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The Story

“I entered slowly in my stepmom”

The first thing I noticed about him was how handsome he was. In fact, I noticed that before I recognized him as my stepson. The train station was busy that day and I was idly scanning the crowds, waiting to see him emerge from one of the carriages. My eyes alighted for a moment on a tall man dressed in a smart blue shirt. His hair was neatly parted, and he wore a narrow pair of silver glasses. About twenty years old, I would say at a guess. He was just the kind of man I always went for – the intellectual-looking kind. Men who tended to have a piercing gaze and a good vocabulary.

I watched him make his way up the platform. Plainly he was looking for someone as well – his head turned this way and that as he scanned the waiting people. Then, to my surprise, his gaze landed on me, and a broad smile spread across his face. He made for me, arms outstretched, ready for a hug. He was acting as though we weren’t strangers at all, but people who had known each other for all their lives.

At the last moment before he reached me, it clicked. Of course, his face looked familiar. This man, who only moments ago I had been idly admiring, was in fact my stepson. Now that I had made the connection it was glaringly obvious. I could even recognize his familiar features – there were those small ears, that neat, slightly-upturned nose and those deep blue eyes.

“Josh!” I cried, and opened my arms to him. We hugged, long and hard on the station platform. “You’ve grown so much I barely recognized you,” I said.

“Well Karen, you haven’t changed a bit,” said Josh. Together we started walking towards the car park. He was a head taller than me, and his hug had been stronger than I expected. He exuded something – a certain aura of power or confidence that hadn’t been there the last time I spoke with him face to face. He always called me mom at home and Karen my first name outside of our home.

“It’s been so long,” I said. “Must be… oh, three or four years by now, right?”

“At least that,” said Josh. “It’s good to see you again.”

Josh had moved away several years ago to attend university. At the time I had been married to his biological father, who by any standards had been a rather unpleasant man. I’d loved him, of course, but love was not enough to sustain that poisonous relationship. Josh had gone away to university in part to escape, and I had found myself envious of him. Escape was what I wanted as well – and it was what I had found, eventually, one night when I simply climbed into the car, drove away and kept on driving.

I don’t know what had happened to his biological father. Not exactly, anyway. He’d gone away to fight in some foreign war, and we hadn’t heard from him since. So really, I was the only family Josh had left. Although he was my stepson I had vowed to raise him like my own ever since I knew him. We’d always been close. Matter of fact he’d often seemed almost jealous of my relationship with his own father. I’d loved and cared for him as truly as if he’d been my own flesh and blood.

The process of getting back in touch with my stepson and of arranging once more to meet had taken far too long. Part of that delay had been my fault, of course. The whole subject was a painful one for me, and having made my dash for freedom I wanted nothing more than to enjoy my own life again for a little while. But I had missed Josh dearly, and it was wonderful to see him again now, to walk beside him. Wonderful to know that he had grown into such a handsome and capable and polite young man.

That was something that I couldn’t help but wonder at, because Josh really and truly was a man now. There was no denying that. He had been a boy when he departed, but in the intervening years he had most certainly grown. I felt a warm sense of pride to be walking alongside him.

We climbed into the car and I pulled out into the rush hour traffic. As we hummed along I couldn’t stop myself glancing sideways at the man who sat beside me, looking as at ease in the seat of an unfamiliar car as he had in the train station. “I can’t believe you recognized me,” I said. “After all this time.”

“It wasn’t hard,” he assured me. “You look as young as you used to. Younger even.”

“Life’s been less stressful of late,” I said. “In fact, I’ve rather been enjoying my freedom.”

“Good. You should enjoy yourself. You’re only thirty-eight after all.”

“Thirty-nine,” I corrected him, but I did so with a smile.

The conversation flowed easily all the way out of the city and back toward my house. I was delighted to discover that he was funny as well as handsome, and that he talked quite easily, quite maturely about anything and everything. It was a joy just to sit there and listen to him. It reminded me a little of being on a date, in fact. And why shouldn’t it? We were, I reasoned, probably both nervous about this meeting, both anxious to create a good impression, and both disposed to like the other. There was something undeniably date-like about it – which perhaps explained the odd sense of excitement I felt in the pit of my stomach.

I lived on my own in a small apartment in a little village just outside of the city. I parked up, and we climbed out. Josh looked around, taking in the narrow road down which we’d travelled. “This is quaint,” he said. “I like it.”

“Probably a little quieter than what you’re used to,” I said apologetically. “I’m afraid there’s not much going on around here.”

“I’m sure there’ll be plenty to keep me amused,” said Josh. Our eyes met, and I felt a little spark of excitement travel from my chest down to my belly. What an odd thing to feel, I reflected, as I let Josh into my apartment. Excitement was natural, of course, but this was much more the kind of excitement you might expect when running into an old boyfriend in town, not when meeting your stepson for the first time in several years. “Let me give you the tour,” I said.

My apartment was fairly modest, and so there really wasn’t that much to show. There was the little kitchen, the living room with its sofa bed, where he would be sleeping, the bathroom and the porch where I grew tomato plants. There was also the tiny triangle of garden out back that belonged to me. I had fallen in love with the garden when I first moved in, and spent a good many hours out in the sunshine each summer weeding the little patch of lawn and tending to my beds of flowers. It was looking particularly neat today, and I walked him around it with a real sense of pride.

“I like your apartment,” he said politely.

I laughed, “Oh, it’s not much, really. Just enough for one person.”

“It’s cute,” he said. Then he stretched expansively and yawned. “What now?” he asked. “Cup of tea?”

I put the kettle on and dropped teabags into mugs, while he lay down on the sofa. Even in a strange apartment he was completely at home, completely comfortable. It was amazing. I’d always admired that kind of confidence in a man – the ability to enter a room and just occupy the space as though it belonged to you. Not threateningly, of course, or in a bullying way – just naturally and easily.

I took the tea into the lounge and set it down on the little table, then gently hooked his legs out of the way and sat down on the sofa. The fleeting moment of contact – our first since the hug at the station – sent a thrill through me. His legs were soft, but clearly muscular. Once I’d sat down he put his legs back up where they’d been, so that they stretched now across my lap. We both laughed at the slight strangeness of the position, but neither of us seemed to want to move. I folded my arms and rested them lightly on his knees.

“You must be tired,” I said. “After your journey.”

“Shattered,” he said. “But there’s so much I want to talk to you about.”

“There’ll be plenty of time for that later on,” I said. “You can have a little sleep now, if you want.”

“Thanks,” said Josh. He shut his eyes and relaxed back into the sofa. “Wake me up in twenty minutes, won’t you?”

I was quite happy to sit there, pinned to the sofa by my stepson’s legs. I didn’t even feel bored – in fact, I managed to keep myself quite occupied by studying at length his face and his body as he slept. There was something beautifully unguarded about men when they slept, and Josh was no exceptions. His face was relaxed, his body at ease, everything about him calm and sleepy. I watched his eyes move slightly behind his eyelids and wondered what he might be dreaming about.

For a moment, completely unbidden, the thought that he might be dreaming about me floated into my head. I dismissed it at once. I was sure that he had plenty of other things to be dreaming about. Nevertheless I couldn’t help but wonder how he might perceive me. If he did dream about me would I be… attractive to him? Or motherly? Did he see my as young or old, slim or chubby, tired or energetic? It was so hard to guess at such things, but I found myself hoping fervently that he found my at least a little bit attractive.

While my stepson napped, and I watched him nap, the sun dropped lower on the horizon. Just as it was about to set I woke up him up by reaching out and gently shaking his shoulder. He opened his eyes almost at once, and completely without a start. He looked as though he’d just been resting for a moment.

“Hey,” he said, his voice still soft from sleep.

“Hey,” I said. “I let you sleep for a bit longer than you said, but I figured you might need the rest.”

He sat up and rubbed his eyes with his knuckles. “What time is it?” Then he caught sight of the sunset outside the window of my apartment. “Wow,” he said. “That’s really something.”

“Isn’t it,” I said. “And I get to watch it every day.”

We sat there, the two of us, watching the sun sink below the horizon. At least, that’s what Josh seemed to be watching. I myself was watching him, memorizing the shape of his jaw, the curve of his neck, the little hairs at the nape. I wanted to touch him just there, but I was worried. What if he just shrugged me off? What if he thought that I was weird, and decided he’d rather not stay after all? What if I surprised him and he jumped out of his skin?

I took a deep breath, and reached out, placing my hand gently on the back of my stepson’s neck, my fingers resting in the short hair on the back of his head. It was soft and downy, like the fur of a cat, and I really loved the feel. Since Josh hadn’t reacted to my touch, I felt brave. I gave his hair a couple of gentle strokes.

“That’s nice,” he said, without turning around. He was still watching the sun set. “Keep doing that. Feels good.”

I was only too happy to oblige. I rubbed the back of his neck for ten wonderful minutes, while the sun disappeared and night dropped over the village. By the end of that time I knew the shape of the muscles in his neck as well as I knew the shape of my own hand. He turned and smiled at me.

“Thanks, Mum,” he said. “It’s good to see you again.”

“You too,” I said. “Really good. Really, really good.”

For a moment, almost imperceptibly, the air between us thickened. It was so slight that I could have simply imagined it. It was the kind of tension I wasn’t used to experiencing with a man, let alone my own son, and the intensity of it threw me off balance for a moment. I blinked. The moment broke. Josh stood and stretched again.

“Well,” he said. “I suppose I should see about getting unpacked.”

*I awoke the next morning to the smell of coffee and frying bacon. I lay for a moment in my bed, warm and sleepy, trying to work out what was going on. Who was making breakfast in the kitchen? I glanced at the bed beside me. It could only be a man, but his identity escaped me for a moment or two. Was he my lover? Had he risen from the bed beside my without waking me and padded into the kitchen to get started on breakfast? Perhaps he would return any moment with a glass of orange juice and greet me with a kiss on the mouth. Strange that I should have forgotten his identity…

And then all at once it came back to me. Of course, the man preparing breakfast for me in the kitchen was not a lover at all, but my son. My stepson who had come to visit for a week to catch up. I felt myself flushing with a mixture of embarrassment and pleasure – embarrassment at having confused my stepson with a potential lover, and pleasure at the thought of Josh standing in my kitchen, cooking with my bacon and eggs and coffee as though he owned the place. There was something so wonderfully confident about that boy.

I lay in bed and listened to the sounds from the kitchen a little while longer. I heard the stove being switched off, and plates and cups being assembled onto a tray. When I heard footsteps, I quickly shut my eyes and pretended to be asleep. Josh entered the room quietly and set the tray down on the bedside table. I had to resist smiling in pleasure. I felt the mattress give as he sat down on the edge of the bed beside me.

“Morning you,” he said. He reached out and gently brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. It was an oddly intimate gesture, the tenderness of which took me by surprise. I liked it. With a show of sleepiness, I opened my eyes and sat up, and then cast a surprised look towards the breakfast tray.

“Oh, you made breakfast. How lovely!”

“I thought I should make myself useful,” he said, and took a sip of his coffee. “Eat up, before it gets cold.” He was even more handsome when his hair was ruffled from sleep, I reflected. Some people woke up each morning looking like death, but Josh was certainly not amongst them. I hoped that I myself looked presentable.

“Well,” said Josh. “What shall we do today?”

“The world’s our oyster,” I said. “How about a walk around the town?”

We decided that a walk around town would be a perfect way to spend the morning. The day had dawned bright and still, with the sun hanging up there in a perfectly blue sky like a lump of yellow paint. I felt its warmth on my skin the moment I stepped outside the door, and hummed to myself at the pleasantness of it.

We set off on a slow circuit around the little village that was my home. There wasn’t much to see, but that didn’t seem to matter. We had plenty to talk about. We strolled past the old mill, the little pub, the river and the main shopping street as Josh told me about his time at university, his studies, his friends, his life. He talked easily and confidently, and I was happy to listen without interrupting. It seemed as though he’d had quite a good time at university: there had been plenty of drinking, plenty of adventures, and plenty of good friends. There had also, I gathered, been quite a number of girlfriends. I wasn’t surprised. Of course all the young girls at university would be falling over themselves to go out with a boy as attractive and confident as my stepson. He would be, I imagined, very much in demand.

For a moment I reflected on all the pretty young things he must have kissed in his years away from me. I felt something smoulder in my stomach. Was that… jealousy? Was I jealous of his university girlfriends? No doubt they were younger and more attractive than me, but why should that matter? It wasn’t as though I were competing with them in any way. Or was I jealous of my stepson – enjoying his fit, healthy, young body while I had remained more or less celibate for the last few years?

I brushed my thoughts away. They were inappropriate, of course, but ever since Josh arrived at the station it seemed as though I’d been having inappropriate thoughts – ones that I was quite powerless to put a stop to. Perhaps I should just relax and enjoy them for what they were: idle wonderings and fantasies.

The question that rose to the surface of my mind was, of course, whether or not he had a current girlfriend. I plucked up the courage to ask him as they wandered past the market. “And so is there anyone I should know about at the moment? Any pretty young thing who’s fluttered my eyelashes at you?”

He laughed, and I felt pleased that I had amused him. “There is a girl, as it happens,” he said. “Jennifer’s her name. She’s lovely. I think you’d like her.”

“Jennifer,” I tried the name out in my mouth, and found that I did kind of like it. At the same time though my mind bubbled with questions. Who was Jennifer? Was she pretty? How old was she? I mulled it over for a moment, and then picked the most burning of my queries. “And is it serious, between you and her?”

“Serious?” said Josh thoughtfully. “No, I wouldn’t say it was serious. We both like to have fun. And Jennifer’s pretty crazy, so we both more or less do what we want.” He caught himself. “I don’t suppose you want to know about that though, do you?” he said. “Let’s just say that she’s an interesting girl, and I like her.”

“Let’s just say that,” I said. And just then an image flared up in my head. It only lingered for a very brief moment before I dismissed it, but it was impressively vivid. I imagined my son, naked and clinched in an embrace with a beautiful blonde girl of about his own age. Their lips were locked together, their legs tangled, and my son’s cock was plunged deep between the girl’s soft legs.

It was a beautiful image, but a strange one, and I didn’t allow it to linger in my brain. All the same I felt a pulse of warmth travel down through my body, and gave a little shiver from tip to toe.

“You okay?” said Josh lightly.

“Quite okay, thank you,” I said. there was no way Josh could know what I’d just been thinking. Which was a good thing too, I reflected.

We strolled on through the village, enjoying the sights and sounds of the market on a busy weekend morning. Already we’d reached the stage of being able to be comfortably silent in one another’s company. After a moment’s hesitation, I reached out and took hold of Josh’s hand, and we walked together hand in hand. After another little while Josh adjusted his grip, and interlaced his fingers with mine. Again I experienced the pleasant thrill of physical touch, the surprise of flesh against my flesh.

It was lovely on several levels to be walking along with a handsome man like Josh on a sunny day in the middle of the village. All the more so because of the admiring glances that were thrown my way by passersby, acquaintances and neighbors. Some of them looked surprised at first to see me with male company, but their looks of shock quickly turned to admiration as they took in Josh’s frame – his attractive features and neatly-cut hair. I could guess what they were thinking. They were thinking that I had done well for myself – and they were right.

There was no way, of course, that any of them could know that Josh was not my partner, but in fact my stepson. I took a certain pleasure in the confusion I knew I must be causing. The village was a gossipy place at the best of times, and the sight of my with an unidentified male would send the rumour mills into overdrive. But I didn’t care. In fact, I delighted in it. Let them speculate. Let them guess. Let them be jealous even. There was no way at all that they would possibly guess the truth.

Our walk lasted a couple of hours, and in that time we covered a good few years of one another’s lives. I at first tried to keep what I let on about myself deliberately vague, but soon discovered that this just wasn’t possible with Josh. Unlike other people he really listened, and he asked questions often, burrowing down through the layers of what I said until he arrived at the bare-faced truth. In anyone else I might have found this characteristic annoying, but in Josh I couldn’t admire it more.

When we arrived back at my apartment we both decided that it was too pleasant a day to spend indoors. I fetched a picnic blanket and spread it out on the lawn, and we lay down there, side by side. It was oddly intimate to lay stretched out in the sun there beside him. In fact, I realized, I hadn’t done any such thing with a man for almost a year.

The sun was warm and we were both tired from our walk. Soon enough I felt myself drifting off to sleep. I didn’t resist, but let my mind wander around the deliciously warm presence of Josh’s body beside me. How strong he was, and how confident, and how beautiful, and how close. All the more amazing that he was someone who I had raised, someone who I had once been mother to – who now lay there bigger and stronger than myself.

Perhaps it was the fact that I was thinking about Josh when I fell asleep that lead me to have such strange dreams, or perhaps it was just the way my mind was working. I dreamed once more that image of Josh and the blonde girl woven together in a tight embrace. Their bodies writhed against one another, and Josh wove his hand into the girl’s hair and pulled, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her. He flexed his hips, thrusting into her with torturous slowness. Her hands gripped his shoulders, quivering.

I watched the scene unfold with frank curiosity. I was sure, now that I’d met and spoken to him, that my stepson was good in bed, and so I was keen to see him perform. It might have been awkward, but for some reason I didn’t feel in the least bit embarrassed. Neither, seemingly, did Josh. He paused in the act of planting a series of kisses on the blonde girl’s neck, looked up, made eye contact with me, and winked.

This seemed to me like complicit permission. My dream-self drifted closer, until I was practically standing beside the pair. The blonde girl was breathing heavily, gasping each time my son thrust into her. I glanced down towards Josh’s crotch, and was pleased to see that his cock was a magnificent one – both long and thick. The veiny length of it disappeared into the girl’s neatly trimmed pink pussy. With each thrust he drew back as far as he could before sinking him member home again.

I felt my dream-self tingle as I imagined what it must feel like to have that thick, strong cock pumped into me. It would be exquisite, of course. And to have Josh’s powerful arms wrapped around me as well – to feel his tongue exploring my mouth. Oh, it would be perfect.

Josh lifted his head from the blonde girl’s mouth and winked at me again, seemingly inviting me. Tentative at first I stepped forward. It would be too much to try and touch Josh just yet, but I could touch the girl. I wanted to make Josh feel good. Perhaps he’d like to see the blonde girl restrained a little? He seemed like the dominant type. It would be pleasing to him, perhaps, to have his girl’s arms pinned behind her back.

I reached up and gently took the blonde girl’s wrists, flexing them behind her back and pinning them there with one of my own hands. With the other I reached around into the hot space between the two lovers to find the girl’s breast. It was pert, the nipple engorged, and I took pleasure in squeezing it in my hand like a ripe piece of fruit.

The girl moaned in pleasure, and threw her head back. Her soft blonde hair fell against my collarbone, and that seemed like a signal. I pressed into the girl, rubbing my body up against hers, inhaling the scent of her, even finding her tender little ear with my teeth and biting down. My free hand roved from the girl’s breast to her throat and up to her mouth, where I stuck two fingers in for the girl to suck. It felt amazing to have the tense, nubile young body of the girl against me, and even more amazing to know that I was aiding in my son’s pleasure, that I was presenting this ripe young thing to him like a gift-wrapped present.

“Oh, Josh,” I murmured, my voice thick. “Fuck her for me Josh. Fuck her nice and hard and slow. Fuck her really good for me, Josh. I want to see how good your cock makes her feel.” The words spilled out of my mouth, shocking even me. I’d never been particularly vocal in the bedroom before, much as I’d wanted to be. In my dreams, it seemed, I was rather more imaginative than in real life.

Josh groaned then – a sound that I could identify even if I hadn’t heard it in years. It was the sound that a man makes when he’s about to come – a surprisingly high and urgent sound, dripping with pleasure, loaded with anticipation. I redoubled my grip on the girl and thrust her towards my son, murmuring words of encouragement.

And that – that exact moment – was when I decided to wake up. I opened my eyes and found myself back in my garden, lying on picnic blanket beside my son. I glanced at him. He was sounds asleep – which was a good thing too, as I had a sneaky suspicion that I might have been talking in my sleep. Quietly I sat up. There was a distinct wetness between my legs, a slippery, pleasurable sweetness that I hadn’t felt in far too long. And there was Josh beside me, stretched out, relaxed, quite calm and quite asleep.

I bit my lip. What I wanted to do right at that moment was to reach out and touch Josh between the legs. Feel his cock. Feel if he was really as big as he had been in the dream. Maybe feel if he was even a little bit hard at the moment. And if he wasn’t hard I wanted to touch him through his jeans, stroke him tenderly and carefully without waking him until he was, until he stood up fully erect. And then I would undo his trousers and bring out his thick cock and lower my mouth to it and taste him, fill my mouth with his cock…

My hand hovered an inch above him. It would be so easy to do. But I couldn’t. It wouldn’t be right, I knew that. There could, in fact, be nothing more wrong. And yet the very wrongness of it just made me want it more. I felt as though there was a fire burning inside my chest – a fire fueled by desire and by excitement. I’d been all but celibate these last few years – why couldn’t I just have a little fun now? Why couldn’t I have what I so fervently desired…

The sun, waning in the sky now, shone down on both of us. Birds sang and the grass tickled the backs of my legs. It was so quiet there, alone with my stepson. Very carefully, very quietly, not wanting to disturb him, I withdrew my hand. Then I leant down and – as lightly as I possibly could – planted a kiss on his lips. It was all I dared to do for now. And when it was done I stood up and padded back inside. These thoughts couldn’t be allowed to carry on, I decided. I would have to see to myself, make myself come. Perhaps then I’d stop looking at my stepson in such a terribly inappropriate way.

That evening when we had dinner together, I was still as preoccupied as ever. While Josh slept in the garden I had crept inside and climbed into the shower. Switching on a steady stream of warm water I’d planted one hand against the tiles and plunged the other between my legs, stroking away slowly at first and then faster and faster until I reached an explosive orgasm. While I came I thought of Josh’s face, his muscular body, his hands touching me all over. It was the best orgasm I’d had in ages, and it left me shaking. My desire barely diminished though, and I made myself come another three times before I was finally finished with my shower.

Climbing out, I’d dried myself and got dressed and gone back to the garden. Josh was still asleep; he’d been asleep and unsuspecting the entire time. I felt dirty for my deception, but it was the good, alluring kind of dirty that I really quite liked to feel, and didn’t get to experience nearly often enough.

In the end I’d joined Josh once more on the lawn and we’d slept for another couple of hours, before waking together as the sun went down. As I rose from the grass I wondered if my episode in the shower had really even happened at all, of if it had all been some kind of brief, erotic dream. It was an oddly vivid one if so. And an odd attraction to have in the first instance. Surely my feelings towards Josh should lean more towards the motherly than the erotic?

Worries about my feelings and happy reflections on my session in the shower alternated through my head all evening. Which is perhaps why I was so quiet and pensive as we sat down for dinner that evening. I had cooked us some simple food: rice and stir-fry vegetables, which we were both enjoying with a glass of red wine.

“This is lovely,” said Josh. “Thank you. I don’t get to eat such nice food very often.”

“Oh? Never learned to cook as a student?” I said absently.

“Afraid not,” said Josh. “It was three years of beans on toast and awful pasta.”

I laughed. “Well, I’ll teach you if you like. It can’t be that hard – you look like a fast learner.”

“Oh, I am,” said Josh. “And I’d like that. I’d like you to teach me.”

I blinked. The phrase, in Josh’s mouth, had an oddly loaded feel to it. I wondered, not for the first time, if there was something slightly flirtatious in the way he spoke to me. The possibility filled me with nervous excitement. It was one thing to have this odd fantasy, but quite another for my interest to be returned by the attractive, muscular, well-spoken young man sitting opposite me. For a moment I couldn’t resist losing myself in fantasy again: I was back in the shower, but this time I was not alone. Josh was with me, and his strong hands were pinning me against the tile…

“Did you have a good sleep this afternoon?” said Josh, interrupting my reverie. “I woke up once or twice and you were lost to the world. You looked as though you were having pleasant dreams.”

I laughed again, but nervously this time. “Pleasant dreams?” I said. “You could say that, I suppose.”

“What do you mean?” enquired Josh politely.

“Oh, nothing,” I said.

We continued to eat in peaceable silence, but for me the quiet was suddenly charged with a powerful electricity. I was aware of every single movement that Josh made just across the table from me. I waited with baited breath for him to speak again. Surely he couldn’t be feeling the same things that I was feeling. That would simply be too much, too impossible. The things I felt were unspeakable, and to hope that we both might want the same things was to hope too much.

And yet, all the same, I couldn’t stop myself. It would be wonderful if he did want to touch me. Wonderful if he desired my body as much as I desired his. I felt as though they were two parts of an explosive device, sitting on opposite sides of the table. It would take so little for them to come together, to unite, to explode, and yet they couldn’t just yet. Everything hung in the balance.

“Well,” I said at last, “I actually had some quite lovely dreams.”

“Oh, yes?” said Josh. “Tell me about them. I quite like hearing about dreams.”

“Do you really?”

“Yeah. I interpret them, sometimes. Just for fun. But if you tell me your dream, I’ll do my best to tell you what it might mean.”

I considered this for a moment. There was never going to be a better time to admit the thoughts that had been running through my head. It was now or never. “Well,” I said, “as it happens the dream was about you.”

“About me?”

“Yes. Yes it was. You were there in my dream, along with a blonde girl. I think I was supposed to be Jennifer – except, of course, I’ve never seen Jennifer, so I suppose my brain just sort of made her up. She was blonde and shorter than you and really quite attractive. I imagine you do date quite attractive girls. After all, you’re rather handsome.”

“Thank you,” said Josh. “And as it happens Jennifer is actually blonde. How funny.”

I nodded. “You and she were both there in my dream. I was watching you. I think you knew I was there, but I’m not sure that Jennifer did.”

“What were we doing?” said Josh, his voice light, conversational. I paused. After this there would be no going back. All or nothing.

“You were having sex,” I said.

There was silence. Dead silence. Thick silence that filled the room. I held my breath. Josh put down his knife and fork. His face was, for a moment, unreadable. Then he leaned forward a little and rested his chin on his hand. “Tell me more,” he said. And my heart leapt, because he wasn’t frowning in disgust, but smiling as though he was intrigued.

“You and her were naked,” I said. Josh’s acceptance of the premise of my dream had filled me with a strange kind of confidence. It was a little bit like being drunk. Things suddenly seemed freer, easier, a little bit more surreal. I could say anything, it seemed, when I felt this way. “You were both naked and you were embracing each other. You were standing up. Kissing. Your mouth on her mouth. And you were… well, inside her. And you were making love to her.” I paused again, and my eyes flicked upwards from the tablecloth to Josh’s face to check his reaction. He was still smiling, and he made a little gesture as though encouraging me to go on. I needed no further prompting. “You were fucking her quite slowly,” I said. “Slowly but forcefully, if you see what I mean. Long strokes. And she was enjoying it so much. You could see it on her face and in her body. She had an amazing body by the way. So did you. It was such a pleasure to watch you enjoying yourself with her like that.”

“And then what happened?”

I was gaining confidence now. The words came easily, tumbling out of my mouth. “After a while you looked up at me and winked and sort of beckoned me over. And so over I went, and all I wanted to do was help, and make you feel good, and make it more pleasurable for you. So I took the girl’s hands and I pinned them behind her back, and I pulled her hair and I pushed her hard against you. I thought you would like that. I thought you’d like to see me handle her a little roughly. And I watched you fucking her. I could have watched all day. It was really beautiful, and it felt so good to be making you feel good with her. And then…”

Josh’s voice was barely above a whisper. “Then?”

“And then you came. You groaned and you shuddered and you came right into her. And I looked into your eyes as you did. And then… then I woke up.” Silence fell once again. Stillness. I let it stretch out for as long as I dared. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. “So,” I said. “What do you think all that means?”

Josh leaned back in his chair. Despite the charged atmosphere, his face was remarkably serene. He was even smiling a little bit. I couldn’t help but admire how cool and in control he seemed. I felt as though my own heart was about to burst from anxiety at any given moment.

“I think,” said Josh slowly, deliberately, taking his time over every word. “It means that you’ve been fantasizing about me.”

I nodded. “Yes,” I said.

“That you’ve been watching my every move. That you’ve been… lusting over me.”

“Yes,” I said. My lips felt numb as the word left my mouth.

“And yet you know that you can’t possibly act on your feelings,” said Josh. A tingling sensation washed over me. It was like he was reading my mind. “You can’t possibly do anything about them, because you’re my step-mother and I’m your stepson, and it wouldn’t be right, now would it? It wouldn’t be allowed. It would be… wrong.”

“Yes,” I said. “But I want to.”

There we sat, the two of us alone in my apartment, sitting at the table together, our meal forgotten in the space between us. It was an oddly intimate place to be. The curtains were drawn against the world outside. Nobody from the village suspected that I was closeted there with a man. We were alone together. It had been so long since I was alone together with anyone, let alone a male to whom I was attracted. My heart hammered and pulse beat in my thigh. If only I could reach across the table right now and draw him into an extended, passionate kiss.

“What would you say,” said Josh, “if I told you that I felt exactly the same way?”

The tension was almost unbelievable. My breaths came short and shallow. I bit my lip. “I would be surprised. I would wonder. Don’t you want someone younger? Someone your own age? I would want to believe you… but I would wonder if you were just humoring me.”

Josh watched me for a long time before speaking again. I couldn’t read the expression on his face, but the ghost of a smile there told me that he was almost certainly enjoying himself. Enjoying the power he had over me, enjoying knowing that I lusted for him. It seemed right and good that he should enjoy those things. I thought of the blonde girl with her arms pinned behind her back, moaning and writhing as my stepson thrust his cock into her.

“Not at all,” said Josh at last. “I want you every bit as much as you want me.”

With that Josh rose from his seat, and I did too, and we moved around the table at the same time to meet each other. Our hands touched, and I could have sworn that a spark of electricity jumped from his fingertip to mine. I almost pulled back it was so powerful, but I didn’t. We joined hands, and we were standing so close that our noses were almost touching. The scent of him washed over me, and it was a glorious scent, a perfect scent. Aftershave and maleness and sleep and a little hint of myself as well, an echo of my scent within my stepson’s. I breathed it in. Time stood still.

“Are you sure you want this?” I said. Every atom of my body was pulling toward every atom of Josh’s, but still I had to make sure.

“I want this,” said Josh, and then he lowered his head and kissed me full on the mouth. I felt myself melt into the kiss, into his arms which wrapped themselves around me and took my weight, one on my upper back and one at my hip, squeezing gently the flesh there. His mouth was hot against mine, and his tongue teased my mouth, pressing against my own and retreating. Our lips moved against each other, soft and moist like a piece of exotic fruit. He was in control of the kiss, I felt that in every fibre of my being, but I was happy enough to abandon myself to it, let him take control, let his hands rove over my body and his mouth explore mine, explore the angle of my jaw, my neck.

And most wonderful of all it felt so right. I’d been worried – terrified even – that on some level it would feel strange, taboo, uncomfortable – but there was not a trace of that. We could have been lovers half our lives. It just felt so incredibly right.

His teeth nipped at my neck. Not too hard – with just enough bite to make me shiver and draw in a breath. He laughed softly, but it was a gentle laugh, and then his mouth was on me again and I shut my eyes and let myself be kissed as I hadn’t been for years. Passionately. Without pause or hesitation. After a long minute he pulled back. We stood there in the middle of my apartment, so close to one another that we were practically breathing the same air. My mind reeled. Sensations that I hadn’t felt in years churned through me. With every beat of my heart I felt a pulse throb in my abdomen. I was so turned on it almost hurt.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I murmured. “This… I’ve been fantasizing about this since I saw you. I don’t know why. There’s just something between us. I can feel it.”

“I feel it too,” said Josh quietly. “I thought you were beautiful the first moment I saw you, but I never really thought…” he trailed off. Then we kissed again, harder than before, our tongues pressing against one another. His body pressed against me too, and I felt a distinct hardness at his crotch. We separated again.

“You’re hard,” I said.

“I am,” said Josh. “You want to feel how hard I am?”

I nodded, speechless, and he took my hand gently by the wrist and placed it on his groin. I could feel the tension there through the material of his jeans, the swollen thickness of him. He was big. My son’s cock was big. I wondered what it would feel like to hold it naked in my hand. Flesh against flesh. I wondered if it would feel good for him.

“Can I… hold it?”

Josh didn’t reply, but instead quirked his hips and fumbled with the belt of his jeans. A moment later it was undone, and he eased them down just far enough for his thick, dark cock to emerge. My hand went to it almost instinctively, and I held it, cradled it. It was heavy and so hard it was almost unbelievable.

“Look what you do to me,” he murmured.

“It’s so big,” I replied. “You’re so big. And hard too.”

“I just want you so much.”

“Oh, Josh.” I tightened my grip on his cock and stroked it experimentally once, then twice. It was already lubricated by his own silky pre-cum, and so my hand slipped up and down the shaft easily. The reaction from his was wonderful. He gasped, he bucked against me. He bit his lip. “You like that, do you?” I said.

“Oh yes,” he said. “I like that very much.”

I kept stroking steadily, squeezing tight, feeling the slight tremors that ran through him and ran through his cock. Such a big cock. Such a good, strong, solid cock. All the more perfect that it belonged to my son. What better person to touch him like this and bring him to a climax than his own mother? In that moment it all seemed so right and so magical.

“Are you going to come?” I asked. “I really want you to come. I want to see your face as you finish. I want to feel your cock throb. I want you to burst in my hand.”

“Yes,” murmured Josh. “Yes, yes. I’m going to come. Keep touching me like that. That feels good.”

“It feels good for me too,” I said. “You’re so hard in my hand. And your body. Your voice. Just you. I want to make you feel good.”

“You are,” said Josh. “You have no idea how good you’re making me feel.”

“Oh, come for me, won’t you? Please. I need to see you come.”

By this point I was stroking hard and fast, my hand wrapped tight around his cock and pumping furiously. It had been a while since I last touched a man, but it was all so familiar suddenly. I longed to feel his member tighten and twitch and erupt. His hard body pressed against mine, and I could feel the muscular power of him through his clothes. I put my free hand around the small of his back and drew him in close to me. He groaned, louder and urgent than any noise he’d made before.

“Oh,” he gasped. “Oh, that’s it, that’s it. I’m coming.”

And with that, he came. I’m sure I felt the tremors come right up through his body from his toes to the top of his head. I let my hand fall still and simply gripped and squeezed as the shudders ran through his cock. Milky come, thick and white, spurted from the tip of him, spraying across my dress and across the floor. He gripped me as tight as I was gripping him, one of his hands finding its way into my hair. The sight of his twitching cock and the feel of his body was so exciting that I couldn’t stop a little moan of pleasure of my own escaping me.

Then he was done. Although we had been almost silent apart from our hushed voices the entire time, I felt as though silence was only just returning, settling over us like a blanket. Josh let go of my hair and moved to stand in front of me, his lips finding my lips. He kissed me passionately, just as he had done before.

“I want to make you feel as good as you just made me feel,” he said quietly.

“Are you sure?” I murmured. Although I was throbbing with desire, the idea that my pleasure might matter to him had never occurred to me. “You really want to…”

He put a finger against my lips, silencing me. And then he walked me back until I was against the table. His hands were on my hips, his mouth glues to mine, our tongues dancing against one another. Gently, with one hand on my back and one on my leg, he laid me back onto the table, my body stretched out in between our two plates of unfinished food. He hitched up my skirt until it was rucked around my waist. Then he fell to his knees.

“I want to taste you,” he said. I could hear his voice, but couldn’t see his face anymore. I looked up at the ceiling, every nerve in my body on fire. “I want to lick you and feel you writhing in pleasure. Let me make you feel good. Let me taste your core.”

I raised my hips a little off the table so that he could slip my panties down my legs. He dropped them to the floor, and I hooked my naked legs over his shoulders. It felt strange to have him so close to me – kind of warm, as though his gaze were the light of the sun, falling on that most intimate part of me, flooding me with warmth.

“That feels good,” I said.

“I haven’t even touched you yet,” he said, laughing gently.

“I know. I know. But it still feels good all the same.”

Then he did touch me, and I felt a firework go off in my belly. His hands were warm and gentle, and his fingers explored my tenderly, carefully, as though seeking to unearth some hidden treasure. I was wet down there – so wet that he could barely touch me without his fingers slipping. And every little bit of contact felt exquisite. I flexed my hips against the table.

“That feel good?” he asked.

“Very,” I replied. “Are you going to put your mouth on me? I want that. I want that very much.”

“I will,” he said. “I’m going to taste you. I’m going to lick you until you come.” And with that, he lowered his mouth to me and began to lick in earnest. It felt incredible. I gasped. I writhed. He seemed to know exactly what he was doing – the pressure of his tongue was just right, as was the gentle touch of his fingers and the heat of his breath. I felt as though I was melting under him, as though parts of me were becoming liquid and flowing out through the clutch of my sex. My hands gripped the edge of the table, and then roamed to the back of his head, where they buried themselves in his short hair.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good. That feels so right. You know exactly what to do to me. You know just how I want to be touch. How I’ve been longing to be touched. I can’t believe I’ve been without you so long. Oh. Oh, that’s incredible.”

His warm breath washed over me and I felt myself melting, felt my orgasm rising in me like a tidal wave; an unstoppable force the pitch of which climbed and climbed until it was almost unbearable. Every single breath of his was ecstasy, every time he licked it me it was paradise. I clutched his hair and raised my hips towards him. With a stifled cry, I came, longer and harder than I had in years. My muscles convulsed, my back arched, I gripped his hair so tight I felt sure that I would pull some of it out by the roots. I was lost to the world, my mind blank, coming and coming.

When at last it was over, I breathed out a long sigh of a breath. Neither of us moved. His hands gripped my thighs. He panted against my sex. The very air itself was saturated with the smell of our love-making. I couldn’t think of a time in the last few years when I’d felt quite so happy.

“That,” I said slowly, “was incredible.”

“It was good for me too,” murmured Josh.

When I felt able I sat up on the edge of the table and cradled his head against my stomach. We stayed like that for a long time, until at last he rose to his feet, took my hand and lead me off to bed. We slept cuddled against one another that night, like lovers. Like the lovers we were.

I woke the next morning before Josh did. It was a bright morning, and the sun was filtering in through the blinds. I sat up in bed. It was one of those odd mornings when you wake up feeling completely wide awake straight away, with no lingering drowsiness. I sat there feeling good. Glowing. I watched Josh slumber peacefully beside me, his face calm and untroubled, his eyes shut and flicking as he dreamed. After a while I reached out and stroked his hair.

He woke while I was in the bathroom brushing my teeth. I saw him in the mirror behind me, but didn’t turn around. His arms encircled me and he kissed the back of my neck gently, intimately. We were like lovers that had known each other for months or years already, when truly we had only been lovers for a less than a day.

We spent that morning together, moving about the house in companionable silence. It had been a long time since I shared my space with a man, and it surprised me how pleasant his masculine presence was in the house. I watched him cooking breakfast from the door of the kitchen while wrapped in my silken dressing gown. He was handsome not just in the way he looked but in the way he moved as well. It was a little like having a work of art inside the house, but a living one and moreover one that was mine – one that I had known and watched grow all my life.

The silence didn’t last though. It couldn’t. We were both quite aware of the strangeness of what had happened, the taboo nature of it. We needed to talk about it. And so, once we’d washed and dressed and eaten a leisurely breakfast we sat down in the garden once more. I put my head in his lap and he stroked my hair lazily with one free hand. And we talked.

“Don’t you find it strange?” I said.

“Find what strange?”

“This,” I said. “What we’re doing. You’ve seen me as a mother for most of my life. It must be odd to see me now as a lover. Or was that something that was always there?”

He laughed quietly. “I guess it was something that was always there,” he said. “When I was a teenager I couldn’t believe how lucky I was. To have this beautiful, sexy woman as a step-mother. I used to fantasize about you so much.”

“I had no idea!”

“Oh, yes. Even the other guys at college said that you were to die for. I thought I’d hit the jackpot as far as step-mothers went.”

“Were you ever… jealous of your father?”

“Kind of,” he said. He shrugged. “Yeah, I suppose I was. Never really wanted to admit it though. Ha. Maybe that’s why we never quite got on.”

“That could be one reason,” I said.

We lay there is companionable silence for a little bit longer. His body was still so new to me, and yet I knew it well. I had mapped the shape of it with my hands while he slept. I loved the definition of his chest, the muscles in his arms, the firmness of his back and stomach. And I knew that there was yet more to discover – a whole continent of unexplored territory waiting to be found.

“So this is something you’ve wanted for a long time?” I asked.

“Yeah.” He nodded. “I never thought when I arrived at the train station that it would actually end up happening though. I thought it was the kind of thing that would always just stay a fantasy.”

“I was attracted to you from the moment I saw you,” I admitted. “In fact the very first thought I had was how attractive you were. I couldn’t believe it when you turned out to be… well, you.”

He laughed again, gently. “When you told me about the dream you had…” he said. “That turned me on so much.”

“It was a good dream.”

“I’ve dated plenty of girls,” he said. “They come and go. But they’re all so young, and they’re all so superficial. I think, always in the back of my head, I kept a little something alive for you.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. “This is all so new to me. It’s complete surprise that you even want to touch me.”

“Why wouldn’t I want to touch you?” he said. “You’re gorgeous.”

“That’s very kind. But I’m sure I can’t compete with all those younger girls of yours.”

“Nonsense,” he murmured, and raised himself a little off the ground to kiss me on the lips. It was a sweet kiss, and a long one, and I felt his tongue did tenderly into my mouth. “I want you. I want every part of you.”

“That’s good to hear.”

We lay there idly, staring at the sky, happy and content. The sun was warm on our bodies and the grass tickled the back of my neck. Everything about the world seemed perfect at that moment, as though the weather and the garden and my body had all conspired with each other to make something that was without fault, that was perfect and pure.

“What about you?” he asked. “You know what my love life’s like, but I haven’t heard much about yours.”

“There’s not that much to tell,” I said. “To be quite honest, I’ve not been with a man for a quite a while.”

“How long is quite a while?”

“Long enough.”

“Tell me? Please?”

I sighed. “Well, if you must know, you’re the first man I’ve been with in at least a year.”

“Wow,” he said. “That long?”

“It’s a small village. I don’t meet that many people. And I’m older than you as well, don’t forget that. I’m sure you have a crowd of adoring females following you wherever you go, but some of us aren’t quite so lucky.”

He paused for a moment, seeming to think. I played idly with his hair, stirring it about with my fingers, enjoying the softness of his short hair – it was like cat fur to the touch.

“So what kind of thing do you enjoy?” he asked. “In bed I mean.”

“What do I enjoy?”

“Yeah.”

I shrugged. “I don’t think any man’s ever asked me that before. Not even your father, as it happens.” A thought struck me. “It doesn’t feel off to you that you’re kissing a woman who your father kissed before you, does it?”

He laughed. “Not at all. And that was a long time ago besides. It’s not like we’re sharing you or anything.”

“True,” I said. And then I turned my mind back to his question. It truly was an interesting one, and he had asked it with genuine curiosity. I sensed that he wasn’t simply trying to get off, wasn’t asking me to talk dirty to him. He seemed as though he really wanted to know what I liked to do in the bedroom. How odd, I thought. I’d come to think that men were more or less all about one thing and one thing only. “I suppose I quite like it when a man goes down on me,” I said. “It feels… nice. Different. But I like to be fucked as well. Quite roughly, as it happens. The rougher the better. I think the best sex I ever had was with a man who…” I trailed off, struck for a moment by the strangeness of our conversation.

“Go on,” said Josh.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just a little odd to be talking about this kind of stuff with you.”

“We can talk about other things if you want,” he said lightly.

“No.” I shook my head. “It’s okay. I want to.” I cleared my throat. “Like I was saying, the best sex I ever had was with a man who didn’t mind being rough with me. He would pull my hair, spank me, fuck me so hard it almost hurt. He would move me around on the bed until he had me in the exact position he wanted, and then hold me down while he fucked me. It was good. I hadn’t expected that I would like that kind of stuff, but I did. I really did.”

“Have you ever been tied up?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “Never. He used to pin my arms now and then, and I liked it. I liked it a lot. But nobody has ever tied me up. Why do you ask? Have you ever tied anyone up?”

“Lots of times. It’s kind of my thing.”

Another, new image flashed through my head, this one even more explicit than the last. It was of Josh with the blonde girl again, but this time it wasn’t me who was holding her in place. She was instead spread-eagled on a bed, held down by leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles. A blindfold was tied across her eyes and a ball gag forced her mouth open wide. Josh was on top of her, thrusting into her with his big cock while she moaned and writhed. An unexpected wave or arousal rolled over me. For a moment I imagined what it would be like to be the blonde girl in that position, and I pictured myself spread-eagled there on the bed in her place.

“Your thing? What does that mean?”

“It means,” said Josh with teasing slowness. “That I like to tie women up and have my way with them.”

“Just tie them up?” I said, and was surprised to hear a note of excitement, of eager hope in my voice.

“Other things too,” said Josh casually.

“Like what?”

“I like to whip them,” said Josh. “Or play with their nipples. I like to torture them. To cause them pain. I like to make them scream before I fuck them. I like to tie them up and tease them, or get them so worked up that they beg me to fuck them. I like to deny them. I like to make them my prisoner. My slave even. Yes. That’s what I like to do.” While he was speaking he had moved from my lap, getting up onto his knees and pushing my gently back onto the grass. He straddled me now, and brought his face to within an inch of my own. Almost on instinct I strained upwards, trying to kiss him, but he kept his mouth – his lovely mouth – teasingly out of reach.

“That sounds lovely,” I said. And I meant it too. His words had sent a flush of heat through me, and I could feel a pulse beating in my thigh. My sex ached for him. I wanted to be filled. The ultimate transgression. I wanted him to plunge himself into me right there in the garden, without waiting another single moment. With difficulty, I controlled myself.

“Does it?” he said, his voice low. “Would you like me to do those things to you?”

“Very much,” I answered. And then I gripped the fabric of his t-shirt at the hips and drew him down towards me so that I could kiss him as I desired. “I want you to fuck me Josh,” I said. His name crackled in my mouth, as though I’d just licked the terminals of a battery. “I want you to fuck me so badly.” How many times had I said that name without even thinking twice about it? And now it had taken on a charge of its own – a wonderful, powerful, erotic energy.

“I will,” he said. “I will fuck you. I promise. But I’m going to make you mine first.” He kissed me, plunging his tongue deep into my mouth, then pulled back. “I’m going to own you before I fuck you, understand?”

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, yes. I want to be owned by you. I want to be yours.” They were words that I’d never thought I would speak, least of all to the boy who had been my stepson for so many years. And yet there in the garden, pinned beneath him, they seemed the most right and honest words I had ever spoken. Of course it was only proper that he would own me, that he would tie me up and pin me down. I realized in that moment that it was something I had been craving for years, almost without ever actually realizing it.

“I knew you’d want this,” he said. “I could tell. I could read it in you. How you want to be controlled. How you want to be treated roughly. Like a slut. Like a piece of meat.”

Such crude words. And yet the effect on me was instantaneous. It was like he had reached into my brain and flicked a switch, setting off some kind of primal, animal reaction. I couldn’t help myself. Beneath him I strained and writhed, wanting nothing more than for him to take me brutally, hard and fast. I felt as though a fire had been started in my brain. He was the spark, and he had ignited a pool of fuel that had been growing for years.

“Oh, please,” I said. “I need you, Josh. I need to feel you fuck me. Will you do it now? Please! Will you pin me down and tie me down and stick your cock inside me. I’m so wet. I’m wet and tight for you and I promise I’ll make you feel good. Oh, please Josh. You must want to fuck me.”

He didn’t say a word, but instead glanced around the garden. It was a pretty private place, surrounded by a tall fence with the house on one side. If someone happened to be walking past on the street outside they might have been able to see us through the slats in the fence, but it was a quiet road on the edge of the village and it was rare even for cars to pass by, let alone pedestrians. The occasional dog walker as the only visitor, and at that exact moment we were completely alone.

“Come,” he said forcefully. And then he seized me by the hair and lifted me bodily up off the ground. I scrambled to my feet, the animal part of my brain almost mad with desire, almost lost to my hornier instincts. He didn’t let go of my hair. Instead he simply marched me towards the door of my apartment, keeping his hand low so that I was forced to stumble and scramble after him. It should have been both painful and humiliating. It should have been an experience that I hated. But somehow it wasn’t. It hurt, yes, but the pain was a delicious kind of pain. It set off fireworks in my brain. And not only that, but the power he had over me was intoxicating it. I could feel the force of his will radiating off him like heat from a cooker. I was floating in it, suspended by it. I was a creature defined by his will. He wanted to fuck me and so he would fuck me. He wanted to use me, and I would be used by him in whatever way he chose. I could think of nothing that I wanted more.

Inside the house once more, Josh lead me by the hair through to the bedroom, and once there threw me forcefully onto the bed. I wasn’t expecting the sudden move, and for a moment the lack of control sent a spike of adrenaline through my body. I landed on the mattress face down, and just had time to turn over before he was on me. He pinned my body, my wrists above my head and my legs spread around his own. There was nowhere for me to go, nothing I could do to resist. That didn’t stop me struggling of course. I wriggled and bucked and fought, and none of it did the slightest bit of good.

I had left a couple of my scarves dangling from the handle of the wardrobe, and Josh reached across and pulled one of these loose. I watched with interest as – keeping me pinned still with one hand, he used the other to make a loop around my wrists. He cinched it tight and then tied the other end to the rail at the head of the bed. The scarf stretched taut between my wrists and the bedframe, and I pulled against it to no avail. He was good at what he did.

With a single rough movement, Josh pulled open my blouse, sending a couple of buttons pinging off into the corners of the room. I gasped, both shocked and aroused by the fierceness of him, the sudden power that had risen up in the man who straddled me. I found myself struggling even though I knew that escape was impossible. I wanted to provoke him, to test him, to extract from him even greater acts of control.

I was successful. He slapped me in the face. Not too hard, but hard enough to hurt. The pain was minor compared to the shock of it. And the effect it had on me. I felt a surging sensation in my stomach – the muscles in my abdomen contracted and I felt a little firework explode there. It was like a miniature orgasm, but darker and more potent. I’d never felt my body react in this way before. Josh was opening me up, uncovering new parts of me. He was an explorer in the truest sense of the word. I rolled my hips up towards him, longing to open myself to him, already imaging what it would feel like when he pushed his cock inside me. The weight of him straddling my hips was glorious. He pinned me down with his body, and I loved it.

With two more of my own scarves he secured my legs in place. One ankle was tied to each post of the footboard, and pulled tight. I fought him still, although with less vigour than before. Part of me longed for him to slap me again, and part of me was terrified. Emotions swirled inside of me like oil mixing with water. I was drunk. I was floating. Josh wasn’t even slowed down by my resistance though – he simply forced my legs into place and tied them tightly there. I found myself with my arms pinned above me and my legs spread wide. He knelt between my leg, and his hands hovered over my sex.

“Touch me. Please touch me,” I begged. He slapped the inside of my thigh. Hard. I gasped at the pain. “Be quiet, slut,” he said, and his husky voice coiled inside of me like fingers in my sex. I moaned. His hands found my hips, rucked up my skirt and then with a swift movement ripped away my panties. I heard the fabric tear. And yelped in surprise, but a moment later any sound at all was stifled as he pushed the panties into my mouth. They were damp from my wetness already, and I tasted myself on the fabric. My own musky, salty taste – the taste that had no doubt filled his mouth when he pushed me down against the dining room table and lapped at me the night before. I bit down on the mouthful of lace a fabric. A gag. My salvia dampened them further.

With my panties gone I was naked except for the skirt around my waist, and that was rucked up above my hips, exposing me completely. I felt so vulnerable lying there, so exposed. My sex nestled between my spread legs, and there was no way that I could protect myself. My hands were tied tightly in place, my legs forced apart. There was nothing I could do to save myself. I was helpless, at his mercy.

He lowered himself to me and kissed my breasts, easing my bra out of the way to do so. His mouth found one nipple and closed on it, warm and tight. He flicked it with his tongue and teased at it with his teeth. I moaned out loud, the sound coming from deep inside me. The moan seemed to spur him on, and he bit harder, trapping the nipple between his tongue and his teeth. He pulled back a little, stretching it, and I knew that he must be relishing the pain he was causing me, the fact that I was unable to defend myself. I bit down on the panties in my mouth to keep myself from crying out.

Pulling back he raked his fingernails down my ribs, down my side. Again I was struck by the heady goodness of the pain. It was like a drug – each ounce of pain he gave me left me longing for more, for harder. I wondered for a moment if he knew the effect he was having on me. I’m sure it was readable in my face; my wide eyes and clenched teeth and flushed cheeks. I was sure that he must know what he did to me.

“That’s good, slut,” he said softly. “I’m going to fuck you now. You want that, don’t you? You want me to fuck you.”

I nodded, unable to do anything else. I opened my eyes and watched him as he stripped off. He did so slowly, taking his time over each piece of clothing. I couldn’t quite believe his level of self-control. He took his time undoing each button of his shirt, removing his belt altogether, carefully folding each item of clothing over the back of a chair. He was fully erect, I could see that from where I lay. His cock stood out thick and dark and proud from his body. It was bigger even than it had felt before, and I longed to have it inside me. I could feel how wet I was down there – that I was practically dripping. He would slide into me so easily, fitting like a hand into a glove.

I felt him climb onto the bed between my legs. The mattress dipped. His warm hands caressed my thighs. There was still a little pain where he had slapped me, and I silently willed him to do it again. He didn’t though. Instead he lay over me, and I felt his cock teasing at my opening. If only there was something I could do to get him inside of me. If only I wasn’t tied down at every limb. But I was. I was is plaything. I was in his power. When he entered me he did so slowly at first. Just the tip. He slipped in just as easily as I had imagined he would, and it would have been so easy for him to go deep, to plunge all the way in. I was certainly wet enough. But he did not. He pushed just the tip of his magnificent cock between the lips of my slit and waited there, groaning with pleasure. His self-control was almost unbelievable. I lay there tense and heaving, waiting, waiting. How long was he going to torture me for? How long was he going to keep me waiting, hot and wet and tender on the bed.

It turned out not to be long, although it felt like an eternity. He kissed me on the neck, and then worked his way up to the crook of my jaw, then kissed my ear, then bit down on the lobe. As I tensed with the pain he entered me, pushing all the way inside, hard and deep. I moaned and convulsed, showers of pleasure cascading through me. I felt myself tensing up, tightening around the thick intrusion of his cock. I almost came right then and there, before he’d even started moving. I held back though.

He started thrusting then. Slowly at first, shallow thrusts, which quickly picked up speed. He was a confident lover, my boy, his thrusts clean and long and steady. He pounded into me, into my open hole, harder and faster with each passing second. I shuddered within my bounds, writhed, groaned and yelped around my gag.

His hand found my throat. Tightened there, squeezing just hard enough to make the animal pleasure centres of my brain explode. I saw lights behind my eyes. I felt the breath catch in my throat. If I could have spoken in that moment I would have told him that he owned me, that he had me completely, that I would do anything to please him, anything at all.

But no words were necessary. I bit down on the panties in my mouth and arched my back against the bed. Each thrust shuddered through me and brought me closer and closer to the point of orgasm. It was incredible, impossible. His hand tightened on my throat and he growled in my ear, his voice husky and low.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “You belong to me.”

I moaned my agreement, quite unable to do anything else. And then I felt his cock spasming inside me, and I knew that he was coming. The knowledge flooded me with a deep, dark sense of desire. I felt my own orgasm rise up like a tidal wave and crash over me, and as he came so did I. He clung to me, so tight it almost hurt, and buried his face in my neck. Wetness dripped from me, as his hot come filled me up. I was floating. I was flying. I came harder than I ever had in my life before.

For a long time I lost track of where I was. Who I was. Everything that was happening to me. I floated on hot waves of pleasure that rolled through my body like the aftershocks of an earthquake. Josh was still touching me, and every time I thought that I was just about to come back down to earth he would move again, and bring my orgasm right back to its full intensity. I was lost to the world.

At last, at long last, I returned. Everything was hazy, the room warm and cozy and intimate. Josh had pulled out and was slowly untying me. I watched him. I watched his naked body and his hands working at the knots. I was trembling with exhaustion from the power of my climax, and yet at the same time I was already wet for him again.

“Josh,” I whispered.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“Come lie with me,” I pleaded. And he did. He finished untying me and then lay down on the bed beside me. I rolled into his warm body and held him with shaking hands, quit unable to believe what had just happened between us. Like that, closely entwined, I drifted off to sleep.

*

We didn’t rest for long. After maybe half an hour we both woke again. Josh disentangled himself and straddled me, his hands playing with my breasts, squeezing lightly and then pinching the nipple. I arched my back underneath him, pressing my stomach up against his hard cock. I gripped his thighs.

“There’s so much I want to do to you still,” he said as he traced patterns on my body with the tips of his fingers. “So much.”

“I want everything you can give me,” I whispered. “Pain. Pleasure. I’m yours after all. You should use me. Take me. Play with me however you see fit.”

“Yes,” breathed Josh. “Yes, I want that.”

And suddenly the air between us was thick again. He leaned over and snagged a scarf from the floor, but this time instead of securing it around my wrists or ankles he tied it around me head, blindfolding me. The material was soft against my face, and smelled faintly of me. With it in place I couldn’t see a thing, only feel his weight on top of me, and the way the mattress moved under me as he moved on it.

“What are you going to do to me?” I breathed.

Josh laughed softly. “You’ll see,” he said. “Be patient for me, slut.”

“I will. I’ll be patient.” And so I waited. I felt his weight lift from me, and then his hands gently turning me over so that I lay on my front. He brushed my hair from my face, and then took my arms and moved them up behind my back. High up, almost but not quite to the point of pain. He was quick and clear in his movements. Never harsh, but at the same time I knew that I would not get away with fighting him or disobeying. I felt the touch of silk against my back again, and then a second later one of the scarves was looped around my wrists. He cinched in tight, tying them in place behind my back. It was a simple thing, and yet it left me so utterly helpless that I felt myself flushing warm all over. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t fight. I couldn’t do anything. I was utterly at his mercy.

I lay on the bed, blind and waiting. I could hear him moving around the room, but I had no way of knowing what it was he was doing. That is, until I heard the clink of a belt buckle. It was a soft sound, but a menacing one. All at once, I knew what was coming. I gasped, drawing in a breath against the sheets. He was going to whip me with his belt. I knew it. A second later the leather touched my skin. It was a gentle touch – he teased me with the tip of the belt, dragging it up and down my back. Gentle as it was, however, it felt as though it burned.

I groaned. Not in pain. Not in pleasure either, but in anticipation. The waiting was almost unbearable. The leather trailed up and down my back, and then was withdrawn.

“You’ll take this pain for me,” said Josh. It wasn’t a question. It was a command. A statement. He knew that he owned me, and he knew that I would obey without question.

“Yes, Sir, I will.” The honorific came as naturally to my mouth as his own name. I could taste the submission in it, and I relished that taste. Josh was kneeling on the bed behind me. I heard him readying the belt and tensed up, every muscle in my body tightening in expectation of the lash, the pain.

Despite my tensing, I wasn’t ready for it when it came. There was the briefest swish through the air, and then the next second a line of white hot fire burned itself across my backside. I gasped in pain, but kept myself from crying out. Tears leapt to my eyes. He was hitting me hard. Really hard. He was strong, and he wasn’t going easy on me.

Another lash fell, and then another. The snap of the belt against my flesh was loud in the quiet room. With each stinging blow the pain mounted until it was almost unbearable. My backside burned. At the same time, so did my sex. I had never been spanked like this before, never been held down and punished, and it flipped a switch in me that I hadn’t previously even known was there.

He paused for a moment and trailed the belt along my back again. I melted beneath him, writhing, trying to rub myself against the covers of the bed. I was so turned on that I could feel a growing patch of wetness beneath me.

“You like that, don’t you?” murmured Josh.

“Harder,” I whispered. I hadn’t intended to say any such thing, but the word simply popped out of my mouth, and I found in the moment that I wanted it. I wanted to be punished.

Josh laughed, and then a handful of the bed covers were thrust into my mouth, gagging me. I bit down on them, clenching my teeth in readiness for the pain that he was about to give me. When it came, it came hard. I heard the smack of the belt against my flesh before I felt the sting and the burn. I squealed in pain, despite my clenched teeth. Pain and pleasure mixed. A heady, impossible, wonderful cocktail. I couldn’t stand much more and yet I wanted him to whip me raw.

Swish! Smack! The belt fell again and again. I struggled, wriggled, yelped and moaned. But the sounds I made had no effect on Josh. He kept whipping me, hard and regular, just the way he fucked. The pain mounting with each blow. The pleasure too, almost overwhelming. And then, just at the point where I was sure I couldn’t take anymore, he stopped. I held my breath. I heard the belt land on the bed beside me, and then felt Josh lower his body to mine. He pushed inside me, slipping in easily from behind. I was so wet, so horny. He groaned in pleasure.

“I’m going to fuck you now, slut. From behind like a dog. That’s what you want, isn’t it? I know you better than you know yourself.”

I couldn’t speak, but I nodded my assent. And Josh started fucking me, plunging his cock deep inside, slamming it home forcefully with each thrust. He fucked me fast, and hard, and as he did so his teeth found the crook of my neck and bit down hard. I cried out around my gag and struggled, but it was no good. I was helpless. I was his.

His cock filled me, more thoroughly than I’d ever been filled before. From behind he could go as deep as he liked, and he went deep. He went hard. It wasn’t more than a minute before my orgasm swept over me. I couldn’t have halted if I’d tried to. There was nothing I could do. I came tightly, wetly as he bucked into me, more wetness soaking out of me and drenching the sheets. I shuddered beneath him, and he pinned me down, not even pausing in his furious fucking.

Just like before my climax wouldn’t end. He was so deep inside me, so strong and so forceful. Every time I felt myself descending from the heights of pleasure an unexpectedly strong thrust would send me back there. Fireworks exploded inside me. Dams burst. Every single muscle in my body contracted and released. I felt myself squirting around the thick body of his cock.

And then, finally, he came as well. I felt the tightening in his body and in his cock a second before it exploded inside me. Hot fluid filled me. He pushed deep and pumped his come out into my sex. It filled me. It leaked out of me. He clung tight to me and buried his face in my back, groaning with the pleasure of his orgasm. I pulled at my restraints, but they were tight. He filled me. His come was hot and thick.

At last he pulled out, and flopped onto the bed beside me. Though I couldn’t move, I dipped my head towards him and nuzzled him as best I could. My blindfold had come loose and I could just see him from underneath it. He was beautiful even when he was sheened with sweat and panting. He was, I reflected, my owner. Far more than his father had ever been. He had me, completely, body and soul. I wanted nothing more and nothing less.

Slowly, as his breathing returned to normal, Josh removed the restraints from my wrists, and pulled the bedcovers from my mouth and the scarf from over my eyes. Bit by bit, he released me, and then we lay together again on the bed, finally spent.

We woke up once again that night, much later on. The room was truly dark now, with only the bedside lamp for illumination. I woke first, and cuddled closer to Josh. There were marks on my wrist where he had tied me, and my bottom ached from the whipping he had given me. I didn’t care. It was the best kind of pain I have ever felt.

“Josh?” I whispered. “Are you awake?”

He stirred. Opened his eyes. Looked right at me with those deep black pools. “What is it?” he said.

“Nothing,” I said. And then, “Just wanted to ask you something.”

“Speak,” said Josh with a smile in my direction. He looked tired, and yet happy too –exactly the way I felt at that moment in time. And exactly the way I hadn’t felt for far too long now.

“You’re going home in a couple of days,” I said. “That’s right, isn’t it.”

He nodded. “Two more days until my train.”

“Hmm.”

“What is it?” He held me tenderly in his arms. As rough as had been with me before he was gentle with me now. It was extraordinary how he could contain so many different facets, so many different way of being. That he could be both rough and gentle, fierce and kind, my own and entirely foreign.

“You know,” I said. “I don’t think I really want you to go home. Not just yet anyway.” I put my hand on his chest. “I feel like we’ve only just started to discover what we could be together,”

Josh seemed to think about that for a moment. Then he nodded. “I don’t think I want to go home just yet either,” he said. Then he kissed me on the mouth, long and deep. “So maybe I won’t,” he said. We lay there in bed and held each other until sleep came again.
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