
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Whispers Between Lattes

	 

	 

	 

	Skyler Hunt

	 


Chapter 1

	The morning sunlight spilled lazily across the café, painting the wooden floors in warm gold. Steam curled from mugs like tiny ghosts, and the faint hum of quiet conversations mingled with the hiss of the espresso machine. Emma slid into her usual corner by the window, the one that gave her a perfect view of the street outside, and wrapped her hands around a mug of coffee so hot it warmed her fingertips through the ceramic.

	She liked the predictability of the place—the familiar clink of spoons, the way the barista always remembered her name, the soft indie playlist that never strayed too far from acoustic folk. The café felt like a little bubble where the world’s chaos couldn’t reach her, a place where she could just… exist.

	She was halfway through her second sip when the door chimed, and Emma’s attention drifted, almost reluctantly, toward the new arrival. He wasn’t the kind of man who demanded attention—he didn’t stride in with an air of confidence or a flash of designer clothes—but there was something quietly magnetic about him. Maybe it was the way he hesitated for a fraction of a second before speaking, or how he tucked a lock of dark hair behind his ear like it had a mind of its own.

	He glanced around the room, scanning the tables as if searching for something he couldn’t quite name. Emma’s eyes followed him instinctively. His gaze landed briefly on the bookshelf in the corner, brushing over the spines of worn novels as though he were trying to absorb the stories through touch. When his eyes flicked to hers for a moment, a subtle spark passed between them—not quite recognition, not quite curiosity, but something that made her chest tighten unexpectedly.

	Before she could stop herself, words slipped out of her mouth. “First time here?”

	He looked genuinely startled, blinking as if he hadn’t expected to be spoken to, and then he smiled—a small, hesitant curve of his lips that somehow made the room feel warmer. “Yeah,” he said. “I’m usually not this far out of my way.”

	“Neither am I,” Emma replied, her voice softer than she intended. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, feeling suddenly aware of every little movement she made. “But sometimes, the right café finds you when you least expect it.”

	He laughed quietly, a sound that mingled with the faint clatter of cups and made Emma’s stomach twist in a way she wasn’t used to. “I like that,” he said. “The right café… that’s a good way to put it.”

	For a moment, silence settled between them, the kind that isn’t awkward but charged—like a pause in a song right before the chorus hits. Emma felt a mix of anticipation and something else, something she couldn’t quite name. There was a tension in the air, light but undeniable, as if the universe itself had leaned in to see what would happen next.
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