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  Chapter 1
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Led


Her legs go up to her fucking neck. She’s got the whole development team cheering her on as she dances on the goddamn table. I’m guessing that none of the staff care, since my brother Jagger dropped a pretty penny to this place for holding not only a veritable conference-style celebration, but a bloody impromptu wedding... his.  As far as anyone here is concerned, Jinny can do a fucking strip tease, and nobody would call the cops.  Fuck, Jagger and I could do a few lines of coke, and they wouldn’t bat an eyelash at this rate.  Not that I would do any of that shit.  But you get the point.
Jinny’s always had that look about her.  The look that says that she’s got it all.  That she’s not afraid of a goddamn thing.  The look that always captivated me since the day we met back in high school.  Of course, back then, with my braces and acne, I never did a goddamn thing about it.  And now, now that I’m working under the same roof as her, it makes things even more complicated.  I basically sign her paychecks, since I’m the CFO of my brother’s company.  She’s the HR manager and could fire my ass, for all intents and purposes, but I digress.  
I know that she’s giving me those eyes for a reason.  And I don’t know if I can follow through if I reciprocate that look.  There’s something about getting involved with people that you work with that I just don’t have the stomach for. It didn’t work out for Jagger, that’s for sure.  The last girl he fucked that was on the payroll, got the boot a few weeks ago...by Jinny herself.  Now, wouldn’t that be interesting...
Jagger’s friend and wannabe business partner, Axl, is trying to get all over her, and it’s making my skin crawl.  The guy may be a billionaire race car driver slash race car engine genius, but he’s also a drunk.  Which doesn’t sit well with Jinny, seeing as she’s a recovered alcoholic.  But he gets an A for effort, as he climbs up on the table with her, making the thing start to shake.
“Alright, that’s enough!” I shout at him, coaxing him down, but I see the camera flash before I can stop it, and before the table collapses.  I’m too busy making sure that Jinny is okay, so I can’t nab the asshole that took the photograph.  Turns out it was more than just the one guy that managed to capture the moment, anyway, so any effort would be for naught.  
“What’s your problem?” Axl slurs, and I feel my fist ball up.  The snarl can’t be avoided, but that’s when my brother Halen steps in.
“Take it easy, man.” Halen chuckles, pulling me from Axl.  “No fights at Jagger’s wedding, okay?  Don’t do anything stupid with mom and dad, and bloody Wesley Hopkins watching over there.” Wesley Hopkins is the owner of Drummond Motors, the company that just awarded us the biggest European car deal basically in recorded history.  Anything that pisses off Wesley risks this deal that is so fresh the ink isn’t even dry on the agreement yet.  That’s half the reason for this big to-do that Jagger planned.  The other half, of course, is Bowie.  Bowie used to be co-owner of our closest competitor, until the owner and her longtime lover, Boston, fucked her over.  She’s since joined forces and consequently married my brother.  But that’s another story...
From a distance, I can see Jagger watching.  He approaches and I’m immediately on guard. “The fucker took a shot of Axl and Jinny, man.  I was trying to diffuse that shit.  It’s the last thing that we need.”
Jagger grimaces.  “Knowing Axl, he probably invited the goddamn shutterfly here himself.  You know that dude can’t stay away from the media to save his life.”
Halen interjects.  “Don’t sweat it.  At least he wasn’t giving some chick head or snorting lines or punching someone out.  Where’s Wesley?” He asks, looking around.
“Fortunately, my new wife still has him captivated, as much as that’s to my chagrin.” Jagger admits, gesturing with his eyes to Wesley Hopkins over hobnobbing with Bowie, by the bar.  “I don’t think he saw a goddamn thing except my wife’s eyes.”
I place an arm over his shoulders.  “Don’t worry, my brother.  He’s a married man, and now, she’s a married woman. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”
He lifts a brow.  “Don’t I?” The look on his face says that we’re no longer talking about the ill-conceived notion that Wesley Hopkins is going to steal the one and only woman that he’s ever loved, since he was a teenager.  No, this is about something else.  Something that I thought he’d never find out about.  
“No...you don’t.” I lie.  “But you’re welcome for trying to keep the peace at your wedding.” I mutter, walking away from him.
Jinny follows Axl out the front door of this room and my eyes follow them both.  She’s a fool if she goes after him, and I hate it that I care so much if she does.  Axl Lennon is not for her.  I’m not sure if he’s for anyone. Nobody that earns more than five figures, anyway, or anyone in the public eye, with a reputation to uphold.  Axl eats the lens but it’s unfortunately through all the wrong lenses.  And I hate it that I care so much about that, too.  He’s been drooling all over this company, and particularly my brother, because he’s itching to make engines with us.
I don’t blame Jagger for turning him away.  But I also can’t help but admire Axl for his integrity.  The man never gives up.  He and Jagger are best friends and despite the fact that Jagger won’t go into business with him officially, he still loves him.  He still tries.  And that, my friend, is why in a weird sort of way, I protect them both.  “Walk with me.” Rush, my other brother, says.
“What the fuck do you want.” I grumble under my breath, heading for the front entrance.  I don’t drink or smoke, or do drugs, and every woman in this place is somehow tied to either Lawson Enterprises, Drummond Motors, or is family, so aside from the party, which I’m not into, there is nothing keeping me inside these doors, and frankly, I’ve got work to do.
“You seem tense.” He says facetiously, but his eyes are dancing.  Rush and I are the closest of all my siblings.  He owns a hugely successful consulting firm, which Jagger can thank for much of his success.  
“Fuckoff.” I bite back, but he knows that my bark is worse than my bite.  “I’m outta here.”
“Uh...no, you’re not.” He chuckles mirthlessly.  “Look, Axl’s under control.  He’ll get his face pasted on the tabloids tomorrow, and he knows that now.  He’ll back off.”
“I’m not into entertaining the media whore or anyone in there.”
“And nobody’s asking you to.  But if you leave right now, you’re going to sully what you and Jagger have worked hard to keep peacefully.”
“He’s not going to notice.”
“Stevie will.  And you know how good she is at keeping her mouth shut.”  Stevie, our sister, is the owner of a PR firm and responsible for putting this shindig together.  
“Look, Led.” Rush levels with me.  “There is nobody at the office.  Everyone is here.  You walk out that door when you could have stayed for the last hour, and that’s going to be more damaging to you than going home or going to the office.”
“Why.” I state more than ask.  “Why does it matter.  All that’s left to witness is—”
He cuts me off.  “The garter toss, the cutting of the cake.”
“Dude, none of that shit’s going to happen.  This is a surprise fucking wedding.  There is no cake, and twenty bucks says that the only thing up Bowie’s dress is her fucking nylons.  Jagger’s already given me the evil eye just now, so I don’t see the fucking difference.”
“Are you telling me that you’re so much of a pussy that you can’t even stick around for another hour?  What, so Jinny’s leaving with Axl...boo fucking hoo.” He tests.  “You were never going to go after her, anyway, because if you were, you would have done so by now and you know it.”
“Fuck you.”
He ignores me.  “You’re too goddamn worried about drawing outside the lines or thinking outside the box, getting out of your safety zone, and that’s the whole problem with you, Led.  And that’s why I've been telling you for years to do what you want to do.”
“Don’t even fucking go there, Rush.  It’s not the time.” I warn.
“I tell you what.” He reasons.  “You stay another hour, and I won’t be at your door first thing in the morning, berating you.”
“You’re going to do it anyway, man.”
“Scout’s honor.” He places a flattened hand to his temple, eyes closed.  He looks ridiculous.  My expression softens and he opens one eye, looking at me playfully.
“Now look who’s the fucking pussy.” I chuckle.
He smiles, lowering his hand.  “Come on.  It won’t be so bad.  I saw that chick from Drummond Motors checking you out, and don’t tell me that you’re not into British chicks, because I know you too well.”
“You do anything to embarrass me and I’m kicking your ass.”
Rush walks me over to this girl who probably has more hair than brains and introduces us.  How the hell he already knows her name is beyond me.  Rush is a fucking weirdo like that.  But then, I know that she’s not his type.  
“Reya.  What a beautiful name.” Rush says, looking at me like I’m a Kindergartener. 
If looks could kill...
“Nice to meet you, Led.” Reya says, offering me her hand to shake.  “Is that ‘lead’, like the mineral, or ‘Led’ as in ‘Zeppelin’?”  
The eye roll is on the inside.  Fortunately, my geeky brother decides to answer for me, further making me feel like I’m stuck in an episode of Romper Room.  “Thanks, man.” I say facetiously.
Then she catches on.  “Oh, brilliant. Because you’re Led, he’s Rush, and then there’s Jagger.”
“And my sister is Stevie, as in ‘Nicks’, the seventies rock artist.” Rush adds.
“Well, at least you can’t associate your name with bathroom issues, like the kids in my high school did.” Reya says. “I was forever “Dia...Reya.”
“That’s why she calls herself ‘Raya’.” Another woman interjects from behind us, pronouncing her name phonetically.  She turns toward us and offers her hand for us to shake.  “Freddie.” She says.  “As in ‘Mercury’.  And I’m glad to see that someone else’s parents had the taste for seventies music that my parents did.”
Freddie doesn’t have a British accent, so I ask.  “Are you from Drummond Motors as well?”
“I am.  But I run the satellite division here in the states.”  She shakes Rush’s hand, and he wiggles his eyebrows. She’s his type. And she just upped the ante since she’s local and not from the UK, like Reya here is.
“What exactly do you do there?” Rush asks, immediately intrigued, which gives me relief, since now he’s going to be focusing on getting laid, not on keeping me here.  
“What don’t I do.” She comments, Rush’s hand is still in hers, and she doesn’t seem bothered.  Yeah, she’s definitely his type.  
I purse my lips into a smile and look like I’m scouring the place for someone.
“Who are you looking for?” Reya asks.
I make up a lie quickly.  “My sister, Stevie.”
“Looking to worm your way out of here?”
I’m not ashamed to admit it.  “Exactly.”
“Why would you want to leave your brother’s wedding?”
“It’s...complicated.”
“Of course it is.”
“Look, I’m not bullshitting you.”
“I know you’re not.” She chuckles. “I just know that if I were to leave my brother’s wedding, it wouldn’t be just because I left the stove on.”
Great.  She’s cocky.  “I don’t want to get into it.” I say, watching Rush pull Freddie away, resting his arm over her shoulders.  Subtle. 
“I wasn’t asking you to.” She says, and I detect a note of sarcasm in her voice. Perhaps she’s not so pleased to be here, either.
“I’d much rather be behind my desk than here.”
“You’re an introvert.  I get it.”
“What, are you saying that this situation isn’t making you the least bit uncomfortable?  I mean, who the fuck plans a wedding in front of all these business associates, anyway.  My brother’s all about business, and I get that, but this is just a little bit ridiculous.”
“I think it was fun.  I mean, who the hell wants to show up to a wedding on purpose.”
Point for her.
“I mean, unless you’re out to get laid.  Supposedly, when you have a traditional wedding, there’s a good chance.”
“I wouldn’t know.” I mutter under my breath, watching Jinny talking to Axl off by the DJ.  She’s not into him.  She can’t be.  She’s just paying attention out of obligation.  Jinny and Bowie owe their careers to my brother Jagger for giving them such important roles right off the hop.  They know what the relationship is between Jagger and Axl, and they’re just doing their due diligence.  Paying lip service.  At least...that’s what I keep telling myself.  
“No?” She’s puzzled.  “A handsome, rich guy such as yourself doesn’t get around easily in a room filled with single women?”
What the fuck?  “No.  As a matter of fact, I don’t.” My voice is firmer than I want it to be.
“Are you gay?”
God, this is infuriating.  What is it with women, anyway?  Sure, Jagger used to fuck his assistant, until Bowie came into the picture.  Rush fucks rich, good-looking chicks, no matter how bitchy or high maintenance they are, I could go on about my other siblings and cousins, that get around at the drop of a hat, simply because we all have money.  The difference is...they’re all fucking happy.  
Rush looks back at me, doing a double-take, noticing that my lip is curling upward.  He and Freddie make some exchange, like he’s telling her to hold his dick while he comes and gives me another unwanted fucking pep talk.  He takes me off to the side, while Reya pretends that she’s not overhearing.  If she’s stupid enough to just stand there, instead of moving on, she’s dumber than I thought.
“What the fuck is your problem, man?  This chick is so into you.  Go get your dick wet, Led.  It’s been too fucking long, and you know it.  I can tell because of that mug on your face.”
“It makes me really uncomfortable that you know so much about my sex life.”
“That’s because I know that you don’t have one.  And you need it. Bad.”
“Look, I’m not interested.”
He gets so close to me his chest is practically on mine.  If it weren’t for the fact that we’re brothers, it would look like we’re either about to scrap it out, or make out, depending on who’s watching.  “Listen, man.  The last time you got laid was that chick that left Lawson Enterprises.  And that wasn’t even getting laid, it was just a fucking blow job.”
“Look, stop acting like my fucking pimp.  It’s weird.”
“You’re just scared.”
A ‘v’ forms between my brows.  “Scared of what, asshole!”
“Scared that she’ll find out.  Scared that yet another person will figure it out and tell you that you’re making a mistake. Every fucking day of your life.” He adds, poking his index finger into my chest with every word.  “The same way that the Blow Job Queen, Misty, said to you.  She saw it. I see it.  How the hell you’ve hidden it from Jagger all this time is beyond me.”
“Pay attention, asshole.  I told you already that I think he’s got it figured out.”
“Then what’s the problem?” He points out.  “Go get some pussy, clear your mind, and focus.  Tomorrow is a new day, man.  Jagger’s a married man now, and things are finally starting to come together for him.  You’ve got nothing to lose.”
I look over at Jinny.  She and Axl are now talking to Jagger and Bowie.  It’s like they’re on a fucking double date and it makes my skin crawl.  Rush’s gaze follows mine.  “Either shit or get off the fucking pot, Led.” He says through grated teeth.
“Mind your own fucking business.” I say under my breath, walking away from him, back to Reya, much to my chagrin.
Stupidly, she’s still standing there, now sipping a glass of white wine that she must have grabbed off one of the server’s trays when I wasn’t looking.  She asks again, like I didn’t hear the blatantly inappropriate question the first fucking time.  “So, are you gay?
Fuck you.  “No, I’m not.  I just...I’m not into casual sex is all.” I answer, feeling pissed off that I’ve had to stick my neck out again.
She takes another sip from her glass and gives me a look like she’s undressing me with her fucking eyes.
I pretend like her face is Jinny’s.
It makes my dick wake up.
A memory floats back into my head from when we were kids, and Jinny was wearing this short leather skirt in high school.  
My dick wakes up a little more.
My eyes go to Reya’s cleavage and then back up to her eyes, which are glassy with drink.
Her voice is soft, sultry, almost a purr, when she says.  
“Oh....but I am.”






  
  Chapter 2
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Led


“It wouldn’t be proper.” I tell her frankly. 
Turns out she’s not as stupid as I thought.  “Because of the blonde over there, right?”
Defeated, I set my eyes on the floor.  “Yeah.”
“That’s the beauty of casual sex, Led.  There’s no strings attached.  I’m not looking for anything other than a roll in the hay.  There is too much going on in my life.  So, unless it’s against your religion or something, a great fuck and some coffee in the morning is all I’m looking for.”
Her audacity is a little unnerving.  “But we could technically be working together at some point.”
“Why does that matter. I told you there would be no strings attached.” She reiterates, growing irritated.  “Look, all it comes down to is, do you want to fuck tonight or not.”
She’s got a great pair of tits, I’ll admit.  And she’s laying it out on the table, which I like.  And I’ve got nothing to prove to anyone, least of all to Jinny, who has never shown much interest in me.  Even when she walked into the office that first day, with Bowie.  I thought I was fucking hallucinating...
“Led, you remember Jinny, right?” Jagger says to me, as I try to demagnetize my eyes from her, while she walks into the production room with Bowie.  I’d heard that Jagger decided to hire them, after having his arm twisted by both Rush and Halen, but I didn’t believe it, until now.
“Hey, yeah, I remember.” I smile, holding my hand out for her to shake.  “How are you. It’s been a minute.”
“Several, actually. More like around fifteen years.” She chuckles. Shaking my hand.  This is going to sound outrageous, but she still looks exactly like she did in high school.  Jagger and Bowie dated for a couple of years back then, until some unfortunate incident happened at Jinny’s house, and Bowie was mistakenly led to believe that Jagger cheated on her.  My eyes were still on Jinny until the end of high school, when everyone lost touch.  We’d never dated, but she was the only girl I ever thought about, until I got into college.
“I’d say.  Glad to have you on board.”
“Thanks.” 
As I watch the two ladies make their way across the production room, my mind goes back to the first time I saw Jinny in grade nine, when I stumbled into my math class, and she helped me put my books back into my bag, as they all fell out of it, flinging across the floor like it was made of ice.  When our eyes met, she smiled sheepishly, and then my stupid fucking eyes went right to her ample chest.  I kept the last book that landed on the floor to cover the growing hard-on as I walked to my desk.  
Every time I saw her in the hallway, my heart would practically stop.  Awkwardness was my middle name, and my brothers never let me forget it.  The constant teasing and taunting, whenever a pretty girl would walk by was unlivable, until I realized that I only had eyes for Jinny.  Soon, I became immune to the teasing, unless it was Jinny.  She showed up at dances and later, parties, and I couldn’t ever muster up the courage to actually talk to her.  Sure, I was getting laid here and there, but it was her face that I saw when I looked at my lover’s face, her voice I would hear when my lover would speak to me.
Of course, once I hit college, I was a total geek, being an aspiring accountant.  It wasn’t until I landed a job at a high-end firm that I started getting laid again.  By that time, I’d almost forgotten about Jinny.  She’d pop up in a dream here and there, but I got so focused on my career, that I’d put her in the back of my mind, seemingly forever...
Jinny looks over at me, and our eyes meet for a split second again, and I realize that I’m tired of split-second moments with her.  That woman has never given me more than that.  A smile here and there, a flash of the eyes, but never more than that.  And just as I’m thinking this, as Jagger and Bowie are called over to the table where Wesley is, Axl pulls her to him, and I swear to God he’s about to kiss her.  My fist balls up, but instead of alerting my brother Halen’s fight radar again, I turn to Reya, grab her hand, and pull her towards the exit door, not bothering to check my back to see if Jagger, Halen, Rush or even Stevie, notices.
“Your place or mine.” I say.  I don’t ask.  My voice is almost angry, but I’m reading from her that she likes it.  
“My mother is staying with me, so yours.”
We hop into my car and drive, silently.  It’s like there’s some weird exchange that happened back there in the parking lot.  I almost feel like I should have checked my wallet first, to make sure that I have the cash to pay her after tonight’s favor.  Only, I’m not sure who’s paying whom the favor here, seeing as she all but asked me to fuck her.  Thankfully, my place is immaculate, not that it matters.  We don’t even make it to the front door, and I’m tearing her dress off her, pushing it up her body, while she claws at my chest, almost breaking the buttons to get at my flesh.  
As I open the front door and disable the security alarm, she’s down on her knees, unzipping me.  “Fuck.” I exhale as she stuffs my hardened cock into her mouth, picturing Jinny’s face as my eyes shut tight.  The foyer light comes on automatically in the entrance, but I turn it off.  Her mouth fucks my dick, sucking it up and down, as she sheathes her teeth expertly.  It’s a great blow job and I let myself go, pushing my cock into her mouth like a champ, wishing like fuck that she’ll let me shoot in her mouth.  
But as the come starts making its way up the shaft, she removes my cock from her mouth and rises.  “Truth be told, Led.  I’ve always wanted to fuck you.” She says, pulling her bra off, pushing her ample tits up against my chest.
“Oh yeah?” I ask, breathing choppy, cock twitching with need.  I feel like she’s fucking teasing me, and I don’t like it.  I was just about to shoot my wad.  This is a dick move.
“Yeah.” She nods.  “You got a condom?”
I lick my lips and mentally kick myself.  “Fuck...no.” I want to tell her to get back down on her fucking knees and finish me off.  I want to shove my dick between her breasts and give her a fucking pearl necklace.  What the fuck is this, anyway?  You ask a guy to fuck you, but you don’t have a condom?  We drive all the way over here for this?  She rakes a hand through her hair with an exhale, and that’s when my fucking phone starts to vibrate in my pocket in the silence.  The look on her face says that if I answer it, this is over, and I feel brave, so I test that theory by picking it up out of my trouser pocket.
“Stevie.  What do you want.” I comment, knowing exactly what it is that she wants.
With the mention of my sister’s name, the little vixen gets back down on her knees, evil written all over her face, and starts to suck my cock again.
“You better finish getting your blow job and haul your ass back here fast.” Stevie warns.  “Jagger and Bowie want to make a speech, and you’re supposed to be here for it.”
Reya looks up at me, enjoying this game, and I feel her uvula hit the head of my dick.  “I wasn’t told a goddamn thing about any speech that I needed to be there for.  I’m not part of the production team, remember?  I’m a fucking accountant.”
“You’re a fucking brother, Led, and don’t you forget it.  Get your ass back here in ten minutes.  I’ll hold them off for that long, and after that, I’m feeding you to the bloody wolves.”
By wolves, she means Wesley Hopkins.  And I don’t know how he would feel about me fucking one of his colleagues.  Jagger would have a field day.  I could always blame Rush, since he was the one that introduced us, and all but threw us into bed together.  But then, I don’t need another reason to put Jagger off, and Rush is out for blood.  He’s a bit of an attention whore himself, and loves to get me into shit, because he knows that I’m not the type to purposely do the same.  I know it’s his version of toughening me up, but it’s annoying, especially now at our age.
“Fine.” I exhale as I hang up.  
Reya is unscathed.  My cock glistens as she sucks it expertly, and I shake the phone call off, doing the thing that I know will send me to the fucking stars, like it always does...thinking about Jinny.  Her tits come into my head again, and I picture her pressing them together while on her back, as my dick slides between them.  Seconds later, I grunt loudly as I come like a fucking champ, in her mouth.  It’s the best head I’ve had since college, I’ll admit.  When she finally gets back up to my eye level, she looks like she’s ready to eat me for breakfast.  “You owe me.  But I’ll....take a raincheck.”
“Oh?” I’m surprised...and a bit worried.  For a few reasons.  I’ve never had a girl say that to me before.
“Put your pants back on, Led.  Let’s get back to the party before we both end up in hot water.”
I don’t argue with her.  In five seconds, we’re back out the door, and I drive like my life depends on it, until we arrive back at the venue.  Stevie sees me as we carefully make our separate ways back into the room.  But the first set of eyes that sees me...are Jinny’s.  It’s stupid.  It’s childish.  It’s unrealistic.  But I feel like I just cheated on her.  Like I just fucked myself in more ways than one.  Forget about the fact that she’s been glued to Axl the whole night.  Forget about the fact that I’m the only one who’s ever given a thought to us being together in any way.  Forget about the fact that I can’t stop being fixated on a stupid high school crush.  All I can think about is her face when she sees me walk back into the room.
I try to pretend like I don’t see her.  I try to pretend like I didn’t just leave my brother’s wedding to get a blow job.  But my whole plan gets shot to hell when Rush comes up to me and slaps me on the back.  “You fucking dog, you!  I saw you leave with Reya!”
“Of course you did, you fucking dillhole!  You were the one pimping us together.” 
He slaps me on the back again, and I swallow down my anger, as I look at Jinny again.  We’re sort of collected into a herd, with Jagger and Bowie closest
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