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Breeding the Barista
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I HADN’T MEANT TO HANG around the coffeeshop. I mean, Taylor was a hell of a cute girl — a college sophomore with long dark hair and a bright, friendly smile — but I was in a hurry.

The thunderstorm that opened up above the city, just as I stepped inside, had other plans for me, however. Taylor handed my my drink just as the sheets of rain started down.

“Looks like you’ll be here for a while,” she said, staring out at the storm. “Unless you have an umbrella. And a boat.”

I chuckled as I settled into my favorite seat — an overstuffed leather chair in the back, where the lights were low and I had a view of the whole café. Not that there was much to see at the moment; I was the only customer in the place.

Taylor turned up the music as the rain grew even stronger, and she came around to sit across from me, a steaming mug of tea in her hand. “Well, my plans are ruined,” she said. “We won’t be getting out of here for a while.”

“Yeah, I was supposed to get back to the office, but that’s not happening tonight,” I said. “What plans did you have?”

“A date.”

“Oh...somebody serious?”

“God, no. I’m not looking for anything serious. I just wanted to get laid,” she said, then burst out laughing. “Sorry, too much information?”

“No, it’s fine, it’s, uh...” I trailed off, unsure of what to say. I’d been coming to this café for a couple of years now, and Taylor was one of the people in my daily orbit. It’s not like I was her closest friend, but I knew her well enough to engage in small talk, to exchange greetings, to leave her a bigger tip than one might expect. Part of that was because she was a talented barista. But part of that was because I had been lusting after her practically since the day we met.

I took a deep breath. “You know, you still could,” I said. “Get laid, I mean.”

She tilted her head slightly as she studied me. Her face was blank, and for a long moment I was sure she was about to kick me out into the rain. Then her eyes crinkled as a smile grew on her face. “I was wondering if you were ever going to make a move,” she murmured. “Stay right here.”

She hurried to the front door and locked up, then walked back to me more slowly, her hips swaying, her grin naughty, her eyes reflecting the low golden light there in the back of the shop. I felt a tremor between my legs as my cock began to wake.

I was still sitting, and Taylor knelt between my thighs. I leaned in to kiss her, and while I was busy sucking on her tongue, she went straight for my belt, then my zipper. Like she’d done this before.

I was already well on my way by the time I lifted my hips a bit and she pulled down my trousers, and when she slipped her hand into my underwear and took hold, I was stiff as could be.

She let out a sigh as she began to slide her fist up and down my shaft, pulling me free from my boxers. Maybe it was just the lamplight, but I could have sworn there was a gleam in her eye as she examined my cock.

“You’ve got a nice one,” she murmured, leaning close. “Nice and thick.” Her breath was warm on me, and I pulsed in her hand. She trailed her tongue along the underside, up and down, then lower to brush against my balls. I pulsed again.

“So eager,” she said. “Guess I won’t make you wait.” Then she opened her mouth for me and took me in.

“Ah, fuck,” I groaned, as I fell back into the chair and clutched the armrests. It had been a while since I was with a woman, but even with my last girlfriend things hadn’t been like this. Turns out Taylor knew more than how to make a cappuccino; she knew how to make things hot and steamy with a cock in her hand as well.

She was taking her time, sucking hard as she bobbed her head, each stroke taking me in a bit more and more. Her lips were stiff around me, and she had made a ring of her fingers mimicking her movements, so that she was basically jacking me off into her mouth at the same time she was going down on me. It was hands down the best blowjob I’d ever had.

I could barely stand to look. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it was more erotic than any clip I’d ever seen, more of a turn-on than any girl had ever given me before. It was too exciting, in fact. Just seeing her with those nerdy glasses still on, her thick hair cascading over my thighs, my cock shiny with her spit and disappearing in her mouth...well, it was almost enough to make me lose control right then and there.

Taylor must have known, too, because she slowed and then let me slip out slowly, giving me a kiss right on the tip. “You’re sweet,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out again to lick a drop of precum away. “But I need you inside me now.”
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