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Southern Delights



A Short Story






Author's Note


 
This short story was originally published in Love Walked In, Aspiring Love Collection, Volume 2.
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Chapter One


 
I’d taken a few days off from the day job where I worked as a public relations manager. I loved my job, but I longed for the day when I could write full-time. Not that I didn’t do a lot of writing for my day job, I was constantly writing press releases and copy for my company’s social media platforms and blog. And while I was not a believer in writer’s block, I couldn’t find time to write my next book no matter how hard I tried.
My editor had been harassing me the past month and had already extended the deadline for another six months. So, this week, I was determined to nail down a few chapters. With two books under my belt, I was still tickled to see my name, Nia Michaels, on a book cover. Crazy thing was, I wrote sweet romance novels that weren’t anything like my life.
Maybe that’s my problem. I need romance in my own life. Sigh!
Lately, I’d been in a funk. Three years had passed since I’d been in a serious relationship, and let’s just say the last one turned me off to the whole dating, boyfriend process. That’s what it was to me, a process to see if I was a good match for someone else. I wasn’t having much success. My constant prayer was to be ready for when Mr. Right would find me.
Lord, I’m wondering if I’m even showing up on the GPS.  
After my last break up, I received the inspiration to write a novel. I’d always wanted to write a book, and I’m not certain if it was just the right time or whether it was due to me not wanting to be depressed, but I wrote a whole book. Sebastian Windsor, the male character from Sugar & Spice was indeed the man of my dreams. I wanted to marry Sebastian myself by the time I typed the end. Then, I proceeded to write another book, Sweet on You, with yet another male character that I wished was real. Avery Vance was his name. What can I tell you? I’m good at writing the perfect man. My readers agree with me because both books have had relatively good success. I enjoy visiting with book clubs to talk about my stories. For the past year, those same readers have been hounding me on social media wanting to know when to expect my next book.
I sighed for like the fifth time since I entered Southern Delights Cafe, a coffee shop owned by my aunt Linda. I wasn’t sure what was going on with book number three, but I was anxious for something to spark my imagination. When I arrived, my aunt took one look at me and fixed my favorite, a caramel mocha latte on the house. I guess she could tell from my face, it was one of those kind of days.
I’d been sitting in a back booth for close to forty minutes, positioned where I could see the lunch crowd walk through the door. By now, a whole lot of customers had ventured inside to grab a cup of their favorite coffee beverage, usually paired with one of Aunt Linda’s sweet treats. I finished nibbling on a mini pecan pie only to find a blank page still staring back at me. I drained my cup and thought about trying another sugary delight. What I needed was for my brain cells to focus on my laptop instead of obsessing over the dessert counter. My bottom sure didn’t need the extra calories. My jeans were fitting way too snug, and I was basically wasting away my gym membership.
While I struggled with temptation, a figure caught my eye outside the cafe. I’m not sure why, but I found my eyes roving from the dessert counter to outside the window. Maybe it was
the beautiful chocolate skin or the strong jawline visible from the side that captured my attention. When the man reached for the door, I sat still, almost not breathing and watched as the most gorgeous man I’d seen in a long, long time walked through the doors. He had a bit of swagger to his walk as he glided towards the order counter.
For a brief moment, he turned and caught my eye.
I smiled.
He smiled back.
It crossed my mind that I must have looked quite silly gaping at him. Yeah, I was pretty sure, my mouth had fell open at some point. He actually smiled at me. Me. To save myself, I turned my attention back to my laptop determined to look like I was busy. I even started typing on the keyboard. What I was typing, I don’t know. I just knew my body had grown warm despite the cool flow of air in the cafe.
My aunt Linda was usually in the back pulling fresh baked goods out of her oven, but she must have given her barista a break. I heard her voice ask, “What can I get for you, sir?”
I cocked my ear to the side so I could hear his voice, and what a melodious voice it was. Deep and smooth with a southern drawl. “I will have a Cafe Americano.”
Mr. Cafe Americano knew his coffee. It was mid-afternoon and his espresso selection would definitely be the perfect perk-me up. I could almost hear the smile in my aunt Linda’s voice without even turning around. “It will be right up. Would you like anything to go with that today?”
I took that moment to turn my attention towards the dessert counter, this time my focus on the goods outside the glass counter. Lord, help me. Mr. Cafe Americano’s back was to me, but I could tell he was a man who probably worked out. His muscles weren’t bulging, but his crisp white button-down shirt stretched over broad shoulders. I observed as he stepped over to the dessert counter to peruse the sweet treats behind the glass.
Southern Delights Cafe was known for their southern baked goods as much as their coffee. Aunt Linda’s specialties were her pies which often included pecan pie, sweet potato pie, peach cobbler and apple pie. Lately, she’d been experimenting with mini-pies.
I heard tapping from the left and swiveled my head to catch my aunt eying me with a mischievous smile on her face. Ugh! I’d been caught gawking at her customer. Knowing my aunt, she was not going to let that slide. She knew I couldn’t help it. Aunt Linda was over fifty, but she’d been quite the catch in her day. Age had calmed her down, along with Jesus, but she had no qualms with checking out a good-looking man.
I could almost hear her favorite saying, “Girl, God gave us eyes to see with.”
There was no arguing with my auntie about the part of the bible that mentioned “lust of the eyes” was not a good thing. I took a deep breath to cleanse my mind and refocused on my laptop. I read the gibberish I typed.
Mocha colored brother. Swagger for days. Deep, smooth voice.
Seriously, that’s what I typed?  
The more I looked at the words, the more I thought this wasn’t a bad thing. This guy, Mr. Cafe Americano, was the perfect male interest for my novel. Inspiration had finally arrived. From the side of my eye, I noticed the man who’d now become a character in my book was eagerly pointing to a tray of freshly baked mini apple pies. When he spoke, my ears perked up.
“I definitely want to try one of those.”
My aunt Linda asked, “Would you like me to heat it up for you?”
“That would be great.”
A minute later, I heard my aunt call my name. I turned to look at her. She stood grinning and holding up a silver carafe. “Nia, you look like you’re hard at work over there. You want a refill?”
The man turned around and looked at me, his white smile dazzling.
If I could have disappeared at that moment, I would have. I tried not show a grimace on my face. “Sure, I could use some more coffee.” I scooted out of the booth, suddenly feeling shy. Wearing my purple t-shirt emblazoned with “I’m Blessed” in large white letters on the front and my favorite jeans, which were not too shabby but definitely fitted, I believed in being comfortable. I hadn’t come dressed to impress.
I tried to not look at Mr. Cafe Americano, but sensed him checking me out. I walked over to the counter and handed my aunt my empty cup.
She gave me a sly smile. “You like the view today?”
I rolled my eyes. Even though it was a bright and sunny day, I knew she wasn’t talking about outside. Southern Delights Cafe was located in the heart of downtown Charlotte, so the views around us were tall buildings and people bustling up and down the sidewalk. A decent view for a writer looking for inspiration within a metropolitan setting. But today, inspiration had walked through the door and was patiently waiting beside me.
I murmured thanks to my aunt as she passed my refilled cup. She winked at me, knowing she had me all flustered. I felt like I was walking like some old woman on the way back to my booth, fearing I would do something foolish like trip and spill my coffee. As soon as the thought entered my mind, I paused in the middle of my walk, willing myself to forget the thought.
To my right, a voice interrupted my brief trance. Stunned, I turned to catch Mr. Cafe Americano smiling at me.
He really was gorgeous! 
“Looks like you’re hard at work over there,” he said. “I can imagine you needed that shot of caffeine pretty badly.”
I smiled back, “This time of day? Yes, it’s a bit of a struggle.”
He nodded, “Oh, I know the feeling. I like to come here to get a quick pick me up for the afternoon. Today has been especially rough at work.”
I wanted to ask him where he worked. Had to be nearby since he walked over. Once folks around here parked their cars in the nearby garages, they usually didn’t move them until rush hour in the evening.
My aunt said, “Your order is ready. Enjoy.”
I observed his well-manicured fingers as he reached for his cup and bag. He winked at my aunt, “Thank you, ma’am.”
He seems like a bit of a flirt.  
The thought sobered me, and I headed back to my booth. But before he left out, Mr. Cafe Americano turned and waved. “Nice talking to you. I hope the rest of your day is blessed.”
“You too,” I waved back, and then watched him walk down the sidewalk as far as I could see out the window.
My aunt guffawed. “Girl, if you lean over any farther, you will fall out that booth.”
I straightened my back, ignoring my aunt’s laughter. I was glad there wasn’t many other customers inside the cafe to witness my embarrassment.
A few seconds later, my aunt appeared at my booth and sat down. “What have you been working on all this time?”
“My new novel. By the way, you didn’t have to embarrass me. I was just checking out the guy. He’s actually perfect as my character.”
“Mmm. He’s also perfect for other things too. He seemed interested.”
I looked at my aunt as if she’d grown something on her nose. “Seriously, I’m pretty sure I will never see him again.”
“Oh I don’t know. He’s a regular.”
That piqued my interest. “Really?”
“So you are interested?”
“No.”
“Girl, stop playing. It’s been too long. I have always told you God has someone for you, but you have to be open to the possibilities.”
“I am open. He seemed nice.” I squinted my eyes, “Did you have to call my name out like that?”
My aunt laughed, “How else was I supposed to get your attention? You were staring. Which is rude, by the way.”
I couldn’t help it. 
“Whatever! I need to get back to work. I appreciate the free coffee today. Thank you, Auntie.”
“Mmmm, I hope it’s helping. I’ve been waiting on a new book from you. You seem to have been on hold for some reason. It’s time to wake up.”
“That’s what I’m doing, Auntie.”
Once my aunt left me alone, I began tapping away on the keyboard and before I knew it I had a very rough, but deeply satisfying first chapter.
To keep the story flowing though, maybe I should return. I wouldn’t mind meeting Mr. Cafe Americano again.
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