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  To all my Taboo Queens out there…Becker is waiting to make your panties wet!
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“Charli!” I heard my mom scream my name for the hundredth time, but I sat where I was. Which was in the attic, and also my bedroom.

I watched her below from my round window as she walked up to the truck. Up to him. Typical.

It hasn’t even been two weeks since Dad, but Mother dearest was already flaunting her widow sop story all over town, looking for attention wherever she could get it. So I wasn’t speaking to her. That and the fact that she refused to acknowledge Dad’s suicide. She was telling everyone that it was a heart attack that eventually killed him.

I still have his letter under my mattress. Spots of dark, dry blood blurred his final words. He probably shot himself in the face right after he penned it because that’s exactly how I found him when I walked into his study after school.

I’ve read it almost every night since then. Mom doesn’t even know that I have it. When I found it, I tucked it into the pocket of my dress and then left the study.

Liz, the letter began.

I don’t know where to begin…but I already know how this is going to end. We haven’t been our best selves lately. I know you said we could try and that we should try our best, but I just couldn’t do it anymore.

You have expectations…you always had expectations coming into this marriage. And I could never meet any of them as much as I tried. You made things impossible to the point that I just couldn’t see a way out. Maybe you’ll be happier once I’m gone…you said it yourself. So here I am, sitting down at my desk writing this letter and trying to understand where things went wrong for us. We were a beautiful family and I apologise if you find me this way.

Charli, my beautiful girl, you will always be a big part of my heart. The day you were born was the day I knew my legacy was in you. You were this tiny human being, looking up at me with those pretty dark green eyes of yours. I know you think of me as your hero and I wish I could have been. I wish I could have done better for you. But this is where I say goodbye. If you have to find this before your mother I hope you can forgive me Charli. You will always be my favorite girl…

I don’t know what expectations Mom had of Dad, but I know he did everything in his power for us. Or at least he tried. He worked long shifts at the local hospital as a neurosurgeon. He bought us this huge, sprawling country estate, in the middle of the new thriving community of Shepherd.

But according to his letter, nothing was enough for her. I stare at her now as she moves around him in her high heels, her honey-blonde hair bouncing around her shoulders and her lips coated with the darkest shade of red.

She was fucking disgusting. She disgusted me.

I watched him too. Tall, with short dark hair and broad-shouldered. A dark navy blue t-shirt spreads across his chest snugly with a pair of dark blue jeans that suited his towering frame.

My mom pointed up at the house and I sucked in a deep breath as he turned and looked up, directly at my room window. Directly at me. He lifted a hand and seemed to give a small wave, but his face was devoid of any smile—or of any expression for that matter.

She wanted me to meet him. I didn’t even know who the fuck he was. But he acted as if he had all the right in the world to be standing there.

Turning around, I went over to the tall Victorian mirror in the corner of my room and gave myself a once-over.

I wore a black and white striped cotton dress that came just above my knees and it was secured around my narrow waist with a matching tie-up belt.

It was a shame that I looked just like her too with my dark, honey-blonde waves that fell against my shoulders. Even my narrow, dark green eyes, my porcelain skin with splotches of red on my cheeks and my pouty pink lips were the same.

I left my room and rushed down the spiral staircase that led me into the foyer. The house was huge and old.

Barely lived in too according to my dad when he bought it off the market from a local family. They were the original owners and when they had just purchased the home they were not interested in renovating so they packed and left. It’s been on the market ever since. Twenty years to be exact, I think.

My dad was supposed to renovate it. Or at least start to renovate it. I was going to help him. It was going to be a project we could both work on together during my summer vacation. Now summer was here and Dad was gone.

I shut off my thoughts as I moved through the foyer. The dark mahogany floorboards creaked underneath my white tennis shoes.

The huge red front door was open, the golden afternoon sunlight filtering in along with a warm breeze.

As soon as I stepped out on the porch, I could feel his eyes on me. My skin prickled at that realization, so I cut my gaze across the wide pebbled drive to where he stood.

My mother was busy talking her mouth off, but he wasn’t listening. No, he had those dark eyes focused on me. I didn’t even know it yet, but my legs were moving and soon I was standing right in front of him. I noticed the dog chain first around his neck. And then I noticed his dark tan that looked like he worked out in the sun a lot. And then his eyes. They were blue and familiar. Dark blue. The bluest I’d ever seen. So dark, I felt myself getting a little lost in them. A tiny gasp escaped my lips and he seemed to notice, because his eyes flickered to my mouth, but only briefly before he guided those blue orifices back to mine.

I thought he was tall from up there, but he fucking towered over me. He stood at least a good few inches taller.

His jaw was covered with a dark scruff, but it wasn’t thick enough to hide the sharp cut of his cheekbones and jawline. The color of the scruff was the same as the dark hair on his head. His hair was neither long, nor short, neither straight nor curly. He had thick waves and I wondered for a second if they felt as soft as they looked. Those thick dark eyebrows had a slight frown in between them and it appeared as though it was part of his everyday expression.

“Charli, this is Becker,” my mother said. There was a tone of excitement in her voice which indicated that she was very happy about this man and his presence. “Becker is your father’s brother.”

Immediately my face started to burn because I had been checking this man out before me. Shit.

“What?” My words sounded colder than I had meant for them to sound, but Becker didn’t seem to mind. He just stood there and offered me a ghost of a smile. If I could even call that a smile.

And then he extended his large hand and I glanced down at it as if he would harm me with it.

“It’s good to finally meet my only niece,” he said.

His voice was rich and had a dark timber to it that made my hair stand up at the back of my neck. What the actual fuck, Charli?

This. Man. Was. My. Supposed. Uncle.

He glanced down at his extended hand. By now he should have taken the hint that I didn’t want to shake his hand. I didn’t want him anywhere near me or this house. Who was he? And if he was Dad’s brother, why did I not ever know about it?

Even my mother seems to know him pretty well. So she too has lied.

She cleared her throat now as if to remind me of my manners. So I took a step closer towards Becker until his extended hand was almost touching my midriff and then I shook his hand.

“It’s good to meet you too,” I said. “Uncle.”
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Becker has been sitting in my dad’s study for almost the entire afternoon.

My mom insisted on him having his privacy to grieve his brother.

I called bullshit because I couldn’t understand how someone could suddenly decide to show up two weeks later after their sibling had passed away to suddenly grieve. I know I sounded like a bitch, because grief is different for everyone, but two weeks? Let alone the fact that I was now eighteen and never knew this man existed until a few hours ago. Who the fuck does that? Dad lied and I thought he told me everything. It made me sick to think of all the times Dad said, “There are no secrets between us, Charli. Your dad is an open book.”

“He had his reasons,” Mom said, as she strained the potatoes that were boiling on the stove into the colander by the kitchen sink. “He had secrets. Jesus, you shock me sometimes, Charli. Did you think your dad was perfect?”

He was to me.

I’d had the sudden urge to fling something at her. She didn’t know that every night I went to sleep reading his bloody suicide letter. She didn’t know that she eventually drove him to the point of killing himself. She didn’t fucking know anything. But I knew. And I had to live with that every day, which was why I couldn’t stand her even more as she moved on with her life. She laughed, she ate, she breathed air, she spent my dad’s money, she got rid of his things from her bedroom and put them into the attic, and she cried when she knew everyone was looking.

“How long did you know about him?” I asked, hugging my knees to my chest as I sat on the kitchen floor watching her move around and prepare dinner.

She stilled by the stove, her hands

gripping either side of the counter.

“When I married your dad. It wasn’t my place to tell you anything,” she said. “Can you please go and call your uncle to the table for dinner?”

Gritting my teeth I stood up and forced out a simple, “Sure.”

“No attitude, Charli,” she said before I left the kitchen.

I found him in the study. He was sitting behind my dad’s desk, hands clasping a frame. I wondered if he knew my dad was sitting right where he was when he decided to shoot himself in the face.

There was so much blood. A tingle traveled through my teeth as I stepped past the threshold and into the study. Maybe it was mind over matter but I could swear that the air still had that odor in it. That deathly, metallic odor.

The place was spotless of course. A week after my dad’s death was ruled a suicide, my mother had gone to the nearest Walmart to purchase five bottles full of bleach.

We’d spent that hot afternoon, with sweat running down our backs while on our knees scrubbing everything down. His chair, his desk, the ceiling-to-floor window, the little Greek statues, his books. Everything.

Becker lifted his head the moment I pressed my legs against the desk. He placed the frame down and moved both of his arms until they were resting on the chair handles beside him. He sat back, his dark blue eyes studying me up and down briefly.

For a moment, my heart jumped against my breastbone. His eyes lingered for a second longer on my chest area, before coming back up to meet mine.

What the hell was that?

“My mother said that I should call you for dinner,” I said coolly.

He seemed to regard this for a moment before answering. “Would you like me to come for dinner, Charli?”

The sound of my name on his tongue sent my pulse spiking. I gave him one simple nod and then turned around to leave.

“You didn’t say yes or no.” The chair scraped back against the floor. There were heavy footsteps behind me and then nothing. Nothing, but his warm breath against the back of my exposed neck. And then I felt it. His hand was at the small of my back, pressing very gently into me.

My heart was racing. Fuck, what the hell was wrong with me?

“I hate rude little girls,” he whispered and there was a sudden shot of desire that traveled straight to my pussy.

Charli! My brain screamed. Get it together.

“Yes, we would like you to come for dinner, Uncle,” I said and then I practically ran out of the study and straight to the dining area that was now set up by my mother.

There were three plates on the dark wooden table. One at the head of the table where my father usually sat and two more across from each other.

I felt my hands curl into hard fists. What the hell was she doing setting up Dad’s place for a stranger? I didn’t care if he was my uncle, he still didn’t deserve any right to be sitting there.

My mother walked in with a crystal glass bowl of steaming potatoes at the same moment Becker joined us.

I took my usual seat which was always to the left of my dad and waited patiently for both of them to sit down, but just before Becker could even touch my dad’s chair, I stopped him.

“That’s where he used to sit,” I said, my voice cool and unwavering. “You can wherever else you’d like, but not there.”

“Charli!” Mother snapped, shooting me a piercing glare from across the room.

Becker cleared his throat and then chuckled softly. “It’s okay. I understand, Liz.”

Liz? So he was comfortable enough to call her Liz? My mother’s cheeks turned a tinge of red at her nickname and I swear to God it took everything I had in me to not jump across the table and throttle her.

My dad was six feet under because of her and she wanted to flirt with my supposed uncle. Her brother-in-law?

Becker took his plate and fork and knife before moving quietly behind me.

“Do you mind if I sit here?” he asked.

I glanced up to see him standing right next to me, right next to the empty seat beside me.

I shook my head once and then proceeded to fill up my plate with meatloaf and steaming butter potatoes, while my mother poured each of us a glass of red wine.

Becker took his seat next to me and also filled his plate up with delicious-smelling food.

“You don’t mind if we pray, do you?” Mother directed her question at Becker.

Pray you don’t go to Hell.

“Not at all.”

I watched as she folded her hands together and prayed softly for the food in front of us.

At that very same moment, Becker leaned into me and his large, warm palm was against my knee, slowly moving up my thigh. My breath was stuck in my throat.

“Remember what I said about rude girls?” His lips, his voice, and his manly scent—a spicy hint of cologne mixed with the day’s sweat filled my senses.

I almost moaned as his fingers inched further in between my thighs, his thumb gently caressing my soft skin. My lips parted and my eyes rolled back. I couldn’t stop myself even if I wanted to.

We thank you, Lord Jesus, I heard mother saying.

“Are you a good girl, Charli?” Becker whispered against my ear.

My mother ended her prayer and Becker’s hand was gone. He had a fork in his left hand and a knife in his right and he was shoveling food down his throat as if he didn’t just have that same hand in between my legs right now, threatening to have me come without actually touching me.

What the hell was wrong with me? What the hell was wrong with him?

I’m pretty sure this man was feeling me up a few seconds ago and now…now I’m pretty sure my pussy is dripping wet and aching for his touch once again.

“Charli?” My mother calls my name and I glance up at her, my face burning and I can only hope to God that my face is free of any sign of guilt or mortification.

I cleared my throat and found my voice once again. “Sorry, yes?”

“Becker is going to be staying with us for a while. Since your dad…” She trailed off, unsure of how to continue her sentence. “I thought it’d be good bonding for you.”

I forced a smile as I swallowed down a tiny piece of the meatloaf. “That’s extremely thoughtful of you, Mother.”

And then I turned myself to face Becker. My uncle. Yes, that’s right Charli. He’s your blood relative. Your clit shouldn’t be throbbing for him.

I put on my best smile as his dark, dangerous blue eyes met mine. “I’m glad that you’ll be staying over.”








  
  3

  
  
  Becker

  
  




She smelled like the sweetest sin available to man. Charli. And that was just her intoxicating jasmine perfume. I wondered for a second if her pussy smelled and tasted just as sweet. It was wrong to be this attracted to an eighteen-year-old that I had just met in a matter of hours. What made things worse was that this pretty little brat also happened to be my only fucking niece.

When I watched her walk out of that front door and towards me earlier, I felt my cock harden against the front of my jeans. Any man’s mind could turn poisonous in a matter of minutes and sometimes all it took was a bratty girl with pretty green eyes and full tits that were barely hidden by her dress.

Blood relations aside, the brat was making things worse by being rude to me and I wanted to teach her a lesson so fucking good, that she’d be begging me for more on those pretty knees of hers.

This was the first time I’d ever set eyes on her. I’d only heard of her the few times our mother had mentioned her as Michael’s daughter, but I’d never actually met her. Until now. And fuck am I blown away.

I had a thing for younger girls and I never had a hard time getting what I wanted. So as I sat there at that dinner table, I already knew what I wanted when I slid my hand up her thigh. If her Mother’s prayers hadn’t ended so soon, I’d have been stroking that pussy until she coated my fingers in her come. It has been so long since I’d felt a tight pussy around my cock and right now, Charli seemed to be the perfect candidate.

I knew she liked it too when I touched her. She tilted her head back and those pouty pink lips of hers fell open. I wondered if they were as juicy as they looked.

“You don’t have to do the dishes,” Liz said as she stood beside the sink while I washed each plate carefully with a yellow soapy sponge.

For a second, I imagined rubbing it over Charlie’s tits. Or maybe that round ass of hers. I’d watched as she bent over the table earlier, that short dress she had been wearing covered her ass. I wanted to lather it with soap and then shove my cock in between them.

Fuck. What the fuck was I doing? I was here for barely even half a day and my cock just couldn’t stay down. And it couldn’t stay down for my pretty niece too. That should have been enough to turn me off, but that just made me want her even more.

If I’d had my way, she’d be in front of me right now, legs spread and playing with herself right before I took a dip inside of her pussy.

I bet she felt like heaven too.

“I don’t mind,” I told Liz, focusing all my attention on the dishes so that she’d take a hint and fuck off.

My mind was busy thinking of other things. I didn’t need my brother’s annoying wife sticking her nose down my business every second I spent in this house.

Michael and I had a good relationship, right up until he married Elizabeth Martin. Things changed, Michael was so in love with Liz and everyone was willing to give her a chance, but Liz was a whore. She didn’t love my brother for him, because all she wanted was his money, while she fucked everyone else on the side. It was pretty obvious from all the dinner parties we had been to that Liz had other plans. Plans that never involved my brother. I tried warning him and that’s when things got sour between us. He thought we were all against Liz. The last thing he told me before we stopped talking was that he couldn’t believe his own flesh and blood would try to hurt him.

I kept my distance after that even though I knew Liz was bad for him. And then two weeks ago I got a call saying my brother was dead. He’d shot himself in the face.

I wasn’t surprised that Michael did that. Our entire family knew that it was about time until something happened. Still it fucking stung to be here. I couldn’t even make it for his funeral because our mother had a heart attack after hearing about Michael. So while I grieved for my brother silently, I also had to bury my mother all on my own. A cousin or two attended the wake, but in the end, it was just me left behind. That’s when I decided to drive up here.

“I’ll be upstairs in my bedroom, let me know if you need anything,” Liz said, as she walked out of the kitchen.

When she was gone, I finally let out a deep breath and rinsed everything out. Charli was nowhere to be seen and I was slightly disappointed.

I dried my hands on a grey wash cloth and then found myself a cold Budweiser in the fridge. The time on my watch read as 10:57 p. m., which was still relatively early for me.

I’d be lucky if I slept any earlier than four. Cracking the metal lid open with my teeth, I take a sip of the Bud and place the lid in my jeans pocket.

The house was huge and I felt uncomfortable walking around it in silence. I lived in a cabin in the mountains and that was my safe place. Being out in the wild and living free, not having to worry about everyday shit.

I left the dining room and moved towards the huge white doors with tiny squares of glass in them. I pulled the silver latch down and opened the door as quickly as I could before stepping out onto the patio.

I closed the door behind me again and gazed ahead at the expanse before me.

There were a few thick fur trees nearly lined one next to the other and just past those trees was a lake.

The water which had appeared to be completely black now glistened under the weak moonlight.

Everything else was bathed in darkness except for the flickering light above my head and a few small garden lamps placed around the perimeter of the estate.

“You don’t look like him.”

Her soft pretty voice startled me, but I turned around slowly as if unbothered and watched as she walked out from the cloak of shadows and into the light.

Her narrow free eyes were red and hazy and her cheeks had splotches of red on them as if she’d been crying.

I watched as she folded a piece of paper that she’d been holding in her right hand before she slipped it into the pocket of her dress.

Part of me wanted to ask her what was wrong, but as tempted as I was to know why she was so upset, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t because I didn’t want to get myself invested in something that I would not be able to walk away from.

The situation was awkward as it was already. I touched her thigh in a very friendly way and I wanted to fuck her so badly until she was dripping with my come from her tight cunt.

I lifted my beer to my lips and took a swig as I watched her. “You don’t look like him either.”

She resembled her mother more than anything. Not one inch of her looked like my brother and I was glad for that.

But her resemblance to her mother stopped short because Charli was entirely mesmerizing in her own way.

She shrugged as she pressed her back against the grey stone concrete pillar across from me. Slowly, she lifted her right leg and placed her small bare foot flat against the pillar. The first few buttons of her dress were undone and left little to my imagination.

I drew my gaze up those long silky, tan legs of hers until I was back at her breasts. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, the swell of her milky breasts threatening to spill out.

Fuck. I needed a cold shower.

It was hard, but I managed to look away.

I shouldn’t do this. It would just make things complicated and I have already lived a life with many regrets. I didn’t want to make Charli a regret later on in life.

A regret that I wouldn’t be able to face ever again. Fuck. What the fuck are you doing, Beck?

“Why were you never around?” Charli asked.

I tipped the bottle back again and then dropped my gaze to the ground. “Go to bed Charli.”

I felt her eyes burn into me, but I refused to meet her gaze. This was going to be more complicated than I thought.

“You’re not my dad,” she snapped, before stalking past me.

But just before she could open the door I grabbed her wrist. Wrong fucking move. I shouldn’t have grabbed it, but fuck if I could help it.

“You’re right,” I said, twisting her arm behind her back and pushing her up against the patio door. “I’m not him and I am glad that I will never be him, Charli.”

I watched as her eyes welled up with tears. I couldn’t exactly tell her that I was glad that wasn’t her dad because I secretly wanted to screw all three of her holes.

Her jasmine scent filled my senses and for a second I wanted to lean into her, let her feel just how fucking hard she made me, but I didn’t. At least I had that much self-restraint.

“Go.” My eyes met hers.

“To.” Our lips were inches apart.

“Bed.” I swear to God her knees pressed into my erection, but before I could say or do anything else, she was out of my arms and running away inside. Away from me.

I stood there panting, gripping my beer bottle, while desperately trying to get her and that damn scent of hers out of my mind.

Maybe it was time I actually had that cold shower.
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You will always be my favorite girl…

I folded the letter again and placed it back under my mattress before turning over in bed.

It was pretty warm tonight, so I discarded all of my clothes into the laundry basket earlier before having a cool bath. Now, I lay awake and naked under the cold covers and was far from feeling sleepy.

Brushing away the tears that threatened to fall, I refused to cry tonight over the suicide letter or the fact that Becker said that he was glad that he wasn’t my dad as if he felt like there was something wrong with me.

I just met him today. I shouldn’t be bothered by what he fucking thought and I was also just as glad that he wasn’t my dad.

But…

I sighed and tried to shut my thoughts off. Crap. I thought I wasn’t thinking about it.

I wasn’t thinking trying to think about the way Becker’s huge fucking hand felt so warm and rough against my thigh. The way it rode up my leg and the way his fingers teased my skin. I bit my bottom lip and sighed again.

My hand slowly moved down my abdomen. I lifted my left leg slightly and adjusted my head properly against the pillow as my hand slipped in between my thighs.

Usually, a vibrator would be just fine, but I didn’t want to wake up right now and search for it. Especially not when my senses were all over the place.

I touched myself then, rubbing the nub slowly at first, thinking of how good it would feel to have his hand there right now.

I slipped one finger inside of my pussy and a moan escaped my lips as I arched my back.

Are you a good girl, Charli? His words entered my mind and I wanted to say no I’m not. I’m not because I wanted to be bad, so, so bad for him.

I slipped another finger inside and moved my left hand up to pinch my nipple and roll it in between my thumb and index finger.

“Fuck,” I whispered, as I moved my fingers in and out of my soaking wet pussy.

The sheets between me were getting damp from the sweat running down my thighs.

My eyes rolled back and I tilted my head back. No one was watching me now so I could please myself the way I wanted to.

The only sounds that filled the room were my harsh breathing and the wet sounds each time I fucked my pussy with my two fingers, imagining Becker doing the same thing, except with his cock.

I felt him earlier with my knee and he was so hard. He wanted me just as much as I wanted him.

Without warning, I felt myself go over the edge of oblivion. The only thing I knew was Becker. I wanted him. God, I needed him. I wanted to know what it would feel like to have him fuck me and fill me until I couldn’t take anymore. But even then I would beg him for more. I would beg him even when I couldn’t take anymore.

“Becker,” I whispered into the darkness. His name rolled off my tongue, sounding hoarse and needy.

My body exploded with the sweetest of orgasms. My heels dug into my bed while pleasure racked through my body.

Just as fast as it had come, the orgasm slowly ebbed away until finally, my breathing had resumed to normal.

Placing my fingers into my mouth, I tasted myself, gently licking each finger and then I rolled over onto the flat of my stomach before falling off to sleep.




* * *

I slept the entire night and I haven’t been able to do that since finding my dad’s body in his study. By the time I had showered, got dressed into a white and yellow striped t-shirt and ripped denim cutoffs with my white tennis shoes, and gotten downstairs, my mother was nowhere in sight.

Knowing her, she was probably still upstairs doing herself up and getting ready to parade around the town.

But I wasn’t interested in her so much. Stepping into the kitchen, I found a white plate stacked with thick blueberry pancakes, a jug of ice-cold orange juice, two steaming mugs of coffee and a bottle of maple syrup.

I immediately knew this was all Becker’s doing because even though my mother put on a show last night and cooked up a fantastic meal, there were very rare occasions where she did stuff like that.

It was always Dad in the kitchen after a long day of work and I always helped him.

Grabbing a smaller plate from the cupboard, I helped myself to two pancakes and a healthy amount of maple syrup before digging in. As soon as I had placed a forkful into my mouth, I moaned and closed my eyes.

It was fucking beautiful. Right then pancakes became my favorite thing in the world.

It was super soft and sweet, with the warm blueberries bursting with flavor on my tongue. When I was done, I washed it down with a hot mug of coffee.

Thoughts of last night entered my mind and I remembered how I touched myself while thinking of Becker. I should’ve been mortified. I should’ve been running to the nearest church right now to cleanse my mind.

But oddly enough, I didn’t think of it as wrong. Touching myself was a natural thing and Becker entering my thoughts was just a fantasy. A wild fantasy. Not reality.

Yeah, you keep telling yourself that buddy.

“You’re up early. And you made breakfast?”

I quickly lifted my head to see my mom standing in the archway of the kitchen. She was wearing a tight black dress that came just above her knees, with matching heels and a small silver purse in her left grip. She was dressed to the nine and it was only what? 10:00 a. m.

“It’s actually pretty late and I never made breakfast, Becker did,” I said, studying the white chipping on my French manicure. “Where are you going?”

Ever since my dad died—which hasn’t even been a week mind you—my mom has been leaving super early in the morning all glammed up.

“Out.”

One. Single. Word. I shouldn’t be surprised though, because her answer is always the same. It didn’t matter what day of the week it was, she was always going “out”.

I didn’t bother saying anything else as she lifted her hand in a tiny wave and left through the back door.

Shaking my head I got up and left my cup in the sink and then glanced out of the window, but I couldn’t see Becker anywhere, so I opened the kitchen door and decided to do some investigating.

And it didn’t take long, because—Holy fuck!

I followed the sounds of a shovel hitting the ground and made my way around the house to find him—Becker digging up the ground without a fucking shirt on.

Damn. I wasn’t even ashamed to admit that my uncle was indeed a looker.

My gaze wandered over those endless broad shoulders and that broad chest with dark hair across the surface.

My gaze went all the way down to his taut torso, ripped with muscle and then past the trail of dark hair that disappeared into his jeans.

His tan skin glistened in the sun as sweat trickled down his body. Fuck. Me.

As if he knew I was there, Becker stopped digging up the ground and turned his head in my direction.

My cheeks instantly warmed as reminders of last night entered my mind once again.

“Good morning,” Becker said, dropping the shovel where he stood and walking over to me.

I swallowed hard as he invaded my space, his chest in my face and that wild woodsy scent of his mixed with sweat. He was all man and my body wanted everything he had to offer.

But I was also pretty sure that Becker had better things to do than please the fantasies of an eighteen-year-old, who had about as much experience as a fly on the wall.

“Morning,” I replied, daring myself to glance up into those pretty blue eyes of his. Pretty but lurking with danger.

There was a slight frown between those thick brows of his as he threw his thumb back over his shoulder.

“Your mom left without you?”

I nodded and folded my arms across my chest. “She went out. She probably won’t be back for a while. What are you doing?”

He wiped his hands off the front of his jeans and I couldn’t help but notice the obvious bulge. It had me wondering if he was actually hard right now or just well-endowed.

“There was a burst pipe. Nothing big. I thought I’d fix it up, but I’m missing a part,” he said.

I nodded again, unsure of what else to say.

“I’m heading out to get that part and some groceries. Do you want to come?”

My heart pounded against my chest and I managed a quick, “Yes,” before I said anything awkward.

Becker nodded, a ghost of a smile touching his lips. “Okay, you can get into the truck if you want. I just want to wash up and get dressed.”

He handed me the keys to his truck, his long, calloused fingers brushed against mine and I momentarily thought of how they gripped my thigh last night.

Walking around Becker’s tall frame, I managed to make it to his cherry-red Chevrolet Highboy without my legs turning into complete mush.

Once I was in the passenger side, I closed my door shut, placed the keys into the ignition and sat back against the cool black leather seat.

His truck smelled just like him. Wild, woodsy and clean. I was surprised that his truck was pretty neat inside too. Becker came across as the caveman type or a highlander with that rough voice, calloused hands and ripped body. I expected him to be a little untidy at least.

Sighing, I was feeling a little inquisitive, so I opened up the center console, curious about what Becker kept in there. I mean I was curious about everything Becker now. I wanted to know more about him, more about what he did for a living. How much older was he than me?

There was a dark brown leather wallet inside the console, so I picked it up and opened it.

I found his ID card which told me he was born on the 10th of November 1984.

So he was twenty-one years older than me. He wasn’t bad at all for a thirty-nine-year-old and he was also five years younger than my dad. Rifling around, I found a few old movie stubs and in the last compartment was a picture of Becker. But he wasn’t alone. A girl stood next to him. They were both young in this picture, around their mid-twenties, I guessed. Becker was looking down at the pretty red-headed girl, with his arm casually around her shoulder. His eyes were warm and kind and definitely in love.

A pang of jealousy shot through me as I placed the picture back and put the wallet back where it belonged. But that is when something else caught my eye.

A box of condoms.

I don’t know what made me do it, but I lifted the box and found that it was still sealed.

Was he married to the girl in the picture or did he have a girlfriend? I didn’t know either of those things and that made me a little annoyed.

Was he having sex with someone or was he planning on having sex with someone because the box was still sealed?

The thought of that sent a wave of embarrassment through me because last night I thought of Becker in a way I shouldn’t have. It was wrong, but I wanted him. And now the possibility that I couldn’t have him struck a new wound in my heart.

As I held the box, more and more questions racked my brain until the sound of someone clearing their throat startled me.

Humiliation washed over me immediately as I lifted my head to see Becker standing by the driver’s side, hands resting halfway into the truck as he watched me holding his box of condoms that I had no right holding.

Fuck! Shit! Crap!

I dropped the box and shut the center console so fast that I hoped to God that I could’ve just pretended that none of this just happened. Jesus. Nope, it happened alright.

Without a word, Becker got into the truck and started up the engine, before pulling out of the driveway.

I glanced in his direction once, but his face was completely blank except for the frown between his dark eyebrows.

But what did that frown mean? Was he angry or…not? I mean the guy has frowned quite a lot since coming here.

Turning my head, I lifted my knees to my chest and stared out of the window, wishing that I had gotten out of the truck when he caught me. I should have run up to my room, locked my doors and stayed there, forever unscathed from humiliation.

Now I was stuck in his truck with him mere inches apart from where I sat.

God help me.
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Charli sat quietly beside me throughout the drive and since meeting her I almost thought that trying to get her to keep her mouth shut would have been an impossibility.

She was a brat and had an attitude the size of a fucking elephant. But all it took was me catching her with a box of my condoms and her mouth was sealed shut.

She wouldn’t even look in my direction, which was fine with me, because it gave me more of a chance to look at her.

I’d promised myself that I wouldn’t do anything stupid this morning. But looking didn’t hurt anyone so it didn’t count as stupid. Well, that’s at least what I told myself.

Her legs looked soft and from touching them just once, I knew that they were extremely soft. I kept my left hand on the center console and I swear to fucking God it took everything I had in me to not reach over and touch her again.

She’s eighteen, you’re thirty-nine, the voice in my head argued. She’s out of your league, Beck. Leave her alone.

I was here for a short while to grieve my brother, check if Liz was fine and copy— which she was by the look of things and…meet Charli for the first time.

I wasn’t supposed to be thinking of ways to get into her pants. Or rather her shorts. Fuck. Sitting next to her while she wore those short denim cutoffs—if you could even call that scrap of denim shorts—had my cock tenting in my jeans. Thank God she wasn’t looking, I’d be more terrified than she was when I caught her holding the box of condoms.

Pushing thoughts of Charli to the back of my mind, I made a quick stop at a small home and garden store and purchased the part that was missing from the burst pipe.

The entire time, Charli sat quietly in the car and when I came back, her legs were stretched out and on the dashboard. Her toenails were painted in a pretty lime green color and had tiny daisies on them.

I got back behind the wheel and ignored Charli again and to kill the awkward silence, I turned the radio on to a random station.

The kitchen was almost empty this morning when I decided to make breakfast.

It just told me more about the kind of wife and mother Liz was. A crappy wife and mother that didn’t think there was anything wrong with dressing up early in the morning and disappearing.

I honestly wondered how my brother fought to stay with someone like her when all he did for most of his life was work hard so that he could have the family of his dreams. Liz was far from family material.

Instead of heading to a supermarket, I drove us to a Farmers Fresh Food Market that I’d seen posted up on a bulletin board in town.

When we reached the market which was on Thayer’s Farm, I parked the truck near where all the other cars were parked.

Killing the engine, I let out a breath and turned and turned my body slightly so that I was facing Charli.

She was curiously staring out of the window now while dragging her long fingers through her silky honey-blonde tresses.

“Do you want to come with me?” I asked her.

She turned to me, her face a mixture of surprise and embarrassment from earlier. But then she smiled and it was the best fucking thing I’d ever seen in my life. The way her emerald green eyes lit up and her soft pink lips tipped upwards at the corners.

“Really? I’ve never been to one of these before,” she said.

I smiled back at her and nodded. “Sure and it’s great. I prefer fresh produce to the crap they sell in stores.”

We both got out of the truck and I immediately wished for this trip to be over because the burning sun above was not forgiving today.

Sweat ran down my neck as we walked around and in between the various stalls, I grabbed a wooden basket too and we began our shopping by buying the fruits and vegetables first.

“You get your money’s worth coming to these markets,” I told Charli as I placed a wooden box full of grapes.

“Everything is so fresh and looks healthier,” she said, moving close beside me.

Our arms were almost touching and my dick was starting to realise that Charli was near. Too near for my comfort.

“Your dad and I grew up country style, so we always appreciated food from the elements around us.”

I watched as a sad smile pulled at her lips and I almost wished that I hadn’t said anything. It couldn’t have been easy being so young and losing a parent just two weeks prior. Imagine everything being okay one minute and the next, your entire world was being ripped away from you.

I knew what she was feeling because I remembered when Michael and I had to bury our father when we were just seventeen. He’d gone MIA during his tour in Iran and his body came back one week later.

That was the shittiest moment of my life because that’s when I decided to head off into the army too. Michael fought with me, saying I was on a suicide mission just like Dad.

I struggled a lot because I was having a difficult time processing my dad’s death and the fact that I wanted to be a soldier just like him. I wanted to fucking feel the pain. And I eventually felt it in the worst way possible. Everything was taken from me.

That was why I didn’t need to be involving myself in Charli’s life any more than was necessary. I couldn’t fuck her life up just because my dick wanted her. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t give a fuck what my brain thought and listened to my dick.

“Dad tried to make a garden so many times, but they never lasted a week,” she said and then chuckled as we headed over to the meat stalls.

I handed the butcher a few dollars and pointed to the pack of steak which he handed us. “He was never good at it. I was the one always good with my hands. Your dad loved working though. While we’d play outside during the summers, he’d be inside reading books and studying.”

Charli smiled again, but it wasn’t sad this time. It was a bit more heartfelt. “That sounds like him.”

Without saying anything further we finished up with our shopping and headed back to the truck.

It was mid-afternoon when we got home.

Charli helped me unpack the groceries and then disappeared upstairs without saying anything else to me, so I headed out back and finished the rest of the work on the burst pipe.
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Becker was sitting downstairs when I came out of my room. I had showered and was now wearing an overly large New England Patriots Jersey that came to my knees. My hair was up in a messy bun and I carried my notepad and case of pencils.

He was watching a murder mystery on Investigation Discovery but turned his attention to me when I sat down on the couch next to him.

A few minutes of silence passed as the detective talked about the gruesome details of the case that was on before Becker cleared his throat.

“It’s almost nine,” he said and I drew my gaze up to him.

He had changed too into a black t-shirt, with a grey and blue flannel shirt that was left unbuttoned and grey sweatpants.

His dark hair was tousled as if he’d just showered and his beard was trimmed a little shorter than before, so now I could see more of his beautiful facial structure.

I nodded to his question. “Yeah.”

“Your mother isn’t usually home at these times?” That damn frown of his was back in between his eyebrows.

“Nope.” I shrugged and opened my notepad. “Trust me it’s nothing new. She’s been doing this forever.”

When my dad would be away on business trips, my mother would use that as her jail-free card and leave me with our nanny for a week. Or until whenever Dad was due back.

His frown relaxed, but I could see the worry in his eyes. “So what do you eat when she’s gone?”

“Whatever’s there.”

“Whatever’s there…meaning junk?” There was a smile swimming in those dark blue eyes of his, so I smiled and nodded.

Shaking his head, Becker switched the TV off and stood up. “My mother would have an aneurysm if she heard that. Come on, I’ll make you dinner.”

I watched as Becker disappeared into the kitchen, so I grabbed my notebook and pencils and silently followed behind him like a child.

“What are you making?” I put my book and pencils down and sat down at one of the bar stools that were placed in front of the white marble counter top.

“Your dad and I grew up in the South so I’m making the best Southern-style burgers you have ever eaten,” he said as he got the ground beef from the fridge and placed that into a glass bowl.

“The best?” I arched an eyebrow and bit my bottom lip to keep from laughing.

“You’ll have to taste them and see for yourself, but it’s the best. Trust me,” he said.

I sat there and watched him as he mixed spices into the ground beef, before making them into thick patties and then he moved on to making buns. He worked in silence and was neat and paid careful attention to everything as he moved around the kitchen.

So while he worked, I opened my notebook and started drawing. I’d been traumatized after finding my dad that everything seemed to come to a standstill in my life.

One of my true passions was art and I loved drawing and painting. My dad always supported my dream and when he did what he did, it almost felt like part of my soul had been ripped away. This was the first time since his death that I decided to open up my notebook.

I was sketching before I even knew what I was sketching exactly, which was usually how it worked for me. I moved the pencil on the page and lightly shaded it in and soon the image of a hand started coming into shape.

But it wasn’t just any hand. It was his. Becker’s. He had the sleeves of his flannel rolled up and I began sketching an outline of it at first. He had beautiful, strong hands.

His fingers were long but lean and the hair that covered his arms was light brown, almost golden in the bright light from above.

I noticed a long, white scar on the inner of his right forearm and even though it was just an old scar now, I wondered how he’d gotten it.

“How did you get that?” I curiously blurted out before I could stop myself.

His eyes flickered to mine for a second. A curl of his dark hair fell across his forehead as he gripped the counter with both hands. “Get what?”

I pointed my pencil at his arm, wishing I could’ve taken back my question. “That scar. How’d you get it?”

Becker pushed himself off of the counter and turned around to retrieve the buns from the oven.

I almost thought that he was just going to ignore my question, but he placed the buns on a cooling rack and then turned around to face me again. Expression unreadable.

“Army. I served for six years. It was a long time ago,” he said.

And that was my queue to drop that conversation right then and there because he certainly didn’t want to talk about that.

Instead, my mind jumped at the fact that he’d served in the army. Military men had a certain sex appeal to them…and Becker did not disappoint.

But sex appeal aside, I mentally kicked myself in the ass, because I was supposed to push all thoughts of Becker to the back of my mind. It was bad enough that I got caught holding his condoms earlier. Luckily it was just that and not his wallet.

“Okay,” Becker said and started placing the patties that he’d fried onto the fresh buns, along with the caramelized onions and thick slices of tomato. He topped it off with some mayo, before pushing my plate towards me. “We’re finally done.”

I’d be lying if I didn’t think it smelled like fucking heaven, but I waited patiently and got a beer for Becker as he moved around the counter and came to sit right next to where I was.

He popped the lid off with his teeth and then we both began eating. The burger was more than amazing. It was fucking divine as I swallowed my first bite and left the burger back down on the plate.

“What’s wrong? You don’t like it?” His dark eyebrows shot up and I wanted to laugh at how desperate he looked because he wanted to know my opinion. But I didn’t laugh, I just smiled.

“Where the fuck did you learn to make this?” I asked because I was genuinely in love with this burger.

I loved food and it has been forever since I’ve actually eaten something so delicious that was homemade.

He playfully nudged his knee against mine. “Are you old enough to say fuck? And it’s a secret.”

The way the word fuck sounded rolling off his tongue sent a shiver through me. It sounded so bad.

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, I am old enough to say fuck.”

“So, what were you drawing in there?” Becker pointed to my notebook before taking another bite out from his burger.

“It’s a secret,” I said and took a bite out of my burger.

His knee nudged mine again. “You like to draw?”

I nodded and then reached over before grabbing his beer and taking a sip of it. Becker watched me the entire time, a wicked grin playing across his lips.

“You’re not old enough to drink.”

“Well, who’s going to tell me no?” I challenged him and took another sip.

He wiped his hands on the grey wash cloth and reached out and before I knew what was happening, Becker was up from his bar stool and pressing his entire body against mine. His right hand grabbed the beer, while his left hand fell to my knee.

And that was all it took.

His wild woodsy scent invaded my nostrils. I felt him staring down at me, so I tilted my head back and met his dark blue eyes. The heat in them was undeniable as Becker leaned down.

He placed the beer on the counter and slid that same right hand around my throat, before guiding my face up to his.

I was also pretty certain that I was not breathing at all at that moment because I was entirely focused on him.

His lips were warm and tasted slightly salty as he pressed them against mine. And, damn, I was so, so unprepared for this, because Becker’s innocent kiss soon turned into something else completely. Something raw and animalistic as he slid his hot tongue into my mouth and bit my bottom lip.

A moan escaped my lips and I didn’t know whether to focus on his mouth ravaging mine, or his left hand that was slipping further up my bare thigh.

His right hand moved away from my neck and down my chest so that he could cup my breast. It was a good thing I wasn’t wearing any bra because I wanted to know what it felt like to have that mouth of his on my tits. I wanted to know what it felt like to have my nipples bitten and sucked by him.

My left hand slipped around his neck to pull him closer. I didn’t want there to be any space between us. My right hand went straight to the front of his jeans where I could feel how hard his cock was.

“I want you inside of me,” I whispered against his lips, my voice almost pleading.

Becker stilled and then he stopped kissing me and just pulled away altogether.

“Fuck!” he yelled and raked a hand through his dark hair. “Fuck!”

I pulled my jersey down and stood up, knotting my fingers together as he paced around in front of me.

“Did I say or do something?” my voice was small and I could feel the tears burning the back of my eyes, threatening to fall.

I brought my left hand up against my mouth and bit the back of my knuckles.

“I…I’m sorry.”

“Stop it.” Becker let out a frustrated sigh. “It’s nothing.” He finally stopped pacing and turned away from me. “I can’t fucking do this right now. Just go to bed, Charli.”

Anger and humiliation burned through my veins. “You know what? Fuck you, Becker!” I spat out and then turned around and ran upstairs.

When I was in my room I slammed my door shut and slid down against it, before letting the tears spill free.

He wanted me just as much as I wanted him, but the way he pulled back…

That kind of rejection. Fuck him. Hot tears ran down my cheeks and I curled my hands into fists before burying my face in them.

When I was done, I wiped my face against the back of my arm with my jersey and then climbed my way into my bed.

Slipping my hand under the mattress, I pulled my dad’s suicide letter out and began reading it.
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When I heard Charli’s door slam, I immediately went up after her. But I stopped outside her door and listened to her crying.

She cried for a good ten minutes and I didn’t think it was only about me pushing her away downstairs. It was probably everything. Her dad, her mom and now me.

Just everything.

I placed my fists on the walls around her door and stared down at my shoes. A big part of me wanted to man the fuck up and go in there and pull her against me and tell her that everything was going to be okay.

But another part of me, the logical part of me, knew that I only had so much self-restraint because I wouldn’t be able to hold back. One thing would lead to another and I promised myself that I wouldn’t cross that line. Besides her being completely forbidden for me, she was fucking young. Too young to give her entire life away to fuck around with me.

She still needed to date guys her age. She still needed to fall in love and experience heartbreak, even though the thought of someone breaking her heart sent a momentary rush of anger in my veins.

I had that chance when I was young, but I wasn’t going to ruin it for her.

And I was also letting Michael down. This wasn’t an ex-girlfriend we were talking about. This was his fucking daughter.

I was sick, so fucking sick to see her that way, but I tried and I’m sure she tried too because as fucked up as this situation was, I wanted to know what her pussy tasted like. I wanted to feel myself fill her cunt. I wanted to fuck her till she couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted her to come all around my dick. I wanted her to ride my face. But most of all, I wanted her in my arms.

I pushed myself away from her door and got back downstairs. Far away from her. Maybe it was best if I got this over with soon and left because I’m not sure I would’ve been able to stay away from her if I stayed any longer. And if I fucked her and made her mine, I knew that I would never let go of her again. I wouldn’t break her heart and make her cry like I did today because I’d love her with everything I had in me and make her feel safe.

Aside from her pathetic excuse of a mother, I was all Charli had left and I, her. If I crossed the line, there was no going back and fixing anything.

I was the adult here and I was the one with more life experience, so whatever I did, I knew I couldn’t afford to make another mistake.

I grabbed my beer from the counter and went back into the lounge, before switching the channels to the rerun of an NBA game.

Tomorrow was another day so for now all I had to do was just try and forget this whole fucking situation.




* * *

I’d fallen asleep on the couch. My neck was aching like a bitch and as I came to, I could hear shouting outside. 

Angry words and a lot of “fuck yous” but I sat up the second I heard Charli’s voice and then her scream. It was as if I was in fucking survival mode, but I was up from the couch in seconds, the pain in my neck gone to the back of my mind and my hands curling into fists.

Charli was out front rubbing her wrist and there was a guy not much older than getting back into his car.

“Hey!” I shouted, my voice loud and angry and I didn’t even fucking care if anyone heard me.

I wanted to smash this guy’s face in.

“Were you fucking touching her?” I asked as I approached his car.

I barely had the chance to get a good look at him, because he was already speeding off.

And by the time I turned around Charli was already storming off into the house. What the fuck was going on?

I followed her inside, but she was running up the stairs and she slammed her door shut before I could get to her.

“Charli!” I reached her door and tried for the handle but it was locked. “Who the hell was that?”

Silence.

“Charli, are you hurt?”

Silence.

And then I heard it. Muffled crying, so I started pounding on the door with my fists.

“Charli, open the fucking door!” I shouted.

“Stop acting like a child or I swear to God—”

The lock clicked open and she swung the door open. She stood there in the same jersey from the night before, her sleeves pulled all the way down. Her blonde hair was open and messy and her face was all splotchy and red and her eyes were both watery, yet I also couldn’t mistake the anger in them.

“What?” Her voice is cold. “What do you want?”

“Who was he?” I asked, keeping my voice as calm as I could.

“Why do you care? I don’t owe you any explanation. You just showed up here and now you want to act like you have to know things about me? What the fuck are you trying to do, Becker? One minute you want to fuck me, the next you want to act like you’re my fucking dad.”

She opened her mouth to say something else but I never gave her the chance, because I walked into her room and invaded her space.

I grabbed her right arm and pulled her sleeve back even though she tried to pull her arm away. But my grip was stronger. I studied her wrist and saw that her skin was starting to bruise.

“Who the fuck was he? I won’t ask again.”

“My ex.” Charli pulled her arm away from me and stepped back.

“I don’t know what the fuck is going on between us, but it doesn’t matter. The next time that piece of shit comes here, I’ll rearrange his entire face for him. You better stay the fuck away from him.” The threat in my voice was real.

I hated violence against women in general, but against Charli? I felt like I was going to go ballistic when I stepped out of the house and saw that fucker getting back into his car.

Charli folded her arms across her chest and I walked back out and headed off to my room to have a shower and clear my head.

Fuck. This was going to be harder than I thought.
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I spent most of the day in my room. I read through a few books, but nothing that could grab my attention for more than a few minutes, so eventually I ditched my kindle and got out of bed.

I set up a blank canvas at the opposite end of the room and grabbed my notebook, along with my pencils, my glass palette and my box full of paints and brushes.

There was a nice draft of wind through the patio doors of my room. Grimes played softly in the background from my Spotify.

Inhale. Exhale.

I sat cross-legged on a plushy white cushion on the floor and opened up my notebook to where I drew a draft sketch of his hand.

We hadn’t spoken since the “incident” this morning. He didn’t even call me down for breakfast, which told me he was still mad at me.

I mean I don’t get why he was mad when I was the one that was rejected last night, confused by what exactly he wanted.

Maybe he was mad at Kyle. I’d broken up with that asshole almost five months ago and he just didn’t seem to get it.

He’d grabbed my wrist and insisted I come along with him and his friends for that lake trip that we had planned before we broke up. But he was being obnoxious and didn’t want to take no for an answer.

If Becker hadn’t come out when he did, I’m not sure what would have happened. Kyle wasn’t a scrawny kid. He trained for months to become the best hockey forward there was. And little me against him stood no chance.

I began sketching Becker’s arm on the canvas lightly with a pencil. I even managed to get his folded flannel sleeve into the sketch.

When I was done with that I started mixing a few of my paints on the palette so that I could get an idea of what his skin color was like.

Definitely tan, so a bit more of the red and yellow paint. As the afternoon drew closer, I had perfected my skin shades and began painting.

I was still working on his knuckles when there was a knock on my door.

Setting my palette down on the floor, I stood up and brushed my hands on my white denim dungarees. I only wore it when I painted. They were my designated art clothes.

When I opened the door, Becker stood there in a navy blue t-shirt and cargo pants with his arms folded across his chest, looking more serious than ever with that damn frown of his.

Neither of us spoke at first, because what was there to say? Sorry, I can’t fuck you because you’re my niece? Sorry, I can’t fantasise about you in my head because you’re my uncle. Sorry for existing? Sorry for bursting into your life.

“I wanted to apologise,” Becker said.

For what? I wanted to ask, but Becker continued.

“For last night and earlier and for giving you mixed signals. I should have not kissed you and I should have done better by you. So I’m sorry, Charli.”

I glanced down at the ground and nodded.

“It’s okay. I’m sorry too.” I was sorry for wanting him even though he just practically said no.

“You don’t have to apologise for anything. I was the adult here and I chose to follow my desire rather than my brain,” he said. “I’m also going to be leaving in a few days. I need to get back home, so I really can’t stay any longer.”

I didn’t dare look up at him because tears were burning the back of my eyes and I couldn’t let him see just how much he affected me.

“When will your mom be back?” he asked.

I lifted a shoulder in a pathetic half-shrug. “I don’t need you to wait for her to return. I’ll be fine on my own. I’ve been fine on my own all these years anyway.”

His eyebrows drew together with concern and then I saw the sadness in his eyes, but I didn’t need his pity. I didn’t need anything from him. He made things clear.

“I wanted to make it up to you. Can I take you out for lunch?”

I turned away from Becker and headed back into my room before saying, “Okay.”

I listened as he walked away without another word, before letting out a deep breath that I hadn’t even realized that I’d been holding that entire time.

I got out of my dungarees and had a quick wash in my adjoining bathroom, before getting dressed in a red summer dress that I had to tie at the waist and white tennis shoes.

I let my hair loose from my messy bun and ran my fingers through it a few times to get it looking like natural beach waves.

Becker was already outside in his truck when I got down there. Taking a deep breath, I placed my fingers around the cool handle and opened the door.

“Where are we going?” I asked Becker as I settled into the passenger seat.

I kept my hands folded in my lap as he started the truck up and pulled out of the driveway. It hasn’t even been long since I’ve gotten to know Becker, but I already feel like I’ve known him for years.

Everything he does, his smell, his touch, the way he drives with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on his leg. It has become a strange routine, but a routine nonetheless and I liked it. I liked being around him. The thought of him leaving so soon made me more upset than I thought it ever would.

“A little pizzeria I found on Google,” Becker said. “It’s called Joey’s.”

“I’ve never been there before.” Pushing my hair out of my face, I glanced over at Becker and saw a small smile forming on his lips.

“Well, I hope they are as good as those three five-star ratings said they were.”

We drove in silence for the rest of the way until we reached Joey’s. And by that time I had made up my mind that I’d talk to Becker today. About everything, including my feelings for him.
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She sat across from me in the booth, chewing on her bottom lip as she studied the menu. And I tried looking away but I just couldn’t stop myself.

She was swinging her legs back and forth underneath the table because I felt them brush against mine several times. I saw a small smile appear on her lips as if she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Charli,” I said, my tone warning her to stop.

She did it again just as I expected but I reached down and swiftly caught her by her ankle, making her help out loud.

Her emerald green eyes met mine, mischief lurking in those lush green depths. She looked really pretty today. Especially in that red dress. It was so accessible. It would be so easy to take her out of it. My cock hardened.

I placed her foot on the space next to me and casually ran my fingers along her skin which was now pickled with goosebumps.

Charli continued to watch me. Her eyes were no longer filled with mischief, but a familiar look that I was all too used to. It wasn’t hard to recognize lust. She wanted me to.

The waiter came to our table and I ordered two cokes for both of us. All the while, I ran my hand up and down Charli’s smooth leg.

When the waiter left, I turned my focus back on Charli and watched with amusement at how her chest rose and fell.

“You’re not funny,” she said after a few minutes of complete silence.

She tried to pull her leg away but my grip on her was too strong.

“I’m not trying to be.” I continued to tease her skin. “What do you want, Charli?”

She glanced down at her nails and tucked a blonde strand of hair behind her right ear. Her answer came and it was simple yet difficult at the same time.

“You.”

Sighing, I let go of her foot and sat up straighter before placing both of my hands on the table and spreading out the menu in front of me.

“And then what happens after that? If we do this, what happens after? You’re so young, Charli. I don’t think you understand the consequences of what you’re getting yourself into,” I explained.

She was silent and I let all of what I just said sink in before continuing. If we did do anything, I wanted all the cards laid out. I wanted her to know that this wasn’t playing house. I was an adult and a full-grown ass man and she was just barely out of her teen stages. She needed to know how real life worked.

Fantasizing about something was one thing and actually doing it in real life was another.

“You said you’re leaving this morning, so why say there is a possibility that anything might happen?” she asked.

And she was right. I shouldn’t be saying there’s a possibility but a part of me, a selfish part of me wants there to be a possibility.

“I’m just trying to figure this out. I haven’t fucking done this before, so I’m not sure what the rules are either, Charli. There’s not exactly a handbook lying around that I can follow. " My tone was a little harsh and I watched as she winced, but I couldn’t take my words back.

There was only so much I could do to hold myself back from doing what I wanted to do with her. I just wasn’t sure she’d want any of this in the end eventually. This whole thing could end disastrously for either of us.

“I want to be with you, Becker.” Her green eyes were blurry as she brought her gaze up to meet mine. A tear slipped free and she brushed it away with a finger. “Please.”

The waiter came back with our drinks and we’d both fallen silent again. An ominous silence loomed over our booth.

“You have a whole life ahead of you. Are you listening to what you’re saying? I’ve done things Charli. I’ve experienced life. Do you want to give it all away just to be with me? I won’t be holding you back from any of your dreams, but it won’t be the same with someone older.”

Charli got up then and I tried to reach out for her, but she quickly ran out of the pizzeria, so I grabbed a few bucks out of my jeans pocket and placed them on the table to pay for the drinks and then ran out after her.

She was sitting in the passenger seat of the truck, her knees pulled up to her chest and her face hidden by those pretty blonde tresses.

I opened the driver’s side and got in beside her.

“I’m not trying to hurt you, Charli. I’m just being honest and if that hurts you then, I’m sorry. I’m really fucking sorry.” I turned the key in the ignition and the truck roared to life before I reversed out of the parking lot.

This day wasn’t going like how I thought it would and where the fuck was Liz? Did she really just not give a fuck about her family and her home?

Charli stayed like that the entire way back home, so I turned the radio on and ran my hand through my hair.
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When we reached the house, Becker had switched the truck off and the silence between us had become even more deafening.

“I read his suicide letter every night,” I whispered, tears blurring my vision as I stared down at my lap.

I felt his eyes locked on me and I wanted to get out of that truck and run up to the house and shut myself away in my room, but I needed to do this.

“He was a great dad, but he wasn’t here often and I never spent as much time as I wanted with him. I also found him that day in the study after school.” My breath was shaky and a few tears had slowly escaped and were now falling onto my folded hands.

“I’m also pretty sure my mother doesn’t give a single fuck about me. So when you came along, it made me feel a little normal and it was nice having someone around that took an interest in me.”

Becker stayed silent, his hot gaze burning into me and I wondered what he was thinking.

“I was so mad at you when you first showed up. I couldn’t understand why you were here and what you wanted. But now… now I’m really starting to like having you around.”

I turned to face him now, pretty sure as hell that I probably looked like shit. “Please don’t leave me.”

“Charli,” was all Becker said—was all he had to say before he leaned forward and wrapped his large hands around my waist.

He pulled me into his lap effortlessly until I was straddling him.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, moving his hands lower until he was undoing the strings of my dress and pulling it open.

Becker kept his eyes on me the entire time as he unclasped my lacy red bra and let it fall down my shoulders and between us.

“Fuck, Charli.” He took my breasts into his hands and they fit perfectly as he palmed each one.

Without wasting any more time, Becker pulled me closer and soon he had his hot mouth on me. All over me. My neck, my lips and then my nipples. He sucked my right nipple drawing it into his mouth with such perfection that my mouth fell open and I pulled his face closer.

“Look at me, Charli,” he instructed as he moved onto my left nipple and ran his tongue around my swollen pink bud.

I looked at him. I watched as the heat in those dark blue eyes grew as he watched me come undone before him.

“I don’t want to fuck you in my truck,” he said, pulling back slightly and resting his head back against the seat. “We should go inside.”

“It doesn’t matter. I want you right now,” I said, moving my hips and grinding myself against him. Fuck, my panties were dripping with my arousal and I needed him inside me soon. I needed to feel him. Needed to feel his hard cock inside of me, thrusting into me.

“Charli.” Becker brought my face closer with his right hand and kissed me then. His teeth and lips and tongue completely consumed me.

He nipped at my bottom lip so hard that I tasted the familiar metallic taste of blood fill my mouth. But that didn’t stop us.

“Are you sure?” His breath was hot against my lips and I glanced down as he unzipped his pants and let his hard cock spring free.

“Yeah.” I slipped my arms around his neck and closed the space between us.

“Are you a virgin?” he asked, with one hand at the small of my back and the other around my throat.

I didn’t want him to know that I was a virgin, because he’d probably even used that as an excuse to stop this entire thing.

“Becker,” I moaned his name, hoping to bring his attention back to me.

“Condom,” he said, his voice hoarse.

“It’s fine. You can pull out.”

“Charli,” he began to protest again.

“Becker just shut up and fuck me already,” I said and then smashed my lips against his.

He didn’t need to be told twice because he pushed my panties aside and positioned his cock at my entrance before he thrust into me without any forewarning.

I screamed at the sudden rush of pain and then desire that hit me all at once as he filled me all the way.

I lifted myself off his cock and began moving slowly. Up and down. My clit throbbed and my pussy felt tight around his hard length. The pain ebbed away until I was only left with desire pooling in the pit of my stomach.

“Oh, my God.” Becker let his head fall back onto the headrest. “You feel so fucking good, Charli.”

“You too,” I managed to say, but right now, my vocabulary was limited.

Becker lifted his arms and I helped him remove his t-shirt, which he then took from me.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me, Charli?” Becker asked as he took my hands and placed them firmly behind my back before restraining my wrists with his t-shirt.

“Yes,” I whispered.

He shoved his cock into me.

“Fuck, yes.”

“Are you going my little dirty slut?” He dragged his fingernails down my spine and my head fell back.

I nodded and then whispered, “God yes.”

He grabbed either side of my sweaty thighs and thrust deep into me. Over and over again, he filled me with his cock.

Tears streamed down my cheeks, and my legs were sore from his grip and my awkward positioning, but I needed to come. I could feel it. I was right there. Just a little more.

My cunt burned as he drove into me hard and fast. And then I came. Like a rush of euphoria, my pussy clenched and then erupted with pleasure. I was on cloud nine, my body shaking with ecstasy.

Becker came seconds later, but he didn’t pull out. Instead, he filled me with his hot come and neither of us was sober enough from our orgasm to realise what just happened. And I didn’t care. I didn’t care as I collapsed against him and curled myself into his large body. I didn’t care as I started crying into his neck, letting out all my frustration and grief all at once. All I cared about was that I had him now. I had Becker.
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“Oh my God,” I spread her pretty pink pussy with two of my fingers as I pressed a cube of ice against her glistening cunt. Teasing her slowly as I moved it up and down. The melted water was now polling beneath her ass.

She was even more beautiful spread out on the marble kitchen counter, tits and pussy all bared out for me.

Fuck, she was like a drug, but more addictive and I wanted every last drop of her until I was high on her.

Placing the ice on the counter beside her, I removed my fingers and then pulled her closer by her thighs.

“Becker.” Her pouty lips fell open and I watched as she toyed with her dusky pink nipples, rolling them in between her fingers and then pulling them to make them harder.

I wasted no time as I placed my face in between her thighs and began fucking her tight cunt with my tongue. She tasted like pure heaven as I entered her and then ran my tongue all around her pussy.

My arms locked around her hips and I positioned myself better, sucking her clit and then lightly biting her flesh.

Her moans were like music to my fucking ears and nothing could have sounded any better.

“Fuck!” Charli came but I didn’t stop. I just continued sucking her even as she trembled violently against me, her pussy juices filling my mouth. God, she tasted so fucking good.

“Good girl,” I praised her. “Now come and suck my cock and show me just how much you want me, Charli. Show me what a good girl you are.”

She climbed off the counter and got on her knees before me and fuck if I ever set my sights on anything so beautiful if my life.

Charli glanced up at me through those pretty green eyes and took my cock in her dainty hands. I was far too big to fit into her hands let alone her mouth.

I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. “Fuck my cock with that pretty mouth of yours, baby.”

She nodded obediently like the good girl she was and began sucking my cock. She tried to go deep throat on her first try, but began choking as she didn’t, but I didn’t let her pull all the way out. I started fucking her mouth with my cock as if her mouth was her tight pussy and she took it all like a good girl.

“Fuck, Charli.” I groaned as I fisted her hair around my hand and continued to fill her mouth. She ran her tongue all along my length and I had to clench my jaw as desire rippled through me.

I felt myself close to the edge, so I let go of her hair and attempted to pull out but Charli took hold of my cock and sucked even harder, making her cheeks hollow and soon I was coming harder than I ever did, my coming spilling into her sweet mouth. But she took it all like a good girl and swallowed every last drop.




* * *
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We fucked again into the early hours of the morning, until we both felt raw and spent and then Becker made love to me. It was the sweetest thing anyone had ever done for me. He took me into his arms and kissed my forehead, my eyes, my nose and then my lips.

His hands were gentle as he eased into me. I didn’t think we could go again but we did and it felt so damn good. He moved slowly into me and then pulled out, but not all the way before pushing back into me.

He whispered sweet nothings into my ears and called me by my name as he held me against him, promising me everything was going to be okay and I believed him.

Becker was a good man.

He kept to his word, except for his own dumb rule that we couldn’t be together.

We both came simultaneously and I shuddered beneath him as he came inside for the second time today.

And then we lay together on the damp sheets, Becker’s arm around my shoulders and my head against his chest.

“Becker?” I called his name into the darkness.

“Hmm?”

“Are you married?”

Silence and then a very grumpy, “No.”

“Becker?”

“Hmmm?”

“I found that picture in your wallet when you caught me with the condoms. Who was she?”

Silence, but this time the silence lasted a little while longer. “Amy. We were married. She left me a long time ago. But she’s not important. I’ll tell you about it one day. Go to sleep, Charli.”

That made me feel better.

“Becker?”

He sighed this time. “Yes, Charli?”

“I don’t like it when you tell me to go to sleep like that. You sound grumpy.”

“I am grumpy, but go to sleep baby,”he whispered against my neck and kissed me there lightly.

I smiled in the dark like an idiot and finally closed my eyes.

I didn’t read my dad’s letter that night.

Everything was going to be okay.

I closed my eyes for a few minutes and then finally dozed off against Becker.
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Charli

Four years later…




Becker’s cabin was amazing and even though I’ve been staying here for four years, it felt like just yesterday that I was seeing it again for the first time.

“Gage!” I called out as I stepped onto the patio.

His blonde little head was visible as he makes his way towards the cabin from the lake. Panic filled me, but almost instantly disappeared when I saw Becker following closely behind him.

Becker was worried at first when I fell pregnant with Gage all those summers ago, but I insisted on seeing how things turned out and Gage was extremely healthy and beyond adorable.

He had my blonde locks and his dad’s blue eyes and his infectious smile. He made me happy, because at one stage I never thought I could have ever been happy.

I haven’t seen my mother in years. I left her a letter before I left with Becker, but she never bothered calling me back.

So even though I lost both my parents that summer, I gained a new family and I loved them with all my heart and even more with each passing day.

“Mommy!” Gage walked up the stairs of the patio and ran straight over to me. “Look at what Daddy and I caught!”

He held up a bucket of fish, clearly thrilled with himself. I laughed and bent forward, before giving Gage a kiss on his tiny button nose.

“That’s so good, baby. I think you should leave it inside so that we can cook them together later on,” I said.

He nodded and ran into the cabin and then I stood up and Becker was immediately in my space, his large hands slipping around my waist and moving lower so that he could grab my ass.

“No kiss for, Daddy?” he teased.

“No kiss,” I whispered.

Becker cocked an eyebrow. “Really?”

He caught my chin with his forefinger and pressed his forehead against mine. “I love you, Charli.”

“I love you more, Becker.” I kissed him then and pressed my hands against his heart.

Always.




The End.
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