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I SHAKE THE RAIN OFF and pluck the yellow leaves from my umbrella before entering the quiet coffee shop. Here, I can finally get some work done on my novel. 

I use the term “novel” loosely. Who am I kidding? It’s erotica. I come here because of my inspo boy, the barista. He makes me wanna suck his cream. 

I mean, how could you not want to? He’s all muscle, from his bulging biceps to his tight little ass. Plus, my insides turn to jelly at his smooth, deep voice. I wish he could read all my dirty books to me. I swear, I could cum just from that.  

Best part is he doesn’t know how hot he is. In his uniform polo shirt with the Steamy Cup Cafe logo on it, paired with standard khakis and an apron, also emblazoned with the logo, I suppose it would be hard for him to feel hot. But he is. 

From where I am in my back booth, I sneak a peek. I start typing a scene about a barista eyeing up his sweet and horny customer. She always orders an extra complicated specialty drink topped with whipped cream.
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“That’ll be extra,” he says with a twinkle in his eye.

“What?” she asks innocently, pushing her glasses against her nose.

He comes around to the front of the counter with his fist around the canister. He shakes it vigorously. “You want it, don’t you?”

Her eyes grow wide. “Yes, please.”

He drops his trousers and applies a dollop of topping to the tip of his rock-hard cock. “All yours.”

She smiles eagerly and drops to her knees. As she laps up the sweet fluff, he throws his head back and moans. He entwines his fingers in her curls and presses her face to his pelvis. “That’s it. Take it all in. Such a good girl. Such a sweet treat kind of girl.”

“Mmmfff.” She tries to speak, but her mouth is full. She manages to pull away long enough to murmur, “Fuck. You’re so big.”

He pushes back in. “That’s right, baby. You can have whipped cream any time for this.”

“Ughffuh, ughka,” she mumbles around his fat phallus. She grabs his butt. The muscles tighten with each thrust.

“Oh, I’m gonna cum.” He grits his teeth. After one final plunge, he pulls out. Gripping the base, he takes aim at her face. She waits, mouth open.

“Augghh! Augghh!” he groans as he spurts all over her glasses, forehead, and cheeks. Some of it dribbles into her mouth. 

She licks every drop. “Mmmm. Extra cream. So good with hot coffee.”
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I stop typing. I feel all melty inside. I take a swig from my cup, downing the last of my lukewarm brew.

Suddenly, I sense movement at the counter. Oh my God! He’s coming this way. Can he hear me thinking about him? Did he catch me looking? Does he know what I’m writing? Does he know he’s my main character?

He stops at my table. “More pumpkin spice?” He points to my cup.

“Uh. Sure,” I squeak.

He winks and takes my cup. “Coming right up,” he says with his sexy voice, smooth as suede.

“Thanks,” I squeak again. Why am I acting so timid? I am savvy, classy, sassy. 

He returns with a steaming cup. “Here you go.” He sets it down in front of me. “I put a little extra whipped cream on it for you. I hope that’s okay.”

I dip my finger in and lick it off. “Perfect.”

He nods and bites his lip, like he thinks that’s cute. “You come in here a lot.”

“I’m a writer.” My eyes are level with his hips. Trying hard not to stare and assess what he’s packing, I glance around at everything but my muse standing next to my table. “It’s very inspiring here.”

He tilts his head and gives me a cheeky grin. “What do you write?”

“Uh... romance.” I cringe at my euphemism.

He runs his hands through his light brown hair. “Well... keep at it. Maybe I can read it sometime.” He walks away before I can answer.

“I’d like that,” I whisper but only to myself.
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ANOTHER QUIET DAY AT the cafe. Again, I’m in my favorite back booth. 

Barista Boy is looking especially fetching. I feel a little envious as I watch him flirt with a young, perky blonde girl. I channel my jealousy into my writing. I type with a fury.
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“Back again?” he says to the customer who’s a little “extra.”

The customer swishes her short, flowy skirt and orders her usual. “Extra, extra whipped cream, please,” she adds, licking her glossy lips.

He comes around the counter with the canister. “How about a twist?”

“How do you mean?” she asks, pushing her glasses back like a curious ingénue.

“Like this.” He takes her arm and spins her around. Holding her arm behind her back, he prods her toward a table. “It’s your turn now. How bad do you want it?”

“I need it. I need the extra. I want it bad.” Her voice drips with wanton desire.

Stern and commanding, he rasps in her ear. “Then climb on the table and pull up your skirt.” 

She does as he asks. On her knees, she bends forward and bunches her skirt around her waist. She puts her head down on her folded arms against the tabletop. 

“You naughty girl,” he growls. “Not a scrap of underwear. Not even a thong.” He runs his fingers lightly along her shaved lips. “So smooth. So wet. It’s like you planned this.”

“Please, give me your cream,” she begs.

“Spread your legs,” he demands.

She inches her knees to the side.

“That’s a good girl.” He aims the canister tip at her open slit and presses. White, foamy peaks coat her from her backdoor to her clitty. “I’m going to eat you now, and it’s going to be so good.”

He tongues her hot, sensitive nub, flicking at the creamy goodness as it melts downward. With broad strokes he laps upward like he’s licking an ice cream cone.  

She moans against her arms. “Oooohhh. Ooohhhh.”

With probing motions, he darts into her pink hole with his strong lingual muscle. Her juices mix with the whipped cream. “So sweet, so tangy.”

“It feels so good! Lick me more! Lick me more!”

He presses in with his firm tongue. 

She pushes back against his face. “Oh, you’re making me cum, you’re making me cum!” She squeals. He moans. She squeezes as he wiggles inside her. “Yes! Yes!” she screams and pants.

As her peak subsides, he pulls away and squirts more whipped cream on the rounded mound of her butt. “I’m not done yet, and neither are you.” He dives in, eating her ass. At the same time, he massages the inner walls of her slick pussy with two fingers, making her squirm. 

“Oh, it’s so good, it’s so good,” she coos. “I’ve never had it like this. It’s so good.”

He feels her tighten around his tongue and fingers.

“Oh, God, I’m gonna... I’m gonna... Oh!”

Her spasms clamp at everything he has inside her. At the end of her long climax, she goes slack.

“You’re a sticky mess back here,” he whispers. “Let me hose you off.”

He reaches into his pants and frees his throbbing dick. With only a few pumps and a loud groan, he spews his jizz all over her ass and pussy.

She laughs. “I’m even stickier now. A hot mess.” 

He grabs napkins from the counter and wipes her down. “You’re hot, all right.”
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I stop typing and fan myself. I’m sure I’m wet. I suppress the urge to touch myself to check. Quit it. You’re in public. I sip my hot coffee. It doesn’t help cool me down, but it tastes good. 

“You okay?”

I glance up to see the handsome barista standing next to my table. 

I jump. “Yeah. Fine.” I feel the fire in my cheeks.

He crimps his mouth with concern. “You look flushed.” He points at my cup. “Want a refill? Pumpkin spice, right?”

“Yes, please,” I half-sigh, hoping I don’t sound overly smitten.

He disappears for a moment and comes back with a fresh coffee. “I’m Mark, by the way. Probably should have introduced myself earlier, you come in here so often.”

“I’m Addy.”

We shake hands. His grip is warm and strong. I automatically wonder what his fingers would feel like inside me. I shove the thought
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