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The Tony Harris Coffee Break collection is a series of short stories centred around Tony’s visits to the Coffee Drop for a flat white of a morning. The series was inspired by the fun atmosphere that is evident in the shop, probably because of the excellent flat white they serve there. The collection includes ‘Hummusexual’ and ‘3:01’.

I’d like to thank the proprietors of the shop (now a short chain) for their permission to use the name and also recommend a visit to any of the three locations they currently occupy (see below).

The Coffee Drop

72B Shantalla Road, Beaumont, Dublin 9

The Priorswood Inn, Clonshaugh Avenue, Dublin 17

Slaney Road, Glasnevin, Dublin 7
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Made with Love
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Monday morning. I left the house at seven thirty and felt my brain was scrambled. I was driving towards Whitehall via Shantalla Avenue, and I saw the lights on in the Coffee Drop. If one could say they had a usual coffee shop then, I suppose, this one would be mine.

The girls behind the counter were great fun and they knew their way around a coffee machine, unlike the new noisy neighbours in The Middle Child a few doors down. There were two girls working this morning. Tina was at the cash machine and I couldn’t see who was making the coffee because of the tall pastry display case beside me.

“Good morning, dreamboat,” she said.

“Good morning, Tina.”

“What is it today?”

“Your flattest flat white, please.”

“A flat white for Tony, Sandra,” she shouted to her unseen colleague behind the counter.

“Who the fuck is Tony?” a disembodied voice shouted back.

“She’s only new, Tony. A bit deranged if you ask me. Do you want anything else? I have some lovely apple crumbles.”

“I can see that, Tina, thanks.”

“Don’t fuckin’ start, it’s too early in the morning.”

We both laughed.

“It’s a bit early right enough, thanks. I thought I was gonna get breakfast in bed this morning, but it was only a dream.”

“Maybe it’s breakfast in bed you need.”

“A slice of toast would have been perfect, but not even that. There’s a guy we work with gets a full, cooked breakfast brought up to him on a tray every morning.”

“How long is he married?”

“About two weeks.”

“Fuck off, will you?”

“She’ll cop on to that soon enough, Tina, once he starts being a bollix,” the sound of a young voice joined the conversation.

I moved to the right of the pastry display to see who I was hearing. It was a young blonde girl, Sandra.

“So you’re the famous, Tony,” she said.

“If you say so.”

“Nice to meet you, here’s your coffee, I’m Sandra.”

The condiment station was behind me, and I walked over to get some sugar for my drink. I stirred it and tasted it quickly. It was very nice.

“That’s the nicest coffee I’ve had all week,” I said, seriously.

“It was made with love,” Sandra said.

We all laughed.

“I’ll drink it with an equal amount of love, Sandra. All the best, girls,” I said, heading for the door.

“Hang on, Tony. Where our kiss?” Tina said.

“I’ll give you a tip instead.”

“I’d rather a kiss,” she said.

“Instead of the tip?”

“Get over here, you dirty fucker, and give me my kiss.”

I kissed her slowly and for a short time. She sighed. I turned to go; Sandra tapped my shoulder.

“What about me?” she asked.

“Someone who makes coffee with such love should receive an equal amount of love in return.”

“I agree.”

“How much love was in that coffee, Sandra?”

“Say my name again, Tony.”

“Sandra.”

“All the love in my heart.”

“You’re such a messer.”

“I had you going, didn’t I?”

“Almost.”

“Am I getting a kiss or not? I want the good stuff.”

“Be careful what you wish for, Sandra,” Tina said.

“Come here then. Take it easy on me; I’m just a boy Sandra.”

She threw herself at me and planted her lips on mine, jerked her head around a bit, and stepped back.

“How was that?”

“It’s a start. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Two other women had entered the shop and were watching events unfold. As I passed them on my way out I nodded to them.

“Ladies,” I said with a smile.

“Are we not good enough for you?” the taller of the two said.

I laughed, but she kept a straight face.

“I don’t even know your name,” I said.

“Áine.”

I kissed her softly; it was nice.

“Happy, Áine?”

“Insanely, Tony.”

The shorter one took my hand and pulled me in for a kiss then. She wasn’t taking prisoners. I shook my head, smiled, and wished them a good morning.

“I’m Amy,” she whispered. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Tony.”

“Don’t be late, Amy.”​
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Running a little late on a dark, rainy morning in Dublin, I decided to be hung for a sheep instead of a lamb and stopped off for a restorative coffee.

The Coffee Drop makes a consistently good brew, and the staff are fantastic fun, but don’t tell them I said that. I pushed open the door that never shuts. Samira, or Sammie as she was christened, was behind the counter. She’s pretty straight-laced, so they wind her up a lot.

“Ah, there you are, Dreamboat,” she said, as I walked in.

“Ah, Samira, you finally dragged yourself out of bed today.”

“Kicked out, more like.”

“I know the feeling.”

“I don’t think you get kicked out of too many beds, Tony.”

“You’d be surprised.”

“When was the last time?”

“I don’t remember.”

“A flat white, is it, love?”

“That’d be fantastic, Samira.”

A noise, like a small pebble being thrown into a tin can, came from behind the pastry case that blocked my view of the coffee machine.

“What’s that noise?” I asked.

“Sandra is playing with the coffee beans. She flicks them into the waste bin when she’s bored or not busy.”

“Wait. Are you saying she’s flicking her bean?”

“I did that last night, Tony,” Sandra’s voice floated mellifluously through the ether.

I took a couple of steps to my right as Sandra started making my coffee.

“How was it, Sandra?” I asked.

“Not as good as when you’re not doing it for me, Tony.” 

She winked, and I held in a laugh.

“What’s your technique? You might be applying too much pressure.”

“Did you hear him, Sammie?”

“Yes, he’s a dirt bird, Sandra.”

“I think he’s sexy,” she said, then, to me, “Don’t I darlin’?”

“How could you not, Babe?”

“Babe is it?” Sammie said.

“Yes I’m his babe, aren’t I, Tony?”

“Everyone’s his babe, Sandra.”

“But they don’t let him flick their beans, do they Tony?”

“Ladies. I’m actually standing here.”

“You look ultra-sexy this morning, Tony. Big date after work? Are you two-timing me?”

“No, Sandra. It might be four or five-timing.”

“A finger for each of us then?”

“Sandra, stop that,” Sammie said, disgustedly.

“She’s a retired nun, Tony.”

The door opened and two young construction workers came in followed by three women in their twenties, I guessed. I recognised two of them.

“Morning, Tony,” they all said together.

“Morning ladies.”

“Don’t you run off without our kiss today. You got away light the last time,” the girl called Amy said.

The two builders looked at the floor. Sandra noticed and pasted an evil grin on her face.

“Here, you three, leave him alone. There’s five of us he has to keep sweet, isn’t there, Babe?”

“Is that true, Tony?” Amy asked.

“That’s the rumour, Amy,” Sandra said.

“That’s not fair, is it girls?”

“Here’s your flat white, Tony. I didn’t spit in it this morning.”

“I never had you down as a spitter, Sandra.”

“Will you two ever stop?” Sammie said.

I retired to the condiment station and sugared my coffee. Sandra watched as I finished stirring and tasting, then walked to the counter to demand a kiss. I gave her a quick one and she grabbed me to get a longer one.

“You’re the best kisser, Tony. One of these days I might be able to control myself.”

She winked at me and laughed a filthy laugh.

“See you, Sammie.”

“Come back here, you,” Amy shouted at me, “where’s mine?”

“Tony don’t kiss her. You don’t know where she’s been.”

“Will you three shut up?” Sammie screamed and pointed at the two builders.

“Do you two want to kiss Tony too?” Sandra said to them, conspiratorially.

They said nothing but watched as each of the ladies came forward for a kiss.

Amy, as flirtatious as ever, lingered over hers as usual.

“One of these days, Amy, I’m gonna kiss you for real,” I said, as she stood with her arms around my neck, a filthy smile on her lips.

“Promises, promises. I think you’re all talk, Tony. I’d like to see you prove it.”

“Wouldn’t we all, Amy?” Sandra shouted across the counter, handing two coffees to the two builders.

I laughed and decided it best to leave the shop. I waved at them, but
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