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"Oh, come on already!” I groaned into my palm, pulling my chair up against the patio table, the legs scraping against the pitted brick tiles, but the noise was lost in the chatter of other customers gathered around the patio. So was the loud growl that my stomach let out, so very eager to remind me that my dinner last night was long gone, and that breakfast wasn’t coming fast enough. My right foot tapping a new crack into the brick, I leaned back, the curved edge of the iron back digging into my shoulders, and squinted towards the doorway leading into the kitchen. Hoping that the sliver of white on the outer edge was the sleeve of my server’s shirt instead of a patch of sunlight. If they weren’t ready to serve their customers, they should have stayed closed.

"Did you see my highlights? Mindy did a fabulous job with her new lightener. The best honey gold I’ve had in years.” A nasal voice drifted over from my left, and the prim bubblegum pink powersuit-dressed woman at the table next to me hovered a hand over her long hair, but didn’t touch in case she messed up a single hair. 

“Oh, I can tell. It’s nothing like your last time with that intern who charred your hair. The look on her face when you had Andrea fire her was priceless!” Powersuit’s lunch buddy cackled, also in the same disturbingly nasal tone and a slightly lighter pink suit, earning a withering glare from the elderly woman seated behind her. I understood completely, it’s hard to enjoy your pumpkin muffin and coffee seated next to a pair of hyenas styled by Barbie. If this wasn’t the best cafe in   Timber Creek, Utah, serving the most mouthwatering fall desserts ever to touch a tongue, it would have closed up long ago.

"And it’s so important that you have to tell the whole wide world and show what an ass you are." Was I being childish by muttering this out loud? Yes. I was hungry, undercaffeinated, and way too cold to care how snippy I sounded. Did it register in their tiny peroxide-soaked brains? No. Did it make me feel better? Yes. Right on cue, a brisk wind blasted in from the north. Easily slicing through my thick wool sweater, it sent a handful of sunset orange leaves tumbling across the floor. I sighed, curling my arms into my sides to fight off a shiver, but my skin still prickled in response. So much for a warm autumn morning. Even with the bright sunlight, it still felt cold enough to freeze the water in my glass solid. 

"Avocado toast and green tea." A bored voice droned behind me, and I glanced over my shoulder at the waiter serving the table behind me, and groaned. They’d only been here five minutes, how in the actual fuck did they get their order so fast? If they didn’t bring out my breakfast soon, I had to leave for work in fifteen minutes, and it wouldn’t be pleasant for anyone if I didn’t have some food. 

"Excuse me, would you mind sharing your table with me? The host directed me to sit with you, but I would hate to intrude if you’d rather be alone.” Soft and rich like the warm center of a chocolate chip cookie fresh from the oven, the soft male voice curled around my senses and twisted my insides into knots. The owner lightly tapped my left shoulder, and I glanced up. Trying to keep my eyes from popping wide at the handsome man standing behind me.

Actually, I should have called him stunning. Tall and lean like an award-winning supermodel, the watery morning sun glowed off his short golden blonde hair, but deepened into darker streaks of caramel gold at his temples. Sharply carved high cheeks and a strong chin framed a tentative smile and a pair of warm hazel eyes partially hidden behind dark-framed wire glasses. His taste in fashion was as elegant as he was; a cream sweater thicker than mine fit snug against his shoulders, and warm khaki chinos accented his golden skin perfectly. I’m sure that if I’d looked down, there would have been some equally stylish shoes, but my eyes were glued to his face. “You... want to sit with me?” My brain struggled to catch up with what my ears were hearing.

"Yeah, if I could. It’s really crowded today, but if you would rather not. That’s fine.”

“No!” I snapped a little more forcefully than necessary, drawing my own scolding glance from the elderly lady, complete with pursed lips, but I didn’t really care. My stomach let out another grumble of protest as I stretched my right leg out, pushing the opposite chair away from the table, and flicked my fingers towards the space. Grumpy as I was, I wasn’t going to refuse the attention of a handsome man who actually wanted to have breakfast with me. “It’s all yours.”

“Thank you.” His smile worked its way wider into something shy but ridiculously adorable, and a fluttery warmth instantly bloomed in my chest. Sliding into the offered chair with far better grace than any human should have, he settled back and laced his fingers together, propping them on the edge of the table and tilting his head to the side. “Normally, I skip this place until the morning rush is over, but I didn’t sleep well last night, and I was really aching for a Pumpkin Spice Latte.” The edges of his blush spread faster across his cheeks, turning from a pretty light pink to a deep rose. Heat instantly coiled through my crotch, the strange urge to attach my lips to his neck and see how deeply he could blush standing front and center of my mind, and my thighs clenched against each other through my jeans. 

“Really? You don’t look like the PSL tribe type.” Neither was I, but I would walk 15 miles in my bare feet for one sip of cinnamon-spiced goodness. Suddenly feeling even more awkward than normal, I ruffled my fingers through my hair. Trying to straighten out some of the layers of my pink-tipped pixie, but it felt like they were sticking up even more, and I was hoping that I didn’t have the half-crazed gleam in my eyes that it felt like. I didn’t exactly fit the image of a chill salon manager, but more like a slightly deranged hippie, and certainly not someone who’d be sharing a table with elegance incarnate. “I thought you would be Mr. Espresso, shaken not stirred.”

A brief flash of surprise flickered across his features, pulling the edges of his plump lips up in a blinding grin. "That’s martinis, not espresso, and I’m not James Bond."

“Could’ve fooled me,” I whispered back, voice husky and raw against the noisy patio, and his eyes darkened. Flecks of gold brightened against the swelling black, and the lean lines of muscle flexed in his throat as he suddenly swallowed. Relax, easy. You came in here for breakfast, don’t jump on the man like a starving dog with a cheese wrapper.

He cleared his throat roughly into his fist. “Thank you. I suppose that if we are going to be tablemates for the next few minutes, or hours, if their current pace of the waitstaff is any indication, an introduction is in order. I’m Arthur, Arthur Pendragon.” Offering up his hand to shake, his long fingers were soft as they curled around mine, a slight roughness along his palm dragging against my skin in the most delicious way, and it took every ounce of my own willpower not to let out the long, moaning sigh building in my chest. “No relation to the famous king, but a victim of my mother’s love for all things literary.” 

"I’m Donna Williams." A second softer moan bubbled up in my throat as his hand briefly clenched tighter, the tips of his fingers stroking across my knuckles, and it was so soothing that I could have melted into my shoes. “No claims to historical fame or people, but I can give a top-notch shave and a haircut like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Oh, I do. My mother and her friends speak highly of your skills.” Slipping his hand from mine, he tilted his head again in that considering way, and I could practically hear the gears clicking in his head. His gaze flicked from the top of my head, over the twin piercings in my left ear, sliding across the golden feather pendant nestled between my collarbones, and down across my sweater. Unease wriggled through my nerves, and I shifted slightly in my seat, letting my right arm drop below the table and hide the mismatched
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