
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Coffee Shop Romance
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Chapter One – The Daily Brew

[image: ]




Ellie had always thought of the little café on Main Street as her second home. The smell of roasted coffee beans, the soft hum of indie music, and the way sunlight poured through the tall windows in the morning—it was her comfort zone.

She leaned on the counter, stirring her latte absentmindedly, and watched the regulars come and go. And then she saw him.

Logan.

He was fiddling with the espresso machine like it had personally offended him, a furrow in his brow that made him look both frustrated and ridiculously charming. Ellie had known him for years—they had been neighbors, school friends, occasional study partners. But for some reason, seeing him in this café uniform, surrounded by the aroma of coffee and steamed milk, made her chest do a little weird flutter.

“Need some help, barista extraordinaire?” she teased, stepping up beside him.

Logan looked up, startled. “Ellie! I—uh... I’ve got it. Mostly.” His grin was sheepish but bright. “Mostly.”

She rolled her eyes, smiling. “Mostly isn’t going to cut it if you want to keep your customers happy.”

He chuckled, leaning closer than strictly necessary. “I think I might need a few personal lessons... in patience. And in coffee-making. Preferably from someone who’s better at this than me.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “That would be me, obviously. You’re in luck.”

As she showed him the proper way to steam milk, clean the frother, and pull the perfect espresso shot, Ellie found herself laughing more than she had in days. Logan was clumsy, stubborn, and infuriatingly charming all at once. And for the first time, she noticed details she hadn’t before—the way his hair curled just slightly at the nape of his neck, the faint freckle on his cheek, the warmth in his smile that made her feel a little giddy.

“See? You’re improving already,” she said, stepping back to admire his shaky attempt at a cappuccino.

“Improving,” he repeated, eyes locking with hers. “Thanks to my amazing teacher.”

Ellie felt a playful heat rise in her cheeks. “Don’t let it go to your head. I’m still better than you.”

Logan laughed, reaching over to tap her shoulder. “I’ll take the challenge.”

And in that little moment, amidst the scent of coffee and laughter bouncing off the walls, something shifted between them—small, teasing, electric.

This café had always been a place of comfort, but now it felt like the start of something much more exciting. Something neither of them had quite dared to name yet.
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Chapter Two – Latte Lessons
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The next morning, Ellie arrived at the café earlier than usual, clutching her tote bag and a notebook full of half-finished sketches. The smell of coffee greeted her like an old friend, warm and comforting.

Logan was already behind the counter, wrestling with a bag of beans as if it were a wild animal. “Morning,” he said, grinning sheepishly. “I may have burned a croissant yesterday. And almost the espresso machine. But hey, no lasting damage.”
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