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It is just myself and Brad, my manager, on the late shift in the coffee shop tonight.

Brad the creep, as everyone calls him behind his back. Because he is always making some kind of slimy move on the female staff.

Not that any of us would touch him with a 10 foot pole.

No, my attention, and my dreams, were focused on the man sitting in the back corner, typing away on his laptop.

He is Joshua, the father of my best friend Christina. And I have had the biggest crush on him since before I can remember.

I have always liked him since junior high when Christina and I became best friends and I started hanging around her house. I had the biggest schoolgirl crush on him, even though he never did anything to encourage me.

As I got older and matured, my feelings for him matured too.

And now at 21 years of age, I still have feelings for him. But I know my feelings are just a foolish fantasy, for I am sure that a girl like me, who is his daughter's age after all, is not even on his radar.

But still, a girl can dream of an older man who would want to wrap her in his arms and sweep her away from the life of drudgery that she has fallen into.

That night I was making the last few take-out orders, and most of the other customers were finishing up and leaving, as we were coming up to closing time.

But Joshua was still typing away on his laptop, listening to music on his noise cancelling headphones as he worked.

And I must admit I was feeling a little sorry for myself.

My mother died when I was a baby. And my father remarried when I was eight. But I never got on with my stepmother. Or as I like to call her my evil stepmother.

Just like in the fairytales, she seemed to have it in for me from the first moment she laid eyes on me.

She never even gave me a chance to get to like her. So I have no regrets for not liking her.

My father passed away a few years later. And my stepmother moved in with a new boyfriend.

I never had to speak with her again.

I was left with my grandmother, who took good care of me and we were very close.

But in the past few years my grandmother’s health was not very good, and she sadly passed away six months ago.

And then, out of the blue, came my evil stepmother looking to inherit the house that I grew up in. And she got it because she and my father never got divorced. So now the house is hers, and she has sold it out from under me, and in six weeks I will be homeless.

I had tried all of the legal strategies that my meager budget could afford, but the law was on my evil stepmother’s side. She was my father’s widow and she gets to inherit.

And I get to work late shifts with creepy Brad ogling me from behind every time I make a coffee for a customer.

But I can handle creepy Brad. And I can handle my evil stepmother selling my home. And I can even handle the death of my beloved grandmother. For in the end it was almost a relief and release for both of us. She had a long, long battle with cancer.

At least I had a job. And could afford to rent some dump to live in.

Heck, maybe when my stepmother died I’d get to inherit from her. She has no kids of her own.

But in the meantime, I have my fantasies of the man who is sitting in the corner with his headphones on, lost in a world of his own.
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I like coming to this coffee shop. It is one of the regular places that I frequent while doing my "popcorn workstation", where I spend an hour or two at various places during the day working on my latest novel. I find getting out of the house and going to coffee shops, and the library helpful for getting into a work mode. If I stay at home I get distracted by all sorts of things.

This coffee shop can be a bit too busy during the day. But either early in the morning or last thing in the evening it quietens down and I can work while enjoying the company of Emma.

Emma is my daughter's best friend, and she has worked at this coffee shop since high school. First part time, while going to the local community college, and now full time after she dropped out of college to look after her grandmother.

Who tragically died a few months ago.

I’ve always liked Emma. She always seems to light up the room when she enters. And over the years I have become quite fond of her.

When my wife died and left me to raise our daughter, Christina, alone I thought it was more than I would be able to handle. But then Emma started hanging around with Christina, becoming the sister she never had, added to became inseparable, Healing H other Palma de that’s of the fathers and mothers respectively.

As the years went by I watched Emma blossom into a beautiful woman. And my fantasies started revolving around her.

Fantasies that could never see the light of day, for I am sure that a beautiful young woman like her could have her pick of any man that she wanted and has no interest in an old man like me.

But still, I can dream.

As my daughter is away at college, obviously Emma never calls around to the house anymore. So hanging out in the coffee shop where she works is the closest thing that I can do to socialize with her.

However, I have noticed that one of the line managers, the guy who is on duty tonight, seems to be one of those creeps who believes that being the boss gives him the right to hit on all the female employees.

And you would have to be quite a blind no not to notice that the creepy advances of the manager were not at all appreciated by Emma.

Emma has wiped down all the other tables and turns to me as I sit in the corner.

I look up and take my headphones off as I save my work for the day.

I smile at her.

And she smiles at me.

"Time for me to go home, I guess," I say.

"Yes, we are closing up for the night," she replies.

Out of the blue, and without any conscious thought, I ask, "Can I give you a lift home?"

She pauses, obviously surprised by my question. But then with a glance of her shoulder at the manager, who is busy closing up the till, she smiles and says, "That would be lovely, thanks."

“No problem,” I say, as I pack my laptop into my bag.
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Brad is somewhat pissed off as I tell him that I am leaving with a customer.

"I could have given you a lift home, if you needed one," Brad says.

I force a smile, and reply, "Maybe another time." Before turning and practically running out of the backroom to meet Joshua, who is waiting for me at the front door.

Brad follows me out, but stays behind the counter as I unlock the door.

Joshua steps back to let me walk out first

"Good night," Joshua says to Brad.

"Yeah, sure," Brad replies.

But then we are outside in the cool and Brad is a problem I don't have to think about until my next shift.

Joshua‘s car flashes and internal lights come on as Joshua unlock it with his remote. It is parked just down from the door of the coffee shop.

As I sit into Joshua‘s car I realize that this is the first time I’ve never been alone with Joshua.

Not that I am worried, for I would trust him with my life. What I am overjoyed about is the fact that I want to trust him with my heart,

I glance over at him as he gets into the car. I can’t help but think what it would be like to wrap my arms around his broad shoulders.

But then I shake my head and look away, trying to press all those fantasies down before I let something slip and make a
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