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“Don't fuck this up, Kendra.”

Kendra rolled her eyes in irritation, not
deigning to reply as she nodded a curt goodbye and backed away from
the car.

Bitch, she mouthed as she waved briefly, then
turned away.

Her mother's BMW pulled smoothly out into
traffic. There was no answering wave.

It isn't that she don't love her mother –
exactly. But having a mother who's an A-type personality, an
extrovert who had made a lot of money selling real estate meant
there weren't a lot of warm and cuddly memories of tender moments.
Kendra's mother had always been more the type to tell her to quit
whining than hug her and make it all better.

She also seemed blithely unaware of the
differences between someone graduating into the heart of the boom
years, like she had, and graduating into the heart of recession.
She was filled with corny phrases like “Smart people make their own
luck”, and “Keep knocking on doors and eventually one will
open.”

Sure they will, mom, she thought scornfully,
and having her face ground in failure every day won't do a thing to
my self-esteem – not that her mother ever seemed to worry much
about that.

She shouldn't have even told her about the
job interview. She hadn't planned to. But she'd been forced to
bring it out in self-defense, unable to take yet another lecture on
what she ought to be doing to look for a better job than working as
a waitress at the Heart and Crown.

She was definitely not going to take her
mother's advice about the interview, though. Her mother was one of
those forthright, businesslike people who had an endless supply of
things she refused to do. That was easy when there was an abundance
of jobs to choose from, of course. But Kendra had no intentions of
refusing her would-be employer a damned thing in the way of her
time. If they wanted her to get coffee or run personal errands,
that was fine with her. God knows she'd done that often enough.

Administrative Assistant. It had a nice ring
to it. It was probably just a glorified secretary, but after a year
of looking, and bills from four years at university to worry about,
she'd take it, and gladly. It was time to be a fucking grownup with
a real job, and she was bound and determined to succeed, if only to
get her mother off her back.

And to that end, she was going to apply a
little lesson she'd learned as a waitress. Which was that sexy, got
tipped better. That most definitely didn't mean she was going to go
in there in a low-cut blouse and act all flirty. She was no slut!
And sex was not one of the personal services she was willing to
provide her employer! That being said, she had chosen her interview
outfit with care. She wanted to look sexy, but not at all like she
was trying – casual sexy.

The job was working for a company director at
Hagar's, a very sleek investment bank. Play her cards right there
and she might be able to parlay the job into something really good,
something to put her mother's real estate job to shame. But first,
she had to be hired. And frumpy and sexless was unlikely to succeed
there. Her mother had said it was a macho place, and she should be
very businesslike in a dark suit which showed few curves, pull her
hair back, look as unfeminine as possible.

Not a chance.

Maybe that would have worked in an old boy's
shop, where women were scowled at suspiciously, but Kendra was
calculating that this place was run by younger men. And they liked
attractive women, liked to look at them, liked to be around them.
Why wouldn't they like to work with them? Old men might think a
pretty girl had no brains but she doubted smart young men had that
illusion.

So when she showed up the next morning her
dark hair was down around her shoulders, and shone brilliantly,
with hints of purple amid the raven black. Instead of a dull blue
suit she wore a red wool sweater dress. Far from showing cleavage,
it had a turtleneck The hemline was well below her knees. But it
was quite form fitting, and she had a form which filled it very
nicely indeed. She wasn't busty, not one of those big breasted
women who would draw stares and snickers from the men. She was
deceptively slender, given her athletic nature, especially in
heels, but she had plenty of curves, and no man was going to ignore
her chest.

Nor did she want them to.

Maybe a year ago, sure, but by now she was
somewhat more, well, perhaps not desperate but certainly needy. She
looked hot in the dress, but not slutty, not at all. And it set off
her hair nicely. As for heels, she wore black boots with stiletto
heels. Again, sexy, but not slutty. It would draw the eyes and
appreciation of men, but no one could accuse her of not dressing
properly for an interview. The dress seemed reasonably dressy and
formal, especially given the nature of the organization she was
applying to.

It was all a calculated risk, of course,
which could totally flop if it turned out the director was a woman,
or one of those old-fashioned types who wanted his assistant to be
some barely, seen barely noticed little mouse. It was time to toss
the dice, though. She didn't have the experience, despite her
education, so was hoping to present her potential boss with one
more small reason to hire her: the opportunity to have a pretty
girl around every day.

Of course, there were risks there, too. She
didn't want some lech pawing and groping her. But there were
harassment laws about that, and every company enforced their own
codes, if only to ensure no lawsuits detracted from the bottom
line. She was a big girl. She could look after herself.

She strode confidently into the building,
back straight. Her mother, who'd nagged her about bad posture for
years, would have been proud – though she might have frowned at how
the position tightened the stretchy material across her breasts.
Her mother was an old time feminist who didn't believe in women
using their looks for any purpose whatever. Kendra sometimes
wondered how she'd ever managed to get a man.

Her hair danced across her shoulders as she
moved, and she had a small smile on her face, belying the
nervousness she refused to show. The dress was pulled in tight
around her waist by a wide black belt she'd cinched so tight it was
hard to breath really deeply. She strode into the elevator, pushed
the button for thirty-two and waited as if she hadn't a care in the
world, and was oblivious to the sideways glances given her by the
men occupying the car.

There weren't a lot of women working at
Hagar's. It was filled with mainly younger men who worked the stock
market from various angles, and made vast sums of cash. There were
some women among them, but the truth was that women generally
didn't take the type of business and economics courses places like
Hagar's liked, not in nearly the same numbers as men. There were
probably ten men for every woman working there. Which, she thought,
was another good reason to get hired.

She took a quick trip into the ladies room to
make sure her hair was perfectly in place, gave herself another
look for reassurance, fought down some nervousness and then went up
the hall and knocked twice. Very short, sharp knocks, very
businesslike. she hoped. She walked in, and found herself in an
empty outer office. It was a pretty nice outer office, as her
greedy eyes took it in. The work center (places like Hagar didn’t
have mere desks) was of gleaming dark wood, or something artfully
made to look like wood. It was U-shaped, with shelves and drawers
occupying the wall. The opening to the work station was on the
right, which meant the wraparound desk or counter faced the chairs
on the left side of the room, as well as the door.

It was very nice, very tasteful. The lighting
in the room was subdued but reasonably bright, with two high backed
chairs on the left, and a modernistic piece of art which she
decided, after a moment was the coat rack next to the door. The
inner door, which was closed, was, of course, on the right side of
the room. The walls were of paneled wood, and the whole thing
screamed “money’. Yet at the same time, it was very sleek and
modern looking.

Could she see herself sitting there? Yes, she
could. she walked to the inner door and knocked twice, just as she
had earlier, but she waited for an answer this time. After a
moment, it came.

“Come.”

Male. she felt a little shiver of relief as
she pushed open the paneled door.

The inner office was even more impressive, of
course, especially given the nearly floor to ceiling windows on two
sides of the room. There was a wall of shelves on her right, and
the desk was in the corner, with nothing but glass behind it. This
desk was made of some sort of stone; greenish in color, thick and
wide. But her attention was more for the man behind it.

She had prepared herself for any number of
different scenarios, but not this one. The man behind the desk was
simply, without question, gorgeous. He was, perhaps, mid-thirties,
which put him a decade or so older than her, she calculated. Not
too old at all.. Especially not with that face, that body. He wore
a very stylish suit in a very light gray. He had broad shoulders, a
nice flat belly, and what looked like very nice muscular
development to his chest, though that was hard to be sure of with
the jacket.

He wasn’t especially tall, but taller than
her by several inches, and she was five foot nine, so that would do
nicely. He had one of those faces, she thought, which that made
people do a double take. It was almost too pretty for a man, except
that he had such a strong, square cut jaw which really gave him an
air of, she don’t know, machismo, perhaps. He had that look in his
eyes, too, the confidence, even arrogance, and he examined her very
quickly, soft blue eyes raking her from head to toe in an instant
and, she was sure, not missing a thing.

Breath, she told herself.

And control your fucking voice!

Her voice had a habit of getting… girly at
moments like this, and that just was so not what she wanted to
project!

“Mr. McConnell?” she asked.

“Kendra. Seffridge.”

He stood up and extended his arm across the
desk - which given the size of the thing, she thought, was
something of a feat. She strode smoothly up and extended her own,
and they shook. He had a firm grip, but didn’t try to be
overpowering. She bet he would with men, though, she thought. Cocky
bastard, she bet. And had to be in control.

He motioned her to one of the chairs before
his desk and she sat as gracefully as she could, crossing her legs,
keeping her back firmly straight. No slouching!

He looked at her for a long moment. she
looked back. It was his place to talk next, and while she squirmed
a bit she kept her sanguine appearance.

“Let me first explain what she need in an
administrative assistant,” he said.

Straight to business. she wasn't
surprised.

“On the lower level, there is the expected
administrative functions of being the person who screens everything
which comes to me to keep the crap and irritation away. If I want a
photocopy made, if I want some report typed up, etc. etc, that’s
you. On a somewhat higher level, it includes communicating what I
want communicated to different parts of the division I run, and
that means you need to listen to what I say, and then draft a
letter on my behalf for my signature.”

He leaned forward with a frown and pointed a
finger at her.

“I don’t mean I’ll dictate it. You write it,
and run it past me, at least to begin with, before sending it out.
I’ll want you sitting in on some meetings to familiarize yourself
with the workload, and then I’ll have you keeping tabs on various
projects so that I can ask you how they’re doing without trying to
track down the individual department heads. My division has a
budget and you’ll update it, and make sure all the numbers are in
synch. Again, run it past me every so often, but you maintain it,
and you keep watch to make sure we don’t go over budget anywhere.
That means doing projections through the quarter and through the
year.”

Kendra nodded with as much confidence as she
could manage. She knew little about accounting but she’d learn -
fast, if she had to.

“Your job is to make my life easier in any
way, shape or form which relates to this office.”

He spoke with such certainty and firmness she
felt both irritated at him, and also, somewhat distracting, felt a
hot little thrum of appreciation deep in her lower belly. This was
no wishy washy guy!

“Don’t bother me with small crap. You take
care of it. You’re my voice to everyone out there. If you say
something they’ll assume it comes from me. Don’t get power mad. You
don’t actually have any. But don’t back away from being firm
either. I’ll back you up - as long as you’re not out of line.”

She nodded.

“Questions?”

“When do I start?”

It was a calculated risk. she thought a
confident man would appreciate a confident woman. He smiled
thinly.

“Whether you start or not is yet to be
decided. You don’t have a lot of experience.”

“You read my resume. So I have to assume that
experience is not a make or break requirement or I wouldn’t be
here,” she said boldly. “I have excellent people skills, and I know
how to be firm without being obnoxious or rude. I’m not afraid of
confrontation, though I don’t look for it. I’m not afraid of hard
work and long hours, and I know how to keep my mouth shut. I’m also
quite proficient in written communication.”

“You can give orders. Can you take them?”

She raised her eyebrow.

“This job requires someone who can be firm in
her directives to others but follow someone else’s directives to
the letter. I am the creative person and the authority. You are
merely an extension of what I want done. No changes, even if you
think you know better. Sometimes the personality types are
diametrically opposed to those two requirements.”

“As far as I’m concerned I’m being paid by
you,” she said, “To carry out whatever you assign me to do. If that
means getting coffee, I’ll get coffee. If that means telling some
manager he’s running over budget and behind schedule and asking if
he had an explanation for you, I have no trouble doing that either.
I understand perfectly well what assistant means and it doesn‘t
mean I‘m in charge of anything.”

“And how far would you go with that?” he
asked, leaning forward with a thoughtful expression.

She felt a little jolt at that, like, what
did he mean? But, she considered, he was hot, totally, and didn’t
need to sexually harass his staff . She was sure he had women
throwing themselves at him all the time.

“In what respect?”

He sat back with that little smile on his
face again. “This is a very male environment, and a lot of the men
are, let’s face it, dorks, nerds, dweebs; choose whatever
pejorative you care to. They’re not good around women, especially
beautiful women like you.

She stared at him, nonplussed. “I'm not sure
that clarifies,” she said warily.

He shrugged carelessly. Some men might be…
distracted by you at times.”

“I don’t think that will be a major problem,”
she said with a sniff.

“You’re not the shy, retiring type, not in
that dress.”

Perceptive, for a man, she thought in some
surprise. He knew she knew what she looked like in this dress, and
knew she'd selected it purposefully. she reminded herself that this
was not a guy to take lightly.

“Not particularly,” she said boldly.

She had been about to promise that she could
dress more conservatively but something in his attitude told her
not to.

“Good. I like bold women, women who aren’t
afraid. But at the same time, I require my assistant, whether he or
she is a man or a woman, to do whatever I tell them. I don’t want
independence or talk-back from my assistants. I make decisions. You
do what you’re told. Think of the army, if you will. You don’t
argue when you’re given an order. You say yes sir and then do
it.”

“Want me to wear a uniform?” she asked, a bit
sarcastically.

“What you’re wearing will do nicely,” he said
with that smile again.

* * *

She started two days later. The rules of work
were a little difficult to figure out, at first, but after the
first couple of weeks she thought she had most of them. McConnell
wasn’t always as forthright in communicating his requirements as
she would have liked, but he was good at non-verbal cues, and she
got good at picking them up. Certainly he never hid when he was
annoyed over anything!

The cues to her wardrobe, or her ‘uniform’
were the ones he never said out loud, and after a few days she
realized that it wasn’t for his benefit that he cared. No, he was
using that ‘distraction’ he had spoken of, which was one of the
reasons he had her in on some meetings which she wouldn’t have
expected to attend. He was right about the geeky accounting type
guys. They had a hard time not staring at her if she was dressed
nicely. And nicely was just how Shane wanted her dressed. she had
to walk that fine line between sexy and slutty, but never, ever
cross it.

It didn’t take very long to understand that
she was eye candy. None of the other women dressed like she did,
and so whenever anyone came into the office, she got that sort of
appreciative double-take. She got the same thing wherever she went,
and whenever she spoke to anyone. It made her a bit self-conscious,
at first, and then, after she began to get used to it, she had to
fight a feeling of narcissism. She wasn't, she knew, the most
beautiful woman in the world, even if all these geeky numbers guys
seemed to think she was the most beautiful in the building.

But since she was Shane McConnell’s admin,
nobody dared be anything less than perfectly polite. Nobody wanted
her complaining to McConnell about their behavior! McConnell was,
if not feared, then certainly respected. He was a nasty guy to
cross. Still, he seemed pretty fair to her. He just had very high
standards.

And besides, she wasn’t just eye candy. That
was only a small part of what she did. Most of the rest was done
over email and through memos. She usually worked alone in her
office, only interrupted by him and his visitors, who passed to and
fro with few opportunities for distraction.

“What do your legs look like?” he asked after
a couple of weeks.

She was taken aback, of course, and stared up
at him as he stood there leaning against his door jamb. But it was
obvious that the question was not meant for his sexual curiosity.
While the other men stared at her, he never did. She had begun to
wonder if he was gay, though he certainly didn't act in any way
that might make her think so.

“Great,” she said, looking up at him from
under hooded eyebrows.

He grinned boyishly, then turned and went
back inside, and after a moment she returned to her computer.

The next morning there was a new suit hanging
on the coat rack. A sticky was attached to the plastic wrap. It
said “Try it.”

Again, she knew immediately this was not some
attempt at a come-on from him. Bemused, she went into his office,
then into his ensuite bathroom and changed.

It was a gorgeous suit, very stylish, very
expensive material, but certainly not cut in a mannish fashion. It
was a double breasted cream blazer, silk blouse with a blue satin
kerchief, and extremely short for an office. It wasn’t… indecent or
revealing. It would have been perfectly acceptable at a night club,
or, say, in Paris. But it showed an unGodly amount of leg! And it
was worse when she sat down. There was a pair of very nice black
high heels with it, three inch stilettos. They were very sexy.

She posed before the mirror doubtfully. The
skirt was about the same length as the jacket, so that with the
jacket closed it was almost as if she had nothing on underneath.
Did she want to defy him over this? Not really. But she didn’t
think it was appropriate, and was going to tell him so. She’d let
him see for himself, though.

She played with the kerchief a bit, tying it
lightly around her neck, then got behind her desk. Nobody would
notice anything unless she was standing anyway, so she got to work.
Half an hour later he got in, and she turned a bit awkwardly as he
stopped just inside.

“You put this out for me,” she said, half
questioning.

“Stand up.”

She stood up, a bit self-conscious.

“Unbutton the jacket. It looks like you’re
not wearing a skirt.”

“I know! The skirt is too short,” she said,
undoing the jacket.

He nodded. “Looks much better like that.”

He went past and into his office, and after a
moment she followed.

“You really want me to wear a miniskirt to
the office?” she demanded. “People are going to start talking.”

“People are already talking,” he said, “About
McConnell’s hot new admin. This won’t change the talk.”

“But…”

“You were right. You have great legs. I have
an important meeting this morning with Mike Henderson. I want you
to sit across from him and take notes.”

“Oh come on,” she said, a bit
exasperated.

“You remember what you said? You’re here to
do whatever makes my life easier.”

“I didn’t think that meant flashing your
employees. What’s next, a bikini?”

He grinned and waggled his eyebrows. “If I
could think of a setting where that wouldn’t be inappropriate.”

“You think a miniskirt is?”

“It’s a business suit. You can get away with
it. Especially due to your age. You’re young, of course you want to
wear stylish clothes. Right?”

“But…”

“At least that’s what I’ll say if anyone
mentions it.”

“Shane…”

“You are wearing underwear, right?”

Her face flushed. “Of course I’m wearing
underwear!”

What a thing to ask!

Of course, right from day one their
relationship had been an odd one. He said the strangest things, and
was very casual with her, very candid, too. And she liked him.
There was a kind of match of personalities which let them be very
comfortable with each other right from the start.

“Then there’s nothing to worry about.”

She was uncomfortable with the short skirt,
and even more uncomfortable with the looks it got everywhere she
went. McConnell deliberately sent her out places to fetch things,
or talk to people. She know that it was specifically so everyone
would see her in the short skirt, and she was a bit ticked off at
him. But it did kind of get her used to it. When Henderson came for
his meeting she wasn’t really embarrassed at her role as his
distraction. It did make her feel a little squirmy, though, and not
in a good way.

Being thought of as eye-candy was insulting
on one level, but she was realist enough to know that women her age
were always eye candy to men of any age, no matter what they wore.
she was just… better candy this way. And while her mother wouldn’t
have approved (and she admittedly didn’t really approve either) the
fact was every model and every actress was eye candy too, so she
was in good company, right? That’s what she told herself,
anyway.

McConnell looking at her legs made her feel
squirmy in a good way, though. She had caught him eying her legs on
more than one occasion.

Aha, she thought. You’re a leg man. I know
your weakness now, big shot.
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McConnell was one of those touchie-feelie
people, and had been right from the start. That didn't mean he ever
touched her inappropriately – at least, depending on how strict
your people's rules were – but he seemed to feel the need of a
touch when talking often. That was usually just a brief pat to the
back or the shoulder or a quick squeeze to the arm. A time or two
he had let his finger playfully flip some bangs out of her face to
get her attention, or as a sort of parting shot before turning
away, but he was kind of boyish in that regard so she didn’t think
much of it since he was the same with everyone, including men ( not
that he touched mens hair!).

This was the first time she’d actually been
certain he was looking at her in that way, and it made her feel
kind of hot and squirmy inside - in a good way. Not that anything
was going to happen between them, of course. Although as far as she
knew he wasn’t seeing anyone -- and of course, neither was
Kendra.

She let her mind toy with the idea now and
then, fantasizing everything from hot, nasty sex in his office to a
romantic wedding. But her main fantasy was about what he looked
like naked. Because having seen him the last couple of weeks she
was sure he had a hard, fit body under those suits, and wondered if
his take-charge, know-it-all attitude extended into bed. Would he
be great in bed? Would she be able to turn him into a quivering
mass of jelly with the oral skills she was so proud of?

And then he walked in the door wearing a
tight sports shirt and jeans, needing a shave, and she stared at
him in astonishment even as he grinned at her in that familiar
way.

“Hellooo,” he said. “Talk about a rose in the
desert. Who might you be?”

She blinked in confusion, and then the inner
door opened and he came out of it, dressed in the same suit she’d
seen that morning, and she realized that he had a twin brother.

Oh shit! Oh man! Her eyes zipped back and
forth between them, trying to stare at both at the same time.

“Sean,” McConnell said.

“Introduce us,” his brother said, grinning at
her.

“This is Kendra, my assistant,” he said,
emphasizing the “my”.

Since they were standing at the open end of
her U-shaped desk center she was swiveled around to face them, and
with how short the skirt was, she almost felt like she was flashing
them both, especially the way both of them were looking at her. She
felt her face heat and stood up as Sean extended his hand. His grip
was entirely different than his brothers, warm, soft, firm, and
more than a little flirtatious.

“Sean is an engineer. He’s working on a
bridge project in Spain,” Shane said.

“Commuting, are you?” she asked brightly.

He grinned. “Finished, actually. Just got
home for a bit of vacation before her next project starts.”

Shane moved to his doorway and jerked his
head there. His brother winked at her then joined him and the door
closed behind them. Kendra let out a breath she hadn’t realized she
was holding. Wow, she thought. He was like Shane only - more.

She shook her head and sat down again,
examining her bare legs. Well, not entirely bare as she did have
nylons on. She still felt a flush at the way they’d looked at her,
like two cats examining a mouse they wanted… to eat.

Sean’s hand had been warm but not sweaty, and
was just as big as his brother’s, only a little more work
roughened. She spent a few moments imagining the feel of them on
her breasts, which were very sensitive, and her pussy started to
throb and moisten to the point she had to stop, shake her head and
try to get back to work. Geeze, she thought. I've been too long
without sex! She needed to get out more, and meet some hot
guys.

Half an hour later the door opened again. she
spun around in her chair, a bit too fast, then tried to seem poised
and only mildly interested as they both came out.

“I’ll be at Delvechio’s with Miller and
George,” Shane said. “Don’t call unless it’s important.”

She nodded wordlessly

Sean winked at her, waggled his eyebrows,
then he and his brother left, and she thought that was the end of
her excitement for the day. But then Sean returned not five minutes
later.

“Mind if I use the phone, Kendra?”

“Of course not,” she said.

He seemed a bit annoyed as he picked up the
phone and dialed a number from memory.

“Jason,” he said, his voice just this side of
harsh. “I’m parked at the curb at the corner of Gilmour and Tenth,
and I have the same problem you assured me you fixed. In fact, you
charged m a fairly large fee for fixing it, and for doing it
quickly. Did I just get ripped off, Jason?”

He paused, glowering at the wall. “I don’t
want to hear it. I want you to send someone over here and get my
car working. And if you can’t do it today I want a replacement, a
permanent replacement, Jason. Got it? I’m fed up with this
bullshit. I didn’t pay a hundred grand for a car to have to take
cabs everywhere.”

He listened for a moment, then abruptly hung
up, before turning his glowering eyes on Kendra. They cleared
quickly, and he shook his head with a sigh.

“I should have known better than to buy a
Jag,” he said. “It was ego. I knew they had a reputation for
quality issues, but the damn car is only a month old. And since
I’ve been out of the country I’ve barely had a chance to drive
it.”

“That’s awful,” she said sympathetically.

A hundred thousand on a car? Gah!

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said.
“You’re thinking I’m an idiot for laying out that much money on a
car.”

“Not an idiot,” she said. “I guess you just
have a lot of money.”

“And not many brains,” he concluded
sourly.

He looked her up and down and then grinned.
“I know what you’re thinking now.”

“Uhm, what?”

“You’re thinking, that since I don’t have a
car you should drive me home.”

She smiled. “I don’t have a car,” she
said.

‘You don’t? Then why on earth were you
thinking of driving me home?” he asked in mock astonishment.

“Maybe I wasn’t thinking that,” she said with
a smile.

“You’re right, now that I realize it, you
were almost certainly thinking what a pity it was that I’m back in
town and have to have lunch all alone. You were thinking that you
should really take me to lunch somewhere nearby, somewhere nice, to
make up for me having to wait for those idiots to come and fix my
car.”

“I was thinking that?”

“I’m pretty sure,” he said, extending his
hand.

She was suddenly gripped by uncertainty. “O
don’t know…”

“Surely even my slave driver brother gives
you time for lunch.”

“Well, yes but…”

“And he’s away. And when the cat’s away, the
mice can play!”

He took her hand and pulled her towards the
door.

“Sean!”

“As a matter of fact, I seem to recall
there’s a lovely steakhouse nearby,” he said. “My treat.”

‘But…”

But why not!?

So she grabbed her purse and followed him to
the elevator. He stepped back and ushered her in, then
followed.

“You can tell me all about working for my
miserable, slave driver brother. And I can tell you all about what
a crybaby he was growing up,” he said, beaming.

“I like working for your brother,” she said.
“He’s very… confident.’

“Arrogant. It’s family trait.”

He went ahead to push open the heavy steel
and glass door and hold it for her. Only it didn’t seem the least
bit heavy to him as he grinned and waved her past.

“Thank you,” she said graciously.

“The benefit of being polite is I get to see
you coming and going,” he replied with a grin.

She blushed and shook her head at him.
“Sean!”

“What? I don’t work for this miserable
company. I don’t have to worry about letting pretty girls know how
much I admire them.”

“Admire?” she snorted. “I don’t think I’m
really worthy of admiration.”

“Really? I am,” he said immodestly. “Women
have admired me for years. You admire me, don’t you, Kendra?”

“Uhm, not especially.”

He was very boyish for his age, she thought
in amusement.

“But you think I’m amazingly hot, right?”

“You’re not precisely ugly,” she replied
casually.

He clapped his hand over his chest. “Please!
Stop with the compliments! I’ll expire of embarrassment!”

“You certainly have an impressive ego,” she
said.

“But I have so much to be prideful
about!”

He gestured at himself and widened his eyes
as if to say “See!?”, and she couldn’t help laughing.

“You’re a dork!” she said.

“I’m an engineer. We are, by definition, the
leading edge of coolness.”

“Uh huh.”

“My brother, on the other hand, is a dorky
numbers guy who majored in economics.”

“He doesn’t seem very dorky,” she said,
blushing a bit as he held open the door to the steakhouse just up
the street..

“Stop staring at my legs,” she said, not
really protesting.

“My eyes, like those of most people, are
always drawn to the most attractive thing in view. That’s your
legs, and uhm, other parts. If there was a mirror around, of
course, my eyes would be drawn to me, but unfortunately…”

He was kind of a clown, and had a disarming
way about him. She liked him at once, and the hotness factor only
grew as they ate and chatted. He owned a structural engineering
firm and consulted with governments on the structural integrity of
major bridges. His job was to travel around the world doing
assessments on major bridges, testing their structural integrity,
and recommending repairs and maintenance. She had no idea what that
paid, but if he was driving a new Jag it paid pretty well.

He flirted shamelessly the whole time:
endless flattery, compliments, and over the top teasing which would
have been way over the line at work, or from a colleague. In fact,
she should have been offended, but she wasn’t. It was, frankly, an
ego boost, and it was impossible to get offended at him for he was
just as over the top silly in complimenting himself. She didn’t
know how much of what he said was actually meant, but it was fun to
listen to!

It was kind of a downer going back to work,
but also sort of weird, because when McConnell – the other one –
came in it was impossible not to keep comparing the two, both in
behavior and looks. Would Shane lighten up away from the office?
she wondered. He seemed kind of boyish, too, but his behavior was
obviously affected by the fact they were at work. Would he be like
his brother away from the office? If she wasn’t working for him?
What would he be like on a date?

Well, she doubted she’d ever find out! He was
in a meeting most of the afternoon, one which didn’t require her as
a “distraction”, so she was left mostly to herself. She left on
schedule, and was among the people flooding out of the main
entrance to head up the street to the bus when who should catch her
eye but Sean - propped against a gorgeous silver Jaguar parked next
to the curb - in a no parking zone.

“So what do you think? Was it worth it?” he
asked.

“It’s pretty… nice,” she said, stuck for
words.

“Nice? It’s amazing! When it works, that
is.”

He opened the passenger door and waved her
in. “Let me give you a spin.”

“I… shouldn’t,” she said.

But why not, she thought? How often does a
girl get a chance to ride in a Jaguar?

Or with a guy that looks like Sean?

The inside was all space age, and the black
leather seats were the most comfortable car seats she’d ever sat
in.

“This seat is nicer than my sofa,” she said
as he slid into the drivers seat.

“Probably costs a hell of a lot more too,” he
said.

“So engineering pays well?’

“Well enough to afford some of the nicer
things in life. Nice cars, nice boats, nice women.”

He grinned at her.

“I’m not expensive,” she said.

“You’re cheap?” he asked teasingly.

“Uhm…”

“I like cheap women too!”

“Ha-ha,” she said.

“Maybe you’re just moderately priced?”

“And what’s your price?” she asked
challengingly.

“Me?” he said as if surprised. “I’m a guy.
I’m as cheap as they come. You know that by now, surely Kendra. Men
are whores. We’re sluts. We’re animals without any self control at
all. You could walk up to me on the street and start kissing me and
I wouldn’t even complain!”

They reached the freeway and he turned up the
radio - which was incredibly good, and then stepped on the gas. The
car hardly seemed to make a sound but she was pushed back into her
cushioned seat as it sprang forward. She was not surprised that he
ignored the speed limit, but she didn’t feel in any danger as they
raced up the highway, past car after car. It didn’t last long, but
exhilarating while it did.

“What do you think?” he asked, turning down
the stereo and slowing.

“It’s… gorgeous. I wish I had one.”

They were driving down the off ramp and then
turned down a road full of what looked like high priced condos.
Suddenly the car turned off and drove down a driveway into a
garage.

“Uhm, where are we going?” she demanded.

He grinned. “Don’t tell me you don’t want to
see what the view looks like from the fiftieth floor.”

“I’m not…”

“Nothing funny,” he said piously. “We’ll just
have a couple of drinks and admire the sunset.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Why? Are you planning on going home and
watching TV?” he asked with a challenging grin.

Actually… she thought, that was the plan, and
it would be nuts to turn down a little romantic dinner with Sean
for that. But … she’d just met him for Gods sakes, and he was her
boss’s brother!

“I hardly know you!” she protested.

“Well you’re not going to get to know me
while you’re watching Wheel of Fortune and eating whatever you had
planned for tonight? Toast with peanut butter? Macaroni and
cheese?”

“I was going to make something... nice,” she
said in annoyance.

“So now you can watch me make something.”

She frowned at him, not sure if she was as
enthusiastic about this level of ‘confidence”.

“I know, I know,” he said. “What an arrogant
bastard he is. But hey, life is for living, right? You only go
around once.”

“Don’t try to use beer commercials to seduce
me,” she sniffed.

“I wouldn’t dream of it! I mean, if ever
there was a virginal Catholic who wouldn’t do more than perhaps
hold hands after a fourth date, why I’m sure that’s you.”

“I’m not Catholic,” she said, flushing a
bit.

“Cool. Forget dinner. Let’s go straight to
the wild, monkey sex!”

“You’re an idiot,” she said, exasperated.

“Yes, but am she a dangerous idiot?” he asked
as he parked.

“Probably only to yourself.”

He beamed. “Then let’s go eat.”

***

Kendra wanted to sleep with him. She was
betting it would be great. He was hot, he was sexy, and he was fun.
But she’d only just met him! And he was her boss’s brother! What
would he tell Shane!? Would Shane think she was some kind of slut?!
Would he start treating her lousy, want her to leave?

Or maybe, a little nasty voice said, he’d
think he could have me too. And wouldn’t that be an amazing thing?
Little old her bouncing into bed with two different super hot guys
who happened to be twin brothers?! That was just so not like her or
anyone she knew! But that was really just fantasy. No way did she
think it was going to happen. And, in truth, she didn't think
anything was going to happen with Sean either, that night, or
ever.

She was wrong, of course.

Sean's idea of making dinner was not terribly
impressive. The apartment, on the other hand, was gorgeous! She'd
never been in one as big or beautiful. It was terribly male, in its
décor and layout, but it was gorgeous. The bathroom entranced her.
It was as big as her bedroom at home. The floor and walls were all
of gleaming, almost mirrored ceramic tiles in shades of gray. The
tub was elevated and surrounded by the same material, including a
wraparound ledge with plants at the edges. The counter was black
granite, with huge double mirrors and sinks and white marble. There
was a walk-in shower that could have held six, with multiple shower
heads and a computer to control the temperature and strength of the
water!

The kitchen was stark. It was beautiful and
ultra-modern, but not exactly warm. Again there was granite
counters – about twenty feet of them, this time a dark shade of
green. The cabinets were very dark brown wood of some kind, solid,
male. The appliances were stainless steel.

And the balcony was bigger than her mother's
house and had a pool which actually went right to the edge. If you
were in the pool, with your arms across the side, you'd be eight
inches from the edge of the building. But the view! It was
incredible! The rich, she thought, they are different! And she had
not had any idea that the brothers had this kind of money.

“I bet the rent on this place is a lot higher
than mine,” she said, shaking her head in amazement and making very
little effort to hide how impressed she was.

“Likely a little,” he said

“I hope you don't think that money impresses
me,” she said, leaning back a bit.

“My dear woman, money impresses everyone. It
certainly impresses me.”

He slid his arm around her, but only to guide
her back towards the door. It felt warm against her back, and she
didn't shake it off. He moved it after they got inside, but then
draped it across her shoulders.

“So what shall we have for dinner?”

“What can you make?”

“Me? I'm an artist, a veritable chef of the
elite school!”

“Uh huh,” she said uncertainly.

They wound up eating ribs – which he ordered
from some fancy place which apparently catered to rich people.

“I can cook burgers,” he said
defensively.

“I'm very impressed.”

“As long as they're pre-made. You know, like,
I don't want to have to squash the hamburger down myself.”

“Perish the thought. That's for poor
people.”

“Exactly! You understand!” he said,
beaming.

“Snob.”

“Definitely.”

She excused herself after dinner, and went to
the bathroom. She carried an emergency toothbrush in her purse, and
used it. Then she spent a minute fantasizing about using the tub,
or the shower, and sadly comparing them to the ones in her
apartment.

When she got back she couldn't find him, at
first. she went out onto the balcony, if you could call something
seventy feet wide and over a hundred feet long a balcony, and found
him in the pool doing laps. She went up to the edge, careful to
keep her knees tightly together given the direction he'd be looking
from, and waited for him to come back.

“Haven't you heard you don't go in the pool
for an hour after dinner?” she asked.

“That's an old wives tail,” he said, looking
up at her.

“Old wives are sometimes very smart.”

“I'm not worried about getting a cramp and
drowning,” he said with a grin. “You'll save me!”

“Unfortunately, I couldn't.”

'You can't swim?”

“I can swim, but – ,” she shrugged
helplessly, “No suit.”

He pointed at the pool changing room and
grinned. “There are guest suits there.”

“Guest bathing suits! Come on! That's
gross!”

“They're all still new, wrapped in plastic.
They get tossed out or taken home by the guest, or if it's a repeat
guest, put aside for when they return.”

Rich people, she thought!. Geeze!

“What makes you think you'll have my size?
Men are easy, women are more...”

“Difficult to convince? I don't know. I think
there are a number of sizes there, mostly in basic colors. Have a
look and join me.”

She licked her lips uncertainly. He was
standing in waist-deep water, and she had to admit that, all other
considerations aside, she wanted to jump him.

She had never been one of those girls who had
to spend hours selecting a bathing suit – not because she was that
well-adjusted but because she was that lucky in the genetics
lottery. She shrugged and went to the little room and examined the
pile of womens suits, which were hanging, in plastic, from a
hangar, by size. There were some suits there for really big girls!
There were even suits for kids.

And there was a black bikini which was, like
her dress, sexy without overdoing it. She looked at herself
anxiously, then took a size too small. She felt nervous fluttering
in her stomach as she went back out, and felt her face heating a
bit as he watched her approach, but she was looking around at the
pool, at the view, and thinking 'wow', too much to get really
shy.

She jumped in and swam over to the edge,
where he joined her.

“This is amazing,” she said. “I hope there's
no chance this will break or something...”

He laughed. “The pool is all one piece, solid
steel under this liner. The whole thing would have to fall over the
edge.”

That was reassuring, but then he moved to
stand behind her as she looked out at the view, his hands on the
ledge on either side of her and his chest pressed against her back
as he kissed her lightly on the shoulder.
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She turned around quickly, beset by anxiety.
It wasn't that she didn't want to do anything with him, but more
that she was concerned about what he'd think of her if she gave in
too easily, or what his brother would think of her, or what she'd
think of herself! She might not be rich, but she didn't want to be
seen as some poor girl who would be swept off her feet by some guy
flashing money at her!

The truth was he was cute enough, hot,
really, and nice enough seeming, and funny and sexy enough that his
money didn't matter a damn. But would he realize that!?

“Sean” she said warningly, putting a hand on
his chest to ease him back.

“Yes, my sweet?” he purred.

“We barely know each other,” she said
uncomfortably.

He took her hand, but didn't try to pull it
away. Instead he rubbed it against his chest, and despite her
nervousness, Kendra felt a sense of exhilaration at the softness of
his skin, and the hardness underneath!

“But life is for living, and fun is for
having,” he said with a grin.

Then he leaned in and kissed her, and her
eyes widened and she tried, for a moment, to squirm away. His other
hand had slid behind her head, though, and the longer the kiss
lasted the lower her resistance got, because he was a fantastic
kisser! His lips moved softly, subtly against hers, and his tongue
just brushed along her own. He kissed harder, then more softly,
leaning in, then back as his hands slid up and down her back.

She realized her hand was still on his chest,
and still kind of running back and forth across it.

Shit!

But oh her how nice it felt! She let her
other hand join it, then as the kiss deepened, her hands slid
around his solid body and her fingers began to move over his back
with the same sense of tactile pleasure. She loved that he wasn't
too big, that her arms could slide easily around him, yet he was
solid and muscular.

But she was still wrapped up in that kiss,
which seemed to have no end, as his tongue pushed more deeply into
her mouth, flitting lightly around. Then his hands, which had been
caressing her back, suddenly cupped her ass, squeezing and kneading
her through the black suit. He lifted her off her feet in the
water, and her legs wrapped around him almost instinctively as he
continued to kiss her.

Kendra's arms slid over his shoulders and she
leaned into him, higher than him now, kissing him back as hard as
he was kissing her, feeling the tightness in her chest growing as
heat and excitement began to make her blood race.

He carried her to the edge of the pool and
then set her down as he knelt on a broad stair. Her lower half was
still under water as he leaned into her, and she found herself
draped breathlessly back across the edge of the pool, back arching
somewhat as his hand slid up and down her taut belly and then over
her breast. He bent and licked at the center of one breast, then
took it into his mouth and sucked – through the suit.

She gasped aloud and pulled his head up,
again getting a feeling that thing were moving too fast, and he
rose, kissing along her upper chest, then along her throat, and
back to her lips. But his hand continued to knead her breast, which
was swelling and growing hotter with each passing second. Her
nipples were hard pebbles so sensitive they ached as his fingers
moved over them.

And then the suit gave way as he undid the
string in the back! She felt a wild sense of shocked heat, hunger
and pleasure, along with more anxiety, but before she could think
of doing anything his hand was on her bare breast and the heat had
spiked upwards to the point it sapped her will to resist. He had
caught her nipple between two fingers and was plucking and pinching
and rolling and stroking it in a way which had her breathless and
gasping.

When he slid down and began to mouth it she
couldn't resist. She couldn't push him off. She was filled with a
hot, swirling need which ignored all other considerations.

He pulled her bra off, and enjoyed himself,
with both hands and his mouth moving from breast to breast. He
teased and taunted, licking at her nipples, but also catching them
between his teeth, nipping and biting lightly, making them ache and
sting, then making it up to her by sucking gently and rhythmically
as his tongue caressed them.

He slid upwards, kissing her again, his hand
sliding up and down her body, then slipping into the front of her
bikini. Kendra moaned and twisted almost instinctively aside, or
tried to, but with his hand there between her legs she was held in
place long enough to feel his finger stroke across her clit. And
after that she was helpless.

His fingers spread apart down between her
legs, sliding up and down on either side of her clit, then closing
in to squeeze it between them. she felt her hips jerking
reflexively as wild sensations of heat and pleasure burst up
through her abdomen. Then with a growl he pulled back and yanked
her suit down and off completely, tossing it behind him. She was
naked, and he threw himself atop her, kissing her passionately,
hungrily, his mouth demanding, his hand mashing her breasts with a
strength which was almost painful.

He pulled back abruptly, and his big hands
slipped under her waist and then flipped her over as if she was
weightless. Well, half of her was under water, so she guessed she
kind of was. But he jerked up and forward on her hips, and she
found herself on her knees on the top stop, the water now at
mid-thigh as she gripped the edge of the pool – a step up, and
started to turn.

He gripped her hair and jerked it up and
back, and she gasped in pain, but pleasure, as well, heat, hunger
at his strength, at the hunger in his eyes as he jerked her legs
apart. She felt his hand between her legs, sliding over her
overheated sex, then something softer than fingers rubbed against
her. The head of his cock pressed between the lips of her sex, and
moved up and down, across her swollen clit, then up, then down and
back.

She moaned and felt a wave of denial. This
wasn't the way she liked to have sex with a guy for the first time!
But he was in control, forceful and strong, and she shuddered as
she felt his cock sink into her, slowly spreading her taut lips
wider – and wider – wide enough for her to know he had a thick
girth as it pushed through the mouth of her sex. Then, given how
surprisingly moist she was already, his cock drove deep into her
aching belly as his hands closed on her hips.

She groaned as he sank into her to the hilt.
Fuck, she thought! He's fucking long, too! She ached with the
fullness inside her! But it was also an incredible rush! There was
no point in trying to fight it, no point in trying to put the best
face on things, and no bowing to any kind of pride which said she
had to resist and make him work harder. He was hard enough! And
deep inside her!

She braced herself, and he started to grind
himself against her as his hands moved up and down over her naked
body. They slipped beneath, cupping her breasts as he bent over
her, and then his hips started to work in and out, and in and out,
and in and out!

Kendra rolled her hips in heated pleasure, gasping with every
thrust, moaning as his fingers kneaded her breasts and his lips
moved along the nape of her neck. She felt like a slut, but in a
wild, heady, exultant way, not a dark, embarrassed, shamed way. And
as his cock moved harder and faster she felt a wild, raw sense of
animal sexuality creeping over her, where nothing else mattered but
the heat and pleasure. She felt his teeth biting into the nape of
her neck and felt totally – taken!

It was like he was a wild stallion or bull,
and had mounted her and was riding her like a bitch in heat. His
hips picked up the pace, and he slapped against her buttocks as he
drove himself into her. The dull ache made a resounding echo
through the wild pleasure inside her, and her gasps and moans grew
in volume as she lost the ability to suppress them. It had been a
while since she'd had sex, and he was giving it to her hard!

He moved faster, and she could almost think
she heard him growling into her ear as he rained small bites along
the nape of her neck and up under her ear. His fingers pinched at
her nipples until they burned, then spread apart and kneaded her
breasts, only to return to pinching at her nipples. His hips drove
into her hard and fast, but moved from side to side, shifting
angles even while thrusting just as hard.

He drew back and slapped her ass hard! It
stung and she cried out, her head jerking up and around. But he
gripped her hair behind the neck, jerking it down and back, using
it like the reins of a horse to control her. He slapped her ass
again and again she cried out, but the wild thrill of sexual hunger
had enveloped her, and his hot lust only made it more intense as he
rode her.

“Fuck!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh! Ungh! Fuck!”

He leaned over her, and she was sure this
time she heard a growl just before his open mouth closed on the
back of her neck. He bit into the soft flesh, then sucked as his
hands mauled her breasts. His hips jammed hard against her and
ground up and down and back and forth, then resumed thrusting.

He eased his upper body back again and
grabbed her hair, slapping her ass again as he pulled on it. Her
head was forced up and back, and he began to jerk on it every time
he thrust into her, yanking her back onto his thick cock so that
the head seemed to punch into the back wall of her pussy! It ached,
but ached gloriously!

He was riding her hard, using her, fucking
her, and she was in a state of almost exultant heat as she rutted
back against him. Her breath was shallow and ragged, and the heat
swirled within her to the point of being hardly able to think, much
less talk. Then the orgasm hit with a violence which sent her mind
reeling. She gurgled dazedly, eyes slitted as she drove herself
back onto the silken spike punching into her and her insides
churned and burned and melted down around it.

The come took her breath away, for it went on
and on and on, and she didn't want to breath for fear it would
diminish the intensity of the pleasure. Dazed, light-headed, she
endured the storm wash of pleasure to the edge of sanity, and then,
as it eased, sank down, moaning, gasping for breath, weak-kneed,
and barely able to avoid collapse even as he continued to ride her,
continued to pound into her.

His big, powerful hands were on her thighs,
holding them up and apart as he thrust into her, and her breasts
ached as they pressed down against the hard edge of the pool and
pillowed out, nipples still hard and sensitive. But he was still
riding her! Her body was jerking in and out, back and forth as he
fucked her, and when he gripped her hair and yanked up and back she
was forced back up onto her hands, raising her shoulders, head up
and back tautly.

He slapped her ass again and she moaned a
complaint, but that only brought another slap. her body shuddered
to the impact of his hips, and his big cock was still pumping
inside her. Incredibly, after that powerful orgasm, she felt the
heat surging up inside her again, felt the hot rush of liquid fire
through her groin spilling into her belly and surging up to meet
her overheated breasts.

The ride continued.

Kendra's knees were aching, her bottom
bruised, and she felt sore inside. But she was feeling a trembling
sense of lust and heat once again, so that none of that mattered a
damn! She grunted with every thrust, glorying in the delicious
sensation of penetration, of deep penetration, gasping and hissing
in pleasure every time he pushed forward, groaning in
disappointment as he pulled back. she felt, in that part of her
mind which was still, after a fashion, capable of thought, a sorrow
that she couldn't capture that feeling of penetration and hold it
forever, as if an endless cock was sliding into her without
pause.

She thrust back at him, becoming almost
frantic as the heat enveloped her, as the want and need overcame
her, and the pleasure became a wild thing which took complete
control of her. She cried out as she came again, cried out in
helpless, wanton pleasure with no thought of pride or control, an
animal glorying in the wild rutting instinct was forcing upon
her.

It was so good! Soooo goooood! She shuddered
and moaned, nearly swooning at the wave of pleasure which rolled
over her. And then, thankfully, he fell upon her, his body melding
to hers, his back pressing down against her chest as his hands
crushed her breasts, and he came as well, pouring himself into her
so that we both collapsed against the edge of the pool, gasping,
chests heaving, groaning in languor and relief.

He slid to the side, and she groaned as his
weight came off her, as his cock slipped out of her. she rolled
over, pulling herself up a little, chest rising and falling as she
gulped in air.

“Well, that was fun,” he said, panting.
“Ready to go again?”

“Bastard,” she groaned.

She sat up and pulled herself out of the
water, then lay back with a groan as he slid a hand along her
leg.

He chuckled and sat on the top stair. There
was only about two inches of water on that stair, and when she sat
up, his cock was quite visible. she stared at it, a bit spellbound.
He was big, even when soft, and completely shaved – as she was.
God, it looked beautiful! There's something so much nicer looking
about a man's cock, she thought, when it's not covered and
surrounded by dark hair. She understand completely how men felt
about women down there, now.

She ran a hand up his thigh and cupped him,
balls and cock and all, as if weighing the size and feel of it in
her hand.

She felt the need to say something snotty,
perhaps because she was very unused to being so dominated in bed –
well, in sex – so weak and pliable. She wasn't raised that way. She
was raised to be, at least, the equal of any men in anything.

But she wasn't going to say anything
insulting that he would actually be insulted by.

“That's all right,” she said sympathetically.
“I've heard a lot of men are premature ejaculators. I'm sure you
can get treatment for it.”

His eyes narrowed but then his lips quirked
upwards. “I'm sure I can last longer next time, provided you're
woman enough to rouse me again.”

She snorted and then let herself slide
forward into the water. She still felt that sense of languor, and
it was nice being able to float. It also felt quite deliciously
erotic to feel the water sliding across her bare skin.

She didn't swam away, but just moved off a
bit, then dipped down and around and came back up once more. She
got to her feet, water to her waist, then her hips as she walked
towards him, quite aware of what she must look like with the water
dripping down her body.

She needed to reassert herself, to take
control. Fortunately, she knew just how to do that, and he'd
already given her the opening.

Kendra smirked at him as the water got
shallower, and then dropped to her knees on the step. She licked a
slow trail up from his knee, in along his inner thigh, then took
his cock casually and lifted it up as he sat back. She licked at
his balls, then took them gently into her mouth and worked them
around with her tongue as she sucked lightly.

She let her other hand caress his thigh as
she eased her lips back, lips only open a little. She let his balls
slowly ooze out of her mouth, moist and slick, and licked at the
flesh underneath, then along his inner thigh again. She pulled his
cock in against her face, holding it by the head, stretching it,
rubbing it against her face as she licked lightly at the underside.
she could feel it starting to pulse in her hand as she licked up
and down along the underside from his balls to the head.

Then she let him drop, both hands on his
spread thighs, licking at one, then the other, licking at his
balls, then sucking his now semi-flaccid cock into her mouth like a
strand of spaghetti. She sucked rhythmically, her hands now
massaging his balls. She worked him around inside her mouth,
pulling back as he hardened, then licked and sucked on his balls
again as her fingers pumped at the head of his cock.

God, he has a beautiful cock, she
thought.

And it looked even more delicious hard!

She mouthed it along the shaft, then rubbed
the head against her face again, giving him a smoldering look as he
looked down at her.

Oral sex was her way of evening the score.
Kendra was, in her estimation, too … responsive, in sex. She got a
little too enthused, a little too excited for her own pride. She
didn't like being turned into some sort of gasping, moaning nympho
by men! Well, she did, of course! But afterward it made her feel
embarrassed and conquered. It was probably her feminist
upbringing.

And Sean had fucked her head up more than
usual. He had ridden her like some kind of wild, slutty animal, and
made her cry out like a whore. A part of her exulted in that, but
then that other part, the cold, rational, strong-willed independent
part, resented it. She wanted to make him melt.

All except one part of him, of course.

She had him hard and straining, and now she
could begin. She mouthed the front of his cock as her fingers
massaged his balls. She let one hand squeeze the bottom of his
shaft as she took him into her mouth, letting his cock slide across
her tongue and through her tightly pursed lips. She started bobbing
up and down, harder and harder, then slid off and licked him
teasingly as he cursed softly.

She took him back into her mouth, sliding her
lips down to where her fist was wrapped around him, and then,
feeling a surge of determination, she slipped her hand away and let
her lips slide lower. She took the head of his cock into her
throat, swallowed it, and slid all the way down to wrap her lips
around the base of his shaft as he cursed softly and excitedly.

She let her tongue move against him, and
rotated her head a little back and forth, then, sucking, eased
slowly back up his shaft until the head popped out of her throat
and she could breath again. She took his slick, spit-wet cock and
rolled her eyes sensually up at him as she rubbed it back and forth
over her lips and cheeks, letting her tongue flitter out against
it.

She felt a surge of pleasure at the look of
pleasure on his face. Didn't expect that, did ya, she thought to
herself with delight.

She pursed her lips again, then forced them
over the head and down the shaft, sucking, bobbing, then taking him
deep into her throat once again. This time, as she reached bottom,
she bobbed slowly up and down, using her throat, as well as her
mouth to stroke against him. That drew another groaned curse of
pleasure as his hands came down on her head, trying to push her
deeper.

She eased back regardless, and teased him,
nipping lightly with her teeth at the underside of his shaft,
licking at his balls and along his thighs. She squeezed the shaft,
making the head throb, but wouldn't touch the head, licking and
kissing along the shaft below it, then down along his balls.

He slid his hand down, combing his fingers
through her wet hair, then a finger slid along her lips, and
inside, kind of hooking up against her front teeth and pulling her
gently forward. She bit lightly at his finger, then sucked on it,
bobbing her lips up and down, smirking at him. Then she eased back,
pulling free of it, and licking at his thigh again.

She felt his hand on her ass, then, and,
shocking her a little, felt his finger right there, right against
her tight little rosebud opening. Her mind squirmed a bit, for she
was not one to like any kind of play back there, but as she sucked
on his balls his finger pushed slowly into her, and she didn't know
a way of stopping it other than insisting, which would totally
wreck the mood.

She took him deep into her throat again,
bobbing up and down as he let his finger pump in and out of her
ass, and felt a hot surge of excitement as his finger moved inside
her. Why that should excite her she didn't get. She didn't like
anal sex, and rarely ever did it unless she was very drunk. But the
feel of his finger hooked under her tail bone, kind of pulling her
forward, then easing back, was very arousing.

And then his other hand slid down onto her
ass, and as she popped free of his cock and began to work on his
balls again he pulled and her body slid up and forward and across
him. She had to crawl up a bit and brace herself, straddling him as
he cupped one of her breasts and leaned up to suck and chew on the
nipple.

She still had his cock in hand, now pressed
between her belly and his, and she felt her pussy starting to throb
and bubble with hunger again. She had a thought, and acted at the
same time. she spread her knees and raised herself a bit, lifted
his cock up, pressed the throbbing head against her pussy, and then
sank gloriously down onto it with a groan of helpless pleasure.

She started to ride him, slowly, squeezing
down with her vaginal muscles as she rode up, then easing up as she
slid down. She leaned over him, letting him play with her swollen
breasts, grinding herself against him as his hands moved over her
body. She pulled her breasts out of his mouth, sinking back onto
his cock, but leaning forward, licking at his own nipples. Heat and
eroticism swirled around her, but a part of her felt a sense of
smug satisfaction at being in charge now.

It didn't last.

He slid a finger under her and started
rubbing at her clit, and her self-control began to quickly melt
away. her breath became more ragged, and she rode faster and harder
as the sensations became more and more intense.

She was a little amazed at how quickly the
second orgasm came, and at its intensity, which had her wild-eyed
and yelping as she rode wildly atop him. She was leaning far
forward, grinding her clit against his fingers as she rode
frantically up and down on his stiff cock, and heat burned through
her mind like a wildfire, taking her breath away.

She was light-headed and gasping when he
rolled over atop her. He rose up, looming above her as she groaned
and lay limp. His hands slid up and own her chest, kneading her
breasts, then gripped her legs behind the knees, lifting them up
and pressing them back against her. She slid her legs up onto his
shoulders, at least, for a moment, but his hands moved up (down?)
her legs until they squeezed down on them just above the ankles,
pressing them down and back.

She thought – oh fuck! She groaned as he bent
her in two, and it was only because of how much she worked out, of
how athletic and limber she was that she didn't really feel much
more than an ache in her spine as he forced her ankles right down
next to her head.

Again, this was definitely NOT the sort of
position she liked to get into on a first date! Was this a meeting
of equals!? Christ, no! Not by a long-shot! She was all jammed
together, her ass and pussy in the air, her legs sort of pressing
in on the outsides of her breasts to squeeze them in and
together.

And now he began to fuck her. And there
wasn't anything for her to do, any movement she could make, any way
to actually do more than lay there and receive what he was giving
her – which, of course, was his big, hard cock.

There was a kind of peace in that. She didn't
have to think about what to do, how to move. All she did was lay
there was he squashed her together, and gasp and moan as he drove
that big prick down into her aching, overheated body.

His arms were straight on either side of him,
holding him in position above her. His head and body blotted out
the world, and with him atop her, and him inside her, it was like
he was the world! She gasped and moaned as his cock drove into her
hard and deep, painfully hard and deep. But the pain was a minor
ache compared to the hot, gushing pleasure pouring over her as he
once again completely dominated her, driving his hard, hot cock
into her again and again and again.

She couldn't resist those hard thrusts, not
for long. She squealed and moaned and gasped and her head thrashed
from side to side, which was about all she could move as he rode
her under and pounded his heavy body down until another orgasm tore
through her and left her a quivering wreck of burning flesh.
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They slid back into the pool, more relaxed
now, both naked. She was feeling exuberant, given the wild,
incredible sex she'd just had. It had been amazing! And she was
really enjoying the luxury and view from the pool as Sean and she
chatted about this and that, including his job as an engineer. It
occurred to her just how, she don't want to say inferior but...,
well, he and his brother were both highly successful and she was...
not.

Of course, she was just starting out. They
both had a decade on her. And maybe in ten years she'd have a
fabulous place and a great career too, especially if she could get
more involved in the financial side of what Shane's bank did. She
had already signed up for some finance courses to learn more about
investment strategies and Shane was talking about letting her
attend some of the in-house classes that were held for new banking
employees so she could familiarize herself more with the programs
there at the bank.

“You don't want to be an admin assistant
forever,” he'd said, which was certainly true.

But at this particular point in life she
really didn't have any life experience to match what they had,
particularly Shane, who had been seemingly everywhere on the
planet, and done all sorts of fantastic things. She wanted to do go
all those places and do all that stuff!

It was a great evening, and only spoiled when
Shane – her boss, her boss, after all – came in while she was
standing naked at the edge of the pool. She was only aware of him
because she saw Sean's eyes move from her to something behind her,
and turned around – and froze.

Oh. My. God.

Kendra felt trapped, caught completely naked,
not even a towel nearby, her boss staring at her in shock from ten
feet away! She turned and threw herself into the pool, which was
the only thing she could do, and dove underwater! She wanted to
drown herself! She stayed down as long as she could, then came up
right near the edge, the water having done almost nothing to put
out the fire in her face.

She gulped in air, pressing herself against
the edge of the pool, looking back towards the doorway.

“He's gone inside,” Sean said in obvious
amusement.

“What is he doing here?!” she exclaimed.

“He lives here. It's his house,” he said,
grinning.

“Shit! Fuck! God damn it! Why didn't you tell
me!?”

“Well,” he said, “To be honest, I was afraid
you wouldn't come up if I told you, and if you did, you wouldn't
stay, and if you stayed you wouldn't get naked with me.”

She glared at him furiously. Men!

“Usually he's home much later,” he said
apologetically. “He's a workaholic, you know, and rarely comes back
before dark. I thought we had more time.”

“Shit!”

She moved to the far end of the pool, stared
warily at the doorway, then climbed out and hurried into the pool
shack there. She found towels, dried herself off, and quickly
dressed, wondering what the hell she could say to Shane, and
whether she'd be fired now. Could she pretend they were just
skinny-dipping and hadn't done anything? Not likely!

Shit! Shit! Shit!

She grabbed her purse, brushing through her
tangled hair as best she could, wishing she had a large mirror,
then crept out of the pool shack, wondering how she could look at
Shane again, and what he would say. Should she try and sneak out
and see him tomorrow? That would be the cowardly thing to do. The
mature thing would be to go in and apologize, tell him she had no
idea he was coming, and then leave.

“Can I get out of here without seeing
him?”

“I don't know, can you?”

She glared murderously at him and he
shrugged. “I don't know where he is. I would imagine he's gone to
his room to change. If he hasn't finished you might be able to
sneak out. But wouldn't it be more sociable to stay and say
hello?”

“Fuck sociable!”

She crept to the doorway, peered in, and then
crept through the house. She made it to the door before realizing
she had no idea how to get home. What buses came around here? Where
were we anyway? Fuck it, she thought. She'd take a cab! No, she
couldn't. she only had twelve dollars in her wallet!

She was going to have to confront Shane now,
rather than tomorrow morning, when maybe her face would have
stopped burning.

She took a deep breath and, heart pounding,
headed for the bedrooms. Sean had shown her to the doorway of each
of them, and she figured she knew which was Shane's: the one
decorated in green – like his office. She was right, for as she got
there she saw that the light was on and his blazer was sitting on
the bed.

She didn't see him, but figured he must be in
the ensuite bathroom, and then she had a sudden inspiration. She
could dash into the main bathroom and do something about her
tangled hair so at least she would look less like she'd just gotten
out of bed. She always felt more confident when she knew she was
looking good.

This thought occurred, and she seized on it
in an instant, darting up the hall a bit and into the main
bathroom.

Which is where Shane was. Naked. In the
Shower. All soaped up.

Masturbating.

Oh! My! God!

She was frozen, eyes wide, jaw dropping. He
was in the glassed in shower, but the water wasn't on, probably
because he'd soaped himself up and wanted to make use of the soap
before the water washed it away.

His back was to her, which was somewhat
appropriate, she thought, since that was the way he'd first seen
her. His ass was all soapy, and pressed against the glass, grinding
against it, and she gaped, feeling a hot rush of heat to her face –
and then to other parts of her body. She wasn't exactly right
behind him. she was just off to the side, and so she could see his
hand, pumping on his soapy cock. She could see the muscles of his
bare arm and ribs, as he pumped his fist up and down, his head
back.

If she'd had a camera she would have taken a
picture, and never mind the gross violation of privacy! She'd never
thought the sight of a guy masturbating would be all that exciting,
and yet it was like there was a sudden live wire connecting her
eyes to her nipples and then zipping right down to her pussy. she
couldn't turn and leave! she absolutely couldn't! she just stared,
stunned, mesmerized! He looked so incredibly hot and sexy and slick
and soapy and... and...

And then, finally, he came, and she saw him
shooting right across the shower stall!

She turned and fled, stumbling a bit, her
pussy throbbing as hotly as she had ever felt it throb.

She got out of that apartment as fast as she
could, made her way downstairs, and then looked for a bus stop. It
took her over an hour to get a bus and make her way back home,
transferring three times, but she made it.

That vision of him never left her,
though.

It didn't help that it was basically the same
vision of Sean.

She showered, and paced – a lot. she couldn't
really figure out what tack to take the next day, assuming she
wasn't fired. It would depend, to some degree, on how Shane
behaved. If he was all pissy and cold and unfriendly she wasn't
sure what she could do but quit. she didn't want to quit,
though!

And she realized she didn't even have Shane's
phone number so she could call him and talk to him about it!

The more she thought about him the more
annoyed she was. He'd clearly been focused on getting her out of
her panties from the start, and she resented it, even thought a
part of her realized that was basically typical guy behavior. Sure,
he was older, but did she really expect he'd act differently than
the guys her age?

Well, he had in bed anyway.

She was really worried about was going to
happen the next morning. The worse case scenario was that he'd come
in, glare at her coldly, and demand to know why she had bothered to
come in to work since surely she must realize he'd never allow a
slut like her to work for him again. Plus, of course, she didn't
even know how to contact Sean, and it was unlikely he would
cooperate by furnishing her with his phone number. That would leave
her back where she was before she got the job. No money, no
boyfriend, no prospects..

And yet, despite her anxieties, she found
that image of Shane naked in the shower kept appearing before her
eyes, along with a variety of interesting fantasies about what she
might have done, and what he might have done and then, of course,
what Sean might have done.

And then, because all the shock and
embarrassment and sexual hijinks had zapped her mind so that it had
shied away from it the obvious, she had a sudden realization. She
was laying in bed deep into the morning, unable to sleep as she
thought about work the next morning. She hadn't been able to sleep,
and her hands had begun to idly caress her soft skin beneath the
sheets.

Then it had been something less than idle.
Her fingers slid down between her legs. She never got tired of the
softness of her sex, since she'd had the hair removal done the
previous year. It always excited her, sliding her fingers back and
forth across her sensitive mons, squeezing in on the flesh to
either side of her clit to make it throb and push out.

She thought about Shane, saw him masturbating
with the soap, and thought about what he was thinking about. And
the obvious came to her. He'd gone in there after seeing her naked.
And then he was masturbating. What was he thinking about as he
masturbated? He was thinking about... her! And that thought made
her heart skip a beat, made her face flame and yet brought a hot,
throbbing excitement to her pussy as it rapidly moistened.

She slid two fingers deep into her sex, the
fingers of her other hand rubbing at her clit now as she drew her
knees up and back. She imagined him turning, looking at her, his
cock pointing at her like a thick spear. She imagined herself
moving forward, sliding to her knees, taking him in her hands and
pumping him up and down. Then, rinsing his cock off with the flick
of a thought, she imagined herself taking him into her mouth and
sucking as he looked down at her.

even more embarrassing even at the same time
as it sent a hot wave of excitement through her body and made her
come against her own frantically rubbing fingers.

She came, gasping, arching her back as the
pleasure rolled over her, jamming her fingers in to the knuckles as
she rubbed frantically at her clit. Small, helpless gurgling sounds
of pleasure escaped her mouth as she rolled her head in helpless
pleasure, then, gasping, she sank limp to the bed, staring up at
the ceiling, chest heaving.

Shane wanted to fuck her. But did he also
want to fire her?

And what was she going to do about it if he
did?

* * *

She was, to say the least, extremely nervous
the next day. She got in early, sat down at her desk, and perused
the morning emails, eyes never far from the clock as she waited his
arrival. The closer the time came the more her stomach began to
churn, and the more anxious she got.

He had seen her naked! And he knew she had
slept with his brother!

Well... well, other people had seen her
naked. It's not like it ought to be something she should be ashamed
about, really. She had a pretty nice body, after all, one she was
proud of. That didn't mean it didn't embarrass her being caught
naked, but she tried to tell herself to grow up, to show a little
maturity. At least he hadn't arrived while she and Sean were having
sex! That would have been far worse!

She was actually more embarrassed about the
thought he might believe she was some sort of cheap gold digger who
had gone home and immediately slept with his brother simply because
he had a nice car and apartment. She had worked with him long
enough now to value his respect, and didn't want to lose that,
didn't want him to think she was some bimbo who had immediately
spread her legs at the first opportunity for a rich guy with a
fancy penthouse.

It made her uncomfortable that such a
judgment would be partly correct. She had been awfully impressed
with the place, and with the car, and that had played its role in
her agreeing to sleep with Sean. Oh, if he hadn't been so hot and
sexy she would never have even gone up there, but even then, she'd
barely met the guy. Since when did she jump into bed with a guy
after knowing him for half a day!?

The door opened, and she froze. She forced
herself to slowly turn around, and found the room empty, Shane
having already gone past her into his office – without saying a
word.

She bit her lip, but at least he hadn't stood
there, yelled at her, and fired her, so that was a good sign,
wasn't it?

She stared at the door, heart thumping. She
was going to have to see him. Sitting her stressed out was too
much. She had to get it over with. She forced herself to stand, and
then walked to the door. It was impossible not to remember the last
time she'd done this, and what she'd seen when she went into the
bathroom. But fortunately, he didn't know about that, and she tried
to wipe it from her mind as she looked inside.

“Good morning,” she said.

He looked up briefly. “Morning,” he said.

“I uhm, I'm sorry about yesterday evening,”
she said, face reddening.

“What do you have to be sorry for?” he
asked.

“Well, I mean, I had no idea that was your
uhm, place, and that you'd be returning.”

“That's something my brother ought to
apologize for, not you.”

She nodded jerkily, and started to withdraw,
then stopped and eased back in.

“I uhm, don't usually, uhm, do things like
that, at least, not that quickly,” she said.

He looked at her wordlessly and she felt her
face growing hot.

“I mean, uhm, I'm not in the habit of...”

“Who you sleep with or why is entirely your
business,” he said. “It certainly isn't mine. Although, if it's
going to happen in my condo I'd appreciate if it stayed within his
bedroom while he's there.”

“I, of course! I mean, I won't be going
...”

“Not that the sight of a beautiful naked
woman at the end of the day is entirely unpleasant, of course.”

She blushed helplessly, and his lips quirked
upward.

“Your legs really do go all the way to the
top,” he said with a grin. “I'll have to buy you a shorter
skirt.”

Kendra's blush deepened, and she jerked back
from the doorway, helpless to know how to respond.

She sat down at her desk, and tried to focus
on her work, but the thought of Shane seeing her naked, and clearly
finding it a great view kept making her throb down low in her
abdomen. She wondered how to get in touch with Sean, and whether
she dared ask Shane about it. An hour later he came out on his way
to a meeting, and dropped a book on her desk.

“Read that,” he said, before leaving.

She frowned and picked it up. It was a thick
hardcover titled Corporate Investment Strategies. She frowned at
the thought of having to read through the whole thing, but then
felt a surge of relief, for she figured he wouldn't have bothered
trying to help clue her in to what would get her ahead in the
company if he was resenting her for sleeping with his brother, or
thinking she was some sort of bimbo.

She took it home that night and, though it
was very hard slogging, and she had to go the internet a few times
to clarify terms, she got through most of it by the next morning.
She felt energized reading it, thinking about that gorgeous
penthouse apartment, and the possibility she herself might have one
some day.

And there was a dress waiting for her. It was
a gray, sleeveless, scoop neck, and it was even shorter than the
skirt and blazer outfit. The scoop neck was relatively modest, but
it did reveal a little cleavage. She wore it, but with considerable
doubts and misgivings. On the other hand, she remembered him
talking about how her legs 'went all the way up' and that he'd have
to get her a shorter skirt. She'd taken it for teasing, but did
this dress now indicate he wanted her I a short dress for his own
eyes, as opposed to her simply being a distraction to others?

A part of her liked that, but another part of
her was indignant about it. It was bad enough she'd let him dress
her in something short to distract people, but letting him dress
her so he could ogle her legs was simply beyond the pale.

He arrived, and, blushing, she turned, but as
before, he'd breezed by her with hardly a word. Irritated, she got
to her feet and went to the doorway to find him standing at his
desk, leafing through the mail she'd sorted.

“Mr. McConnell,” she said in annoyance.

He looked up and his eyes skimmed up and down
her body, causing her to blush.

“Lovely dress,” he said.

“About the dress.”

“It'll be wonderfully distracting at a
meeting I'm holding today.”

“But... look isn't this going a bit far?”

“Nope. It's still quite a respectable
dress.”

“For the office?!”

“Sure, depending on the office. We're not
some stuffy sort of bank like others, after all.”

“And no doubt other female employees will be
wearing such dresses,” she said dryly.

“Unlikely, unless they have your legs.”

She blushed anew. “My legs are not supposed
to be a part of my job!”

“Well, they are. Remember, you were hired
partly for your looks.”

“I realize that but...”

“Did you read that book?”

“I haven't finished yet but...”

“When you do I have another for you. And pay
attention during this morning's meeting. You'll learn a lot.”

“But wearing these sorts of outfits is going
to give me a... reputation!” she protested.

“So? One of the best things which can happen
to you in the rough and tumble of business is to be
underestimated.”

“Unless you're trying to get hired or
promoted!”

“That's up to me, and I am not influenced by
your legs.”

“Not even a little?” she asked
sarcastically.

“Not in a way which is going to lead me to
think you're incompetent.”

“In some other way, perhaps?” she asked with
a smirk.

“None which needs concern you.”

She attended the meeting, feeling a little
guilty at the way the three men there with him were constantly
glancing her way, especially whenever she crossed or re-crossed her
legs. But the meeting was about investment strategies and it was
fascinating to hear them talk about what money they would be
putting into what areas, and how they judged the various companies
they were considering investing in.

Then he left for another meeting across town,
and she gratefully got back to the anonymity of working before her
computer screen in an empty office, until the phone rang just past
eleven.

“Hey, beautiful. Come downstairs and go to
lunch.”

It sounded so much like Shane's voice she was
momentarily startled, then realized it was Sean.

“You're a jerk for not telling me that was
your brother's condo!”

“But I'm a fun jerk with a hot car and a
gorgeous body. Both of which are in the garage, level two. Come see
me and we'll go for lunch.”

He hung up before she could protest or say
no, and after considering it a few moments, she sighed and got up,
then took the elevator down to the garage.

He was propped against a stone pillar near
the elevators, and whistled appreciatively when he saw her.

“Stop that,” she said.

“You are hot. You always dress like that for
work?”

“It's your brother's idea. He thinks I'm a
great distraction to the geeks.”

“My brother is a geek. And he's a leg man,”
he said with a grin.

She blushed and shrugged helplessly as he
slid his big arm around her and started leading her into the
garage.

“Wait a minute. I only get thirty minutes for
lunch, you know.”

“Don't be silly. Anyway, my brother won't
mind. Tell him you were showing off your legs.”

“Your brother is out of the office, but I
have to mind the phones.”

“That's what answering machines are for,” he
said, his hand sliding down onto her ass and giving it a squeeze
through the dress.

“Sean!”

She pushed his hand away.

“What? No one is down here.”

“That doesn't mean you can just... grope
me.”

They reached his car, parked off to one side,
and he spun her around. She found herself inches away from his face
as he grinned down at her.

“But I like groping you,” he said, his hands
sliding onto her bottom as he pulled her in against him.

“Sean!”

He kissed her, and she squirmed in his arms,
mostly because she as afraid someone might be watching. She pulled
her lips free with a gasp, looking quickly around, and was
reassured by the great emptiness of the garage.

“Let's go to a motel,” he said with a
grin.

“Don't be ridiculous. It's the middle of the
day!”

“You never heard of a nooner?”

He kissed her again, his hands sliding up and
down her back, and Kendra felt her blood racing, felt the heat in
her groin building as his hands slid down to knead her buttocks
through the short skirt. His fingers pulled up the stretchy skirt
and she felt a hot surge of shocked excitement as his hands
caressed her bare buttocks. It was wild to be standing there with
her skirt pulled up around her waist and only a little thong
underneath, but the garage was empty, and the wild, daring of what
he was doing was starting to make her burn with a hot sense of
delighted sexual hunger.

Her breathing grew more ragged as his tongue
and hers slid together, but her ears were tightly attuned to the
sound of an elevator bell dinging.

“Sean!” she moaned, pulling back.

His hands slid in and lifted her up onto the
hood of his Jag, then his body pushed her back, his hand on her
hair, twisting her head up and back as he rained kisses and little
bites down along her throat. His other hand squeezed her breast
through the dress as she moaned and slid her hands up and down his
chest under his tight sports shirt.

Panting, she undid the buttons, and felt a
hot shudder run through as her hands slid up and down against his
smooth, bare chest. He slid down her body, mouthing her breast
through her dress, then tugging her skirt up as he dropped to his
knees before the Jag.

“Sean!”

He pulled her thighs wide, and his mouth
pushed in between them, sucking and licking her through the thin
crotch of her thong.

She stared around her anxiously, gasping.
They were in a shadowed part of the garage, and the elevator was
almost hidden behind an SUV. It would make a ding sound when it
opened anyway, she knew as she looked down excitedly to see him
with his mouth covering her sex, sucking and licking at her.

“You... pervert!” she gasped
breathlessly.

He tugged the crotch of her thong aside and
she let out a helpless squeak of pleasure as his tongue slid across
her clit.

“Oh! Oh fuck! Oh don't!” she gasped, grabbing
at his head.

He ignored her, his hands tightening on her
thighs jerked them up and further apart, and Kendra felt her bottom
sliding on the hood, then her upper body fell back against the hood
as he raised her legs high.

“Fuck!” she moaned as he licked intently at
her clit. He yanked her thong right down her legs and off before
she could think to interfere or protest, and then when she tried to
sit up, his mouth came down on her pussy and she could only gasp in
shocked pleasure as he sucked and licked at her hot, throbbing
sex.

She stared at him, eyes wide, and then
groaned as the waves of pleasure rushed over her, falling back onto
her back, staring at the stone beams overhead as her body was
pulled into a fever dream of sexual hunger, need and pleasure. She
felt wild and erotic and daring as her hips rolled helplessly up at
his lapping, sucking mouth.

He stood up, abruptly, and gripped her arms,
pulling her back up so she was seated. Then he dropped them and
gripped the hem of her dress, which was around her hips, and yanked
it up – and off!”

“Sean!” she squeaked.

He had already opened his zipper and drawn
out his erection. Now he rubbed the head up and down against her
sopping, overheated, volcanic opening as his upper body pushed her
back onto her back and his lips came down on hers. Heart pounding,
she felt him penetrating her, felt him stretching her wide, wide,
and then sinking deep. She moaned helplessly, legs spread and
raised as he crushed her lips with his.

She shuddered and wrapped her arms around
him, then her legs as he sank deeper.

“Oh my God!” she moaned as he ground himself
against her.

He bit along the side of her throat and
tugged her bra straps down, then stood back up, again yanking her
into a seated position at the very edge of the Jag, legs up and
spread wide, feet flat on the edge of the car hood as he undid her
bra and pulled it off.

He grinned and pushed her back once more,
then popped off her shoes.

“Don't want to damage the finish, girl,” he
said with a growl.

Then he was on her, thrusting into her, his
hips rising and falling, rolling and grinding as his cock moved
inside her.

Kendra was feverish with heat and hunger. She
was completely naked on a car hood in a public garage, and filled
with a sense of desperate anxiety at being caught. But somehow that
lent an incredible intensity to what was happening, and she gasped
helplessly with every thrust, her arms, and then her legs going
around him as he drove himself into her.

“T-This is f-fucking crazy!” she gasped as he
straightened. “I could be f-fired!”

“My brother won't fire you,” he said, jerking
her thighs wider as he leaned into her.

His cock drove in and out, fast and hard now,
as she stared at it with spellbound eyes. It seemed incredible,
shocking, stunning that she was doing this, that she had dared do
something this wicked, this wild!

And then the elevator dinged.

She gasped helplessly, pawing at his hands,
which were firmly on her thighs, trying to speak through the shock.
But he abruptly scooped her up, lifting her upright and then
carrying her in his arms around behind the car, then behind a stone
pillar as she heard voices approaching. She could hear the click of
high heels on the pavement, and then the sound of a car alarm being
turned off.

He set her down, and she shuddered in dark
excitement as her bare feet hit the concrete of the garage floor.
She was somewhat pinned against the cold, rough concrete at her
back, and Sean's body before her. He was grinning, not at all
intimidated. He kissed her again, his hands sliding down her
body.

“Sean!” she hissed.

He gripped her hair, pulling her head back
and to the side, then bit lightly along her throat. His other hand
slid down her naked side and in beneath her buttock, then lifted
her leg up and out. She gasped for breath, feeling his hot breath
on her throat and his hard cock pressing against her thigh. He
managed to maneuver it up against the mouth of her sex, and she was
so warm and moist and open, with her leg held up that she felt it
entering her.

The sensation as it slid up into her was …
glorious! She jerked convulsively and buried her face against his
shoulder as she moaned in helpless pleasure. His hand pressed her
leg back against the pillar as he worked his hips in and out, and
Kendra thought she would go insane with the wild, dark excitement
sweeping through her. She heard voices not thirty feet away, two
people, a man and woman speaking about some meeting.

She felt her heart pounding with anxiety as
the voices came closer. Then she heard the sound of an engine
starting.

Sean pulled out of her and dropped to his
knees, his hands spreading her thighs apart as his mouth engulfed
her entire sex, hungry, sucking, licking, growling as she clutched
at his head and hair. She felt the rough stone against her back and
arched her back with a trembling groan as he caught her clit
between his lips and sucked.

Then he stood up again and abruptly spun her
around. She could see lights on the distant wall from the car which
had been started, and grunted dazedly as Sean jerked back on her
hips. She clutched at the edge of the pillar and peered around to
see a couple in a dark Cadillac. She watched the driver pulling the
seat belt over his shoulders as .

She felt her hips pulled back as Sean pushed
his cock in against her from behind, and another hot shock of
wicked excitement flashed up her spine.

“You're fucking crazy!” she squealed in a
breathless whisper.

“You're fucking hot!” he replied, sliding his
cock against her soft, tight opening, and then pushing himself
inside.

“Oh God!”

He slid deep, and she bent further, groaning
at how deep, her body starting to jerk in and out as the couple in
the car pulled out and headed for the ramp leading up. His hips
started to slap against her buttocks and her breaths became ragged
as the heat pulsed with growing power, sexual electricity crackling
along her skin.

She came, helplessly, shocked at the
intensity of the orgasm which ripped through her. It tore the
breath from her lungs in a wildly undulating animal howl of
pleasure no one nearby could have missed or mistaken as his hips
pounded against her and his fingers shot down between her legs to
rub furiously against her clit.
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“You're out of your fucking mind!” she
groaned, gasping for breath.

He chuckled, and bent to suckle on one of her
nipples. He had lifted her up in his arms after her climax, then
carried her back to the Jag, opened the back seat, and laid her
inside. He fetched her clothes, then climbed in back with her and
started up, once more, kissing her and running his hands over her
body.

He peeled his open shirt off, then lay across
her on the big back seat, their lips moving hotly together as their
hands moved over each other's bare skin.

The windows were tinted, which gave Kendra
more of a sense of protection, but they were still in a car in a
public garage at work, and so she was still gripped by a hot,
sizzling sense of daring adventure as she reached down and fondled
his soft cock.

She squirmed out from under him, pushing him
onto his back, and dropped onto her knees on the softly carpeted
floor. Then, bent along the edge of the seat, she pulled down his
pants and set to work on his cock, licking and sucking his balls,
massaging his soft penis, licking and mouthing it until it got hard
again – which, under her attentions, didn't take long. She bobbed
her lips up and down the slick shaft, rolling her eyes up at him as
he lounged back in the corner of the seat. His right leg lay along
the seat while his left foot was on the floor.

Kendra felt his hands on her breasts, felt
his fingers rolling her nipples as she bobbed up and down, then
braced herself and slid her lips all the way down to the base.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped his body jerking back
in shocked delight in a way she loved to see from her lovers. She
pushed her lips down around the base of his smoothly shaven cock,
and massaged his balls with her fingers as she let her mouth spasm
around him. He was reacting with even more enthusiasm than he had
the previous night when she'd taken him deep, and she felt a smug
little sense of conquest, of victory as he arched his back, mouth
open, groaning.

She slid her mouth back up, and got her
breath as she rubbed him against her face, then dropped down again,
taking him deep and pumping up and down at the bottom of his shaft
as he cursed and twisted his fingers excitedly in her hair.

She pulled back, a bit light-headed from
holding her breath, then climbed up into his lap, straddling him as
he mouthed her breasts, gripping his cock and positioning herself
over it. She sank down with a shudder of pleasure and a groan of
delight, then began to ride him as his hands kneaded her
buttocks.

She wanted a long, slow, sensual ride, but
was almost immediately overcome by lust and need and began to ride
him frantically, gasping and yelping and moaning as she plunged
down onto his long, stiff cock again and again and again. In less
than a minute she was coming again, with almost as much intensity,
embarrassed by the wild passion in her voice. She tried to jam her
lips against the nape of his neck to silence herself as he sucked
and licked at her breasts.

But he threw himself forward and rolled her
back onto her back on the seat once again, lifting her legs up and
back and thrusting into her with hard, deep, powerful strokes that
made her cry out with every blow of his hips against her upturned
buttocks.

Her orgasm slowly faded, leaving her dazed
and groaning weakly as he continued to thrust down into her. Yet
the heat and hunger didn't entirely leave her, as it always did
before with orgasms. Instead she was left in a state of quivering
excitement at doing this in a parking garage, at being naked and so
utterly shameful as to fuck someone in such a dangerously public
place. And he was still thrusting into her, and still gorgeous, and
his cock was even more gorgeous as she stared at it.

Her heat re-ignited in a shockingly brief
time, less than a minute, she thought weakly, and she was soon
gasping and moaning and quivering as his big cock punched into her
again and again. She heard her own voice issuing passion-filled
gasps of pleasure with every stroke, the sound rising higher and
higher as the fever took hold of her mind and the wild thrill drove
her towards another orgasm.

It hit, and now she had no breath to cry out
as her muscles spasmed and the sheer intensity of the raw pleasure
overwhelmed her mind. She felt as though she were floating on a
wild, turbulent sea, a sea of pleasure, of dark, wonderful
pleasure! And nothing else in the universe even existed but that
incredible pleasure as he drove his cock into her again and again,
and then cursed and dropped atop her, only his ass moving, still
ramming his cock into her with hunger and need.

She couldn't breath, couldn't think! She
gurgled and grunted and squeaked and moaned as his hips battered
away at her. Her ankles were on his shoulders, her body crushed
against the backrest of the seat as he rammed down into her. She
was utterly overwhelmed by the pleasure which tore through her
nervous system! Her insides were burning and spasming so hard it
was almost painful, and all she could do was take it, as his cock
continued to thrust, thrust, thrust into the hot, burning core of
her fiery belly.

“S-S-S.. Sean!” she cried breathlessly.
“P-Please! Oh! Oh! Stop! No! N-No more! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Oh God!
Please! Oh! Oh! Sean!”

He crushed his lips against hers, his hips
riding up and down, pounding her into the resilient cushions of the
seat, which bounced her back up to meet every successive thrust.
The screaming intensity of the pleasure tearing through her was
driving her insane, and she could do nothing to stop it!

She screamed, and screamed again, helplessly,
wailing mindlessly at the howling, churning power of the sensations
pouring over her, burning up from the inside as her muscles spasmed
and her body convulsed beneath his powerful body.

She was going to lose her mind, she thought,
if he didn't stop!

And the with a curse, he drove himself into
her to the balls, and shuddered, seeming to try to push himself
even deeper as he gave several more hard, savage lunging strokes,
then collapsed atop her whimpering, gasping, moaning body.

* * *

She was clearly crazy. She had a great future
here, learning about the business, perhaps to become rich one day,
and she had risked it all for a sluttish nooner in the garage with
Shane's idiotic brother!

Oh my God! I can't believe I did that, she
thought in wonderment as she made her way back upstairs. And she'd
been so loud! She was never that loud! But in a garage, in the
garage at work, she had howled like a slut! God! If anyone had been
down there she'd have been finished! What was worse, the fool had
torn her thong in his excitement and now she was going to have to
finish the day in this short skirt with no underwear!

She stopped by the ladies room to do her
hair, feeling guilty, as though she had a bright neon sign on her
forehead that said “I was just having sex!”.

She made it to her office, however, and
gratefully sank into her chair and swung her legs under the
covering protection of the desk.

Shane returned just after one.

“Anything happen while I was away?” he asked
as he walked past.

“No,” she said, cheeks pinkening.

“Come on in here,” he called.

She rolled her eyes heavenward, but
obediently slid out from behind the desk and followed him into the
inner office.

They were the tallest building around, and,
as always, she admired the view as she crossed the floor.

Shane slumped in his chair and motioned her
to a chair before his desk. She sank down, knees tightly
together.

“So what did you think of the meeting this
morning?”

“Uhm, it was interesting. It was neat to see
how what you were all saying related to some of the things I'd just
been reading about.”

“I want you to put together a list of
investments for a million dollars,” he said. “The idea is to be
bold, be daring, but don't lose your shirt.”

“A-A million dollars?” she squeaked.

“It's not a real million dollars” he said
with a smile. “It's a pretend investment strategy. You learn by
doing.”

“Oh, okay, that sounds like fun,” she
said.

He looked pained. “It's not supposed to be
fun. It's supposed to be full of stress. In this business, you walk
a fine line between being too aggressive, and losing half your
money in a deal, or not being aggressive enough, and having minimal
returns. Either end of the scale gets your fired.”

“But this is a pretend investment,” she
said.

He stroked his chin. “But we should still
make it realistic. Tell you what, for every percentage increase you
get to lower your skirt a half inch.”

“That would be nice,” she snorted, squirming
a little.

“I notice how desperately you're keeping your
knees together,” he said with a grin.

She flushed. “You wouldn't notice if your
eyes weren't there!”

“You haven't heard the other end of the risk.
For every percentage loss, your skirt goes up a half inch.”

“No way!”

“Or your cleavage goes down a half inch. Your
choice.”

“Shane!”

“Yes, I know, it's highly improper of
me.”

“You're damned right it is!”

“But if I was a highly proper employee you
wouldn't have been hired in the first place. I'd have hired the
women with much more experience than you, however boring I thought
they would probably be.”

“I'm doing a good job!”

“You're doing … an acceptable job. I'm sure
you'll get better.”

She opened her mouth in protest, but it was
difficult to disagree. She wasn't exactly a genius who'd taken to
this like a duck to water. She'd made mistakes and forgotten
things. She was new at the job, after all, and had no real office
experience.

“How is it an improper employee like you kept
getting promoted instead of fired?” she asked, grumbling.

“I make the firm a lot of money. That excuses
almost anything. Also, I'm a reasonably good judge of character.
And if I'd thought you were the shy, upright sort, I'd never have
made that proposal.”

“I was the desperate sort,” she said with a
sniff.

“I figured. And you've seen my penthouse, and
I bet you want one of your own.”

“Well...”

“Sink or swim, Seffridge. I'm giving you an
opportunity to learn at the feet of the master.”

He waved his hands at himself negligently and
she snorted. “You're a master?”

“You have much to learn,” he said in an airy
voice.

“Uh huh.”

“Stop squirming, Seffridge. I've already seen
everything that's under that skirt anyway, remember.”

She blushed, and scowled resentfully,
wondering if she ought to tell him she'd seen everything he had,
too!

“A gentleman wouldn't bring that up,” she
said.

He grinned broadly. “But you blush so
prettily.”

She scowled again and he laughed lightly.

“A gentleman wouldn't tease a lady just to
see her blush.”

“A lady wouldn't have been naked on my
patio,” he said dryly.

That was again rather difficult to protest,
so she settled for scowling.

“So you want a solid base of reliable
earners, and then some high fliers. Most of them have already been
investigated by Research, so the information is readily available
to you. Read up on them, make your selections, and we'll see how it
goes.”

“You'll have me coming to work naked,” she
grumbled.

“I don't think I could get away with that. So
clearly, there's a limit to how much you can lose – in terms of
clothing. You're somewhat close to the edge even now. But that's a
good thing. As I said, you learn by being on the edge. You learn
whether you fail or succeed, if you're smart enough to pick up the
lessons from that failure. For example, don't take liberal arts,
take Finance.”

She gave him a sour look. “Finance is
boring.”

“You won't think that if you lose the shirt
off your back – literally.”

“You said I can't come to work naked,
remember.”

“I could have you wearing nothing but a
burlap sack,” he said with a grin. “I could point out to anyone who
asked that you'd lost so much on the market, you'd lost a bet with
me. And you'd certainly be... decent, so no one could complain
about that.”

“And what about you? When do you risk your
clothes?”

“I risk my job with every major trade. You're
risking comparatively little, Seffridge,” he said.

“How much did that penthouse cost,
anyway?”

“Not as much as you might think. I bought it
off a trader in 2008 when the markets plummeted and he had a margin
call he couldn't meet. With the banks not willing to loan much he
was desperate.”

“You didn't feel sorry for him?”

“Sorry?” He blinked in surprise. “What's that
got to do with business? He lost, and it's not like he was my
favorite person in the world. He presented me with a buying
opportunity at a low cost compared to value, and I took it, the
same as I would with any investment. In this business, Seffridge,
you get rich by taking advantage of fools, not feeling sorry for
them.”

“That's pretty cold, isn't it?”

“Perhaps, but if fools insist on selling
their stocks near the bottom of a market correction, you''re not
going to help them by refusing to take advantage of their panic. I
assure you someone else will buy them out gladly.

“But his house..”

“Was an investment opportunity. Anyway, like
all opportunities, there are inherent risks. I got the place for a
third what he paid for it, which would make it a terrific play,
except that the real estate market has suffered a major downturn
since then. I'm still ahead, but not by nearly as much. What goes
up comes down, Seffridge. Remember that. And remember the corollary
is not always true.”

He came out from behind his desk, and she
rose quickly. He eased her around and out, his hand shifting to the
back of her neck to guide her lightly forward as he headed for the
door.

“Let me know by end of week what you're
investing in so we can start recording your profits,” he said.

“What are you going to do if I lose, cut
piece of my skirt off every morning?”

“I think we'll go somewhat more long-term
than that. Give it a few weeks to see how things play out before we
consider wardrobe changes.

“Aren't investments supposed to be for the
long term?”

“Not around here.”

She returned to her desk and checked for
messages and emails, then accessed Research through the office net,
skimming over the titles and categories, market outlooks and
indexes. She'd been listening to them talk the last few weeks about
various investments, and every now and then one had caught her
attention and she'd wished she had money to put on it. Now she had
a chance, even if it was just play money.

She wondered if he'd really make her wear a
burlap sack. Maybe. He had a weird sense of humor sometimes, and no
doubt his colleagues would think it an amusing life lesson for her
on the risks of investing. They'd also, of course, realize she'd
failed, and that would be even more embarrassing than the burlap.
Too many of them were seeing her as simply eye candy. She'd done
her very best to seem competent, but a burlap sack would not do
much for that part of her reputation.

He had a visitor later that afternoon: Ted
Donnelly. Donnelly was one of those he often had her sit in with
because he thought she would distract him. She didn't ever
understand how he chose which people. None of them seemed to ever
stare at her, or ogle her. How did he know which she would distract
and which she wouldn't? Did they talk about her, or something? Was
that how he knew which of them thought she was … hot?

She would have to ask him that.

She wasn't surprised when he buzzed her and
asked her to come in, and to bring her notebook, but she felt a
sudden rush of anxiety when she entered and saw them over on the
sofa. Donnelly was on the big sofa, while Shane was sitting on the
chair next to it. He motioned her over casually.

“Write down these symbols Ted is going to
give you, would you, Seffridge,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

The sofa was low, and she was excruciatingly
aware of her short skirt and lack of underwear. She told herself
she was being silly. The skirt covered everything which needed to
be covered, and then some, and their heads, even on the sofa, was
higher than her skirt, closer to her belt line, really. They could
not possibly look under her skirt! Yet she was self-conscious
regardless, and kept her knees close together.

“Sit,” he said casually, waving towards the
other chair.

She felt a jolt of anxiety, but saw no way to
come up with a reason to refuse. She sat down very gingerly, knees
jammed together. She blushed slightly, knowing both of them would
be eying her bare legs, and felt a hot little rush of heat from the
thought of Shane looking under her skirt – not that he could.

Probably!

She kept the pad in her lap as she took
notes, and thankfully, it didn't take long. She was able to rise –
carefully – and then head back to her desk to print out the
assessments on those companies from Research and bring them
back.

Again, he had her stick around, sitting on
the sofa. Further, he arranged for her to hand the reports to
Donnelly, and then motioned her to sit next to him. She gave him a
reproachful look, but sat, her naked legs painfully visible as the
man looked down at the reports.

After he'd left she turned to him with a
frown.

“Yes, Seffridge?”

“Do you really think men like that, as intent
and careful as they are, will be distracted by my bare legs?” she
demanded.

He shrugged. “Do you know the difference
between the gold medal in the Olympics and the guy who wins
nothing?”

She shrugged in irritation.

“It's usually a fraction of a second in time,
right?”

“So?”

“So despite being a fraction of a second in
time certain individuals come out on top again and again. Why do
you suppose that is?”

“I have no idea.”

“Nor have I, but if my principle opponents
are distracted even 1% of the time by your lovely legs, I'll take
it. Because in this business, any advantage, however slight, is
golden.”

“And you're not distracted by my gorgeous
legs?” she asked dryly.

He grinned. “I see much more of them. That
gives me relative immunity.”

“God,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Sexual power, Seffridge. That's the power
for women of this generation, isn't it?”

“I don't think they meant it quite like
this.”

“I think you're mistaken. I think they meant
it exactly like this.”

“But I'm not getting the advantage,” she
said. “You are.”

“Perhaps, but you got a job, right?”

She shrugged and went back to her office. It
was a nice office, she admitted to herself, and if her looks had
gotten it, should she be ashamed of that? It wasn't that she was
incompetent, that she couldn't do the job. But honestly, he was
right in that she'd never have gotten it were it not for 'sexual
power', if that was the word for it. So she'd be pretty churlish to
try and pretend otherwise.

And a woman who was naked and screaming in
orgasm in the garage a couple of hours back has no business getting
indignant about that, she said to herself as she sat down.

He wanted more reports after that, as he
moved to his desk. He was doing a lot of research on something, and
she tried to follow it to further her own understanding even as she
went back and forth from his office to hers.

“You know, if you'd just have a printer in
here I wouldn't have to keep coming in and out,” she said.

“Then I wouldn't have a chance to look at
your gorgeous legs,” he said mockingly.

She scowled, but felt a little flutter in her
stomach., even though he turned immediately back to the papers
she'd given him. She stood next to him longer than she had to,
watching hawk-like, for his eyes to wander over to her, but they
didn't. Frowning, she went back to her own desk. Each time she
returned, she made sure she came around the desk to hand him the
papers, and even though she felt like a tease, positioned herself,
at first almost without thought, to give him the best look at her
legs.

Immune, was he? Ha! She'd see about that!

Teasing him felt dangerous given her lack of
underwear, and even otherwise, felt dangerous, since he wasn't a
man to be taken lightly. Sean was a happy-go-lucky idiot at times,
but Shane had a cold, hard edge she'd seen on more than one
occasion.

But it was bugging her that he was apparently
ignoring her legs, ignoring her attractiveness. She studied his
eyes and face each time she stood next to him, trying to discern
the physical differences between him and Sean. There must surely be
some. They had the same short hair in the same style, as far as she
could determine. And there were no marks on their bodies, at least,
none she'd noticed, to differentiate them.

She wondered if one was stronger than the
other. If she held the hand of each of them at the same time and
ran her hand up along their arms to give their biceps a squeeze,
would one be stronger, thicker, harder than the other?

Her mind flitted helplessly from that to the
memory of their cocks, Sean's, which she had considerable recent
experience with, and Shane's, which she'd only seen from a
distance, under soap. She let herself imagine a hand on each,
running them up and down. Would one be thicker, longer, harder than
the other, she thought with a slight sense of breathlessness.

“Take these and arrange them in order on that
table,” he said, pointing at the table before the bookcases. Put
them in order of index.”

She nodded and scooped up the sheaves of
papers off the desk, pressing her thighs against the edge of the
desk as she could and leaning forward somewhat. She felt a hot
thrill of anxiety at that, but she'd checked herself in the mirror
and knew, intellectually, at least, that no matter how far she bent
over no one would be able to see under her skirt. It was short, but
it wasn't that short. Of course, emotionally was another thing.

And she was irked at his businesslike manner,
for some reason she couldn't quite explain. Did he not find her
attractive at all? No, she knew he did. It wasn't coincidence he'd
been... relieving his tension... after seeing her naked, she was
sure. She carried the papers over to the table, placing utilities,
energy, resource and stables in separate piles, then adding in
precious metals and cyclicals. She then placed them alphabetically
within those categories, up and down the table.

She was not unaware as she did that it was
necessary to lean further forward across the table, and that gave
her a little buzz of excitement, wondering if he was looking and
getting 'distracted'.

You're acting like a slut, she told
herself.

But really, it was almost necessary to lean
far over the table! Almost. She could have gone around to the
sides, she supposed, but this was more practical since she could
order the lists appropriately in neat rows where she could read all
the headings.

She gasped, suddenly, in the midst of a
little flurry of fantasies about him and his brother, when she felt
him behind her. She straightened abruptly, heart giving a
lurch.

“Where's what?” he asked.

“Uhm.”

She pointed at each row and named it.

“Alphabet means nothing. You should order
them by price earnings ratio,” he said. “That's what I'm looking at
now. Separate out the dividend paying stocks. We're not interested
in them.”

“But I thought they were great
investments.”

“For the long term, not for quick, fast
turnovers.”

He leaned in behind her, his hand going
unerringly to one of the papers, sliding it to the side a little,
then did the same to another. “Like this,” he said softly, his
breath warm against the side of her neck.

She felt her nipples hardening within the
cups of her bra.

And his leaning in against her caused her to
lean forward as well, until her face flushed with the realization
that she was bent over with him right up against her. He wasn't
actually touching her but the position was erotically charged.

“Understand?” he asked.

“Yes!” she gulped breathlessly.

She waited for what felt an eon for him to
press himself against her, but he didn't.

She felt him easing back, straightening, and
abruptly straightened herself and turned... too fast, and too much,
so that she almost hit him in the jaw with her forehead. She jerked
back in alarm and almost fell back across the table, but he caught
her arms and jerked her back forward. For another eon she felt
herself held in his strong hands, her face inches from his, and
couldn't breath.

Then he kissed her. His lips were soft,
almost hesitant, but after a moment they pushed in harder, more
determined. His hands continued to grip her arms and she made no
effort to pull free. Her mind was reeling, her chest tight, her
stomach churning and she was held in a wild turmoil of indecision,
confusion, heat, excitement, uncertainty and arousal.

His kiss deepened, and she discovered she was
kissing back without ever having made the decision to do so. Then
his hands released her arms and she stumbled, but only until they
slid around her, up and down her back. Their lips never moved from
each other as her hands rose, again without thought, sliding up his
arms, up onto his shoulders as her heart pounded in her ears.

He leaned into her, slowly, very slowly, and
she leaned back, back, back, until she found herself on her back on
the desk, his chest pressing down against her throbbing breasts as
he continued to kiss her. Her legs had risen and then, hesitant to
wrap around him, were simply spread wide as he leaned over her.

I can't do this!

But she couldn't possibly stop either.

His fingers were sliding through her soft
brown hair as he kissed her, his tongue and hers twisting and
twining and sliding together without thought or pattern, both of
them exultant as the heat overcame them.

Finally, after an eternity, he pulled his
lips off hers, and both of them gasped for breath.

“Did I mention,” he panted, “How gorgeous
your legs are?”

“No, tell me,” she gulped.

His hand slid up and down along her leg,
along her thigh, and then both of them felt a sudden shock-wave as
it slid up to where her panties ought to have been. Kendra arched
helplessly as a sensory jolt joined the emotional explosion, and he
cursed softly as his fingers explored her naked sex.

“I thought you said you wore panties,” he
said hotly.

“I-I do,” she moaned. “Oh fuck! Oh! Don't!
Oh! Shane!”

“Don't? Don't what?” he asked, amusement in
his voice now as his fingers stroked across her clit.

“I-I can't... we... you... Oh God!”

He chuckled throatily and bent to kiss her
again, and her hips jerked as his fingers pushed into her, sliding
slowly in and out, then pushing deeper. His thumb pressed up
against her clit, and she moaned helplessly into his mouth as he
began to work fingers in and out while keeping his thumb against
her clit. That caused his thumb to stroke back and forth as he
pushed into her, and every time he did a wave of suffocating sexual
heat swept over her.

Kendra couldn't keep her body still. Her
knees were jerking up and down and her hips were grinding against
his fingers as their tongues continued to twirl and twist, as their
lips slid and caressed and their hot breath washed over one
another.

Her eyes widened and she felt a shock of
alarm. She was going to come! The door wasn't even locked!

She grabbed his face and pushed it aside.
“T-the door isn't locked!” she cried weakly.

He pulled back, and she saw the bulge in his
trousers.

“You'd better go back to your office then,
Seffridge,” he said, pulling her back upright.

She stared at him, gulping in air.
“Wha-what?”

He pulled her off the table and held her as
she stumbled.

“Back to work,” he said, slapping her bottom
sharply.

She yelped and staggered towards the door,
then turned her head, open-mouthed, not knowing what to say or do,
other than, of course, what he'd just told her to.
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Kendra went back to her office, her body
quivering with sexual heat, her nipples aching, and her pussy hot,
wet and hungry. She shook herself and stared at the door to the
hall, considering locking it. But if she did, wouldn't anyone...
suspect?

He got infrequent visitors, of course, but
still.

And was there a reason to now that he seemed
to have decided nothing further was going to happen?

And he was right, she told herself as she
sank into her chair. What the hell was wrong with her anyway? She
was, well, perhaps she wasn't exactly seeing his brother, but they
were... exploring things... sort of. Besides, he was her boss! She
had no business acting so unprofessional!

He came out from his office with a handful of papers.

“You left these,” he said, his voice
perfectly controlled as he put them on her desk.

She turned to look at them and suddenly his
fingers were in her hair. He pulled her head back and bent over
her, kissing her deeply as his other hand slid down over her breast
to knead and squeeze it and rub against the nipple. Seconds later
his hand plunged down between her legs, which had spread as he'd
pulled her head back. Kendra let out a helpless cry of pleasure as
his fingers found her clit and rubbed expertly against it.

Then he released her hair, straightened, and
went back into her office.

She gaped after him, gulping in air, more
than a little dazed.

What the hell was he doing!?

He was teasing her, taunting her, she
thought, her nipple still tingling from his touch.

“Bastard!” she whispered with something like
admiration.

“Girl,” he called imperiously, “Get me a
coffee.”

Her eyes narrowed. He was really asking for
it! And that didn't mean coffee! Unless she poured it in his
lap!

There was always coffee brewing. She got up,
her legs still quite shaky, and quickly made a cup, then brought it
into his office.

He was back at his desk, and she felt a hot
thrill of excitement run through her even as she carried it over to
him.

“I should spill this in your lap,” she
said.

“You think my lap needs more heat in it?”

She snorted and put the cup on the desk, then
yelped as he gripped her wrist and yanked her so she fell across
his lap.

“And who's been a bad little girl?” he
purred, his hand on her upraised bottom.

“Don't you dare!”

“Speaking impertinently to the boss?
Definitely something that needs correcting,” he said.

Kendra yelped as his hand slapped down on her
bottom through her skirt. She squirmed and twisted around, and
found herself then sitting across his lap, staring at him. Which
was, she realized dizzily, a mistake. He kissed her again, and she
melted against him as his hand slid up into her hair. She reached
for his hair as well, but he bent her upper body back, then his
other hand slid up under her short skirt and she shuddered at the
touch.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Don't!” she squealed.

“Why not?” he purred into her ear.

His fingers pushed into her again, sliding in
and out, and she was almost embarrassed about how slick, how moist,
how hot and ready she was as his thumb rode back and forth over her
throbbing, burning clit. She found it impossible to catch her
breath and squirmed helplessly as he brought her up to the edge of
orgasm.

Then he pushed his chair back, and stood up,
spilling her off his lap onto her feet.

“Now then, back to work, Seffridge.”

“You bastard!” she said in amazement.

“Do you want a spanking, little girl?”

Breathless, she swung at him, though not with any real intent. He
dodged her arm, turned her, and bent her over his desk, then lifted
her skirt up high. She moaned as his hand slid over her buttocks,
then down between her legs.

“Such a nasty little employee,” he said,
fingers pressing against her labia, forcing them apart. “Such a bad
little employee. Definitely deserves to be disciplined.”

“D-Don't!” she croaked.

He slapped her bottom sharply and she
yelped.

Then he pulled her upright, and before she
could intervene, he'd gripped her dress, which was already up over
her hips, and peeled it up her body and off.

Did he and his brother practice these moves,
she wondered dazedly.

He had her bra off in an instant, but then he
pushed her back with a grin, and sat down.

“Best go lock the door, girl,” he said as he
leaned back, hands behind his head quite casually.

Kendra stared at him with a swirling mixture
of outrage, indignation, passion, amusement and confusion, but
then, given she was completely naked but for her heels, and that he
had her dress in hand, she hurried across the floor and into the
outer office, quickly locking the outside door.

Then she turned, heart pounding, staring at
the door to his office.

This was insane!

And she was completely naked!

She headed back to the door, blushing as she
reached it. Her heart was pounding and her pulse racing as she
stepped tentatively through the door, then closed it behind
her.

He looked up and she blushed. She had never
felt quite so naked before!

“Come here, girl,” he said arrogantly.

She felt a jolt of indignation, but it didn't
really impact the heat swirling around her. She walked forward,
very self-conscious in her nudity. She walked around the desk, and
he leaned back in his chair, hands behind his head, grinning. Her
eyes dropped to his groin. Despite how relaxed and laid back he was
pretending to be, his groin was considerably more excited.

She smirked. “Your pants don't seem to be
fitting all that well at the moment,” she said.

“They do seem a little tight. Loosen
them.”

He looked at her challengingly, and through
the new burst of indignation she felt a hot thrill of excitement
that sank her to her knees. Chest tight, she shuffled a bit
forward, then leaned over as he spread his legs. Her hands slid up
his thighs and over his bulging groin, rubbing him there. Then she
undid his belt and popped the buttons on his trousers. She didn't
want him fully clothed while she was completely naked!

She pulled down his zipper, then tugged down
the boxers inside to let his thick cock spring out hungrily.

“Little Shane wants to play,” she said
breathily.

“Little Shane can be rude. Watch he doesn't
spit at you.”

She giggled a little hysterically, then
folded her fingers around it, squeezing him. She leaned in, licking
slowly up along the underside of his cock, right up to the head.
She felt a sense of unreality as she did so, hardly daring to
believe she was on her knees naked in her boss's office, giving him
a blow job!

She looked up at Shane from beneath her
lashes, her eyes full of heat and excitement as she traced her
tongue sensuously up and down along his stiff, throbbing cock.
Then, slipping a hand into his shorts to massage his balls, she
rubbed his cock against her face before angling it out and letting
her pursed lips slowly fold in around the head and slide down the
shaft. He was continuing to pretend a sense of casualness, sprawled
back, looking down at her incuriously, but his breathing was
becoming more ragged as she began to suck and then bob her lips up
and down on the top of his cock.

Another jolt of shocked excitement hit her,
and Kendra moaned, grinding her thighs together, feeling a sense of
breathlessness herself.

Fuck! I'm not doing this! Oh my God!

She slipped his cock out of her mouth and
held it before her, squeezing it, lapping at the underside of the
head as she rolled her eyes up towards him. Then she traced her
tongue down along the shaft, tugging his shorts and trousers down
so she could lick and suck at his balls. Her breasts, swollen,
nipples crackling with excitement, pillowed out against the soft
leather of his chair, rubbing and rolling against it as she sucked
his balls into her mouth and massaged them with her tongue.

She licked back up the head and plunged down
on it, bobbing quickly, sucking ravenously, sliding lower and lower
until she felt the swollen knob of his cockhead against the back of
her mouth, then swallowed it, sliding down all the way to the hilt.
Her hands, clutching his thighs, felt his muscles spasm and tighten
as she pressed her face in against his crotch, and when she slid
back up again and flicked her eyes upwards she was pleased to see
the calm expression of nonchalance had left his face. His head fell
back against the seat back now and his hands slid onto her head,
fingers sliding through her silken hair as she slid back down
again, bobbing up and down with the full length of her mouth and
throat and then rolling her head from side to side.

And then, suddenly, his fingers stiffened,
and he jerked up and back on her hair with painful force.

He gasped and gave her an apologetic look.
“You're going to make him rude,” he said breathlessly.

Kendra smirked. But then he pulled her back
up between his legs, and leaned over, tilting her head back as he
kissed her, then tilting her head back further, arching her back
sharply as his hand slid over her breast and he bent to suck and
chew on the center and nipple.

He used her hair like a handle, bunching it
up behind her head, drawing her up higher, forcing her to get to
one foot and push herself up as he twisted her around so that she
was again half sitting, half laying across his lap on the big
executive chair. He held her hair back sharply so that her spine
was bowed, and bent, sucking and chewing on her nipples, teasing
them with his tongue and lips and teeth.

His free hand was between her legs, sliding
first one, then two, then a third finger into her as his thumb made
quick little sideways strokes across her clitoris even while moving
up and down at the same time.

Kendra gasped and moaned, spreading her legs
as much as she could, writhing in his grip, arching back as her
hips bucked up against him in sharp, spastic responses to his
touch. Gulping in air, she groaned as his lips slid down along her
shoulder and over her exposed throat, then back to her breasts to
nibble and even bite.

His teeth caught her swollen nipple between
them, grinding lightly from side to side, then pinching and
tightening, making her nipple ache and burn to the point of pain,
and then beyond. She yelped and then moaned as his teeth
disappeared and his warm, moist lips massaged and soothed her
nipple. Then his tongue stroked across it and he began to suck
again. The sensation redoubled and Kendra cursed and groaned, the
blood rushing to her head now as he pulled her head even further
back.

His fingers thrust into her harder, faster,
again almost to the point of pain. She was sopping! And her hips
could not keep still as his fingers roused her pussy to unbearable
levels of heat and sensation.

“Fuck! Oh fuck! Please! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Harder!
Oh!”

He growled and bit at her other nipple, again
making it burn and ache, then once again massaged and licked it as
Kendra shuddered and rolled her head from side to side.

“W-we... should go all the way into the
cliché!” he gasped, pulling her head back upright once more.

She blinked at him dazedly as the blood
rushed back. Then he rose and set her down, steadying her, and
bending her across his desk.

A sharp slap to her bottom made her yelp, and
drew her mind slightly out of the state of sexual fever enveloping
it.

“Raise that beautiful ass higher,” he
growled, slapping her bottom a second time.

Once again Kendra yelped at the sting, but
almost instinctively complied, raising her bottom as he yanked her
legs apart. Legs straight on high heeled shoes, bottom raised high,
she felt his cock press against her burning sex, then slide back
and forth, back and forth as she rolled her hips up
desperately.

“Fuck me!” she moaned.

The head of his cock sank into her, forcing
the taut lips of her sex in and then back, stretching them, sending
a deliciously erotic sensation of strain to her tumbling mind as
his cock pushed deeper. She whimpered and ground her breasts
against the desk as his cock slid down through the molten tube of
her sex and into the hot core of her belly. She felt his flesh
against her bottom, felt it press hard, and felt a sense of
exultation as she realized she had him fully inside her.

His hands seized her hips and his cock drew
back slowly, then thrust in again sharply. He began to pump in
earnest, hands on her hips, using her, riding her.

Like a whore, she thought with a
shockingly gleeful sense of wonder.

I'm bent over the boss's desk naked being
taken from behind, she thought. Oh my God!

His cock punched deep inside her, and each
deep thrust stoked the fires within her higher. He bent over her,
hands sliding under to cup her breasts as he bit and sucked and
licked at her throat, and Kendra rolled her bottom up with more
desperate motions as the heat became unbearable and the intensity
of the sensations tearing through her rose higher still.

Her breaths were helpless gasps of animal
passion as his cock rode her, as his hands mauled her, as his lips
and teeth and tongue fed hungrily on the nape of her neck, and a
massive orgasm blossomed within Kendra that sent her body into
helpless convulsions.

A hand clamped over her mouth as she cried
out in wanton pleasure, her eyes bulging as her hips bucked back
violently against his plunging cock. Wave after wave of sensory
overload tore through her shattered mind and body, so that the
world became nothing more than a crazed kaleidoscope of shifting
lights and sensations. But at the core, always, was his stiff cock
driving deep into her belly, again and again and again.

He must have come with her, she thought
dazedly, eyes slitted as she lay limply, collapsed across the desk.
He was atop her, his weight crushing her, but she didn't care. She
merely groaned weakly in languorous relief.

His weight slid off her and she was able to
inhale more easily. Then she felt his hand on her right leg,
pulling it up and over, rolling her limp body atop the desk to half
lay atop it, legs spilling out over the edge. He grinned, hands
under her buttocks lifting her up into his arms as he sat back on
the chair. She lowered her easily atop him so that she settled,
straddling him and the chair, and he held her against him, her head
against his shoulder as she recovered.

“Have to get you a gag,” he said
ruefully.

Kendra moaned and rubbed her face against the
soft material of his jacket as his hands stroked her back.

“You have incredibly soft skin. Do you know
that?”

She didn't answer and he pushed her back a
bit, then kissed her.

Kendra slid her arms over his shoulders,
kissing back, soft, gentle kisses as his fingers continued to skate
up and down over her back, then glided down onto her buttocks to
knead and squeeze them lightly.

He pushed her back and bent to suck lightly
on her left nipple, then had her sit back further, and, grinning,
took both nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He examined
them and rolled them between his fingers as she watched, feeling a
catch in her throat as her nipples throbbed alarmingly. He closed
his fingers and she gasped as he pinched them, but the pain was
merely heat, a deep heat that nevertheless made her moan..

“Shane!” she gasped, grasping at his
wrists.

“Hands down, girl,” he ordered.

She reluctantly obeyed, and he eased the
chair forward.

“Bend back.”

Kendra bent back against the top of the desk
and he released her nipples, then squeezed her breasts in from the
outside, mashing them together as he bent and rubbed his face in
her cleavage. Then he began to suck and lick at her nipples, which
were hot and tingling. She realized he wanted her passive, just
then, but he was making her breasts throb and her nipples burn, and
it was hard to keep still as he sucked and licked at them.

“T-this is probably against...
company...p-policy!” she panted.

“Fuck them,” he said, licking downwards
across her taut belly.

Then his hands slid under her and lifted her
up and back, dropping her fully back on the desk before him. His
strong hands pushed down on her inner thighs, spreading her wide,
and then his hands slid in against her sex as his forearms pressed
her thighs down in a practiced manner. His tongue slid lightly up
and down alongside her sex, then his fingers pushed into her,
spreading her open.

She blushed a little, but as his tongue moved
in she felt the resurgent heat spreading up through her belly. Sean
had licked her a little bit earlier, but Shane, as he continued,
demonstrated a level of artistry she'd never known before. His
fingers slipped into her as his tongue danced lightly, teasingly
around her clit, and his lips brushed her lightly.

Again, she sensed there was little for her to
do here, other than be passive, to accept whatever he was doing. It
was not something she was very good at, but she found it incredibly
relaxing, letting her abandon all thoughts, cares and concerns and
simply lay back and concentrate on the sensations he was rousing
within her.

His fingers pumped and pressed and stroked as
his lips sucked in a rhythmic counter-temp, sometimes long and
gentle, sometimes rapid and sharp. The sensations kept shifting and
changing, but always the heat built higher. He forced her closer
and closer to the precipice as she lay back, gasping, moaning and
now rolling her hips up at him, but kept retreating, easing her
back, much to her disappointment.

Again and again he teased her, drawing her
close to the edge, then trailed off, licking at her thighs or belly
or abdomen to let her cool down.

“Shane!” she moaned in complaint.

“That's Mister McConnell,” he said with a
smirk. “Say it.”

“Mister McConnell!” she gasped.

“Lick me, Mister McConnell!”

“Perhaps,” he said, finger twisting inside
her, searching out her G-spot, rubbing against her as he bent and
traced his lips around her clit.

“Shane!”

He drew back with a grin. “Mr.
McConnell.”

“Mister McConnell!” she groaned.

His tongue attacked her clit, lapping hard
and fast, quick upward strokes with the bottom of his tongue
supported by his lower lip. His head itself rolled up to increase
the pressure, and Kendra shuddered and rolled her head from side to
side, her entire hips rolling up helplessly with every lick as the
breath left her in increasingly passion-filled gasps of
pleasure.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh GOD!”

He stopped.

“Shane!”

“Mr. McConnell.”

He taunted her to the point of near tears,
rousing her to intensities she could hardly remember, then when she
thought she would go insane, he finally stood up and thrust into
her with a sharp, powerful stroke which was almost savage in its
hunger. His hand clamped over her mouth as he bent over her, and he
began to pound himself into her violently as her legs twined
frantically around him and a tremendous orgasm tore through her
overheated system.

* * *

It was the first time in her life she'd had
sex with more than one guy on the same day, and they were brothers!
Kendra was filled with rueful wonder as she made her way home, more
than a little shell-shocked at her own daring and temerity, at her
own sluttishness, and the circumstances which had played themselves
out.

She was anxious at the same time, wondering
what Sean would think, but somehow, she was less concerned about
that than she'd been about Shane. Sean was such a free-spirit sort
of guy, and while he'd shown plenty of lust she hadn't seen him as
particularly romantic. Anyway, they'd had one lunch date and, well,
two lust-crazed adventures. It wasn't like she was his
girlfriend!

He still hadn't even given her his fucking
phone number, she thought in resentment.
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She felt very... sensual that evening.
Perhaps that lay behind her desire for a bubble-bath. Afterward,
she put on a nightshirt which was mostly sheer fishnet except for
two narrow bands of satin across her breasts and groin. It was a
warm night, and she told herself that the chemise was cool, but
really, she just felt like being sexy, even as she lounged before
the television.

She wasn't really watching, though, for her
mind was occupied with her suddenly wild love life. Love life? It
was as if a small yard of browning grass had suddenly turned into a
raging jungle! She'd had more wild sex in the last week than in the
rest of her life combined! God! The things she'd done!

Running them through her mind, it was hard to
decide which was the most shocking, though certainly doing it in a
garage was right up there. But then again, being bent over her
boss's desk was shocking, as well. Her friends would be wide-eyed
with shock if she dared tell them. Well, she might tell them about
the garage, but she didn't know how they'd handle her having sex
with two different men, twin brothers, on the same day. No doubt
they'd mostly be envious, but she knew it was just too good a story
for anyone she knew to keep her mouth shut about it. If she told
anyone, word would get out. It would flash around her circle of
acquaintances like lightning.

But the wonder was she didn't really feel
much guilt over what she'd done. It wasn't like she'd led either of
them on, nor had she exactly been the helpless victim of seduction.
She liked both men, was attracted to both, enjoyed being with them,
and the sex was … incredible! How was she supposed to choose
between them?!

She toyed lazily with her hair as she
considered telling her mother what she'd done for her boss that
day. Her lips curled upward as she imagined her outrage if she ever
found out her precious daughter had been bent over her boss' desk
naked! Oh God, would she go ballistic!

Of course, her mother still probably hoped
she'd turn lesbian. Her mother was such a flaming liberal and so
feminist Kendra sometimes wondered how she'd tolerated her
now-divorced husband long enough to procreate. Certainly she hadn't
tolerated him much after that, for they'd divorced when she was
barely one year old and then moved across the country. Kendra had
thus never really known a father figure.

Was that what she was doing, she wondered
idly, looking for affection from older men? Not that Shane and Sean
were that old. They certainly weren't nearly old enough to be her
father, anyway. Ten or eleven years wasn't all that big a
difference. No, it wasn't like she'd sought out older men, well, no
more than other young women sometimes did. Older men were more
secure, both financially and emotionally, and less prone to flights
of flaming idiocy and immaturity.

They also tended to handle rejection better,
she thought. So should she break it off with Sean or with Shane?
She wrinkled her nose. Break what off? What exactly did she have
with either of them but hot, nasty sex? And why on earth would she
want to break that off?

Of course, she couldn't keep having sex with
both of them! But she would wait and see which one she felt more
emotionally attached to. At that moment she liked both of them
quite a bit. She had some admiration for Shane and his strength of
will, his business acumen and his success. But she had admiration
for Sean's wildness, too.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the phone.
She glanced at it and frowned, then saw the last name, and gulped.
She snatched it up so quickly she almost dropped it, then was
struck for words. It was a McConnel, S, but which one!?

“Hello,” she said cautiously.

“Hello, beautiful. How are you spending the
night?”

It sounded like Sean, not that their voices
were different, but the attitude was all him.

“Watching TV,” she said.

He made a disgusted noise. “I'll pick you up
in half an hour. There's a great club on the West side.”

“But I – .”

The phone hung up and she glared at it for a
minute, then started to dial him back and tell him she couldn't
possibly go out that night. It was a work night and … and how old
was she anyway?

She put the phone down and spent several long
minutes of furious indecision, alternating between wanting to call
him back and tell him she couldn't go out, and wanting to have fun.
She was still in her early twenties, after all. Did she have to go
to bed early every night? It wasn't even nine. She could go out for
a few hours of fun, and she'd like to see how well Sean danced. She
was willing to bet he was as irrepressible at that as everything
else he did.

And it would beat watching TV for the next
couple of hours.

She sprang for her bedroom, decided, at last.
She whipped off the chemise and threw open her closet, searching
frantically. There was only one thing she could wear at this late a
date, and that was basic black. She had a little black strapless
dress with a flared skirt. It was even shorter than the gray one
she'd worn today at work, but of course, was entirely appropriate
for clubbing.

A sense of breathless anticipation filled
her, exhilaration at her own wicked daring. Life had been pretty
damned boring up until lately. Now it was moving at breakneck
speed, and she was loving it!

She did her hair quickly, as much as she
could, and put on a hint of rouge, some eyeliner, and lipstick, and
that was the best she could hope for as the doorbell rang. Having
him hang around while she worked on more didn't suit her, not with
the comparison between her runty little one-bedroom apartment and
the splendid penthouse where he lived.

She buzzed him up, then slipped into her
sexiest high heels before waiting, heart thumping, at the door.
There was a knock, and she reached for the handle, then waited
several long seconds. It wouldn't due to have him think she was
rushing. In fact, he had his nerve telling her to be ready in half
an hour! Who the hell did he think he was?!

She debated not even answering the door.
Wouldn't that serve him right! But that wasn't a serious thought.
She pulled the door open, pleased as his eyes moved up and down her
and he licked his lips.

“All that for me?” he said.

And your brother, she thought
irreverently.

“And who do you think you are calling me on
thirty minutes notice?” she demanded.

“I figured you'd be sitting around watching
TV.”

“Do you think I have no life other than you?”
she demanded indignantly.

“Sure. You have TV.”

She opened her mouth to say something cutting
but his arms slid around her and his hands cupped her ass, jerking
her forward against him so his mouth could crush hers and silence
her protests.

She struggled against him, but not very
strongly. He was a very good kisser, after all.

He pulled back after long seconds, leaving
her a touch breathless.

“You're still a jerk,” she gasped.

“Yes, but I'm a hot, gorgeous, sexy jerk.
Come on, let's party.”

He took her hand and jerked her out through
the door.

“Wait until I lock the door! Jerk!”

The ride there was as wild as she'd expected.
Day or night, Sean paid little attention to speed limits. Being in
the car at night was like being on a space ship or a fighter plane,
filled with colorful lights and dials, very high technology. The
ride itself was smooth and silent other than for the stereo.

When Sean had to stop for traffic lights,
he'd almost always turn to her, that grin on his face, and his
hands would quickly drift across the gear shift and under her
skirt. She was both annoyed and aroused, amused and irritated.

“You're such a dick!” she said, pulling his
hand back as his fingers squirmed down into the crotch of her
thong. “You tore my thong today, you know.”

“I'll buy you some new lingerie,” he said
with a grin.

“I can bet what kind,” she exclaimed.

“Yeah, pretty easy bet,” he said with a
laugh.

He cupped her bra and squeezed as he leaned
over to kiss her.

“Mmm, no bra,” he said appreciatively.

“The dress has a built in bra,” she said
defensively.

He grinned and pulled open the top to peer
inside. He snatched it closed with an oath, glancing around
them.

His frequent groping and stroking did have
the effect of exciting her, though, and then when they finally got
there and he pulled into a mostly dark parking lot, he turned to
her and his hand was immediately under her skirt and inside her
thong, his fingers rubbing at her as he kissed her deeply and
passionately. With her gasping and moaning, he tugged her thong
down and off, and then, leaving her gulping in air, laughed as if
in private amusement, then turned away and got out of the car.

She blinked in surprise, then stared up at
him, open-mouthed, as he opened the passenger side door.

“Come on, baby. Let's go in and dance.”

“You're such a dick!” she said in
amazement.

He pulled her out of the car, and she didn't
even have time to spot her thong, let alone grab it and put it
on.

“Do you want me to be arrested?”

“Half the women in there probably aren't
wearing underwear,” he said with a snort.

“Why do you care?”

“Because it gets in my way.”

“But we'll be dancing!”

“And other things,” he said with a smirk.

Oh shit, she thought, with anxious
excitement.

It was not a club she was familiar with. But
it was clearly loud, trendy, and expensive. It was mostly a younger
crowd, though thankfully without kids. Not for the first time she
thought about how odd it was she disdained the immaturity of people
in their late teens and very early twenties at the ripe old age of
twenty four. Still, she was happy with the more 'mature' age of
people around them. Less likely to be fights, she thought
dismissively.

For the place was jammed, and the crowd on
the dance floor was moving. There was a bar before them, and then
balconies going up three floors on which people could be seen
dancing and sitting at tables. He led her up a winding metal
stairway to the second floor where tables lined the railing. People
were dancing between the tables and she felt her hips moving in
time to the music as Sean led her around to the other side, where
the floor deepened into a wider dancing area.

A guy in a blue vest with a bow tie saw him,
then waved them forward and led them to a table by the balcony with
a reserved sign on it. He snatched off the sign and Sean handed him
a bill of some kind, then yelled something into his ear.

Kendra threw herself excitedly into the chair
and leaned over the balcony, watching the couples move to the music
below.

“This place is wild!” she shouted to him as
he sat down.

“It's not a bad little place. Want to
dance?”

Of course she wanted to dance!

They moved off to the side and Kendra
discovered he was as enthusiastic at dancing as at sex, and as
energetic.

And so were his hands.

It was darker on the second floor dance floor
than downstairs, and he clearly preferred a more in-close style of
dance whenever the music allowed. When he was in close his hands
were rarely off her body, and she was simultaneously embarrassed –
though no one seemed to notice – excited and flustered by the
indecision between one and the other. A part of was alarmed and
anxious at this public display of 'affection' but another part of
her was darkly thrilled by the excitement and daring.

And he wasn't going crazy, after all. But
when he maneuvered her so her back was a few inches from the wall,
his hands slid under her skirt and onto her ass, and he lifted her
skirt in back all the way up to her waist! No one was behind her to
see, of course, but it was still shockingly exciting! It lifted the
front of her skirt up somewhat, too, of course, almost past her
groin, but he was in front of her so no one was going to see
anything there either.

Besides, it was dark and crowded, and the
couples around them were concentrating on each other.

That part of the floor seemed to be his
favorite. After they returned to dancing after a brief break he
moved her back there, and began to do a grinding salsa dance
against her from behind. His lips moved along the side of her
throat and his hands slid around her as their bodies moved in time
to the music. His right hand slipped downward, pulling up her skirt
in front and then cupping her bare sex, while his left cupped her
breast.

Again, no one could see, and it felt wild and
thrilling to be doing such things in public. Kendra felt the heat
swirling within her as his fingers stroked her clit and his teeth
nibbled on the side of her neck. She ground her ass back against
him, feeling his cock starting to harden, then reached back with
her hand, cupping his groin, squeezing and rubbing him through his
pants.

His hand came off her breast and slid low,
pulling up her skirt in front again, then both his hands slid under
the front and onto her abdomen. AS they danced, he slid his hands
up higher and higher, his arms forcing the loose fabric of her
dress up past her waist, and then, as her mind and body crackled
with sexual heat and energy, right up under her arms so he could
squeeze her bare breasts.

Lifting it that high in front raised it in
back to bare her buttocks, but again, it was dark, and he was
pressed in tightly against her from behind, hiding her from any
watching eyes. But she was entirely naked in front, though only
facing the wall, with his hands kneading her breasts and his
fingers rolling and rubbing her nipples.

She had a wild thought. He could fuck her
here and probably no one would pay attention!

He let her dress drop, though, drawing her
back and around, kissing her, pulling her against him as he danced
them back to their table.

They went downstairs to dance on the main
floor, where there were more flashing, blinking, swirling lights,
and Kendra felt wild and free as they turned and twisted and
writhed in time to the pulse of the pounding music.

“Let's go home!” she gasped as she ground
herself against him, her pussy throbbing.

He grinned and led her to the door, but it
was pouring outside.

“Damn,” she said.

“This way,” he said, leading her back
inside.

They went through the club and out to the
rear hall where the bathrooms and phones were, and then to a fire
exit.

“Are we supposed to go out this way?” she
asked, worriedly looking around.

“Probably not, but it leads to the parking
lot,” he said.

The rain had been reduced to a trickle when
he opened the fire escape and they went out into the night. The
door closed them and he slipped his arm across her shoulders and
led them down two stairs to the asphalt below. They were in a sort
of alley which ran alongside the building. The parking lot was up a
six foot incline of scrub grass and weeds, and while the lot was
dimly lit the alley was not.

Sean led her further down the alley to where
the incline was less steep, but then suddenly drew her back against
the wall, under an old, overhanging fire escape.

He backed her against one of the metal braces
for the fire escape, and Kendra gasped as she felt the wet steel
against her back, but his lips were already on hers, and his hands
on her buttocks as his tongue invaded her mouth. She felt the low,
bubbling heat which had been simmering within her for hours surging
up as he slid the dress higher in back and kneaded her bare
buttocks, and her heart pounded as she looked past him at the
darkened alley and listened the sound of traffic going by at the
end of the alley.

His hands gripped the dress and peeled it
higher, and the shock of daring heat surged higher as her head
whipped quickly and anxiously around.

“Sean – !”

He chuckled and kissed her, then jerked on
the dress, peeling it up her body, up under her arms, and then,
with a pull, raising her arms so he could pull it off
completely.

“God!” she moaned.

Water was still dripping from the steel
stairway above as she felt the cold steel against her back, and her
heart thumped as she curled one leg up around him, her pussy
throbbing, her pulse racing.

He bent and sucked on one of her throbbing,
erect nipples, then, his hand sliding up and down her body as water
began to bead against her skin and trickle slowly downward. There
was a rumble of thunder overhead and a distant flash of lightning
that startled her. Then the touch of his hand between his legs
startled her even more as she moaned and rolled her hips wantonly
against him.

She arched back, hands reaching up to grasp
the steel pole overhead, gulping in air as his fingers caressed her
swollen labia, then slipped inside her. She felt wild and wanton
and her body burned with excitement and lust as he stroked his
fingers across her clit and sucked and chewed on her nipple.

Then with a growl he gripped her hips and
spun her around. She gasped, stumbling, grasping the pole again as
he jerked back on her hips, bending her forward.

She heard his zipper go down, then felt his
cock, warm and dry against her moist thighs. She pushed her ass
back at him, bending forward, sliding her hands down the pole a
little. Legs straight but spread, she bent, and a whimper escaped
her as his thick cock slid into her overheated belly.

“This is insane!” she gasped.

“Crazy,” he growled in agreement.

Then both of them grunted as he thrust
forward and buried himself inside her.

“Fuck!” she gasped. “Oh God!”

She laid her face against the wet pole as the
rain began to fall again, pattering against her hot, bare skin. She
felt his cock sliding in and out, the head surging up against the
front side of her silken tube, stroking across her G-spot as it
angled sharply up into her throbbing belly. She gulped in air,
fingers clinging to the pole, thrusting her bottom back at him as
his cock moved more quickly, his hips slapping against her wet
buttocks.

She started to bend lower but a hand in her
hair pulled her back upright, the pull making her wince and gasp as
individual hairs yanked stingingly at her scalp. The brothers both
liked to take a girl from behind, she thought dazedly, gasping and
grunting as he thrust into her. And both liked to use her own hair
to control her. Did they compare notes!? Did they tell each other
what they'd done, what she enjoyed? Or did they do that with all
the women they'd had before?

The heat swirled and churned within her, and
her body fairly trembled with the pressure and the intensity of the
sexual hunger gripping her. She gasped helplessly each time his
thick cock drove up into her belly, her hips jerking forward, her
fingers grasping at the slippery metal pole as the rain fell
lightly across them.

Her eyes rolled and something caught her
fevered mind's attention even as his free hand slid up to cup and
maul one of her breasts. There was a window above, darkened, but
uncurtained, and a face looked down at them from the darkened room,
eyes intent. She felt a little shock ripple through her. Then a
second and a third face joined the first. Two were men, one was a
woman, all young. None seemed angry or upset, but the watching
faces shocked her, and her mind spun like a wheel without traction
as she tried to decide how to react.

Her face turned away, and any thought of
telling Sean, of breaking away and running, of hiding, was swept
away by a hot, wild wave of sensory pleasure that made her cry out
and arch up and back against him. Her insides burned with a growing
intensity as his thick cock drove up into her again and again, and
the knowledge that people were watching was both horribly
embarrassing and wildly arousing at the same time.

A part of her tried to react, to quiet, to
move, to shift away, but Sean's hand clutched her hair, holding her
in position, and her fingers were locked around the pole for
support as his hips struck her buttocks hard, fast, bruising
blows.

“Hungh! Hungh! Hungh! Hungh!” She gasped
breathlessly.

Another hot, violent surge of pleasure threw
her head back and she cried out, head jerking and thrashing as her
insides erupted. She felt his other hand leave her breast and slide
slickly down her now wet skin, down her belly and between her legs.
And as the fingers felt her hot, swollen clit the orgasm screamed
within her and she cried out helplessly, her voice undulating as
she rammed her hips desperately back at his thrusting cock.
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Where, she wondered, was her life going? She
found another dress waiting for her at work. It was black, short,
and somewhat low cut, except that it had black patterned lace
covering everything up to her neck, as well as her arms. So in that
sense it was not at all revealing – aside from being short, of
course. It even looked rather formal. A little reluctantly, she
donned it and then did the normal morning checks on email, mail,
and status reports.

Kendra was tense, waiting for Shane. It was
partly anxiety, partly sexual tension. She was feeling incredibly
sexual these days, in no small part because she was having
incredible sex, and a lot of it! But the sex wasn't just sex, it
was stretching the boundaries of her inhibitions. Her face had been
hot after Sean had led her – completely naked – up the incline and
across to the car. The dress was wet, so he'd put her naked into
the car, then fetched a blanket he had in the trunk and wrapped her
in it before getting in the drivers side.

His jacket and pants were more than a little
damp, too, and his hair was plastered against his head, but he was
cheery and laughing as she tried to dry her hair and pat down her
body.

“I can't believe we did that!” she had
moaned. “There were people in the window watching!”

“I bet they were very jealous,” he said
smugly.

“One was a woman!”

“She was probably jealous of you.”

She rolled her eyes and tried to dry her very
damp dress with the towel.

She hadn't been quick to put on the dress,
though. The car windows were tinted, and it felt incredibly erotic
and daring to be driving around naked, albeit with a towel if
needed.

“It might surprise you,” he'd said, “But I
don't do that kind of thing much myself. You inspire me.”

“I inspire you?!”

“You are incredibly hot. You make me want to
put you on all fours and ride you every time I look at you.”

She blushed and felt a hot surge of pleasure
in her belly.

He had reached her place, but stopped her
from putting the dress on. Instead, he'd unzipped and smirked, and,
with a thrill of fear and daring, completely naked, she'd bent and
taken him into her mouth, bobbing up and down, working him over
with her mouth and lips and tongue until he came in her mouth.

Now she shook her head in amazement at the
memories of the previous evening. She hadn't gotten a lot of sleep,
but didn't feel tired. Instead she felt energized, as if on a
high.

“Excellent,” Shane said when he arrived,
looking at the dress as she sprang out of her chair.

“You look great, very sexy, Seffridge.”

He went into his office then, and she
frowned. His observation had been nothing personal, just an
acceptance and approval that his 'distraction' was suitably geared
up for action. There was no acknowledgment of what had happened the
other day at all. Had he decided it had been a mistake, and would
he now try to carry on as if she were just his assistant again, and
nothing had happened?

That seemed to be the case, for he was all
business that morning, and treated her the same as he always had.
Kendra wasn't sure how to bring up the other day, or what to say,
so she went along with his evident wishes, though she fidgeted
unhappily. He queried her on her investment choices, and she said
it was coming along. He insisted she get to it, and his voice was
the stern voice of a taskmaster, not that of an encouraging friend
– perhaps reminding her he was her boss.

Work grew more intense, as he was finishing
up a deal, and there was really no time for anything else. She had
to put together a package for outside investors, and there was a
lot of photocopying and test and formatting adjustments to be made.
They had to work through lunch for a two o'clock deadline, but got
the packages out by messenger on time.

“It's a little late for lunch,” he said,
glancing at his Rolex. “By the time you get back it'll be three,
given how seldom you actually stick to the thirty minute rule.”

His voice was dry and not lecturing, and he
smiled when he said it. Nobody in the company stuck to thirty
minutes, though, other than the poor souls working for bosses she
was glad she didn't have to report to.

“We'll go get something on the way home,” he
said.

Kendra blinked in surprise, not sure what
he'd meant.

“Come on. Grab your purse and your other
dress. I'll drive you.”

“Uhm... okay.”

Well, she was neither going to turn down a
ride, nor leaving work early.

They went down to the underground garage. His
car was a slick black sedan, a Mercedes, and its interior was not
terribly dissimilar to that of the Jag save for looking more like
old money luxury than cutting edge electronics.

“You have to go across the bridge at Jasper
and – .”

“We're going to my place,” he said. “You've
never seen me cook.”

She bit her lip but didn't answer, again not
sure what to say. She felt a little flutter of excitement, as well
as a deeper sense of pleasure that he wasn't dismissing what had
happened the other day as a one-time physical thing.

“Is your brother, uhm, working?”

“I think he said something about a new
contract he's negotiating with the Alaskan government to up and do
a study on a bridge there.

“He sure gets around a lot.”

“Yeah. Sean is like that. I've always liked
my own security, knowing where I'm going to every night and day. He
chafes at that. He has to be off to new things all the time. But he
always returns here in the end. It's his safe base. And jaunting
around the world doesn't exactly give you the stability to make
many friends. He knows a ton of people all around the world, but
they're very shallow relationships because of his traveling.”

“Does he have a house or condo here?”

“He did, but he spends so little time here he
sold it. He stays at my place when he's in town, which is maybe a
week or two, half a dozen times a year. It's a big condo, and I
tend to work long hours, so most of the time I hardly even know
he's there.”

“You sure did last time.,” she said
ruefully.

He snorted. “Well, yes. Usually I don't get
home until seven or eight, by which time he's out at the clubs. By
the time he gets back home, with or without company, it's two in
the morning and I'm sound asleep. You've jolted him out of his
normal routine.”

“You jolted me when I turned around and saw
you there.”

He smiled. “It was kind of a jolt to me, too.
I've been watching you flitter around the office for weeks
wondering what was underneath your clothes, and there it was, laid
out for me in the bright sunlight. Wow.”

She blushed and he smiled and squeezed her
thigh lightly.

“Wow was exactly the word which passed
through my mind, by the way. You are an incredibly beautiful
woman.”

“Oh please,” she said, blushing but not
displeased.

“Your body is so... symmetrical.”

She frowned in confusion.

“Your body is sleek, beautifully sculpted. If
someone was going to do a painting or sculpture of the perfect
female body yours would be it.”

“Oh please!”

He shrugged and grinned. “I'm not a big giant
breast guy. And I'm not a peroxide blonde guy. I like a certain
smooth, athletic grace in my women.”

“Is that all you like in your women?”

“I like women who can hold her own in a
conversation. I like women who are strong but can take direction. I
like women who have minds which are constantly looking for answers,
who want to know about things.”

His hand slid along her thigh, caressing her,
slipping under the skirt.

“I love how you look at me with those
beautiful eyes when I'm explaining things, like you're drinking in
the knowledge and you think I'm this incredibly wise person.”

“You're certainly a wise guy,” she said
jokingly.

He slid his hand up behind her neck and
squeezed lightly before drawing it back.

Then they turned into the underground garage
for his building.

She felt an increasing sense of anticipation
as they rode up, and looked around anxiously for Sean as they
entered his penthouse.

Shane took her hand and then drew her in
against his body, kissing her lightly, then pulled her after him as
he headed out onto the patio.

“This is why I bought the place,” he said.
“The rest I can take or leave, but this... it tells a man he's made
it when he can sit in that pool and look out on the city
below.”

“It is gorgeous,” she said.

He drew her against him again, then pushed
her back to arms length and dropped his hand.

“Take off the dress,” he said.

Kendra felt a jolt of excitement and
uncertainty as he looked at her.

She gulped and flushed and looked around.
“Your brother – .”

“Strip,” he said. “I'm the boss,
remember.”

“I don't think human resources would approve
of you giving that kind of order,” she said breathily.

But, blushing, she reached behind and
unzipped it, then, watching him, let the dress fall to her waist,
then pushed it down to fall around her ankles. She stepped out of
it, wearing only her thong and high heels, and he grinned and waved
his finger at her thong.

“When are you going to get undressed?”

“I'm the boss. I get to make that
decision.”

She put her hands on her hips and glared at
him and his grin deepened.

“I will. You'll get to see me in all my
glory, don't worry.”

“I've already seen you,” she muttered,
sliding her thong down and off.

“Oh? In your fantasies?”

She hesitated. “You must look the same as
your brother.”

“Pretty much, I suppose.”

“Then I've seen you naked,” she said
blithely.

He gestured at her to come closer, and she
did. His arms slid around her and yanked her in against his body,
and she slid her arms over his shoulder as their lips met. Her
breasts pillowed out against the fabric of his blazer as their
tongues slid lithely together, and his hands skimmed up and down
her back, then down onto her buttocks to squeeze and knead
them.

After half a minute, though, he gave her
breast a squeeze, then pushed her back, took her hand, and led her
back inside. Not to the bedroom, but to the kitchen, where he took
out the makings for dinner and began to prepare it.

Kendra was somewhat bemused at first, not to
mention disappointed, but then began to feel bizarre in her nudity
as he chatted about this and that and made a salad to go with the
steaks he was preparing.

“I should get my dress or something,” she
said.

“Nope. I like you naked.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Making a meal is always a more thoroughly
enjoyable task when there's a beautiful, naked woman looking
on.”

“Oh please!”

“Besides, all women are exhibitionists, so it
turns them on to be seen naked.”

“It does not!”

“Tell me you aren't more sexually aroused
standing there naked than you would be if you were wearing a track
suit.”

“Well...”

“Of course you are.”

He was irritating, but it was difficult for
Kendra to respond since she didn't quite understand her own
reactions. Certainly standing there naked, but for her heels was
arousing with him there! But it was also embarrassing, making her
feel self-conscious.

“Maybe tomorrow I'll have you work all day
naked. Take naked dictation. Do naked typing. Naked phone
calls...”

“I don't think so,” she said with a snort of
amusement. “It would certainly distract your visitors, though.”

“Oh yes. Definitely. I find it distracting
even now.”

“Oh? The mighty Shane McConnell is allowing
himself to be distracted? What is the world coming to?”

He grinned, then reached out and pulled her
in against him again, but this time his other hand was thrust up
between her legs, cupping her sex. He let the web between his thumb
and index finger stroke up and down across her clit as his fingers
massaged her, then gripped her hair and jerked her head up and back
to force her back to arch as he bent to take one of her nipples and
the center of her breast into his mouth.

“Shane!” she gasped, stumbling a bit.

He pinned her against the counter, sucking
and chewing on the flesh surrounding her nipple, sucking on it as
his tongue stroked rapidly up and down. His hand continued to
stroke and massage her pussy, and Kendra felt a hot rush of liquid
excitement spill through her veins as she gulped in air.

He eased his grip on her hair as his mouth
came up, chewing lightly along her throat, then kissing her
passionately as he continued to caress her clit. Kendra felt the
sensations growing hotter and more intense as her hips began to
grind reflexively back at him.

But then he stopped and released her, getting
potatoes out and running them under the water.

She gaped at him a moment, and he took her
arm and guided her to the sink.

“Wash these, then skin them for the mashed
potatoes,” he ordered.

“You bastard!” she said in amused
outrage.

He slapped her bottom and she yelped and
rubbed it, glaring at him.

“Work, wench.”

Kendra did as he told her, but it was
certainly the most exciting potato peeling she'd ever taken part
in. The mashing was interesting, too.

Several times as he prepared dinner he
paused, his arms sliding around her, his lips and fingers doing
their best to rouse her, and, for the most part, succeeding. Once,
he caught both nipples and pinched them sharply, lifting them up,
forcing her onto her toes as she gasped and yelped and moaned at
the hot, throbbing ache. Then he released them, cupping both
breasts instead, bending to suck and lick gently at first one
nipple, then the other, shifting back and forth rapidly.

She was charged with sexual electricity when
he had her set the table, and was not terribly interested in dinner
so much as him.

“Why don't you eat naked, too?” she said
challengingly.

“What if I spill something hot in my
lap?”

“What if you do?!”

He grinned. “I suppose I could cover my lap
with something.”

He undid his tie and removed it, then slid
out of his jacket, tossing it on a nearby chair. He grinned at her
without any evident sign of bashfulness as he unbuttoned his shirt
and removed it. And Kendra licked her lips at the sight of him,
wanting to step forward and run her hands up and down his body.

He untied his shoes and kicked them off, then
removed his socks before undoing his belt and opening his trousers.
He slipped off the boxer shorts last, to stand there naked, just as
she remembered, save for the soap. His cock wasn't erect, though.
It wasn't exactly soft, but it was pointing down at the floor,
rather than up in the air as she remembered. She stepped forward
and slid her fingers over it, her other hand sliding up and down
his chest as she looked up at him.

Their lips met softly as her fingers squeezed
his cock, and she began to pump her hand lightly up and down along
its length, feeling it pulse and harden as her thumb found the
underside of the head.

“Now I guess you'll have to be all hot and
bothered while we eat, too,” she said.

“I have amazing discipline,” he said.

She laughed. “Think you can keep it hard all
through dinner?”

“There might be a way.”

He put the food down, but only one plate.
Kendra watched, wondering what he had in mind, then he reached his
hand into the butter.

“Did you ever see a movie called Last Tango
in Paris?” he asked softly.

“No, I don't think so.”

“Marlon Brando butters Maria Schneider. Guess
what he does to her then.”

Kendra frowned uncertainly as he rubbed the
butter up and down along his cock and over the head.

“I don't...”

He grinned and turned her, then bent her
forward over the back of the chair.

“What are you – Shane!” she gasped, as she
felt his cock press against her wrinkled little back opening.

“I'm sure you'll find dinner as fascinating
as I will, sitting on my lap the entire time,” he said.

“But... you can't... I – .”

She gasped as his cock pushed into her. She
had some experience with anal sex, but wasn't a big fan of it
generally. Nor was she afraid of it, though, and his idea sounded
absurdly playful and yet wildly exciting. Sit on his cock all
through dinner!? What an insane thought!

His hands slid up and down her body, kneading
her breasts, then pulling back on her hair as he pushed against
her, pushing in and drawing back again when her sphincter resisted
too much. He slapped her bottom a couple of times to distract her,
and managed to work much of his thick cock up inside her as she
bent over against the table. Then, giggling, moaning, gasping, she
let him guide her back into the chair he had set up for himself,
and pull her back as he slowly sat down.

“Oh! Oh wait!” she gasped, bracing herself,
half sitting, straddling him, his cock halfway up inside her.

His fingers, still buttery, rubbed at her
clit, and she yelped at the sudden raw sensation which poured
through her body. She moaned and ground against him, sinking down
slowly, rising up, then sinking down again until, her belly aching
a little, she had him fully inside her, and was sitting on his
legs, in his lap, her own legs spread.

Shane reached around her, cutting the food,
one for him, and then one for her. It was difficult for Kendra to
appreciate the quality of the food, however, as one or another of
his hands kept dipping down to caress or squeeze her breasts or
finger her clit. And, of course, she had his big cock up deep
inside her belly.

She'd never had a cock up inside her that
long, not in the ass, anyway, not where there was no thrusting or
pumping going on. It was quite deliciously bizarre, and her anal
muscles became more relaxed than she'd ever felt them during other
brief bouts of anal sex. She found herself trying to ride up and
down on it a little, and grinding herself against him, partly to
tease him, of course.

He put his arm around her waist, pinning her
in place. She giggled playfully, twisting to one side, then the
other, and he pinned her arms to her sides with one arm and hand,
then punished her by using the other hand to finger her clit until
she was moaning helplessly and begging him to fuck her.

“Promise to sit quietly while we finish
dinner,” he insisted.

“I promise,” she groaned.

He released her but her hand went immediately
to her clit and began to rub, and he pinned her arms to her sides
again.

“Naughty girl,” he said. “Do I have to tie
you up?”

“Pervert!” she groaned.

They continued eating, and he slapped her
hands away from her pussy whenever they began to drop there. Kendra
sat straddling him, moaning at the intensity of the heat suffusing
her body, at the delicious wanton heat of sitting there impaled on
his cock, at the feel of it deep in her belly. He had a drink on
the table, with ice in it, and several times he threatened to take
the ice to her pussy if she didn't stop squirming.

“No, no, no! Don't!” she squealed as he
finally followed through on the threat, pressing it against her
clit, then sliding it up her body and over her breasts and nipples
as she squirmed and twisted helplessly.

That calmed her down somewhat, but her body's
bubbling arousal couldn't long be resisted, and she was soon
squirming and moaning anew as tried to keep her still while feeding
himself.

“Well, that looks like fun.”

Kendra screamed and tried to throw herself
out of the chair, but Shane's arm was firmly around her pinning her
in place, and he tightened his grip as his brother walked into the
room.

“You weren't supposed to be home until
later,” he said.

“The car broke down again. Fucking
Jaguar.”

He grinned at a furiously blushing
Kendra.

“Make any steak for me?”

“No. I didn't think you'd be here.”

“Well, I suppose I'll have to find something
else to eat then. What do you think, Kendra? Got something for me
to eat?”

Kendra was blushing furiously, eyes downcast,
hair hiding half her face, shocked by this turn of events. He
reached in and gripped her hair firmly, then slowly forced her head
up and back.

“You enjoying dinner?”

“We were,” Shane said.

“You've only got one plate. Doesn't little
Kendy get to eat?”

“I've been trying to get her to but she
doesn't seem much interested in eating,” Shane said.

“Maybe you're not feeding her the right
food.”

He unzipped his trousers, and Kendra gasped
in shock as he reached in and pulled his cock out. It was semi
erect, but as he squeezed it Kendra saw it beginning to thicken and
rise.

“Would you like something else to eat,
Kendra?” he purred.

Oh fuck!, she thought.

Kendra was dazed by the sight of it, by the
shocking thought of something happening reality she had only ever
just fantasized about in passing.

He leaned in, and she stared at his cock,
transfixed, neither opening nor closing her lips as he pushed it in
against them, then pushed himself into her mouth.

At last, with a moan, she began to lick and
suck him, drawing her lips over the hardening surface as she rolled
her eyes up at him.

He grinned down at her, peeling his sports
shirt up and off, and Shane slid his hand between her legs to rub
at her clit as she sucked his cock deeper into her mouth. Shane
released her arms and she slid her hand around his shaft, the other
sliding up and down his washboard stomach as she leaned further
towards him. She took him deeper, sucking and bobbing as Shane
kneaded her breasts and bit lightly into the top of her
shoulder.

Already intensely aroused, a fever haze of
sexual hunger swept around Kendra as she bobbed more and more
excitedly on Sean's cock while Shane stroked and fingered her from
behind. She began to ride his cock as much as he would let her, and
gasped and moaned as Sean pulled on her hair, guiding her forward
and down onto her knees. Shane followed closely, an arm around her
waist keeping him tightly locked against her.

On all fours, Kendra sucked at a kneeling
Sean's cock as Shane knelt behind her and began to move at last.
She was so open and free back there that, for the first time she
felt not the slightest pain during anal sex, and instead felt a
seething cauldron of heat inside herself which rolled and churned
with every deep stroke.

His hips began to slap against her buttocks
as she breathlessly slid her lips up and down on Sean's stiff cock.
Their four hands were everywhere on her body, even pulling her hair
in opposite directions at times as their cocks thrust into her.

“Get her into the living room,” Sean
said.

He pulled back, and so did Shane. Dazed,
Kendra let herself be pulled to her feet to stumble into the living
room. Sean stripped, then lay back on the long length of leather
sofa as he and his brother maneuvered Kendra above him. She
straddled him, breathless and moaning, and almost came as his cock
slid up through the burning depths of her hungry sex.

Then Shane slid in behind her, kneeling, and
she felt his cock pressing against her ass with a sense of
disbelief. Sean pulled her down against him, kissing her deeply,
his hands in her hair and sliding up to cup her breast as Shane
worked his cock into her ass from behind.

“Oh fuck! Oh my God! Oh fuck!” she cried
weakly.

Having two big cocks in her belly was
producing sensations like nothing she'd ever felt in her life, and
she was almost incoherent with the pounding pulse-beat of sexual
fever burning away within her. The moment Shane began to thrust she
came, and the intensity of that orgasm only screamed upwards when
Sean responded by thrusting up as well.

Her mind shattered under the pressure, and
she screamed as she rutted like a wanton whore, riding one cock
while ramming herself back on the other. She bucked and jerked
frantically, convulsions wracking her body as her head thrashed
from side to side and her mind tumbled in helpless submission to
the waves of pleasure crashing over her.

The brothers fingered and groped and squeezed
her roughly as they thrust into her, and she was beyond breathless
as the orgasm finally began to ease, leaving her sobbing for breath
on Sean's chest. They slowed, then, taking their time, grinding
against her, kissing and caressing her quivering, trembling body
until her slitted eyes had finally reopened.

She groaned weakly as they started thrusting
again, slowly, alternating, and soon the heat had reignited inside
her as she began to rock forward and back in breathless delight.
Every movement twisted her soft flesh around the two hard spears
within her, so that the sensations were nearly continuous, and soon
had her gasping and sobbing in heat as she twisted and rolled and
bucked between them and tumbled headlong into another massive
orgasm.

And still they thrust into her, taking their
time, four hands stroking and caressing, pulling on her hair or
sliding through it, tongues and lips moving over her throat and
face and lips and neck and shoulders as their body crushed her
between them. She felt Shane's chest against her back as her
breasts were crushed against Sean's chest, and had a strange
feeling of being almost possessed by them, completely surrounded
and overwhelmed by their presence and touch, both inside and
out.

Their hips pumped faster and another orgasm
tore away at her fragile mind as she cried out again and again,
breathless, dazed, aching from the muscles spasming wildly within
her belly.
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The bathtub was more than large enough for
three.

Especially since Kendra sat half on Sean and
half on Shane.

Kendra felt nothing but exhausted languor for
the first twenty minutes or so, barely wanting to move. But she
gradually roused to their teasing, both oral and physical.

“You guys are both bastards,” she
groaned.

“Our mother would disagree,” Shane said.

“Did you plan this from the start?”

“You can't plan something like that, baby,”
Sean said. “But it's nice when it works out.”

Sean pulled back on her hair and kissed her,
then Shane did the same, turning her head his way.

“I bet I'm not the first girl you've both had
together.”

“Getting women to have sex with is pretty
easy, Kendra,” Sean said.

“Yes, but getting girls like you is a lot
more difficult,” Shane said, cupping a wet, soapy breast.

“Girls like me?”

“Girls worth knowing for more than sex,” Sean
said, brushing his lips along her neck.

“And what makes me worth knowing for more
than sex?”

“Hard to explain,” Shane said. “It's a
personality and intelligence and spirit.”

“A willingness to explore,” Sean said.

“An interest in learning.”

“Both about sex and about other things,” Sean
added.

“A playfulness,” Shane said, sliding his lips
up along her cheek.

“A dreadful seriousness,” Sean added, doing
the same on the other side.

“Guys!” she moaned. “I'm sore! I don't think
I can go again!”

“Oh well, if you don't want to,” Shane
said.

He eased out from under her, and Sean did the
same. Then they stood up and turned to face her. She found herself
looking up at their smooth, tanned thighs and their cocks hanging
before them, both identical.

“Fuck,” she said, looking up the length of
their muscular torsos at their grinning faces.

“You guys are such sluts,” she said.

“Uh huh,” they both agreed.

She pushed herself to her knees and reached
for both cocks, sliding her fingers around them with a growing
sense of delight.

All mine, a little voice in her head
said.

She pumped her hands slowly on the two cocks,
squeezing lightly, then leaned in and licked at Shane's, at the
underside of the head. She licked at Sean's, then at Shane's, while
pumping her hand on the other as they began to harden. She giggled
and leaned in, taking Shane's cock into her mouth, sliding her lips
up and down its length as she pumped her hand on Sean's cock. Then
she switched hands and cocks, bobbing up and down on Sean's cock,
and then, swallowing it as she slid her lips right up to the
base.

She felt exultant in the wild daringness of
what she had done and was doing, in a sense of almost giddy freedom
at throwing away her inhibitions. She took Shane's cock deep into
her throat next, pleased at how easily it was done. She was getting
better as she got more practiced, she thought.

Satisfying two cocks at once wasn't going to
be easy, though, and she had to work hard at it, shifting her mouth
from one to the other, using her hand carefully on the cock which
was free, massaging his balls and then drawing them in closer so
she could rub one against her cheek as she sucked on the other.

And then, drawing them in still closer – she
tried to get both into her mouth at once. That was something she
wasn't sure they'd go for. She'd heard about menage a trois before
often enough, either in writing or from friends. And when it was
two men and one woman rather than the reverse, the men, as much as
they might like them, didn't like to touch each other at all.

But she supposed being twins they had growing
up with each other naked and were considerably more comfortable
with a body which mirrored their own. They stood patiently for it,
hip to hip as she sucked on the heads of both cocks, amazed at the
experience, one hand on the base of each, stroking and squeezing
and massaging.

But the men only let her get away with that
for so long before deciding to escalate things. She felt strong
hands gripping her arms pulling her to her feet. She was put
against the wall, or at least, facing it, her hands extended as her
legs were pulled apart. Then one of them, she was having more
trouble telling them apart now, but she thought it was Shane, used
liquid soap on his stiff cock and moved in behind her.

She braced herself against the wall, pushing
her hips out as he pressed against her back entrance, gasping
excitedly as he slowly worked his cock up into her ass. The other
one, Sean, she thought, stood beside her, a hand between her legs
rubbing at her clit.

Shane got his cock deep enough to start
pumping, and she moaned as she bent a little more, taking his
thick, slippery cock high into her ass while Sean fingered her clit
and squeezed her breast.

Then Shane slid a hand around her belly and
pulled her back tight against his belly as he backed away. He sat
on the ledge around the tub, and he and Sean lifted her legs up and
apart. Then Sean leaned into her and fit his cock against her
pussy.

She felt the wild heat swirling and churning
within her as the two brothers, wet, hot, slick, warm, squeezed
against her from either side, their cocks moving inside her as
their hands raced over her body.

She had her arms around Sean as their lips
slid passionately together, while Shane nibbled on her neck and
kneaded her breasts. Sean had his hands around her legs just above
the knees, and lifted them up and back more, bending her in two.
Kendra's breathing was becoming harsher and hotter as her body
fairly trembled with the wild, carnal heat and the intensity of the
pleasure stoking it. And when the two managed to get a rhythm going
she came with a writhing, twisting, bouncing crescendo of wanton
joy.

* * *

The next day at work, the odd thing was how
little affect on things the previous day had had. Shane still
called her Seffridge, or, when others were present, Miss Seffridge,
and she still called him Mr. McConnell whenever anyone was around,
though that felt odd. She actually took to calling him Mr.
McConnell in private mostly as a joke which seemed deliciously
naughty, and then got into the habit of continuing that.

At noon, however, he stripped off her
panties, put her on the desk with her legs spread, and licked her
until she was squirming and twisting and begging for his cock, then
drove himself into her and rode her to two powerful orgasms.

After work he drove her to her place, mostly
to get some things, then drove her on to his penthouse. She got to
relax around the pool while he made some phone calls, not bothering
to put on a bikini at all. Sean arrived and stripped, throwing
himself into the pool with her. They played around for a few
minutes before he pinned her against the wall and slid into her.
Shane came out after a bit, saw them and just smiled. There seemed
no jealousy between the two.

The three had an almost normal dinner, except
that the two brothers had tried to persuade her to remain naked.
After some bargaining, they'd agreed to wear only shorts, and in
turn she wore a lacy black satin slip slit up the hips. The weird
thing, she found, was even though they'd seen her naked only a
short time earlier, they seemed fascinated in the glimpses of her
they got through the slits, or in the gentle cleavage at the top.
And they both had ideas about how to make the slip even more sexy,
mostly involving a lot more cleavage, or a lot more see-through
material.

She resolved to get herself some even sexier
lingerie before she was gifted with slut-wear she wouldn't
like.

Aside from her slip the conversation was
mainly between the two brothers about what they'd done that day,
and people they knew together. But it was an animated dinner and
far more interesting than the ones she had alone in her
apartment.

Sean had a shower afterward, and invited her
to join him. It was her first experience with one of the
multi-headed shower stalls with water pouring from all directions,
and she found she liked it. Of course, she liked the firm male body
pressed against her from behind, too.

Sean showed her something from Asia, which
basically involved him laying on the bench and her using her soapy,
naked body to slide up and down him, using her body as a washcloth,
in a way, rubbing her soapy breasts against his back, his chest,
even his groin, which of course, made him quite hard.

He rinsed her off, put her on the bench, and
knelt before her, holding her legs up and back as he licked and
sucked at her pussy. He wasn't as good as Shane, not did he have
the patience, but he certainly had enthusiasm. Soon enough, though,
he was thrusting into her hard and fast, and brought them both
off.

Afterward, she put on the slip and found
Shane in his den, working.

“You should have joined us,” she said,
sliding her fingers through his hair.

“I usually come home later,” he said, sliding
a hand up under her slip and cupping her bottom. “I only came home
early today to drive you. I'm sure Sean kept you entertained.

“Slightly,” she said with a smile.

“Go and swim. I'll join you in another hour
or so.”

She left him to work and joined Sean in the
pool.

“If I had his money I wouldn't be working ten
hour days,” she said, sliding into the cool water naked.

“Then you wouldn't have his money,” he said
in amusement.

“But he's already got it,” she protested. “He
doesn't need more!”

“The more you have, the more you want.”

“Are you as rich as him?”

“Nope. But I have more fun than him.”

“That sounds more like my kind of
thinking.”

“Tomorrow, I'll pick you up after work and we
can go out to dinner. Shane rarely gets home on Fridays before nine
anyway.”

“Do I get to keep my clothes on this
time?”

He grinned “Maybe.”

She snorted.

Shane came out and joined them after a bit,
and they had a relaxed, comfortable time, though with some fooling
around and a lot of flirting and teasing. The brothers both
insisted on applying suntan oil – edible suntan oil, and took their
time doing it. They seemed intent on teasing and taunting her to
the point of begging to let her come. She was laying on a chaise
lounge chair, and they had pulled her legs wide as their hands
moved over her – and in her.

Sean had three long, slippery fingers pumping
in and out of her pussy and his thumb in her ass. Shane was
fingering her clit, while both of them took a breast, stroking and
caressing and kneading it, pinching and rolling and sometimes
sucking on her nipples. They eased back several times when she was
about to come, and then, finally, they both pulled back entirely,
grinning at her from either side as she cursed in breathless
frustration.

Her legs were spread wide, up across the arms
of the lounger, and her own hands shot down between her legs,
rubbing at her clit and thrusting into her pussy. She was close to
an orgasm, and realized they were just going to sit there and watch
her.

Watch her masturbate!

She felt a soaring sense of darkly exotic
excitement at the realization – and some embarrassment. But her
orgasm was too near, and she she drove herself over the edge while
they knelt on either side and looked at her. The orgasm was
tremendous, and she made little effort to hide her pleasure as she
cried out, arching and twisting her hips, her head thrashing, her
face a mask of pleasure and passion as her fingers thrust deep into
her pussy.

That led, of course, to another experience of
having two cocks in her belly at once, as she straddled Sean and
rode his cock while Shane thrust into her ass with hard, deep
strokes. He had seemed to really enjoy the anal sex the previous
night, and admitted he rarely had the experience. Kendra had, as
well, and was coming to enjoy it almost as much!

After they all cleaned up they watched a
little TV, then went to bed. After some discussion, they all bedded
down in Shane's big master bedroom, though it took some time before
the lights were finally turned out and they fell asleep.

Sean drove her to work, as he was an early
riser, and Shane joined her there at his usual time, where they had
another pretty much normal work day, other than a repeat of the
noon hour session on his desk. This time she was bent over it as he
took her from behind.

After work, Sean drove her to a very fancy
restaurant for a relaxed early dinner, then, back in his car, he
handed her a small bag.

“What's this?”

“If Shane can buy you dresses, so an I,” he
said with a grin.

“Uh oh.”

It was a strapless black tube dress, tissue
thin everywhere but the top, which was padded and had some sort of
inner wire to strength it.

“I doubt it will fit,” she said
dubiously.

“It's your size.”

“Shane buys me dresses because they're like,
well, uniforms, almost,” she said. “I mean, they serve a work
purpose. I can't let you buy me clothes!”

“This serves a purpose, too. You'd look out
of place where we're going in what you've got on.”

“Sean!”

But when he put the seat back all the way she
squirmed into it, slightly pleased to find it was too small.

“It's too small, sorry,” she said.

“Let me see.”

He opened the door and insisted she step out
into the garage in it. She had to look around carefully, though,
before doing so. The top of the dress was barely covering her
nipples. It was clearly designed to squeeze her breasts together
and shove them up and out at anyone looking. As such, she was more
than a little excited, despite blushing at how much of her breasts
were visible. She'd never worn anything before this daring.

On top of that it was very short, and very
tight across her bottom. Trying to pull the top up a little more
would almost expose her crotch or buttocks.

“Perfect,” he said.

“Don't be ridiculous!”

“That's how it fit on the dummy.”

“Well, I'm not a dummy!”

“Don't worry. It's pretty dimly lit, and
Shane will be joining us.”

“But...”

“You look incredibly sexy,” he said.

“I look like a slut!”

Of course, she'd been acting like a slut, of
late, and the memory of the people watching them have sex made her
pussy throb as well as sending blood to her face.

She let him persuade her, though, on the
basis that all the girls would be wearing the same sort of dress,
and it was quite dark.

Nor did he lie. Even so, it wasn't as dark as
she would have liked, especially around the bar, and she felt
almost as though she were topless, the way her breasts were
sticking out there. It made her self-conscious, but it also turned
her on, the way so many guys were looking at her breasts.

She had to dance carefully for fear her
breasts would pop out, but after some time she gained confidence in
the dress. It was clearly designed to cling to her without letting
her boobs bounce free.

Shane showed up after about half an hour, and
joined them. That made her even more self-conscious for a while,
for it was obvious that a lot of women had their eyes on the twins,
and that they'd quickly realized the two were together with just
her. That produced a lot of speculative looks which made her face
hot – especially because their suspicions were entirely
correct.

She also, though, felt a kind of wild sense
of exuberance at having the two handsome men with her. A lot of
women there were looking for one gorgeous guy, and she had two! And
neither of them paid much attention to the female interlopers who
tried to pry one or the other away from her. She sat with both, and
she danced with both, often at the same time.

They managed to make it home without her
doing anything to get arrested, this time, for Shane was more
conservative than Sean in terms of risking public exposure. They
wound up in Shane's big bed, and the brothers got creative this
time. They tied her spreadeagled to the corners, then they teased
her and taunted her with feathers, with their lips and tongues and
fingers, and with vibrators and dildos, forcing her to writhe and
twist and cry out breathlessly again and again and again.

Then they had a contest, which developed into
something of a tutorial on how to perform oral sex on her, with
Shane clearly in the lead, and his brother interested in learning
his technique. They spoke and acted entirely academic about it even
while Kendra moaned and writhed and twisted before them in
overheated passion and lust.

It was an exhausting evening, and a late one,
and she was delighted not to have to get up early for work the next
day.

“I'm sore,” she whined.

“Sorry,” Shane said a trifle smugly.

“Not inside. I mean... my arms and legs and
everything.”

“Well, if you'd kept still...”

She gave him a sour look.

“Go relax in the hot tub after breakfast.
You'll feel better.”

“I don't eat breakfast.”

“You do here. I'm making it.”

“Where's Sean?”

“Probably up and out already.”

He opened a dresser drawer and tossed
something to her.

“Here. You can wear this.”

“Now what?” she groaned.

I twas a babydoll nightie, with a blue bra
and thong attached to black lace.

“It's morning!”

“So? No point in dressing up since you'll be
at the pool later.”

She shrugged and decided to humor him.
Besides, he had good taste, and the thing did look kind of
cute.

He made pancakes, which was fine by her,
since she didn't really like to eat anything heavy in the morning.
Then she stripped off the baby doll and slid into the hot tub with
a groan of pleasure, enjoying its bubbling heat as he checked his
investments on the computer in the den.

Sean returned with another dress. This one
was far less revealing, though sexy enough. The brothers were going
to a gallery opening and she'd need something presentable to
accompany them.

“I have clothes, you know! I could have gone
home and changed!”

“It cost hardly anything,” Sean said with a
shrug.

“I'm getting the idea you guys think of me as
your little plaything. You're acting like little girls buying new
dresses to dress up their doll.

“There's something in that, I suppose,” he
said with a broad grin. “But we have more money and better taste
than little girls.”

“I wonder!'

But in fact, the dress was sleek and
beautiful, and she doubted it cost 'hardly anything'.”

But at least it wasn't revealing.

The gallery opening was interesting, and she
tried to keep up with the level of conversation around her. She
didn't know a ton about art, and honestly didn't care. She liked
what she liked, and didn't particularly care about whether that was
in fashion or not.

The food at the restaurant afterward,
however, was incredible, a culinary delight.

They went home afterward, and enjoyed some
time in the pool. She went shopping, buying some things to wear
around the house which would please them – which meant lightweight
and sexy.

That night they went clubbing together again.
This time she wore a very short black dress which hugged her like a
second skin. It had a cowl neck which plunged well below her
breasts, but was still less revealing than the one Sean had chosen
for her the previous day.

The club they went to was a strange place;
dark and moody with an exotic looking clientele.

“It's almost as much fun to watch the others
here as to do anything yourself,” Sean said.

“And it gets worse the higher you climb,”
Shane said, indicating stairs.

The club was on three floors of an old house.
The first floor was mostly just dancing and drinking. After a while
they climbed higher, and found people making out, and a lot of semi
nudity. It was darker, but with lights flashing here and there. And
there were strippers, sort of. They were on tiny stages not much
wider than they were, and entirely nude. They didn't dance so much
as writhe and twist and turn in a slow, sensuous display of perfect
bodies – both male and female.

Off to one side was a sort of bondage room,
where people were playing games with chains and leather. That was
an eye opener for Kendra, and more than a little darkly thrilling,
though she shook her head at the suggestion she go in and let the
“mistress” chain her up. They went higher and the twins led her
into a large, round room lit by dim red lights. There were red
velvet benches all along the walls, with couples in several of them
making out. The twins drew her, blushing, down into one of the
benches and they made out and watched some of the action.

As their hands moved over her, however,
Kendra began to lose her own inhibitions. There was a woman and a
large black man across from them, and his cock was enormous as she
bobbed up and down on it. Watching them, and watching another man
move in behind the girl and begin to finger her, she felt Shane's
hand between her legs and Sean's on her shoulder as he cupped her
breast, and felt a sense of breathless sexual adventure creep over
her.

She never intended to let things get as far
as they did, but there was no point in time where she could really
make up her mind that the hot, seething sexual adventure ought to
stop. Not even when her dress came off. Not even when she found
herself riding up and down on Sean's cock while she sucked Shane.
Not even with half a dozen people in the room, all of them
strangers, and many of them eying the trio excitedly.

There were also, she discovered, small heart
shaped holes in the walls. Apparently there were people, more shy
or inhibited than them, gathered around staring through these peep
holes. She was terribly embarrassed whenever she caught sight of
them, but the dark thrill of pleasure and uninhibited sexual heat
was a fever that had hold of her body and mind, and she couldn't
repress it, not even when the orgasm hit and everyone in the room
and everyone at the holes would know as she cried out in helpless
pleasure.

It was a wild evening, and things didn't slow
down a lot when they got home either.

Sunday was more relaxing, but she still spent
it half naked, or entirely naked, and there was more than a little
casual sex with either Shane or Sean, or both.

She had spent enough time with the twins by
then to feel the difference between them. Sean was definitely more
fun, more exciting, more of a thrill. Any time with him was just
filled with wild adventure and fun. Sean, by contrast, was much
more reserved, and spent a lot of time on his own, reading the
newspapers, checking on his investments, or on the phone over
business. Still, she felt a sense of deep comfort around him, for
he was more of a solid, predictable man. Choosing between the two,
if she ever had to do that, would be almost impossible.

She never really decided to move in. She just
never really decided to move out. Shane was off to Alaska a week
later, and the place felt quieter then, giving her some time, at
last, from the whirlwind of his presence, letting her relax a
little on her own. Shane didn't alter his behavior an awful lot,
which meant she was mostly alone in the penthouse until he got home
in the late evening.

But it wasn't like there wasn't a lot to
enjoy there, especially compared to her apartment. She got a lot
less sex after Sean left, but her nooners with Shane were habitual,
and they always had sex before bed, too. They were not in love, but
were both growing quite fond of each other. More to the point they
liked each other and liked being around each other.

She moved more and more of her things in,
hardly ever going home, but even with her own wardrobe Shane seemed
to take delight in buying her new lingerie, new club wear, and new
outfits for work, and she couldn't really get him to stop.

When Sean returned six weeks later she was
still there. And as before, his presence was a whirlwind of
partying, clubbing and sex, some of it wild and daring.

Then, a week later, he was gone again, to
France, leaving her exhausted.

At work, Shane began giving her more
responsibilities, and began to let her plan some small investments.
He raised her salary in light of this, though since she had nothing
really to spend money on it all went into the bank.

Sean returned again, and again she and he and
Shane had some wild times. Then she fell back into what was
becoming an extremely comfortably routine with Shane. They both
agreed she should end the lease on her apartment, since it was just
money down the drain. There were six bedrooms in the penthouse, and
she decided to take one, as much so she could decorate it as
anything else. She was rarely in her bedroom, though her clothing
took up a growing amount of space in the walk in closet.

Unless Shane was working on something intense
which required very odd hours and for him to concentrate she slept
in his bedroom, or, occasionally, in Sean's.

She told her friends something about their
living arrangements. She had moved in with Shane, as far as anyone
else knew, including her family. Sean's occasional presence didn't
need to be explained or gone into. He had his own bedroom, and it
wasn't like anyone was going to walk in on the three together.

Though the growing collection of pictures and
videos Sean was taking made her somewhat nervous.

It was, to say the least, an unconventional
existence, but an improvement in every way over how she'd been
living before. It made her smile, sometimes, when she remembered
preparing herself in the ladies room for her interview with “S.
McConnell” and her tension then about whether she'd be able to do
anything to improve her boring life as a waitress.

Sometimes, like when she was floating on her
back in the pool, and slid over to the side to look out on the
city, she could barely keep from laughing out loud in childish
delight at the life she had now found herself living. She knew many
women would be appalled, simply from a morals standpoint, and
insist she choose between the brothers, but she was fairly sure
most of them would secretly be jealous, too.

No, she saw no need of choosing between them,
no matter what others might think. She enjoyed them both, and they
both enjoyed her. Why should she choose to not see one of them, to
not have sex with one of them?

For now, she and the brothers had a
comfortable, exciting relationship, and she was living the high
life. If the future didn't hold as much excitement, well, at least
she had today.

 


End
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