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Maya’s palms slid over the cold metal crank as she rolled the shutter closed, the grating shriek echoing through the empty café. Chairs were already up, legs skyward like cocoons of regret. One faint ribbon of steam rose from the mouth of the blue ceramic pour-over on the bar—its last drop gone, its glaze still glinted cobalt in the overheads.

“Lights off in two minutes,” Maya muttered to no one. The words tasted like day-old crema.

Behind her, the bell pinged once. She glanced over her shoulder.

Sam stood outlined in the doorway’s rain-grey glow: hoodie soaked, dark lashes spiky, the whole city dripping off her shoulders. “Tell me you’ve got one drip left for the stranded.”

Maya’s gaze flicked to the dead menu board. “Last train bought it—lightning on the south line.”

“Didn’t fry the kettle, though.” Sam jerked a thumb at the bar, that half-crooked grin cutting through the acidic chill of stale milk and broken caffeine scales.

As Maya stepped to the grinder, her fingertip brushed Sam’s where Sam steadied the bin—a hiss-jump of spark—motorine, ozone, invitation.

Maya pulled beans no one in the neighbourhood had smelled yet: Ethiopian, blueberry notes drifting up like bruised sky. Sam hopped chin-first onto the bar, legs dangling like bells to ring for temptation.

“So the copywriter versus tattoo artist cage match,” Sam said, rolling her shoulders. “Who wins?”

Maya snorted. “Ink stains may fade faster than deadlines. Place your bets.”

Their laughter tangled with the click-chuck of the grinder. Sam’s knee nudged against Maya’s thigh—idle, accidental—then again with purpose. Air compressed between them; eyelashes fluttered, delayed like a slammed portafilter.

Maya’s gaze snagged on the pin-prick scar etched in Sam’s upper lip—the ghost of a piercing, maybe. She wanted to taste that history.

Blue steam ribboned down from the cone; the carafe underneath swallowed the glug-glug in heartbeat sync.

“Flag me if I’m overstepping the counter line,” Sam said, voice soft enough to steam milk without a wand.

Maya lifted a brow. “Keep spinning that line, I’ll signal touchdown.”

The last drop hit the steel carafe—satiny click, oxygen swelling into a vacuum. Maya dusted raw cacao across the lip of the cup; a soft blizzard of bittersweet chocolate drifted onto the dark wood. Sam swept the spill with her thumb, sucked it clean—sharp grin around salt-flecked skin.

“Barista rule,” Maya said, leaning in until granite bit cool through her sweater. “If the drink isn’t right, say stop.”

“Want the whole aftertaste,” Sam said, voice roughening into a slow drip.

The granite of the café wall pressed into Maya’s spine as Sam eased her backward between stacked chairs. Hoodie rucked off Sam’s shoulders, a shrug of want, then Maya’s apron knot slipped loose—string ends flapping like surrender flags.

Sam lifted Maya onto the polished bar counter—a cool surface that kissed the backs of her thighs. The milk-steam jet hissed once, abandoned, then thunked silent. Their mouths found each other—espresso-bitter edge kissed sugar-sweet. Teeth grazed, tongues slid; Maya tasted blueberries and thunderclouds.

Fingertips skimmed leather to skin—hip to waistband. Maya heard the soft metal rasp of the button going, and the slow glide of Sam’s knuckles against the hollow below. She hooked her heels behind Sam’s knees—silent, yes.

Sam’s breath shook. “Still go?”

“Yes.” Maya’s answer rode the back of steam, cut glass with anticipation.

Sam sank with her to the floorboards, the blue ceramic pour-over overhead heating the copper lights into liquid glow. Lace scraped lower, kissed past Denim Ridge, thighs parting like pages under hungry fingers. Long languid strokes—thumb circling then pressing in steady pulses. Maya’s back arched, shoulders kissing wood while Sam’s breath teased her pulse. Gasps snapped—quiet, fast—mirrored by the final drip of coffee hitting filter parchment like the ticking of a stopped clock. Release coiled and blossomed at once—a slow espresso pull, tremor climax bright and dark at the same time.

Cool air slid back in; hips slowed. Lace settled like abandoned silk over the tip jar.

Their breathing filled the room like steam fogging the scale. Sam dropped her cheek to Maya’s collarbone, tracing idle invisible lines along ink-free skin. “You tattoo?” Maya whispered.

“Only on craving days.”

Silence, soft as warm milk, pooled between them.

Maya let the truth slip: “Landlord’s selling the place next month. Friday might be the last dark roast I ever make.”

Sam pressed lips to the flutter at Maya’s throat. “You pour like art. Bricks can’t kill rhythm that pure.”

Hands found each other, laced with heat that cooled into a latticework of sweat that dried into a second skin. Blue ceramic still held residual warmth—aroma sinking into pores like incense you’d wear home.

Clothes rustled back on, tags scraping, as belts found their loops in choreographed precision.

Sam stood at the café’s glass door, hoodie half-zipped. Maya flipped the deadbolt open again—soft metal snick. “Come back Friday after close. The code stays 1427.”

Sam’s grin flashed—sharp as lightning inside clouded glass. Then the door shut—click. Maya tasted Sam on her tongue—salt, cocoa, promise.

The overhead vent gusted low; the empty filter continued to drip: plunk-plunk-plunk. Hope percolated slowly, darkly, and unstoppable.
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They killed the overheads at 11:02 p.m.; the lone emergency sign dripped ember-green across the bullpen. Cubicle walls poked like cheap gravestones and cables writhed across the carpet—dead phone chargers sighing last watts into the dark. Lila knelt in the single, living light, her laptop’s 12% icon pulsing like a heart on the slab.

Another glow advanced. Priya arrived with arms full of color-printed sketches, bangles clicking softly against the metallic sound of paper shushing. She stopped at the single live outlet, as if she’d patented it.

“Of course you’re squatting on our power,” Lila muttered, eyes still on the bar.

“Of course you’re skulking to beg.” Priya nudged a rogue HDMI cord with her sneaker.

They dove together—kneecaps cracked, scarlet-sudden. Laughter sparked, then static snapped between Priya’s knuckles and Lila’s wrist, a blue flash none of the carpet wanted.

Priya propped her folio on the printer’s cold marble top, crouched till the angle put her mouth level with Lila’s ribs. The charging brick sat between them like a toy concrete block.

“You still set headings in tiny uppercase,” Priya murmurs, stroking the USB-C like she’s smoothing its hair.

“Retina display, Sharma. Try it.” Lila tugged the cord; Priya pulled back. Forty-eight percent slid to forty-six, and Lila’s throat hollowed.

“Pitch flat-lined. I’m ejecting,” she declared, yanking free the plug.

Priya countered with a new sheet flipped open—profit deck mock-up, neon bars against graveyard gray. “Needs your anal decimals, fire-breather.” She angles the page so the screen’s blue fire gilds the columns. “Red line’s your rounding OCD; I like the sting. Stay till Monday, drinks are on you.” Palm landing light on the outward curve of Lila’s hip—could be just balance, isn’t.

Spine twitch. Coffee on Priya’s breath, artificial vanilla edged with late-night bite. The beanbag behind them, duct-taped wounds and all, sagged like a lazy chaperone.

“If Monday crowns us,” Priya revises, voice softer, “you owe me the good craft tequila.”

“Lavender mezcal, sweetheart.” Words stretch velvet.

Priya tests: her cheek barely brushes Lila’s jaw, one coarse curl stroking skin. “Good so far?”

Lila doesn’t nod; she drags her tongue wide over her lower lip, gift offered. Giggles leak away, replaced by the muted thunk of two laptops folding closed in obedient sequence. The single power strip between their shoes glows pink-white like a tiny runway.

Strip is nudged to safety. Lila folds down first, carpet raspy on her bare knees; the beanbag exhales as they spill together. Printouts flutter into improvised confetti.

Priya threads Lila’s wrist against the heat of her thigh. Index fingertip now drags over spreadsheets made flesh-numbers skipped over by goosebumps. Buttons unfasten one pop at a time—crisp cotton sighs off Lila’s shoulder; marble kisses the center of her spine with chill diplomacy. Priya’s mouth finds the slope of the collarbone, wet heat testing every beat.

“Keep going?” whispered against the shell of an ear—small amber script prompt.

“Yeah—fuck, yes,” Lila answers, the curse smoky as espresso.

Lace cupped, thumb rotating slowly, coaxing against stiffened nipple; ripples push south in warm tributaries. Skirt bunched into two desperate fists—one hers, one Priya’s—until stocking tops become horizon. A warm tongue tracks the inner seam, pauses, doubles back, presses lace gusset to clit under silk. Air leaves Lila all at once; a broken high note folds in the dark.

The fabric is moved aside—yielding to the fabric. Warm tongue circles clit like quarterly KPIs: flick, steady pressure, decisive suck. Lila’s nails rake dark curls, finding damp friction at their roots.

They roll. Priya ends reclined—beanbag sighs bigger. Lila astride, thighs split wide around denim knees. Hands slip together under waistbands—shared pulse, shared slick. One knuckle, then two fingers inside, grooving to a joined metronome. Breath clatters off every wall; the ceiling chiller decides indifference.

Orgasm lands like a stutter in the save arc—delayed dialogue, then instant data burst. Lila bites hard into Priya’s shoulder, tasting cotton and salt, keening stalled by muscle. Priya folds after, forehead smacking collarbone—liquid fire painting Lila’s tensed fingers as they curl again inside.

Aftershocks hush. Dead screens collect the last green glow—boxes of light framing tumbled limbs. They trade air in mismatched pants.

“Pitch just earned lifetime free drinks,” Lila gasps, voice tiny commas against Priya’s throat.

“Your numbers got me sideways faster than any pivot table,” Priya answers, nudging sweat-wet strands from a cheek.

Silence billows softly. “My team probably hates how I chase every decimal,” Lila admits.

“And these mock-ups hide that the colors scream so you won’t hear the noise in my head,” Priya counters, fingers smoothing the crumpled collar they had marked.

Vulnerability sinks slowly, warm like cream into coffee. Shirts button by rote; hands keep finding excuses to linger. They stay tangled in the sagging beanbag, legs slotted perfectly, stealing leftover whir of dataless air.

5:43 a.m. The janitorial carts click somewhere in the distance. Priya peels a fresh Post-it from the tray, pen scritching loudly in the almost-morning.

She slaps the yellow square—bright heart—onto the open budget: “212-555-0199. Billed at overtime rates.”

Lila kisses the cobalt corner, lipstick blurring like prophecy. “I’ll invoice you in lavender mezcal.”

They drift backward down separate aisles, eyes still locked. Red exit signs wink. The Post-it gleams between them like a borrowed heartbeat, still glowing long after the last outlet gives up its ghosts.





OEBPS/0e60ac6894c3b7dd3b29f3cc52cf72b629de8679_smallRaw.jpg
,C.QUICKFIRE

CO FFEE BREAK
SAPPHIC SHORTS

ROWAN HART















