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  Heat rose in Brynn's cheeks as she caught a glimpse of smooth, sculpted male torso peeking out from behind red velvet and white faux fur. Slim hips undulated around the stage to a primal beat while twenty women frantically waved dollar bills at the entertainment for her best friend April's bachelor party. Sexy Santa wasn't like any Santa Brynn had ever seen, and as he shrugged the big coat off his shoulders to reveal the well-muscled chest beneath, she looked away, embarrassed. Her late mother's voice flitted through her head even as she snuck another peek.


  Nice girls don't ogle men, dear. And gentlemen don't take their clothes off for money.


  Santa obviously wasn't a gentleman. He was playing with his green suspenders now, pulling them out and slipping them on and off his sculpted shoulders. He must work out every day, she thought, taking another tiny sip of the margarita one of the girls had bought her. Mother wouldn't approve of her drinking, but she always felt a delicious thrill when she did something Mother wouldn't like. Of course it was always followed by a healthy dose of guilt.


  She stared, mesmerized as he unclasped the suspenders and swung them over his head, tossing them into the crowd. The volume rose as the girls all scrambled to catch them, and Brynn wondered if they'd be as excited to catch April's bouquet.


  A sudden hush made her frown, looking back up to the stage. He wasn't there - where had he gone? She started to rise, pulling her cell phone out of her purse. She hadn't paid good money for Sexy Santa to just disappear before the show was over.


  Then the crowd parted and there he was, making his way toward her with a grin on his half-hidden lips. She couldn't really distinguish any of his features, obscured behind a fluffy white beard. A jaunty red and white cap hid all but a few wisps of his dark brown hair. His eyes were emerald and her gaze locked with his as he danced into her personal space. Too close.


  She took a step back, but he followed. There was something about the way he held himself, the confidence in every movement that shook Brynn to her core. The back of her knees hit the chair and she wobbled, gratefully taking his hand to regain her balance. But he pulled her forward instead of letting her go. She resisted, her face flaming with embarrassment as everyone stared. She shook her head, pulling out of his grasp even as she fought the desire to go with him.


  Disappointment flashed briefly in his eyes before he turned back to the crowd. April was pushed forward and he ground his hips close to hers before leading her up onto the stage. Brynn drifted back further into the darkness, leaning up against the far wall. She watched him snap off those pants in a quick motion leaving only an upside-down Santa's hat covering his Christmas package. He gyrated over April's lap as she sat in a chair, his tight buns shimmying and the white pom-pom at the tip of his hat shaking wildly.


  Brynn shifted, uncomfortably warm as she watched April shake her shoulders and laugh. Friends since grade school, they'd been through everything together from first kisses to the prom and college to careers. April had always been the wild one, grabbing life with both hands even when it didn't work out the way she wanted it to. Brynn had always been the quiet, serious type, and had bailed April out on more than one occasion. When April announced her engagement, Brynn had agreed to be the maid of honor and vowed to throw her friend the best bachelorette party ever.


  Calling and making arrangements for a stripper to work the week before Christmas had been difficult, to say the least, but she'd been proud of herself for getting it done. Now as she watched Santa grinding on the bride's lap, she shook her head. She'd always been just the tiniest bit jealous of her friend's ease with men, and couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have all that male attention focused solely on her.


  The music faded away, signaling the end of the last set. Groans filled the room as Santa picked up his clothes and disappeared behind the curtain at the back of the stage. The room felt strangely empty without him, and she briefly considered offering him more money to stay. He didn't come cheap though, and after noting that it was well past midnight already, she decided against it. It was time to start getting people home. She stepped outside the large room and flipped open her phone to key in the limo driver's number. Just as the call connected, a tall, well-built man in tight jeans and a leather jacket approached, familiar emerald eyes sparkling.


  "Um, this is Brynn. We're ready to go," she stammered into the phone. At the driver's acknowledgment she hung up, and pretending not to see the stripper, she turned back to the main door. In a swift, obvious move, he stepped wide to block her path, a wide grin on his lips.


  "Why are you afraid of me?" he asked, his voice low and smooth. The timbre made her melt inside, even as she felt her face flame red with embarrassment. He moved closer, forcing her to back away until she felt the wall at her shoulders. He braced an arm above her, eyes twinkling with mischief as he waited.


  She tried to collect her thoughts, but they refused to cooperate. "I'm not...um...I mean..." He was so close, the heat from his body searing through her clothes and scrambling what was left of her brain. All she could focus on was how those lips would feel if he trailed them down her neck.


  The door opened behind him and Brynn knew she was going to die of embarrassment when the women came out in a group, April spotting her immediately. The wicked grin on her best friend's face told her two things - that April was past drunk, and that this was officially going to be the worst night of her life.


  "Wow Brynn, if I'd known you had a thing for strippers I'd have bought one for you a long time ago." The crowd laughed, some of the women waving bills in the air.


  Brynn cringed. It was one thing to give her a hard time, but to talk about this man like a commodity? "I'm sorry about that," she said quietly, avoiding his eyes. "When she's drunk..."


  He hooked a finger under her chin, raising her face a fraction so he could look into her eyes. "It's okay. Comes with the job." He smiled. "It got you talking to me too, so it was worth it."


  April bumped her shoulder against his, jostling them both before holding out a pile crumpled cash. "How much for one kiss?" she asked loudly, as wolf whistles and jeers continued behind her.


  "This one's on the house," he said, turning to Brynn with a wink. Then his lips were on hers, soft and moist, his tongue tracing the seam of her mouth. She tentatively pressed back, though she didn't have a clue what she was doing, and when he pulled away she dropped her gaze to the floor, mortified. He traced her jaw with two fingers and bent close to her ear. "So sweet," he whispered, dragging his fingers down her neck. "Let me take you home - no strings attached. You don't belong with this group."


  She glanced over his shoulder and knew if she stayed she'd never hear the end of it. They had a limo, so no one was driving, and she really didn't want to fend off all the raunchy comments and innuendos that were sure to follow if he just left.


  "Okay," she said, before she could change her mind. "Get me out of here."


  He straightened, shooting her a devastating grin before grabbing her hand in his and turning to April. "I'm kidnapping your friend," he said, loudly enough that the whole room heard. Brynn was surprised when April frowned, shaking her head.


  "I don't think sho," she slurred, swaying on her heels. "You don't know him, Brynn. He could be a murderer or something."


  Brynn shook her head. "It's okay. I did a full back-ground check before I hired him. He's fine. Besides, he's just going to..." His grip on her hand increased and she fell silent, wondering what she'd said.


  "I promise you'll get her back safe and sound tomorrow morning," he said, tugging her toward the door. "Tonight, she's all mine."


  * * *


  Brynn glanced at her rescuer as he drove the classic black Camero out of the parking lot. Sam Ellis was his name, she remembered from the contract she'd had him sign. She hadn't been able to watch the auditions herself, so she'd had the other two bridesmaids choose and then she'd paid for a background check before finalizing the deal by phone. Tonight was the first time she'd seen him and her lips curved up in a little grin. He'd been a good choice, in more ways than one.


  "You're thinking too hard."


  Brynn jumped at his teasing comment, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks again. "I...um...thank you," she said, shivering as his fingers settled on her thigh.


  He chuckled, the smooth sound making her feel things in places she probably shouldn't. "For what?"


  "For getting me out of there. And...well, that's it." She looked out the window, licking her lips. Had she really almost thanked him for kissing her? Maybe he hadn't noticed.


  "And what?" He stroked her leg, moving his hand briefly to shift into another gear, then putting it back, higher this time. "Come on...don't be shy..."


  Damn. She licked her lips again. Maybe...no. She couldn't ask him. He'd never believe her anyway - no one ever did. But he seemed to like her. Maybe if he didn't know...


  She turned to face him, grateful for the darkness though she kept her gaze lowered. "And for kissing me. It's...uh, been a long time."


  "It was my pleasure, really," he said. She looked up to find him still watching the road, a big grin on his face. "I'd be happy to repeat that particular favor if you want." He pulled into a driveway and turned off the ignition. "Are you going to ask me in?"


  Disoriented, she frowned, staring out the windshield at her little house. "How did you know where I live?" Suddenly wary, she reached for the door handle. He put both hands up, laughing.


  "Hey, don't freak out. Your friend slipped me your address just before we left. Said something about how you'd better be home when she called later. So here we are. I can leave if you want, no problem." He lowered his hands, reaching for the ignition key.


  Brynn reminded herself to breathe. "No, please. I'm sorry." She reached over to place a hand on his arm, the simple touch sending her pulse racing again. "I--I'd like it if you stayed a while."


  He removed the keys and stowed them in a pocket, flashing her that sexy smile again. She smiled back and got out of the car, digging in her purse for her keys as he came around the car to join her. He must have noticed her hands were shaking because he reached out to take the keys from her. "Relax," he said, circling her waist with his other arm and propelling her toward the front door. "We aren't going to do anything you don't want to. You're in control tonight."


  She wobbled a little on her heels, leaning into his heat as he helped her up the stairs and unlocked her door. They went inside and she flipped the light switch on, illuminating the living room in soft lamplight. This was never going to work. She couldn't possibly seduce a man whose business was seduction. Maybe the direct approach would be best. If he said no, he could just leave and at least it would be quick. She took a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she turned to face him.


  "What if I want you to be in control?"
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  "I'm not really that kind of guy," Sam said, taking one step back and putting his hands in his the pockets of his jeans. "I mean, I'll tie you up if you want, but I'm not--"


  "Oh - no!" Brynn held a hand out, her face burning. "I didn't mean...I don't want...oh hell. This was a bad idea..." She turned away, mortified. This was exactly why she was in her current situation, her inability to ask for what she wanted. She'd finally found the courage only to botch the job and now the hottest-looking prospect in months would turn and walk out the door. Once again she'd be left with a bottle of wine and her vibrator to salvage what was left of the night.


  Gentle hands curled over her shoulders, kneading the tension away. "It's okay," Sam said, pulling her back to his chest and crossing his arms around her. "Why don't we start over. What is it you want me to do, exactly? Don't be shy." He stroked long fingers down the side of her neck, the motion soothing.


  She relaxed into his embrace and sighed. It was now or never. "I want you to teach me about sex," she blurted, thankful she didn't have to face him. His grip loosened slightly.


  "Are you a virgin?" The tone of his question as he breathed it in her ear warned her that any answer other than 'no' would be unacceptable. But she already knew that. The last guy she'd told had nearly tripped over her coffee table on his way out the door.


  She shook her head. "No, of course not. I just don't have much experience and I want...well, I just don't know what makes it...good, I guess."


  Sam chuckled in her ear, his arms tightening around her again. "If sex is just 'good', you're doing it wrong, sweetheart." His right hand moved lower to skim her left breast, his middle finger circling her pebbled nipple as his lips nibbled at the spot where her shoulder and neck met. She shivered, her head falling back on his shoulder as he moved his other hand to play with her other breast. She wasn't sure what to do with her arms - they seemed to be in the way.


  Apparently sensing her quandary, Sam grasped her wrists, raising them behind her head to his neck and then lowering his own to her rib cage. Instinctively she ran her fingers through his hair, caressed his neck as he kissed his way across the top of her shoulder. His fingers found their way under the hem of her shirt to play against her bare skin sending warm impulses through her body and down between her legs. A whimper escaped her lips and she clamped them shut, tensing as he slipped one hand into the waistband of her jeans.


  "What's wrong?" he murmured, withdrawing and putting his hands on her hips. "If you're uncomfortable with this..." He held her away and for a moment she thought he might leave. Brynn turned to face him, relieved at the kind smile on his lips.


  "Nothing's wrong," she said, forcing herself to look into his eyes. "I just don't really know what to do." She gave a nervous laugh. "This is so stupid. I'm sorry. I--"


  "You're thinking too much." Sam took her hand and pulled her forward. "Let's try something different." He cupped the side of her face with his palm and before she could move he leaned in to cover her lips with his own.


  * * *


  Whoa. Brynn couldn't hold back another soft whimper. His lips were so soft, so...demanding. Her eyes fluttered closed, her hands moving up around his neck of their own accord. His tongue pushed past her lips, plundering her mouth and she met it with her own, instinct taking over. She'd been kissed before, even with tongue, but none had ever been like this. Warmth infused her whole body and when he pulled back, she leaned toward him, her cheeks heating when she realized what she'd done.


  "Open your eyes," Sam said, his voice soft. She forced them open, his gentle smile easing some of her embarrassment. "Better?"


  She nodded, afraid to speak lest she break the spell. He ran his fingers over one side of her neck, each stroke sending a shimmer of pleasure through her skin. He leaned down, kissing a spot just under her ear. "Do you think we might be more comfortable in the bedroom?" His hot whisper against her skin sent a rush of liquid heat between her legs and her knees nearly gave out.


  "Yesss..." she hissed, taking in a sharp breath as two fingers lightly pinched one of her nipples.


  Sam chuckled into her ear, rubbing the underside of her breast with his fingers before he stepped back, severing all contact. She reached for him, but he evaded her grasp. She looked up at him, confused at his knowing grin. "Sorry sweetheart, but you're going to have to give me directions, and I suspect you can't do that if I'm touching you."


  Her face flamed and she wished she hadn't turned on the light as she pointed to the hall. "Uh...last door on the right. I think I'll just get a quick glass of water..."


  He chuckled, grabbing her hand. "Oh no you don't. Don't go thinking again." He pulled her in for a quick kiss, then led her down the hall to her room. She expected him to turn on the lights but he didn't. Instead he simply shut the door, put his hands on her hips and pressed kisses down the side of her neck.


  "Oh god," she breathed, tilting her head to allow him better access. "That feels so good."


  He pushed her shirt up over her breasts, leaned back and pulled it off over her head. The darkness provided her courage and as he licked and suckled his way down her chest, she found the hem of his shirt and skimmed it up his body, her fingers exploring his rib cage along the way. He leaned back long enough to pull it over his head and then planted a long, searing kiss on her mouth as he walked her backwards to the bed. Her knees hit the edge and she didn't resist, falling horizontal as he came down over her.


  Running her fingers through his hair she arched up as he laved at a hard nipple. The action sent electrical impulses straight down to her core, and she squirmed, her clit begging for attention. As if he could read her mind, he reached between them and pressed a finger against her heat, fanning the flames higher.


  "More. Please." She wiggled against him, frustrated by the barrier of her jeans and panties. Then the pressure was gone, and she nearly cried out in frustration.


  He kissed her lips, smiling against them as his fingers worked at the button of her pants. "Shh...it's okay. Patience, sweetheart." Leaving a trail of kisses down the center of her body, he moved lower until he could shimmy the offending clothes off her hips and onto the floor. Fabric rustled and Brynn let her legs fall open as she waited for him to return. Not disappointed for long, soon she felt his fingers tickling up between her legs, pushing them apart as he stepped between them. A finger traced her inner lips, smoothing over and around lubricating her with her own cream. Then she felt his breath on her core and time all but stopped as his tongue licked her most sensitive nub and sent her nerves soaring.


  She reached down to run her fingers through the thick curls on his head as he pushed one finger inside her. She moaned low as he worked in and out, adding a second finger to stretch her passage. His tongue swirled round and round, sending her higher and higher as his fingers pumped in and out, bringing her closer to something she'd never quite been able to grasp.


  Then he turned his fingers just so and curled the tips, at the same time he sucked down hard on her clit, and the world exploded into a million different colors as her whole body spiraled out of control.
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  Gentle touches and soft murmurs slowly pulled Brynn back to earth. "Wow," she breathed, not daring to open her eyes lest the illusion shatter. Warm breath wafted over her ear as moist kisses kept the nerves in her neck alert.


  "That's it," Sam said, his voice soothing, his body cradled between her legs. "Just ride it out, babe."


  Babe. The near-endearment reminded her not to mistake lust for love, or to hope that this encounter was anything more than sex. She brought her legs up to circle his hips, her ankles holding him close as his cock moved slowly back and forth over her center. Her skin was still super-charged and every place he touched her cried out for more. His fingertips grazed her nipple, petting the hard nub back and forth, round and round as she arched up, begging for more.


  "Sam?" Her voice sounded odd, even to her own ears as she rasped his name.


  "Yes Brynn?"


  "I want you..."


  "Want me how?"


  "I...uh..inside me. Now."


  He chuckled, leaning down to press his lips to hers. "Open your eyes."


  She slid her hands up over his shoulders. "No." She shook her head, knowing she was being unreasonable. "If I open my eyes, I'll think again. And I don't want to think anymore." She felt his kiss against each of her eyes in turn, then his hand smoothing her hair back from her forehead.


  "Come on," he coaxed, pausing to suckle the hollow of her throat. "I promise I won't let you think."


  Brynn inhaled, focusing on what his hand was doing to her breast as she reluctantly opened her eyes. As soon as she looked up at him, he moved just so and thrust into her core.


  She gasped, arching up at the unfamiliar feeling of invasion. He felt good, but big, and she was grateful when he remained still, allowing her body to adjust to his girth.


  "God you're tight," he hissed, his muscles tensed as he braced over her. She reminded herself to breath, her fingers tracing the ridges that defined his chest and arms as he pulsed within her. So this was it then. Sex. A rush of liquid heat between her thighs made her thankful for the darkness so he couldn't see her blush.


  He kissed her once, then twice, pulling out slightly then pushing back in. Her body had never felt more alive as the tension coiled between her legs. She closed her eyes, tentatively moving her lower body to meet his thrusts, earning a low growl as a fingernail grazed his flat nipple. He urged her on, faster, and her movements became almost frantic as her skin tingled and every bit of her focus zeroed in on the new sensations between her legs. She whimpered, unable to help herself and nearly cried out when his lips closed over her nipple and sucked hard. Then he slid one hand between their bodies and pressed a finger to her clit, triggering an orgasm so hard she nearly came off the bed, arching up and falling back in succession as the waves of completion washed over her.


  Sam groaned, then thrust hard and long, once, twice, three times until he was spent. Then he collapsed on top of her, folding her in his arms and rolling them both to the side. She lay in his arms, just breathing until he pulled away, stroking the side of her face with one hand.


  "That was incredible," he said, looking into her eyes. Even in the dark she could see he was sincere, and she was grateful. "I'll be right back."


  After he left, Brynn pulled the covers back and crawled between the sheets. It had been such a long day and she was so very tired...would he stay? Would he go? She wasn't sure what the proper etiquette was for one-night-stands, but she was fairly sure she'd already broken several. He padded back in and she waited, wondering what could possibly break the now-awkward silence.


  Sam slipped into bed, and reached for her, pulling her tight against his side as he lay on his back. She rested her head tentatively on his shoulder, and he hugged her close, kissing her head. "Are you okay?"


  Brynn frowned, mentally taking stock. "I think so...is there some reason I shouldn't be?"


  He chuckled, squeezing the arm around her shoulders. "Of course not. When was the last time you slept with someone, anyway?" She tensed, her pulse beating faster again. It was now or never. Maybe never was better. But she wanted him to know he was special, and she'd always think fondly of him after tonight.


  "Actually," she said, her body trembling against his, "I am--was, that is, a virgin."


  * * *


  Sam was quiet for a long moment. Brynn wondered if he'd heard her, and raised her head off his chest just as he chuckled, the sound vibrating under her hand on his chest. She frowned, propping herself up on one elbow so she could see his face. "What's so funny?"


  He shook his head, the grin on his lips an extra insult. "Honey, you were no virgin. A man can tell - didn't anyone ever tell you that?"


  Brynn rolled away from him, pulling the covers up over her naked body and wondering why she'd thought he'd be different. "I know, but it's not like that. I was dating this guy in college, and we played around, but I wasn't ready. One night he tried to show me...um...with his fingers..." She took a breath, focused enough to note that Sam had stopped laughing. A good sign, she hoped. "Anyway, it hurt. A lot, and I made him leave.


  "Did I hurt you?"


  Brynn shivered at the cold note in Sam's voice. Why hadn't she kept her mouth shut? "No, of course not." The mattress shifted and she glanced over to see Sam swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. How long would it take him to find his clothes? Clearly this was the part where he ran away. Just like everyone else.


  "How does a woman get to be your age without having sex?" He rubbed his face with his hands, his back to her presenting a perfect silhouette from the window. "Why didn't you tell me before? This would never--"


  "This would never have happened. I know," Brynn said, anger replacing humiliation in a heartbeat. "How would you know how old I am? You make me sound like an old hag or something." She crossed her arms over her chest, her body humming for an entirely different reason than it had minutes before. "Look, I don't owe you any explanations, and you don't owe me anything either. I wanted to know what sex was like, and you...helped me." She scooted off the bed, reaching for the robe she kept on a chair nearby. Covering herself, she turned to see Sam pulling on his jeans. "I shouldn't have told you. I'm sorry. I'm sure you remember the way out."


  She went down the hall to the bathroom and locked the door, blinking back the tears that threatened to fall. It wasn't the one-night stand that bothered her. She'd known from the start this was just about sex, but the fact that she hadn't had the time or inclination to lose her virginity before now just shouldn't be that big of a deal. So what if she was older than the average teenager? At least it wouldn't be an issue from now on. Thank God.


  Shaking her head, she started the shower and hung her robe on the back of the door. Screw him, she thought as she stepped under the warm spray. Her body felt strangely light and sensitive under the water and she grinned, realizing she'd done just that. Finally.
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  One week later, Brynn's feet were already killing her as she stood at the back of the church. She glanced down at her chest again and wished the bouquet she had to carry was bigger. Tight red taffeta with no room for a padded bra underneath was so not a good idea for a Christmas wedding. She shivered, her only consolation the hope that the wedding guests would focus on the goosebumps on her arms instead of her cleavage. At least she'd be facing the front of the church while April and Luke said their vows.


  "Everyone ready?" The wedding planner's sing-song voice grated nearly as bad as the strappy silver stilettos as Brynn took her place in line behind the other bridesmaids beside the best man. She took his arm, all-too-aware of how bad her wardrobe problem was judging from the direction of his stare. He wasn't bad looking, actually - the quintessential tall, dark and handsome. Wire-rimmed glasses accented his angular face nicely, and she tried to imagine his thin lips warming up one of her hardened nipples. The face that looked up at her in her mind wasn't his though.


  As the familiar music started, she wondered for the five-thousandth time if she should have called the number Sam had left for her that night. The note had said to call, but she was old enough to know that it probably didn't mean anything, he was just trying to be nice to the poor, clingy virgin who'd tricked him into deflowering her. She'd thrown the number out, afraid that if she kept it she'd break down and call. She had too much pride to play that girl and she'd be damned if she'd impose on him any further.


  Still, she thought as her escort led her into the sanctuary, sleeping with him had created a problem. Now that she'd had a taste, she wanted more, but picking out a guy wasn't any easier than it was before. Her vibrator helped, but it just wasn't quite enough anymore. She glanced at the man beside her again who looked down at her...chest. Heck, maybe she should just go for it. He seemed amiable to the idea, at least.


  Smothering a grin, she took her place on the top step of the stage and turned to watch April make her big entrance. A flashbulb reminded her to reposition herself so that only the preacher and the musician had a good view, a fact that nearly made her laugh. She craned her neck, somehow managing to hold the position until the bride and groom were positioned above her on the platform. Grateful that the preacher seemed focused on the happy couple, she snuck a sideways glance at the organist, sure that the old lady would be shooting her dirty looks for her display. To her dismay, it wasn't a little old lady sitting on the bench and she nearly dropped the bride's bouquet she was holding along with her own.


  Sam winked at her, sending heat rushing both up to her face and down between her legs. Mortified that her skin probably matched her dress and her thong was uncomfortably damp, she turned to face the preacher. What on earth was a stripper doing playing the organ at a wedding? Was that even allowed by the church? She shifted, trying to relieve the pressure from her left foot and her right heel slipped off the step. Luckily the girl behind her must have seen it and put a stabilizing hand at her back. She looked over her shoulder with an apologetic smile and spent the rest of the ceremony with both feet locked firmly in place, her eyes glued to the preacher. It seemed like the safest strategy all around at that point.


  When it was finally over, Brynn slipped out of the receiving line, knowing April would be angry but past the point of caring. She hobbled down a back hall until she found a restroom and slipped inside, grateful to see an old fashioned couch just inside the door. She sat down, immediately kicking her shoes off with a sigh, just as the door opened again.


  "I thought I might see you today," Sam said, grinning as he walked toward her, a roll of silver duct tape in his hand.


  * * *


  "What are you doing here? And...uh, what's that for?" Brynn eyed the duct tape in Sam's hand as he moved closer. Please don't be a serial killer...


  "I'm a man of many talents," he said kneeling down in front of her and lifting one of her feet in his hands. "You seemed uncomfortable during the ceremony, and as much as I love seeing those pretty nipples poking at your dress, the tape will keep everyone from staring for the rest of the evening." His fingers were kneading her foot with magical circular strokes, pain fading into blissful relaxation.


  "Oh God, that feels so good..." she closed her eyes and leaned back, completely focused on the soothing warmth radiating up first one leg, then the other as he switched feet. "You are so hired," she moaned, trying to forget that she still had to get through the reception. That luxurious touch moved up her leg, caressing her calf and rounding her knee before sliding ever so slowly up each thigh. Her breathing quickened as she felt her dress being pushed up, her legs parted, and hot, long breaths against her center. He lapped at her lace panties, adding to the moist heat already there. She whimpered, spreading her legs wider as he pushed the scrap of fabric aside and entered her with one finger, then two, then three. As he thrust in and out, awakening her most sensitive spots once again she writhed half-on, half-off the sofa, imagining how wanton she must look lying there with her dress bunched around her waist and Sam's head between her legs. Just then his tongue flicked her clit, keeping time with one, two, three deep thrusts. It was too much, and her whole body stiffened as sweet, mind-numbing sensations took away all control.


  She slid off the couch onto Sam's lap, his fingers still inside her, his thumb gently circling her sensitive nub. His mouth closed hard over hers, wild, possessive, and she arched against his chest as he held her tight, working her core as he whispered softly into her ear.


  "Come again. Now."


  Her fingers locked onto his shoulders as the intense, blinding pleasure washed over her once more. She held on tight, her muscles spasming around him as he stroked slow and smooth within her. When she could finally breathe, he pulled back just enough to bring his wet fingers to his mouth. His eyes locked on hers as he sucked each one clean, then kissed her long and slow. She tasted herself on his tongue, musky and sweet. His hands moved up her back, grasping the zipper of her dress and pulling it down slowly. Stopping half-way, he leaned back and slid the dress and her thin strapless tube bra down to expose her breasts. She shivered, not at the loss of the thin barrier, but at the hunger in his eyes.


  "You have beautiful tits," he murmured, bending to suck one hard nub between his lips. He grazed the peak with his teeth, pulling it out just to the point of pain before releasing it. Brynn panted, arching up and offering her other breast to him as she supported her head on the couch, her eyes closed in bliss as he suckled and nipped at her other breast.


  A ripping sound brought her partially out of the fog. Had the dress succumbed to the rough handling? Then she felt something cold pressed against her skin and finally opened her eyes, looking down to find two strips of duct tape centered over each nipple in the shape of a cross.
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  "You want me to wear tape over my...um, here?" Brynn sat up, her fingers instinctively reaching up to smooth over the silver strips. "I guess that's one way to fix it."


  Sam chuckled. "It's all I could come up with at the moment, but I can't say I'm sorry. It's a very sexy look for you."


  "Uh, yeah. I really appreciate you fixing my problem, but you don't have to lie to make me feel better. I should head downstairs. April's probably beside herself by now, with as much time as I've been gone. I'm a horrible maid of honor." She started to pull up the tiny bra, but Sam's hand halted her movements.


  "Not so fast," he said, getting to his feet. He helped her up, then twirled her around to face a full-length mirror on the opposite wall. Standing behind her, he supported one breast in each hand, watching over her shoulder. "Look at that. Sometimes what you can't see is just as provocative as what you can, wouldn't you say?"


  She nodded, her body too warm as she looked at herself on display. A wanton vixen stared back, clearly at the mercy of her man. She imagined what she'd look like with another piece of duct tape around her neck, like a wide, fitted collar. Her face turned the same shade as her dress at the wicked thought. "I really should go." She pushed out of his embrace and put her bodice back together, struggling with the low zipper in back.


  "Here, let me." He brushed her hands away and raised the metal clasp to the middle of her back, his knuckles grazing her bare shoulders. She looked in the mirror once more, giving the front of her dress a good tug north before she turned to go.


  "About the other night..."


  She stopped and smiled over her shoulder at him. "It's fine, Sam. I didn't expect anything from you then, and I don't expect anything from you now. We were just having a little fun - no need to get all girly about it." She puckered her lips and blew him a kiss before she left, closing the door behind her.


  * * *


  Just a little fun. Her words haunted her as she made her way to the basement, slipping off her shoes as she reached the reception hall. She wanted it to be true. She didn't want to want him, but damned if she wasn't the same as all the rest of those silly women who fell for the first guy who slept with them. She shook her head, breathing in deep and letting it out slow. Maybe all she had to do was have sex with someone else to break this infatuation with Sam.


  She scanned the room, her gaze landing on the best man seated at the head table with the rest of the wedding party. Spotting an empty chair beside him, she moved toward him, stopping briefly to apologize to April for ducking out earlier. Finally she stood in front of him, bending down to give him a good peek as she placed her lips close to his ear. "Is this seat taken?"


  "It is now." He lightly trailed a finger along the inner curve of her breast, skimming the center of her cleavage as she sat down. She leaned into his touch, surprised when her body responded. Apparently it was only her head that longed for Sam. Sitting back, she placed a hand on the best man's thigh, disappointed at her own disloyalty. Except there was no reason to be loyal to Sam, was there? Confused, she jumped as a slow melody drifted through the room. The lights dimmed, and she swiveled in her chair to where the floor had been cleared for dancing.


  "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. I'm Sam, and I'll be your DJ tonight. Let's get started with a nice slow dance for the bride and groom. Congratulations to the lovely couple." Applause rippled through the crowd as Luke pulled April into his arms and swung her around, holding her close as they swayed to the music.


  Brynn reached for a water glass on the table, gulping down half the liquid before setting it down. Hot. She was hot, and not because the best man was nibbling at her neck from behind. Sam was here too? Suddenly his earlier comment made sense. A man of many talents indeed.


  She scanned the area at the back of the room, finally spotting him on a raised platform in the back corner. Unable to see his face, she wondered what he was thinking as he stood there, watching her with another man. The song segued into a slightly faster beat, and she decided she may as well find out. Glancing over her shoulder, she smiled at the best man.


  "I'm Brynn," she said, holding out her hand to shake his. "What's your name?"


  "Patrick." He took her hand, raising it to his lips and lightly kissing her fingers.


  She smiled, charmed by the gesture. "Nice to meet you, Patrick. Would you like to dance?"


  He stood, helping her up with a grin. "It's not my first choice, but it'll do for now." His husky voice held a sensual promise, but Brynn was dismayed to find her gaze wandering back to Sam. She had to stop this...obsession now, before she really did turn into one of those clingy women men ran from. Stepping onto the dance floor, she forced herself into the circle of Patrick's arms, smiling up at him like he was the only man on earth. His hips ground against hers as they swayed, his erection brushing her pelvis with every other movement. She felt flushed as she ran her hands over his broad chest, her dress suddenly too confining. She'd left her panties in the bathroom garbage - they'd been too wet to wear after her encounter with Sam, and moisture slicked her thighs as Patrick caressed her ass with one hand and traced a finger over the swell of her breast with the other. All the while, Sam's stare burned into her back, almost as if he were right behind her.


  Then Patrick pulled his lips away from her neck, his eyes fixed on something over her shoulder. She turned in his arms, her butt cradling Patrick's hard cock as she looked into Sam's gorgeous eyes.
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  "Having fun, sweetheart?" Sam winked, an amused expression on his face as he stood watching, hands tucked casually in his pockets.


  Brynn grabbed Patrick's hands when he started to back away, pulling him tight against her back and pressing his fingers just under her breasts. She nodded, her pulse racing in anticipation of...something. "Best wedding reception ever," she said, her hips still moving slightly to the music. "Are you having fun?"


  He gave a slight laugh. "More than you know. Who's your friend?" Confidence rolled off him in waves, and Brynn shook her head. He really wasn't jealous. How did guys do that?"


  "This is Patrick," she said, glancing over her shoulder, briefly. "He's the best man."


  Sam held out his hand, his knuckles brushing her breast as he grasped Patrick's. "So it appears," he quipped, not stepping back like she thought he would. "The thing is..." he reached out to touch her neck, one finger running just down the side and over her shoulder. "I wonder if one man will be enough, even at his best."


  "I was wondering the same thing," Patrick murmured in her ear, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine. Her knees nearly buckled as Sam took a step forward, brushing a hair from her face.


  "Brynn?" April's voice barely broke through the sensual haze the two men had wrapped her in. "Oh my god, Brynn. I need to talk to you. Right. Now."


  The fog began to dissipate as she found herself tugged out of Patrick's grasp, out from between the two men who were clearly planning to rock her world. Together. She stumbled up the basement stairs after her best friend, glad she'd ditched the heels until the reached the front door and April pulled her out into the frigid night air.


  "What the hell?" she said, the cold air hitting her lungs hard. She yanked her wrist free and turned back, swinging the door open wide as she reentered the church lobby. April followed, breathing hard and staring at Brynn with narrowed eyes.


  "Do you have any idea how many people were staring at you? My parents think Patrick must have drugged you! " She paced in front of the stairwell, her hands moving fast as she lectured. "You're always the good one. Of all the people I thought would ruin my reception, the last person I expected was you. What on earth has gotten into you, Brynn?"


  Sex. Brynn couldn't stop her lips from turning up at the thought, earning an exasperated gesture from the bride as she took a seat on the steps leading up to the sanctuary. Then it occurred to her that April might have some experience with the position she'd nearly found herself in. "Have you ever slept with two men?"


  "You did not seriously just ask me that on my wedding night."


  Brynn shrugged. "If any of my friends would know, it would be you." For a moment April seemed to consider answering, and then she shook her head, as if shaking out any stray memories.


  "I can't do this. Not tonight. I thought you would understand. I thought maybe just having you here would keep me from...doing the crazy stuff I always do." She looked down at Brynn, her eyes pleading. "What happened to the old Brynn? Why are you being like this?"


  "You mean being like you?" Brynn couldn't resist the jab, but immediately wished she could take it back. "I'm sorry, I just...I never knew sex would make me have all these feelings and urges--"


  "Whoa." April flopped down on the step beside her, folding what she could of her train in her lap. "Back up there. What do you mean, you never knew? You can't tell me you were a vir--"


  "Yes, I was a virgin until a week ago. No one ever believes me, but now you know." Brynn looked down at her hands, the familiar unease creeping into her brain. "Even Sam didn't believe me, and who could blame him? It was stupid to put it off so long." She stood, wandering to the door and peering out into the night. "I guess I did sort of go a little crazy, huh? But Sam is so...and Patrick..." She turned to look at April, who was nodding her head. "You do know what I mean then."


  The bride sighed. "I do. I just wish you wouldn't have picked my reception to explore your new needs."


  Footsteps on the stairs caught Brynn's attention, and she wasn't sure if she was relieved or not to see Patrick ascending, Sam following close behind.


  "We wanted to apologize," Patrick said as the two men stood in front of Brynn and April. Brynn's cheeks heated, the urge to run and hide from both of them strong. "We're sorry for any trouble we caused. Will you forgive us?"


  April shrugged, getting up from the stairs. "It's okay, I guess. Brynn explained and while I'm still not happy, I suppose there's no real harm done. Just...no more, okay? I think it would be best if you all left." She winked at Brynn. "I suspect that's what you want to do anyway, right?"


  Brynn stood, her body on fire at the smug grins worn by Sam and Patrick. Had she really been considering sleeping with both of them? How had it all gotten so out of hand? "Actually, you're right. I've had enough fun for one night. I think I'll head home." She glanced at the men, who turned to follow her as she walked past them toward the basement steps to retrieve her shoes and coat. "Alone."


  * * *


  Half an hour later, Brynn unlocked her door and hung her purse on its hook. She slid her feet into her slippers and padded back toward the bedroom. A hot bath and her vibrator might help take the remaining edge off the night. She unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor, then removed the plain tube bra, her fingers skimming the duct tape Sam had covered her nipples with. Walking to the mirror, she cupped a breast in each hand, the sight of those gray crosses sending more moisture slicking between her naked thighs. Her head tilted, regarding the curly bush that covered her mound. Maybe she should shave it? She lowered one hand, her fingers moving gently over her clit as she watched, imagining what it would look like hairless. Maybe she'd try that next. Her eyes went back up as she continued to finger herself.


  The doorbell rang. Brynn jumped, her pulse racing as her hands fell to her sides. Who could it be at this hour? Maybe she just wouldn't answer...


  Two knocks were followed by another ring, and she sighed, reaching for her fuzzy bathrobe. Belting it tightly at her waist, she went to the door and checked the peephole. Sam stood on the other side, his expression serious. She opened the door.


  "What's wrong?" she asked, standing back to let him enter. He waited until she closed and locked the door before walking down the hall to the living room. She followed, frowning as he took a seat on her sofa, patting the spot beside him. She sat sideways, adjusting her robe to cover her leg and leaned forward. "Sam, what is it? What's wrong?"


  He shook his head, bracing one arm beside her on the back of the couch. "It's not really wrong, I just...I think I made a mistake. And I'm hoping you can help me fix it." He looked into her eyes, his gaze intense. "I need you to be honest with me. Why did you come on to the best man?" Brynn frowned, opening her mouth, but he put three fingers against her lips to stop her. "Was it because I wasn't enough for you? Because you wanted to explore? Or were you maybe, possibly trying to make me jealous?"


  She shook her head and stood to walk away, but a strong arm caught her around the waist and pulled her backwards. She fell onto Sam's lap, his erection pressing into her butt as he held her in place with both arms. "What are you doing? Let me go!" She struggled, but they both knew it was just a token. When she stilled, Sam leaned down, placing a gentle, chaste kiss on her lips.


  "I think you wanted to make me jealous." She shook her head again, but he just smiled. "You were trying to see what I'd do seeing you with another man, and it kind of got out of control, didn't it?"


  She thought about arguing, but he was so close to the truth, she simply lowered her eyes to his chest, absently playing with one of his shirt buttons. Maybe if she told him, he could help her figure things out. "I...I kept thinking about you, but I didn't want to be clingy. I didn't want to be that girl. So I thought maybe if I slept with someone else...and then you were there..." she stopped, not sure what else to say. It sounded so stupid. She should have kept her mouth shut.


  "Brynn. Look at me."


  She lifted her head, slowly. He smiled, a reassuring gesture that sent tingles down the back of her neck. "I guess that's pretty stupid, huh? Like I'm some silly high-school kid, instead of a grown woman."


  "I've been thinking about you too, you know." The words wrapped around her like soft velvet, soothing her fears. "I'm sorry I made you feel like I didn't want to see you again because you--because I was your first. I do, very much want to see you again." He traced a finger from her neck down the inside of her collar, his touch fire against her skin.


  "Really?" She cringed, looking down as soon as the word was out. Could she sound any more needy?


  He chuckled, that deep voice vibrating through her body and down between her legs. "Really. I mean, if you want to experiment with two guys sometime, that's okay too, but I'd like to explore just us for now, if that's okay with you."


  She half-laughed, half-sobbed, leaning into his chest and pressing her face against his neck. "I'd really like that," she said, her hand caressing his chest through his shirt. "Thank you," she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to his jaw. One of his hands slipped inside her robe, cupping a breast. He laughed, his fingers tracing the tape he'd put on earlier.


  "I think we can probably take these off now, don't you think?"


  Brynn nodded, pulling back to look in to those bright, sexy green eyes. "I was just waiting for you."


  ###
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