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“Latte for Patricia,” I announced loudly across the coffee shop as I set the drink down on the pickup counter.  Very quickly a slim, blonde middle-aged woman with long hair, who just happened to be wearing a real estate agent name badge with the same name on it walked up and grabbed the white paper cup, tasted its contents and then departed.  

“Thanks and have a great day,” I called out to her, but she was walking so quickly toward the exit that she was soon out the door, and most likely never even heard the words that I had uttered.  Oh well, such is life.

“Corey do we have any more Columbian beans?  I couldn’t find any more under the counter,” my co-worker Sandra asked.

She had been working with me now about three months and was a nice girl, a good worker, and pretty on top of that with long dark brown hair and eyes, and as petite as they come.  Despite the fact that she was 18, four years younger than me, I felt she was pretty mature.  Unfortunately, the company frowned on employee management relationships, and being as I was now a shift manager I fell into that category.  Darn it!

“There’s three cases of them in the back storeroom,” I announced.

“Thanks boss,” she said and then laughed.

“It’s Corey, just plain old Corey, and why don’t you help him clean up some of these tables if you get a chance?” I asked while pointing at the seating area.

She saluted and said, “Yes, sir,” and chuckled, and I laughed with her.

Sandra and I started working together cleaning up and chatted as we did so.  She was pretty cool, and we always had a good time when we worked together.

“I’m really proud that you got promoted to shift manager Corey, I know they picked the right guy for the job,” she said as she looked over at me and smiled.

“Thanks Sandra.”

“How long have you been with the company now?”

“About 2 years. I started when I was a sophomore in college.”

“I bet you’re just thrilled to be graduating this year?” she asked.

“You’ve got that right.  It’s been hard taking twelve plus hours a semester and then working here full time.  The break will be welcome.”

“What do you think you’re going to do afterward?” she asked.

“I truly don’t know.  It’s tough out there right now for new college graduates unless you’ve got a hard degree like engineering, and mine is in business so the competition is fierce.”

“What would your dream job be?”

We stopped cleaning and stood there talking as the place was fairly empty with the exception of a woman sitting near us reading a newspaper.

“To be a billionaire,” I said.

We chuckled and then she said, “No, you can’t say that you want to be a millionaire or billionaire, that’s not specific.  If you could be anything, what would it be?”

Looking dead at her I asked, “Anything?”

“Yep!”

“Okay, if I could have anything, I would like to own a chain of coffee shops, kind of like this one.”

“So that’s your goal?” she asked.

“I don’t know if that’s my goal as that would be a pretty tall order and would not happen overnight, but yep, I like the coffee business and if I could have anything that’s what I would want.”

“You know what they say?”

“What’s that?”

“Be careful what you ask for, you might just get it.”

Looking at her I said, “That would be so cool don’t you think?  Imagine if I really could own a large chain of coffee shops.  That would be awesome.  You’ve got me really excited thinking about this Sandra.”

“Sometimes it’s fun to dream and think about the things that we would like to do or have,” she said.

“Yep, I would do anything if I could have my own chain of coffee stores.  That would be great.”

“Would you hire me?” she asked looking at me flirtingly.

“Absolutely, what job do you want?”

“Oh, I don’t know, how about you start me out as your personal assistant?”

“It’s a deal,” I said, and we then shook hands, and after we finished we stood there looking into each other’s eyes.  

After she said that she wanted to be my assistant I started to think, especially the way that she was looking at me during our exchange, and I realized that she had definitely taken a shine to me.  That’s not a phrase that I would normally have used but I had heard my grandmother use that expression before, and it was a good one.  Despite the fact that she was really cute, and we were attracted to one another I still needed to keep my distance as I was now in management.  Fuck!  Being the boss can really suck.

Right about that time the doorbell jingled indicated that we had a guest, and as I turned I could see that we had a young Asian man with his backpack walking through the door headed toward the cash register.

“Hey Corey, there’s a customer, want me to get him?”

“Sure, go on, I’ll finish cleaning up in the café.”

“Cool, you’re the best boss ever”, she said as she batted her long eye lashes while walking toward the main counter to greet our guest.

I smiled as she took care of business and continued to clean up the seating area, trying to make it presentable for the next group of coffee aficionados that might enter through the door at any moment.

Suddenly I heard a voice saying, “Excuse me, could you please get me a napkin?”

As I looked over the middle aged lady, maybe 50ish, who had temporarily put down her newspaper to ask me to assist her, I noticed that she was well dressed, elegant, and had dark brown hair and Mediterranean features.

“Right away Miss,” I said.

I returned from the self-service area with a couple our company branded napkins and placed them on the table before her.

Looking up at me and smiling she said, “Thank you very much, you are so kind.”

“Glad to help,” I replied, and then continued wiping down tables in an attempt to get the café clean before the next wave of coffee drinkers entered and began enjoying the beverages that we offered in quantity.

“Sir, may I ask you a question?”

Looking at her I said, “Of course.”

“God knows, I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but I could not help overhearing your conversation with your co-worker.”

“If you did, I hope we did not say anything that would have been inappropriate or have offended you as a customer of this company, as we always hope to deliver the highest possible experience every time you walk through our door.”

Laughing she said, “I appreciate that, I can see you’re a company man all the way.”

“I do my best.”

“And you’re doing a great job,” she replied.

“Anyway, how can I help you ma’am?”

As she turned toward me I could see that she had green eyes, was wearing a stylish dress, and a pair of blue turquoise glasses rested of the top of her head which were secured around her neck with a chain. “What is your name?”

“Corey.”

“Ah yes, Corey.  I could not help but hearing that you have a dream of having your own chain of coffee shops.  I hope it is not embarrassing me bringing that up?”

“It is not something that I am ashamed of, maybe a bit apprehensive about bringing up because you know how it is, people are often quick to take shots at you when you have lofty goals.”

“So, you would like to own your own coffee shop chain?”

Looking at her I said, “Yes ma’am, if that were possible, I would truly like to own my own coffee shop company.”

“And am I mistaken, or did I hear you say that you would do anything to have it?” she asked.

“Yes Miss, I did say that.  It would be so awesome, and I would sacrifice whatever I had to and do almost anything to have that.”

Looking at me she said, “That’s a pretty strong statement saying almost anything Corey.  Anything could be a pretty big sacrifice, depending, don’t you agree?”

“It could be, but it would be so worth it to be in that position.  Imagine how prestigious it would be to be a coffee overlord,” I said.

We sat there silently for a moment and then she asked, “That would really mean a lot for you to have that I can see.”

I nodded and said, “Yea, it really would, and it would truly mean the world to me.  Imagine how proud everyone would be of me if that were the case.”

Sitting there she then asked, “What if you could have your dream and none of your friends and family were proud of you, or recognized your accomplishment, would you still want it?”

Looking a bit perplexed I said, “That’s a bit of an odd statement.”

“Of course, it is, but the question stands.”

Thinking for a moment I said, “You know what, even if none of my existing friends and family was proud of me, I would still want it.”

“Well, it sounds like you know what you want from life and if that’s what is truly important to you then you will get it.”

“You sound pretty sure about that,” I said.

Reaching into her bag she took a very small brown paper bag out and handed it to me and said, “I want to give you something,” and then she handed the parcel to me.

“What’s this?” 

“Your ticket to getting what you want.  Take this home and grind these coffee beans, it is enough for one cup.  Try it out this evening and then let me know what you think the next time you come see me.”

As I looked at her, I could see that she looked somewhat distinguished and then thought to myself, this is not some old woman, she is really someone.  Perhaps an executive from another coffee company, and she is targeting me to get
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