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Hunter was still in the kitchen when Daniel suggested we head downtown. He said it offhand, rinsing his coffee mug, like it didn’t matter. But the look Hunter gave me over the rim of his glass made my chest lock tight.
By noon, we were in his SUV again, Daniel in front with the map pulled up on his phone, Hunter driving, me in the back. The leather smelled faintly of sun-warmed vinyl, Hunter’s cologne still lingering from the morning. My dress stuck slightly to my thighs from the heat. I pressed them together, trying not to shift, but every bump in the road pushed me closer to him.
We parked in a tight garage under the hotel. Daniel climbed out first, already talking about checking in, his voice echoing sharp against the concrete walls. Hunter got out slower, circling around to my door. When he opened it, his hand extended again, palm steady, eyes locked on mine.
I placed my hand in his, the skin of his palm rough, his grip firm, pulling me up. My breath caught when he let it linger just one second longer than necessary before releasing me.
The lobby was cool after the garage heat, the blast of air conditioning brushing my bare arms. Bright tiles gleamed under the lights, the faint smell of polish in the air. Daniel handled the desk, chatting with the clerk, credit card out. I stood a step back, purse clutched to my side, and felt Hunter’s presence behind me. His arm brushed mine lightly, deliberate.
“Two rooms,” Daniel told the clerk, sliding the card back into his wallet.
My head snapped toward him. “Two?”
“Cheaper this way,” he said, pocketing the key cards. “Hunter gets his own. We’ll take the other.”
“Fine,” Hunter said. His voice was steady, but his eyes stayed on me when he said it.
The elevator doors opened with a soft chime. Daniel stepped in first, Hunter followed, and I slid between them. The enclosed space hummed with mechanical movement as the numbers lit one by one. Hunter stood close enough that his sleeve brushed my arm with each shift of the elevator. Daniel scrolled his phone, distracted, not seeing the way Hunter’s hand almost touched mine against the railing.
The doors opened on the eighth floor. The hallway smelled faintly of carpet cleaner, the air still. Daniel swiped us into a corner room. The curtains were drawn, but the light from the window cut through the edges, soft across the bed.
Hunter lingered in the doorway. “I’ll drop my bag.”
“Yeah,” Daniel said. “We’ll meet you downstairs for a drink?”
Hunter’s eyes didn’t move from mine. “Five minutes.”
Daniel tossed his suitcase onto the bed, pulling his phone charger free. “I’ll shower quick.” He was already peeling his shirt over his head, his back turned.
Hunter’s door clicked shut down the hall. My pulse slammed hard. The water in the bathroom hissed on. I sat on the edge of the bed, my legs pressed tight together, dress hem riding higher as I leaned forward, trying to breathe steady.
Daniel’s voice carried through the bathroom door, muffled under the spray of water. I stood, pacing once across the room, then back. My chest was too tight, my dress clinging to damp skin. The hallway outside was silent.
I slipped the door open, easing it shut behind me without a sound. The carpet felt thick under my heels as I walked down to Hunter’s room. My knuckles hovered once, then tapped lightly.
The door opened fast, like he had been waiting. He wore only dark jeans, the button undone, his chest bare and damp from a shower. A bead of water slid down from his collarbone. His eyes fixed on me, sharp, steady.
“You came,” he said quietly.
I nodded, stepping inside. The curtains were pulled wide, sunlight spilling across the bed. His suitcase sat half-open on the floor, clothes folded in neat stacks. The air smelled of soap and his skin.
He closed the door, the latch snapping firm. His hand caught my wrist, pulling me closer. His mouth pressed against mine, hard, no hesitation. I gasped into him, the taste of mint on his tongue, his hand already sliding up my thigh, dragging the hem of my dress higher.
“Daniel, ” I whispered, but it broke off into a moan when his fingers pressed between my legs, firm through the thin fabric.
“He’s in the shower,” Hunter said, low against my ear. His breath was hot on my neck. “You’ve got time.”
My knees buckled. He pushed me back against the wall, lifting my leg around his hip, his hand gripping the back of my thigh. My head tipped back as his mouth trailed down my throat, teeth grazing my skin.
I gripped his shoulders, my nails biting into the hard muscle. “This is insane.”
“You like insane.” His voice was steady, calm, even as his hand slid under my panties and found me wet, open.
A sharp knock rattled the door. My heart seized.
“Room service,” a voice called.
Hunter grinned against my neck. He stepped back, adjusting his jeans, his hand brushing down my hip like a warning. He opened the door just enough to take the tray, the server never glancing inside. The clink of glass and ice filled the quiet as Hunter set it on the dresser.
I stood frozen, chest heaving, my panties damp and clinging.
“Stay,” he said, pouring a drink, the ice cracking in the glass. He handed it to me, his eyes never leaving mine. “Daniel won’t be long.”
I took it, my hand shaking so hard the liquid sloshed. He stepped closer, plucking the glass from my fingers, setting it down untouched. His hand slid to the back of my neck, pulling me in again, his mouth crushing mine.
Hunter’s mouth moved hard against mine, his tongue pushing deep until I was gasping. His jeans pressed rough against my bare thigh where he held me up, the button still open, the sharp edge of the zipper brushing my skin.
“Hunter, ” I whispered again, but his hand slid between my legs and cut the word off with a jolt of heat that made my hips buck against his fingers.
“You’re already shaking,” he said, quiet, his breath steady.
I tried to push his chest, weakly, but his muscles didn’t give. My palms pressed flat against him, slick with the damp of his shower, his skin hot under my touch. He kissed me again, slower now, tongue sliding against mine, his hand working me in slow circles until I broke into a low moan against his mouth.
The sound made him grin. “That’s it.”
I froze at the slam of a door down the hall. My chest locked. Daniel’s voice drifted faintly, cheerful, muffled through the walls. Hunter didn’t move his hand. If anything, he pressed harder, his thumb grinding, his fingers sliding slicker by the second.
My knees buckled, my leg slipped lower from his hip, but he caught me, one arm around my waist, holding me pinned to the wall. My breath came fast, my forehead dropping to his shoulder, my lips brushing his skin.
“I can’t, ”
“You already are,” he murmured.
His pace quickened. My thighs clamped around his hand but it only trapped him tighter against me, every stroke sharper, deeper. I bit his shoulder hard to stay quiet, the taste of salt and skin on my tongue.
The sound of running water cut through the silence again. Daniel was back in the shower.
Hunter shifted, tugging my panties down in one fast move, ripping them halfway before I could stop him. The thin fabric tore with a soft snap, dangling useless around my ankle. He freed himself with his other hand, the sound of the zipper dropping sharp in the quiet room.
My eyes widened. “No, we don’t, ”
“Yes,” he said, steady, pushing forward until the hard heat of him pressed against me.
I shook my head, whispering, “Daniel, ” but my hips tilted up anyway, traitorous, the wet ache between my legs desperate.
Hunter shoved into me in one hard thrust that knocked the air from my lungs. I clutched his shoulders, my nails digging in, my mouth falling open in a silent cry. The stretch burned sharp, hot, unbearable, but I couldn’t pull away. My body clenched around him instantly, every nerve on fire.
“Quiet,” he growled in my ear, holding me pinned.
I nodded fast, my forehead pressed to his neck, my teeth biting down on his damp skin. His hips slammed forward again, harder, the wall shuddering faintly behind me. My hands clawed his back, my chest heaving with each thrust.
The sound of Daniel humming drifted through the wall, faint, too close.
Hunter didn’t stop.
The wall thudded once with the force of him inside me, and I froze, panic spiking. Daniel’s voice carried clearer now through the water spray, a short laugh at something on his phone. My whole body went rigid.
Hunter’s hand clamped at the back of my neck, pressing me into his shoulder. “Breathe,” he whispered, his voice calm, low. His cock stayed buried inside me, thick and unmoving, the weight of him unbearable in the stillness.
I tried to shift but his grip held me steady. My chest rose sharp against his, my nipples tight under the thin fabric of my dress, pressed flat to his slick skin. His lips brushed my ear. “You’ll make a sound if I move again.”
He was right. My throat burned from holding it back.
The water in the pipes groaned, then shut off. My heart jumped.
Hunter pulled out slow, almost gentle, then pressed back in with one steady thrust that made me bite down on his shoulder to stifle the cry clawing up my throat. My teeth sank hard into his skin. He didn’t flinch.
“Good girl,” he murmured, grinding deep, his hips rolling in a slow rhythm that kept me clenching tight around him, shaking.
The bathroom door creaked. Daniel’s footsteps padded across the carpet in our room, only feet away. Hunter’s hand covered my mouth instantly, his palm hot, firm, his other arm locking me tighter against him. He stayed buried deep, still, silent, every muscle coiled.
“Kayla?” Daniel called faintly, voice muffled through the wall.
My pulse slammed. I tried to answer, but Hunter’s hand pressed harder, sealing the sound in my throat.
Daniel’s phone buzzed once, the sound carrying faintly, then his voice dropped into a low mutter. A pause. The creak of bedsprings followed. He must have sat down.
Hunter’s eyes locked on mine, dark, unrelenting. His hips shifted, just an inch, enough to drag a sharp moan from me that his palm caught before it escaped. My body convulsed, grinding helplessly against him.
The bedsprings groaned again next door, Daniel shifting. The silence that followed was heavier than anything.
Hunter eased his hand from my mouth, sliding his fingers to my jaw, tilting my face up to him. His lips hovered over mine, his breath hot. “Say you’ll come back tonight,” he whispered.
I shook my head, trembling. “I can’t.”
“You will.” His thrusts deepened suddenly, fast, two sharp drives that sent me clenching hard around him, a muffled gasp escaping before I could stop it. His mouth crushed down over mine, swallowing the sound.
My body broke against him, release tearing through me hard enough that my nails raked down his back. My thighs clamped, trapping him inside, the pulsing heat impossible to hide.
Daniel’s voice carried faintly again, casual, distracted, calling someone on his phone. He didn’t hear.
Hunter held me pinned, his mouth still locked on mine, riding my spasms until I was limp against the wall, sweat dripping down my temple.
When he pulled out, slow, I almost cried from the emptiness.
“You’ll come back,” he said again, calm, certain.
Dinner was quiet. Too quiet. Daniel talked about a client over plates of pasta in the hotel restaurant, his fork scraping against porcelain, his eyes darting at his phone every few minutes. I nodded when I had to, sipped my wine too fast, and felt Hunter’s gaze on me from across the table the entire time.
He didn’t say much. He didn’t have to. Every time I shifted in my seat, every time I raised my glass, I could feel his eyes on my throat, my chest, my legs under the table. My skin burned from it.
By the time we finished, Daniel was already yawning. “I’m shot,” he said, wiping his mouth with a napkin. “Let’s head up.”
The elevator ride was brutal. Daniel leaned against the mirrored wall, eyes half-closed, muttering about how early the morning would come. Hunter stood beside me, his hand brushing the back of mine where it rested on the rail. The contact was brief, but it lit my skin like fire.
On our floor, Daniel headed straight into our room, tossing his key card on the dresser and pulling his shirt off before the door even clicked shut. “Shower and bed,” he mumbled, already stripping down to his boxers.
I stood frozen at the edge of the bed, my heart hammering.
Hunter’s door closed softly down the hall.
Daniel disappeared into the bathroom, the hiss of water starting up again. I sat on the edge of the mattress, my dress pulled tight across my thighs, my purse clutched to my side.
The knock came soft, quick.
I jumped, staring at the door. Another knock, firmer this time.
My legs moved before my head did. I eased the door open an inch. Hunter stood there, shirtless, dark jeans hanging low on his hips, the hall light shadowing the lines of his chest. His eyes didn’t leave mine.
“Come here,” he said, voice quiet, certain.
“I can’t.” The words came out weak.
“You already did earlier.” His hand lifted, brushing his thumb over my lower lip. “Don’t pretend you won’t again.”
The water hissed steady behind me. Steam curled under the bathroom door. Daniel was only feet away.
I stepped out, pulling the door shut soft behind me.
Hunter took my wrist, leading me quick and silent down the hall to his room. He swiped his card, opened the door, and pulled me inside.
The curtains were still open. City lights spilled across the bed, glowing faint on the sheets. He shut the door with a sharp click, locked it, then turned on me fast.
His mouth crashed against mine, rough, consuming. His hands slid up my thighs, dragging my dress higher until it bunched around my hips. His chest pressed me back against the door, the wood hard against my spine, his cock already thick against my stomach through his jeans.
“You came back,” he growled against my lips.
I couldn’t deny it. My body gave him the answer before I could speak.
Hunter’s hands shoved my dress higher until it was bunched at my waist. His palms gripped my hips, fingers digging into the soft skin hard enough to bruise. His mouth crushed mine, his tongue pushing deep, tasting of whiskey from dinner.
I gasped when his hand slid between my legs, fingers spreading me open like he owned me. “You’re dripping,” he whispered against my mouth, his voice calm, certain.
My thighs trembled, pressing together too late. His fingers pushed inside, two at once, stretching, filling, pumping until I bit down on his lower lip to muffle the sound clawing out of my throat.
The door behind me shook with each thrust of his hand, the wood hard against my back. My knees buckled, but he held me up with one arm, never slowing.
“Say you want it,” he said, his breath hot at my ear.
I shook my head weakly, whispering, “I can’t.”
“You already do.” He curled his fingers inside me until my hips bucked helplessly against him. My head snapped back, thudding against the door, my mouth falling open in a choked moan.
The sound made him grin. He pulled his fingers out, wet and glistening, then shoved them into my mouth. “Suck.”
I closed my lips around them, tasting myself, my eyes wide as his cock pressed hard against my stomach through his jeans. His eyes burned into mine, daring me to stop.
I didn’t.
He yanked my dress over my head in one motion, tossing it onto the floor. My bra followed, straps sliding down my arms. His mouth closed around one nipple, sucking hard until my back arched, my breath coming in broken gasps.
The hiss of water from Daniel’s shower filled my head. My body twisted with guilt, but the ache between my legs was too sharp, too hot.
Hunter stripped his jeans down fast, his cock springing free, thick, veined, hard. He grabbed my thighs, lifting me against the door, my legs locking around his waist. The blunt head of him pressed against me, hot and slick, teasing at my entrance.
“Say stop,” he murmured.
I couldn’t. My nails dug into his shoulders, dragging him closer.
He drove into me with one brutal thrust. My mouth flew open in a silent scream, my head slamming back against the door, my body stretched tight around him.
“Quiet,” he growled, pinning me with his chest as he pumped hard, the door rattling behind us.
I clung to him, shaking, my nails raking down his back as his hips slammed into mine again and again. My breath came in ragged gasps, every nerve lit, every muscle clenching around him.
The water shut off.
My chest locked. Hunter didn’t stop.
Hunter’s thrusts slammed me against the door, each one rattling the frame. My head tilted back, my mouth open in a sound I didn’t dare let free. His hand clamped over my lips, firm, his eyes locked on mine.
“You’ll wake him,” he whispered, his breath hot against my cheek.
The thought made my body seize, clenching hard around him. He grinned, grinding deeper, slower, until my toes curled and my hips bucked helplessly.
“Good girl,” he said, low, dragging his hand from my mouth to my throat. His thumb pressed at the hollow just under my jaw, not hard, but enough to remind me he controlled every inch of me.
The bathroom door creaked faintly. My stomach dropped.
Hunter didn’t pull out. He pressed harder, burying himself to the hilt, holding me pinned. My thighs trembled around his waist, my nails carving crescents into his shoulders.
The door next door clicked shut again. A muffled drawer opened, then closed. Daniel’s footsteps moved across the carpet, steady, then paused.
Hunter leaned in, his mouth brushing my ear. “He’s getting dressed.” His hips rolled slow, deliberate, each grind forcing a muffled whimper up my throat.
“Stop,” I whispered, though my legs locked tighter around him, dragging him deeper.
His hand squeezed my jaw, forcing me to meet his eyes. “No.”
The sound of a zipper came faintly through the wall. Daniel muttered something, then the bedsprings groaned.
Hunter pulled back an inch, then drove into me hard enough to knock the air from my lungs. I bit down on his shoulder, the taste of his sweat flooding my mouth, my body convulsing around him.
He hissed, low and sharp, then picked up the pace, pounding into me with brutal force, each thrust jolting my body up the door. My breasts bounced against his chest, nipples raw from the scrape of his skin.
“Say it,” he growled. “Say you’re mine.”
My throat locked. I shook my head, but the words broke free on a gasp anyway. “I’m yours.”
His eyes darkened, his grip tightening on my hips. He slammed faster, harder, until I shattered, my body jerking against him, release ripping through me in waves. My cry was muffled against his neck, my teeth sinking into him again, my thighs quivering uncontrollably.
He didn’t stop. His hips pounded until his rhythm broke, a guttural groan tearing from him as he spilled inside me, his cock pulsing deep, his breath hot against my ear.
We clung to each other, bodies slick, the door damp with sweat. My chest heaved, my heart pounding so loud I could barely hear.
Then silence.
Daniel’s voice carried faintly through the wall, casual, steady, talking on the phone. Oblivious.
Hunter pulled out slow, his cum sliding hot down my thigh. He kissed me hard once, possessive, then set me back on my feet. My legs almost buckled under me.
“You’ll be back,” he said, calm, sure, as he zipped his jeans.
I knew he was right.
The alarm on Daniel’s phone buzzed at seven. I startled awake, my body sore, thighs sticky, the inside of me still raw. He groaned, reaching across me to shut it off, his arm heavy over my waist.
“Morning,” he muttered, his voice thick with sleep.
“Morning,” I whispered, throat dry.
He kissed my shoulder lightly before rolling out of bed. He moved around the room half-dressed, jeans tugged on, shirt half-buttoned, brushing his hair back with damp fingers. I stayed under the covers, the sheets clinging to my skin, my body remembering Hunter in every movement.
Daniel leaned over me, pressing a quick kiss to my forehead. “Breakfast downstairs?”
“Sure,” I said, forcing my voice steady.
The door shut behind him. Silence dropped heavy.
I slid out of bed, legs trembling when they hit the carpet. My panties were gone, torn the night before, and my thighs still glistened faintly when I crossed to the bathroom. The mirror showed red marks at my throat, faint bruises at my hips. I ran cool water, scrubbing at my skin until it ached, but the heat wouldn’t fade.
When I stepped back into the room, Hunter was there. He leaned against the wall by the window, arms crossed, dark t-shirt stretched tight across his chest. His eyes dragged down my body, slow, deliberate.
My breath caught. “You can’t just, ”
“I can.” His voice was even, calm, like he owned the space. “Daniel’s downstairs. You’ve got five minutes.”
I clutched the towel tighter around me. “No.”
He stepped closer, close enough that the air shifted with him. His hand came up, brushing my damp hair back, his fingers grazing the marks on my neck. “You didn’t say no last night.”
“That was, ” I started, but my voice broke when his thumb pressed just under my jaw, tilting my face up.
“That was nothing compared to what’s coming,” he said.
A knock rattled the door. Daniel’s voice carried through, cheerful, casual. “You up? Breakfast’s ready.”
I jumped back, my pulse slamming. Hunter didn’t move. His eyes stayed locked on mine, his mouth curving in the faintest grin.
“Yeah,” I called, too loud. “Be right there.”
Daniel’s footsteps faded.
Hunter leaned close, his lips grazing my ear. “Tonight.”
The word vibrated through me, low and certain. He stepped back, opened the door, and slipped out without a sound.
I stood frozen, towel clutched, my chest heaving, the echo of his voice burning in my skin.
The restaurant was bright, sunlight spilling across white tablecloths and polished cutlery. The low murmur of other guests filled the room, clinking glasses, the scrape of forks on plates. Daniel waved us toward a table by the window, smiling like everything was perfectly ordinary.
Hunter pulled out my chair before sitting opposite. His eyes flicked to mine as I lowered myself, the hem of my dress riding higher on my thigh. Heat crawled up my neck.
Daniel flagged the server, ordering coffee for the table. “You’ll like their buffet,” he said, already reaching for his phone again. “Eggs, bacon, waffles, the works.”
I nodded, my hands folded tight in my lap. My pulse jumped when Hunter’s foot brushed mine under the table. Light, casual, like it could have been an accident. I jerked back, but his eyes told me it wasn’t.
The server poured steaming coffee into our cups, the smell sharp in the cool air. I stirred cream into mine, my spoon clinking too loud against the porcelain. Hunter’s gaze never left me, his hand resting loose on the table, fingers tapping once, slow.
Daniel leaned forward, scrolling through an email. “God, look at this client. They want me to redo the whole presentation by Monday.” His voice carried irritation, but he smiled at me. “Guess I’ll be glued to my laptop the rest of the weekend.”
My stomach twisted. I sipped my coffee, the heat burning my tongue. Hunter shifted, his knee pressing firmly against mine under the table now, not pulling away. His eyes stayed calm, unreadable, as he lifted his cup.
“Work never stops,” he said, low, the edge of a grin at his mouth.
Daniel chuckled. “That’s true.” He set his phone down. “We should hit the road by noon. Beat traffic.”
The buffet trays clattered as guests lined up, voices overlapping. I stared at the toast in front of me, my hands shaking faintly as I tore it apart piece by piece. Hunter’s thumb brushed my knee under the table, one slow stroke back and forth, hidden from Daniel’s view.
I swallowed hard, my throat dry, and forced my voice steady. “We should pack soon.”
Daniel nodded, already back on his phone.
Hunter’s hand slid higher under the tablecloth, resting heavy on my thigh now. My breath hitched. I squeezed my knees together, but his grip tightened, possessive.
“Eat,” he said softly, just for me.
I lifted a forkful of eggs, but my hand shook too much. The fork clattered back to the plate. Daniel glanced up, distracted. “You okay?”
“Fine,” I said quickly.
Hunter smiled faintly, sipping his coffee. His hand didn’t move.
Daniel’s phone buzzed again on the table. He sighed, rolling his eyes. “Work,” he muttered, pushing back his chair. “I’ll take this outside so you two can actually eat in peace.”
He stood, already talking as he crossed the dining room, his voice fading into the lobby.
The instant he was gone, Hunter’s grip tightened on my thigh. He leaned forward slightly, his eyes locked on mine. “Open.”
My breath caught. “Someone will see.”
“No one’s looking.” His voice was low, steady. His thumb pressed higher, forcing my legs apart under the tablecloth.
I shifted, panic and heat twisting together. My panties clung damp between my thighs, every nerve screaming for him even as my chest tightened with guilt.
Hunter’s hand slid under the hem of my dress, his fingers brushing bare skin. “You didn’t bother with new ones,” he murmured, his lips curving faintly.
I swallowed hard, whispering, “Stop.”
“Say it like you mean it.” His fingers pressed higher, stroking once across the slick heat of me. My hips jerked before I could stop them.
The clatter of cutlery, chatter of strangers, the faint hiss of the espresso machine ,  all of it blurred into noise. All I could feel was his hand moving slow and deliberate, his eyes daring me to push him away.
I gripped the edge of the table so hard my knuckles ached. My breath came quick, shallow, my chest rising sharp. “Hunter…”
He leaned closer, his voice a whisper only I could hear. “You’re dripping on the seat.”
Shame and arousal tore through me in equal measure. My thighs trembled under his hand, my body betraying me with every twitch.
He pressed two fingers inside me, slow, filling, curling until my hips rolled helplessly forward. I bit the inside of my cheek, clamping my lips tight to stifle the sound.
“Good girl,” he said softly, watching me shake.
Daniel’s laugh carried faintly from the lobby. My whole body locked.
Hunter pulled his hand free just as Daniel stepped back into the dining room, still on his phone, distracted. He sat, muttering something about deadlines, picking up his fork again like nothing had happened.
I sat frozen, my legs trembling, my plate untouched. My panties were gone, shredded the night before. The slick warmth between my thighs soaked into the fabric of the seat.
Hunter sipped his coffee, calm, his eyes steady on me over the rim.
Daniel didn’t notice a thing.
The garage was hotter than the street, the air thick with exhaust. Daniel loaded our bags into the back, muttering about traffic on the highway. Hunter leaned against the SUV, his arms crossed, watching me like no one else existed.
I slid into the back seat, the leather burning against my bare thighs. My dress rode up when I adjusted, the hem refusing to stay down. Hunter climbed in beside me, his shoulder brushing mine as Daniel started the engine.
The radio hummed low, some pop song barely filling the silence. Daniel tapped the steering wheel, focused on merging out of the garage.
Hunter’s hand rested casually on his thigh at first. Then it shifted, slow, until his fingers brushed mine on the seat. My breath caught. I curled my hand tight in my lap, but his followed, prying gently until his fingers slid between mine.
Daniel didn’t notice.
The city blurred past the windows, sunlight flashing through glass and steel. I tried to pull my hand back, but Hunter squeezed tighter, his thumb stroking across my palm, deliberate.
“You tired back there?” Daniel asked, glancing in the rearview mirror.
“Yeah,” I said quickly, my voice too thin.
“Rest,” he said, smiling faintly before turning his eyes back to the road.
Hunter leaned closer, his mouth near my ear, his breath hot. “Spread your legs.”
I stiffened, my pulse slamming. “No,” I whispered.
“You will.” His free hand slid to my knee, fingers curling just under the hem of my dress. He stroked once, slow, higher each time.
I pressed my thighs tight together, my nails biting into my palm. Daniel hummed along with the radio, drumming his fingers on the wheel.
Hunter’s hand pushed harder, prying me open inch by inch. My body shook with the effort of resisting, but the slick heat between my thighs betrayed me. When his fingers brushed bare skin, I gasped before I could stop it.
Daniel glanced in the mirror again. “You okay?”
“Fine,” I said too quickly, my chest heaving.
Hunter grinned, his fingers sliding higher, stroking once across the swollen ache of me. I bit my lip so hard it stung, my legs trembling.
“Relax,” Hunter murmured. His fingers pressed deeper, stroking slow, deliberate circles that made my hips buck against the seat.
The SUV hummed down the highway, Daniel oblivious, tapping his fingers on the wheel.
Hunter’s mouth brushed my ear again, his voice steady. “You’ll come before we get home.”
Hunter’s fingers moved slow, steady, each stroke sharper, deeper. My nails dug into the seatbelt strap across my chest, my breath coming in quick, shallow bursts. My thighs shook, fighting to close, but he pried them wider with each pass of his hand.
Daniel switched lanes, muttering about traffic, his eyes locked on the road. “We’ll stop for gas in a bit,” he said, casual, humming along with the radio.
I bit my lip hard, the taste of blood sharp on my tongue. My hips rocked against Hunter’s hand before I could stop them, my body desperate, clenching tight around nothing.
“You’re about to lose it,” Hunter whispered against my ear. His voice was calm, certain.
I shook my head, but the sound that slipped from my throat betrayed me ,  a soft, broken gasp I couldn’t hide.
Daniel glanced in the mirror, frowning. “You hot back there? Want me to turn up the AC?”
“Fine,” I blurted, too quick, my voice shaking.
Hunter smirked, his thumb circling tighter, faster. My body jolted, my legs clamping around his wrist, trapping him against me. I was seconds away, my chest heaving, my throat burning with the effort of staying silent.
Then he stopped.
He pulled his hand back, slow, wiping his fingers casually on the inside of his thigh. His eyes locked on mine, dark, daring.
My body convulsed with frustration, the ache between my legs unbearable. I bit back a cry, my nails clawing the leather seat.
“Why, ” I whispered, my voice ragged.
“Later,” he said, low, steady. “Tonight.”
Daniel hummed along with the music, tapping the steering wheel, oblivious. “We’ll be home by three if the traffic holds.”
I turned my face toward the window, the blur of highway and sunlight streaking past, my reflection pale in the glass. My whole body trembled, every nerve still sparking from what Hunter had left unfinished.
Hunter leaned back, relaxed, his arm brushing mine as if nothing had happened. His hand slid casually to rest on my thigh again, his thumb stroking once, slow, a promise.
My chest rose hard, my breath sharp. I pressed my knees together, but it was useless. I was already lost.
Daniel fell asleep fast, his back turned, the soft rasp of his breathing filling the dark. I lay stiff beside him, my body raw from holding back all day. The sheets clung to my damp skin, every shift reminding me of Hunter’s hand, Hunter’s voice, Hunter’s eyes on me across the table and in the car.
The clock glowed past midnight. I slid carefully from the bed, my breath shallow, my heart hammering as Daniel stirred once, then stilled again. I pulled my robe tight and padded barefoot down the hallway.
Hunter’s door opened before I knocked. He stood shirtless, sweatpants hanging low on his hips, his chest rising steady. His eyes flicked down the hall, then back to me. He didn’t speak.
I stepped inside.
The door clicked shut, the lock turning. He pressed me against it instantly, his mouth crushing mine, his hands tearing the robe open. The cool air hit my bare skin, nipples tight, goosebumps racing across my arms.
“You begged for it in the car,” he growled against my mouth. “Now you’ll get it.”
My protest died in a gasp when his fingers shoved between my legs, finding me soaked, swollen, desperate. He grinned against my throat. “You’ve been dripping for me all day.”
His mouth trailed lower, hot kisses down my chest, his tongue circling my nipple before sucking hard. My back arched, my hands tangling in his hair, my thighs clamping around his wrist as he thrust two fingers deep inside me. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene, undeniable.
I bucked against his hand, a cry tearing from my throat before I could stop it.
“Quiet,” he warned, his hand clamping over my mouth. His eyes burned into mine as his fingers pumped harder, curling deep until my whole body jolted.
I came fast, sharp, violent, my hips jerking against his hand, my nails raking down his back. He didn’t stop, grinding his palm against me, dragging every spasm out until I was shaking, limp against the door.
When he pulled his fingers free, slick and glistening, he shoved them into my mouth. “Taste it.”
I sucked them greedily, my eyes wide, my body trembling.
He yanked his sweats down, his cock springing free, thick and hard. He spun me fast, bending me over the edge of the bed. My palms pressed into the sheets, my knees weak, my ass bare and exposed.
He thrust into me in one brutal stroke that knocked the breath from my lungs. My mouth opened in a soundless scream, my body stretched, filled, already pulsing around him.
“You’re mine now,” he growled, pounding into me, the bed frame slamming against the wall.
Daniel slept only feet away.
Hunter’s hips slammed into me, each thrust brutal, the bed frame thudding against the wall in a steady rhythm. I buried my face in the sheets, biting the fabric to smother the cries tearing out of me. My body shook with every drive of his cock, the wet slap of skin against skin filling the room.
“Don’t hold back,” he growled, his hand gripping my hair, yanking my head back until my throat arched. His teeth scraped my shoulder, hard enough to sting. “He can’t hear you.”
My eyes squeezed shut, my chest heaving, my body convulsing around him. I tried to stay quiet, but the moans broke free anyway, raw and sharp.
“That’s it,” he said, pounding harder. “Let him sleep while I ruin you.”
The words snapped something in me. My hips drove back against him, desperate, taking him deeper, harder. My nails clawed the sheets, my mouth open in a silent scream as another orgasm tore through me, violent and unstoppable. My legs quivered, my whole body clamping tight around him.
Hunter didn’t slow. He pulled out just enough to slam back in, faster now, the bedframe rattling with every thrust. His hand slid down, his fingers finding my clit, rubbing quick, relentless circles until my body bucked again, my knees almost giving out.
I came a second time, harder, my body collapsing forward, only his grip in my hair holding me up. My vision blurred, my breath broken, sweat dripping down my spine.
“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice rough. “Again.”
He flipped me over fast, hauling me onto my back, spreading my thighs wide. His cock plunged back inside in one hard thrust, my back arching, a cry bursting from my throat. His chest pressed mine, his mouth crashing against mine, tongue forcing deep.
His rhythm was merciless. Each slam knocked the air from my lungs, each grind against my clit sent shocks through me until my body writhed under him.
“Hunter, ” I gasped, my voice cracking.
“Say it,” he demanded, his eyes burning into mine.
“I’m yours,” I choked out, trembling, my body breaking under the pace.
His thrusts grew erratic, harder, deeper, until his groan ripped through the room. He came inside me, hot and pulsing, filling me in hard, jerking waves. The feel of it triggered me again ,  my third orgasm crashing through me, my body convulsing around him, clenching him tight as his cum spilled deep.
He stayed inside me, both of us shaking, sweat slicking our bodies together. My chest heaved, my throat raw, my thighs trembling uncontrollably.
He pressed his forehead to mine, his breath ragged. “You’ll never go back,” he whispered.
I couldn’t answer. I knew he was right.
Sunlight spilled across the room when I woke. The sheets clung damp to my skin, my thighs sore, my body still aching from everything Hunter had done to me. For a second I didn’t move, my eyes tracing the faint red marks at my hips, the bruises along my thighs.
The door clicked open. My chest seized, but it was only Daniel, holding a coffee tray and a paper bag. “You’re finally up,” he said, smiling. He set the tray on the dresser, the scent of espresso filling the room. “I grabbed croissants downstairs.”
“Thanks,” I said quickly, pulling the sheet tighter around me, hiding the raw marks Hunter had left. My voice sounded hoarse.
Daniel didn’t notice. He leaned over, kissed my cheek lightly, then sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling his phone. “Hunter’s already out for a run,” he said casually.
My stomach flipped. I pictured him out there, shirtless, sweat dripping down his chest, his body still carrying the evidence of last night.
Daniel handed me a cup. “Drink before it gets cold.”
I sipped, the heat burning my tongue, my hands trembling around the cardboard. My thighs pressed tight together under the sheets, the ache between them a constant reminder.
Daniel glanced over, frowning. “You okay? You seem… quiet.”
“Just tired,” I murmured.
He nodded, scrolling again. “Long drive yesterday. I’m gonna shower before we head out.” He stood, kissing the top of my head before disappearing into the bathroom. The sound of running water filled the silence a moment later.
The door across the hall opened. My heart pounded as Hunter stepped into the room, sweat glistening on his chest, his shorts clinging low on his hips. He didn’t look at Daniel’s door. He looked only at me.
I froze, the sheet clutched tight in my fists, my chest rising hard.
He smirked faintly, his eyes dropping to where the sheet barely covered my breasts. His tongue ran across his lower lip, slow, deliberate, before he lifted the hem of his shirt to wipe his face. His abs flexed, every muscle sharp, carved.
My breath caught, my thighs trembling under the sheets.
He didn’t say a word. He turned, walking back to his room, the door clicking shut behind him.
The bathroom water kept running. Daniel hummed faintly through the steam.
I sat frozen, coffee cooling in my hands, my whole body burning.
Daniel’s voice carried faintly through the bathroom door, muffled under the spray of water. I set my coffee down, my pulse hammering, my skin still flushed from seeing Hunter in the hall.
A soft knock rattled my door.
I froze.
Another knock, sharper this time.
I slid off the bed, my bare feet silent against the carpet. I pulled the door open an inch. Hunter stood there, sweat still glistening, his chest rising slow and steady. His eyes raked down the line of the sheet wrapped around me.
“He’ll be in there ten more minutes,” Hunter said quietly. His voice was calm, certain.
“I can’t,” I whispered. My grip tightened on the doorframe.
His hand pushed the door wider anyway, his body filling the space. He stepped inside, the scent of salt and sweat washing over me. The sheet slipped loose from my chest, baring me to him.
Hunter’s hand slid to my throat, tilting my face up. His mouth brushed mine once, then again, harder. My knees buckled when his tongue slid deep, his other hand palming my breast, squeezing until I moaned into him.
The water hissed steady from the bathroom, Daniel humming low, unaware.
Hunter bent, dragging his tongue across my nipple, sucking hard until my back arched, my mouth falling open in a soundless cry. My fingers tangled in his damp hair, tugging him closer.
He pulled back, his lips wet, his eyes locked on mine. “Tonight. Same as last.”
I shook my head weakly, my chest heaving. “I can’t, ”
“You will,” he said, pressing his thumb across my swollen nipple until I gasped.
The water shut off. My chest seized.
Hunter kissed me hard, one brutal claim, then pulled away fast. He tugged his shirt over his head, swiping the sweat from his chest, his grin sharp. Then he was gone, slipping back into the hall just as the bathroom door opened.
Daniel stepped out in a towel, steam rolling past him. He smiled at me, casual, his hair dripping onto his shoulders. “You ready to pack up?”
I clutched the sheet tighter, my chest burning, my lips still swollen from Hunter’s kiss. “Almost,” I said, forcing a smile.
Daniel didn’t notice. He turned to the dresser, whistling softly as he dug for his clothes.
The taste of Hunter still coated my tongue.
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