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The Proposal Book
1

Brooke squirmed in her seat
as Chris stared right back at her. His gaze was calculating, almost
as if he was planning something and was holding her imprisoned. She
urged her eyes to pull away from his enticing green ones, but it
was so hard. Liquid, molten heat was spreading through her limbs,
ending in a painful knot between her thighs. Her pussy was a wet
mess, and she was worried that everyone at the table would know
about it. Stop looking at me like
that! She wanted to scream, but he was too
intimidating. Besides, her sister would be pissed as hell if Brooke
ruined her wedding rehearsal by screaming at the groom’s
brother.

Chris lifted his head slightly and narrowed
his eyes, emanating raw heat. Brooke’s sharp, indrawn breath made
her sister, Valerie, turn around to face her. Brooke came back to
earth with a jolt.

“Are you okay, Brooke?” Valerie asked.

Brooked nodded way too eagerly. “Yeah. I’m
just feeling a little lightheaded. Do you mind if I step out for a
little bit?”

“Of course not.” Valerie had always been like
this, kind and understanding.

In her haste, the chair scraped awkwardly on
the floor as Brooke attempted to stand. In a flurry, Chris was
behind her, and her eyes were wide with shock. He didn’t say
anything, but his jaw was tense, a muscle moving spasmodically in
his cheek. Brooke had no choice but to walk outside, with Chris at
her heels.

She had half a mind to tell him off for
making her so nervous, but she herself couldn’t explain her
reaction to the man. She glanced at him and he had the same hard,
aloof expression. Finally, Brooke had had enough, and when she
turned around to snap at him angrily, she stilled with cold fear
spiraling through her limbs.

Chris was intimidating, masculine, and seemed
to exude an aura of authority. It was stamped onto his features,
and in the way he carried himself.

“Why… What are you doing?” Brooke stammered
awkwardly, her voice shaky.

“I’m showing you out. This is my house you
know?” His condescending glare made her seethe.

Brooke’s ears began to emanate steam. She
didn’t like being talked to this way. She was a successful
executive, and had hundreds of employees that catered to her
orders. She didn’t take orders, and she wasn’t going to start
anytime soon.

“Mr. Hunt,” she began with a stiff smile, “I
know the way to the terrace. You needn’t bother yourself. Please,
if you don’t mind, I’d like a moment alone.” Her teeth were
clenched, her eyes shooting sparks of anger.

Chris smiled at her, almost smirked, and
slipped his hands into his pants pockets. “The thing is…Miss.
Miller.” He paused. “You bother me. You bother me a lot. And I
don’t like how that makes me feel.”

Brooke’s eyes widened and her lips parted to
give him a biting retort, one that he deserved. Instead, she
noticed Chris’s eyes doing a provocative dance over her facial
features. His gaze was thorough, relaxed, and he took his time, as
if he was a master of what he was looking at. Her tongue got stuck
to the roof of her mouth, and her chest beat frantically.

Chris walked away and Brooke
should have been seething but she was just…in shock.
You bother me a lot. And I don’t like how that
makes me feel. Was the groom’s brother mad?
She had barely talked to him when they were introduced. Although
she couldn’t deny that there was raw, potent virility emanating
from every pore on Christopher Hunt’s body, she wasn’t
interested.

Relationships had been the only sore aspect
of Brooke’s life. Three past relationships had collapsed before any
serious commitment, and all for one reason alone.

Brooke’s professional success had been too
hard to handle for the men in her life. She knew that frequent
traveling, unpredictable hours, and her attachment to her work had
contributed to the ultimate mess in her personal life, but she had
learned to accept the fact. No man would ever be enough for Brooke,
and she would always put her career first.

**

Brooke refused to acknowledge Chris’s
presence at the table. The four-course, elaborate meal was being
served, and Brooke’s stomach tightened in protest at the sight.
Gorgeous seared scallops were adorning her plate, but she couldn’t
quiet the miserable feeling in the pit of her stomach. Christopher
Hunt had offended her and it was not a feeling she could easily
fathom.

Brooke was used to being in charge, of being
in control of what went on in her life – professional or personal.
She inwardly cursed the man for being the groom’s brother, which
meant that he would be in close proximity during the four days of
the wedding.

She glimpsed up without really meaning to,
knowing for sure that Chris would be watching her again.
Christopher Hunt was smiling, staring at his plate of food, while a
gorgeous blonde, probably in her early twenties, clung to his arm.
He seemed to be enjoying himself, and although uncalled-for, her
bones were suddenly taught with rage.

He had been staring at her face a few minutes
ago as if he wanted to have her for his next meal, preferably raw,
and now he was sitting there, thoroughly enjoying the clingy
blonde.

Brooke’s jaw tensed and she
shook herself mentally. What do I care? Why
do I give a damn what Christopher Hunt is doing?

Thankfully, her reverie was interrupted by
Valerie’s fiancé, Conner. He turned to tell her something about the
wedding photographer. Temporarily, her mind had broken out from
under the spell that Chris had placed upon her. But soon she found
herself wondering how two brothers, Conner and Chris, could look
and be so different.

Conner was blonde and lean, athletically
built. Chris was incredibly tall and his dark hair was as black as
sin. His features were chiseled, masculine, and heart-meltingly
gorgeous.

She lurched physically to
escape the pleasurable vision. What is
wrong with me? She screeched in her
head.

“You seem distracted,” Conner said with a
smile. “Did something happen with Chris?”

Brooke’s eyes widened and her face turned
white as a sheet. “No no no. No!”

Conner’s laugh sounded through the table.
“That’s a lot of no’s for a very simple question.” Brooke blushed
beetroot red and to her embarrassment, funny, carefree Conner was
not done. “Hey Chris? What did you say to Brooke? She’s acting a
little funny. All shaky and breathless.”

Snickers sounded at the table and Brooke
couldn’t lift her eyes. Burning, crippling embarrassment was
heating up her cheeks.

Chris saw the sandy-haired beauty sitting in
her seat, her head held high, her eyes averted. The embarrassed
blush on her cheeks – although beautiful – did not suit her. He
felt a sudden burst of possessive instinct. “Conner, keep your eyes
averted, turn to the left and stare at your affianced bride,” he
boomed.

Silence spilled through the inhabitants of
the table and several of the nearby guests who had heard the
exchange. Brooke’s eyes lifted instinctively, and what she felt was
beyond anything she had experienced. Her body was on fire. Giddy
happiness, liquid lust, and craving were the feelings ruling her
mind. Chris was looking at her with an expression that could only
be described as…tender.

A loud guffaw from Conner made everyone join
in, and Brooke saw the brothers exchange knowing smiles. To her
complete shock, Conner turned away from her, to the left, and
pointedly faced Valerie.

**

Chris stood at the balcony with a glass of
Brandy in his hand. His eyes were glued to a modestly dressed
figure seated at the bench outside. Brooke was tall, lean, and had
a figure that was made for a man’s hands.

My hands.

The thought interrupted him and he smiled to
himself. Even though Brooke was quite far, he could feel the scent
emanating for her body. It was fruity and fresh, just like she was,
and Chris was mesmerized.

Brooke sighed as she rested her back against
the bench. “I don’t know, Val. I didn’t even talk to him and he’s
acting like a complete freak. What’s up with him?”

“Chris is different than Conner. That’s all I
can say, Brooke.”

“You’re damn right he is. I don’t even think
he’s sane.” Where Christopher Hunt was concerned, Brooke had lost
the ability to think and analyze rationally. “Listen, I don’t know
why, but Chris…scares me.” Valerie’s face was close to Brooke’s and
she laughed out loud at that piece of information.

“Oh C’mon, Brooke!” Valerie cried.

“I’m not kidding. There’s something weird
going on with him. He scares me!”

Valerie doubled over in hilarity and scanned
the grounds for her fiancé. She didn't want him overhearing the
slander about Chris. “The only thing that’s weird is that anyone
can scare…you! You’re like he most un-scarable person I know.
What’s up with you?”

“I...” Brooke quieted. Valerie wasn’t getting
the point, but Brooke herself wasn’t sure that she got her
point.

**

Brooke tossed and turned in the wide, antique
bed. She was knackered, and her plans for a rest and a break had
been sorely trashed to the ground. After two years of constant work
and no vacation, she had finally viewed Valerie’s wedding as a
reprieve. She had wanted to laugh and joke and have fun.

Valerie and Brooke had always been close, but
because of Brooke’s fast-paced lifestyle, they had little time to
connect anymore. Bi-monthly phone calls were the sole contact they
had left and Brooke craved the sisterly banter, the closeness.

She cursed a certain raven-haired,
taller-than-the-devil man who was sleeping in the next bedroom. The
knowledge that he would be sleeping in the room directly next to
hers had been a shock. She had been incredibly drowsy before she
found out the sleeping arrangements.

Now, she couldn’t even blink an eye. The
right wall, which she knew was the only thing parting her from
Chris, seemed to have developed a life of its own. It was emanating
energy.

Unbidden, a memory of the way he had explored
her face with his eyes made her tense beneath the covers. His lips
were manly, molded perfectly, and a sudden fantasy of that mouth
caressing her neck made her curl into a fetal position.

Chris sat on the edge of his bed, facing the
wall that separated him from Brooke. It took every last ounce of
his control to not tear the wall down with his bare hands and get
to her. A memory of her blushing face split through his mind and he
cringed.

Never again, would he put Brooke in that
situation. She was a proud, spirited woman, and only he would make
her blush, bend to his will, submit to his needs. He was desperate
to curb her spirit.

**

The breakfast table was laden with goodies,
and Brook felt slightly better after a few hours of sleep. The
charisma, the magnetism of Christopher Hunt, seemed like a long ago
memory.

Some of the guests were going horseback
riding along the vast estate that belonged to the Hunts. It was
their family home and personally, Brooke thought it provided the
most pompous and wealthy display.

Stables packed to the rafters with horses of
magnificent breeds, a tennis-court, an Olympic-sized swimming pool,
and acres of well-tended lawns. Brooke was helped onto a horse by
one of the trainers and she sped off along the sides of the
property.

The wind in her hair, and the thudding of the
horse’s hooves was exhilarating. To her surprise, she saw a small
lake with a black, iron bridge. The lake was so tiny it didn’t even
need a bridge, but it was ornamental, and Brooke couldn’t help but
stop for a rest.

Chris watched from afar as Brooke’s black,
corduroy pants stretched taught over her behind. He swallowed. His
mouth was going dry. Brooke bent over the water, gazing into it as
if she was looking for something.

As Chris neared Brooke, she could hear a
horse’s hooves, but was engrossed in watching a fish that was
jiggling near the edge. She didn’t notice until the horse was right
behind her, and the rider standing firmly on the ground.

“That’s the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever
seen,” he said and Brooke lurched around.

“What?”

“That’s…the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever
seen,” he repeated, and Brooke realized he was watching her
ass.

A blush stained her cheeks and she glanced
about. “I uh...I was looking at a fish,” Brooke stammered and Chris
smiled.

“Glad to know.”

Brooke pursed her lips together. She was
getting angry again and she didn’t want to say anything to rile the
man. “Mr. Hunt -” she began.

“Doctor Hunt,” he said as if by habit, and
Brooke stood up.

“You’re a doctor?”

Chris wanted to chuckle at her expression of
pure disbelief. “You were saying…?” He wanted to hear her voice
again.

Brooke parted her lips and then forced
herself to calm down. “Dr. Hunt. I feel like…we got off on the
wrong foot somehow, when we didn’t even talk!” She couldn’t help
her sarcasm. “I have no idea what I did to offend you, and this
riddle is getting a little tedious.”

“Are you always like this?” His booming voice
sent shivers of excitement straight to her pussy.

“Like what?”

“Self-assured, forceful, determined. Need I
go on, Miss Miller?”

Somehow the man’s words made her feel better.
In Chris’s presence, she had been feeling like a prissy little
teenager with no confidence. She was glad that it was not how she
had come across.

“Feisty?” he added just when she was about to
speak up again.

Brooke saw the glimmer of flaming heat in his
green orbs. Her ability to speak disappeared and Chris took a step
toward her. She couldn’t move and the incomprehensible tightening
of her pussy was almost painful. His scent, musky, distinctive, and
heady, was filling her nostrils. She inhaled sharply, willing to
fill herself with his scent. Her head tilted back to look into his
eyes and she swallowed audibly. Chris’s condescending smirk
returned but Brooke was immobile in his nearness. “You’ll have to
learn to look down,” he said, sliding his hand over her bare
arm.

His knuckles traced a path down the length of
her arm, scorching a trail into her skin. Brooke’s chest rose and
fell in rapid jerks, but Chris didn’t look away from her eyes.
“Look away, Brooke,” he whispered, and her eyes narrowed, unsure.
She couldn’t think straight. She wondered if she could even hear
him right. Why would she want to look away from his bright, green
eyes?

Swiftly, Chris’s large hand clasped her wrist
tightly, and Brooke jolted to reality. “Look… away…Brooke,” he said
almost shakily, but his tone was harsh, his words hissing through
his teeth.

Brooke’s eyes fell away from his face, and
she felt exhilarated, shocked, and inexplicably horny at the same
time. Chris bent his head, his lips pressing firmly onto the curve
of her neck.

“Aah!” A gasp escaped Brooke’s lips and her
head fell back. She lifted her hands to grab onto his
shoulders.

Chris jerked as her small, dainty hand
touched his shoulder. He grabbed both of her wrists firmly, yanking
them behind her back. Brooke cried out in shock and pain. Chris’s
teeth grazed her neck softly, leaving behind a delicate wetness. A
jolt traveled from Brooke’s neck, down her torso, ending forcefully
at her pussy – making it clench. She knew her pussy was drenched in
lust, but she didn’t know what this enigmatic, mysterious man
wanted.

As quickly as it had begun, it was over.
Chris pushed her away and released her hands, turning his back to
her and lifting onto his horse. Brooke’s limbs were numb and
sensitized at the same time, her knees wobbly, her toes tingling.
Chris had awakened a consuming lust in her body and her panties
were soaked through.

But he was gone. Brooke saw
his body bent over the horse like a pro as he sped away from the
property. How can he not be affected when
I’m unable to move? She screamed at herself
in her mind.

Chris was panting, gasping for air as he
attempted to ride his horse into the ground. He needed to cool
down, and it wasn’t happening.

He had never felt so completely shaken after
what was just a simple peck on the neck. He was thirty-five years
old, and he was so aroused, he was sure even his first sexual
exploit at the age of thirteen had been more controlled.

An image of Brooke’s liquid brown eyes
staring up at him wafted through his mind, followed by the way she
had timidly submitted to his order. It had taken a bit of prodding
but she had done it, and that was when his ardor had blown out of
control.

His cock had surged with the massive flow of
blood rushing through it, and his balls had tightened with the need
to empty themselves. He had wanted to fuck Brooke then and there,
beside the lake, in the middle of the afternoon – and he had wanted
to do it bad.

The urgency of wanting to claim Brooke as his
was unbearable. Never had Christopher Hunt lost control. Control
was what ruled him, he fed off it, but it was always in the privacy
of his bedroom. He was by nature a controlling person, a
dominant.

Brooke was a highflying executive who ordered
people around. She was her own boss, and that had shown in her
personality. She wasn’t used to doing anything she didn’t want to
do. Chris’s cock tightened in arousal again as he pictured the
confident, gorgeous woman with the chocolate-brown eyes. He wanted
her. He wanted her badly, but she would have to concede to his
will.

**

Valerie winced as Brooke grabbed her arm and
dragged her into a room, which turned out to be a spacious office.
“What has gotten into you?” Valerie whispered as Brooke stomped
around the space, checking if there was anyone inside.

“I need to talk to you.” Brooke’s eyes were
wild.

“What’s that?” Valerie asked and touched a
small, pink mark on her sister’s neck. Brooke jumped as Valerie’s
fingers brushed over the spot where Chris had bitten her. “Did you
scratch yourself?” Brooke pushed Valerie’s hand away.

“How much do you know about Chris?” Brooke
was wringing her hands like a timid child and Valerie was confused
by her behavior.

“Umm…the standard things?” she said
questioningly. “He’s a surgeon? Thirty-five or thirty-six years
old?” She stopped but Brooke was so engrossed, nodding her head so
eagerly that she continued on in a ramble. “He eats a lot. Conner
loves him? Umm…he has black hair – what is wrong with you, Brooke?”
she cried finally, grabbing her sister’s arms.

“He -” Brooke was confused. What could she
say? She had already told Valerie the man scared her. She had felt
his electric, sexual magnetism, his authoritativeness, and that
wasn’t reason enough to be scared.

“Did he do something to you?” Valerie’s eyes
were wide.

“No! I mean yes. But nothing bad.”

They stood in silence and Valerie noticed the
change in her older sister’s expression. She tilted her head to the
side, and a knowing smile spread across her face. “Are you…do you
have a crush on my future brother-in-law?”

Broke attempted an awkward laugh, but it
seemed fake even to her own ears. “No! Of course not!”

“Brooke!” Valerie cried, snickering like they
always did when they were little. “C’mon! You can’t fool me.”

“I don’t know, Val! He’s just so...
intimidating!”

“Well, people would say that about you too,
Brooke,” she chided.

“But not with him. God! I feel like a trapped
hare when he’s around. He’s daunting! Frightening!” Brooke was
glaring.

“Oh, stop being such a drama queen! It
doesn’t suit you. Besides, Chris is incredibly good-looking and I
don’t feel the least bit scared of him.”

 

Brooke thought over it, and she was trying to
understand what Chris was after. “Yes, he’s incredibly
good-looking. I’ll give you that. But, he wants something from
me!”

“What?” Valerie cried in frustration.

“I don’t know! But it’s not right. I have a
feeling.”

Valerie closed her eyes. She wanted to help
her sister but Brooke was being irrational. “Okay, Brooke, listen
to me,” she grasped Brooke’s arms. “If he says something or does
something weird, tell me about it and we’ll discuss this again.
Right now, my wedding guests are out there without a host, and I
hope you realize that I need to be out there!”

“I’m sorry. Yeah, yeah go.”

Valerie clasped Brooke’s hand in a soothing
grasp. “Maybe he just likes you,” she said before leaving.

I don’t think so,
Brooke’s sharp mind sang.

**

“I hope it turns out perfect, for Valerie.”
Conner was scanning the development on his spacious lawn. Several
uniformed men were unloading hundreds of chairs from a truck.

Brooke smiled at the lovable, handsome man
who was marrying her sister. “It’s going to be great.”

Conner was lost in thought, watching the
truck. “I just want to make her happy,” he said with an embarrassed
grin.

Brooke slid her hand in the crook of his arm.
“You’re a good man, Conner. I’m glad Valerie found you. I’m sure
you’ll make her really happy.”

“You think so?” he said with a confident,
smug look.

“I know so. Otherwise, I know where to find
you!” she threatened playfully.

They laughed aloud, and an unmistakably
forced, interfering cough made Brooke turn around guiltily. The
sight of Chris in a black dress-shirt and grey chinos took her
breath away, and then she looked up at his face.

His facial features were set
in a hard mask, and his eyes were glued to the hand she had on
Conner’s arm. Her grip loosened instinctively and then sense
returned. She grasped Conner’s arm tighter. Who is he to glare at me like he’s my father and I’m a
thirteen-year-old?

“How’s it going, Chris? Did you meet the
Reverend?” Conner asked, oblivious to the exchange.

“Yes!” Chris seemed on edge, and Conner found
the perfect opportunity to try and get under his brother’s
skin.

“What…did I do now?” he said with a chuckle
and Chris stared at him straight in the eye, before looking down at
Brooke’s hand on his arm. Understanding dawned, and Conner’s smile
faded. “O...kay,” he said and gently but firmly detangled Brooke’s
hand from his limb, before excusing himself.

Brooke stared at him dumbstruck, but he was
biting back a smile behind Chris’s back. Swiftly, and very
embarrassingly for her, he smiled at Brooke and gave her a wink,
pointing toward Chris.

Anger poured over her chest like scalding
water and she glared at Chris. “What is wrong with you? Why do you
do this weird stuff around me and no one else?”

“What are you talking about?” he said with
chuckle.

“You…why does everybody think you’re a
completely nice guy when I think you’re completely miserable?”

Chris’s smile froze and he stepped closer.
She glared into his eyes, but had to blink several times in order
to hold his piercing stare. His eyes were…intense.

“You weren’t thinking I’m ‘completely
miserable,’” he whispered huskily, “when I bit your neck this
morning.” The blood rushed into Brooke’s face and she glanced away.
“Don’t look away, Brooke. By all means stare at me, and I’ll order
you to look away.”

Brooke’s pussy clenched delightfully tight.
“That!” she cried, pointing at him. “That is what’s so weird about
you! I couldn’t explain it to Valerie this morning but that’s just
it!”

Chris’s jaw tensed. “What exactly…did you
tell Valerie?”

The way he said it, and the tone he used,
made Brooke’s throat go dry. His voice was like gravelly steel,
cold and unyielding. She shouldn’t have mentioned Valerie. “I don’t
know what you’re talking about.”

Chris’s brow furrowed and he narrowed his
yes. “What do you mean you don’t know? You just said you told
Valerie -”

“I...don’t know…what you’re talking about,”
she said emphatically. She was angry and frustrated. She glowered
at him, her head tilted back to be able to look into his eyes. He
was so incredibly tall.

A deep, throaty rumble of laughter bubbled up
from the eternally serious man, and he slid his hands into his
pants pockets.

“What’s so funny?” Chris was standing so
close to her that she was getting breathless. Her back was tense
with all the pent-up lust in her veins, spreading and then going to
waste because it wasn’t culminating in any relief.

He chuckled again and looked her straight in
the eye. “I’m going to enjoy it so much…when I spank your little
ass…and all this pride is sprawled naked on my bed.”

Brooke’s mouth fell open and coldness
traveled down her back. His eyes were piercing into her soul and
all traces of his earlier hilarity had disappeared. They were so
green, so terrifying at that moment. But her pussy repeatedly did
that inexplicable tightening thing, where it begged her for some
sort of relief. She glanced away, her chest constricting. What in
the world did the man want?

She felt like a helpless deer, at his mercy,
while he was a black panther. His strong, green eyes completed the
look perfectly, and for the first time in her life, she wanted to
run. She wanted to run out of the house, off the property, and into
her car – never to return.

The things holding her back were her pride
and the fact that Valerie would be heartbroken if she left. She was
all the family Brooke had left.

Then another thing made its presence known.
Her body, tingling with arousal, seared with the lust this man had
awakened in her. She hadn’t had sex in two years and before that
moment she hadn’t missed it at all. But now, even though he hadn’t
said anything particularly erotic, nor touched her, she was on
fire.

She swallowed past the lump of lust clogging
her throat, and Chris’s expression changed. He reached for her face
with his right hand and she jumped out of his reach instinctively.
He stopped, and his eyes narrowed.

“Are you scared of me?” he said in
disbelief.

Yes! She wanted to scream, but shook her head vehemently
No instead. Tears were
shining in her brown eyes and Chris felt like a monster.

“Hey,” he said softly, reaching for her face
again. She tried to pull away but he touched his knuckles to her
cheek. The soft caress up and down her face made Brooke gasp and
she glanced down at Chris’s shiny, black shoes. “Don’t be scared of
me.” His voice was different and Brooke looked up, confused by the
sudden change in him. “Come to my room tonight,” he began, but she
looked so scandalized by the suggestion that he couldn’t bite back
a smile. “I won’t hurt you. I just want to talk,” he said.

**

Chris rested his hip against the edge of his
bedside table, watching the prim and proper, beautiful woman
sitting on his bed. Just the sight of her siting there made him
want to clasp her tits in his palms and crush them until she cried
out. But he held his ground. This had to work out as he planned. He
wanted her, but on his terms, no matter what.

Brooke stared at the carpet, then her black
high-heeled pumps, and then the curtains. She was avoiding looking
Chris in the eye, because his eyes pierced through her and were
unbearable to stare into sometimes. She was vividly aware of the
masculinity he emanated. It was too tangible, too harsh.

Chris sighed and Brooke jumped, her eyes
shooting up.

“Why are you so fidgety around me?”

Brooke furrowed her brow. “You’re weird,” she
said simply.

Chris guffawed and it did nothing to soothe
Brooke’s nerves. “I’m weird or you feel weird around me?” he said
knowingly.

Brooke blushed to the ends of her hair. “I
don’t know what you’re talking about.”

”Do you always do this? Deny all knowledge of
the matter when it’s out of your control?”

Brooke glanced up and a hint of a smile was
lurking on her lips. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Chris’s smile froze and arousal tightened his
loins. He wanted her so badly. She was there, she was gorgeous, and
she was his – no matter what. “I want you in my bed,” he blurted
out and Brooke’s eyes widened.

“I…uh,” she stammered, instinctively standing
up. He closed the distance between them within moments. His hands
clasped her ass in both hands, and a pained moan escaped Brooke’s
lips.

“I want to fuck you, Brooke,” he said in a
sure, confident tone. Brooke’s insides melted and seeped out
through the folds of her pussy. She tightened them automatically.
“I want to spank these…so bad," he said, kneading the flesh of her
behind.

Brooke wanted to jerk away from him, but she
was frozen in place, somehow aroused by his words like she had
never imagined possible. Chris saw the fear shimmering in her
liquid brown eyes.

“Don’t worry. I’ll go slow the first time.
Build it up slowly.”

“No!” Brooke managed to rasp out and was
shocked that she had said it out loud.

“Yes, Brooke,” Chris leaned closer to her
lips, two inches separating her quivering, parted ones and his
chiseled, molded ones. His fingertips gently dug into her
asscheeks. “I will spank you, and it will hurt, and I will spank
you harder.” Brooke’s sharp, indrawn breath seemed to propel Chris
faster toward attaining her. “Then, I’ll fuck you -” His sentence
was cut short as Brooke flung his hands away and stepped back.

She looked like an enraged virago, and her
eyes were bright. Chris was no novice. He knew the look on her
face. She was horny, and she wanted to be with him.

A battle was raging in Brooke’s mind. She
hadn’t had sex in years, and Chris’s large body made her feel all
sorts of…lust. Timidly, she stepped forward again and lifted her
face for his kiss. Chris smiled, watching her face, eyes closed,
lips parted. He wasn’t going to kiss her, but she didn’t know
that.

Instead of a pair of hungry lips, Brooke felt
a thumb caressing her bottom lip. He tugged her lip down to bare
her perfect, white teeth.

“Do you know what I want to do with this
mouth?” he asked.

“No.” Brooke’s whisper was fevered.

“I want to fuck it, deep, until my cum slides
down your throat.”

Brooke’s knees wobbled and her throat went
dry. “What are you waiting for?” she moaned, and Chris’s face
tensed.

God he wanted her. He wanted her so bad, he
was tempted to throw his usual planning and discussion away, and
just ram his boner down her neck. He struggled to control himself,
and clutched her ass again.

“Kneel,” he whispered, and saw Brooke’s face
go white. She was disappointed that he hadn’t kissed her, and
thought he just wanted to feed her his cock. Chris’s heart pounded
crazily as the successful, proud executive kneeled at his feet, and
placed her hands gently on his trouser-clad thighs. He slapped her
hands away, and Brooke was shocked.

“Hands behind your back,” he said and Brooke
was so lost in the mindless frenzy of her arousal, she did as
bidden. Chris liked the way she was taking orders, and he caressed
the top of her head with his hand. The loving gesture seemed
demeaning when she was kneeling at his feet, and when he said,
“Good girl, Brooke,” Brooke tensed.

“What are you doing, Chris?” she whimpered
from her vantage point near his buttoned-up fly.

It was time for her to know,
and Chris tensed for her reaction. He slid his hand through her
hair and clasped a handful gently. “You aren’t allowed to take my
name, Brooke." His face changed, and so did his voice. “I am your
master. You submit to my will and you will refer to me as Sir.”

Brooke watched the transformation before her
eyes. Chris was morphing into a harsh, steely man, and his voice,
although low, was booming with authority. She couldn’t help but be
affected by it.

Never had a man talked to her like that, and
she wouldn’t have allowed it if someone had tried. But Chris, he
was so powerful, so enigmatic. She was putty before him. She was in
a trance, under his spell, and try as she might she couldn’t break
free.

Chris waited for her to react and was shocked
that his spirited virago was silently watching, her eyes full of
submission. His cock surged more, hardened more, and meaningfully,
he reached for his fly with his free hand.

Her hair was soft in his grasp, and he
tightened his hold swiftly, making her beautiful face wince. Brooke
was mesmerized, and her mind was meekly asking her to run, flee,
but her body was a slave to Chris. She was unsure what it was he
wanted, or what she was supposed to do, but she knew she wanted to
do it.

Chris undid his fly and parted it, before
stepping back. “Stand up!” he ordered and his voice was thundering,
although not loud. He flipped her around and pulled down the zipper
that held her cobalt-blue dress in place. It fell away, and to his
pained delight, Chris saw that she wore no bra.

His breath harsh, he saw the small, blue
thong lodged in her crack and he slid his finger down her back.
Brooke shivered at the touch on her bare skin and tensed as it
headed south. His finger slid through her crack and swiftly dug
inside, pulling out the thong. Brooke moaned, her asscheeks
tightening, and Chris swallowed.

He jerked her thong and slipped it over one
round, white asscheek. One touch of her behind, and his control
snapped. “Get down,” he hissed and Brooke stepped forward,
breathless, unsure.

Her pussy was drenched in her juices, and the
liquid was sliding down her inner thigh. Her firm tits swayed
gently and she yelped as Chris clasped her waist to push her over
the bed. She fell flat on her face, confused about what he wanted
to do, and then his words returned to her befuddled senses.

I will spank you, and it will hurt, and I
will spank you harder.

She inhaled sharply, her chest tightening in
fear, and just when she was about to protest, Chris’s hand landed
onto her ass.

Brooke screamed as scalding pain seared her
cheek. She had forgotten that they were in a house full of wedding
guests. Bending forward, Chris clasped her mouth. “Shh,” he
whispered in her ear. The dominating, authoritative tone made her
pulse quicken. Her lips were clasped beneath one large palm while
the other palm caressed her sore behind.

Brooke’s ass was throbbing, and liquid lust
seeped through her pussy with need. She was sprawled naked on
Chris’s bed, with her thong draped over her ass, and he was
spanking her with his large palm.

“Unh!” she moaned, pushing her hips up,
urging him to touch her more, hurt her more. Chris was
flabbergasted by her responsiveness, by her submission. He hadn’t
expected it, and it was clawing at his throbbing loins with a
titanic strength.

He was losing control of his arousal, and all
because this brown-eyed girl was offering him her ass to spank. He
pulled back, releasing her lips and lifted his hand high up. He
brought it down with a loud crash and saw her ass tighten, the firm
flesh jiggling with the force.

Brooke’s eyes widened and a scream erupted
past her lips. She pressed her face into the mattress, muffling her
sounds, and clawed at the sheets in desperation. It hurt. God it
hurt, but it felt so, so good. Chris’s palm crashed down on the
exact same spot, and the mattress muffled her squeal, once
again.

Every time his palm hit her behind, she came
closer to a tumultuous orgasm. After years of forced abstinence, it
was too hurried, too hungry.

“Oh, Chris!” she whimpered.

“Sir!” he snarled in her ear, yanking at her
hair. She cried out, her eyes watering. This time when his palm
landed on her ass, he grunted with the force. Brooke whined and
jerked on the bed, her smooth, flawless asscheeks branded by the
shape of his large hand.

The sight of the red mark made Chris bend
over and slide his tongue over the sore spot. Brooke moaned,
lifting her ass up, and embarrassment washed over her. Chris had
clasped her asscheeks in both hands and parted them wide, too wide.
He blew softly onto her spread-open pussy lips, and Brooke
tensed.

“Please!” she begged and the sound seemed to
be torn out of her chest.

Chris chuckled shakily, watching the pink,
glistening petals dangling from her slit. He slipped them between
his fingers and tugged tightly. “You’re so pink and soft down
here,” Chris whispered. Brooke gasped as her orgasm reared forward,
but his fingers abandoned her pussy and he blew on it again. The
knowledge that his lips were so close to her wet folds filled her
with lust, and she clenched her pussy lips tightly together.

The sight of Brooke trying desperately to
soothe her swollen pussy made him grunt, and he cursed the clothes
that still confined his cock. He wanted to free it swiftly and ram
it up her tight, closed-up pussy. Gritting his teeth, he slipped
one finger forcefully up her soaking wet pussy. “God, you’re tight,
Brooke!”

“Oh God!” Brooke cried out, shaking as the
first ripples of her orgasm flowed through her limbs. She pushed
her hips back, taking his finger deeper, and his knuckles pressed
against her.

Instantly, Chris pulled his finger out, and
his breath was harsh. “Stay here!” He jerked down his pants and
stood up to lose his shirt. Brooke lay on his bed face down, her
knees on the carpet, her toes curled up in hungry desperation.

Just when she thought she would surely die of
wanting, something smooth and rubbery – hard – slid up and down her
slit.

“Oh please! Oh please. Take me! Take me I’m
dying!” She sobbed. Her pussy curled up in ravenous craving to
swallow his cock into its depths.

Chris wanted to hear her
beautiful, proud voice call him Sir. He was driven by a madness that
had never consumed him before this day, before this strong, willful
woman. “Call me Sir!” he hissed forcefully and Brooke
swallowed.

Even in her starved, lusty, and depraved
state, and on the brink of orgasm, the word got lodged in her
throat and wouldn’t spill past her lips. She clenched her eyes shut
as Chris forcefully teased her pussy with his cock, tracing circles
over her quivering vagina, never penetrating a millimeter.

Just the knowledge of what she had so close,
what she could have, made her want to cry out in helplessness.
Chris knew he was going to win. He knew it just as surely as he
knew he was going to let her cum, on his own terms.

“Let me hear it, baby. What do you want?” he
whispered and Brooke bit her lip.

Chris clasped the base of his cock and guided
it upward, to the tight, puckered-up asshole begging to be touched.
Brooke lurched up and her limbs tensed, making Chris chuckle
breathlessly. “I have all night, Brooke.” He slid the wet cock back
down, rubbing her clit forcefully with the head.

Her will, her pride, flowed out of her and
she arched her back. “Please, take me...Sir!” she added reverently
and her submission made Chris’s cock almost burst right there.

He rammed his cock up her body, deep,
clenching his teeth as her wetness clasped hungrily at his shaft.
“Oh yeah!” he moaned, and Brooke jerked beneath him. Her orgasm
erupted with a force that tensed her limbs, and made her grind her
hips in circles. She pushed her open, gasping mouth into the
mattress. Her cum poured out of her, wetting his balls.

Chris’s pelvis was ramming onto her hips,
hitting the sore, throbbing place where he had spanked her. He was
going to cum, too soon, but he couldn’t control it. He didn’t even
want to try. The temptress on his bed was sucking his shaft with
her pussy, and draining him of everything he had.

His cock swelled in her depths and he jerked
it out, sliding the wet, soaked prick over her crack. His semen
spurted heavily and Chris grunted into her ear.

Brooke lay beneath him, impaled to his shaft.
Her sense finally returned, and she surfaced from oblivion. Chris’s
leg was against hers, his pubic hair prickling her ass. Chris’s
hands were right next to hers on the bed. Unthinkingly, she reached
for his hand and then stilled as he yanked it away.

“Stay there,” he said and she noticed a
change in his tone. He seemed almost angry.

Her face lifted off the mattress and her lips
parted in surprise. Smooth, soft silk slid onto her wrists. Before
she knew it, her wrists were bound together with a maroon scarf…and
tightened.

Bracing her weight on her elbows, Brooke
jerked herself off the bed and stood up with her bound wrists in
front of her. Chris had the first glimpse of her round, perfect
tits – each peaked with a pink nipple like a supple cherry. He
didn’t notice the anger and fury in Brooke’s eyes.

“Untie me! Untie me now!” she screeched.
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