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Outside the hotel, a fierce wind howled and spat up a blizzard that coated the windows in a lattice of frost. At times, it felt as if the gusts were shaking the building’s old bones. 

Lauren Sinclair could neither hear the wind nor feel its wrath as she was thrown onto a cherry-wood cafe table; the man bearing down on her yanked her pencil skirt down her legs and over her heeled feet, tossing it across the counter that he usually stood behind.

“Oh, my,” Lauren cooed, staring up at him as he licked his fingers and pulled her black panties to the side. “You’ve certainly got some pent-up energy...”

The man gave her a smile that was a departure from the courtesy smirks he’d previously given her. “You’ve been sitting at this table every night for two days, dangling your heels from your toes while I stood behind that counter with no one else to serve or pay any mind to.”

“I swear, dangling my shoes is more of a tick,” Lauren said, biting her lower lip as the man unbuckled his belt. She sat up, reaching around his waist to untie his pristine brown apron that had the name Jones stitched on the breast pocket. “I always do it when I write. Especially when I’m trying to make some hot barista horny...”

She tugged at the apron’s knot, unfurling the chords and removing the obstruction from his lean, muscular body. With another tug, she had his pants at his knees, and she let out a satisfying moan as she gripped his warm manhood for the first time.

“Mission accomplished, then,” Jones said, grunting as she stroked him. Notes of hazelnut and chai drifted from his lips each time he spoke. The musk of a coffee connoisseur was always so pleasant. 

“Ya? Have you been touching yourself to the thought of me?” Lauren huffed in his ear, letting her tongue linger on his lobe at the end of each word. “Entertaining the idea of coming up to my room late at night with a hot tea and this big cock?”

“That would be wildly unprofessional.”

“Really? Because I’ll be writing a stern letter to management if you don’t fuck me against this table this instant...”

Lauren squealed playfully as Jones shoved her onto her back, legs in the air, one black heel resting on the hardwood floor beneath them. His fingers worked at the buttons on her white blouse, gently toying them out before spreading the shirt open. 

“No bra?” He warmed the palms of his hands on her breasts, gliding over her tense nipples before squeezing. 

“Could I have made my intentions any clearer, Mr. Jones?”

He brought his hands down her body, taking her by the butt and slamming her against him. Every movement was meant to tempt her, she could feel herself approaching that moment when she could wait no longer. 

She gasped and sighed with his touch, pressing her hips toward his raging cock. Who knew that the starving man would be so keen on playing with his food?

“Wait any longer and you’ll run the risk of your boss walking in on us,” Lauren teased, curling her toes as the tip of his erection tested her. “That Mr. Callus can be so... callous...”

“He’s got a soft spot for authors who spend good money in his hotel,” Jones said, pressing his hips forward and burying a few inches of himself inside of her. “You’d stick up for me, wouldn’t you?”

Lauren moaned softly, her lips quivering. “As much as you’re sticking up for me...” 

The table complained under their weight, groaning against the floor as Jones began to drive himself deeper and deeper. 

His fingers clawed at her pale skin like he was shoveling snow. 

The wind howled at the windows as if it was desperate to join in their heated embrace.

With every thrust, Lauren’s moaning grew louder, prompting Jones to throw his hand over her mouth as he leaned over her body. 

“Quiet,” he huffed, keeping his rhythm steady. The two held each other’s gaze, inhaling each other’s moans. 

Lauren did her best to keep her lust contained to sharp grunts, squeezing her thighs tight around his frame as he railed against her. When he finally lifted his palm from her lips, she pulled him into a deep kiss, breathing fire down his throat before parting lips and whispering in his ear.

“Cum for me,” she demanded, running her fingers through his mess of short brown hair. “I’ve been waiting two days to milk you dry... Cum. Cum. Cum!”
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