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			content notes

			Middle-aged barista Mac Liu’s biggest workplace dread isn’t cleaning industrial coffee machines or dealing with rude customers—it’s Ruben Goodfellow, the rich executive who tries to woo Mac with his hefty tips and golden retriever attitude. Mac couldn’t be less interested in someone like Ruben, but in an attempt to stifle Ruben’s never-ending advances, Mac agrees to let Ruben take him out on a date. Surely once Ruben has more than a five-minute conversation with Mac while off the clock, he’ll finally get the hint that Mac isn’t the type to be won over by expensive dining and flashy gifts.

			Except Ruben isn’t put off by Mac’s cruel, hard-to-impress attitude at all, and as Mac’s luck would have it, it only makes Ruben like him more.

			Disclaimer: This story contains portrayal of a D/s dynamic which includes under-negotiated kink, an unhealthy relationship and a lack of communication in general. No serious physical or mental injury occurs because this is fiction, but this is not a guide for healthy and safe practice of BDSM. Please seek out local or online resources and ensure you are playing safely.

			Content Notes: trans m/cis m, class difference, classist microaggressions, casual drinking, age gap, under-negotiated kink and sex, under-negotiated edge play, inexperienced submissive, submissive top/dominant bottom, gaslighting as kink, CBT, intense pain and impact play, consensual kink shaming, big penis humiliation, intense degradation and humiliation, foot fetish, chastity, strap-on, toys, unprotected sex (oral, PIV, anal, foot), cum eating, edging, overstimulation, piss drinking, piss facial, coming untouched.

		

	
		
			“Fuck.”

			Mac ducks behind the admittedly massive espresso machine as if it will hide him from the man who just entered the Serendipity Café.

			His name is Ruben Goodfellow, which Mac knows because the name on the credit card he uses to pay for his orders are embossed in gold on the black plastic. He’s a broad-framed white man with a round belly, about a head taller than Mac. His dark hair is kept short, save a few loose strands that might come off as charming to anyone else, always wearing a painfully professional suit, usually cream or navy with a white collared button-up underneath, with a heavy, platinum watch on his wrist intended to show off how much money he has. His dorky tie of the day brings a cheap beach motel to mind, with flamingos, palm trees, and cocktail umbrellas. Unfortunately, Ruben seems to have an endless supply of similarly hideous ties, their patterns ranging from sports paraphernalia to patriotic stars and stripes to cartoon animals.

			He is Mac’s personal and professional nightmare, mostly because he is not subtle about flirting with Mac, specifically, when he comes in every morning to order his sweet cream caramel cold brew with four shots of espresso. His big, hazel eyes make him look like a puppy dog, which is impressive considering he must be at least 35 years old and has a full beard.

			Mac doesn’t think he’s anything to look at. He’s barely 5’7” with a generous belly and tits to match, usually all wrapped up in black jeans, a navy blue t-shirt, and a black apron with the café’s logo on it. He keeps his own salt and pepper hair short and uninteresting, his face chronically unable to grow more than sparse stubble despite weekly testosterone injections, and he knows for a fact he’s got dark rings under his dark brown eyes, which are hardly disguised by the rims of his prescription geometric-style glasses. His tan skin is splotched with vitiligo that makes it look like he had a tanning bed accident, and his monolids make him look permanently a little bit sleepy. He’s also old enough that he was in middle school by the time Ruben was born.

			None of this seems to deter Ruben, though, and all Mac can do is hope one of his excitable, twenty-something co-workers will take Ruben’s order first.

			“Good morning, Mac!”

			Damn it.

			Mac pretends to finish cleaning the spout of the milk frother before slowly turning towards the till where Ruben waits obviously and cheerfully for his attention. Mac isn’t even sure why Ruben needs coffee, considering he’s at the cafe every morning acting like he has the zoomies before his first hit of caffeine.

			“Good morning,” Mac greets coolly, approaching the front register. “The usual?”

			Ruben already has his card in his hand, giving it a few obnoxious taps on the counter as he beams. “Yes, sir! And a lemon square to go.”

			Mac keys in the order he’s unfortunately memorized by heart while making as little eye contact as possible. He retrieves the pastry from the cabinet with a sheet of wax paper, slides it into a brown paper bag with a napkin, before they reach the part of the transaction he dreads the most. Once he finalizes the order in the POS system, Ruben taps his card on the payment device like a trained circus animal, pressing a few buttons on the keypad to add a tip.

			Most customers drop a few dollars into the plastic jar on top of the pastry case, or add a dollar or two if one of the more bubbly baristas are helping them, but Ruben is irritatingly unique in that he always tips Mac way more than necessary for his daily $12 breakfast.

			Today, it’s a $75 tip, which isn’t unusually large for Ruben, but at nearly $100 for coffee and a lemon square that’s literally smaller than the palm of Mac’s hand, it borders on insulting.

			“Have a good one!” Ruben chirps, his voice fading into a hum of a tune Mac tries to ignore so it doesn’t get stuck in his head for the rest of the day. He lets out a relieved sigh as Ruben takes his pastry and leaves him with a parting grin and a short wave.

			Thankfully, Mac doesn’t also have to make Ruben’s drink, as another customer steps up to the counter with what Mac assumes is a lengthy order based on the fact that they’re holding their phone up and squinting at the screen. One of the other baristas will take care of Ruben, and Mac is saved from getting trapped in another round of Ruben’s flirtatious yet banal small talk.

			Even at 7:30 in the morning, Ruben loves asking Mac about his day. Sometimes he slips in during the lunch rush for a pre-made sandwich or an afternoon pick-me-up and again asks Mac about his day, to which the answer is always the same—that it’s fine. It takes very little for Ruben to launch into his own daily updates, which Mac hardly listens to as he busies himself behind the counter prepping orders or cleaning. He isn’t even sure what Ruben does for a living, likely some kind of higher up executive that gets paid an exorbitant salary to tell other people what to do. Mac feels like he wouldn’t last a day with someone like Ruben as his boss, since the man carries himself as if no one, subordinate or otherwise, has ever told him ‘no’ a day in his life.

			Mac is certainly in no position to deny Ruben anything, trapped within the guardrails of customer service; even the man’s fumbling advances and lackluster flirting constantly put Mac on guard to let him down as politely as possible without risking a complaint to his boss. Not that he’s sure Ruben would do that, but he certainly doesn’t make it easy for Mac to keep a professional attitude.

			After he takes a few more orders, Mac turns back to the espresso machine to continue cleaning it, or pretend to clean it, but realizes Ruben hasn’t left the end of the counter. Surely he’s gotten his drink by now, but when he catches Mac’s eye and waves him over, Mac has to restrain a groan before shuffling to the end of the counter.

			“Something wrong with your order, sir?” he asks.

			“Oh, no! No, it’s perfect, as always.” Ruben laughs lightly, almost like he’s embarrassed. “There was actually something I wanted to ask you—”

			One of the other baristas appears at Mac’s side and sets a hot coffee on the counter. “Order for Chloe?” They disappear before the customer shows up to claim their beverage.

			Mac narrows his eyes at Ruben, who clears his throat before continuing. “Right, uh. No pressure or anything but I was wondering if you’d want to—”

			A woman walks up to the counter, heels clicking on the engineered hardwood, and picks up the coffee cup to inspect it before looking straight at Mac. “Was this was made with almond milk?”

			Mac plasters on a smile and squints at the cup, spotting the A written in sharpie on the side. “Yes ma’am.”

			She sighs. “But I said oat milk.”

			Given that Mac took her order, he’s pretty sure she did not say oat milk. “Unfortunately we’re out of oat milk at the moment,” he lies. “I’d be happy to remake—” 

			“Whatever! I’m already running late.” The woman turns away with a flip of her hair.

			On instinct, Mac almost returns to his work before he remembers Ruben is still standing there, and gives him another expectant look, waiting for him to continue.

			Ruben’s chest heaves like he’s taking a deep breath, his words spilling out in a single exhale. “I was wondering if you were free for dinner this Friday?” 

			His face reddens with each word, so comical that Mac barely contains his incredulous laugh. This is Mac’s literal nightmare, the one thing he’s been dreading since the first pathetic flirtation came tumbling out of Ruben’s mouth all those months ago, made reality on an unremarkable Tuesday. He glances around, noticing another customer giving Ruben a strange look, and sighs. 

			“You’re asking me out to dinner?” he repeats.

			Ruben nods quickly. “If you’re free. But again, no pressure!”

			Mac feels like there’s an immense amount of pressure, considering he’ll have to deal with the consequences of his answer for the rest of his employment. The obvious response is not just ‘no’ but ‘hell no,’ because he cannot imagine someone so different from him than Ruben Goodfellow. They can barely hold a conversation that doesn’t make Mac’s skin crawl; what makes Ruben think they could get through an entire dinner? That doesn’t even scratch the surface of Mac’s burning question, which is why Ruben is even interested in him in the first place. Based on the man’s projected wealth, coupled with his conventionally attractive face and muscular physique, he cannot possibly be out of options.

			After a few lengthy seconds of thought, Mac manages a polite smile, ultimately deciding he might as well have a little fun to get back at Ruben for the inappropriate way he has toed the boundaries between employee and customer for months despite Mac’s polite but continuous signals of disinterest. A man like this surely expects his prospects to bend over backwards to please him, and Mac can’t imagine it will take much to push him to the point of frustration. “Where are you taking me?” he asks, dangling the question in from of Ruben like bait.

			Ruben blinks a few times, as though stunned Mac said anything but ‘no’. “Um... wherever you’d like to go! My treat, of course.” He lets out another nervous laugh that grates on Mac like nails on a chalkboard. Ruben is absolutely soaked in eagerness, stepping right into Mac’s snare, under the impression he’s finally going to get what he wants.

			Mac doesn’t know the first thing about the kind of places Ruben would take someone out to dinner, but admitting it out loud, allowing Ruben any modicum of power in a situation where Mac has found himself holding all of cards for the first time during any of their conversations, is suddenly not an option. “I’m thinking one of those nice restaurants where they don’t put prices on the menu. You know any place like that?”

			Ruben grins like an idiot, somehow missing the slow drip of sarcasm in Mac’s voice. “Yeah, of course! I know a lot of places like that.”

			“Wonderful,” Mac says. Clearly he’s going to need to push things further if he’s hoping to drive Ruben off. “You can send a private car to pick me up, too.”

			“I can pick you up myself...” Ruben trails off as Mac narrows his eyes. “I mean, yes! Of course I can send a private car. No problem at all.”

			“And what about after?” Mac prods, wondering how far he’ll need to push his demands to achieve anything beyond thoughtless obedience. “Are we just going to eat dinner and nothing else?”

			It’s possibly the reddest he’s ever seen Ruben’s face. The man’s throat bobs as he swallows and glances around, as if he’s suddenly concerned about eavesdroppers. “Do you mean... a hotel?”

			Mac leans forward enough to comfortably lower his voice. “Well, I’m certainly not coming to your house.”

			Ruben looks caught between throwing up and passing out. “Oh. Right. Of course. That’s... smart, yeah. I can get a hotel.”

			Mac doesn’t know whether to be frustrated that his attempts to drive this date into the ground aren’t working, or elated to discover that Ruben is this desperate and careless with his money. “I’m a big fan of California kings and jacuzzi tubs,” he says. “I assume that’s doable for a man of your resources.”

			“Yeah.” Ruben nods. “More than doable.”

			Unable to think of any more expensive requests and needing to get back to work, Mac straightens up. “Well. Guess I’ll see you on Friday.”

			Then he turns away before Ruben can ask for his number.
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