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The Dainty Little Kiosk
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There's a chill breeze in the air, and the clouds roaming over the sky shield the sun, making it harder to warm up inside the kiosk despite the tiny heater that sat by the corner. Customers are few and all chores have been taken care of. The kiosk is filled with drinks, snacks of all varieties, as well as fresh baked pastries, baguettes made in house by the sandwich artist and some re-sold goods previously purchased from Tesco. The rich, earthy scent of coffee was fresh and mixed itself perfectly with the smell of cheese and ham toasted croissants. Kind of makes a person hungry, I know I always am. The counters are freshly wiped. The coffee machine cleansed. And the glass display case recently polished. Everything sparkled and boredom begins to settle in. 

I sit and stare out towards the train line right ahead of me and ponder all my survival tactics and attempt to come up with a plan for what I would do if a thunderstorm broke out. The charge of the electricity from the wires and beams would drive the storm wild, fuel it with anger and energy, it would be beautifully fierce and entirely deadly if someone was to get caught outside with it. Unfortunately though, the 12 foot, metallic, open faced box that I now stand in would be far from useful, probably counterproductive even. I consider running down the platform and seeking shelter within the ticket office, but that's all the way on the other side of the station and I'm far too unfit to make it without being struck. My second option, I think to myself, involves jumping into the next approaching train, the only issue with that idea would be the fact that I wouldn't know if there would be one closer to the time. Plus, it would probably piss off my boss and I would end up losing my job despite Astraphobia being very much a real issue, and considering the situation it would be quite a reasonable option to "abandon ship". My final option, the option most likely to work, despite my lack of athleticism would go somewhat like this. I would take a deep breath of courage and then head outside as soon as I'd hear any thunder overhead. Then, I'd throw all the flapjacks, square bars and crisps off of the front shelf and let it all crash onto the ground. After which, I'd jump up and grab the "lid" and throw it down fast, attempting not to get struck. My next move would involve running back inside the kiosk, throwing the entire bolts shut, crouching down on the floor and try my best not to piss myself.

"Yup, that's my only option!" I say to myself.

The sound of the usual 1:45 train to Brighton approaching the platform snaps me out of my day dreaming. 

"Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't see you there. I was completely away with the fairies," I say. In front of me there is standing a young girl, probably no older than 9. She's wearing baggy, light grey clothes which reminds me of pyjamas. Her top didn't fit properly as the sleeves are hanging down by her sides, her hair was exceedingly long and rather tangled.

"Where are your parents?" I ask her.

Her light blue eyes look up at me, but she says nothing.

"Are you alone?" I attempt.

"I would like some fresh meat, please," she says.

"Oh, okay. Well, we have bacon baps, a BLT sandwich, or if you'd like there's a ham and cheese Panini which I can warm up for it, the cheese would be nice melted. There's even a chicken salad baguette," I say pointing at the arrangement of fat filled carbs sitting within the glass cabinet.

"Fresher," she says, her voice sounding like she had something stuck in her throat.

"I'm sorry, I don't quite understand what you mean..."

The piercing shriek of the train wheels hitting the brakes made me look up, "that took a while to pull in". The white and blue extension of cabins on wheels had stopped and let its passengers out onto the platform. I look back to where the girl had been standing to find that she is no longer there. A gentleman dressed in a navy suit, white shirt and a grey and light blue striped tie runs over to the little kiosk.

"How fast can you make a flat white?" he asks.

"Depends..." I turn to the coffee machine and begin.

I pull the handle sideways, removing it from position. I put it beneath the coffee grinder and pull back the small lever twice. Two shots. I take the handle, now filled with coffee bean granules and replace it back into the machine, fastening it tight. I grab a tiny cup, slip it beneath the spout of the handle and press the button, allowing liquefied coffee to pour into the cup. The aroma filling the shop once more. I pour some milk into the empty jug and place the steamer on the side of the machine into the jug also. Turning the steam arm on, I make sure to make the milk nice and frothy. 

"That's my train!" I hear him call out.

"I got it!"

Milk goes into the cup with the coffee. Buttons are pressed on the cash register. Card is swiped on the card machine. And the gentleman leaves with his coffee and enters the train.

"Same old, same old," I breathe out.

Then a voice came over the speaker.

"Attention on platform 1. I am sorry to inform you of a delay on your journey. The train will be stopped here until further notice. This is due to a person getting hit by a train."

Another one? That's the 2nd one this week. I've been working here for 7 years, there's never been this many.

Despite the silence, I can see people yelling and complaining inside the train. The doors open and people flood out of the carriages. Some heading for the exit, others storming right towards me.

Oh dear, I asked for this.

......

I return the now filled flask of hot water to the final customer, he turns and goes to get back on to the train. As he gets on I notice a small, wrinkled, pale hand creep up from the gap between the platform and the train and attempt to grab the stranger’s foot. The doors close fast behind him and the hand disappears again into the gap. Surely not. I rub my eyes and head outside. As the train rears back into motion and heads out I step up towards the edge and from a distance I peer down, noticing some strange looks from the commuters as the train goes past, and then finally leaves the station entirely. There was nothing.
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Nothing Works Out
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Wednesday morning had already began on a shit note. I had woken up to find no hot water, nor did I have any new razor blades so I was forced to wear my short curly hair as greasy as it was accompanied by an uneven stubble to work. I had missed the early bus by a fraction of a second but the bus driver was too much of a twat to open the doors. Now arriving 12 and a half minutes late at the kiosk, I notice the stock shed next to the kiosk had its door thrown back, the lock visibly smashed. Oh, great! I head towards it to find none of the cups, lids, pouches of sugar, napkins and bags of coffee had gone missing. However, all cans and bottles of Coke and Fanta, even the cartons of Ribena had all been stolen.

Bet she'll make me pay for this.

I pull out the phone in my pocket and scroll through my short list of contacts and search for the name "She-devil" with an ugly demonic emoji on the side, then press the call button.

After several rings the lady picks up.

"Hey boss, there's been a bit of a situation down at the kiosk. The stock shed's been broken into..."

I pull the phone away from my face as the shouting and yelling begins. I exhale and return it to my face.

"I'LL BE DOWN THERE IN 20 MINUTES..." A buzzing sound follows as she hangs up.

As I
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