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Dawn filtered through the cheap slats above my bed, laying crooked lines across the tangled sheet and the body on top of me. I felt her first—warm and slick, her thighs bracketing my ribs, one hand braced against my chest as she rolled her hips in a slow, practiced circle. The room smelled like her: salt, sweat, and the high, sweet note of last night’s perfume. 


Savannah grinned when she caught me watching her. She still wore a line of my teeth on her neck, purple and proud, a souvenir from the couch. Her hair was matted down one side, the rest sticking out in a wild cloud, and her face was bare except for the sharp blue of her eyes. She looked hungry. She always did.


“Morning, Bossman,” she said, voice low and a little hoarse.


I tried to answer, but she angled her hips and drove my words back into my chest. She giggled, a sound so young and real it made the whole thing more surreal. She leaned over me, her hands splaying across my collarbone, and let her breasts drag over my skin as she moved.


“Is this your cardio for the day?” I managed.


She rolled her eyes, the move exaggerated and bratty. “I burned, like, two thousand calories last night. This is the cooldown.”


Her pace didn’t change—steady and relentless, the kind of rhythm that said she’d mapped out every nerve in my body and was now hitting each one for the hell of it. Her skin was hot to the touch, and every so often she would clench around me, just to see if I’d break.


“Don’t tap out,” she warned, breath hitching. “I want a full workout.”


I reached for her hips, but she slapped my hand away. “Nope. Hands behind your head.”


I obeyed. There was something about giving her control that felt like standing on the edge of a roof, waiting for the wind. She settled deeper, ground down, and bit her lip.


“You’re staring,” she whispered.


“You make it hard not to.”


She grinned wider, then leaned forward, pinning my wrists above my head. The new angle put her face an inch from mine, her breath quick and sweet and a little sharp at the edges.


She started rocking, just a hair faster, and the change sent a pulse up my spine. I watched her face, the way her pupils ballooned when I bucked my hips, the flush blooming across her cheekbones. She was always in control, even here.


She let go of my wrists and cupped my jaw, holding me in place as she fucked me. “God, you feel so fucking good,” she said. “I could do this all day.”


I believed her. I felt it coming, low and tight, the way it always did when she rode me like this. I tried to hold back, but she leaned in, tongue on my ear, and said, “Let go. I want to feel it.”


She squeezed, hard, and the dam broke. I groaned, the sound ripped out of my throat, and she shivered as she felt me spill inside her. She kept grinding, wringing out the last of it, then collapsed onto my chest.


We stayed like that, bodies knotted together, both of us gasping for air. Her sweat pooled on my stomach, and I could feel her heartbeat thumping through her ribs.


She kissed my jaw, slow and wet, then propped her chin on my sternum. “Not bad for an old man,” she said, grinning.


I caught my breath and looked down at her. “Watch your bratty little mouth.”


She shrugged. “You love it.”


I did. I ran my hand down her back, tracing the curve of her spine. She stretched, catlike, then peeled herself off me and stood at the edge of the bed. The sheet fell away, and I got a full view of her—legs tanned and cut, hips broad, ass round and marked by the red stripes of my fingers from last night. She caught me looking and wiggled her hips.


“Admire the view all you want. I’m showering first,” she said, and padded naked toward the bathroom.


I watched her go, still trying to process the reality of her: twenty-one, relentless, never shy about her own power. My body ached in ways both good and bad. I could smell her on my skin.


I stared up at the ceiling, listening to the pipes rattle as the shower kicked on. The light through the blinds cast new patterns across the bed. I felt like someone had rewired my life overnight and left only the best parts.


I closed my eyes and let myself float in the warmth she’d left behind.


Savannah took her time in the shower. I heard her singing—some pop song, butchered on purpose—then the squeak of the old faucet as she cranked the water hotter. I lay in bed, trying to will myself upright, but it was a losing fight. My body had the heavy, satisfied ache of a runner’s high, the kind you feel for hours after the finish line.


When the shower cut off, I finally rolled out of bed and found a clean pair of boxers. I padded to the kitchen, filled the kettle, and started my morning routine. The cabinets were half-stocked, the counters cluttered with mail and empty mugs, but I’d carved out a small, clean island for the coffee station. Two mugs, side by side. Hers had a lipstick print from last time.


She appeared a minute later, towel wrapped around her hair, nothing else. She rifled through my dresser and emerged with one of my shirts—white, crisp, a size too big for her but she wore it like she’d owned it for years. She sniffed the collar, shrugged, and buttoned it up halfway.


I poured her a mug, black with a half-packet of sugar.


She took a long swallow, then eyed me over the rim. “You gonna shower, or just bask in your own stench all day?”


“I’m letting it marinate,” I said. “It’s called confidence.”


She snorted. “Yeah, I can smell your confidence from here.”


I sipped my own coffee and watched her. The shirt barely covered her thighs. She knew it, too, and kept spreading her legs wider every time I looked away.


She finished the coffee in three gulps, then popped off the stool and started digging through her bag for clothes. She found a pair of black leggings and a tight Latte Love t-shirt, the one with the stupid pun logo she’d insisted on.


She changed right there in the kitchen, not even pretending to be modest. I watched the muscles flex in her legs as she pulled the leggings up, the curve of her hips, the way she double-knotted her ponytail with the grace of someone who never missed a step. She looked at herself in the microwave door, checked her teeth, then turned and smiled at me.


“Ready for another day in paradise?” she asked.


“Give me a minute.”


I showered and got dressed in 10 percent of the time it had taken her. We left the bungalow together. The streets were mostly empty, except for the bakery guy hauling trays to his van and a woman in yoga pants walking a tiny, angry dog. The ocean was a few blocks west, and the salt in the air made my lungs burn, in a good way.


Savannah walked ahead, her steps light and quick. She stopped once to adjust her shoe, and when she bent over, I caught the barest flash of skin above her waistband. She straightened, caught me looking, and smirked.


“You know, most of the customers aren’t going to know we’re dating. You keep looking at me like that, they’re just gonna think you’re a creepy creeper.”


“I am a creepy creeper,” I said, smacking her butt as I fell into stride beside her.


She tried to slap my face but I dodged it, and then smacked her butt again.


The play fight continued all the way down the street, Savannah’s insults filling the air as she struggled in vain to smack me back.


Amy was already at the door when we arrived, standing straight-backed with a travel mug in one hand and her phone in the other. She wore black pants, a sharp gray shirt, and a little bandana tied tight around her blonde hair. Her posture was so locked in, it looked like she might be posing for a headstone photo.


She saw us coming, still trying to hit each other. She looked away for a second, and then summoned a smile to hide what she actually thought about our antics.


“Morning,” she said.


Savannah gave her a sideways nod. “Damn, Amy. You beat us again. Maybe she needs her own key, Cole.”


Amy shrugged. “I’m an early riser.”


Amy had officially worked for me for one week now and had proven to be a complete professional while on the job. I was grateful to have her help, even if the strait-laced way she carried herself conflicted with the absolute chaos that followed Savannah everywhere she went. Amy was 24, out of college, but still trying to figure out what she wanted from life. I was grateful to have someone with some actual professionalism on my staff.


“Beat us here every day for a month and you can have a key,” I offered.


“Deal,” Amy said as I opened and held the door for her and Savannah.


Savannah went straight to the register, dropping her bag and firing up the POS with a flourish. Amy set her mug on the bar and started unpacking the pastry case—three trays of scones, some cinnamon knots, and a Tupperware of what looked like homemade banana bread. She wore gloves for this, even though I never asked her to.


I started on the tables, checking the sugar caddies and the napkin dispensers, making sure everything looked clean and lived-in but not dirty. I liked the way the shop felt in the early morning: the air was cool, and the smell of fresh beans erased whatever was left of last night’s bleach. The espresso machine’s chrome caught the light and scattered it across the bar.


We moved in sync, not needing to talk. Amy ran inventory like a drill sergeant, reading off the milk and syrup levels, making notes in a tiny, perfect handwriting. Savannah set out the morning float, counting the drawer three times, then rolled her eyes at Amy’s running commentary.


“Bar’s ready,” Savannah called out, twirling the receipt printer like a toy baton.


Amy didn’t look up. “Pastry’s up. You want me to write the specials board, or do you want to freestyle again?”


Savannah sauntered over, grabbed the chalk, ran a hand through her curls and wrote BLONDE BOMBSHELL ESPRESSO, underlining it twice. “Blondes make everything better, right, Cole?”


“If you say so,” I said.


Amy watched her, then turned to me, gently flipping her own blonde hair, perhaps subconsciously. “You want to taste test today’s blend?”


I poured two shots, one for her and one for myself. The espresso came out perfect—dark, rich, with a crema that held for more than thirty seconds. I slid a cup across to her, and she tasted it, eyes closed for a second. When she finished, she set the cup down exactly on the saucer, no spill.


It’s good,” she said. “Brighter than yesterday. You changed the grind?”


“Finer by a click,” I said.


She nodded, then went back to stacking pastries.


The first hour passed easy. Amy manned the floor, darting between tables with practiced efficiency, clearing cups before customers even realized they were finished. Savannah ran the bar, pulling shots and steaming milk so fast her hands were a blur. I floated between, making sure nobody was losing their mind or lighting the place on fire.


At one point, Amy came up behind me with a clipboard and a question about the next week’s schedule.


“You want me to keep the same shifts?” she asked. “Or rotate?”


I watched Savannah at the counter, ringing up a college kid in a Lakers jersey.


“Let’s keep it steady for now,” I said. “Unless you want more hours.”


She looked at me, then at Savannah, then back at the clipboard.


“I’m fine,” she said. “I just like to know where I stand.”


“You’re solid, Amy,” I said. “Couldn’t run the place without you.”


She smiled again, this time wider. “Thanks.”


Savannah called out, “Hey Bossman, you want to try the new cold brew I made? Or are you scared?”


“Is it the lemon-ginger one?”


“Extra ginger,” she said, holding up a glass.


Amy made a face. “You’re going to burn out his taste buds before lunch.”


“That’s the point,” Savannah replied, handing me the drink.


I sipped. It was tart and spicy and hit the back of my throat like a punch.


Savannah watched my reaction, eyes bright. “You love it.”


“It’s something,” I admitted, and she took that as victory.


Amy rolled her eyes, then went back to cleaning the pastry case, but she kept glancing over at Savannah and I like she wanted to join in on the fun but wasn’t sure how.


By nine, the line was out the door. The three of us moved in tight formation: Amy on the floor, Savannah on bar, me wherever I was needed. When the rush peaked, Amy switched to register, her fingers flying over the keys. Savannah cranked out drinks without missing a beat, and I ran drinks and bussed tables, the space between us shrinking with each pass.


The rush died down by eleven. I wiped the sweat from my neck and leaned on the bar, letting my shoulders sag.


Savannah poured herself a coffee, then poured one for Amy. She set it down in front of her, and Amy nodded in thanks.


The three of us stood there for a minute, watching the sunlight shift across the floor. The shop was quiet now, just the hum of the fridge and the faint clatter of Amy labeling new syrup bottles.


I looked at both of them, standing on either side of me—one an energetic force of nature, the other a polished pro with a clipboard.


“You two are pretty good at this,” I said.


Savannah raised her mug. “To the blonde bombshells.”


Amy raised her mug, too, and they clinked.
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The rest of the day was routine, until it wasn’t.


The first group of teens walked in at 1:06. It was three girls, two boys. They clustered near the pastry case, whispering too loud for it to be subtle. They pooled cash, argued over flavors, and finally sent the one with the longest nails up to order.


Savannah handled it like a pro, smiling just enough to make the boys in the back exchange a look.


The weird part started after they got their drinks. Instead of leaving, the teens pulled out their phones. They arranged the cups in a perfect row along the window ledge, backs to the room. One girl bent low, lining up a shot with both hands. Another fluffed her hair, then draped her arm around a boy’s shoulders and made a dramatic “surprised” face at the camera. There was giggling, then a rapid-fire run of photos, some with the drinks, some with just the foam. 


I watched the show from the back. Amy finished the next order, a flat white, and handed it to the next customer without a glance at the spectacle. Savannah was watching, though. She kept glancing up from the register, eyes narrowing.


A second group of teens rolled in at 1:27, barely older than the first batch. They did the same thing—ordered weird special orders, snapped a million pics, then huddled at a corner table to edit on their phones.


By 2:00, the atmosphere had morphed. There were still the usual locals, but every third customer was a teenager, and every single one of them photographed their drinks before tasting. Some stood on chairs for a better angle. One girl asked Amy to make a smiley face in her cappuccino foam. She did it, deadpan, then handed it over like she’d done this a thousand times.


Amy caught me staring and shrugged, as if to say, “Not my problem.”


Savannah rang up another four-drink order, then sidled over as I wiped down a table.


“You seeing this?” she asked, jerking her chin at the window teens.


“Everyone wants to meet the blonde bombshells,” I said as I rolled my eyes.


She snorted. “It’s not that. It’s like, coordinated. I swear that’s the third group doing the exact same thing.” She dug her phone out of her apron and held it up, screen lighting her face.


“Think we’re going viral?” I asked, mock excitement in my voice.


“Don’t joke,” she said, fingers flying over her phone. “Something’s definitely going on.”


Amy came up behind us, arms folded. “Do I need to call security on the influencers?”


Savannah grinned. “If they make another mess, yes.”


“They’re tipping, at least,” Amy said, then drifted off to restock the pastry case.


Savannah leaned in, voice low. “Something weird is happening. This is the local feed for Cambria.” She flicked her phone toward me, showing me some social media app I was too old to understand. The feed was a flood of coffee art, latte hearts and leaves and animals, all tagged with the shop name. One post had one hundred likes already.


“That’s you,” I said. “That’s your thing.”


She shook her head. “It’s not my thing. I can do basic designs or squiggly lines or something but… all of these are Amy’s. Every single one of these is her art.” She scrolled back up, zoomed in on a tulip design with a perfect rosetta in the middle. “She’s famous and doesn’t even know it.”


I looked at the crowd, at the steady stream of teens still flowing through the door. They were all holding the same drink, all photographing the same foam.


Amy finished a latte, handed it off, then caught my eye. She raised one eyebrow, like she was waiting for me to say something.


I just watched as Savannah started typing, fingers blurring. “I’m gonna figure out who started this,” she said. “It’s probably some local with a million followers and nothing better to do.”


I nodded, but my mind was already ten steps ahead. If this kept up, we’d run out of milk soon. And cups, too.


“Come here,” Savannah said, not waiting for me to answer. She pulled me behind the bar, squeezed us into the tiny dead space between the ice bin and the fridge, and angled her screen so we both could see. The close quarters put her arm flush against mine; I could feel the heat of her even through my shirt.


She scrolled through TikTok at speed, thumb punching the feed. But then she tapped a different post, one with a local tag.


“Watch this,” she said.


The video was thirty seconds. It started with a pair of hands—perfect nails, pale blue polish, rings on every finger—grabbing a cup off the Latte Love bar. The camera zoomed in on the top, showing off a rosetta pattern with two tiny hearts, one at the edge, one dead center. The cup turned, catching the light, and then the girl’s face came into frame: sharp jaw, dark brown eyes, lip gloss shining even in the morning glare. She winked at the camera.


The text on the video read: “Hidden gem alert! #CambriaSecrets #LatteArt #CoffeeTok.” The voiceover was breathy and fast: “If you haven’t been to Latte Love, you’re missing out. The art is next level and the owner is hot, ngl.”


Savannah choked on a laugh, then kept scrolling. The comment section was a flood—hundreds of messages, all variations of “On my way!” or “Road trip!” or “Can I get a heart too???”


She looked at me, eyes wide. “This has like, fifty thousand views in one day. We’re about to get flattened.”


I tried to process. Fifty thousand was more than the population of the county.


Savannah kept reading, voice high and wild. “They all want Amy’s art, specifically. ‘Does the blonde with the ponytail still work there?’, ‘Can you request designs?’, ‘Please hire me, I’ll work for free lmao.’ This is insane.”


I leaned in, squinting at the username. “Who’s the influencer?”


Savannah tapped the profile. “Maya Dovell. She’s local. Art major at the college. Her entire feed is food and drink stuff. Last week she was doing, like, wine tastings, but now it’s all us.”


I felt a pulse of pride, followed by pure dread. “We need to staff up. This is gonna get ugly.”


Savannah grinned. “Amy’s going to flip when she sees this.”


“Get her over here,” I said, half an order.


Savannah beckoned with two fingers. Amy finished wiping a table, then came around the bar, face calm.


“Watch,” Savannah said, hitting play.


Amy stood dead still as the video ran. She barely blinked, her face locked in neutral as she watched her own art spiral across the screen, watched the influencer wink and flex for the camera. When it ended, she looked at us, then at the phone, then back at us.


“That’s my cup,” she said, flat.


Savannah giggled. “You’re internet famous. You going to quit and go pro?”


Amy shook her head. “No. But I am going to need a raise.”


She cracked the smallest smile at me, then handed the phone back.


“I’ll double your pay if you show me how to do all of those,” Savannah said, nodding at the art.


“YOU’LL double her pay?” I said to Savannah, but both girls ignored me.


Amy shrugged. “I’ll teach you. But you have to practice. It’s not easy.”


Savannah stuck out her tongue. “Challenge accepted.”


I tried to imagine the next day, the next week, the months after. I could see lines out the door, the milk order doubled, maybe a second machine running full time. I felt the adrenaline, the low-level terror that always came with success.


Savannah was practically bouncing. Amy, for her part, was already planning. She looked at the espresso machine, then the sink, then back at the phone, brain already sketching how to handle the volume.


“We’re not ready for this,” I said, mostly to myself.


Savannah grinned. “Too late. It’s already started.”


“Want to practice now,” Amy asked, looking back and forth at us.


“Let’s go,” Savannah said.


Amy got to work. She started by lining up three ceramic cups—one for each of us—then pulled a triple shot on the big machine, splitting the espresso between the cups with barely a drop wasted.


She frothed milk for the demo first, moving the steam wand in a way that looked easy, but I knew from experience was not. She explained as she went. “You want to stretch the milk for two seconds, then submerge the tip. Listen for the hiss, but not the scream.”


Savannah mimicked the sound, then giggled.


Amy poured the milk in a steady, controlled stream, explaining, “Start high, then drop low and shake. The design happens in the last second.” Her hand barely flickered, and a perfect leaf appeared in the cup.


Savannah clapped. “Show-off.”


Amy ignored the jab. She gestured for us to try.


I went first, grabbed the pitcher, and started to pour. The milk broke the crema, but the flow was off. I ended up dumping half the pitcher into the cup and splashing the rest on my wrist. The design looked less like a leaf and more like roadkill.


Savannah laughed so loud she startled the old guy reading by the window.


Amy smiled, then corrected my grip, fingers light on my wrist. “Don’t choke up so much. Let it move.”


I tried again, but the milk spattered and I got a blob with a faint white line through it.


“Don’t quit your day job,” Savannah said.


“Your turn,” I grumbled, stepping back.


Savannah cracked her neck, then poured. Her hands were steady. The flow of milk landed right where it was supposed to, and a shaky but clear heart appeared on the surface. It was off-center, but it was a heart.


“Fuck yeah,” Savannah cheered, double fist-pumping.


Amy set up another round. “You’ll both need to practice. A lot.”


She showed us again, slower this time, and then watched as we each poured another try. I made incremental progress—a fat ghost-shaped thing instead of a blob. Savannah managed a tulip.


By the third attempt, the counter was littered with failed cups, and we were all laughing. Amy took photos of the best and worst, lining them up for a “before and after” montage. 


Savannah washed out her pitcher, then leaned over and whispered, “Don’t worry, Bossman. You’ll get it eventually. Maybe.”


Amy was more generous. “Just takes practice. Your art is… abstract.”


I took the ribbing. I didn’t mind. It felt good to be learning something new, even if I sucked at it.


We ended up drinking all the practice shots, jittery and lightheaded by the time the next rush entered the shop.


I watched Savannah run the bar, Amy floating the floor and fixing the foam on every cup before it hit the hands of a customer. I poured one for myself, tried a last-ditch pour, and ended up with a white blob again.


I looked up to see Amy watching me from the sink. She smirked, then mouthed, “Try again.”


Savannah caught me, too, and stuck out her tongue.


I smiled. I would try again.


Tomorrow and the next day and the day after that.


The comments kept rolling in. The teens kept lining up at the door. We were never going to get ahead of this. But as I watched another young girl hand Savannah $20 of what was probably her parents’ money, I realized I didn’t want to.
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I stepped out of the car and the cool early morning air bit my face. The street was black and empty, except for a tight crowd pressed along the sidewalk in front of Latte Love. They were kids—teenagers, college freshmen, maybe one or two with actual IDs. Hoodies pulled high, phones already up, faces half-lit by the glow. There were more than twenty. I’d never seen a line this early, anywhere, for anything that didn’t come with a free T-shirt or the word “limited” in the ad copy.


It was 5:47 a.m.


I took a breath. It did nothing to slow my pulse. I set my bag down and unlocked the door, tried to ignore the collective pivot of every head in the line as the lights inside flickered on. It was like being watched by a herd of deer, if deer could record you for their followers and roast you in the comments before breakfast.


Savannah stepped in front of me and got to work as soon as we entered. She wore her running shorts and a Latte Love tank, hair wild and half-damp from the morning shower. She paced the back counter, tossing packs of sugar into the bin, humming a song that was just a little off from the music on the speakers.


Just then, we heard a commotion outside, and I turned to see Amy pushing her way through the crowd. The local celebrity had arrived. She entered the shop, her eyes wide and Savannah and I both smirked at her.


“For the record, I still beat you guys here, but I was hiding in my car.”


Savannah laughed. “What, you didn’t want to entertain all your fans out there?”


“It’s way too early for this shit,” Amy groaned, as she tossed her purse on the counter. She moved to line up the day’s pastries in a perfect diagonal along the glass case.


“I checked the TikTok this morning,” Savannah said. “Seven thousand likes. People are already fighting in the comments about which art is better, the rosettas or the double hearts. We’re going to get murdered.”


“Why?” I said.


Both girls stopped and looked at me curiously.


“Why what?” Amy countered.


“Why are all these young people going nuts over a coffee shop? Like, it’s not even 6 a.m. I’ve heard of people lining up for like, Black Friday, but… this is just coffee. Don’t get me wrong, I’m grateful, but I seriously don’t understand where this obsession is coming from.”


The knot in my chest pulled tighter. Amy and Savannah exchanged a look.


“Never underestimate the power of TikTok, Bossman,” Savannah said. “Last year, people were going nuts over Stanley-branded travel mugs. People lined up at Dick’s Sporting Goods and Target hours before open if a store had an exclusive color.”


“Yeah, and I saw some kind of snack food at Trader Joe’s go viral a couple months ago,” Amy added. “Some influencer makes a video, everyone decides it’s the next hot thing, and then all the teens want to post their own videos of that thing for clout.”


“I’m too old for this,” I said under my breath.


“Good thing you hired us then, old man,” Savannah said with a smirk. “Look, going viral on TikTok is honestly pretty random. You never know what people are going to lose their shit over next. And, the other thing, is, this won’t last forever. A new trend can be started at any moment.”


“So we should take advantage of this publicity while we still have it,” Amy offered. “The teens might disappear in a few months or a few weeks or a few days. But the buzz this is generating will draw in plenty of people who might decide this is their favorite coffee shop and then you’ll have lots more regulars walking in daily. This is a great opportunity to grow the business.”


I looked back and forth between the two beautiful blondes.


“Ok. I get it. Well, not really. But I understand today’s mission. Let’s get after it.” 


I drifted behind the bar and started the checklist. Cups first—had to be sure, so I counted each sleeve twice, then once backwards to prove I wasn’t losing my mind. Lids, napkins, stir sticks. Then the milk fridge. Oat: four gallons. Almond: one and a half. Whole: five, plus a box in reserve. Not enough if they all wanted matcha lattes, but there was no way to know until the first two hundred orders. I checked the syrups. Vanilla and caramel looked healthy. Hazelnut was a maybe. I’d have to ration it if things got hairy.


My hands shook, just a little. The tips of my fingers felt numb.


Savannah noticed. She stopped fiddling with the cold brew tap and came around the bar, slid in close. “Hey, relax,” she said, her voice low and soft. “We got this. This is what we wanted, remember?”


I tried to answer, but my throat was tight. She put her hand on my arm, just above the elbow, and squeezed.


“Seriously,” she said. “You built this. Let people go crazy for it.”


I nodded, but it felt more like surrender than confidence.


Amy eyed us from the pastry case, one eyebrow up. “If you’re done with your emotional support huddle, I need the drip hot and ready in seven.”


Savannah smirked, let go of my arm, and danced back to the grinder. “Yes, ma’am.”


I punched the wall switch, lit up the main bar, and tried to focus on the details: align the tamp just so, level the portafilter, clean the wand after every pull. I wiped down the chrome until it hurt to look at. The routine helped, but only a little. I could hear the muffled crowd outside, the rising murmur as the sun crept over the bay and lit the shopfront window.


Amy stacked the last of the pastries—lemon scones in front, banana bread behind, croissants angled toward the glass. She washed her hands, then wiped the counter, then washed her hands again.


“Are you nervous?” I asked, just to hear her say no.


Amy shrugged. “I’ve done openings before. And I’ve worked lines twice this size. People just want a show. Give it to them, and they’ll leave happy.”


The line outside started to shuffle and surge. I looked through the bay window and saw more people arriving, some jogging in from the block, others pulled in by the gravitational force of a crowd. There were easily thirty now, and more coming. I recognized nobody. That did more to rattle me than the size of the line.


Savannah saw my face and grinned. “You want to make a speech before we open? Or you want me to do it?”


Amy didn’t wait for a response. She straightened her shirt, smoothed her hair, and walked to the door.


“Let’s get this over with,” she said, and flipped the sign to OPEN.


The crowd surged forward as if the door was a dam and someone had finally pulled the plug. The sound was loud and hot and full of anticipation. I felt it before I heard it—buzzing in my ears, vibrating in my chest. Savannah bounded behind the register, I floated behind the bar, and Amy took her place at the machine, hands clenched tight on the portafilter.


The first customers burst in, phones out, eyes wide. They recorded everything: the chalk menu, the cup stacks, the mural on the east wall. One kid in a retro windbreaker went straight to Savannah, grinning. “Is it true you guys can do, like, any art?” he said, holding up his phone to record her answer.


Savannah didn’t miss a beat. “Any art you want, baby,” she said, leaning in for the camera. “But it’s extra if you want a self-portrait.”


He laughed, turned his phone to selfie mode, and ordered three iced lattes with custom foam.


Amy worked the machine like a pro, doing hearts, tulips and special requests.


The line never broke. It just expanded, the back of the shop filling with bodies and noise and the bright, constant flicker of phone screens. Every table was full in minutes, laptops out, pastries devoured in seconds. The air went humid with breath and sugar and caffeine.


I lost track of time. Each drink was its own crisis, then gone, replaced by another. Savannah ran the register like a carnival barker, alternately flirting and roasting the customers, her voice always just a notch above the crowd. Amy moved with surgical precision, never hurried, never flustered, her hands a blur as she poured, topped, handed off.


The space behind the bar shrank. My shirt stuck to my back, sweat pooling under my arms. I wiped my hands on the towel, but it never stayed dry. My jaw ached from clenching. I tasted copper every time I swallowed.


At 8:22, the first lull hit. The inside tables were mostly full, but the surge had passed. My arms shook from the effort, but it felt good. I scanned the shop, watched the crowd. They looked happy. Nobody was screaming, nobody was hurling drinks at the wall or posting live hate to social media. There was a calm in the chaos.


Savannah leaned on the bar, hair stuck to her forehead, shirt dark with sweat. She grinned at me, then at Amy, then back at me. “That was fucking nuts,” she said, voice hoarse.


Amy finished stacking the last clean cups, then pulled her hair back and said, “You did good.”


I let myself smile. For the first time all morning, the knot in my chest started to loosen.


We survived. At least until the next wave.


I closed my eyes, just for a second, and let the noise wash over me.


I could do this.


We could do this.
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The crowd thinned by nine, the morning sun now strong enough to light the full length of the shop. The noise never died completely, but it settled into a hum—phones tapping, voices low, the hiss of the espresso machine on every third beat.


I rinsed the drip tray for the hundredth time and tried to clear the floaters from my brain. My arms trembled from the adrenaline dump. Amy methodically loaded the dishwasher, her hair coming loose at the nape, skin beaded with sweat. Savannah flirted for tips with every last customer at the counter, moving from genuine banter to low-level trolling as the fatigue set in.


At 9:18, the door opened and the energy in the room shifted in a way that made my scalp prickle.


A group of teens at the window went dead silent, all turning in perfect unison. A few raised their phones, not to record, but to check the screen—then looked up again, faces suddenly open and starstruck. It was like they were watching a celebrity walk onto a TV set, but with an edge of realness you only see when the person on screen is sitting five feet away.


She stepped into the light, curly dark hair falling in a single wave over her left shoulder. She wore a plain white t-shirt tucked into paint-stained jeans, an oversized cardigan thrown over it all like she couldn’t be bothered to dress up for the occasion. She had a portfolio under one arm as if she’d just left class and was only here by accident.


But everyone knew her. Maya Dovell. The local TikTok star that had started all this commotion.


She didn’t pause or glance around for effect. She walked straight through the middle of the shop, ignoring the cluster of teens now openly whispering and jostling to get her attention. She was short, maybe five-two, but her posture made her feel taller; she cut through the tables like she owned the air around her.


I caught Savannah’s eye. She grinned, made a “watch this” gesture with her chin.


Maya stopped at the bar, set down the portfolio, and waited. Amy saw her first.


“Hey, what can I get you?” Amy asked, voice low.


Maya shook her head. “Actually, is the owner here?”


Amy nodded, then looked at me. “Cole?”


I wiped my hands on the towel and stepped to the bar. “What can I get you?”


She smiled, small and secret. “I’m Maya,” she said, like she needed to introduce herself. “You’re the owner?”


I nodded. “Sure am.”


She watched me for a second, then leaned in. “Is it true you were a COO?”


I blinked. “Where did you hear that?”


She shrugged. “It’s on TikTok. Somebody dug up your LinkedIn.”


“Not exactly how I expected to go viral,” I said.


She laughed, a dry, little sound. “You’re famous now, at least among the under-25 set.”


“Yeah, I’ve noticed,” I said, glancing around the shop.


Maya looked at the espresso machine. “Can you guys make a rose in my drink?”


“Sure can,” Amy said, stepping up to rescue me. “What are we drinking?”


I let Amy do her thing and Maya soon had a mocha with a white rose on top.


“This is perfect,” she said.


There was a pause, just long enough to be awkward. Then she set the cup down, pulled out her phone, and snapped a quick photo.


She looked at the shot, then at me. “You okay with being on camera?”


I shrugged. “Depends on the day.”


She tucked her hair behind her ear. “Actually, I was hoping to ask you a few questions? For the TikTok. My followers are obsessed with this place.”


I felt the sweat spring back to my palms. “Sure,” I said, before I could think about it.


She grinned, this time a little wider. “It’ll take five minutes, tops. And you don’t have to do anything weird. Just talk about the shop.”


I nodded, still in work autopilot. “Do you want to do it now?”


She glanced around at the packed tables, then at Savannah, who was watching with open curiosity.


“Maybe in back,” Maya asked, lowering her voice. “It’s too loud out here.”


“Yeah, of course,” I said, stepping from behind the bar.


Savannah leaned in as I passed, her voice pitched for only me. “She’s hotter in person, huh?”


I glared at her, but she only grinned wider.


Maya collected her things, then followed me through the crowd, her phone already up and recording. The entire room watched us leave, the teens at the window openly filming.


I held the door to the back room open. Maya ducked through, her eyes darting everywhere.


“Sorry about the mess,” I said. “We haven’t figured out storage yet.”


She looked around, taking it in—the bags of beans, the mop in the corner, the sticky caramel pooled on the prep table from earlier.


She turned to me, all business. “This is perfect,” she said. “It’s more real.”


She balanced her phone on the edge of the shelf, then pressed the record button.


I watched her set up, the movements smooth and unhurried, like she did this every day.


She turned to me, dark eyes sharp and soft at the same time.


“Ready?” she said.


I nodded.


She hit record.


The red light blinked. I felt my chest squeeze again, but this time, I was more curious than scared.


“So, for people who haven’t been here, what’s the origin story of Latte Love?” Her voice was even, no upspeak, no fillers. Just straight into the question.


I cleared my throat, feeling the scratch at the base of my neck. “I wanted a place where the drinks were good, the people were better, and nobody got yelled at for ordering the wrong thing.”


She smiled, a little. “Were you a coffee guy before this?”


“Corporate guy,” I said, not proud of it. “Marketing in Chicago. Drank five coffees a day, but didn’t know what a macchiato actually was.”


“Why leave?” Her eyes were on mine, steady.


“Health scare,” I said, because it was true. “Burned out, literally. Doctor said quit or else. So I quit.”


She nodded, like she’d heard the story before, or lived it.


“Was it hard?” she asked.


“Harder to stay.”


She didn’t say anything for a beat. Then: “What do you love about it here?”


I looked at the racks of cups, the bins of beans, the battered fridge with the handle taped back on.


“This is the first place I’ve ever built myself,” I said. “Every screw, every line on the wall, every idea is mine. Nobody tells me to trim the budget or cut a corner or do a focus group before changing the playlist.”


She grinned. “But there’s still people.”


“There’s always people,” I said. “But here, I can choose who I want around.”


Maya turned the interview then, quick and casual.


“What about you, outside the shop? What’s your vibe?”


I shrugged. “I run. I cook. I don’t really have a vibe.”


She pressed. “Family? Friends? Anyone you’re close with?”


I took a second. “Not really. My parents are back in Minnesota, we talk sometimes. I had a marriage. That’s over. The rest… I don’t know. Still figuring it out.”


She nodded, like she was checking boxes in her head. “You seem like someone who doesn’t talk about himself a lot.”


“Don’t see the point,” I said, but it sounded defensive, even to me.


She stepped closer, so we were just a few feet apart, and the phone caught us both in frame. “People want to know who makes their food. Who pulls their shot. It matters to them.”


I met her eyes. “What do you want to know?”


She smiled, slow and wicked, but not unkind. “Are you happy here? Or are you just running away from the old thing?”


I wasn’t ready for that. The words hung between us, heavy as a rock.


I thought about the line outside. The noise. The way it felt to survive the crush of the morning. How I never once wanted to be anywhere else, even when my hands shook and my chest felt too small.


“Some days I feel like I’m just keeping my head above water,” I said, voice low. “But yeah. This is better than anything I ever had before.”


She held my gaze for a long second, then flicked her attention back to the phone.


“Last question,” she said. “Are you seeing anyone?”


I laughed, a hard bark, more surprise than humor. “Is that for the interview, or is that you asking?”


Her cheeks flushed, the color a quick, beautiful pink. “Both,” she said. “My comments are full of people who want to know if you’re single.”


I looked past her, at the thin rectangle of light that marked the door to the front of the shop. Through the gap, I could see Savannah walking by, her ponytail swinging, a flash of her shoulder. She paused in the doorway, watching us, her face unreadable.


I turned back to Maya. “I guess I am, Sorry, ladies.”


I shrugged, and let the silence say the rest.


Maya smiled and ended the recording. For a moment, neither of us moved.


She was standing closer than before, enough that I could smell the citrus in her shampoo. Her eyes stayed on mine, dark and unblinking.


“You did great,” she said, voice soft.


“Thanks,” I managed, feeling the heat rise up my neck.


She glanced at the phone, then back at me. “It’s going to blow up even more now. Hope you’re ready.”


“Doubt I ever will be,” I said.


She tucked her hair behind her ear, and for a moment, her composure cracked. “If you ever want to get coffee somewhere that isn’t your own shop, let me know.”


I was about to answer, but the door swung open wider.


Savannah stood there, arms crossed, expression impossible to read. She looked at me, then at Maya, then at the phone. “Everything okay back here?” she asked.


Maya smiled, polite but distant. “Just wrapping up.”


Savannah stepped inside, leaning against the wall. “Don’t let him ramble too long. He’s got drinks to pour.”


“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Maya said, voice even.


She collected her phone and portfolio, then nodded at me. “Thanks for the interview, Cole.”


“Anytime,” I said, and meant it.


She brushed past Savannah, who didn’t move. Their eyes met, a quick, silent battle I couldn’t interpret. Then Maya was gone, her steps light as she crossed the floor and disappeared into the daylight.


Savannah waited until she was sure Maya was out of earshot, then turned to me.


“I think she likes you,” she said, the words flat and sharp.


I tried to deflect. “She’s into the shop. That’s all.”


Savannah shook her head. “You’re hopeless.”


She punched me lightly in the shoulder. “Come on, Bossman. The line’s back to the corner.”
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The afternoon lull felt like the one calm hour the shop ever got. The crowd had thinned; most tables were empty but for the freelancers who moved only for the bathroom or a power outlet. The main action was the lazy sun, punching rectangles of light across the tile and making the air look dustier than it was. The speakers played a band I’d never heard of. The coffee had lost the sharp edge of morning and gone mellow, the cinnamon scent only faint now, a ghost above the warmer.


I stood behind the counter with my sleeves pushed up, scrubbing out a carafe that had gone sour during the rush. My knuckles were raw from the steel wool, but it felt better to clean something than stare at my phone. It was a good kind of monotony.


That’s when Savannah hit the door, nearly flattening the “Art in a Cup!” sign taped to the glass. She had her phone in her fist, face flushed and hair damp at the temples. She looked like she’d run the whole town during her break.


She didn’t say hi. She made a beeline for me, hopped the low part of the bar, and almost bowled me over. I barely kept the carafe in my hand.


“Cole, holy shit, did you see it?” Her voice was at full volume. “She posted it. The Maya thing. The interview is up.”


She shoved her phone at me before I could answer, the screen already open to TikTok. I recognized the interface, the username, the freeze-frame of my own dumb face in the thumbnail. Savannah was breathing hard, probably more from excitement than exertion.


“What, right now?” I set down the carafe, wiped my hands on my shirt, and stared at the screen. The video had a stupid amount of likes and even more comments. The title bar screamed “Hot Coffee Daddy at Latte Love.”


I felt the blood leave my face. Then it came back, all at once, a full flush straight up to my hairline. My palms went slick.


“You’re shitting me,” I said, but she wasn’t.


“Read it!” Savannah was vibrating. “Read the caption. I dare you.”


I tried to ignore the fact that the top of the screen showed a tiny, silent loop of me smiling like an idiot. I scanned the caption: “Cambria’s own Silver Fox Brewmaster tells all. Would you let him grind your bean? #HotCoffeeDaddy #LatteLove #DaddyTok”


“Oh my god,” I muttered.


Savannah was cackling now, loud enough to draw stares from the tables. “You’re a hashtag, Cole! This is the best day of my life.” She snatched the phone back and started reading the comments aloud, not bothering to censor.


“@dogmae says, ‘Please, someone take me to this man, I need to be filled with his creamy foam.’ @bethanychronic says, ‘My bf is on thin ice, one more bad pour and I’m trading up for the Coffee Daddy.’ @kyleedollx says, ‘Am I too young for him? Pls say no.’” She scrolled faster. “Holy shit, they’re all like this. You have a cult, you absolute perv.”


I wanted to melt through the floor. I grabbed the carafe again, even though it was already clean, and scrubbed harder.


Savannah made a theatrical gasp. “You’re blushing, Cole. I’ve never seen you blush.” She poked my bicep, still gleeful. “Let’s watch it.”


“I don’t want to—”


She had the video up and unpaused before I finished. The sound started mid-sentence, my own voice a notch deeper and slower than in my head.


“…first place I ever built myself,” I heard. The camera panned from my face to the row of mugs, then back. “Every screw, every line on the wall, every idea is mine.” 


Savannah snorted. “Every idea? Like I didn’t help you plan the entire menu. Cool. Very cool.”


I didn’t answer. I watched the rest of the video in horror. The questions were cut to sound more flirty, less like an actual interview and more like a late-night talk show for degenerates. Every line about “pulling a shot” or “making it hot” was left in, no context, just enough to make me look like a walking double entendre.


Then came the closing lines.


Maya’s voice: “Last question. Are you seeing anyone?”


Cut to me, awkward laugh, eyes everywhere but the camera: “Is that for the interview, or is that you asking?”


Then Maya, close-up: “Both.” She winked, and the video ended with a pop sound effect and a freeze frame of me half-smiling, looking like I’d just been hit in the balls.


She didn’t post my actual answer.


Savannah clapped, a slow, mocking ovation. “You are so, so fucked.”


I reached over and killed the video. “That’s enough,” I said, but my voice cracked halfway through.


Amy stuck her head up from behind the pastry case. She must have heard everything, but she kept her face deadpan, pretending to focus on tongs and scones.


Savannah wasn’t done. “You know what’s going to happen, right? Every thirsty mom on the central coast is going to be in here tomorrow. This is gonna be line out the door, but like, MILFs only. I hope you’re ready for the stampede, Daddy.”


I wiped my face with the towel, trying to cool the burn. “Can you not—”


She cut me off, imitating Maya’s interview voice. “What do you love about it here, Daddy? Is it the creaminess of your own milk?”


Amy finally lost it. She snorted so loudly she scared herself, then clapped a hand over her mouth. I shot her a glare, but it only made her eyes water harder.


Amy managed to keep it together long enough to say, “It’s a good video, Cole. You come off as… very sincere.”


Savannah leaned into the counter, face way too close to mine. “You know, if you play your cards right, you could have a whole TikTok harem in a week. There are like, three hundred comments asking for your number.”


“I’m deleting the app,” I said. “I’m throwing my phone in the ocean.”


Savannah giggled. “I’ll fish it out. I have to see how many times you get called Daddy in the next twenty-four hours.”


A customer wandered up—an older guy in a golf shirt—and asked for a refill. I tried to put my game face on, but Savannah hovered beside me, watching my every move. The man handed over his cup, glancing at the three of us with mild confusion.


Savannah chirped, “Refill from our Silver Fox Brewmaster, coming up!” She gave the customer a slow once-over, then looked at me, mouthing Daddy with exaggerated lip movements.


I filled the cup and handed it back, trying not to notice the twitch at the corner of the man’s mouth. He took his coffee and retreated, but not before glancing over his shoulder at me, as if reappraising.


Savannah leaned into the bar, stage-whispering. “I give it an hour before the first TikTok stalker shows up.”


I didn’t respond. I focused on the carafe, then on the grinder, then on organizing the sleeves of cups by size, anything to keep from thinking about the world outside the glass.


Amy joined Savannah at the bar. She looked at me, then at Savannah, then back at me. “You’re taking it well.”


I wiped the counter so hard I nearly burned a hole in the laminate. “Is it that bad?”


Amy considered, lips pressed tight. “It’s… not dignified,” she offered, “but you could spin it as a branding thing. Like, own the Daddy, make it less creepy and more, you know—empowering.”


Savannah giggled, then elbowed Amy. “He could pose for one of those ‘Men of Cambria’ calendars. Shirtless, just holding a portafilter.”


Amy’s eyes went wide. “Oh my god, yes. We could sell it for charity.”


I shook my head, but they were already off and running, debating which month would be the best for my debut. Savannah argued for February (“It’s the month of love, duh”), while Amy pushed for October, citing something about autumn aesthetics and the way I wore plaid.


I tried to block it out, but their laughter kept ricocheting around the empty shop.


I looked at the clock. There were still three hours left on the shift. I considered walking out, but then imagined Savannah running the place solo, recording every stupid thing and turning it into viral content.


I stayed put. I washed my hands. I rearranged the sugar packets.


Behind me, Savannah and Amy made bets about how long it would take before someone called me “Daddy.”


I tried to ignore them, but my cheeks were still burning.


A new song came on the speakers—some indie band, the singer’s voice breathy and strange. The sun had moved, and the light was slashing across the counter, making the chrome on the espresso machine glow.


I tried to breathe. I tried to pretend the world outside the glass wasn’t watching.


But I knew tomorrow would be worse.


It was quiet enough to hear the espresso machine cycle down. I’d started to think maybe Savannah had exaggerated the post’s impact, that maybe the world would move on and forget me by sundown. Even she had run out of jokes, and for a while the only noise was the click of her phone and the low murmur of Amy reorganizing the pastry labels.


Then the bell above the door went off like a fire alarm, and in came a squad of high school girls.


There were five of them, maybe more. I lost count right away because they moved as a unit, a bright, shrill blob of crop tops and pleated skirts and giant white sneakers. Their hair looked identical—piled high and shellacked into gravity-defying swirls, each topped with some pastel scrunchie or fake flower. The makeup was heavy and glittery, obvious even from across the room. They smelled like bubblegum and watermelon candy.


They barely made it two steps before spotting me.


“There he is,” hissed one, not bothering to lower her voice.


“OMG,” said another, spelling out the acronym with her phone already out. She angled it over her friend’s shoulder, zooming in on my face.


“It’s him!” a third squealed, and pointed directly at me, as if there was a chance I’d missed it.


Every head in the shop turned, including Savannah’s. She dropped her phone and grinned, eyes wide with anticipation.


I tried to focus on the till, but my hands didn’t get the memo. My grip on the edge of the counter went white-knuckle.


The girls fanned out, a search party converging on a single animal. They started to giggle, then shriek, then giggle again. Two of them ducked behind the cold brew fridge and filmed me from the side. Another one pretended to study the menu but kept peeking at me, then fake-whispering to her friend and squealing even louder.


I could feel the color drain from my face, then snap back in like a sunburn. I stared at the floor, the counter, the pastry case. Anywhere but at them.


Savannah slid up next to me and stage-whispered, “Your public awaits, Daddy.”


I shot her a death glare, but she only giggled and went to the register.


The lead girl—she had the biggest earrings and the only non-white shoes—sidled up and leaned over the bar. Her phone was recording, the screen tilted so I could see myself in the corner.


“Um, hi?” she said, making her voice go high and fake-nervous. “Are you the Hot Coffee Daddy?”


I looked past her, hoping for a power outage or a meteor, but nothing happened. I tried to answer, but it came out as a cough.


“Yeah, that’s me,” I finally managed, barely above a mumble.


She lit up like a jackpot. “Can we get a selfie? Or like, maybe you can be in our TikTok? We promise we won’t make it weird!”


In the background, one of her friends started chanting “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” and then the whole group joined in, their voices echoing up the walls.


Amy popped up from the side, face a mask of pure professionalism, but her eyes were dancing. “Would you ladies like to order first?” she asked, voice calm.


“Oh, totally!” said one of the girls. “Can we get, um, three pink matcha lattes, a cold brew, and whatever Daddy thinks is best?”


Savannah lost it, turned away, shoulders shaking. Amy kept a straight face, wrote down the order, and handed it to me.


I turned to the machine, desperate for an excuse to have my back to the room. My hands shook so hard I almost dumped the grounds on the floor. I tried to focus on the drinks—milk, syrup, shot, repeat—but their voices never let up.


“He’s even cuter in real life,” said one.


“Is he single? He looks single,” said another.


“Oh my god, he’s blushing, look at him.”


I wanted to crawl inside the garbage can and never come out.


I finished the drinks, mumbled something about inventory, then made a break for the back room. The girls followed with their eyes, all of them filming.


The door shut behind me. I pressed my back to it and tried to breathe.


On the other side, I could still hear their voices. Savannah and Amy fielded the orders, laughing and playing along, but I knew the second I stepped back out, I’d be right back in the center of the circus.


I looked at my hands. They were still shaking.


I took the deepest breath I could, held it, and listened to the sound of the girls chanting “Daddy” through the thin wall.


I wondered if it was too late to sell the shop and move to Nebraska.
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The back room was my favorite part of the shop. Not the front, where the whole world could see you. Not the counter, where Savannah’s voice traveled at a hundred decibels and Amy kept her clipboard like a weapon. The storage area was concrete and cold, lined with steel racks and white plastic crates, the bulbs above casting everything a sick yellow.


I was in the middle of reorganizing milk crates—whole on the left, oat in the middle, almond wherever it fit—when Savannah swung the door wide and let it slam. The shelves shuddered. A small drift of dust landed in my hair. She stalked in and closed the door with her foot.


She didn’t say anything for a second. She just watched me, arms folded under her chest, letting her body do the talking.


I tried to ignore her. I reached up, found a shelf spot for the new box of sleeves, and then bent to pick up the rag that had fallen. The second I straightened, she was two feet closer, so close I could smell the shampoo still clinging to her ponytail.


“Hey, Hot Coffee Daddy,” she said, letting every syllable linger. “You disappointed your fans. Those girls were really bummed you didn’t come back out to shoot a video with them.”


“Those girls were barely 15 or 16. I don’t need any content with minors out there, thanks.”


I sighed.


“Honestly, I don’t know if I can put up with this.”


Savannah stepped forward and pressed her hips into me, hard enough to make the rack rattle.


“Want me to make you feel better?”


I turned to face her, but her arms stayed locked. Her eyes were wide and bright, and the corners crinkled in mischief. She looked up at me and bared her teeth. “Did you know there’s a Discord server about you?”


“No,” I said. “And I don’t wanna know.”


She grinned wider, then leaned up and kissed me, open-mouthed, hungry. Her tongue was mint and coffee. She bit my lower lip, then tugged.


I tried to back away, but she moved with me, never breaking contact. Her hands slid down, past my belt and stopped at the button.


“Savannah,” I said, warning in my voice.


“What,” she shot back, not slowing.


“Amy’s working up front. I don’t wanna—”


She popped the button, then the zipper, and slid her hand inside.


I jumped. It was cold at first—her hand still held the chill of the walk-in fridge. But then her palm found me, fingers wrapping around the shaft, and all thoughts of inventory and schedules and Amy drifted.


Savannah grinned at my reaction, then stroked, slow, thumb tracing the rim of my cock through the thin cotton of my boxers. I could feel myself harden in her hand, every nerve on edge, every ounce of my self-control unraveling.


She leaned up, mouth by my ear. “You know what’s hot? Watching all those girls freak out over my boyfriend.” She said it softly, not a joke, not a tease.


I tried to focus. “Am I your boyfriend now?”


She squeezed. “What did you tell Maya? She didn’t post your whole answer.”


“I told her I was seeing someone.”


Savannah leaned back and looked up at me, thinking for a moment. Her hand was still around my cock.


“It’s probably good she ended it how she did. Gotta keep all those young girls thinking they have a chance.”


I opened my mouth, but all that came out was a sharp exhale. She freed me from my underwear, skin hot against her cold fingers. I was hard as a rock, despite all my protests. She worked her fist in a tight circle, slow at first, then building, every muscle in my body tightening.


I braced my hand on the rack. A tin of coffee stirrers tumbled and clattered to the floor.


“Savannah, for fuck’s sake,” I hissed.


She dropped to her knees, one hand on my hip for balance. Her hair brushed my thigh. She looked up, eyes dark and wide. “You like it when I do this?” she whispered.


I nodded, couldn’t form words.


She grinned, then took me in her mouth.


Her mouth was so hot compared to the chill on her hands that it made my eyes roll back. She started slow, lips wrapped tight around the head, tongue teasing the slit, then let me slide deeper until I hit the back of her throat. She gagged once—on purpose, for effect—and then looked up at me, blue eyes clear and sharp even from the floor.


I bit down on my lip, hard. The pressure was insane. Every time she moved, her hand twisted at the base, her mouth working the rest, each pull sending a jolt up my spine. I tried to focus on the steel shelving, the reek of sanitizer, anything to keep myself from losing it in under a minute. Didn’t help.


She pumped her fist in time with her mouth, twisting each time she came up for air. Her nails bit into my skin. The clatter from up front was a dull heartbeat in the background, but my world had narrowed to her lips, her tongue, and the impossible warmth of her mouth.


I reached out, desperate for balance, and gripped the shelf. It gave a little under my hand, and a cardboard box of lids tumbled down, bounced off her shoulder, scattered across the floor.


She just laughed, cock still in her mouth, the vibration making me twitch.


“Careful, Bossman,” she whispered. “You break it, you buy it.”


I couldn’t answer. I was too close already, the edge rushing up before I could slow it down. My knees went weak. I felt her smile around my cock, then she took me deeper, nose buried against my stomach, tongue writhing under the shaft.


I was seconds from losing it when she pulled off, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and stood up in a single motion. Her face was flushed, lips slick and red, chin wet. She stared at me, all hunger and zero shame.


“Don’t you dare finish yet,” she said, voice rough. “I want you inside me first.”


She turned around and bent over the nearest milk crate. She peeled her shorts and underwear down to her knees, baring herself, then looked over her shoulder, eyes wild.


“Come on, Daddy,” she said. “Don’t make me beg.”


I barely managed to pull her shirt up, exposing her back and the dimples just above her ass. She arched, spreading her legs, hands braced on the crate.


I lined up and shoved in, hard enough that the crate skidded an inch. She gasped, then moaned, the sound raw and real.


I grabbed her hips, fingers digging into her skin, and started to move.


Savannah slammed her hips back into me with every thrust, the crate creaking under her weight, my hands locked around her waist to keep her from flying forward. She braced her arms on the edge of the shelf and arched her back, ass high, cunt stretched tight around my cock. Every few seconds she let out a gasp or a whimper, then bit it down, like she was daring herself to make noise.


I didn’t care about the shop, the customers, the risk of being caught—not right now. All I wanted was to split her open, fill her, hear her moan my name. I pounded her harder, balls slapping her skin, the sound echoing off the bare cement.


She started to talk, voice shredded by breathing. “Fuck, Cole. Fuck. Harder.” She reached back, grabbing my hand, nails digging into the back of my palm, as if she needed proof that this was real. I changed my grip, snaked a hand up her back, tangled my fingers in her ponytail and yanked her head up. She whimpered, louder this time.


“Shut up,” I hissed, and she only laughed.


I knew I couldn’t last. Not with the way she squeezed around me, the heat and friction, the way she pushed herself back with every slam. I could feel the pressure climbing, everything inside me wired to the edge.


She twisted, tried to look at me over her shoulder, hair wild around her face. “You gonna cum in me?” she said, taunting. “Fill me up, Daddy. Do it.”


The words made me lose it. I gripped her hips, slammed in deep, and unloaded. The world went white. I felt her clench around me, then she shuddered, back arching, legs shaking as she came.


We stayed like that, locked together, sweat dripping off us, the only sound our breathing and the faint tick of the fridge.


After a long moment, I pulled out. My cock was slick with her and me both. She straightened, pulled her shorts and underwear back up, and turned to face me.


Her cheeks were bright, lips swollen, hair a mess. She looked at me like I was the only thing in the room.


I tried to catch my breath, but she just grinned, grabbed a rag off the crate, and wiped her mouth.


She didn’t even bother to clean her thighs. She yanked her shorts into place, then leaned up, kissed me, and whispered, “I want to feel your cream inside me all day.”


I shook my head, still coming back to reality. I started to tuck myself in, but then I heard the creak of the door behind me.


I froze.


Amy stood there, holding a box of to-go lids, her face dead calm.


She looked at Savannah, then at me, then back at Savannah. Her eyes were cool, almost clinical. She didn’t say a word.


Savannah smiled, wide and wicked. “Need something, Amy?” she asked, voice sugary.


Amy blinked, then shrugged. “Just grabbing lids.” She turned away, but I caught the tiniest quirk of a smile on her lips.


Savannah watched her go, then glanced at me, eyes bright. “Think she saw?” she whispered. “I hope she saw.”


I didn’t answer. My heart was still pounding.


Savannah wiped her hands on her shirt, then left the back room, hips swaying as if nothing had happened.


I followed, but not before I caught Amy looking back at me through the half-open door.


Her expression was unreadable.


But I had a feeling things were about to get a lot more complicated.
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The following two days were super bad for me, but fucking great for business. The spring semester at the college was over, and high school had just ended for the summer. The line at Latte Love stretched out the door and halfway down the block. Inside, every table was packed with teenagers, phones up, catching every move I made. The espresso machine hissed non-stop, pumping out drink after drink while I tried to keep my head down and my hands steady. Three hours into the morning rush and we still hadn't seen a break. The beans were running low. The milk was nearly gone. And I couldn't stop thinking about the way Amy had looked at me when she found Savannah and I in the back room.


I pulled another shot, my arm sore from the repetition. The steam wand screamed as I frothed the last of the whole milk. The customer at the counter—a woman in her forties with highlights and a low-cut blouse—watched me with a smile that said she'd seen the TikTok. She kept trying to catch my eye, her phone ready on the counter.


"Can I get a picture with you?" she asked, voice pitched high. "My daughter won't believe I actually found the Coffee Daddy."


I forced a smile. "Just trying to get through the rush first."


Behind her, the line shifted, everyone inching forward to hear my response. Someone giggled. Someone else took a photo anyway, the flash catching me off-guard.


I glanced at the milk fridge—almost empty. The bean hopper was down to its last quarter. I handed the woman her latte and turned to check our backup supply.


"We're in trouble," I muttered to Savannah, who was running the register like her life depended on it.


She glanced back at me, ponytail swinging. "What kind of trouble? Like, good trouble?"


"Supply trouble. We're about to run out of everything."


She looked at the line, then at the dwindling milk jugs, and grimaced. "Shit."


I grabbed my phone and ducked into the back, trying to ignore the crowd's collective murmur as I passed. I called our supplier first—straight to voicemail. I tried the backup, a local place that usually delivered on Thursdays. The guy who answered sounded half-asleep.


"Need an emergency run," I said, rushing the words. "Beans, milk, cups, everything."


"Can't do it till tomorrow," he said, yawning. "Truck's out on the peninsula."


I hung up and tried two more places. Same answer: tomorrow, maybe. Too late, definitely.


When I came back out, the line had somehow doubled. Savannah was ringing up orders she knew we couldn't fill. Amy was at the far end of the bar, working the drink queue with mechanical precision, but even she looked stressed, a thin line of sweat at her hairline.


I pulled Savannah aside. "We need milk. And beans. Right now."


She looked at the crowd, then at me. "Want me to tell them we're out?"


I shook my head. "I need you to make a run. Hit every grocery in town. Buy all the milk you can.”


She nodded, already untying her apron. "On it."


I handed her the shop card. "Whole milk first, then oat. Skip the almond."


She grabbed her bag and was gone, slipping through the crowd like water through rocks.


That left me alone with Amy.


For the past two days, we'd been working around each other, careful not to get too close, not to look directly at the elephant in the room. Now, with Savannah gone and the crowd pressing in, there was nowhere to hide.


I stepped up to the bar, sidling in next to her. She glanced up, eyes meeting mine for a split second, then looked back at the drink she was making. Her hands moved perfectly, no wasted motion, even under pressure.


"You okay handling drinks while I run register?" I asked, voice low.


She nodded, not looking up. "I'm fine."


I touched her elbow, just a brief contact. "Thanks."


She stiffened but didn't pull away.


I went to the register and started taking orders, trying to pace them so Amy wouldn't drown. The line moved slow, each customer wanting to chat, to take photos, to ask if I was single. I deflected as best I could, but my face hurt from fake smiling.


Between customers, I kept stealing glances at Amy. Her face was set in concentration, her movements precise. She wore a plain black t-shirt today, fitted enough to show the curve of her waist when she reached for cups. I thought about the way she'd looked at me in the back room—not shocked, not angry, just...curious.


After twenty minutes of non-stop orders, there was a momentary lull. The line outside was still long, but inside, people were seated, nursing their drinks, filming each other instead of me. I seized the chance to check on Amy.


"You need anything?" I asked, stepping closer than necessary.


She shook her head, then looked up at me and really met my gaze for the first time all day.


"I'm sorry," I said, the words coming out before I could stop them. "About what you saw. With Savannah. I shouldn't have—"


She cut me off with a tiny shake of her head. Her cheeks flushed pink. "Don't," she said. "It's fine."


I swallowed. "It wasn't professional. It won't happen again."


She looked at me, her eyes steady. "I enjoyed the show.”


The words hit me like a slap. I stared at her, not sure I'd heard right.


"What?"


She didn't break eye contact. "I said I enjoyed it. Watching you two."


My throat went dry. "How much did you see?"


She set down the cup she was holding. "Enough," she said. "Enough that I was still thinking about it when I went home that night."


I felt the heat climb from my collar to my hairline. She stepped closer, her arm brushing mine, the contact sending a jolt through my body.


"I didn't mean to interrupt," she said, voice barely above a whisper. "But I'm not sorry I did."


I couldn't look away from her face. Her eyes were dark, pupils wide, a hint of something dangerous hiding there. She leaned in, close enough that I could smell her perfume—clean, subtle, nothing like Savannah's fruity scent.


The air between us went electric. I was suddenly aware of how close we were standing, how easy it would be to close the gap, to find out if her mouth tasted as good as it looked.


The moment stretched, both of us frozen in place, neither willing to make the next move. I watched her lips part slightly, her breath quickening.


Then the bell above the door jangled, sharp and loud, breaking the spell.


Savannah burst in, arms loaded with grocery bags, hair wild from the wind outside. "Reinforcements!" she shouted, holding up the bags like trophies. "I cleaned out the Whole Foods and that fancy corner store with the snobby cashier."


Amy stepped back, the movement so quick it was almost a jump. She turned to the espresso machine, her back to both of us, and started wiping down the steam wand with mechanical focus.


Savannah set the bags on the counter and started unpacking milk cartons. She looked at me, then at Amy, her eyes narrowing slightly.


"Everything okay here?" she asked, gaze flicking between us.


I nodded, trying to keep my face neutral. "Fine. Just swamped."


Savannah didn't look convinced, but the line was moving again, new customers pressing forward, and she had no choice but to jump back in.


I watched Amy return to making drinks, her movements precise and controlled, no sign of the heat that had been in her eyes moments before. She didn't look at me again.


I took a deep breath and turned back to the register, trying to focus on the job, not on the way my heart was still hammering in my chest.


The last customer was a college kid with a laptop who'd been nursing the same cold brew for three hours. When the door closed behind him, the shop fell into an exhausted silence. I flipped the sign to CLOSED and locked the door, feeling the weight of the day in my shoulders. My shirt was stained with milk and sweat, my hands raw from the constant washing. Savannah slumped against the counter, her usual energy finally spent. Amy methodically wiped down the espresso machine, her movements slower than usual but still precise. None of us had spoken much since that moment this afternoon.


Amy nodded, eyes on her clipboard. "We ran out of five syrups, two milk types, and all the banana bread." She looked up, a hint of pride breaking through her exhaustion. "But no one complained about the wait times."


I tied off a trash bag and set it by the door. "You two were amazing today."


Savannah stretched, arms high above her head, her shirt riding up to show a strip of tanned stomach. "Damn right we were. Tell me I'm getting overtime."


"Double time," I said, only half-joking. "And hazard pay for dealing with the TikTok teens."


We settled into our closing routine. Amy counted the register while Savannah swept the floors. I restocked what I could with our limited supplies, making mental notes for tomorrow's emergency order. The silence between us wasn't uncomfortable, just tired.


Amy finished her count and handed me the day's total on a slip of paper. Our eyes met briefly, and I saw something flicker there—a reminder of what she'd said earlier, of the moment we'd almost had. She looked away first, busying herself with the pastry case.


Savannah worked her way from the back of the shop to the front, humming under her breath. Every so often, she'd bump into one of us—her hip against mine as she passed, her shoulder brushing Amy's as they traded places at the sink. There was something deliberate in the contact, like she was staking a claim.


I was wiping down the last table when the bell above the door chimed. I turned, ready to tell whoever it was that we were closed, but the words died in my throat.


The woman who stepped in wore a tailored gray pantsuit, crisp even at the end of the day. Her hair was ash blonde, cut in a sharp bob that framed a face that was all angles and authority. She was maybe fifty, maybe a bit more, but she moved like someone who had never doubted her right to enter a room.


"I'm sorry, we're closed," Amy said from behind the counter.


The woman smiled, the expression warming her face without softening it. "I know. I was hoping to catch you after hours." She looked directly at me. "You must be Cole Hartwell. I'm Catherine Winters, Cambria's mayor."


I straightened up, suddenly aware of my wrinkled shirt and disheveled hair. "Mayor Winters. What can I do for you?"


She approached, hand extended. Her grip was firm, her skin cool and dry against my palm. "I've been hearing quite a bit about your shop lately. Hard to miss when half the town's teenagers are lined up outside your door."


Savannah leaned on her broom, watching with undisguised interest. "We've gone viral," she said, pride evident in her voice.


The mayor nodded. "My granddaughter showed me the TikToks. Very impressive reach for a local business."


Amy stepped out from behind the counter, clipboard still in hand. The mayor's eyes flicked to her, assessing, then back to me.


"I'll get right to the point," Mayor Winters said. "Cambria has been looking for ways to boost tourism in the off-season. Your shop's sudden popularity presents an opportunity." She paced slowly, eyes scanning every corner of the space. "I'm thinking of a Cambria Coffee Festival this summer. A weekend event, local shops and roasters, maybe some competitions. Your place would be the centerpiece, of course."


I blinked, trying to process. "A festival? Because of some TikToks?"


She smiled, sharper this time. "Social media is currency, Mr. Hartwell. And right now, your shop is rich." She gestured to the shop around us. "This could be good for everyone. The town gets tourism, you get more business, other local vendors get exposure."


I looked at Savannah and Amy. Savannah was practically vibrating with excitement. Even Amy looked interested, her usual reserve cracking slightly.


"When would this happen?" I asked.


"Three weeks from now. We can handle the logistics, the permits, the promotion. All you need to do is say yes and be ready for the crowds." The mayor reached into her jacket and produced a business card. "My personal number is on the back. Call me tomorrow with your decision."


She handed me the card, her fingers brushing mine deliberately, lingering just a beat too long. Her eyes held mine, and there was no mistaking the interest there.


"I hope you'll say yes," she said, voice dropping slightly. "I think we could work well together."


I nodded, suddenly unable to form words. She smiled, satisfied, letting her eyes linger on me for a moment, then turned to leave.


The silence lasted about three seconds before Savannah burst out laughing.


Amy and Savannah exchanged knowing glances.


"What's so funny?" I asked, wiping down the counter.


Amy leaned against the pastry case. "I think the mayor wants some Hot Coffee too."


Savannah snickered, then added, "Cole prefers younger girls, though."


I shot her a stern look. "Shut it."


The warning in my voice only made them laugh harder.


"Maybe next time those high school girls come in, I'll give them your number," Amy said, her usual reserve completely gone. "Since you're so popular with the ladies now."


I groaned and retreated toward the back room, their laughter following me like a wave. Through the doorway, I heard Savannah say something about the mayor's pantsuit and how quickly I could get it off her.


"You think she's his type?" Amy asked, her voice carrying.


"Nah," Savannah replied. "He likes them blonde and stacked, like us."


Their laughter grew louder, bouncing off the walls of the empty shop.


I closed my eyes and leaned against the shelves, letting the cool metal press into my back. The day had been exhausting, the shop chaotic, and now this—a festival, a mayor with wandering eyes, and two employees who seemed determined to see how far they could push me.
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I unlocked the front door of my bungalow and stepped aside to let Savannah pass. She moved slowly, her usual energy drained by the day's chaos. The early evening sun slanted through the windows, casting everything in amber light. She dropped her bag by the door and kicked off her sneakers, then padded barefoot across the floor.


I followed her in, letting the door swing shut behind me. My shoulders ached from the constant motion of pulling shots and steaming milk. My hands still smelled like coffee grounds and sanitizer, no matter how many times I'd washed them. The silence felt good after hours of noise and demands.


Savannah collapsed onto the couch, sinking into the cushions with a long exhale. She pulled her knees up to her chest, wrapping her arms around her legs. The top she wore clung to her skin, damp with sweat from the rush. Her ponytail had come loose during the day, blonde strands framing her face.


I grabbed two beers from the fridge, twisted the caps off, and handed her one. She took a long pull, then set it on the coffee table and patted the cushion beside her.


"Come here," she said, voice softer than usual.


I sat down next to her, close enough that our thighs touched. She immediately shifted, curling against my side like a cat seeking warmth. Her head found the hollow of my shoulder, and I felt some of the tension leave my body. The familiar weight of her against me was better than any beer.


The blinds were half-drawn, letting in strips of golden light that moved across the room as the sun dropped lower. Outside, I could hear the distant sound of waves and the occasional car passing on the street. The world felt smaller here, contained to just the two of us and the soft light filtering through the windows.


Savannah's fingers played with the buttons on my shirt, not trying to undress me, just tracing patterns on the fabric. Her breathing had slowed, matching mine. For a few minutes, we just sat there, letting the quiet wash over us.


"That was insane today," she said finally, her voice muffled against my shoulder.


"Yeah," I agreed. "I never expected anything like that."


She shifted, turning to look at me. Her blue eyes were bright in the fading light, but there was something else there, a curiosity that made my stomach tighten.


"When I came back with the milk," she said, voice casual but pointed, "you and Amy were standing pretty close together."


I tensed slightly. I'd hoped she hadn't noticed, or that she'd forgotten about it in the chaos of the afternoon rush. But Savannah noticed everything, especially when it came to other women around me.


"We were just talking," I said, but even I could hear how weak it sounded.


Savannah's fingers stilled on my shirt. She pushed herself up slightly, studying my face. "About what?"


I met her gaze, trying to read her expression. There was no anger there, no jealousy. Just curiosity, and something else I couldn't quite identify.


"About what happened in the back room," I said carefully. "What she saw."


Savannah's lips parted slightly. "What did she say?"


I hesitated, knowing that once I said it, there would be no taking it back. But something in Savannah's expression told me she wasn't going to let this go.


"She said she enjoyed watching us," I said finally. "That she'd been thinking about it when she went home that night."


The effect was immediate. Savannah's body went rigid against mine, her breathing quickening. Her pupils dilated, and I watched her cheeks flush pink. She sat up straighter, her full attention focused on me.


"She said that?" Her voice was barely above a whisper.


I nodded. "She was... very direct about it."


Savannah's tongue darted out to wet her lips. Her fingers found my chest again, but this time the touch was different. More deliberate. She traced patterns on my shirt, her nails catching on the fabric.


"What else did she say?" she asked, leaning closer.


"That she wasn't sorry she interrupted us," I said, watching her reaction. "That she'd enjoyed the show."


Savannah's breath hitched. She shifted on the couch, moving closer until her face was inches from mine. The scent of her perfume mixed with the faint smell of coffee that still clung to both of us.


"How much did she see?" she asked, her voice dropping to that husky whisper that always made my pulse quicken.


"Enough," I said, remembering Amy's exact words. "She saw enough."


Savannah's eyes went dark. Her fingers pressed harder against my chest, and I could feel the heat radiating from her body. She was aroused, I realized with a jolt. The idea of Amy watching us, thinking about us, had turned her on.


"That's actually really hot," she breathed, confirming my suspicions. Her fingers trailed lower, tracing the edge of my belt. "Did she say what part she liked watching the most?"


I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "She didn't get specific."


Savannah smiled, slow and wicked. "But you're curious, aren't you? About what she was thinking while she watched."


I didn't answer, but I didn't need to. She could read it in my face, in the way my breathing had changed, in the tension that had crept into my body.


She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. "I bet she was thinking about what it would feel like to be in my place," she whispered. "Bent over that milk crate, with you behind her."


The image hit me like a punch to the gut. I could picture it perfectly – Amy's small frame, her controlled demeanor cracking as I pushed into her, her quiet gasps filling the storage room.


Savannah pulled back, studying my face with satisfaction. "You're thinking about it too, aren't you?"


Before I could answer, her mouth was on mine, hot and demanding. Her tongue swept past my lips, and I tasted beer and something sweeter, something that was purely her. Her hands fisted in my shirt, pulling me closer.


When she finally broke the kiss, we were both breathing hard. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen and red. She looked at me with an intensity that made my heart race.


"I want to know everything," she said, her voice rough with desire. "Everything she said. Everything she saw. Everything she's been thinking about."


Savannah didn't give me time to process what she'd said. She swung her leg over mine, straddling me on the couch, her athletic thighs bracketing my hips. The movement was smooth, like she'd been planning it since the moment I'd told her about Amy.


Her hands found my shoulders, gripping tight as she settled her weight on me. Even through our clothes, I could feel her heat. She was already wet.


"You want to know what I think?" she said, her voice low and rough. She rolled her hips, grinding against me in a slow, deliberate circle. "I think she touched herself that night. I think she went home and couldn't stop thinking about what she saw."


I groaned, my hands automatically moving to her waist. She was wearing those leggings that clung to every curve, and I could feel the taut muscles in her legs as she moved above me.


"Savannah," I started, but she cut me off.


"I want you to think about Amy while you fuck me," she whispered, leaning down so her breath was hot against my ear. "I want you to imagine it's her riding your cock."


My grip on her waist tightened, and I felt my cock harden against her. She felt it too, because she smiled and pressed down harder.


"You like that idea, don't you?" she said, sitting back to look at me. Her eyes were dark with lust, her cheeks flushed. "You want to know what she looks like when she comes."


I tried to form words, to protest, but she was moving again, her hips rolling in a rhythm that made thinking impossible. My hands slid down to her ass, pulling her closer.


"Tell me," she demanded, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Tell me you've thought about it."


"I—" I started, but she leaned in and bit my lower lip, hard enough to make me gasp.


"Don't lie to me," she said against my mouth. "I can feel how hard you are. I can see it in your eyes."


She was right. I had thought about it, more than I wanted to admit. Amy's small frame, her controlled demeanor, the way she'd looked at me in the storage room. I'd wondered what it would be like to break through that professional facade.


Savannah pulled back and grabbed the hem of her top, yanking it over her head in one fluid motion. She wore a black sports bra underneath, the fabric straining to contain her breasts. Her skin was flushed and damp with sweat, and I could see her nipples hard against the fabric.


"Your turn," she said, her fingers already working on the buttons of my shirt.


She pushed the shirt off my shoulders, her palms flat against my chest. Her touch was electric, sending jolts of sensation through my body.


"Do you think she'd be shy?" she asked, her fingers tracing patterns on my skin. "Or do you think she'd be bold, like me?"


I couldn't answer. The combination of her touch and her words was overwhelming. She leaned in and kissed my neck, her teeth scraping against my skin.


"I bet she'd be quiet," she continued, her voice muffled. "I bet she'd try to hold back, but you'd make her scream."


She bit down on my throat, hard enough to leave a mark. I hissed, my hands tangling in her hair. The ponytail holder came loose, and her blonde hair fell around her shoulders.


"What do you think she was thinking when she saw you fucking me?" she asked, pulling back to look at me. "Do you think she fantasied about taking that big fucking cock?”


The image she painted was vivid and immediate. Amy's small hands braced against the concrete, her back arched, her quiet gasps echoing in the storage room. I could picture it perfectly, and the thought made my cock throb.


Savannah felt my reaction and smiled. "You do think about it," she said, satisfaction clear in her voice. "You want to know what she tastes like."


She stood up suddenly, leaving me cold and bereft. But before I could protest, she was pulling at my hand, leading me toward the bedroom. Her movements were urgent, driven by a need I'd never seen in her before.


"Come on," she said, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I want to show you what I think she'd do."


I followed her, my shirt hanging open, her top forgotten on the couch. The bedroom was dim, lit only by the last rays of sunlight filtering through the curtains. She pushed me onto the bed, then stood at the foot, looking down at me with intent.


"Do you think she'd want to join us?" she asked, her hands moving to the waistband of her leggings. "Or would she rather just watch again?"


She peeled the leggings down slowly, revealing the smooth curves of her legs. She wasn't wearing underwear, and I could see the evidence of her arousal glistening on her thighs.


"Maybe she'd want to watch me suck your cock," she continued, stepping out of the leggings. "Maybe she'd want to see how deep I can take you."


She crawled onto the bed, her movements fluid and graceful. Her hair fell like a curtain around her face as she leaned over me, her breasts brushing against my chest.


"Or maybe she'd want to help," she whispered, her lips inches from mine. "Maybe she'd want to lick your balls while I work the head."


The image was too much. I flipped her over, pinning her beneath me. She laughed, delighted by the sudden show of dominance.


"There he is," she said, her eyes bright with excitement. "There's my dominant Daddy.”


I kissed her hard, pouring all my frustration and need into the contact. She responded eagerly, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me closer.


"Tell me," she gasped against my lips. "Tell me you want to fuck her."


I pulled back, looking down at her flushed face. Her hair was spread across the pillow, her lips swollen from my kisses. She was beautiful and wild and completely shameless.


"I want to fuck you," I said, my voice rough.


She shook her head, her hips rolling against mine. "That's not what I asked."


I stared down at her, seeing the challenge in her eyes. She wasn't going to let this go. She wanted me to admit it, to give voice to the fantasy.


"Say it," she whispered. "Say you want to fuck Amy."


I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, pressing them into the mattress. She gasped, her back arching off the bed, and I could see the pulse beating wild in her throat. The bedside lamp cast golden light across her skin, highlighting every curve and shadow.


I held her wrists with one hand and reached for the sports bra with the other. She didn't resist as I pulled it over her head, freeing her breasts. They were flushed and full, her nipples were hard peaks that begged for attention.


"You're playing with fire," I warned, leaning down to bite her neck. She tasted like salt and coffee.


"I know," she whispered, her hips bucking against mine. "I want to get burned."


I released her wrists and stood up, making quick work of my jeans and boxers. She watched me with hungry eyes, her hands moving to her own breasts, fingers rolling her nipples as she waited.


When I climbed back onto the bed, she was ready for me. Her legs fell open, revealing the slick heat between her thighs. I could smell her arousal, sharp and sweet in the dim room.


I looked down at her, seeing the genuine desire in her eyes. This wasn't just dirty talk for her. She was truly aroused by the idea of Amy joining us, of sharing me with another woman.


“What would Amy be doing if she was here right now,” Savannah said.


"I think she'd touch herself while watching," I said, my voice low. "I think she'd sit in that chair and watch me fuck you."


Savannah moaned, her nails digging into my skin. "What else?"


"I think she'd be quiet about it," I continued, positioning myself at her entrance. "But I'd see her hand moving between her legs."


I pushed inside her, slow and deep. She was so wet and ready that I slid in easily, her body welcoming me. We both groaned at the sensation.


"Keep going," she gasped, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Tell me more."


I started to move, setting a rhythm that had her gasping with each thrust. "Maybe she'd want to touch you," I said, watching her face. "Maybe she'd want to know what you taste like."


"God, yes," Savannah moaned, her head falling back against the pillow. "Would you let her?"


"Would you want me to?"


She nodded frantically. "I want her to lick me while you fuck me. I want to feel her tongue on my clit while you're inside me."


The image was so vivid it made me lose my rhythm for a moment. I could picture Amy's small hands on Savannah's thighs, her mouth working between her legs while I thrust into her from behind.


"Show me what you'd do to her," Savannah demanded, her voice breathless. "Pretend I'm Amy. Show me how you'd fuck her."


Something inside me snapped. I grabbed her hips and flipped her over, positioning her on her hands and knees. She looked back at me over her shoulder, her hair wild, her eyes dark with lust.


"Like this?" I asked, running my hands over her ass. "Is this how you think I'd take her?"


"Yes," she hissed. "Hard. Make her scream."


I entered her from behind, the new angle making her cry out. I could feel her muscles clenching around me, her body responding to every movement. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with our heavy breathing.


"She wants this," Savannah continued, pushing back against me. "She wants to feel you inside her."


"Fuck," I groaned, my hands gripping her hips tight enough to leave marks. "You're going to make me come."


"Not yet," she said, turning to look at me. "Tell me you're thinking about her. Tell me you want to fuck Amy."


I stared down at her, seeing the desperate need in her eyes. She was close too, her body trembling with the effort of holding back.


"I want to fuck Amy," I finally admitted, the words torn from my throat.


“Then fuck her, Cole,” she moaned, her body starting to shake. “Fuck her right now!”


I obeyed. I grabbed Savannah’s hips harshly and pounded into her with everything I had. Savannah moaned, but then stopped looking over her shoulder, putting her head face down on the bed. From this position, staring at Savannah’s ass and the back of her head, I allowed myself to imagine it was someone else. This was Amy. I was fucking Amy.


I pounded away as she pushed herself back onto me. In and out. Harder. Faster. I closed my eyes.


 I didn’t mean to interrupt. But I’m not sorry I did.


I pictured her face. Those blue eyes. Her perfume. The way she had parted her lips right before Savannah came back.


“Oh, Amy…” I muttered, almost involuntarily.


Savannah moaned beneath me.


The bed creaked. The sounds of our love filled the room. I was fucking Savannah harder than I ever had before. She yelped, and moaned, and yelped again. And then she screamed. I opened my eyes.


Savannah’s body was convulsing on my cock. The sight of her losing control, combined with the fantasy we’d built, pushed me over the edge. I came hard, spilling inside her as she collapsed onto the bed. I fell on top of her, all of my weight pushing down. She didn’t complain.


After a moment, I rolled off and we tangled together, the sheets smelling like coffee, sex and sweat.


My heart was still racing, my body slick with perspiration. Savannah was curled against my side, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest.


"That was amazing,” she murmured, her voice still rough from screaming.


I nodded, not trusting my voice. The reality of what I'd admitted was starting to sink in. I'd just told my girlfriend I wanted to fuck another woman and she was totally into it.


Savannah seemed to sense my thoughts. She propped herself up on her elbow, looking down at me with soft eyes.


"It's okay," she said, her finger tracing my jawline. "It's okay to want her."


"Is it?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.


She smiled, slow and wicked. “Maybe she wants you too.”


"What are you saying?" I asked.


She settled back against my side, her hand resting on my chest. "I'm saying maybe it's time we all stopped just thinking about it."
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The morning rush had settled into its usual rhythm when I spotted the white van pulling up outside, its roof bristling with satellite equipment and camera mounts. I was pulling shots for the regulars—the jogger who always ordered a double espresso, the college professor with her daily oat milk latte—when the first technician stepped through our door with a coil of black cable over his shoulder.


I looked over at Savannah, who was steaming milk with her usual aggressive precision. She caught my eye and shrugged, but I could see the spark of interest there. Amy was at the register, taking an order from the woman who ran the bookstore next door, but her attention kept drifting to the growing crowd of equipment cases being hauled inside.


The bell above the door chimed again, and Mayor Winters entered, clipboard in hand, followed by a woman in a navy blazer carrying a leather portfolio. The mayor wore a crisp white blouse under a charcoal suit, her ash blonde hair perfectly styled despite the early hour. She scanned the shop with the practiced eye of someone used to managing spaces and people.


"Mr. Hartwell," she called out, weaving between the technicians. "I hope you don't mind the short notice. Channel 7 wanted to do a piece on local businesses preparing for the festival."


I wiped my hands on my towel and stepped around the bar. "Would have been nice to know yesterday."


The woman in the blazer extended her hand. "Jessica Torres, Channel 7 News. We just want to shoot some B roll of the inside of the shop. If you’re too busy for an interview, we can come back at a time that’s better for you.”


Her grip was firm, professional. She had the kind of smile that probably looked great on camera but felt rehearsed in person. Behind her, a cameraman was setting up a tripod while another technician clipped lights to our ceiling fixtures.


I glanced at Savannah and Amy.


“Can you girls hold it down for a moment?”


“Sure thing, Bossman,” Savannah said as she flashed a smile at me and then Jessica.


“Ok, I’ll take a few questions,” I said, turning back to the reporter.


"Great, where would you like to conduct the interview?" Jessica asked, surveying the shop.


"Right here at the bar would be perfect," Mayor Winters interjected, positioning herself near the espresso machine. "Shows off the authentic working environment."


I watched the technicians transform our coffee shop into a television set. They moved our tables, redirected the overhead lighting, and taped cables to the floor with the efficiency of a pit crew. The regular customers watched with mild curiosity, some pulling out phones to record the setup.


A young man with headphones around his neck approached me with a small black microphone. "I'm going to clip this to your apron, if that's okay."


I stood still while he attached the mic, the wire snaking under my shirt and connecting to a battery pack he clipped to my belt. The whole process felt invasive, like being prepared for surgery.


"Sound check," called someone from behind the camera. "Just say anything."


"Testing," I said, feeling ridiculous. My voice echoed back from a speaker somewhere.


Jessica took her position next to me, touching up her lipstick in the reflection of the espresso machine. The cameraman counted down from five, and suddenly we were rolling.


"I'm here at Latte Love in beautiful Cambria, where owner Cole Hartwell is preparing for what promises to be the town's biggest tourism event of the year." Jessica's voice had transformed, taking on the practiced cadence of broadcast journalism. "Tell us about this coffee festival, Cole."


I cleared my throat, acutely aware of the red light on the camera. "Well, we're partnering with the city to showcase local coffee roasters and cafes. It's about bringing the community together and showing visitors what makes our town special."


"And your shop has certainly gained some attention recently," Jessica continued, consulting her notes. "Social media buzz, lines around the block. What do you attribute that to?"


Before I could answer, Savannah appeared at the edge of the frame, ostensibly wiping down the counter but clearly positioning herself within view of the camera.


"Oh, that's easy," she said, flashing her brightest smile as she leaned toward my mic. "It's because Cole here has become the Hot Coffee Daddy of TikTok."


The blood drained from my face, then rushed back in a wave of heat that I was certain the camera captured in high definition. "Savannah," I said, my voice carrying a warning.


But Jessica's eyes lit up. "Hot Coffee Daddy? Tell me more about that."


Savannah leaned into the frame, her blonde ponytail swinging. "The girls just can't get enough of him. We've had teenagers driving here from three counties over just to get a selfie with our Silver Fox Brewmaster."


I tried to regain control of the interview. "What's important is the quality of our coffee and the festival's potential to—"


"The ladies do seem quite taken with you," Jessica interrupted, clearly sensing better television than municipal planning. "How does it feel to be a viral sensation?"


Amy appeared behind the bar, ostensibly organizing cups but positioned perfectly in the camera's peripheral view. "He's very modest about it," she said, her voice carrying that subtle smile I was learning to recognize as dangerous. "Always puts his customers' needs first."


"That's right," Savannah added, now fully committed to her performance. "Cole really knows how to satisfy. He's got the magic touch when it comes to handling the equipment."


My jaw clenched so hard I heard my teeth grind. The microphone probably picked it up.


Mayor Winters, perhaps sensing my distress, placed a supportive hand on my forearm. "What Cole's accomplished here is remarkable. His business acumen and community involvement make him exactly the kind of entrepreneur Cambria is proud to support."


Her touch lingered longer than necessary, her fingers pressing warmly against my skin. I caught Savannah's eyes widening slightly, a knowing look passing between her and Amy.


"And what about the festival logistics?" I said, desperately trying to steer back to safer ground. "The city's handled all the permits and—"


"Oh, Cole handles everything perfectly," Amy interjected, her voice maintaining that innocent tone while her words carried unmistakable subtext. "Whether it's grinding beans or working his steamer, he always produces the richest, creamiest results."


The cameraman actually chuckled behind his equipment. Jessica was practically glowing but then reasserted herself.


“Ladies, Channel 7 News is a family broadcast. But thank you for the info.”


Mayor Winters squeezed my arm again. "I think what the girls are trying to say is that Cole brings passion to everything he does.”


"Well," Jessica said, consulting her notes, "it certainly sounds like Latte Love is going to be the hot spot during the festival."


"The hottest," Savannah confirmed with a grin.


The interview wrapped up with more questions about festival logistics, but I barely heard them. I was too focused on maintaining what was left of my composure while the two women who'd invaded my life continued their campaign to embarrass me on regional television.


The technicians began packing up their equipment with the same efficiency they'd shown setting up. Cables disappeared, lights were dismantled, and our shop slowly returned to its normal configuration.


"That went wonderfully," Mayor Winters said, finally releasing my arm. "You're a natural on camera."


Jessica shook my hand again. "This should air tomorrow evening. Great segment."


"You can take that off now," Amy said gently, reaching for the mic clipped to my apron.


Her fingers brushed mine as she unclipped the device, and I caught that familiar scent of her perfume. She looked up at me, her blue eyes holding just a hint of mischief.


"You did great," she said softly.


Behind us, Savannah was wiping down tables, humming under her breath, looking entirely too pleased with herself.


I mumbled something about needing to check inventory and retreated toward the back room, leaving the microphone on the counter for the crew and my dignity somewhere on the cutting room floor.


I spent the rest of the afternoon hiding, ostensibly doing inventory but mostly trying to forget the way Jessica Torres had smiled when Savannah called me the Hot Coffee Daddy. Every time I'd ventured out front, I'd caught one of them smirking, and I'd retreated again like a wounded animal.


But the books wouldn't balance themselves, and the festival was less than two weeks away. I gathered the ledgers and receipts I'd been avoiding, along with my laptop and the calculator that had seen better days. My arms were full of paperwork when I pushed through the back room door.


Savannah and Amy were huddled by the front door, heads close together, whispering. They looked like schoolgirls sharing secrets, which I supposed they basically were. Amy's blonde hair caught the late afternoon light streaming through the window, and Savannah gestured with her cleaning rag as she spoke.


They fell silent the moment they spotted me.


"Don't mind me," I said, setting the ledgers down on a corner table. "Just going to work on the books for a while."


Savannah straightened up, tucking a loose strand behind her ear. "How long do you think that'll take?"


I shrugged, spreading receipts across the table's surface. "Couple hours, maybe more. Festival planning means I need to project inventory for the weekend, all that fun stuff."


Amy finished with the register, closing the drawer with a decisive snap. "Do you want help? I'm good with numbers."


"I've got it covered," I said, not looking up from the receipts. "You two are free to go. Enjoy your evening."


I heard them exchange a look—I could feel it even without seeing it, the way you sense someone watching you.


Savannah bounced over to where I sat, leaning against the table so her hip pressed against the edge. "Actually, I was thinking Amy and I should go check out that new bar near campus. It’ll be quieter since it’s summer now. You know, so we can talk to some guys our own age for once.”


My pen stopped moving across the ledger. The words hung in the air between us, and I felt something tighten in my chest that I didn't want to examine too closely.


"Guys your own age," I repeated, my voice carefully neutral.


"Yeah," Savannah said, her tone deliberately casual. "College boys. Athletes, maybe. Someone who can keep up with my energy."


I looked up at her then, catching the challenge in her blue eyes. She was testing me, seeing how I'd react. Behind her, Amy watched our exchange with that small smile playing at the corners of her mouth, like she was observing an experiment.


"That sounds like a great idea," I said, turning back to my paperwork. But my jaw clenched, and the pen pressed harder against the paper than necessary.


Savannah laughed, the sound bright and mischievous. "Really? You're not going to get all territorial and growly about it?"


"Why would I?" I asked, but there was an edge to my voice that betrayed me.


She leaned down, bringing her face closer to mine. I could smell her shampoo, that familiar scent of vanilla and something floral. "Because you hate the idea of me with someone else. Even if you won't admit it."


My grip tightened on the pen. "You can do whatever you want, Savannah."


"Oh come on, you know I’m just playing," she said softly. I ignored her. I wasn’t actually mad about the current conversation but still kind of miffed about her jumping in during the interview.


Amy stepped closer, joining our little tableau. "Maybe we should all go," she suggested, her voice carefully neutral. "The three of us. See what the local nightlife has to offer."


I looked between them—Savannah with her challenging grin, Amy with her calm observation of my discomfort. They were both beautiful, both young, both completely capable of attracting any man they set their sights on. The thought made my stomach twist.


"I've got work to do," I said, gesturing to the scattered papers.


Savannah straightened up, smoothing down her shirt. "Your loss, Bossman."


She walked to the counter and grabbed her bag, slinging it over her shoulder. Amy collected her things more methodically, folding her apron and placing it in the designated spot behind the register.


Amy paused by my table, close enough that I caught that subtle scent of her perfume. "Are you sure you don't want to come with us?"


I looked up at her. Her blue eyes were serious despite the slight smile, and for a moment I considered it. Imagined myself in some crowded bar, watching other men approach them, buy them drinks, try to impress them. The image made my jaw clench harder.


"I'm sure," I said.


She nodded, then headed for the door where Savannah was waiting.


"See you tomorrow, Cole," Amy said, her voice carrying that same subtle undertone that always made me second-guess her meaning.


The door opened with its familiar chime, letting in the sound of early evening traffic and the salt smell of the ocean breeze. I watched through the window as they walked down the sidewalk, Savannah animated and gesturing, Amy listening with that attentive way she had.


They paused at the corner, and Savannah looked back toward the shop. Even from a distance, I could see her grin. She waved, then grabbed Amy's hand again, and they disappeared around the corner.


I stared at the empty sidewalk for a long moment, my pen still gripped in my fist. The shop felt too quiet without them, too empty.


Back at the corner table, I spread the receipts out again, forcing myself to focus on numbers. The day's sales were solid—better than solid, actually. The steady growth was undeniable.


The milk order needed to be doubled for festival weekend. Maybe tripled. I made notes in the margins, calculating worst-case scenarios and backup plans. The bean inventory was easier to manage—I could always grind more if we ran short, but running out of milk would shut us down completely.


My phone buzzed with a text from our supplier confirming the emergency delivery for tomorrow. Good. The last thing I needed was another day of rationing whole milk while teenagers filmed my every move.


The work began to absorb me. Numbers were clean, predictable. Unlike people, they followed logical patterns. Revenue minus expenses equals profit. Order enough inventory to meet demand but not so much that it spoils. Simple equations with straightforward answers.


I leaned back in the chair and looked around the empty shop. The single lamp cast a warm pool of light over my table, leaving the rest of the space in gentle shadows. The espresso machine gleamed in the darkness, silent for once. The pastry case stood empty, its glass surfaces reflecting the lamp's glow.


I took a moment to reflect. Every cup on these shelves, every stain on these counters, every scratch on these tables was chosen or earned by me. The chalkboard menu was written in Savannah's cheerful handwriting, but I'd picked the offerings. The pastry case reflected Amy's organizational precision, but I'd selected the suppliers.


The health scare that had driven me out of Chicago felt like a lifetime ago. The chest pains, the sleepless nights, the doctor who'd looked at my blood pressure and stress test results with genuine concern. "Change your lifestyle or it'll change for you," he'd said. "Your body can't sustain this pace much longer."


I'd walked out of his office, driven straight to the pharmacy for prescriptions I didn't want to take, and then sat in my car in the parking lot, engine running, not knowing where to go next. Home to an empty apartment and a refrigerator full of takeout containers? Back to the office for another twelve-hour day managing campaigns for products I didn't care about?


Instead, I'd driven west until I hit the ocean.


The memory still felt surreal. Cole Hartwell, COO of a marketing firm with two hundred employees, throwing it all away to run a coffee shop in a coastal town where the biggest news was usually about tourism numbers or fishing regulations.


But sitting here now, surrounded by the evidence of what I'd built, it felt like the first sensible decision I'd made in years.


The door to the back room stood open, revealing the storage area where Savannah had pressed me against the shelves just two days ago. Where Amy had found us, watched us, and then calmly announced that she'd enjoyed the show.


Two beautiful women who'd somehow become central to my new life in ways I was still trying to understand.


Savannah with her boundless energy and complete lack of filter, who could charm customers into buying drinks they'd never heard of and make me laugh despite myself. Who challenged me at every turn, pushed boundaries I didn't know I had, and looked at me like I was the answer to questions she was still figuring out how to ask.


And Amy, precise and professional on the surface but carrying depths I was only beginning to glimpse. Who organized the world around her with quiet efficiency but dropped hints that suggested she was thinking about things that had nothing to do with inventory management or customer service.


The thought of them together in some campus bar, drawing attention from men half my age, made my chest tighten again. Savannah's comment about finding guys their own age had been calculated to get a reaction, and it had worked exactly as she'd intended.


But what bothered me wasn't just the territorial jealousy—though that was certainly part of it. It was the realization that somewhere along the way, my quiet new life had become complicated by feelings I hadn't asked for and wasn't sure how to handle.


I returned to the spreadsheet, inputting numbers with methodical precision. Festival weekend would require additional staff. I made a note to ask the girls if they knew anyone reliable who could work temporary shifts.


By nine-thirty, I'd projected inventory needs through the end of the month and drafted a staffing plan for the festival. The numbers added up cleanly, painting a picture of a business that was not just surviving but thriving. More than I'd dared hope when I'd first signed the lease and stared at the empty space, trying to envision what it could become.


I closed the laptop and gathered the papers into neat stacks. The shop felt peaceful around me, settled and secure. My kingdom, as Savannah had once joked, though she'd been more right than she knew.


The silence was comfortable now, no longer heavy with the absence of their voices and laughter. Tomorrow would bring new chaos—the TV interview airing, more crowds, more complications. But for now, in the lamplight and quiet, everything was exactly as it should be.


I turned off the light and locked the door behind me, leaving Latte Love to rest until morning.
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I pulled into my driveway at ten-fifteen, the headlights sweeping across the weathered siding of my bungalow. The porch light was on—I must have left it burning when I'd rushed out that morning. My shoulders ached from hunching over spreadsheets, and all I wanted was a beer and my bed.


The walk from the car to the front door took forever. Every step reminded me how many hours I'd been on my feet, pulling shots and dodging teenagers with phones. The key stuck in the lock like it always did, requiring that specific jiggle-and-twist motion I'd perfected over months of practice. 


I pushed the door open and stepped inside, already loosening my collar. The living room lamp was on too. Strange. I was certain I'd turned everything off before leaving. Maybe the timer had malfunctioned again—the wiring in this place was older than some of my customers.


I dropped my keys in the bowl by the door and turned toward the kitchen, already planning which beer to grab first. That's when I saw her.


Savannah stood in the middle of my living room, completely naked.


Her blonde hair fell loose around her shoulders. She stood with her weight on one hip, that athlete's body on full display—the defined muscles of her legs, the curve of her waist, those perfect breasts I'd memorized but definitely did not expect to see this evening. She held a wine glass in one hand, the liquid inside catching the lamplight.


"Jesus Christ," I said, my voice cracking like a teenager's. "Savannah, what are you—"


"Hey, Bossman," she said, taking a slow sip of wine. "Took you long enough."


My brain struggled to process what I was seeing. "I thought you were hanging out with Amy.”


She smiled, that wicked grin that always meant trouble. "I am hanging out with Amy."


Before I could ask what that meant, I heard footsteps from the hallway. Soft, measured steps I'd learned to recognize from hours working together at the shop.


Amy emerged from my bedroom doorway.


Also naked.


Where Savannah was all golden curves and athletic confidence, Amy was pale and petite, her body compact but perfectly proportioned. Her blonde hair, usually pulled back in that strict ponytail, hung straight past her shoulders. She moved with the same precise grace she brought to everything, but there was nothing professional about the way she looked at me.


"Hi, Cole," she said, her voice carrying that subtle undertone I'd been trying to decode for weeks.


I stood frozen, my mouth opening and closing without producing sound.


"You look confused," Savannah said, setting down her wine glass on my coffee table. "Let me help clear things up."


She walked toward me, her hips swaying with each step. Amy followed, moving to my other side like they'd choreographed this. I backed up until I hit the closed door behind me.


"We had a very interesting conversation at the campus bar," Savannah said, her fingers finding the buttons of my shirt. "About you."


"About what you said the other night," Amy added, her hands joining Savannah's on my shirt. "When you admitted you wanted me."


My throat went dry. "Savannah told you—"


"Everything," Amy said, popping a button. "How you fantasized about me. How you called my name when you were inside her."


Another button came undone. Then another. Their hands worked in tandem, stripping away my shirt with practiced efficiency.


"We decided to stop talking about it," Savannah said, pushing the shirt off my shoulders. "And start doing something about it."


They pressed against me from both sides, skin warm against mine. Savannah's breasts pushed into my right arm while Amy's smaller frame molded to my left. Their hands roamed across my chest, my stomach, lower.


"You smell like coffee," Amy said, her nose against my shoulder. "And sweat."


"He needs a shower," Savannah agreed, her fingers working on my belt. "A nice, hot shower."


The belt came loose. My pants followed, pooling around my ankles. I stood there in my boxers, trembling not from cold but from the overwhelming sensation of their hands, their bodies, their intentions.


"Come on, Daddy," Savannah whispered in my ear. "Time to get clean."


They pulled me forward, away from the door. I stumbled out of my pants, nearly tripping, but they kept me upright with their bodies pressed against mine. Amy's hand slipped inside my boxers, her fingers wrapping around me with surprising boldness.


"Already hard," she observed, that clinical tone at odds with her actions. "That was fast."


"He's been thinking about this," Savannah said, pulling my boxers down. "Haven't you, Cole?"


I couldn't answer. Couldn't think. They were moving me through my own place like I was a passenger in my own body. Savannah walked backwards, pulling me by the hands, while Amy pushed from behind, her naked body pressed against my back.


The bathroom door stood open, the shower stall visible beyond. They'd already been in here—I could see towels laid out, the water knobs turned to the ready position.


"In you go," Savannah said, reaching past me to turn on the water.


The spray came out cold at first, making me gasp, but it quickly warmed. They pushed me under the stream, then climbed in after me, the three of us cramming into a shower stall meant for one.


"Much better," Amy said, her wet body sliding against mine. "Now we can really get started."


The shower wasn't built for three people. We discovered this immediately as Savannah tried to position herself in front of me while Amy squeezed in behind. The hot water streamed down from above, creating clouds of steam that made everything feel dreamlike and unreal.


Savannah grabbed the bar of soap from the dish, working up a lather between her palms. "Stand still," she ordered, pressing her soapy hands to my chest. "You're absolutely filthy, Bossman. Look at all this coffee residue."


Her hands moved in circles across my chest, fingernails dragging lightly through the soap suds. She paid special attention to my nipples, pinching them between her fingers until I gasped. Behind me, Amy's smaller hands worked soap into my back, her touch lighter but no less deliberate.


"His shoulders are so tense," Amy said, digging her thumbs into the knots she found there. Her breasts pressed against my back with every movement, her nipples hard points against my skin. "All that stress from being famous."


Savannah's hands traveled lower, across my stomach, tracing the lines of muscle there. "Poor Coffee Daddy," she said, her voice dripping with false sympathy. "So many teenage girls wanting a piece of you. Must be exhausting."


Her hand wrapped around my cock, slick with soap, and started stroking. I groaned, my hips bucking forward involuntarily. Behind me, Amy's hands had found my ass, kneading the muscles there with surprising strength.


"He's got a nice ass," Amy observed, her professional tone completely at odds with her actions. "Firm. Must be from all that standing."


She slipped a soapy finger between my cheeks, making me jump. Savannah laughed, tightening her grip on my cock.


"Relax," Savannah said, pumping her fist faster. "Amy's very thorough. She likes everything to be perfectly clean."


The sensation was overwhelming—Savannah's hand working my cock, Amy's fingers exploring behind, their bodies pressed against me from both sides. The hot water poured over us, washing away the soap as fast as they could apply it, but they kept going.


"You know what I've been thinking about?" Amy said, her voice close to my ear. "That day in the storage room. Watching you bend Savannah over that crate."


Her hand joined Savannah's on my cock, their fingers interlacing as they stroked together. The feeling of both their hands moving in unison made my knees weak.


"She was thinking about it when she went home," Savannah said, grinning up at me. "Touching herself to the memory of you fucking me."


"I came three times that night," Amy admitted, her free hand sliding around to cup my balls. "Imagining what it would feel like to have you inside me."


Their bodies shifted, pressing closer. Savannah's thigh slipped between my legs, her wet skin sliding against mine. Amy ground her hips against my ass, her hands never stopping their exploration.


"You want to know what else we talked about at the bar?" Savannah asked, her thumb circling the head of my cock. "We compared notes. What we'd seen. What we wanted."


"Savannah told me how big you are," Amy said, squeezing my balls gently. "How you fill her up completely."


"And Amy told me about all the times she's watched you work," Savannah continued. "How your forearms flex when you pull shots. How you bite your lip when you're concentrating."


They were everywhere—hands, breasts, thighs, all sliding against me in the confined space. The steam made it hard to breathe, or maybe that was just the effect they were having on me. My cock throbbed in their combined grip, precum mixing with the water streaming down.


"Look at him," Savannah said to Amy. "He's about to lose it."


"Already?" Amy asked, her clinical tone returning. "We've barely started."


I was right on the edge, my whole body tensing, when suddenly they both let go. Savannah reached past me and turned off the water, the sudden silence deafening after the constant sound of the shower.


"Not yet," she said, stepping out of the stall. "We have plans for you."


Amy followed her out, both of them grabbing towels from the rack. They dried themselves quickly, efficiently, while I stood there dripping and painfully hard, my cock jutting out in front of me like an accusation.


"Come on," Amy said, tossing me a towel. "Dry off."


I wrapped the towel around myself, but Savannah immediately pulled it away. "No hiding," she said. "We want to see everything."


They finished drying themselves, then each grabbed one of my hands. My cock bobbed with each step as they pulled me toward the door, their laughter echoing off the bathroom walls.


They pulled me down the hallway, our wet footprints marking the path on the hardwood floor. My bedroom door stood open, the sheets already pulled back, like they'd prepared everything while I was at the shop. 


"After you," Savannah said, gesturing to the bed with a flourish.


I stood at the threshold, looking at the bed, then at them. Both women watched me with hungry eyes, their bodies still flushed from the hot water, drops of moisture clinging to their skin.


"What are you waiting for?" Amy asked, stepping closer. "An invitation?"


She pushed me forward, not hard but insistent, and I stumbled toward the bed. Behind me, I heard Savannah whisper something to Amy, too low for me to catch, and Amy's responding giggle—a sound I'd never heard from her before.


"Perfect," Savannah said, and I turned to see them both approaching, moving like predators who'd cornered their prey. "Absolutely perfect."


The bed creaked as I fell backward onto it, the mattress bouncing under my weight. Before I could sit up, Savannah was on me, straddling my thighs with that athletic grace that never failed to amaze me. Amy climbed onto the bed more carefully, kneeling beside us, watching with those intense blue eyes.


"Lesson one," Savannah announced, looking at Amy. "Cole likes it wet. Really wet."


She dropped down and lowered her head to my cock without warning, taking me deep into her mouth. The sudden heat and wetness made me groan, my hands fisting in the sheets. She worked me with the expertise of someone who'd done this many times before, her tongue swirling around the head before taking me deep again.


"See how I'm using my tongue?" Savannah said, pulling off for a moment to look up at Amy. "Flat against the underside, lots of pressure."


She demonstrated again, slower this time, making sure Amy could see every movement. Her blonde hair fell around her face, but she tucked it behind her ear with one hand while the other wrapped around the base of my cock. Her mouth came back up over my head with a plopping sound.


"Your turn," Savannah said, sitting back on her heels. "Don't be shy."


Amy moved between my legs, her movements deliberate and careful. She looked at my cock like she was studying it, then glanced up at me. The eye contact made my breath catch.


"Like this?" Amy asked, wrapping her small hand around me.


"Lower," Savannah instructed, adjusting Amy's grip. "And open wider. He's thick."


Amy lowered her mouth to me, tentative at first. Her tongue touched the tip, tasting the precum there, and she made a small sound of surprise. Then she took me deeper, her lips stretching around my girth.


"That's it," Savannah encouraged, her hand on the back of Amy's head. "Now deeper. He likes it when you take him all the way."


She pushed Amy's head down, gentle but insistent. Amy gagged slightly but didn't pull back. Her blue eyes watered as she looked up at me, my cock disappearing into her mouth.


"Look at him while you do it," Savannah coached. "He loves that. Don't you, Daddy?"


I could only nod, overwhelmed by the sight of Amy's innocent face with my cock buried in her throat. Savannah kept her hand on Amy's head, controlling the pace, forcing her to take me deeper with each stroke.


"She's a quick learner," Savannah said to me, grinning. "Natural talent."


Amy moaned around my cock, the vibration sending shocks through my body. She was getting into it now, her initial hesitation replaced by enthusiasm. Her tongue worked against me as Savannah had shown her, and her free hand found my balls, rolling them gently.


I felt the pressure building, that familiar tightness that meant I was close. Too close. I couldn't let it end like this, not when I'd fantasized about so much more.


I also realized that I hadn’t spoken a single word since they had stripped my clothes off.


I sat up suddenly, gently pushed Amy off of me and then turned to grab Savannah, flipping her onto her back. She gasped in surprise, then laughed as I pinned her wrists above her head.


“There’s the Cole I know,” she giggled up at me. “Was beginning to think you were scared of us, Bossman.”


“You should be scared of me,” I growled. “Scared of what I’m about to do to that little pussy.”


Savannah giggled again and glanced at Amy who was loudly laughing at my dirty talk.


I didn’t care. I opened Savannah’s legs harshly as I positioned myself over her and then thrust into her in one hard stroke. She was soaking wet, ready for me, and she cried out as I filled her completely.


"Fuck," she gasped, her back arching off the bed. "That hurt, Daddy. I love when it hurts.”


I lost all control.


I pounded into her with all the frustration and desire that had been building since they'd ambushed me at the door. Each thrust made her breasts bounce, made her moan louder. Amy watched from beside us, her hand between her own legs, touching herself to the sight of us.


"Harder," Savannah demanded, her nails raking down my back. "Fuck me harder."


I obliged, driving into her with enough force to make the headboard slam against the wall. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I felt her inner muscles start to clench after only a minute.


"Oh god," she moaned, her whole body tensing. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."


She came with a scream, her body convulsing beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in waves. I kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out until she was shaking and gasping for breath. Her nails were buried deep in my back, ripping the skin away. I felt myself losing it and grunted out a moan.


"No," Savannah panted, pushing at my chest. "You need to fuck Amy."


I pulled out of her, my cock slick with her juices. Savannah immediately took charge again, despite still trembling from her orgasm.


"On your hands and knees," she told Amy. "Doggy style is his favorite."


Amy positioned herself as instructed, her small, perfect ass presented to me. I looked down at the perfect pink of her and resisted the urge to just bury my face in it. Savannah moved to the head of the bed, spreading her legs and leaning back against the headboard.


"Come here," she said to Amy, guiding her head between her wet thighs. "I want you lick up all this cum while he fucks you.”


Amy didn't hesitate. She lowered her head to Savannah's pussy, her tongue making contact just as I positioned myself behind her. I could see everything—Amy's pink tongue lapping at Savannah's clit, Savannah's hands tangling in Amy's hair.


I pushed into Amy slowly, feeling her tight heat envelop me inch by inch. She moaned into Savannah's pussy, the sound muffled but unmistakable.


"How does she feel?" Savannah asked me, her eyes heavy with lust.


"Tight," I managed, starting to move. "So fucking tight."


"Harder," Savannah instructed, talking to both of us. "Amy, use your fingers too. Cole, grab her hips and really give it to her."


I followed her directions, gripping Amy's hips and increasing my pace. Each thrust pushed Amy's face deeper into Savannah's pussy, creating a rhythm between all three of us. 


"Circle your tongue," Savannah told Amy, her voice getting higher. "Right there, just like that."


Amy must have been doing something right because Savannah's head fell back against the headboard, her mouth open in a silent scream. I could feel Amy getting closer too, her pussy clenching around me with each thrust.


"Faster," Savannah gasped. "Both of you. Faster."


I pounded into Amy with abandon, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Amy's moans grew louder, even muffled against Savannah's pussy. Savannah's thighs were shaking, her hands pulling Amy's hair.


"I'm close," I warned, feeling that familiar tightness building.


"Me too," Savannah gasped. "Amy, don't stop. Right there."


Amy must have done something with her tongue because Savannah suddenly cried out, her second orgasm hitting her hard. I couldn’t believe she was finishing again so soon. I had never even come close to giving her two orgasms in such a short time frame. The sights and sounds of Savannah moaning drove Amy and I to our own finish. Her pussy clenched around me like a vice as she moaned into Savannah’s womanhood. I dug my large hands across her petite little butt on both sides, my fingers dragging across her pale cheeks just as hard as Savannah had into my back. I wasn’t trying to hurt her, but I felt a primal need to hold onto something, anything, lest I be thrown off this mortal coil. Savannah pushed down on the back of Amy’s head as her body began to shake.


I came with a roar, pumping into Amy as my vision went white. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me as I emptied myself inside her, my hands gripping hard enough to leave marks. Amy’s orgasm intensified as I filled her with rope after rope and she began rubbing her face back and forth across Savannah’s wetness.


We collapsed in a heap on the bed, all three of us gasping for breath. Amy was on top of Savannah and under me, her small body pressed against both of ours. Sweat cooled on our skin as our breathing slowly returned to normal.


“That all happened so fast,” Savannah said, catching her breath. “I wanted you to finish on our faces, Daddy. I wanted Amy to taste your cum.”


“There’s always next time,” I panted.


“Wait, get off of me,” Savannah said to both of us. I looked down at her for a moment, then obeyed. I gently removed my cock from the gorgeous blonde underneath me and rolled off to the left while Amy started to roll to the right.


“No, turn around,” Savannah said as she grabbed Amy and flipped her. Savannah guided Amy’s ass directly over her face and I watched in amazement as Savannah pressed her tongue into Amy from behind, opening her mouth to welcome my cum as it spilled out of Amy’s pink slit.


Savannah lapped away, seeking out as much of my seed as she could find. Then she pushed Amy off and rose to her knees. 


Savannah looked like a chipmunk stowing away food in its cheeks. A smirking, scheming chipmunk.


“Oh, no, you can’t be serious,” Amy protested with a laugh but it was too late. Savannah grabbed Amy’s face, pulling her toward her and forced her mouth open with her tongue. I watched Savannah all but spit my load into Amy’s mouth while both of my employees giggled like schoolgirls.


“What do you think, it’s good, right?” Savannah asked.


Amy licked her lips and then looked at me. 


“That’s some good cream,” she said. “We should put it on the menu tomorrow. Coffee Daddy’s Salted Sweet Shot.”


I winced, cringed and just about died as Amy and Savannah collapsed back onto the bed, laughing so hard they cried.
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Savannah invited Amy to stay the night at my bungalow without consulting me, but Amy begged off, wanting to avoid a “walk of shame” in the morning. Savannah and I got to the shop bright and early as usual and began our opening routine.


Amy arrived ten minutes later, her blonde hair pulled back in that familiar ponytail. But everything else about her looked different through my new lens. The way she moved through the shop, setting up the pastry case with precise movements, arranging each item at exact angles. Her fingers were delicate as they adjusted the display, and I found myself remembering how those same fingers had felt wrapped around my cock.


"Morning," she said, glancing up at me. Her blue eyes held mine for a beat longer than usual, and I saw something there that hadn't been present before last night. Knowledge. Intimacy.


"Morning," I managed, my voice rougher than intended.


She smiled—not her professional customer service smile, but something smaller, more private. Then she turned back to her work, and I watched the graceful line of her neck and the curve of her ass as she bent over the case.


Savannah caught me looking, she smirked and bounced over to where Amy was working, their shoulders brushing as Savannah leaned in to check the pastry arrangement.


"Looks perfect," Savannah said, her hand lingering on Amy's lower back.


Amy leaned into the touch slightly. "Thanks."


I stood behind the espresso machine, trying to focus on the morning prep, but my eyes kept drifting to them. The easy familiarity between them now, the way Savannah's touch lingered, how Amy didn't pull away.


The first customers trickled in around six. Our usual morning crowd - joggers grabbing quick coffees, early commuters needing their daily fuel. But working alongside Amy and Savannah felt completely different now.


When Amy reached past me for the milk pitcher, her arm brushed against mine. The contact sent a jolt through my body that had nothing to do with static electricity. She looked up at me, and I caught that same knowing look from earlier.


"Excuse me," she said softly, but she didn't move away immediately. Her body stayed close to mine, her breasts pressing against my arm for just a moment longer than necessary.


Savannah noticed. Of course she did. She was ringing up a customer, but I caught her glancing over at us with that wicked grin I knew so well. When the customer left, she immediately bounced over to where Amy and I were working.


"You two look cozy this morning," she said, bumping her hip against mine as she passed.


Amy blushed - an actual blush that colored her cheeks pink. I'd never seen her blush before, not once in all the weeks we'd worked together.


When Savannah handed me a cup to fill, her fingers would brush mine deliberately. When Amy needed to squeeze past me in the narrow space behind the bar, she'd press her body against my back, her hands steadying herself on my shoulders.


I found myself watching Amy constantly. The way her tongue darted out to wet her lips when she was concentrating on latte art. How her small hands moved with such precision around the steaming pitcher. The graceful arch when she looked up at the menu board.


During a brief lull, Amy was cleaning the steam wand, her movements methodical and thorough. I watched her fingers work, remembering how they'd felt on my skin, and my pulse quickened.


"Cole," Savannah's voice cut through my thoughts. "Earth to Bossman."


I looked up to find her watching me with raised eyebrows and that knowing smirk.


"Sorry, what?"


"I asked if you wanted me to start a new batch of cold brew."


"Yeah, sure." I tried to focus, but my eyes drifted back to Amy, who was now restocking cups, reaching up to place them on the higher shelves. Her shirt rode up slightly, revealing a strip of pale skin at her waist.


Savannah followed my gaze, then looked back at me with obvious amusement.


"Someone's distracted this morning," she said, loud enough for Amy to hear.


Amy glanced over, caught me staring, and smiled. Not embarrassed, but pleased. Like she enjoyed having my attention.


The next wave of customers kept us busy for another hour. But even in the chaos of orders and steaming milk and grinding beans, I was hyperaware of both women.


Around nine-thirty, during another brief lull, I was restocking napkins when I looked up to see a man wearing a tailored gray suit enter the shop and approach the counter.


Greg Meyers. Owner of The Daily Grind, one of Cambria’s other coffee shops. Savannah and I had checked it out during a walking tour of our competition some weeks ago and had found the shop’s “hostess” and “private lounge seating” to be pretentious as fuck. Still, The Daily Grind was likely Cambria’s most popular shop prior to Latte Love’s explosion on TikTok and I had a feeling Greg was not likely to be pleased with the new competition in town.


He looked completely out of place in our rustic space, like a Wall Street executive who'd wandered into a beach shack by mistake. His dark hair was perfectly styled, not a strand out of place despite the morning coastal breeze. His shoes - expensive leather oxfords - gleamed under our vintage lighting as they clicked against the reclaimed wood floors.


Amy stood behind the register, her professional smile in place, but I could see the tension in her shoulders. Savannah had emerged from the back room behind me and was now leaning against the counter, studying our unexpected visitor with unconcealed curiosity.


"Mr. Hartwell," Greg said, turning as I approached. His smile was practiced, the kind that never quite reached the eyes. "I hope you don't mind me dropping by. I wanted to see what all the fuss was about."


He ran one manicured finger along the edge of our counter, checking for dust. Finding none, he examined his fingertip anyway, as if disappointed.


"Greg," I replied, keeping my voice neutral. "What can we do for you?"


"Oh, I'm not here for coffee," he said, his gaze sweeping across our chalkboard menu with thinly veiled disdain. "I was curious about your recent... popularity."


The way he said the word made it sound distasteful.


"Business has been good," I said carefully.


"Yes, I've noticed the lines." He picked up one of our branded cups, turning it over in his hands like he was examining evidence. "Teenagers with smartphones, mostly. Very... energetic."


Savannah straightened up, her jaw tightening. "Our customers love what we do."


Greg's attention shifted to her, his eyes taking in her ponytail, her fitted Latte Love t-shirt, her obvious youth. "I'm sure they do. Social media has a way of making anything seem exciting, doesn't it? At least temporarily."


The condescension in his voice was impossible to miss. Amy moved closer to the register, her hands clasped in front of her, but her blue eyes were sharp as they watched Greg.


"The thing about trends," Greg continued, setting the cup down with deliberate care, "is that they fade. One day you're the hot new thing, the next day everyone's moved on to something else. Flash in the pan, as they say."


"We're not a trend," I said, feeling my temper start to rise. "We're a legitimate business."


"Are you?" Greg smiled that practiced smile again. "Because from where I stand, it looks like you're riding a wave of teenage attention that could disappear at any moment. Teenagers with phones don't make a coffee shop legitimate, Mr. Hartwell."


He walked over to our pastry case, bending to examine the contents. "Local suppliers, I assume? The Daily Grind works with artisan bakers from San Francisco. We fly in our beans from single-origin farms in Guatemala and Ethiopia. Our customers expect a certain level of sophistication."


The implied insult hung in the air like smoke. I saw Savannah's hands clench into fists at her sides.


"The upcoming Cambria Coffee Festival should be interesting," Greg continued, turning back to me. "I understand you'll be participating?"


"Mayor Winters asked us to be the centerpiece," I said.


"Yes, I heard. Very generous of her, considering your... limited experience in the industry." He paused, letting that sink in. "I've been thinking we should make it more interesting. A real test of coffee expertise."


"What kind of test?" Amy asked.


Greg's smile widened, and for the first time, it looked genuine. Predatory, but genuine.


"A blind taste competition. Four new drinks, prepared by each establishment, judged by random people we’ll pick out of the crowd. While there can only be one winner, it’ll give every shop an opportunity to get people interested in a new menu item.”


Greg had smirked slightly while saying there would only be one winner. I felt the familiar tightness in my chest, the same feeling I'd gotten in corporate boardrooms when someone was trying to corner me.


"That sounds..." I started, intending to deflect diplomatically.


"We'll do it," Savannah interrupted, pushing off the counter to face Greg directly. "And we'll crush you."


Greg's eyebrows rose in apparent delight. "Wonderful. Such confidence."


"Savannah," I said, warning in my voice.


But she was already leaning across the counter toward Greg, her competitive nature flaring like a lit match. "You think we're just some flash-in-the-pan operation? Fine. Let's see what your fancy imported beans can do against our local roast."


"I look forward to it," Greg said, his voice smooth as silk. "Of course, we'll need neutral judges. I can arrange for certified coffee sommeliers from San Francisco. People who understand the subtle differences between mediocre and magnificent."


"Bring whoever you want," Savannah shot back. "We're not afraid of your judges."


I watched this exchange with growing unease. Greg was playing this perfectly, goading Savannah into accepting a challenge that could take the wind out of our sails if we lost. But she was too fired up to see the trap.


"Excellent," Greg said, checking his expensive watch. "I'll coordinate with Mayor Winters about the details. May the best coffee shop win."


He headed for the door, his shoes clicking against our floors with each confident step. Then he was gone, leaving only the lingering scent of expensive cologne and the weight of the challenge Savannah had just accepted on our behalf.


The shop fell silent except for the hiss of the espresso machine cycling down. Through the window, I watched Greg climb into a pristine BMW sedan and drive away.


"Well," Amy said finally, her voice carefully neutral. "That was interesting."


Savannah was still staring at the door where Greg had disappeared, her hands still clenched into fists. "Arrogant bastard."


I turned to face both of them, feeling the weight of what had just happened. We were committed now, whether I liked it or not.


"What the hell were you thinking?" I asked Savannah. "We don't know anything about formal coffee competitions."


She spun around to face me, her eyes bright with determination and fury. "I was thinking that pompous ass needed to be taken down a few pegs."


I ran my hands through my hair, feeling the familiar knot of anxiety forming in my chest.


"Greg's been doing this for years,” I said. “He has connections, professional judges, imported beans from places I can't even pronounce."


"So what?" Savannah shot back, her voice rising. "You want to just roll over and let him call us amateurs? Let him act like we're some kind of novelty act that'll disappear in a month?"


Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright. When Savannah got like this, reason rarely penetrated.


"I want to be smart about this," I said. "We've built something good here. Why risk destroying it over some pissing contest?"


"Because it's not a pissing contest," she snapped. "It's about respect. That asshole walked in here acting like we're beneath him, like our customers are idiots who don't know good coffee. Like you don't know what you're doing."


I stopped pacing. She was right about that much. Greg's condescension had gotten under my skin too, but I was better at hiding it.


"Look," I said, trying to find middle ground. "I get why you're angry. I am too. But we need to think strategically about this. We can't just wing it against someone with his resources and experience."


Savannah opened her mouth to argue further, but Amy's quiet voice cut through our debate.


"I have an idea."


We both turned to look at her. Amy had been silent since Greg left, organizing the pastry case while Savannah and I argued


"What kind of idea?" I asked.


Amy moved to the espresso machine, her fingers trailing along the chrome surface. "A signature drink. Something that combines technical precision with creative flair. Something that showcases what makes us different."


Savannah's anger visibly shifted into curiosity. "Keep talking."


"Greg's approach is all about purity and tradition," Amy continued, warming to her subject. "Single-origin beans, classic preparations, European techniques. He's playing to the judges' expectations of what serious coffee should be."


I leaned against the counter, intrigued despite my concerns. "And we do what, exactly?"


Amy's eyes lit up, that spark of determination I'd glimpsed during our busiest rushes. "We do what we've always done. We innovate. We surprise people."


She moved to the syrup station, pulling down bottles and examining labels. "What if we created something that's technically perfect but completely unexpected? Something that shows off your roasting skills and brewing technique, but in a way Greg could never replicate?"


Savannah was already moving, drawn by the possibility of action. "What are you thinking? Like a flavored latte?"


"More complex than that," Amy said, setting bottles on the counter. "Something that tells a story about Cambria, about us. Local ingredients, maybe. But executed with absolute precision."


I watched them work, Savannah's excitement building as Amy outlined possibilities. They moved around each other with that easy familiarity that had developed over the weeks, Savannah grabbing ingredients while Amy explained ratios and techniques.


"What about honey from that farm up the coast?" Savannah suggested, practically bouncing on her feet. "And maybe something with the lavender that grows wild on the cliffs?"


Amy nodded, already calculating in her head. "Lavender Honey Cortado. But we'd need to infuse it properly, balance the floral notes without overwhelming the coffee."


"We could create our own syrup," Savannah said, her hands gesturing as she thought out loud. "Control every element."


They were deep in planning now, heads bent close together as Amy sketched notes and Savannah pointed out adjustments. I found myself watching their collaboration with a mixture of admiration and concern.


"The presentation will matter too," Amy was saying, tapping her pen against her notebook. "If we're going unconventional, we need to show that it's intentional, not accidental."


"Custom cups," Savannah said immediately. "Something that reflects the local aesthetic but looks professional."


Amy smiled at Savannah and then both turned and looked at me.


“No worries, Bossman, your two blonde bombshells have got your back,” Savannah said.


"We'll start tomorrow,” Amy added. “Test batches, refine the recipe, work out all the kinks."


Savannah reached across the counter and squeezed Amy's hand. "I’m so glad we hired you.”


“What do you mean, we,” I started but then the door opened, the bell rang and another group of teens walked in.


“No time for chitchat, Cole, you better get to work,” Savannah said, smirking as she walked to the register. My mouth fell open in exasperation and I turned to Amy hoping for support, but she just shrugged her shoulders and moved to the espresso machine. I pinched the bridge of my nose and then put my apron back on.
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The afternoon rush hit us like it always did—a steady stream of customers that kept my hands moving and my mind focused on the familiar rhythm of grinding, tamping, and pulling shots. I was steaming milk for a vanilla latte when the door chimed, and I glanced up out of habit to see who was coming in.


Maya Dovell stepped through the entrance, her dark hair catching the late sunlight that slanted through our windows. She carried a small camera rig in one hand and moved with that deliberate grace I'd noticed during her previous visits. Her presence immediately changed the energy in the room, like someone had turned up the volume on everything.


I tried to focus on the milk pitcher, listening for that perfect hiss that meant the foam was ready, but my eyes kept drifting to her. She wore dark jeans and an oversized sweater that somehow managed to look both casual and intentional. Her lips curved in a small smile as she surveyed the shop, and then her gaze found mine across the busy space.


The customer in front of me cleared his throat, and I realized I'd been letting the milk steam too long. I quickly shut off the wand and poured the latte, the foam art coming out lopsided because my hands weren't quite steady.


"Thanks," the guy said, taking his drink and moving toward a corner table.


Maya had claimed a spot near the window to set up her equipment. She caught my eye again and smiled, then began making her way toward the counter. She moved between the occupied tables with fluid confidence, her hip brushing against chair backs as she passed. I watched her approach, my pulse quickening despite my best efforts to stay professional.


Behind me, I heard Savannah's voice rise slightly as she took an order, though I couldn't make out the words. Amy was at the register, her blonde ponytail perfectly neat despite the busy afternoon, but I caught her glancing toward Maya with that subtle attention she gave to anything new in her carefully organized world.


"Hey, Cole," Maya said when she reached the counter, leaning against it with one elbow. Her voice carried that same low, deliberate quality I remembered from her interview. "Busy afternoon?"


"Always," I said, wiping my hands on my apron. "What brings you back?"


She gestured toward her camera setup. "I wanted to shoot some behind-the-scenes content. Show my followers what goes into creating the perfect cup." Her eyes held mine, and there was something playful in them, something that suggested her followers weren't the only ones she wanted to impress.


"Behind-the-scenes," I repeated, suddenly aware of how close she was standing. Her perfume mixed with the coffee-scented air around us.


"If you don't mind," she said, then stepped around the edge of the counter, brushing past me with deliberate closeness. Her shoulder touched mine as she moved, the contact brief but intentional. "I promise I won't get in your way."


My breath caught slightly. She was in our workspace now, the narrow area behind the bar where only the three of us usually moved. Her presence changed the entire dynamic, making the familiar space feel smaller, more intimate.


"I don't know," I started, but she was already positioning herself near the espresso machine, her camera in hand.


"Just pretend I'm not here," she said, though that was clearly impossible. She raised the camera, the lens focusing on my hands as I reached for a portafilter. "Do whatever you'd normally do."


I tried to fall back into the routine, grinding beans for the next order, but every movement felt amplified under her attention. She moved around me like a dancer, capturing different angles, her body occasionally brushing against mine when she needed to get a better shot.


"Perfect," she murmured, adjusting her position. Her free hand touched my forearm lightly, ostensibly to guide my movement for the camera. "Just like that."


Her fingers were cool against my skin, and the touch lasted longer than necessary for positioning. When she pulled away, I could still feel the impression of her fingertips.


From the corner of my eye, I saw Savannah watching the show. When her customer moved away, she bounced over to where Maya and I were working.


"Getting some good footage?" Savannah asked, her tone light but with an edge that only I would recognize. She positioned herself on my other side, her hand briefly touching my back as she reached for the milk pitcher. The contact was possessive, marking territory.


Maya lowered her camera, smiling at Savannah with genuine warmth. "Amazing stuff. Cole's a natural on camera."


"Oh, he's full of surprises," Savannah said, her fingers trailing across my shoulder blades as she moved past. "Our very own TikTok star."


Amy appeared at the edge of our little group, ostensibly checking the syrup bottles but clearly listening to every word. Her blue eyes moved between Maya's camera and my face, taking in the interaction with that analytical attention she brought to everything.


"You should see how the girls react when he pulls shots," Savannah continued, her voice taking on that teasing quality that always made me nervous. "They practically swoon over those forearms."


Heat crept up my neck. Maya's eyes lit up with interest, and she raised her camera again, focusing on my hands as I worked the espresso machine.


"I can see why," Maya said, her voice dropping to a low register. "There's something very..." She paused, watching me through the viewfinder. "Commanding about it."


Maya stepped closer, adjusting her angle, and I caught another hint of her perfume mixed with the cinnamon-scented air of the café. She continued to capture every angle of our operation. She had me move to the bean display first, running my hands through the whole beans while she filmed close-ups of the coffee cascading between my fingers.


"Now flex those barista muscles," she said with a grin that was pure mischief. "My followers love a man who knows how to handle his equipment."


She positioned herself low, shooting upward to capture my profile as I reached for bags of beans on the higher shelves. Each movement felt exaggerated under her lens, like I was performing rather than working.


"That's perfect," she murmured, adjusting her position to get a better angle of my forearms as I hefted a five-pound bag of our house blend. "You have no idea how good you look doing that."


I tried to focus on the task, but her constant commentary was making it impossible to act natural. Amy and Savannah started exchanging glances, all smirks and raised eyebrows.


Maya had me lean against the wall, one shoulder pressed to the wall, while she captured the afternoon light hitting the vintage fixtures above us. The pose felt ridiculous, but Maya seemed thrilled with whatever she was seeing through her viewfinder.


"You're a natural," she said, stepping closer to adjust my collar with her fingertips. "Has anyone ever told you that you have amazing bone structure?"


Behind the counter, Savannah made a sound that might have been a snort. When I glanced over, she was aggressively wiping down the espresso machine, her movements sharp and precise.


"Maya," I started, trying to deflect the attention, but she cut me off.


"Trust me, I know what works on camera," she said, her fingers still fussing with my shirt. "My followers are going to eat this up."


The bell above the door chimed as the last few customers left, heading back to their afternoon routines. Suddenly the shop felt much quieter, more intimate, with just the four of us and the low music playing through the speakers. Maya lowered her camera and began packing up her stuff.


“Well, thanks for the footage, Cole,” Maya said before turning to Amy and Savannah. “And thanks for letting me hang out.”


“Come back anytime,” I offered.


Maya smiled, holding her eyes on mine for an extra second before turning and walking out the door.


After she was gone, the three of us stood in the sudden quiet of the empty shop Maya’s perfume still lingering in the air.


Savannah looked at Amy, then at me, then back at Amy. Her expression was unreadable, but there was something new in her eyes—not jealousy exactly— but a kind of speculative interest.


“Yeah, she definitely likes you,” Savannah said.


	

	
	
13


I turned our sign from Open to Closed as the last customer of the day walked out, only to turn around and see that the girls had no intention of leaving anytime soon.


“Come on,” Amy started, “It’s time to get serious about our drink for the taste test.”


I allowed myself to be dragged through the swinging door. The afternoon light slanted through the high window in the storage room, casting everything in golden rectangles across the concrete floor.


They'd already started converting one of the metal utility tables into an experimentation station. Ingredient containers were scattered across the surface - some I recognized, others that looked like they'd come from Amy's personal spice collection. Glass jars filled with cardamom pods, black sesame seeds, dried lavender, and what looked like chile-infused chocolate pieces.


Savannah dumped a measuring cup full of cardamom pods onto the table with no regard for the neat organization Amy had attempted. The small green pods scattered across the surface, rolling in different directions.


Amy winced. "Could you maybe not—"


"Relax," Savannah said, already reaching for another container. "We need to think big picture here, not worry about perfect measurements."


She opened a jar of black sesame seeds and poured them directly onto the table next to the cardamom, creating a small mountain of dark seeds that immediately began mixing with the scattered pods.


Amy grabbed her notebook and pen, clearly trying to maintain some semblance of control. "We need to document ratios if we want to replicate anything successfully."


"We need to experiment first, then worry about replication," Savannah countered, but there was affection in her voice rather than irritation.


I leaned against the doorframe, clipboard in hand, watching them establish their dynamic. The inventory count could wait a few minutes. This was more interesting than tracking milk cartons and syrup bottles.


Amy had pulled out a small digital scale from somewhere and was methodically weighing ingredients while Savannah opened jars and containers with the enthusiasm of a mad scientist. Their approaches couldn't have been more different, but somehow they were making it work.


"First test," Savannah announced, grabbing a handful of dried lavender. "Lavender honey cortado. Local ingredients, floral notes, perfect for the coastal vibe."


She dumped the lavender into a small saucepan with what looked like way too much honey. Amy watched with barely contained horror as Savannah eyeballed measurements and adjusted heat settings based on nothing but intuition.


"How much lavender is that?" Amy asked, pen poised over her notebook.


"Enough," Savannah said, stirring the mixture with a wooden spoon. "Maybe a little more."


She added another pinch, and I saw Amy's eye twitch slightly. But instead of arguing, Amy moved closer to the stove, close enough that her shoulder brushed against Savannah's arm.


"Let me smell that," Amy said, leaning in until her face was inches from the saucepan.


The movement brought her body against Savannah's side. I watched Savannah glance down at Amy's blonde hair, then back at the mixture, but she didn't step away.


"Too floral," Amy said after a moment. "It's going to overpower the coffee completely."


"Maybe," Savannah agreed, but she was smiling. "Let's test it anyway."


They pulled shots and prepared the cortado while I made notes about our dwindling supply of oat milk alternatives. The back room filled with the scent of lavender and honey, sweet and overwhelming even from where I stood.


Savannah handed Amy the first cup, their fingers brushing as the cup changed hands. Amy took a careful sip, her expression thoughtful.


"Verdict?" Savannah asked, leaning closer to watch Amy's reaction.


"Like drinking perfume," Amy said, but she was trying not to smile.


"True and real," Savannah said, bumping Amy's hip with her own. "But the honey base is good. We can work with that."


Amy made careful notes in her book while Savannah cleaned the saucepan and started setting up for the next test. This time, Amy took more control of the process, measuring cardamom and rose water with precise movements while Savannah watched over her shoulder.


"Cardamom rose latte," Amy announced, heating milk with the same methodical care she brought to everything.


This time their positions were reversed. They tested the cardamom rose combination with the same ritual. Fingers brushing as cups were passed, heads leaning close together as they discussed flavor notes. This time the result was better balanced but still off somehow.


"No," Savannah said, making a face. "Like fancy soap."


“The cardamom is too dominant," Amy agreed, making more notes.


For the third test, they worked together from the start. Savannah handled the chocolate and chile preparation while Amy focused on the espresso extraction. They moved around each other in the small space with growing familiarity, bumping hips and brushing shoulders as they reached for different tools.


"This is it," Savannah said, melting chile-infused chocolate into cream with careful attention to temperature. "Sweet, spicy, complex.”


"The chile needs to be subtler,” Amy added. “A hint of heat, not a punch in the face."


"Trust me," Savannah said, stirring the chocolate mixture.


They combined their elements into the final drink, and I could smell the complexity from the doorway. Chocolate and coffee, with something warm and mysterious underneath that made my mouth water.


Amy took the first sip, her eyes closing as she evaluated the flavors. Savannah watched her face with intense focus, clearly invested in her reaction.


"Better," Amy said, opening her eyes to meet Savannah's gaze. "Much better. There's potential here."


"Just potential?" Savannah asked, stepping closer again.


"It needs refinement," Amy said, but she didn't pull away when Savannah reached up to wipe a spot of foam from Amy's upper lip with her thumb.


The gesture was intimate, deliberate. Amy went very still, her eyes fixed on Savannah's face as the thumb lingered at the corner of her mouth.


"Refinement," Savannah repeated softly, her hand still raised to Amy's face.


I cleared my throat from the doorway, and they both jumped apart like they'd been caught doing something forbidden. Amy grabbed her notebook and started writing with intense focus, while Savannah busied herself cleaning equipment that didn't need cleaning.


"How's the experimentation going?" I asked, stepping into the room properly.


"Good progress," Amy said without looking up from her notes. "We're close to something."


Savannah glanced between Amy and me, her expression unreadable. "Very close," she agreed.


An hour later, the back room looked like a spice bomb had exploded, containers scattered across every surface, but I could see something different in how they moved around each other now.


The afternoon experimentation had broken down whatever professional barriers had existed between them. Savannah's hand would rest on Amy's lower back as she leaned in to smell a mixture. Amy's fingers would linger on Savannah's wrist when she handed over a measuring spoon. They'd found a rhythm that was part chemistry lab, part something else entirely.


"One more try," Amy said, consulting her notes with the kind of focus she usually reserved for inventory counts. "Black sesame, honey, and just a hint of sea salt."


"Sea salt?" I asked from the doorway. I'd given up pretending to do inventory and was openly watching their process now.


"Amy's idea," Savannah said, already toasting sesame seeds in a small pan. "Balances the sweetness, brings out the coffee flavors."


Amy was grinding the toasted seeds by hand with a mortar and pestle, her small wrists working with surprising strength. The motion made her ponytail swing with each grinding motion, and I caught Savannah watching the movement with unconcealed interest.


"The technique has to be perfect," Amy said, not looking up from her grinding. "Temperature control on the milk, timing on the extraction, precise measurement of the sesame paste."


They turned toward me in unison, Amy holding the cup like an offering. The design on top was intricate but not fussy, bold but not overwhelming. It looked professional and artistic at the same time.


I took the cup from Amy’s hands, my fingers brushing hers as we made the exchange. The ceramic was warm, exactly the right temperature. The aroma that rose from the surface was complex and inviting, familiar coffee notes mixed with something completely new.


The first sip was worth the wait.


The sesame added richness without heaviness, the local honey provided sweetness without being cloying, and the sea salt brought everything together with a complexity I'd never experienced in coffee before. It was sophisticated but approachable, innovative but not gimmicky.


"Jesus," I said, taking another sip to make sure I hadn't imagined it.


"Good?" Savannah asked, but I could see from her expression that she already knew the answer.


"This is it," I said, my voice coming out rougher than I'd intended. "This is what we needed."


Amy's face lit up with the kind of genuine smile I'd rarely seen from her. Savannah bounced on her toes with barely contained excitement.


I set the cup down and looked at both of them - Savannah with her hair falling loose from her ponytail, her cheeks flushed with excitement, Amy with her precise composure finally cracking to show the enthusiasm underneath.


"We did it," Amy said, her voice barely above a whisper.


"We did it," Savannah agreed, and suddenly they were hugging, Amy's small frame disappearing into Savannah's enthusiastic embrace.


I watched them hold each other, saw how Amy melted into Savannah's arms, how Savannah's hand tangled in Amy's hair. The moment stretched long.


When they finally separated, they both looked at me with expressions I couldn't quite read. Expectant, maybe. Hopeful.


"We should celebrate," Savannah said, but her eyes never left my face.


“Oh,” said Amy, playing along. “How should we celebrate?”


“I have some ideas,” Savannah replied. “But…”


“But what,” Amy asked.


“But I actually wanted to start my cross country training for senior year tomorrow morning. Was gonna get up before dawn to go for a run on the beach. Shit. Sorry, guys,” Savannah said. “Maybe I should just quit school since working here is basically what I do now?”


“Don’t say that again,” I interrupted. “Go rest up for your workout.”


“You can’t tell me what to do, you’re not my Dad,” Savannah countered as she put out her bottom lip and stomped her feet with a smirk. I rolled my eyes.


“We’ll continue this later,” Amy said, taking off her apron.


The girls filed out and we all went our separate ways for the night. Savannah to the college dorm her parents were still paying for during the summer, Amy to her apartment, me to my bungalow. I briefly thought about inviting just Amy over but wasn’t sure how Savannah would react to that. Maybe it was time to have a conversation about what this relationship had become and set some rules, boundaries, guidelines.


I sighed as I got into my car. I was a 45-year-old man who couldn’t hang out with his girlfriend because she was still a college coed with school responsibilities to manage. That sounded so sleazy. But, also, kind of hot? I drove home with a smile on my face.
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The three of us arrived at the shop the next day at almost the same time, Savannah still wearing the tight shorts and crop top she had worn during her early morning run. The routine fell into place like it always did, except now Savannah's hand would brush mine when she reached for the portafilter, and Amy would lean against my shoulder while checking the temperature on the milk steamer. Small touches that meant everything had changed between us.


I pulled shots while Savannah handled the register and Amy organized and cleaned. The shop smelled like fresh coffee and cinnamon rolls, the morning light streaming through the windows and catching the dust motes in the air. Everything felt settled in a way it hadn't before. We'd found our rhythm, both in creating the signature drink and in whatever this thing was between the three of us.


"Double shot cappuccino," Savannah called out, sliding the cup toward me.


I grabbed it and started the espresso extraction, watching the golden crema form in the glass. Amy moved past me to grab whole milk from the fridge, her hip bumping mine in a way that wasn't quite accidental. When she smiled at me over her shoulder, I felt that familiar tightness in my chest that had nothing to do with the steam from the machines.


The first wave of customers trickled in. They ordered their drinks and settled at tables, the shop filling with the comfortable murmur of conversation and the clink of cups against saucers.


I was wiping down the counter when the door chimed again. The man who walked in didn't look like our usual customer. Late twenties, tall and broad-shouldered with dark hair that needed a cut. He wore faded jeans and a leather jacket despite the morning warmth, and his eyes swept the room with an intensity that made my shoulders tense.


Amy was at the register, finishing up with a customer. I saw the exact moment she noticed him. Her whole body went rigid, her professional smile freezing on her face. The credit card she was handing back trembled slightly in her fingers.


The man's gaze locked onto her immediately. He crossed the shop in long strides, ignoring the line of customers waiting to order. His boots were heavy on our wood floors, each step deliberate and aggressive.


"Amy," he said, his voice carrying over the noise of the machines. "We need to talk."


Amy's face had gone pale. She handed the receipt to the customer mechanically, her movements stiff and unnatural. "Dylan. You shouldn't be here."


"I saw you in those videos," Dylan said, leaning across the counter toward her. "Flirting with the camera like some kind of—"


"That's enough," I said, stepping between them. Dylan was maybe an inch taller than me, but I had decades of experience dealing with aggressive people in boardrooms. This wasn't that different.


His eyes shifted to me, taking in my apron, my position behind the counter. "And you must be the old man that’s got my girl prancing around for likes."


"I'm not your girl," Amy said quietly, but her voice shook.


Dylan's jaw clenched. "We need to talk. Privately. Now."


"She doesn't want to talk to you," Savannah said, appearing at my shoulder. Her usual bouncy energy had transformed into something harder, protective.


Dylan's gaze swept over Savannah dismissively. "This doesn't concern you, blondie."


"Everything that happens in this shop concerns me," I said, keeping my voice level despite the anger building in my chest. "And you're disrupting our business. I'm going to have to ask you to leave."


"I'm not going anywhere without talking to Amy." Dylan's hands clenched into fists at his sides. "She owes me that much."


"I don't owe you anything," Amy said, stronger now with Savannah and me flanking her.


Dylan slammed his palm on the counter, making several customers jump. Coffee sloshed out of cups. Conversations stopped. The shop went quiet except for the hiss of the steam wand.


"You disappeared," he said, his voice rising. "No explanation, no forwarding address. Then I see you all over TikTok, flirting with strangers.”


"That's it," I said, moving around the counter. "You're leaving. Now."


Dylan squared up to face me, his chest puffing out. "You going to make me, old man?"


I didn't rise to the bait. Instead, I kept my voice calm and steady, the same tone I'd used to fire executives who thought they were untouchable. "Yes. I am."


Something in my expression must have gotten through to him because he changed tactics.


"What, I can’t come in for a cup of coffee like everyone else,” he said. “I’ll have a…”


"We’re all out," I said as I pulled out my phone, making sure he could see me opening the dial pad. "This is private property, the owner doesn’t want you here and you are now trespassing. You can leave on your own, or I can have the police escort you out. Your choice."


Dylan's face flushed red. He looked past me to where Amy stood behind the counter, Savannah's arm around her shoulders.


"This isn't over," he said, his voice low and threatening. "You can't hide behind your new friends forever, Amy."


"She's not hiding," Savannah said, her voice sharp as broken glass. "She's living her life. Without you."


Dylan's hands clenched and unclenched at his sides. For a moment, I thought he might actually take a swing at me. I shifted my weight, ready to move if needed. But then he turned and stalked toward the door, slamming it behind him hard enough to rattle the windows.


The shop stayed silent for a long moment. Then gradually, conversations resumed, though quieter than before. Several customers were looking at us with concern or curiosity. One teenager had her phone out, and I realized she'd probably filmed the whole thing.


"Back room," I said quietly to Amy and Savannah. "Now."


I followed them through the swinging door. The moment we were out of sight, Amy's composure cracked. She sank onto one of the milk crates, her hands shaking.


"I'm sorry," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't know he'd find me. I thought I was careful."


Savannah immediately dropped to her knees in front of Amy, taking her hands. "Hey, this isn't your fault. That guy's an asshole."


I pulled up another crate and sat beside them. "How long were you together?"


"Two years," Amy said, not meeting my eyes. "He wasn't always like that. Or maybe he was and I just didn't see it at first. He got jealous, controlling. Started showing up at my work, accusing me of flirting with customers. When I tried to leave, he..." She trailed off, shaking her head.


"Did he hurt you?" I asked, trying to keep the anger out of my voice.


"Not physically. But he'd follow me, show up places uninvited. Call me constantly. I changed my number three times." Amy's fingers tightened around Savannah's. "That's why I left Venice Beach and moved here. To get away from him."


"And now he's found you because of those fucking videos," Savannah said, guilt clear in her voice. "This is my fault. I'm the one who wanted us to go viral."


"No," Amy said firmly. "This is Dylan's fault. Only his."


I stood up and paced the small space, thinking through our options. "We need to document this. File a report with the police, start a paper trail in case he comes back."


"He will come back," Amy said quietly. "He doesn't give up easily."


"Then we'll be ready for him," I said, stopping in front of her. "You're not alone in this, Amy. We've got your back."


Savannah nodded emphatically. "Absolutely. That creep comes near you again, he'll have to go through us."


Amy looked between us, and I saw tears gathering in her eyes. "You don't have to—"


"Yes, we do," I interrupted. "You're part of this place now. Part of..." I paused, not sure how to define what we'd become. "Part of us."


Amy stood up suddenly and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her face against my chest. I held her, feeling her body shake slightly. Savannah stood and pressed against Amy's back, her arms going around both of us.


We stood there in the storage room, surrounded by coffee supplies and the muffled sounds of customers wondering where we'd gone. Amy's breathing gradually steadied against my chest. Savannah's hand found mine where it rested on Amy's back, our fingers interlacing.


"Thank you," Amy whispered against my shirt.


"Always," Savannah said softly.


I tightened my arms around both of them. Dylan's words echoed in my head - "This isn't over." He was probably right about that. But he was wrong about Amy hiding. She wasn't hiding. She'd found something here, the same thing Savannah and I had found. Whatever came next, we'd face it together.


"We should get back out there," Amy said after a moment, pulling back slightly but not completely out of our embrace.


"Take a minute," I said. "Breathe. The customers can wait."


She nodded, her blue eyes still bright with unshed tears. Savannah reached up and tucked a strand of Amy's hair behind her ear, the gesture tender and protective.


The storage room felt smaller with the three of us pressed together, but also safer somehow. Like we'd created our own little fortress against the outside world. I could smell Amy's shampoo, something light and floral, mixed with the ever-present scent of coffee that clung to all of us.


"Ready?" I asked, looking at Amy.


She straightened her shoulders, that professional composure sliding back into place like armor. "Ready."


We filed back out into the shop. Several customers looked up when we emerged, curiosity clear on their faces. The teenager with the phone was typing rapidly, probably already posting about the drama she'd witnessed.


Amy went straight to the register, her smile firmly in place as she helped the next customer. Savannah returned to the espresso machine, pulling shots with her usual aggressive efficiency. I watched them both, looking for cracks in their facades, but they'd shifted back into work mode with impressive speed.


The morning continued, orders flowing, customers coming and going. But I kept one eye on the door, watching for Dylan's return. Every time it chimed, my shoulders tensed. Each new customer got a quick assessment before I relaxed.
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The knock on my door came around seven-thirty, three quick taps followed by Savannah's voice calling out that it was them. I opened it to find Amy standing beside Savannah, a black suitcase at her feet and a backpack over one shoulder. Her face looked tired but determined, like she'd made a decision and was seeing it through.


"I hope this is okay," Amy said, gesturing to the luggage. "I just... I don't feel safe at my apartment right now."


"Of course it's okay," I said, stepping aside to let them in. Savannah grabbed the suitcase handle before I could reach for it, wheeling it inside with the casual ownership of someone who belonged here.


"We can set you up on the couch if you want your own space," I said, then caught myself. "Or... however you want to arrange things."


Amy's cheeks flushed slightly, but she managed a small smile. "The couch would be fine."


"Are you serious, Cole," Savannah said, already taking Amy’s suitcase down the hallway to the bungalow’s lone bedroom. “You’re acting like you didn’t just load her up with your Salted Sweet Shot the other night.”


“Stop calling it that!”


“Then stop being such a dork. She’s obviously sleeping with us tonight.”


I turned to Amy, who was trying but failing not to laugh while still blushing a tad.


I lowered my voice.


“I’m just saying, if you want to have some privacy, I’ll cede the living room to you for as long as you want to stay here.”


“I get it, and thank you again for this,” Amy whispered back. “Let’s… see how it goes.”


"Uh, who’s hungry?" I asked, loud enough for Savannah to hear down the hallway. "I was thinking about ordering Chinese."


"That sounds perfect," Amy said, setting her backpack down carefully by the door. She moved into the living room, perching on the edge of my couch like she wasn't sure she was allowed to get comfortable.


Savannah emerged from the hallway and flopped down next to Amy, immediately pulling her legs up under her in that boneless way she had. "Get extra pot stickers. And that spicy beef thing you got last time."


I grabbed my phone and the stack of takeout menus from the kitchen drawer. We went through the familiar ritual of choosing dishes, arguing about spice levels, Savannah insisting we needed three different types of noodles. It felt normal, domestic, like we'd done this a hundred times before.


While we waited for the food, Amy sat between us on the couch, her hands folded in her lap. Savannah had turned on some cooking show, but none of us were really watching it. The elephant in the room was too big to ignore.


"I should explain," Amy said suddenly, her voice quiet but steady. "About Dylan."


"You don't have to," I said, but she shook her head.


"I want to. You both deserve to know what you're getting into by helping me."


Savannah muted the TV and turned to face Amy fully, tucking one leg under her. I shifted to look at her too, giving her my full attention.


"We met when I was working at this pop-up shop in Venice Beach," Amy began, her fingers twisting together in her lap. "He seemed charming at first. Confident. He'd come in every morning, always knew exactly what he wanted, always tipped well. When he asked me out, I was flattered."


She paused, taking a breath. "The first few months were good. He was attentive, maybe a little intense, but I thought that meant he really cared. Then he started getting jealous. If I smiled at a male customer, he'd accuse me of flirting. If I worked late, he'd say I was meeting someone."


"A control freak" Savannah muttered.


"It got worse gradually," Amy continued. "He'd call me stupid when I made mistakes. Said I was lucky to have him because no one else would put up with how cold and uptight I was. He'd scream at me for hours about tiny things - if I bought the wrong brand of milk, or if I didn't text him back fast enough."


My hands clenched into fists against my thighs. The thought of anyone talking to Amy that way, making her feel small and worthless, made my chest tight with anger.


"He never hit me," Amy said quickly, like she could sense my rage building. "But sometimes I almost wished he would. Then I'd have proof, you know? Something to point to and say 'this is abuse.' But words don't leave bruises."


"They leave other kinds of scars," Savannah said softly, reaching over to take Amy's hand.


Amy squeezed Savannah's fingers. "When I finally tried to leave, he went crazy. Showed up at my work, at my gym, at my friend's houses. Called me dozens of times a day from different numbers. Said if he couldn't have me, no one could. That's when I knew I had to disappear completely."


"So you came to Cambria," I said.


She nodded. "Changed my phone number, deleted all my social media, didn't tell anyone where I was going. I thought I was safe. Then those TikTok videos..." She trailed off, shaking her head. "I should have been more careful."


"Stop that," I said, more forcefully than I intended. Both women looked at me in surprise. "This isn't your fault. You have every right to live your life without looking over your shoulder. Dylan's the one who's wrong here, not you."


Amy's eyes welled up slightly. "You were both incredible today. The way you stood up to him, protected me. I've never had anyone do that before."


"Of course we protected you," Savannah said, scooting closer until her thigh pressed against Amy's. "That's what we do. We take care of each other."


We sat together in a comfortable silence after that, Amy resting her head on Savannah’s shoulder until the doorbell rang, announcing the food delivery. I paid the driver and brought the bags to the coffee table, spreading out containers of noodles and rice and various proteins. We ate straight from the boxes, passing them around, Savannah stealing bites from both our portions when she thought we weren't looking.


As we ate, Amy seemed to relax incrementally. Her shoulders dropped from their defensive position, her smile came easier. When Savannah made a joke about my inability to use chopsticks properly, Amy actually laughed - not her polite customer service laugh, but something genuine and unguarded.


My eyes locked onto her.


“You have a beautiful laugh,” I blurted out.


Amy paused, and exchanged a look with Savannah.


“Um, thank you.” Amy said.


I just meant, uh…” I said, struggling to think of something cool to say to recover. I hadn’t meant to make it weird with such a sincere and honest compliment but it just came out of me.


“She does have a beautiful laugh,” Savannah jumped in. “And a beautiful everything else.”


Amy put her food container down and looked at Savannah and then back at me. I put my container down. So did Savannah.


Amy moved first, leaning in to press her lips against mine. The kiss was different from our previous encounters - slower, deeper, with an edge of desperation like she needed to feel connected to something solid. I cupped her face with one hand, feeling the softness of her skin, tasting the ginger and soy sauce on her lips.


When we broke apart, Savannah was right there, capturing Amy's mouth with her own. I watched them kiss, saw Amy's hand come up to tangle in Savannah's ponytail, saw Savannah's fingers trail along Amy's jaw. Then Savannah pulled back and kissed me, her mouth hot and demanding, before guiding Amy back to my lips.


We found a rhythm, the three of us trading kisses, tongues sliding against each other when all three of our mouths met in the middle. Amy made a soft sound in her throat, her hands reaching for both of us, pulling us closer. The coffee table got pushed aside as we shifted on the couch, bodies pressing together.


Savannah's hands were already working at the buttons of Amy's blouse, revealing pale skin and a simple white bra. Amy lifted her arms so I could pull her shirt off completely, then reached for mine, her fingers slightly trembling as she worked the buttons.


"Um, bedroom?" Savannah said against my mouth. "We should bedroom. More room for… activities.”


We stumbled down the hallway, clothes being shed along the way. Savannah's shirt hit the floor first, followed by Amy's bra, my belt, a trail of fabric leading to my bedroom. By the time we reached the bed, we were all naked, hands roaming over newly exposed skin.


“Um, mind if I take the lead,” Amy said to Savannah. “I’ve been thinking about this all day, ever since Cole stood up to my ex.”


“You’re the guest of honor, tonight, Amy,” Savannah cooed, dropping her mouth to Amy’s neck. “You can do whatever you want.”


Amy sat on the edge of the bed, looking up at both of us with those intense blue eyes. "Ok… I want to do something," she said, her voice steady despite her flushed cheeks. "Something special. For you, Cole."


I started to tell her she didn't need to do anything special, but she pressed a finger to my lips.


"You protected me today," she said. "You made me feel safe. Let me thank you properly."


She pulled me closer, her hands on my hips, and looked up at me with an expression that made my breath catch. "I want you to fuck my ass, Daddy."


I heard Savannah's intake of breath beside me, followed by a giggle. My own reaction was immediate and visceral, my cock hardening fully at the words.


"Amy," I started, but she shook her head.


"I want this," she said firmly. "I trust you. Both of you."


Savannah moved immediately, dropping to her knees beside the bed. "Wait," she said, her voice thick with arousal. "Let me get her ready for you."


She guided Amy to lie back on the bed, positioning her at the edge with her legs spread. Amy looked down at Savannah with a mix of nervousness and anticipation. Savannah ran her hands up Amy's thighs, spreading them wider.


"Just relax," Savannah murmured, lowering her head.


I watched as Savannah's tongue made contact with Amy's ass, saw Amy's whole body jerk at the sensation. Savannah worked slowly, methodically, her tongue circling and pressing, getting Amy wet and relaxed. Amy's hands gripped the sheets, her back arching off the bed.


"Oh god," Amy gasped, her legs trembling.


I stroked myself as I watched, impossibly turned on by the sight of Savannah's blonde head between Amy's pale thighs, the wet sounds of her mouth the only noise in the room. Savannah reached up and grabbed my free hand, guiding it to Amy's pussy. I slipped two fingers inside her, feeling how wet she was, how her muscles clenched around me.


"She's ready," Savannah said, pulling back, her lips glistening. She grabbed the lube from my nightstand - when had she learned where I kept that? - and coated my cock thoroughly, her hand pumping me slowly.


"Go slow," she instructed, positioning me at Amy's entrance. "Let her adjust."


I pressed forward carefully, watching Amy's face for any sign of discomfort. Her mouth fell open as the head of my cock pushed inside, her eyes fluttering closed.


"That's it," Savannah said, her voice dropping into that commanding tone. "Take his cock like a good girl, Amy. Show him how grateful you are."


I pushed deeper, inch by inch, until I was fully inside her. The tightness was incredible, the heat overwhelming. Amy's legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me closer.


"Move," she gasped. "Please, Cole."


I started thrusting slowly, building a rhythm. Savannah moved up the bed, positioning herself so she could kiss Amy while I fucked her, swallowing her moans.


"Look how well she takes it," Savannah said to me, her eyes dark with lust. "Such a perfect little ass. Harder, Daddy. Make her feel it tomorrow."


Her words spurred me on, and I increased my pace, driving deeper. Amy cried out, her nails digging into my arms. The sight of her spread beneath me, taking everything I gave her, was almost too much.


"Tell him how it feels," Savannah commanded Amy.


"So full," Amy gasped. "So good. Harder, please."


I obliged, pounding into her with increasing force. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard starting to hit the wall. Savannah's hand slipped between Amy's legs, her fingers working Amy's clit in tight circles.


"I'm going to cum," I warned, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine.


Amy's eyes snapped open, meeting mine with fierce intensity. "Wait," she gasped. She pushed at my chest, and I pulled out, confused. Then she spun around, dropping to her knees on the floor, and took my cock directly into her mouth.


“Jesus Christ, Amy!”


The transition from her ass to her mouth was so dirty, so unexpected, that I came immediately.


She swallowed the first spurt, then pulled back, letting the rest paint her lips and chin. Before I could even process what had happened, Savannah was there, licking my cum from Amy's face, then kissing her deeply, sharing it between them.


They kissed for a long moment, tongues visible as they passed my cum back and forth, both of them moaning into each other's mouths. When they finally separated, both were breathing hard, lips swollen and glistening.


We collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, all of us panting and sweaty. Amy curled between us, her head on my chest, Savannah's arm around her waist. The room smelled like sex and Chinese food just a hint of coffee.


"Thank you," Amy whispered against my chest. “That was exactly what I wanted.”


“Hey, wait, what about me,” Savannah suddenly whined.


“You’ll get your turn, fucking brat,” I growled. “Daddy needs to build up some more Salted Sweet Shot first.”


Savannah and Amy looked at each other. And then the laughter began.


“He just called himself Daddy,” Savannah squealed.


“Salted… sweet… shot…” Amy could barely get the words out through her wheezing. It looked like the kind of laugh that takes your breath away, makes your sides hurt.


I looked up at the ceiling fan with a smirk on my face and waited for the girls to calm down.
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The morning after Amy moved in started like any other day at Latte Love, except I kept catching myself watching the door. Not for customers or suppliers or even Dylan, but instead for Maya. She'd been dropping by more frequently, each visit stretching longer than the last, and I'd started expecting her dark hair and deliberate movements to appear sometime before noon.


Savannah worked the register with her usual energy, though I noticed she kept touching Amy's lower back whenever she passed behind her. Small, possessive gestures that customers wouldn't notice but that made Amy's cheeks flush pink.


The normalcy felt fragile after everything that had happened - Dylan's appearance, Amy staying at my place, the three of us tangled in my sheets until dawn. But here in the shop, with the familiar sounds of the espresso machine and morning customers, we could pretend everything was simple.


I was pulling a double shot for a regular when the door chimed at ten-thirty. Maya walked in carrying her camera rig in one hand and a canvas bag slung over her shoulder. She wore ripped black jeans and an oversized gray sweater that kept slipping off one shoulder, revealing a thin tank top underneath. Her dark hair was pulled into a messy bun with strands escaping to frame her face.


The energy in the shop shifted immediately. Three college guys at the corner table sat up straighter, their conversation trailing off as they watched her move through the space. A pair of teenage girls whispered to each other, phones already out. Even Mrs. Patterson, our sixty-year-old regular, paused mid-sip to track Maya's progress toward the counter.


"Morning, Cole," Maya said, setting her equipment down carefully. Her voice carried that low, deliberate quality that made everything sound like a secret. "Busy day?"


"Getting there," I said, handing the finished drink to the waiting customer. "You here to film?"


She leaned against the counter, close enough that I caught her scent - something citrusy with darker notes underneath. "Maybe. Or maybe I just wanted coffee from my favorite barista."


Behind me, I heard Savannah snort. "Your favorite? What about the rest of us?"


Maya's gaze shifted to Savannah, then Amy, her smile widening. "Oh, you're all my favorites. Each in your own special way."


Amy looked up from the pastry case, her expression unreadable as she studied Maya. "You've been here a lot lately."


"Can you blame me?" Maya said, gesturing around the shop. "Best coffee in town, fascinating people, and excellent content opportunities. Speaking of which..."


She pulled out her phone and started recording, panning across the busy shop before focusing on me. "Look at this Monday morning energy at Latte Love. The Coffee Daddy himself hard at work."


"Please don't call me that," I said, but she was already moving, capturing Savannah taking an order, Amy arranging pastries, the steam rising from the machines.


More customers arrived in a sudden wave - a tour group from the wine tasting place down the street, all wanting complicated drinks with specific modifications. Savannah's voice rose as she called out orders, Amy scrambled to restock cups, and I found myself falling behind on the drink queue.


Without being asked, Maya set down her phone and moved behind the counter. She grabbed an apron from the hook and tied it around her waist with practiced movements.


"What do you need?" she asked, already reaching for the milk pitchers.


"You don't have to—“ I started.


"Four mochas, two with whip, two no whip," Savannah called out, sliding cups toward us.


Maya was already steaming milk, her movements confident and precise. "I worked at a Starbucks in high school," she said, catching my surprised look. “Starbucks coffee is mid AF if you ask me, but I learned the basics."


She moved around me to grab the mocha syrup, her body brushing against mine in the narrow space. Her hand touched my arm as she reached past me, fingers trailing along my forearm before pulling away. The contact was brief but deliberate, sending heat through my skin.


We fell into a rhythm quickly. I pulled shots while Maya steamed milk and added syrups. Savannah kept the orders flowing, and Amy restocked supplies and handled the pastry orders. The four of us moved around each other in the tight space behind the counter, a choreographed dance of reaching arms and shifting bodies.


Maya didn't rush, but she didn't waste movement either. When she needed to squeeze past me, she'd place a hand on my lower back, guiding herself around. When I reached over her for the cinnamon shaker, she'd lean back against me just slightly, her body warm through the thin sweater.


"You're good at this," Amy observed, watching Maya pour a perfect rosetta into a latte.


"I'm good at a lot of things," Maya replied, her tone neutral but her eyes holding Amy's for a beat longer than necessary.


Savannah laughed, bumping her hip against Maya's as she passed. "Modest too."


"Modesty is overrated," Maya said, handing the finished drink to a waiting customer with a smile that made him blush.


The rush continued for another hour. Maya never complained, never asked for a break, just kept working with that same focused intensity. Customers started recognizing her from the TikTok videos, asking for selfies between orders. She obliged with easy charm, always managing to get our logo in the shot, always tagging the shop.


"Your followers are good for business," I said during a brief lull, watching her post another video.


"Three hundred thousand and counting," she said, not looking up from her phone. "That last video of you got five thousand likes in six hours."


"Which video?" Savannah asked, crowding close to look at Maya's screen.


Maya pulled up the footage - me reaching for bags on the high shelf, shot from below to emphasize the stretch of my body, the flex of my forearms. The caption read "Coffee Daddy in his natural habitat" with a string of coffee cup and fire emojis.


"Jesus," I muttered, heat creeping up my neck.


"Look at the comments," Maya said, scrolling through. Most were variations of thirst, marriage proposals, and location questions. "Half of these people are asking for the shop address. I bet you'll see an uptick in customers this week."


Amy moved closer, looking at the screen over Maya's shoulder. "You're very good at this. The filming, the editing, the marketing aspect."


"It's just understanding what people want to see," Maya said, but she looked pleased at the compliment. "And having good subjects to work with."


Her eyes found mine again, dark and unreadable. I felt that pull again, the same magnetic attraction that made me want to step closer, to find out what she was thinking behind that careful expression.


"We should talk about compensation," I said, forcing myself to focus on practical matters. "If you're going to help out regularly, I should pay you."


Maya waved her hand dismissively. "I'm making more from TikTok than I ever expected, mostly thanks to this place. The creator fund, sponsorships, affiliate links - it's actually ridiculous."


"Still," I insisted. "You're working. You should be paid."


She tilted her head, considering. "How about this - I help out when I want to, you keep letting me film, and we call it even. The content I get here is worth more than minimum wage."


"That doesn't seem fair to you," Amy said, frowning slightly.


Maya shrugged, that one shoulder emerging from her sweater again. "Fair is relative. I like being here. I like the energy, the people." Her gaze swept over all three of us. "The view isn't bad either."


Savannah laughed, loud and delighted. "Did you just objectify all of us simultaneously?"


"If the apron fits," Maya said with a small smile.


Another wave of customers arrived, and we fell back into our rhythm. Maya anticipated needs without being told, refilling syrups before we ran out, starting new milk before I asked. She moved through our space like she'd always belonged there, finding gaps between our bodies, fitting into the flow we'd established.


At one point, I turned to find her watching me work, her expression thoughtful. When our eyes met, she didn't look away, just held my gaze for a long moment before returning to her task. The weight of that look stayed with me, making my skin feel too warm under my shirt.


Savannah noticed too. I caught her exchanging glances with Amy, some silent communication passing between them. But neither seemed upset by Maya's presence or her obvious interest. If anything, they seemed curious, watchful, like they were waiting to see what would happen next.


The afternoon crowd thinned out around two-thirty. Maya untied the apron and hung it back on its hook, her movements unhurried.


"Same time tomorrow?" she asked, gathering her camera equipment.


"You don't have to-" I started.


"I want to," she interrupted, her voice firm. "Unless you don't want me here?"


The question hung in the air. Savannah and Amy both looked at me, waiting for my answer. Maya stood perfectly still, her dark eyes steady on mine.


"You're welcome anytime," I said, the words coming out rougher than intended.


She smiled then, not her usual small, mysterious smile, but something warmer, more genuine. "Good. I'll bring my good camera tomorrow. I want to get some slow-motion shots of the pour-over process."


She moved toward the door, then paused, looking back at all three of us. "You know, you've got something special here. Not just the coffee or the viral videos. The energy between all of you - it's compelling."


Before any of us could respond, she was gone, the door chiming behind her. The shop felt different without her, like the air pressure had changed.


"Well," Savannah said after a moment of silence. "That was interesting."


Amy nodded slowly, still staring at the door. "She's not subtle, is she?"


"Do you want her to be?" Savannah asked, and there was genuine curiosity in her voice.


Amy turned to look at me, and I saw something in her expression I couldn't quite read. "I don't know. Do you, Cole?"


I didn't have an answer for that. Maya's presence had shifted something between us, added a new element to our already complicated dynamic. She moved through our space with the confidence of someone who knew she was wanted, who understood her effect on people and wasn't afraid to use it.


The thing was, she wasn't wrong. I did want her there. The pull I felt toward her was undeniable, a gravitational force that made me hyperaware of her every movement, every word, every glance. And judging by the way Savannah and Amy had watched her work, the way they'd responded to her presence, I wasn't the only one feeling it.
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I was wiping down the espresso machine when I saw him through the front window. Dylan stood on the sidewalk directly across from our entrance, hands in his pockets, staring through the glass like he was trying to burn a hole through it with his eyes alone.


My hand stilled on the chrome surface. Behind me, Amy was organizing the pastry case, humming something under her breath. She hadn't seen him yet. Savannah was in the back room, probably eating one of the day-old muffins she'd claimed for breakfast. The morning had started peacefully enough, with Amy seeming more relaxed after spending another night at my place, all three of us tangled together until my alarm went off before dawn.


"Amy," I said, keeping my voice level. "Why don't you go help Savannah with inventory?"


She looked up at me, confused. "But I just finished the pastry—"


Her words died as she followed my gaze to the window. The color drained from her face instantly, her hands gripping the edge of the display case hard enough to turn her knuckles white.


"He's just standing there," she whispered.


Dylan hadn't moved. He stood perfectly still on the sidewalk, his eyes locked on Amy through the glass. A couple walked around him, giving him a wide berth, clearly sensing something off about the man who stood statue-still in the middle of the morning foot traffic.


"Go to the back," I said, moving around the counter. "Now."


Amy didn't argue. She backed away from the window, then turned and pushed through the swinging door to the storage room. I heard Savannah's voice rise in question, then drop to urgent whispers as Amy explained.


I walked to the front door, not to confront him—I wasn't stupid enough to escalate this on the sidewalk—but to flip the lock. The click was audible in the quiet shop. Dylan's eyes shifted to me, and his mouth curved in something that wasn't quite a smile.


He raised one hand and waved. Slow, deliberate, mocking.


My phone was in my hand before I'd consciously decided to make the call. I scrolled to Mayor Winters' number—she'd given it to me for festival planning, but this seemed like a reasonable use of her direct line.


"Cole," she answered on the second ring, her voice professionally warm. "How are the festival preparations coming along?"


"I need your help," I said, not bothering with pleasantries. "We have a situation at the shop."


Her tone shifted immediately, becoming sharper, more focused. "What kind of situation?"


"The ex-boyfriend of one of my employees is standing outside, staring through the window. He's not technically doing anything illegal, but he's clearly trying to intimidate her. This is the second time he's shown up." I kept my eyes on Dylan as I spoke. He hadn't moved, just maintained that unsettling stillness.


“I'll send an officer immediately. With the crowds you've been drawing from social media, we've been meaning to assign someone to help with traffic control anyway. This gives me a good reason to expedite that.”


"Thank you," I said, relief washing through me.


"The officer will be there in ten minutes. Don't engage with Mr. Simpson. Just document everything. If this keeps up, you can have him trespassed from the property, he won’t’ be able to enter the shop without being arrested.”


I ended the call and pulled up my camera, taking a photo of Dylan through the window. He saw me do it and his expression darkened, but he still didn't move from his spot.


Savannah emerged from the back room, her usual bounce replaced by coiled tension. "Amy's having a panic attack. Where is that fucker?"


"Outside. Police are coming."


She moved to the window, and I saw her entire body tense when she spotted him. "I'm going to—"


"You're going to stay inside and help Amy," I said firmly. "That's what she needs right now."


The bell above the door chimed as someone pushed against it, finding it locked. I turned to see Maya peering through the glass, her camera bag over one shoulder. She looked from me to Dylan, then back to me, her expression sharpening as she assessed the situation.


I unlocked the door just enough to let her slip inside, then locked it again immediately.


"What's happening?" she asked, her voice low.


"Amy's ex," I said. "He's been standing there for fifteen minutes."


Maya set her bag down and looked through the window again, studying Dylan with that intense focus she brought to everything. Then, without asking permission or waiting for an invitation, she walked behind the counter and grabbed an apron.


"Where's Amy?" she asked, already tying the strings.


"Back room," Savannah said. "She's... not doing great."


Maya nodded and headed for the storage area. Savannah and I exchanged glances, then followed.


Amy sat on a milk crate, her knees drawn up to her chest, her breathing shallow and rapid. Maya crouched in front of her, not touching, just making herself smaller, less threatening.


"Hey," Maya said, her voice softer than I'd ever heard it. "You're safe. He can't get to you here."


Amy looked up, tears streaming down her face. "He found me again. He's never going to stop."


"Yes, he is," Maya said with quiet certainty. "Because now you have people who won't let him near you."


Savannah dropped down beside Amy, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. "Maya's right. That asshole has to go through all of us now."


"Including the police," I added. "They're already on their way."


Maya stood and moved to the small table where we'd been experimenting with drinks. She started pulling out ingredients, her movements deliberate and calming.


“You guys got any bleach? Or toxic mushrooms?”


“Um, what?” I said.


“Let’s have Amy invite that guy in,” Maya said. “Tell him she wants to get back together. He’ll let his guard down and then we’ll serve up a special drink with an extra shot of poison.”


Maya smiled at me, and then looked at Amy and Savannah, who were both looking at her with their mouths open.


“Jesus Christ,” I whispered.


“Oh, come on, I’m kidding,” Maya said, her eyes darting back and forth between me and the girls. “Mostly. Just trying to lighten the mood.”


“By committing a murder,” I said, but now I was smiling and so were Savannah and Amy.


The bell at the front door chimed again, followed by knocking. I moved to check and saw a uniformed police officer standing outside. Officer Jones, according to his badge, was young but carried himself with authority. I unlocked the door to let him in.


"Mr. Hartwell? Mayor Winters sent me."


I nodded and gestured toward the window. Dylan was still there, though he'd moved slightly, leaning against a lamp post now with studied casualness.


"How long has he been here?" Officer Jones asked.


"About twenty-five minutes now. He's Amy's ex-boyfriend. She works here. He showed up the other day and got aggressive, I had to threaten to call the police to get him to leave.”


Officer Jones nodded, making notes. "I'll go talk to him. Make it clear he needs to move along."


He went outside, and I watched through the window as he approached Dylan. They were too far away to hear the conversation, but I could see Dylan's body language shift from casual to defensive. He gestured toward the shop, then at Officer Jones, clearly arguing. But when the officer’s hand moved to rest on his utility belt—not on his weapon, just a subtle reminder of authority—Dylan's shoulders slumped.


He looked toward the shop one more time, his eyes searching the windows, probably looking for Amy. Then he turned and walked away, hands shoved deep in his pockets.


Officer Jones came back inside. "He's been warned. If he comes back, call immediately and we can arrest him for harassment. I'll also be stationed nearby during your peak hours for the next few days, helping with crowd control."


"Thank you," I said, meaning it.


After the officer left, I locked the door again and returned to the back room. Amy had moved from the milk crate to standing at the work table, actively engaged in perfecting the drink with Maya and Savannah. Her face was still pale, her eyes red-rimmed, but she was functioning.


"He's gone," I said. "And there'll be a police presence here for the next few days."


Amy set down the cup she'd been holding and walked over to me. Without warning, she wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her face against my chest. I held her, feeling her body shake slightly.


"Thank you," she whispered.


Savannah joined the embrace from behind Amy, her arms going around both of us. "We've got you," she said. "Always."


Maya hung back for a moment, watching us with an unreadable expression. Then Savannah reached out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her into our circle. Maya resisted for just a second before allowing herself to be drawn in, her body warm against my side.


We stood there in the storage room, the four of us connected in a way that went beyond words. I could smell coffee and honey and the different perfumes and shampoos, could feel three different heartbeats against my body. Amy's breathing had finally steadied, her body relaxing into our collective embrace.


"This is nice," Maya said quietly, her usual careful composure cracking slightly. "Really nice."


"Yeah," Amy agreed, her voice muffled against my shirt. "It is."


When we finally separated, there was a new understanding between us. Maya was part of this now, whatever this was. She'd stepped up without being asked, had shown a softer side beneath her deliberate mystique. And Amy had let us protect her, had trusted us with her vulnerability.


"We should open the shop," I said, checking my watch. "We're already an hour behind."


"I'll handle the register," Savannah said, squeezing Amy's hand.


"I've got the espresso machine," Maya added, already moving toward the front.


Amy looked up at me. "I can do pastries. I want to work. It helps."


I nodded, understanding the need to stay busy, to maintain normalcy even when everything felt precarious.


We opened Latte Love forty-five minutes late, but the regular customers who'd been waiting didn't complain when they saw Officer Jones stationed outside. Word traveled fast in a small town, and by noon, most of our regulars had heard some version of what had happened.


The teenagers with their phones were more excited than concerned, thrilled by the drama and the police presence. They filmed everything, including Officer Jones, who handled the attention with professional patience.


Maya worked the espresso machine like she'd been doing it for years, her movements fluid and confident. She and Savannah had developed an easy rhythm, passing drinks and jokes between them, keeping the mood light despite the morning's tension. Amy stayed focused on her tasks, but I caught her smiling at their banter, some of the color returning to her cheeks.


During a brief lull, Maya approached me at the register. "You handled that well," she said. "The whole situation."


"I just made a phone call," I said.


She shook her head. "You did more than that. You kept everyone calm, took control without escalating. That's not easy."


Her hand touched mine where it rested on the counter, just for a moment. "Those girls are lucky to have you.”


Before I could respond, she was moving away, returning to the espresso machine where Savannah was struggling with a particularly complex order.


The afternoon passed without incident. Dylan didn't return, though I found myself checking the windows constantly. Officer Jones remained outside, occasionally helping direct traffic when the line of customers stretched out the door. The normalcy felt fragile but precious, something to be protected and maintained.


The festival was in three days. We had a business to run, a competition to win and I had two, possibly three young ladies I felt an overwhelming need to protect.
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I flipped the sign from Open to Closed as the familiar click of the lock echoed through the empty shop. Except it wasn't empty - Maya still lingered by the espresso machine, cleaning the steam wand with unnecessary precision while Savannah and Amy huddled near the pastry case, their heads bent close together in whispered conversation.


The late afternoon light slanted through the windows, casting long shadows across the reclaimed wood floors. I started my closing routine, wiping down tables and collecting forgotten napkins, but my attention kept drifting to the three women. Something was happening. The way Savannah gestured with her hands, the way Amy kept glancing toward Maya, the tension in the air that had nothing to do with leftover caffeine.


I watched Savannah lean closer to Amy, whispering something that made Amy's eyes widen. Then they both turned toward Maya, who was still pretending to clean equipment that already gleamed. Savannah bounced over to her with that determined walk I'd learned meant trouble.


"Maya," Savannah said, her voice carrying despite the attempted whisper. "We need to tell you something."


Maya set down the cleaning cloth and turned to face them, her dark eyes curious. I moved closer under the pretense of emptying the tip jar, straining to hear.


Amy joined them, standing close to Savannah's shoulder. They exchanged another look, some silent communication passing between them, then Savannah spoke again, her voice dropping lower. I couldn't make out the words, but I saw the exact moment the information landed.


Maya's entire body went still. Her eyes widened, darting between Savannah and Amy, then across the shop to where I stood frozen with the tip jar in my hands. Color flooded her pale cheeks, a deep pink that spread down her neck and disappeared beneath the collar of her oversized sweater.


"Together?" Maya whispered, just loud enough for me to hear, and the blush deepened.


"Both of you?" Maya's voice cracked slightly, loud enough for me to hear clearly. "With him?"


Savannah nodded, grinning like she'd just shared the world's best secret. Amy looked less certain, her fingers twisting together, but she nodded too.


"Savannah," I called out, my voice sharper than intended. "Back room. Now."


She looked over at me, that mischievous smile still playing at her lips. "Be right there, Bossman."


She said something else to Maya, too quiet for me to hear, then bounced toward the storage room with obvious satisfaction. I followed, my jaw clenched tight enough to make my teeth ache.


The moment the door swung shut behind us, I turned on her. "What the hell did you just do?"


"Told Maya the truth," Savannah said, leaning against the metal shelving unit with studied casualness. "She deserved to know."


"Deserved to know?" I ran my hand through my salt and pepper hair, feeling the stress response tightening my chest. "That's not your decision to make.”


"It’s not?" Savannah tilted her head, studying me. "Because she's been eye-fucking you for weeks, and you've been watching her right back. Amy and I talked about it, and we decided—"


"You decided." The words came out harder than I meant them to. "Without consulting me. Without thinking about the consequences."


Savannah pushed off the shelf and stepped closer, her expression shifting from playful to serious. "What consequences, Cole? That someone might find out you're sleeping with your employees? News flash - in a town this small, people already suspect. At least this way, we control the narrative."


"Control the narrative?" I laughed, but there was no humor in it. "The last thing I need is for our relationship to end up on TikTok. Can you imagine the comments? The judgment? It could destroy everything we've built here."


"Maya wouldn't do that," Savannah said firmly. "She's not like that."


"You don't know what she's like. Neither do I. She's been coming here for a few weeks, filming everything, building her following off our shop, and now you've handed her the ultimate viral content."


Savannah's eyes flashed with something I couldn't quite read. "You really think she'd betray us like that?"


"I think people do unexpected things when thousands of followers are watching." I turned away, gripping the edge of the work table. "This was reckless, Savannah. Even for you."


"It was honest," she countered. "And Amy agreed. We both see how Maya looks at you. How you look at her. We're not blind, Cole."


"That's not—" I started, then stopped. Because denying it would be a lie, and we both knew it.


"Look," Savannah said, her voice softer now. "We told her because we like her. Because there's something there, between all of us. And because keeping secrets in a group this small just makes everything complicated and weird."


"As opposed to this very normal situation we have going on," I muttered.


She laughed, moving closer until she could rest her hand on my arm. "Since when has anything about us been normal? You're a forty-five-year-old former corporate executive sleeping with two women in their twenties who work for you. We passed normal a while ago."


The crude summary made me wince, but she wasn't wrong. Nothing about this situation fit into conventional boundaries. Maybe that's what made it work.


"She looked shocked," I said finally.


"Shocked, yeah.” Savannah's hand slid up my arm to my shoulder. "But… she’s still out there, right? She didn’t flee the shop in horror, did she?”


The door swung open and Amy appeared, her expression apologetic. "Maya left. Said she needed to process. But she didn't seem upset. Just... overwhelmed."


I shot a look at Savannah and I saw the confidence on her face falter for a moment.


“Ok, so maybe she did flee, but…”


"Great," I interrupted. "So now we wait to see if we're trending on TikTok by morning."


"She won't," Amy said with quiet certainty. "I could see it in her eyes. She's not going to say anything."


I wanted to argue, but Amy's ability to read people had proven reliable. If she thought Maya would keep our secret, there was a good chance she was right.


"Let's go home," Savannah said, already untying her apron. "It's been a long day. And… I have Maya’s number anyway. Maybe I’ll text her later.”


“I think we should leave Maya alone,” I said.


Savannah had no response to that and we finished closing in relative silence, each lost in our own thoughts. I kept replaying Maya's expression, that deep blush, the way her eyes had found mine across the shop. What was she thinking right now? Was she horrified? Intrigued? Planning her next viral video about the creepy coffee shop owner preying on female employees young enough to be his daughters?


As we exited the shop, I noticed Savannah furiously texting on her phone. I almost asked who she was talking to but didn’t want to seem paranoid.


The sun had set completely by the time we returned home, the porch light casting its familiar yellow glow across the weathered steps. Inside, we fell into our new routine - Savannah raiding the fridge while Amy set up the living room for whatever movie she'd picked for tonight.


"Beer?" Savannah called from the kitchen.


"Yeah," I answered, dropping onto the couch with a heavy sigh.


Amy curled up next to me immediately, her head finding that spot on my shoulder that seemed made for her. "You're still worried about Maya."


It wasn't a question. I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her closer. "I just don't like surprises. Or losing control of situations."


"Former COO problems," Savannah said, returning with three beers. She handed them out, then squeezed onto my other side, her legs draping across my lap. "Always need to be in charge."


"That's not—" I started, but she cut me off with a kiss, her lips tasting like the IPA she'd already started drinking.


"Relax," she murmured against my mouth. "Everything's going to be fine."


We settled into watching Amy's movie choice, some indie film about artists in New York that I wasn't really following. My mind kept wandering to Maya, wondering what she was doing, what she was thinking. The weight of the two women against me was comfortable, familiar now in a way that still surprised me. Savannah's hand had found its way under my shirt, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my stomach. Amy's breath was warm against my neck.


"This is nice," Amy said softly.


"Yeah," I agreed, pressing a kiss to the top of her head.


We'd been watching for maybe an hour when the knock came. Three quick taps, deliberate and firm. We all froze, looking at each other. My first thought was Dylan, and I felt my body tense, ready to protect. But Savannah was already jumping up, a smile spreading across her face.


"I'll get it," she said, practically skipping to the door.


"Savannah, wait—" I started, but she was already turning the handle.


Maya stood in the doorway, backlit by the porch light. She'd changed clothes since leaving the shop, now wearing black jeans and a fitted tank top under a leather jacket. Her dark hair was loose, falling past her shoulders in waves. She looked uncertain, vulnerable in a way I'd never seen from her before.


"Hi," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.


"Hi yourself," Savannah said, stepping aside to let her in. "I was wondering if you'd show up."


My mouth fell open. "You were wondering—" I looked between Savannah and Amy, understanding dawning. "You invited her."


Savannah had the decency to look slightly guilty. "I might have suggested she come by if she wanted to talk more."


Maya stood just inside the door, her hands shoved in her jacket pockets, watching our exchange with those dark, unreadable eyes. "I can leave if this is a problem."


"No," Amy said quickly, sitting up from where she'd been leaning against me. "Please stay."


"Yeah," Savannah added, moving closer to Maya. "We want you here."


They both looked at me, waiting. Maya's gaze found mine too, and I saw uncertainty there, mixed with something else. Want, maybe. Or hope.


"This is insane," I said, but I was already standing up, already moving toward them. "You know that, right?”


"The best things usually are," Maya said softly, and for the first time since she'd arrived, she smiled. Not her usual controlled, mysterious smile, but something smaller, more genuine.


"Come in," I said finally. "Take off your jacket. You want a beer?"


"Yeah," she said, shrugging out of the leather jacket. "That would be good."


Savannah took the jacket from her, hanging it on the hook by the door with the kind of domestic familiarity that suggested this had been planned down to the last detail. Amy patted the couch beside her, and Maya moved into the living room.


I went to the kitchen to grab another beer, taking a moment to breathe, to process what was happening. When I came back, Maya was seated on the couch next to Amy, their thighs touching. Savannah had claimed the armchair, watching everything with obvious satisfaction.


“All three girls turned to look at me as I walked back with the beer. I froze, my eyes darting back and forth between the girls, taking in the situation.


“It’s OK, Cole,” Maya said with a smile. “I don’t bite… well, unless you’re into that.”
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Maya and Amy attempted to make room as I sat down on the couch. I needed something more solid beneath me for whatever conversation was coming. Maya shifted as I sat down, making room but not pulling away, her thigh still pressed against Amy's. Savannah abandoned the armchair entirely, dropping onto the floor in front of us with her back against the coffee table, looking up at us like we were about to put on a show.


The living room felt smaller with all four of us arranged like this. It smelt pretty good though, with Maya’s perfume mixing with the scent of Amy’s shampoo and Savannah’s body lotion. I took a moment to gather my thoughts.


"Look," I said, setting my bottle on the side table. "Before this goes any further, we need to talk about the reality of the situation. The festival is in two days. We're going to be the centerpiece, with Greg and his judges watching everything we do. The last thing we need is for this" - I gestured between all of us - "to become public knowledge."


Maya turned to face me more fully, her dark eyes serious. "I already told you, nothing about this goes online."


"It's not just about social media," I continued. "Small towns talk. People notice things. If word gets out that I'm involved with my employees - multiple employees - it could destroy the shop's reputation. Everything we've built."


"You really think people would care that much?" Maya asked.


Savannah snorted from her spot on the floor. "Oh, they'd care. The moral outrage would be spectacular. Older man corrupting young women, abuse of power, all that bullshit."


"Even though none of that's true," Amy added quietly.


“Truth doesn't matter when there's a scandal," I said. "I learned that in corporate. Perception becomes reality, and the reality would be that Latte Love is run by some creepy old man who collects young women."


“Gotta catch em’ all,” Savannah whispered extra softly. I shot her a look while Amy and Maya both smirked.


But then Maya's hand found mine on the couch cushion, her fingers cool from holding the beer bottle. "Cole, I'm not going to betray you. Any of you. What happens between us stays between us."


The sincerity in her voice made something in my chest loosen slightly. Her thumb traced small circles on my hand, and I found myself suddenly feeling a bit nervous.


Savannah stretched her legs out, her bare feet bumping against mine. "See? Everything's fine. Maya's not going to sell us out for TikTok fame."


"Speaking of secrets," Maya said, her expression shifting from serious to curious. "How did all this start anyway? The three of you?"


Amy laughed softly. "That's actually a good question. I know my part, but I don't know how Savannah and Cole began."


I felt heat creep up my neck, remembering that first encounter in the storage room. "That's not really—"


"Oh my god, you have to hear this," Savannah interrupted, sitting up straighter with obvious glee. "So I'm alone in the shop with Cole right before the grand opening, right? And we’re testing new recipes. I decide to seduce him."


"Savannah," I warned, but she was already launching into the story.


"I told him I had one last drink he needed to try. Then I went into the back and covered myself in whipped cream and caramel sauce. Like, completely naked except for strategically placed dairy products." 


She grinned at Maya and Amy's shocked expressions. "Just waited for him in the back room like some kind of coffee shop dessert special."


For the first time in years, I felt my face flush hot. Actually blushed like a teenager caught by his parents. Maya's mouth had fallen open, and Amy was covering her face with both hands, her shoulders shaking with laughter.


"You didn't," Amy gasped through her fingers.


"Oh, she did," I muttered, slumping back against the couch cushions.


"That's..." Maya paused, clearly searching for words. "That's actually super hot.”


"Right?" Savannah bounced on the floor, delighted with their reactions. "He walked in expecting another drink to sample but found me waiting for him like a human sundae.”


Amy lowered her hands, tears of laughter in her eyes. "I can't believe you never told me this part."


"Some things are better left in the past," I said, but I could feel my own mouth trying to fight back a smile.


"No way," Savannah said, really getting into it now. "The best part was watching his face. Complete system shutdown. Like his brain just stopped working entirely."


I grimaced slightly but kept my mouth shut. She wasn’t wrong.


"And then," Savannah continued, her voice dropping to a theatrical whisper, "he licked off every. Last. Drop."


"Jesus Christ, Savannah."


"Started at my throat," she said, ignoring my protest entirely. "Worked his way down, I turned around and he cleaned my entire booty for me, very thorough, and then he ended up between my legs.”


Maya was fully turned toward Savannah now, hanging on every word. Amy had given up hiding her face and was watching with rapt attention. I wanted to sink into the couch and disappear, but there was something about their reactions - the delight, the lack of judgment - that made the embarrassment bearable.


“He teased me for a bit until I was begging,” Savannah said with a wicked grin. "Took forever just savoring me… and then when he finally —“


"Okay, that's enough," I said, but I was laughing now too. "They get the picture."


Savannah jumped to her feet suddenly, eyes bright with inspiration. "Oh my god, I have the best idea."


Before anyone could respond, she was already heading for the kitchen, her ponytail bouncing with each step. I heard cabinets opening, the refrigerator door, then she was back, holding two canisters of whipped cream like trophies.


"No," I said immediately, understanding exactly where her mind had gone. "Absolutely not."


"Come on," she said, shaking the canisters. "It'll be fun."


"I'm not doing that again. Especially not with an audience."


"That's not what I'm suggesting," Savannah said. She looked at Amy and Maya, then back at me. "You’re not going to be licking anyone, tonight, Cole.”


She paused for dramatic effect, and I felt my pulse quicken despite myself.


“Oh, fuck,” Amy finally said. “That’s… that’s a really good idea.”


Savannah looked at Maya. 


“It’s the point of no return, Maya. Wanna lick up some yummy cream with us tonight?”


Maya looked at Savannah, then Amy, and then right at me.


“I do love a good dessert,” she said, matter-of-factly.


Silence filled the room for maybe two seconds before everything exploded into motion. Savannah set the canisters on the coffee table, and then all three of them were on me at once.


"Wait—" I started, but Savannah's mouth was already on mine, her hands working at the buttons of my shirt while Amy pulled at my belt from one side and Maya tugged at my sleeve from the other. I tried to grab Savannah's wrists, some token resistance, but Amy's small hands were surprisingly strong as she worked my belt loose, and Maya was already pulling my shirt down my shoulders.


"This isn't fair," I protested when Savannah pulled back for air, but she just laughed and pushed me back against the couch cushions.


"Since when do we play fair?" she asked, finally getting the last button undone.


My shirt disappeared somewhere behind the couch, tossed by Maya. Amy had my belt completely off now, the leather sliding through the loops with a whisper that seemed too loud in the sudden intensity of the room. I reached for her, trying to pull her into a kiss, trying to regain some control, but she danced back out of reach with a smile I'd never seen from her before - playful and predatory at the same time.


"Pants," Savannah commanded, and suddenly all three sets of hands were at my waist, working together to pull my jeans down. I lifted my hips automatically, my body responding even as my mind was still processing what was happening. The denim scraped down my legs, taking my boxers with them in one smooth motion.


And then I was naked. Completely naked on my own couch while three mostly dressed women stood around me, looking down with expressions that ranged from Savannah's triumphant grin to Amy's quiet intensity to Maya's dark, unreadable gaze as she looked up and down the length of my manhood for the first time.


The power dynamic had shifted completely. In the shop, I was the boss, the one in charge. Even in our previous encounters, I'd maintained some element of control. But now, stripped bare while they remained clothed, I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with my lack of clothes.


"Much better," Savannah said, picking up one of the whipped cream canisters. She shook it, the metal ball inside rattling, and the sound made my cock twitch despite myself.


She tilted her head back and dispensed a generous amount directly into her mouth. Her cheeks puffed out slightly, and she held it there for a moment, making eye contact with me. Then she dropped to her knees beside the couch, pulled my head down, and kissed me.


The cream was cold and sweet as it passed from her mouth to mine, her tongue pushing it between my lips. I could taste the vanilla extract, the subtle dairy richness, and underneath it all, Savannah herself. She kissed me deeply, thoroughly, making sure I got every bit of the cream before pulling back with a satisfied sound.


"Good?" she asked, though she clearly already knew the answer from the way my cock had hardened fully.


Amy had picked up the second canister while Savannah and I were kissing. She looked at it for a moment, then at Maya, who was watching everything with that intense focus she brought to filming. But there was no camera now, no pretense of documentation. This was just for us.


"Come here," Amy said softly to Maya.


Maya moved closer, and I watched Amy shake the canister, the sound filling the quiet room. She brought it to her lips, hesitated for just a second, then filled her mouth with cream. Her blue eyes found Maya's dark ones, a question and invitation combined.


Maya didn't hesitate. She leaned in and captured Amy's lips with her own, and I watched the cream pass between them. Amy's hands came up to cup Maya's face, holding her in place as they kissed deeper than the cream transfer required. When they finally separated, both were breathing harder, and there was a small smear of cream at the corner of Maya's mouth.


"Your turn," Savannah said to Maya, gesturing toward me.


Maya approached slowly, deliberately, still fully dressed in her tank top and jeans while I sat naked and hard on the couch. She knelt between my legs, her hands resting on my thighs, and I could feel the heat of her palms through the fabric of her jeans. The cream was still in her mouth - I could see her holding it carefully, her lips pressed together.


She leaned up, and I met her halfway, our mouths connecting in our first real kiss. The cream flowed between us, sweet and cold, but I barely tasted it. All I could focus on was Maya's lips, softer than I'd expected, and the way her tongue swept into my mouth to make sure I got all the cream. Her nails dug into my legs and I groaned into the kiss.


When she pulled back, Savannah and Amy actually applauded, laughing at the spectacle they'd created. Maya sat back on her heels, licking her lips, and for the first time since she'd arrived, she looked completely unguarded. Her careful control had cracked, replaced by something raw and wanting.


"That was hot," Amy said, her professional composure completely gone.


"That was just the warm-up," Savannah corrected, picking up the canister again. "Now comes the real fun."
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Savannah looked at me while holding the whipped cream canister like a weapon. Amy grabbed the second one again, and they flanked me on either side of the couch, Maya still kneeling between my legs.


"Stand up," Savannah commanded.


I looked between the three of them - Savannah with her wicked grin, Amy with her flushed cheeks and bright eyes, Maya with her lips still glistening from our kiss - and knew resistance was pointless. The girls were in complete control.


I stood.


Savannah moved first, raising the canister and drawing a line of cream across my chest, from one shoulder to the other. The cold made me flinch, but she was already creating another line, then another, until my chest looked like a topographical map drawn in dairy.


"My turn," Amy said, dropping to her knees beside Maya. She started at my abs, making precise circles around my navel, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she worked. The cream was cold enough to make my muscles tense, and both women noticed, exchanging pleased looks.


"Don't forget his legs," Savannah said, already working her way down my left thigh with the canister. The cream tickled as it hit the sensitive skin there, and I had to fight not to step back. Amy took the right leg, and they worked in tandem, covering me from hip to knee in elaborate patterns.


Then Savannah stood back, admiring their handiwork. "One more important area."


She looked at my cock, fully hard and jutting out between the cream decorations, then at Amy and Maya. Some silent communication passed between them, and Savannah raised the canister one more time.


The first touch of cold cream on my cock made me gasp. She covered the entire length, base to tip. Amy added more to my balls, the cold almost painful but in a way that shot straight to my core. When they stepped back, I looked ridiculous - a grown man with a huge hard-on covered in whipped cream with three gorgeous but clothed young women in front of me. I felt like a science project.


"Perfect," Maya breathed, and the hunger in her voice made me forget how absurd this was.


“Wait,” Amy said, looking at her work clothes. “I kind of like having him naked before us like this but… I don’t want to make a mess all over my outfit.”


Savannah clapped her hands together. “Alright, ladies,” she said with exaggerated authority, “Amy’s right. Strip down to your bras and panties.”


She pointed at Maya. “New girl first.”


Maya arched an eyebrow, but there was a flush rising high on her cheeks. She reached down and, without hesitation, crossed her arms and grabbed the hem of her top. She peeled it off in one smooth motion, her dark hair briefly tangling in the fabric before she tossed it aside. Underneath, she wore a black mesh bra with geometric cutouts that hinted at more than it revealed. Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, the dark fabric making her skin look almost luminous by contrast. She kicked off her jeans next, shimmied them down her narrow hips. Her panties matched the bra—black mesh, high-cut, hugging her ass and leaving very little to the imagination.


She stood in front of me, hands on her hips, as if daring me to say something. The girl had a body built for sin and the confidence to match. My cock, still iced with whipped cream, twitched helplessly in response.


“Not bad,” Savannah said, circling Maya with a critical eye. “Coffee Daddy’s new toy is looking good. Your turn, Amy.”


Amy looked at me, took a breath and squared her shoulders. She undid the buttons on her blouse with fingers that only trembled a little, and let the shirt fall to the carpet. Her bra was pale blue, almost white, with intricate lace that barely contained her generous curves. Her breasts were round, full, and so perfect they looked obscene in the delicate fabric. She undid her slacks, pushing them down to reveal matching panties—lace-trimmed, cut high on the hips, the pale color making her skin look even more flawless. Her ass, as I already knew, was an absolute work of art: soft, heart-shaped, and barely covered. She stepped out of her clothes, and for a moment just stood there, looking uncertain until Savannah wolf-whistled and Maya grinned and said, “Jesus, that’s not fair.”


Amy blushed, proud despite herself. Her eyes caught mine and held for a long moment, and I felt a kind of animal heat, deeper and more intimate than anything before.


Savannah was last. It was weird, I’d had Savannah naked in my arms more times than I could count by this point, and yet, I felt a touch of butterflies in my stomach as she stood up before me. She removed her clothes quickly, her full breasts barely concealed within her pink bra, her flat and firm athlete abs catching the light of the lamp. Savannah’s thunderous thighs were larger than the other girls and I focused my eyes on the way her ass jiggled as she did a full spin for me.


“There,” Savannah concluded. “Much better. Are we ready, ladies?”Savannah looked at Maya, Maya looked at Amy, and then all three girls looked at me.


Savannah moved forward first, her tongue finding the cream on my chest. She licked in long, slow strokes, cleaning each line thoroughly. Her tongue was hot against my skin, the contrast with the cold cream making every nerve ending fire. Amy joined her, working from the other side, their heads close together as they cleaned my chest with methodical precision.


An involuntary shiver ran across my body.


“Don’t squirm, Daddy,” Savannah said, lapping up another dollop with her tongue. “We’re just getting started.”


Then Savannah turned to Maya.


"Don't just watch," Savannah said to Maya between licks. "Help us."


Maya hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward and ran her tongue along my abs, collecting the cream Amy had placed there. The feeling of three tongues on my body at once was overwhelming. They worked their way down, Savannah and Amy on my thighs while Maya focused on my stomach, occasionally their tongues would meet and they'd kiss briefly before returning to their task. Occasionally, they’d snipe at each other as the sounds of their hunger filled the room.


“Hey, that spot was mine,” Amy protested. “Sluuuuuuurp.”


“Nope, my cream, all mine,” Savannah replied with another greedy lick. “Schliiick, schlik, schlik.”


As the cream across my torso and then my legs disappeared, the girls licked faster and faster, pecking at my body quickly, trying to beat each other to the next bit of sweetness, giggling all the way.


Finally, most of my body was clean… except for the part that mattered most. All three girls looked up at me with a smile.


“When I was in high school just a few years ago my health teacher told me boys can make a very special kind of cream all on their own,” Savannah cooed in a baby voice as she stared at my balls. 


Amy and Maya smirked at Savannah, and then looked up at me.


“It’s a good thing we have our own teacher tonight,” Amy said, joining in with her own little girl voice. “Our new Daddy probably has so much experience pumping out lots and lots of yummy cream.”


Maya half-smirked, half-snorted, then went for the kill.


“I saw on TikTok that older men have the richest, thickest cream of all,” she said.


“Oh, that’s right,” Savannah laughed. “It’s so much tastier than what we’d get from boys our age.”


“We’re such lucky little girls tonight,” Amy added. “Are you gonna give us your special cream, Daddy?”


I wasn’t sure if I wanted to ejaculate immediately or just pass out on the spot. I gasped a loud exhale, and realized I had forgotten to breathe.


And then they were on me.


Savannah went first, running her tongue from base to tip, collecting the cream in one long stroke. Amy followed, focusing on my balls, her small tongue working carefully to get every bit. They fell into a rhythm quickly - Savannah on my shaft, Amy below, their mouths occasionally meeting in the middle.


"Maya," Savannah said, pulling back with cream on her lips. "Your turn."


Maya looked up at me, and I saw nervousness mixed with desire in her dark eyes. Then she leaned forward and took the head of my cock in her mouth, the remaining cream mixing with the warmth of her tongue. The sight of her lips stretched around me while Savannah and Amy watched with approval made my knees weak.


"That's it," Amy encouraged, her hand on Maya's back. "He likes when you take it deep.”


Savannah grabbed the canister again, adding more cream directly to my shaft as Maya pulled back. "Let's share him properly."


What followed was the most intense experience of my life. Three mouths working in perfect coordination - Savannah taking me deep while Amy and Maya licked and sucked at the sides. Then Amy would take over the main action while the other two focused on my balls and thighs. They traded positions seamlessly, cream being reapplied whenever they wanted, their tongues sometimes meeting on my skin, sometimes in brief three-way kisses that left my cock throbbing.


"Sit," Savannah commanded, pushing me back toward the couch.


I collapsed onto the cushions, and immediately all three were between my legs. The sight was almost too much - Savannah's blonde ponytail bobbing as she sucked me, Amy's precise attention to my balls, Maya's tongue joining wherever there was space. They worked together like they'd done this before. It was all instinct and chemistry.


"Fuck," I groaned as Savannah deep-throated me while Amy and Maya each sucked one of my balls. 


They switched again - Maya taking me in her mouth while Savannah and Amy licked up and down my shaft. More cream appeared from somewhere, making everything slick and sweet and overwhelming. Their hands were on my thighs, my stomach, everywhere they could reach while their mouths worked.


"He's close," Savannah said, pulling back to look at the others. She knew my tells by now, could read my body like a map. "He always tenses up like that right before."


“I hope he has enough for all three of us,” Amy said.


“That’s right, we all deserve a sweet, thick dollop,” Maya added.


"Stand up," Savannah commanded. "Get in position, ladies.”


I pushed myself up on shaking legs, looking down at the three of them. They arranged themselves quickly - Savannah on the left, Maya in the middle, Amy on the right. Three beautiful women on their knees, looking up at me with eager expressions, whipped cream and saliva still on their lips and chins.


"Do it, Daddy." Savannah said, her voice rough. "Cover us."


"Please," Amy moaned. “Drench your little girls."


"Feed us your cream, feed us, feed us, feed us, feed us," Maya shrieked, and hearing those words from the new girl is what put me over the edge.


I gripped my cock, stroking fast and hard, the cream making everything slick. They pressed closer together, jostling for position, their faces upturned, tongues starting to emerge from their mouths in anticipation.


My eyes rolled back for a second as the orgasm hit me. I recovered just in time to watch as the first rope cover Maya across her lips and chin. The second hit Savannah's outstretched tongue. Amy got the third, painting her cheek and mouth. I kept cumming, more than I thought possible, covering all three of them while they moaned encouragement.


“So warm,” Savannah gasped.


“So much,” Amy said.


“So good,” Maya added.


My knees finally gave out and I collapsed backwards onto the couch with a groan.


I looked up and watched in amazement as they turned to each other. Savannah licked my cum from Maya's chin, then kissed her deeply, sharing it. Amy joined in, her tongue finding drops on Savannah's cheek. They made out as a trio, passing my seed between them, moaning and grabbing at each other's clothed bodies while I sat there with my softening cock, completely drained.


Eventually they separated, all three licking their lips with satisfied expressions. The living room smelled like sex and vanilla cream, and the coffee table was a mess of discarded canisters and cream drips.


"Holy fuck," I managed.


Savannah looked at me with a look I knew meant trouble.


“Cole told me the other day he thinks his cum is so tasty, he wants to put it on the menu and call it Coffee Daddy’s Salted Sweet Shot.”


“He… tasted his own cum,” Maya asked, looking confused.


“I did not taste my own…” I said, sitting up.


“Yes, he did, old men are so weird,” Savannah interrupted.


“Wow, did you really?” Maya asked me, a shocked smile on her face.


“NO! Savannah, Goddamnit…”


“Let’s make him taste it now,” Savannah said.


I froze. So did the girls. And then all three of them dove toward me, opening their mouths to send a trio of outstretched tongues toward my face. 


“No, no, no, nooooo—“ I protested, leaping off the couch. All three girls fell backwards as I bumped into them. Maya landed hard, crashing into the coffee table. I felt bad for just a second. But then they all started laughing.


“Aww, come on, taste it, it won’t kill you,” Amy giggled.


I had successfully dodged that nightmare. But now I felt the need to regain full control. It was one thing to let the girls undress me and have their fun with the whipped cream, but it was suddenly very clear to me that these young ladies needed a reminder of who was really in charge.


“Don’t ever do that again,” I growled, raising my voice. “Even as a joke.”


They went silent.


“Sorry, Daddy,” Amy said.


“Ok, ok, I’ll swallow it like a good girl,” Savannah said, licking up the last remnants from her lips.


I looked at Maya, who was wincing a bit from her fall.


“Sorry about that,” I offered. “You OK?”


“I don’t know, you wanna make me feel better?” she said.


Her question was a challenge, but I had just finished. I hesitated.


“Oh my God, yes, Cole needs to fuck Maya,” Savannah squealed. “To the bedroom!”
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Savannah pushed past me into the bedroom first, immediately flopping onto my king-sized bed. Her pink bra and panties stood out against my dark gray sheets. Amy followed more carefully, sitting on the edge of the bed before scooting back, her pale blue lingerie making her look almost angelic if you ignored the cum still glistening at the corner of her mouth. Maya hesitated in the doorway, and for the first time since she'd arrived, she looked genuinely uncertain.


"Come on," Savannah said, patting the bed beside her. "Don't get shy now."


Maya moved into the room, her black mesh underwear making her look like something out of a fantasy. She sat on the bed carefully, like she wasn't sure she belonged there. The four of us arranged ourselves on the mattress, and suddenly the reality of the situation hit me. Three beautiful women in their twenties, all looking at me with varying degrees of want and expectation.


"You know what?" Savannah said suddenly, sitting up on her elbows. "Maya should get Cole all to herself this time."


Amy nodded slowly, understanding immediately. "It's her first time with him. That seems fair."


"I don't need special treatment," Maya said quickly, but it was clear she liked the idea.


"It's not special treatment," Savannah said, already unhooking her bra. "Think of it as your initiation to… whatever the hell we’re going to call this situation with the four of us.”


The pink fabric fell away, and Savannah's full breasts bounced free, her nipples fully erect. She hooked her thumbs in her panties and slid them down her legs, kicking them off the side of the bed. Amy followed suit, removing her pale blue set. Within seconds, all four of us were completely naked. My eyes lingered on Maya’s body; her breasts were larger than Amy’s but smaller than Savannah’s. Her nipples were darker in color than the perky pink of my two blondes.


"Besides," Savannah continued, moving closer to Maya, "we'll be right here. Moral support."


She guided Maya toward me with gentle hands on her shoulders. Maya moved on her knees across the bed until she was between my legs where I sat propped against the headboard. Her dark hair fell forward, creating a curtain around her face, and I could see her pulse jumping in her throat.


"Go on," Amy encouraged softly. “No pressure.”


Maya's eyes flicked up to meet mine, and I saw the challenge there mixed with nervousness. She lowered her head slowly, her hands coming to rest on my thighs. Her tongue touched the head of my cock and she began a gentle lapping. But my body, still recovering from the intense orgasm in the living room, didn't immediately respond.


She took me into her mouth, working slowly at first, then with increasing enthusiasm. Her tongue swirled around the head, her lips creating suction, but my cock remained only half-hard despite the visual of this beautiful woman between my legs. I could feel her getting frustrated, working harder, taking me deeper.


"It's not you," I said, running my hand through her dark hair. "I just need a minute after what you three did to me."


"Maybe Daddy needs some visual stimulation," Amy suggested, her voice carrying that thoughtful quality that meant she was problem-solving. "Something to watch while Maya works."


Savannah's eyes lit up immediately. "Oh, I like where this is going."


Before I could respond, Savannah had pushed Amy onto her back and was climbing on top of her, but facing the opposite direction. They moved into a sixty-nine position, right there on my bed, less than two feet from where Maya knelt between my legs.


"This should help," Savannah said, looking back at me with a wink before lowering her face between Amy's spread thighs.


Amy gasped at the first contact, her hands coming up to grip Savannah's ass, pulling her down until she could return the favor. The wet sounds of their mouths on each other filled the room immediately, mixing with their soft moans and gasps.


Maya pulled back from my cock to watch them, her eyes wide. "This is crazy," she breathed.


"Keep going," I told her, my voice rougher now as I watched Savannah's tongue work against Amy's pussy. "Don't stop."


Maya returned to her task with renewed determination, and this time my body responded. Watching Savannah and Amy devour each other while feeling Maya's mouth on me was sensory overload in the best way. My cock hardened fully in her mouth, and she made a pleased sound around it.


"That's it," I groaned, my hand tightening in her hair. "Good girl."


The praise made her work harder, taking me deeper until I hit the back of her throat. But after another minute, I needed more. The passive receipt of pleasure wasn't enough anymore. I needed to take control, to reassert the dynamic that had shifted in the living room.


I pulled Maya off my cock by her hair, not roughly but firmly enough to get her attention. "Turn around," I commanded. "On your hands and knees."


She scrambled to comply, positioning herself on all fours facing the foot of the bed. Her ass was perfectly presented, pale in the lamplight, her pussy already glistening with arousal. Next to us, Savannah had started finger-fucking Amy while still licking her clit, the combination making Amy's moans go higher, more desperate.


I moved behind Maya, running my hands over her ass, feeling the smooth skin, the way she pushed back against my touch. "Is this what you wanted?" I asked, rubbing the head of my cock against her entrance. "When you came here tonight?"


"Yes," she gasped. "Please, Cole."


"Please what?" I pushed just the tip inside, feeling how wet she was, how ready.


"Please fuck me," she said, her voice breaking on the words.


I slammed into her in one smooth thrust, burying myself completely. She cried out, her arms shaking, her back arching. I didn't give her time to adjust, immediately setting a punishing pace. My hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks, pulling her back onto my cock with each thrust.


"Fuck, you're tight," I growled, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "Such a perfect little pussy."


"Oh god," Maya moaned, her face dropping to the mattress. "So big. So fucking big."


Next to us, Amy was getting close. I could tell from the way her thighs were shaking, the pitch of her cries against Savannah's pussy. Savannah had three fingers inside her now, curling them while her tongue worked relentlessly.


"Look at them," I told Maya, grabbing a fistful of her hair and turning her head to watch. "Watch them cum while I fuck you."


Maya's eyes fixed on the other two women, and I felt her pussy clench around me. She was close too, I could feel it in the way her muscles were tensing, the way her breathing had gone ragged.


"You like being our new toy?" I asked, pulling her hair harder, making her arch her back. “You love when your new Daddy’s rough with you, don’t you?”


I brought my free hand down on her ass and the loud smack filled the room.


"Yes," she gasped. "Yes, fuck, I love it."


"Dirty girl," I said, increasing my pace. "Coming into my house, begging for my cock. You've been thinking about this for weeks, haven't you? Since the first time you walked into the shop.”


"Yes," she admitted, her voice high and desperate. "Every time I filmed you. Every time I watched you work."


Amy came first, her whole body going rigid as she screamed into Savannah's pussy. The vibrations must have pushed Savannah over because she followed immediately, grinding down on Amy's face while her own orgasm hit.


"That's it," I growled in Maya's ear, pulling her hair so hard her back bowed. "Watch them cum. Watch what we do to each other. You belong to us now. You belong to me.”


The hair pulling was what did it. Maya's pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice as her orgasm crashed over her. She made a sound that was half-scream, half-sob, her whole body shaking violently.


"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chanted, pushing back against me even as her arms gave out.


The sight of all three of them cumming, the sound of their pleasure, the feeling of Maya's pussy milking my cock - it was too much. I pulled out at the last second, stroking myself twice before I came all over Maya's ass and back. My back shot painted her skin, more than I thought I had left after the living room.


"Jesus Christ," Savannah said, having turned to watch us. "That was fucking hot."


Maya collapsed forward onto the bed, my cum still decorating her back. Her whole body was trembling, aftershocks of her orgasm making her twitch. Amy had shifted to watch too, her face flushed and satisfied.


"Welcome to the team," Amy said softly to Maya, reaching out to stroke her hair.


Maya turned her head to look at Amy, then Savannah, then back at me. Her carefully constructed mystery girl persona was completely gone, replaced by something raw and real and beautiful.


"That was..." she started, then stopped, apparently at a loss for words.


"That was round one," Savannah said with a grin.


I collapsed back against the headboard, exhausted but somehow already thinking about what might come next. Three women half my age, one bed, and a whole night ahead of us.
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The morning of the Cambria Coffee Festival arrived with marine fog thick enough to taste, salt and seaweed clinging to everything. I loaded the last of our supplies into the van while Savannah bounced on her heels beside me, too wired to stand still. Amy checked her inventory list for the third time, lips moving silently as she counted. Maya filmed everything with her phone, already building content before we'd even left for downtown.


"Here we go," Savannah said, grabbing another box of our signature drink ingredients. "Time to destroy Greg and his pretentious beans."


"Let's just focus on making good coffee," I said, but my stomach was tight with nerves. The competition mattered more than I wanted to admit.


Downtown Cambria had transformed overnight. What was usually a sleepy stretch of boutiques and wine bars now buzzed with vendors setting up tents, stringing lights between lamp posts, and hauling equipment into position. The main street had been closed to traffic, and people were already starting to arrive.


Our assigned spot was prime real estate - center of the main drag, directly across from the fountain. Mayor Winters had kept her promise about making us the centerpiece. The banner above our booth read "LATTE LOVE" in bold letters.


The Daily Grind's booth sat three spots down, and I could see their setup from where we stood. Professional-looking, all clean lines and elegant displays. They'd brought in what looked like a full commercial espresso setup, chrome gleaming even in the filtered morning light. And above it all, two banners that made my jaw clench.


"Seriously Good Coffee for Serious People."


"Expertly Brewed, Not Virally Buzzed."


"Subtle," Maya said, following my gaze. She'd stopped filming to help us unload. "Real classy, Greg."


Amy touched my arm lightly. "Don't let it get to you. We knew he'd pull something like this."


She was right, but seeing the passive-aggressive attack in ten-foot letters still pissed me off. Greg himself stood near his booth, directing two employees in matching black aprons as they arranged their display. He wore another expensive suit despite the casual setting, his hair perfectly styled despite the morning humidity. When he caught me looking, he raised his paper cup in a mock toast and smiled.


"Ignore him," Savannah said, already setting up our equipment with violent efficiency. "We've got work to do."


The next hour was controlled chaos. We assembled our booth piece by piece - the portable espresso machine we'd rented, the hot water system for pour-overs, coolers full of ice for cold brew. Amy arranged our display with her usual precision, each element positioned for maximum visual impact. Maya documented everything, occasionally pulling one of us aside for a quick interview clip.


By nine o'clock, when the festival officially opened, we were ready. Sort of. The crowd that descended on our booth immediately was bigger than any of us had anticipated.


"Holy shit," Savannah whispered, looking at the line already forming. "That's a lot of people."


Teenagers dominated the early crowd, phones out before they even reached the counter. They wanted coffee but also, lots of selfies.


"Can I get a picture with Coffee Daddy?" a girl who couldn't have been older than sixteen asked, already turning her phone toward me.


"Just Cole is fine," I said, but Savannah was already pushing me forward.


"Give the people what they want," she said with a grin.


So I smiled for the camera, again and again, as the line grew longer. Maya had her own following - fans who recognized her from TikTok and wanted photos with the creator who'd made Latte Love famous. She handled it with practiced ease, always managing to get our logo in frame, always tagging the shop in her posts.


Amy and Savannah worked the drinks, falling into their familiar rhythm despite the unfamiliar setting. Steam wands hissed, milk got poured, drinks got passed across the counter in a steady stream. But the selfie situation was slowing everything down. Kids would order, then hold up the line trying to get the perfect shot, then want retakes, then want their friends in the photo.


"This is getting out of hand," Amy said during a brief break in orders. She was right. The line now stretched past three other booths, and I could see irritated looks from waiting customers.


Officer Jones appeared at the edge of our booth like he'd been summoned. He'd been assigned to patrol the festival, but Mayor Winters had made sure he spent extra time near our spot. After the incidents with Dylan, she was taking no chances.


"Need some crowd control?" he asked, already seeing the problem.


"Please," I said, grateful for the intervention.


Jones stepped forward, his uniform giving him instant authority. "Folks, we need to keep the line moving. Order, pay, get your drink, and step aside. You can take photos from over there." He pointed to an area beside our booth. "Anyone holding up the line will be asked to leave."


The teens grumbled but obeyed. The line started moving faster, though phones still came out at every opportunity. Maya set up a specific photo spot to the side, complete with a Latte Love backdrop she'd somehow produced from her supplies. It gave the kids what they wanted without clogging our workflow.


"You're a genius," Savannah told her, pausing to kiss her cheek before returning to the espresso machine.


The casual intimacy of the gesture made me tense, waiting for someone to notice, to comment. But the crowd was too focused on their drinks and selfies to care about the dynamics between the baristas.


As the morning progressed, I took moments between orders to observe the other booths. Bean There had a modest setup with a focus on organic, fair-trade beans. They were doing steady business, nothing spectacular. Coastal Brews had gone for a beach theme, complete with surfboard decorations and servers in Hawaiian shirts. Cute, but not serious competition.


The Daily Grind was the real threat. Their line was shorter than ours but consistent, filled with older customers who looked like they appreciated the "Serious Coffee" messaging as they stared at the loud teenagers from across the way. Greg worked his booth like a politician, shaking hands, discussing tasting notes, making sure everyone knew about the afternoon's blind taste test.


"Pretentious asshole," Savannah muttered, following my gaze.


"He knows what he's doing," I admitted.


"Still an asshole," she said, then louder, to a customer, "What can I get you?"


Maya had started a live stream, narrating the festival energy while panning across the crowd. Viewer comments scrolled past too fast to read, but I caught lots of coffee cup emojis and hearts. She turned the camera toward me at one point, and I tried to look busy rather than worried.


"Coffee Daddy is in his element," she said to her audience. "Look at those forearms working the portafilter."


"Please stop," I said, but she just laughed and kept filming.


Around eleven, we hit our rhythm. Savannah and Amy had the drink production down to an art, I handled the pour-overs and customer questions, and Maya managed the social media chaos while occasionally jumping in to help. We were a machine, each part working in perfect synchronization.


During a rare lull, I stood back and watched them work. Savannah, loud and energetic, charming customers with her enthusiasm. Amy, precise and calm, making sure every drink was perfect. Maya, mysterious even in the bright morning light, turning our booth into content that would reach thousands.


These three women had transformed my quiet coffee shop escape into something I'd never imagined. The burnt-out corporate executive who'd fled to Cambria for peace had somehow ended up at the center of a viral sensation, complete with fans and social media fame.


"You okay?" Savannah asked, appearing at my elbow with a cup of our signature drink.


"Yeah," I said, taking a sip. The black sesame and honey balanced perfectly, the sea salt bringing out flavors I wouldn't have thought possible a month ago. "Just thinking about how we got here."


"From whipped cream on my titties to worldwide fame," she said quietly, a small smile playing at her lips.


"Don't remind me," I said, but I was smiling too.


A commotion at The Daily Grind's booth caught our attention. Greg was setting up a sign: "Blind Taste Test - 2 PM. May the Best Coffee Win."


"Showtime in three hours," Savannah said. "You nervous?"


"No," I lied.


"Good. Because we're going to crush them." She grabbed my face with both hands and planted a kiss on my lips, right there in front of everyone. "For luck," she said, then bounced back to the espresso machine before I could respond.


A few customers had seen, their eyes widening. One teen already had her phone out, no doubt posting about Coffee Daddy kissing his barista. But at that moment, with the festival swirling around us and the competition looming, I found I didn't care.


Let them talk. Let them post. We'd built something real here, something that went beyond viral videos and social media metrics. The Daily Grind could have their Serious Coffee and their imported beans. We had something better - authenticity, passion, and a connection with our community that no amount of money could buy.


"Two more hours of service," Maya announced, checking her phone. "Then we show them what Latte Love can really do."


The four of us exchanged looks, and I saw the same determination in each of their faces. Whatever happened with the competition, we were in this together.


The fog had burned off completely now, leaving us under the bright California sun. The crowd continued to surge, our line never quite disappearing.
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Mayor Winters climbed the makeshift stage they'd erected in front of the fountain, her heels clicking against the plywood platform. The crowd pressed closer, phones already raised to capture whatever was about to happen. I stood with Savannah, Amy, and Maya behind our booth, my palms sweating despite the coastal breeze.


"Ladies and gentlemen," the mayor's voice boomed through the portable speakers, "it's time for the moment you've all been waiting for - the Cambria Coffee Festival Blind Taste Test!"


The teenagers near our booth erupted in cheers. Savannah bounced on her toes beside me, her ponytail whipping back and forth with her movement. Amy stood perfectly still, but I could see her fingers drumming against her thigh. Maya had her phone out, already streaming to her followers.


"We have four exceptional coffee shops competing today," Mayor Winters continued, gesturing to each booth in turn. "Bean There, Coastal Brews, The Daily Grind, and our viral sensation, Latte Love!"


More cheers from the teens. Greg stood at his booth with his arms crossed, that practiced smile fixed on his face like it had been painted there. His two employees flanked him in their matching black aprons, looking like they'd been hired from a catalog.


"Now, let me introduce our panel of taste testers," the mayor said, and a line of people filed onto the stage. "We have 20 random taste testers we’ve picked out of the crowd.”


The taste testers took their seats at a long table that had been set up on stage. Each spot had four unmarked cups waiting, numbered one through four. No one would know which drink came from which shop until after the voting.


"Each coffee shop will now prepare their signature drink," Mayor Winters announced. "They have ten minutes to create four identical servings. The drinks will be delivered to the stage by festival volunteers to ensure complete anonymity."


"This is it," Savannah said, already moving toward our equipment. "Amy, you're on milk. Maya, help me with the sesame paste. Cole, you're on extraction."


We fell into formation without discussion. I ground the beans with careful precision, checking the grind size twice before loading the portafilters. The familiar rhythm of tamping and locking helped steady my nerves. Around us, festival-goers pressed closer, trying to see what we were making.


Amy steamed the milk to exactly the right temperature, that perfect microfoam that would blend seamlessly with our other ingredients. Maya and Savannah worked on the black sesame honey mixture, measuring and mixing with the precision we'd perfected during our practice sessions.


"Time check," Amy called out.


"Six minutes," I replied, pulling the first shots. The espresso flowed like liquid gold, the crema thick and tiger-striped. Perfect.


Down the row, I could see the other shops working with similar intensity. Bean There was doing something with what looked like vanilla and cinnamon. Coastal Brews had coconut milk out, going for a tropical angle. Greg's team moved like a machine, creating what appeared to be traditional cappuccinos with some kind of specialty foam art that would be completely lost in unmarked cups.


"Amateur move," Savannah muttered, noticing the same thing.


We assembled our drinks carefully, each one identical to the last. The black sesame created beautiful swirls in the honey-sweetened espresso, the sea salt adding just a hint of complexity on top. The drinks went into the unmarked cups, and a festival volunteer whisked them away to the stage.


"Now we wait," Amy said, unconsciously moving closer to me.


The taste testers received their drinks, and the crowd went quiet. The first taster picked his cup up, sniffed it, then took a careful sip. His face remained neutral, but I saw his eyebrows rise slightly. He made a note on his scorecard and moved to the second cup.


The rest of the tasters went to work, too. A middle-aged woman in a sundress seemed to enjoy all four drinks equally. A college-aged guy made a face at one of them - hopefully not ours. A grandfather with his granddaughter on his shoulders kept sneaking sips between official tastes, clearly enjoying himself.


"Look at Greg," Maya whispered, and I turned to see him standing ramrod straight at his booth, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle jumping. His confidence was cracking.


After what felt like hours but was probably five minutes, Mayor Winters returned to the microphone. "Our taste testers have submitted their votes. In fourth place, with a tie at three votes each, we have Bean There and Coastal Brews!"


Polite applause from the crowd. The owners of both shops smiled and waved, taking the results with good grace. They'd known they were outmatched.


"In second place, with six votes..." the mayor paused for dramatic effect, and I held my breath. "The Daily Grind!"


The teenagers erupted in cheers before she even finished speaking. Greg's face went red, his practiced smile finally slipping completely.


"And our winner, with eight votes for their innovative black sesame honey latte with sea salt..." Mayor Winters grinned at our booth. "Latte Love!"


The noise was deafening. Teenagers screamed and jumped, phones flashing everywhere. Savannah grabbed me in a bear hug, briefly using all that power in her legs to lift me off my feet despite being six inches shorter. Amy's professional composure finally cracked, and she actually squealed. Maya lowered her phone for the first time all day, looking at us with genuine warmth.


"Get up here!" Mayor Winters called, gesturing to the stage.


We climbed the wooden steps, and the crowd pressed closer. Hundreds of faces looked up at us, phones raised, everyone wanting to capture the moment. I could see Greg in the crowd, his face twisted with fury before he managed to smooth it back into that fake smile.


Savannah grabbed the microphone from Mayor Winters. "We did it! Latte Love, baby!"


The teens screamed louder. Then, without warning, Savannah turned and grabbed my face with both hands, pulling me down into a kiss. Not a quick peck, not a friendly celebration. A real kiss, deep and passionate, right there on stage in front of everyone.


The crowd went silent for a heartbeat, then exploded in chaos. Wolf whistles, gasps, cheers, and about a thousand camera phones capturing everything. When Savannah finally released me, her eyes were bright with triumph and something else. Defiance, maybe. A declaration that she didn't care who knew about us.


Before I could process what had just happened, Amy stepped forward. Quiet, controlled, professional Amy looked me in the eyes and said, "My turn."


She reached up, her small hands framing my face, and kissed me with surprising intensity. Where Savannah's kiss had been triumphant, Amy's was possessive. Claiming me in front of everyone, making sure they all knew exactly where we stood.


The crowd's reaction was even bigger this time. Gasps mixed with cheers, and I heard someone shout, "Coffee Daddy's got game!"


But then everything went wrong.


"Amy! What the fuck!"


Dylan burst through the crowd and onto the stage, his face contorted with rage. He'd been drinking something that was definitely not coffee - I could smell it from six feet away. His eyes were bloodshot, his movements uncoordinated but aggressive.


"You fucking slut!" he yelled, rushing toward Amy. "You're mine!"


He grabbed her arm hard enough to make her cry out, trying to drag her off the stage. Amy stumbled, her small frame no match for his drunken strength.


I moved without thinking. My hand closed on Dylan's wrist, applying pressure to the nerve points I'd learned in a self-defense class my ex-wife had dragged me to years ago. He released Amy with a yelp, spinning to face me.


"Get your hands off her," I said, my voice low and steady despite the adrenaline flooding my system.


Officer Jones was already moving through the crowd, but Dylan didn't see him coming. His attention was entirely on me, his face twisted with alcoholic fury.


"You're fucking all of them, aren't you?" he slurred, loud enough for everyone to hear. "The old pervert with his little harem. Amy's mine, you piece of shit!"


He telegraphed the punch like he was advertising it in the newspaper. A big, sloppy haymaker that I saw coming from a mile away. I stepped inside his reach, his fist whistling past my ear, and drove my own fist into his gut.


Dylan folded like a lawn chair, all the air leaving his lungs in a whoosh. He dropped to his knees, gasping, and I thought that would be the end of it. But he surprised me, lunging up from his crouch with another wild swing.


This time I didn't hold back. My fist connected with his jaw with a solid crack that echoed through the speakers. Dylan's eyes rolled back, and he collapsed onto the stage, completely unconscious.


The crowd went dead silent. You could have heard a coffee bean drop. Then someone started clapping - slow at first, then faster. Others joined in, and within seconds the entire festival was applauding. Someone shouted, "Coffee Daddy for the win!" and the teenagers went absolutely insane.


I turned back to Amy, who stood frozen with her hand over her mouth. "You okay?"


Instead of answering, she threw herself at me, finishing the kiss Dylan had interrupted. This one was different - grateful and relieved and maybe a little turned on by the violence. The crowd ate it up, the applause getting even louder.


Mayor Winters stepped forward as Officer Jones reached the stage, both of them looking at Dylan's unconscious form with disgust.


"Clearly self-defense," the mayor said loudly, making sure everyone could hear. "This man assaulted a young woman and then attacked Mr. Hartwell. Officer Jones, please remove him from the festival grounds."


"With pleasure," Jones said, already pulling out his handcuffs. "He's looking at assault charges, drunk and disorderly, disturbing the peace, and trespassing since he was warned to stay away from Ms. Keswick.”


The crowd booed as Jones and another officer carried Dylan's limp form off the stage. Someone threw a cup of coffee that splashed across his unconscious face, drawing cheers from the teenagers.


"What about me, Cole?"


Maya's voice was quiet, but we all heard her. She walked across the stage with that deliberate grace she brought to everything, stopped in front of me, and said, "If everyone knows anyway..."


She kissed me differently than the others had. Slower, more deliberate, like she was savoring it. Her hand tangled in my hair, and I could taste mint and coffee on her lips. When she pulled back, her dark eyes held mine for a moment before she smiled - not her mysterious smile, but something real and unguarded.


The crowd had moved beyond cheers into something like hysteria. Phones flashed like strobe lights, and I could already imagine the headlines. "Coffee Shop Owner's Three Girlfriends," or "Polyamory at the Coffee Festival," or God knows what else.


"Can we get out of here?" Amy asked, pressing close to my side.


"Yeah," I said, looking at the three of them. "Let's go."


We climbed down from the stage together, and the crowd parted like we were celebrities. Which, I supposed, we were now. Cambria's very own viral sensation had just become something else entirely. Everyone wanted photos, videos, selfies. They called out questions and congratulations and some things that were definitely inappropriate.


But I found I didn't care anymore.


Savannah walked on my left, her arm linked through mine, chin raised defiantly. Amy stayed close to my right side, her hand in mine, squeezing tightly. Maya walked slightly ahead, filming the crowd's reaction with her phone, already turning this into content.


"Coffee Daddy and the Latte Lovers!" someone shouted, and Christ, I could already see that becoming a hashtag.


We made it to the van, and I helped each of them inside before climbing into the driver's seat. Through the windshield, I could see the festival continuing, people still pointing and taking pictures of our vehicle. Tomorrow, we'd be all over social media. TikTok, Instagram, probably the local news. Our quiet little coffee shop had just become the center of a completely different kind of attention.


"So," Savannah said from the passenger seat, grinning like she'd won the lottery. "That went well."


Amy laughed from the back seat, the sound slightly hysterical. "We won the competition, Dylan's going to jail, and everyone knows about us now."


"The internet is going to have opinions," Maya added, already scrolling through her phone. "Oh wow, we're already trending."


I started the van and pulled away from the curb, leaving the chaos of the festival behind. Tomorrow would bring whatever it brought - judgment, curiosity, probably a lot of inappropriate comments about a middle-aged man with three younger girlfriends. But looking at them now - Savannah practically vibrating with excitement, Amy finally free from Dylan's shadow, Maya showing us her phone with barely contained glee - I realized I was okay with that.


Let them call me Coffee Daddy. Let them gossip about my three coffee cuties. We'd won more than just a taste test today. We'd claimed our story, messy and unconventional as it was.


"Your place?" Savannah asked, her hand finding my thigh.


"Yeah," I said, glancing in the rearview mirror to catch Amy and Maya's eyes. "Home."
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