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I’m tired, it’s been a long day and I need sleep, but I still have work to do. The life of an escort is never ending.

I consider canceling on Harold, but he’s one of my best clients, so I head to the coffee shop. His coffee shop. The one I couldn’t stay away from if I tried.

There he is behind the counter. I don’t think he’s even aware of his good looks.

Sandy blonde hair, sun-kissed skin and prominent jaw line surrounding big sky blue eyes.

The first time I met Ryan I couldn’t help but stare. No man had ever caught my attention like he did. His smile is genuine and draws you in. His laugh contagious and inviting. When he talks to you, he has a way of making you feel like the only person in the room. 

I’m not the only one who feels this way. Every woman, young, old, single, married, all of them are drawn into him as they order their coffee. They linger, hoping to prolong their conversation with him a little longer before he moves on to the next customer.

The man missed his calling. He’d make a killing as a companion and maybe could even make an acting career out of his good looks alone, but here he is working at a coffee shop in upper New York.

It’s my turn. My heart races.

“Good afternoon, Sam. What can I make you today?”

His eyes bore into mine. I’m caught off guard and I can’t find the words. It’s as though he’s reading my soul. “I....a....I’ll take a caramel latte.”

He winks at me and my heart flutters, making me feel like a stupid teenager. Stupid, stupid, stupid girl. I berate myself, needing to get a hold of my emotions. Besides I have no time, no room, and no desire for a boyfriend in my life. It would complicate things and I don’t need complications.

“One caramel latte coming right up.” I watch him as he steams the milk, adds the flavored syrup, and pours in the coffee. His forearms are muscular and lean with strong firm hands.

I find myself becoming aroused thinking about what the rest of him looks like naked. My face reddens and my cheeks get hot. I’m sure he’ll notice and I feel even more embarrassed. 

This is not me. I am not that girl who lusts after men. They lust after me.

“Here you go, Sam. Have a great day. Will we see you tomorrow?”

“I’m sure you will.”

“Good.” He leans towards the counter. “What’s the agenda today?”

“Oh, the usual, work and more work.”

“I hear ya. What is it you do, Sam? I’ve never asked.”

I find myself not wanting to lie to him, but knowing the truth could be worst. “I’m in human relations.”

“Oh, cool, is it interesting?”

“It’s not bad. The pay is good though.” I hear a co-worker call his name.

“Well, I got to get back to work. See you around, Sam.”

“Okay, see you later.” I watch him walk away and swoon over him like a girl with a crush. Does he take the time to talk to all his customers? Is it a part of his job, to keep customers happy and coming back for more like herself or is it his personality? Super friendly, wanting to talk to everyone. I choose to savor the moment and walk away feeling special.

Soon I’m in the elevator to my apartment. The door almost closes before a man reopens it to get on. I’ve never seen him in my building before. He’s handsome with brown shaggy hair and about a foot taller than me. 

“Hello Samantha. How are you today?”

I step back. “How do you know my name? I’ve never seen you before.”

“Okay, I guess we’ll do this now. You’re not going to believe me, but here it goes. My name is James and I’m a Guardian of Destiny. I’m here to help you.”

“I don’t like weirdos and why would I need your help? You sound crazy, Guardians don’t exist.”

“I never believed in something like me either, but things change. Plus you don’t have to believe in me. I’m here. I exist.”

He’s starting to creep me out so I inch towards the panic button near the elevator door. 

“You probably want to wait to push that. I promise I’m not a creep and I can prove I’m here to help. Okay, I’ll talk fast, here it goes. You are an escort and you love the money and non-commitment of your work, but you find yourself falling for that poor coffee maker named Ryan. Part of you wants to ask him out and see how it goes, but the rest of you fears commitment and how it will change your life for the worst. You go get your coffee every day and leave, torn between two choices. Wishing you knew the future for either choice.” He gestures to himself. “That’s where I come in. It’s my job to show you those possible futures.” He smiles at me like he just made complete sense.

“How’s that even possible? You’re a psycho.”

“It does sound crazy, I know, but it’s real. You’re one of the lucky ones who gets the chance to live your future for a brief moment in time.”

“That’s not possible.” This guy is a serious nut-job.

He shakes his head. “Oh, but it is. My boss has sent me here to take you to the future and show you what’ll happen depending on the choices you make. I’ll show you two possible futures; one where you do nothing about Ryan and the other where you finally ask him out.”

“Why would your boss care about my future?”

“You know, I truly have no idea why he chooses the people he does. All I know is he finds your story intriguing and wants to help you out. He wants to give you your wish of seeing the future.”

I take it all in. This man is nuts, but part of me is curious. I’ve been wondering what to do and if asking out Ryan will change my life for the better or worst. This man says he can show me the answers and it’s enticing. “How is it possible for you to do this? Show me the future?”

“I don’t know how it works entirely, but I take your hand and pull you into a future time point that my boss wants you to see. You get to live out that day as if it were real. When the day is over, I take you to see the other future option. We go back and forth till you have an idea of what you truly want.”

“That sounds too good to be true and not real at all.” 

“It does, but it’s real and I can show you right now.”

“But I have a client. I can’t cancel on him and there’s no way I can even trust you.”

“This won’t take more than a few minutes in this time. We may be gone for a few days in the future, but when we’re done, we arrive back here only a few minutes from now. So you won’t miss your appointment.” He winks at me. “I promise you can trust me and should. You’re future depends on it.”

“But won’t seeing and living the future cause issues for the real future? I’ve seen enough time travel movies to know it’s a problem.”

“Smart one here!” He grins. “The future is not set in stone. Your travel to the hypothetical future won’t actually have happened and as of now the futures undecided. Anything can happen. Only your choice in the end will affect the future. There’s really nothing to lose in checking it out.”

His words intrigue me and I have wanted to know what the future could hold. But then again, knowing could be even more terrifying at the moment. Maybe he’s just a psycho, trying to lure me into a trap.

“Don’t be scared, Samantha. It’s a good thing. Promise. Cross my heart.” He motions a cross over his chest. “I’m not crazy. I’m not trying to lead you anywhere. I’m just here to transport you to possible future time points. You won’t technically even really leave this elevator in this time point. I just touch you with a finger and we’re there. Easy.” He grins at me.

He does have a calming way about him and I always thought of myself as a good judge of character. “I guess you’re right. What do I have to lose? But I’m getting out my pepper spray, just in case. Don’t try anything stupid!”

“Got it!” He holds up his hands in surrender. “I promise, you won’t regret it. I’m gonna touch your hand and we’ll be transported to the future. Okay?”

“Okay. I’m ready.” I hold out my hand and James grabs it and I feel a pull and my sight goes black. Panic sets in. What did I just get myself into?
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[image: ]


For a moment, I feel weightless, almost non-existent, without sight or sound. Then the pull changes gears and my senses come back to me. 

We’re standing across the street from Ryan’s coffee shop. Everything looks the same, nothing has changed. My heart starts to slow and the panic subsides as I take it all in. “I’m confused, didn’t we just time travel? This seems to be the same as ten minutes ago.”

James laughs. “We did, but it’s only two weeks into the future. Today is the day along this path that you work up the courage to ask Ryan out on a date.”

“I didn’t lack courage, James, I just wasn’t sure I wanted the complication, that’s all.”

“Whatever you need to tell yourself, Samantha. To be warned, you are still an escort but your day is open so your going to ask him out.”

“I see. Thanks. I was worried about asking him out while still working my job because a man like him wouldn’t be okay with it. I’m pretty sure no man would be okay with it, but I’m good at this job. It’s the only thing I’ve even been good at, so I’m not sure if any man is worth giving it up.”   I’m not sure why I feel the need to explain myself to James. Maybe I’m trying to convince myself.

“I’m not here to judge Sam
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