 “Tell me that you're mine.” he whispered, his lips lingering over to mine. 
 
    
 
                 “I'm yours Noah.” 
 
    
 
                 “Sir.”
 
    
 
                 “I'm yours sir.”
 
    
 
                 “Show me with your mouth.” 
 
    
 
                 “Yes sir.”  I could hardly believe that I was submitting to my stepson, nor that he had so forcefully taken control. I knew well of his confident nature, but never in my wildest of dreams would I have guessed that he was so driven by control. I begged him from my knees, and watched as he unbuckled the front of his pants. 
 
    
 
                 “How bad do you want it?” he said, slowing down. He had already unzipped, but he held his shorts up anyway. I nodded my head, and stared at his bulge. As if operating on their own accord, I saw my own fingers reach out for him, only to be denied. “Not yet. You have to earn it.” he backed away from me slightly, rubbing himself over top of his shorts. I was aware that I had a submissive side, but I wasn't all that in touch with it. Noah's commands would serve as my first opportunities to explore it with another. I couldn't have been more pleased as to whom I would share the experience. “Take off your clothes, all of it. I want to look at my new pet over.” he spoke down at me, highlighting a dark part of himself that I hadn't been aware of before. Noah proved not to be a timid dom, and had no problems putting his hands on me. I was happy to feel his finger tips tickling down my lower back, and grazing over my ass. “Back down on your knees. Play with yourself, and just look at me. No touching yet.”
 
    
 
                 “Yes sir.” I instinctively yielded to his forceful demands. Words can't explain how organic that it felt following his orders. He pulled his cock free from behind his waistband, and left it to dangle in front of my face. 
 
    
 
                 “Touch yourself for me. Do as you are told.” his voice had become a growl, and there was no question as to the dynamic between us. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes sir.” I repeated, my newest mantra. I looked down between my legs, glad that I had shaven. As I lowered my fingers down to my sex, they shook with anticipation. Noah noticed, and assured me not to worry.
 
    
 
                 “It's okay Emily. You belong to me now. Everything is gonna be just fine.” he ran one hand over my hair, holding his erection pointed at my mouth in the other. I nodded, and allowed the pads of my fingers to begin stimulation. “Close your eyes baby, relax. It's just the two of us.” My own touch had never been such a stimulant, and I gasped at my own sensitivity. Playing with myself in front of my forbidden stepson was a perverse turn on, and I easily found myself lost in the ecstasy. “Good. That's so hot baby.” I opened one eye, and watched as Noah worked his own hand up and down the length of his own cock. I wanted to replace his hand with my mouth, or take him inside of me. I bit down on my lip, trying to seduce him with a look. “I don't think so. You know what? Come here.” in a flash, Noah grabbed me by the hand, and rushed me down the hallway and into my bedroom. “Lay down here, spread your legs apart, there ya go. Now play for me.” never had I masturbated for someone else's viewing pleasure. The tension that his eyes and presence created was immense, and I rubbed furiously, trying to rub it all away. All the while, just a few feet away he stood, completely naked and enjoying himself equally. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah. I want your touch.” I spoke in a whisper. He only smiled, and shook his head.
 
    
 
                 “I want you to let go, and give yourself over to this. I want to watch you cum, that's what I want. I want to see you shake, and get off in front of me. I have thought about watching you touch yourself for years. Please do this for me.” in a normal scenario I would have been flattered, but as it were I was in the midst of withdrawals. I had never wanted something so badly and been denied. It wasn't even denial, it was more. It was domination. Noah was the one who was going to dictate how our relationship progressed, and where we went with things physically. That was out of my hands. “Don't make any sounds, don't try to perform. Close your eyes, and just let me lay with you while you cum for me.” The lights went off. I made myself comfortable, and Noah slipped into the bed beside me. We were laying naked together in my bed, a fantasy gone too far. But we were humans, and our desires demanded recognition. “You have the most delicious nipples in the world Em.” I remained silent, as I had been told. Only Noah's pillow talk, spoken in a hush, almost whispered tone would serve as our communication. Each word brought further along, slowly building energy that I would release for him. 
 
    
 
                 “Ugh!” I whimpered occasionally, unable to suppress all sound. Noah sucked and plucked at my nipples, commenting this perfection every couple of seconds. He was enamored, the word that he used was obsessed. 
 
    
 
                 “You're my obsession Emily.” his hot breath tickled the inside of my ear. His tongue followed. I had always giggled more than usual in his presence, his soft chuckle told of understanding. His lips alternated between my nipples, as did his thumb and forefinger. He noticed my squirming, and muttered something under his breath about clamps. I was too taken by the moment to perk up, but it spoke of how perceptive that he could be toward my needs. 
 
    
 
                 “Oh shit! Ugh!” It had been too long since a powerful orgasm had shook my being, and go figure it would be delivered by myself. Far from feeling self conscious, Noah's obvious lust served to liberate me. I thrust my hips against my own touch, squirming while savoring every moment. 
 
    
 
                 “That was so beautiful Emily. Thank you.” my breath was still heavy when Noah grabbed hold of my face. His wet lips spurred my hunger, and I sucked on his tongue when he made the offer. Kissing is good the soul. I don't mean just any old kissing, I mean really kissing. Hungry, mauling, groping, sloppy, and full of desire. I hadn't made out since my twenties, and I couldn't suck enough of the taste from Noah's tongue. “Hand me a pillowcase.” he said after sitting up. He began working to pull the case from another pillow, and I followed suit when I realized what he meant. Noah had his free before mine, and he cleared his throat to nudge me along. I handed him the white cloth, and it was immediately returned to me in the form of handcuffs. “Don't even think about trying to wiggle free.” he pulled the knot tight enough that I may have been unsuccessful had I tried. The other case was used to attach my handcuffs to the headboard. Without appearing rushed, he tied me into place with impressive efficiency. Laying on my back before him, he smiled down at me. “I finally get my hands on you.” My legs were spread apart, and no additional foreplay needed. I was soaking wet for him, and he inserted himself slow and deep. 
 
    
 
                 “Noah!” I announced his name with an arched back. My walls were pressed apart by his girth, and I exhaled sharply as he backed himself back out. A slow pace at first, as we grew acquainted to each other. The seal between us pulsed with friction, and I was reactive to every touch and movement, each pulse of his hard rod between my legs. 
 
    
 
                 “Try master.” his whisper served as a demand, and the rhythm increased. 
 
    
 
                 “Yes master! It's so good.” our hips collided forcefully, faster as things escalated. His hands moved to my throat, and my bondage was brought to the forefront. Without my hands to hold him off, I would have to count on him entirely to know my limits. 
 
    
 
                 “Do you know what I want?” he asked, his fingers adjusting without applying pressure. “I want to be in charge of your breathing.” his fingers tightened, and his hips pumped harder. “Hold your breath for me baby.” our flesh slapped together, and my air disappeared. The blood rushed instantly to my face, and the pressure filled my head. His erection was so hard, and I enjoyed being fucked with force. I gasped for air, retaining only a little and making a loud wheezing sound. His grip was fierce, and right on the line. “I'm getting close baby, hang on for me.” I stared back at him through bug eyes, purple and unable to respond verbally. I made my neck as rigid as possible, but my hands were hanging uselessly above my ahead. The lack of oxygen lead to fuzzy vision, and a rush of intense pleasure tingling through my nervous system. Closer and closer I drifted toward unconsciousness, the metronome thumping of Noah's hips against mine giving way to a furious frenzy of erratic humping. “I'm cumming!” My tunnel was closing, and just when I turned totally numb, I instinctively sucked in air. 
 
    
 
                 “Ugh!!!!” I gasped, lunging forward against Noah. His fingers had released me at the same moment that my entire body exploded with pleasure. My eyes crossed, and I giggled dimly as euphoria swept over me. Everything felt amazing, including being pumped full of Noah's sticky load. Noah collapsed beside me, staring up at the ceiling and breathing heavily.
 
    
 
                 “Holy shit. I can't believe it finally happened.” he wore a relaxed smile, and put his arms behind his head as if gloating over an accomplishment. I was still recovering the mind blowing multiple orgasmic, nearly passing out experience that I had just been blessed with. Even in my most depraved fantasies, Noah was not the kinky, domination driven alpha male that he was quickly proving himself to be. His overtly masculine sexuality suited me well, and put me right in my place as a first time submissive. “Unicorn, by the way. That's our safe word.” simply by mentioning it, he acknowledged that we may need it. Perhaps my gasping had been what brought it to his attention. 
 
    
 
                 “This is pretty crazy, what we're doing.” I looked over to him, to see if he felt the same. After being thoroughly pleased and dominated, lingering doubts were creeping back into my conscious attention. 
 
    
 
                 “Is it really?” he asked with a shrug. “We are taking care of our desires, we aren't hurting anyone. If it's crazy, it's only crazy because other people are too afraid to take what they really want.” 
 
    
 
                 “Oh yeah?” 
 
    
 
                 “I don't know, but I know I want you. I know that my feelings aren't going anywhere, no matter how much I try to get rid of them. This isn't a choice me and you, it is a necessity. No one has ever kept me up at night, or dominated my thoughts and dreams like you. Now I have to pay you back. I have to dominate you the way that you have tormented me. If you can keep up with me, we are going to have an awful lot of fun.” 
 
    
 
                 “Noah! You're so bad.” I glanced up over my head, eyeing my predicament. I was dripping with cum and tied to my bed. 
 
    
 
                 “You don't feel the same?” he noticed that I was still tied up, and let me loose. 
 
    
 
                 “No I do. I am ashamed at how much I care about you, but almost more ashamed that we let so much time pass before one of us made a move.” it's awfully weird how you can know someone for years, and be forced to keep your feelings hidden for one reason or another. Still, those feelings never go anywhere, they only build and grow, and become temporarily misplaced. They're always there, and once you can open up and communicate, acknowledge them, the entire dynamic of a relationship can change in a snap. We had been living together for some time, harboring secrets while at the same time  kindling a romance. Neither of us came out and said anything, and that made it rough because we couldn't outwardly express things. We still found ways to stay connected, to talk and grow closer. Our heavy flirtation had blossomed from this, and then grown wildly out of control inside each of us until it could no longer be contained. A bottle of wine and a shoulder rub had been where things spilled over. That night was only the beginning of our  escapades, and a tiny glimpse at the dark sexual dominator that would become my true master. 
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