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“You have to tell us all about your trips again,” my father says as he reaches over and grabs his wife—my horrid new dear stepmother—Portia’s hand. We're all seated around the dining room table, the warm citrusy summer air washing over us.

I've only been back two weeks from college and I'm already dreading being here. I've promised myself to behave but it's not to please my father who had to remarry because he can't die alone. It's because he is here. He has come. And it's always for him that I aim to please. Carson. My father's younger brother by three years. Still forty-seven is still such a sexy age.

He glances at me now from across the table and I have to force myself now to grin like an idiot again even though he has a slight mischievous grin on his face himself. My father simply thinks that my uncle and I have a really good platonic relationship and that I look up to him because of his adventures of travelling all around the world. And I allow my father to think that because it's better than him knowing that I secretly like the idea of my uncle fucking me senselessly until I can't catch my breath. Until I beg him to stop. And it's better than him knowing what happened last Summer before Carson left.

We'd drank a little too much and somehow when I kissed him goodbye it ended up with Carson slipping his hand in between my thighs and cupping my pussy with his strong right hand like he owned me. I didn't want him to stop, but he did anyway and I never saw him again until he arrived today on our doorstep.

We're at our holiday villa in Tuscany for the summer and father insisted that Carson stay with us for at least a week or two.

I'm still hoping that he'll stay for longer.

“What do you want to know?” Carson asks, drawing his attention back to my father.

At that exact moment I feel something brushing against my leg and when I glance up Carson doesn't look at me once. He just sits there silently and keeps his attention focused on my father.

Did he just brush his foot against my leg?

I move my own foot forward and brush it along his leg, but Carson doesn't do anything. He just places his right hand on the table, fists it and then splays his long fingers out onto the table.

“Well, everything. You're always lost in some foreign land. You can at least share some fascinating tales,” my father says. “What about all the women? There must be someone that's gotten your attention.”

My heart skips a beat for some odd reason and my eyes move up to find Carson's still trained on my father. But his lips quirk up in a slight grin.

“There is one actually,” Carson says. “A young pretty thing. She's right here in Italy. I've been planning to meet her, which is exactly why I can't stay too long.”

My heart sinks at hearing that and I pull my foot back. Carson is an incredibly handsome man. Obviously, he'd have girls just falling over each other to be with him. The memory of last summer is burned into my mind forever and I didn't think I'd feel so disappointed, but I do.

“Ohh, good for you,” Portia says, and takes a sip from her fourth glass of wine for the evening.

“Looks like love is in the air,” my father says. “Even Emerson met some local guy recently. One that I'm still waiting to meet.”

“Oh, really?” Carson is looking at me now, but I refuse to look at him.

The heat travels up to my face and I try to keep my composure cool. I smile even though I don't have a “local guy” like my father said. The waiter at the restaurant was just flirty and then I watched him go on and flirt with three or four other women after that.

“Emerson's grown into quite a catch,” Portia says. “She'll be picking up boys all summer if she puts her mind to it.”

“Not if I have anything to say about that,” my father jokes and I just smile before lifting my wine glass to my lips and gulping it down in seconds.

I'm hoping for it to settle my nerves, but it just makes me all the more sensitive. I feel his foot again, moving up my leg until I push my chair back.

I'm about to speak up but my father beats me to it. “I think we'll be off to bed. We can have an early start tomorrow.”

“Goodnight,” I tell him and Portia as I watch them get up and leave the table, before walking upstairs.

“Goodnight!” My father shouts back at us, holding her waist tightly to keep her steady.

I don't wait for Carson to say anything. In fact I'm in need of a drink so I quickly get up from the table and rush towards my father's office where he keeps his personal quality stash. I need the alcohol to drown out my disappointment of anything happening. It was fucking disgusting that I wanted anything to happen in the first place, but I didn't care.
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I slam my father's door to his office closed and quickly head towards his cabinet. I grab some whiskey and pour myself a glass before throwing it back all at once. The burn is harsh and I choke out a cough but it made me feel all warm and good inside.

The door opens and I place my glass down, my heart in my throat, expecting my father to come in, but it's just Carson. Carson in his black fitted t-shirt and dark jeans. His dark wavy hair is a mess and his intense blue eyes immediately find me standing alone in a dimly lit room.

“What are you doing here?” The words are blurted from my mouth before I have a chance to stop them.

“I can ask you the same thing,” he says and then he glances down at the bottle of whiskey in my left hand, before he closes the door shut behind him.

“I need a drink,” I say, moving back until my ass hits the desk.

Carson walks towards me and doesn't stop until he's right in front of me. His body inches from mine and that spicy cologne of his filling my nostrils. I have to tilt my head back to look at him.

“So did I.” He takes the bottle from my hand, his fingers brushing against my knuckles and then he reaches down and grabs the glass I left down and pours some whiskey for himself, before gulping it down in one go.

He leaves the whiskey and glass down after that and takes another step closer. I can feel the heat rolling off of him and his body is almost pressing against my torso.

“So you met a girl?” I ask, trying as hard as possible to keep my composure.

“And you met a local guy?”

If I'm not mistaken, I swear to God that I see a tick in his jaw.

“Why? It's none of your business, Uncle,” I say in a very low, teasing voice.

He chuckles. “Don't call me that.”

“Why? Does it remind you about the last time we were together in a room and alone?” I want to push him and see what kind of reaction I can get out of him. But I don't know if I'm prepared for what might happen if I get that reaction.

“How many times have you thought about it while touching yourself late at night?” His lips quirk up into a cocky grin, as if he knows how much he affects me.

“Zero times,” I say. “You're too arrogant.”

“Really?” He laughs. “Wanna put that to the test and see if you've thought about it zero times?”

“I don't know,” I say. “It might not live up to my expectations.”

That's the last thread. It snaps because the next thing I know, Carson is on me. His mouth, hands and body is everywhere, all at once like a man starving. His mouth crushes against mine and I kiss him back, moaning against him as his hands slip underneath my dress and it's only then at that moment that I remember that I'm not wearing any underwear.

Carson brings his warm palm against my pussy and he pulls back for a few seconds, breathing hard and nostrils flared as his dark blue eyes search mines wildly.

“No panties?”

“I was feeling adventurous,” I lie.

But Carson isn't dumb. He chuckles and leans forward before pressing his lips along my throat and gently kisses and sucks along my skin. He moves his fingers back and forth against my pussy and I have to bite down on my bottom lip to prevent myself from cursing out loud.

“You sure it isn't because you imagined this happening?” He asks. “All over again. Another summer memory. Except this time I'm going to make you remember everything, because this time I'm going to fuck you so hard, you'll never forget that this pussy belongs to me.”

He steals all my breath from my throat with his words and I gasp as he shoves two fingers inside of me with now warning.

“Carson,” I whisper harshly as I wrap my left arm around him before grasping his dark wavy hair at the nape of his neck.

“Shh.” He brings his mouth up to mine and kisses me harder as he stretches me with his fingers. “So fucking sweet.”

“Oh my...God,” I manage to choke the words out.

He tugs on my bottom lip. “Not God, Emerson. Just me.”

He moves his fingers back and forth inside of me, slowly picking up the pace and then without warning he removes them and I almost cry out from the loss of touch.

Carson stands back and slips the same fingers that were inside of me into his mouth. “You taste so fucking good. Now why don't you remove that pretty little dress of yours and sit back on that desk.”

I do as told, but I do it slowly. I lift my dress over my head and drop it to the floor, before moving back until my bare ass hits the desk.

“Now spread those pretty legs of yours for me,” Carson says.

I spread my legs, the heat travelling up to my face as his hungry eyes roamed over my completely naked body like I was something to be devoured.

“All wet and ready just for me,” he says, taking his time as he walks towards me.

“Who said it was for you?” I challenge and it's the wrong move because Carson is on me again in second, slipping his hand around my jaw and gripping it so hard my lips fall open.

“Stick out that tongue of yours, little slut.”

I stick my tongue out and Carson grins before spitting into my mouth. And then he spits again and releases my jaw.

“Now swallow like a good fucking girl,” he says.

I do as I'm told and Carson leans forward and brushes his lips against mine as he undoes his pants buckle and zipper.

His thick cock springs out and I gasp as I glance at how big he is. “No condom?” I ask, swallowing hard.

“Nope,” he says, his warm breath against my lips. “I want to feel all of you.”

He presses his tip against my entrance and pushes me against the desk. “You belong to me. This pretty little tight pussy of yours belongs to me.”

I gasp out loud as he thrusts into me. “Say it,” he says.

“What?”

“You. Belong. To. Me,” he says. “Say it.”

“I—” He thrusts into me harder.

“Belong.” Again.

His fingers dig into my thighs.

“To.” I slip my arms around his neck, pulling him closer.

“You.” He shoves his cock deep inside of me, moving all the way to the hilt, making sure I feel every pulsing inch of him.

“Imagine if your father had to walk in right now and see me fucking his little girl on his desk,” Carson whispers into my ear. “But you're practically begging for my cock.”

He slides his right palm up along my shoulder and my torso arches into him. Carson brings his mouth down to my neck and he kisses his way down, moving his lips until his lips close around my right nipple. A moan escapes my throat and Carson continues to suck and bite my nipple before moving onto the other one.

He presses his tongue flat against my breast and licks and gently bites along my skin. “So fucking sweet.”

My legs widen and my hands lower until I'm grasping his ass, feeling every single thrust as he fills me.

I can feel myself on the edge. Carson kisses his way up to my lips and our breaths are mixed, our tongues tangled as he moves into me.

“Ahh!” My pussy contracts around his thick cock and I explode. It comes in waves. A feeling that I've never felt before. And it feels so fucking good.

Carson continues thrusting into me. Once, twice and then he's spilling into me, filling my cunt with his hot come.

“Fuck!” He shouts as he grabs my throat and kisses me hard.

When he releases me, Carson presses his forehead against mine, sweat dripping in between us. “There's no local guy?”

I shake my head. “No. Just a random flirty waiter.”

He kisses me again but I push him away. “There's no girl?”

He shakes his head and then grins. “I was talking about you.”

And then he kisses me again, biting my bottom lip and dragging his fingernails down my back. “I love you, Emerson.”

“I love you too,” I whisper in the faint light.
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