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COTTON GRAND CAFÉ
The European café, reimagined for the next generation.
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The Concept

Cotton Grand Café is an all-day European café built around three disciplines the category 
has forgotten: menu courage, sound, and a room that makes you want to dress for it. It 
extends the Cotton universe from the beach into the city. Where Cotton Beach Club is the 
summer, Cotton Grand Café is the rest of the year - same DNA, a different register.

It is a café in the true European sense: open from morning coffee to late-night oysters, with 
a bar you can drop into alone and a dining room you dress up for. Not a members’ club. Not 
a restaurant with a bar. A single beautiful room that works in every gear, at every hour.

The Feeling

You feel lucky dining here. You would rather come once a week than go somewhere lesser 
three times. The room makes you sit straighter. The staff know your name on the second 
visit. A single evening at a corner banquette feels like a small occasion - one you remember, 
recommend, return to. The room is generous, never stiff. Warm, never merely cosy. It flatters 
everyone it lets in.

The Room

White linen tablecloths. Heavy, weighted cutlery. Serious crystal glassware. Salt and pepper 
grinders with real presence. Discreetly branded porcelain - Cotton Grand Café in single-
colour script beneath the rim, never on display. Oxblood leather banquettes worn to patina. 
Aged brass. Oil portraits and mirrored walls that make the room double, multiply, glow — a 
theatre in which every seat is a good seat, and every guest is both seen and seeing.

Light is the day’s quiet choreography. Morning and afternoon: natural light through tall 
windows, the room awake and golden. Evening: the shift is absolute. Candles only. Mirrors 
reflecting flame. The room becomes a secret. The same four walls, two entirely different 
moods - one lets you read the newspaper at 10am; the other flatters you across the table at 
10pm.



COTTON GRAND CAFÉ  ·  CONCEPT DOCUMENT  ·  CONFIDENTIAL



COTTON GRAND CAFÉ  ·  CONCEPT DOCUMENT  ·  CONFIDENTIAL

The Sound
Every restaurant has music. Almost none has sound. The difference is the thing guests feel 
and never name - why they stayed for another drink, why the table beside them was never 
an intrusion, why nine in the evening felt nothing like nine in the morning.
Most rooms hang boxes from the ceiling and run one playlist at one volume all day. Cotton 
does the opposite. 

The system is invisible: Amina distributed-mode panels built into the walls themselves,
plastered over, veneered, painted. No grilles. No boxes. No black plastic in a room of brass 
and oil portraits.

Because the panels radiate evenly rather than beaming downward, there is no bad table 
beneath a speaker and no shouting corner. The whole room sits in the same warm field of 
sound. You can talk across the table at midnight without raising your voice, and still feel 
the room moving. At the bar, one exception. A turntable and a single restored pair of horn 
speakers in walnut and brass, entirely visible. The invisible system carries the room; this 
one carries the ritual. 

Records are changed by hand, in view, all evening.
A named music director programmes the day as an arc - morning warmth, aperitif lift, 
dinner confidence, late-room intimacy. The same four walls, four different temperatures.
Sound is the café’s invisible signature. Guests never quite know what it is. They know the 
room feels alive in a way other rooms don’t.

Reference points: Gainsbourg and Chet Baker early. Air and Sébastien Tellier at aperitif. 
Françoise Hardy and Nightmares on Wax across dinner. Folamour and Breakbot in the small 
hours.
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The Menu

The category’s biggest failure is menu laziness - the same tired brasserie carte in every 
grand café in every city. Cotton Grand Café refuses it.

The codes are there: raw bar, caviar service, a whole roasted hero, a soufflé. The execution 
is the point of view. A single-producer oyster programme that rotates every six weeks and 
names the farmer. A daily caviar service in three expressions - classic, warm, wild card. A 
tartare flight rather than a tartare. A vegetable course given the gravity usually reserved for 
meat. A rotating monthly soufflé that becomes the dish people book for. One Norwegian 
fingerprint - a proper gravlaks, cloudberries, perhaps cured reindeer in winter - as the 
café’s quiet signature.

The Bar

The bar is a room, not a waiting area. Eight to twelve seats at a brass-and-marble counter. 
Proper stools. A daily printed menu of things the bar does brilliantly: oysters by the piece, a 
Wagyu katsu sando, steak tartare cut to order, caviar, pommes frites, burrata, a small plate 
of Pata Negra. A Negroni, a dry martini, Champagne by the glass. A vermouth hour, 17:00–
19:00, with a dozen rare vermouths and small snacks. You can eat a full, small meal at the 
bar - or wait twenty minutes for your table feeling that the bar was the reason.

The Day
		

08:00 - 11:00 	  Morning room. Coffee, fresh ginger shot, green juice, avocado toast, 
soft-boiled eggs, viennoiserie. Papers and magazines 

on wooden holders.

11:30 - 15:30 	 Lunch. Full service, full room, always a buzzing ambiance.

15:30 - 18:00 	 The café hour. Bar starts to shine, kitchen on all-day menu, vermouth 
hour lands at 17:00.

18:00 - 23:00 	 Dinner. Candles down. Service theatre.

23:00 - 02:00 (weekends) 	 The late room. Kitchen shrinks to the bar menu. 
The sound system comes into its own. 

The best late room in the city.
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The Crowd

All generations mix, and they fit. The older dress younger than their peers elsewhere. The 
younger dress up. The artsy people blend in and belong. Fashion sits next to finance sits next 
to a film crew sits next to the couple on their way to the opera. The common denominator is 
not wealth or age; it is a certain care for how one presents oneself in public. The room does 
the filtering - no posted dress code, no velvet rope, no gatekeeping beyond the frequency 
the room itself sets.

What It Is / What It Isn’t
		
	 ·  An all-day café where the bar is as beautiful as the dining room - not a members’ 	
	    club, nor a restaurant with a waiting area.
	 ·  A place with a sound philosophy - not a venue with a DJ booth.
	 ·  A brand extension with its own character - Cotton in the city, for the other nine 	
	    months of the year. Not Cotton Beach Club indoors.
	 ·  Fashionable, not prestigious. You dress because you want to, not because you must.

Cities

First - a city chosen not by strategy but by recognition. A room, a corner, a building that 
already feels like the future Cotton Grand Café before we’ve touched it. We know it when we 
see it.

Then cities like Paris, Milan, Oslo, Copenhagen, New York could potentially follow. A ski-
country edition in St. Moritz or Gstaad as the winter sister, closing the year where Cotton 
Beach Club’s summer ends.



FOR MORE INFORMATION PLEASE CONTACT:

+34 633 622 000
christian@cottonlifestyle.com

www.cottonlifestyle.com


