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 A Hunger Without Name






I like to think of
myself as the sort of woman that has everything within her control.
I’m not reckless, nor careless, and definitely not foolish. As a
forty-two year old sultry woman, I’ve built a life with my husband
Richard that most people would find envious. I take care of our
home, I nurture our marriage, I make sure everything and everyone
feels protected and pampered by me. And yet… I’ve been struggling
with a secret I am unable to share with anyone.

It all started when
John decided to move back into the house two months ago. John is my
stepson. Twenty-three years old, a college graduate, full of charm,
energy, and that intoxicating confidence that makes me jealous at
times. He’s not related to me by blood—Richard had him and another
kid from a previous marriage long before I entered the picture—but
I’ve watched him grow, watched him turn from a lanky teenager into
the man who now lingers in my thoughts far too often. And the worst
part? I can’t stop it.

This morning was like
any other. The sun poured through the kitchen windows as I whisked
eggs with a bit of pepper, pretending everything was like any other
morning. I heard his footsteps before I saw him.

“Morning, V,” he
said, voice thick with sleep, knowing well that I dislike being
labeled as anything but his father's wife, which is why he gets to
call me by my name or simply minimize it to a simple letter.

I turned, and there
he was—sweatpants, a loose T-shirt, barefoot, hair damp from his
shower. Just a magnificent specimen. He leaned against the counter
like he owned the space. My pulse began to jump.

“G’morning, John,” I
managed to respond, focusing on the frying pan and eggs. “Breakfast
is almost ready.”

“You don’t have to
cook for me,” he teased by jiggling a glass, indicating that would
be his breakfast. “I can grab something later.”

“Nonsense,” I said
automatically, almost fierce. “If you’re here, you eat. That’s the
rule of this house. That's my rule”. He only looked at me and
grinned. God help me, that grin.

I tried to keep my
composure and not to look at him, but I caught a glimpse anyway.
His shirt clung in all the ways it shouldn’t, hinting at his
magnificent muscles that weren’t there just a few years ago. I felt
my cheeks suddenly turning red and quickly turned back to the eggs.
At the table, he carelessly stretched his legs out, keeping a
comfortable posture, while I busied myself with pouring his
juice.

“Bacon’s a little
burnt and crispy today,” he said, biting into it with a smirk.

I rolled my eyes at
him, something I do every time he starts acting like a smartass.
“Eat it or starve.”

He laughed without
making too much of a ruckus, seeing how he took a sip of the juice
to wash down the bacon stuck in his throat. His laugh was light,
easy, playful, making me laugh too. Too easily.

When he reached
across to me to grab the pitcher that had the juice, his arm
brushed mine. Just a gentle touch. Barely anything. But it was
enough to send a jolt straight down my spine. He didn’t even seem
to notice my reaction. But I froze, clutching the plate in my hands
as if it were a safety blanket. I excused myself to the sink,
rinsing a dish that didn’t need rinsing, trying to calm my
breathing.

This is ridiculous,
Veronika. Get a grip. But the problem was so clear that it didn't
make any sense. I couldn’t control myself.

When evening came, my
loving husband Richard called to say he’d be working late. I poured
myself a glass of red wine and curled up on the couch with a book
I've been meaning to read for nearly a month. Normally, these quiet
moments were the highlight of my day. But not tonight and that's
because John appeared again.

He wore jeans and a
fitted black T-shirt, keys dangling from his hand. He paused when
he saw me. Reading the room before gazing at me.

“Heading out?” I
asked, lifting my eyes from the book, keeping a casual tone.

“Maybe. Some friends
want to meet up, but I don’t know.” I could tell that he wasn't
invested in the idea of heading out.

“You should go,” I
said quickly, trying to get him out of the house for at least a few
hours. “You’re still young. Go wild and have fun.”

He studied me for
what felt like an eternity, his expression unreadable, his posture
like an obedient soldier. Then, with a shrug, he tossed the keys on
the coffee table and sat beside me. He didn't sit on the other end
of the couch. Right next to me. I pretended to focus on my book,
but my eyes kept sliding to him. I knew I should have worn
something more appropriate instead of my loose pajama top and baggy
pajama bottoms with the elastic almost worn out of the waist.

“What are you
reading?” he asked, showing genuine interest in what I was
reading.

I showed him the
cover, ensuring to keep my eyes away from him while struggling to
not blush.

“Always the
classics,” he said with a little laugh. “You and Dad are so
different. He’d rather watch sports and sports reruns all night. I
still don't get how he ended up with you”

“We balance each
other out. You know what they say. Opposites attract.” I replied,
forcing a timid smile.

But my pulse began to
betray me. My breathing becoming more unsteady. The lamp’s soft
glow made his eyes look darker, sharper. When his knee brushed
against mine, I felt like I was walking on cloud nine. Did he know
what he was doing? Was it accidental?

“Veronika?” he said
suddenly. My name in his voice nearly unraveled me. I never knew my
name could sound so wonderful coming from his mouth.

“¿Yes?” I don't know
what he has in mind, but what I do know is that I'm beginning to
see how my fingers are fidgeting on the edge of my book.

He hesitated for a
moment, as if weighing his words to ensure they are exactly the
correct ones he needs to use. Then he smiled faintly, even seeing
how his shoulders fell. “Never mind.”

And just like that,
he picked up his keys again, leaving me alone on this large couch.
“Maybe I will head out after all. Don’t wait up.”

I nodded, not saying
a word, observing how he walked away. When the door shut, I sat
frozen, my book forgotten in my lap. My heart was still racing, my
palms felt clammy, my skin warm, my thoughts in absolute chaos.






Later in the night,
my husband returned to me, expression filled with worries and
exhaustion. I offered him a glass of red wine, but he insisted on
going right to bed. Once we both got into our cozy bed, Richard
pressed himself to me, wrapping his arms around me. He smelled of
coffee. He told me about his day, and I listened while dozing off,
laughed at the right parts, and kissed him back when he kissed me.
Because nothing is wrong with us. Nothing at all.

And yet… When I
closed my eyes, all I could feel was John’s knee against mine,
remembering how unsettling it made me feel. It was only a brush,
and yet, it meant much more to me. All I did was remember the way
he had said my name. It was a whisper I tried to ignore. But deep
down, I knew it was leading down a hole I wouldn't be able to come
out of.



 The Edge of Innocence


If I thought simply
ignoring my feelings for my stepson would make them vanish, I was
wrong. Every day seemed to test me in some new way. A laugh too
close, a shirtless walk from his room to the laundry, his voice
echoing down the hallway when he called out for me, singing my
name. Each moment seemed ordinary, but for me, it was anything but
ordinary. And the worst part? John had no idea of what was
occurring. Or maybe he did. I couldn’t tell anymore.

When my husband left
for work, I began doing my regular activities to keep my head
occupied. During the afternoon, I was folding laundry in the living
room. I kept it simple by wearing some worn out jeans and a loose
t-shirt. I like to keep it comfortable when I'm busy. The house was
quiet except for the hum of the dryer. I bent over the basket,
sorting Richard’s shirts from John’s, and I noticed something I
shouldn’t have. My stepson's clothes smelled different—clean
detergent, yes, but underneath, the unmistakable trace of his
unique aroma. Stronger, sharper, more distracting than I wanted it
to be. I pressed a T-shirt to my face without thinking, enjoying
such a delicious aroma, feeling how my body was beginning to heat
up, then immediately dropped it, horrified.

“God, what is wrong
with me?” I whispered, shaking my head of all those cobwebs that
don't allow me to think straight.

“Talking to yourself
again?” John appears out of nowhere, sounding as confident as
always.

I jumped. John stood
in the doorway, eyebrows raised, a crooked smile on his face,
celebrating that he was able to make me react this way.

“I—I didn’t hear you
come in,” I stammered, clutching a folded towel like a shield.

“Didn’t mean to sneak
up.” He crossed the room, casually plucking a pair of socks from
the basket. “Thanks for doing this, by the way. I should be
handling my own laundry.”

“It’s fine,” I said
too quickly, feeling how my lips were trembling. “I don’t
mind.”

But I did
mind—because the simple act of folding his clothes felt far too
intimate. I must be losing my mind.

When evening arrived,
my hubby suggested we all watch a movie together—family night,
that's what he called it. His idea of bonding. John’s sister,
Emily, curled up on one end of the sofa, already scrolling through
her phone. Richard claimed his recliner, leaving the long couch to
me and John.

I tried to keep my
distance, but somehow the space closed between us. His leg
stretched out, brushing mine. He didn’t pull back. He didn't seem
like he wanted to move it. Neither did I. I told myself it was
harmless. But the warmth sensation of sinful lust spreading through
me said otherwise. At one point, I reached for the bowl of popcorn
at the same time he did. Our fingers touched. It only happened for
a second. But the contact lingered longer than it should have.

Emily groaned at the
screen, oblivious to what was occurring between her brother and me.
Richard chuckled at some joke in the movie that I didn't quite get
but laughed anyway. Meanwhile, I sat there, hand tingling, caught
between guilt and exhilaration. John glanced at me, and I swear
there was a flicker in his eyes—a curious expression that told me
that he knew something.


Later that night, I
stepped into the kitchen to rinse the popcorn bowl. Everyone had
gone to their own little world after the movie. The house had gone
quiet; Richard had gone upstairs to take a bath, and Emily was in
her room with music playing faintly through the walls. I turned,
startled again, to find John leaning against the doorway. His
posture was calm with an inquisitive expression on his face.

“You okay?” he asked
softly, keeping his arms crossed against his chest.

“Yes,” I lied, heart
racing. rinsing the bowl a second time, even if the first time left
it sparkling clean. “Why?”

“You seemed…
distracted during the movie. Almost as if you weren't even paying
attention to the plot. You seemed to be somewhere else”.

I forced a smile
while taking a paper towel to dry the bowl and then place it away.
“I was just tired.”

He studied me in a
way that made my skin feel bare. His eyes went up and down











cover.jpg
1%

‘c \\‘

fe Who

es1st Eer

Stepson

A CHEATING STEPMOM/STEPSON TALE

Raven W. Rabella





