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     If I had known that today was the day it would happen, maybe I would have done something differently. Maybe I would have hidden, escaped, or called in sick? I would definitely have done something that meant that I could stay at home.
    

    
     A strong smell of coffee made me frown. I had never liked the smell, which was a bit of a problem as I worked at a café. My heart pounded as I tried to figure out where I was. Sleep deprivation. My surroundings felt blurry and my brain was filled with cotton. I blinked a couple of times and tried to get a grip. Was I at work? Yes… My hand looked reddish against the nature-coloured and splinter-covered table in the break room. There was a clock on the wall, slowly ticking away. 
     
      Definitely at work
     
    

    
     Someone cleared their throat behind me. I jumped so high that my chair moved back a couple of centimetres. I lifted my gaze and tried to look normal. Awake. I put my glasses on and ran a hand through my hair. I must have been asleep. Shit. Did it show? Was it obvious? Judging by the way my boss Christie was staring at me, my break must have been over a long time ago. Her eyes looked like black fires. Her lips were pressed together so hard that I was worried they would start bleeding. My stomach felt cold and empty. I hadn’t even had time to have lunch.
    

    
     “Zawadi!” Christie said through her teeth and slammed her coffee cup down. It made the whole table vibrate. A couple of drops of hot coffee landed on my arms. It was almost worse when she spoke through her teeth like that than if she would scream. For how long had I been asleep? No idea. Asking her, it would only make her angrier.
    

    
     I got up, put my phone in my pocket and wiped my arms off on the pink t-shirt that said 
     
      Butter Heaven
     . “Sorry Christie, it won’t happen again.”
    

    
     “You should be
     
      glad
      that you are still working here!” she whispered and sounded like Gollum from 
     
      Lord of the Rings
     . “If I catch you asleep at work one more
    

    
     “It won’t happen again.”
    

    
     I hurried out of the break room. Slammed the door behind me. Into the corridor, up the spiral staircase. I tied my hair back in bun – my black, impossible and curly hair. I had studied so hard for an exam that I hadn’t been getting much sleep lately, but Christie would never understand. She probably hadn’t studied in sixty years, if she had even studied at all.
    

    
     “Where have you been?” Carl asked me when I got back from my break. He was balancing a tray full of glasses on the palm of his hand. Sweat trickled down his face. I heard the sound of glasses and cutlery mixed with laughter coming from the café.
    

    
     I grabbed a notepad and a pen and made my way past Sarah who was standing behind the till. She was always kind of rude to customers who couldn’t make their mind up. Then I hurried past Felipe who was standing behind the espresso machine, taking great pride in creating little works of art in the foam of cappuccinos and lattes.
    

    
     “I was on my lunch break,” I told Carl when he rushed by, careful not to touch him and make the glass tower collapse on top of me.
    

    
     “For forty-nine minutes?”
    

    
     “Yeah…”
    

    
     I let my gaze wander over the people in the café. Everything smelled of Polish coffee, stale cinnamon buns and greasy muffins. Everything was so full of butter that most of my clothes back home had grease stains. The butter even got to the clothes I was wearing
     
      underneath
     my apron. It probably soaked into my skin, impossible to get rid of. The blood in my veins was full of butter by now.
    

    
     The place definitely lived up to its name. Butter Heaven. I weighed three flour packages more now than I did when I started working here last year. You could think that the silly name in combination with the pink décor and the ironic warning sign “danger: high calories” should scare people away.
    

    
     But no.
    

    
     I was constantly surprised by the fact that this place still had customers. The air in the café was hot and sticky and there was very little or no ventilation. The walls were covered in grease-stained yellow wallpaper, a contrast to all the unicorn pink. The baby-blue curtains that framed the windows were the icing on the cake. The windows were never opened because Christie was “allergic”. To something. The café was full of people talking loudly to each other around the tables. Some smiled, others laughed, and someone even cried. Everything was just like it always was. This place had never seen 
     
      peace and quiet
     
    

    
     Every day, someone got their heart broken, someone was so happy they had to scream, and someone sat quietly behind a table, smelling weird. Every day you bumped into old ladies with dry lipstick, kids with too much hair gel and angry children that ran around screaming that they wanted
     
      that
     cookie,
     
      that
     cake and
     
      that
     soda.
    

    
     I sighed and looked at a table in the corner that was empty. On my way over there I grabbed a clean cloth to wipe it. If I could have changed my job, I would have. But my other options were cleaning toilets at the local theme park or sweating behind a fryer at McDonald’s, which would make me even greasier than working in this place.
    

    
     I needed to hang in there.
    

    
     A little bit longer.
    

    
     Because the student loan that found its way into my bank account every month was nothing to write home about. As soon as I finished this course…
    

    
     I ran the cloth over the table and then it happened. I was interrupted in my thoughts, the floor felt unsteady under my feet and the whole world seemed to stop with the sound of the bell ringing as the door opened.
    

    
     It echoed inside of me.
    

    
     I stared.
    

    
     The sound of the bell seemed to go on forever. I swallowed. I squeezed the cloth so hard that it started to drip. My heart raced. Was I dreaming? I wouldn’t have been more shocked if someone told me I would be dead in an hour, if a truck drove into the café or if all the guests took their clothes off at once. This was bigger than all those things, and probably more unlikely.
    

    
     The world went quiet.
    

    
     All I could here was the ticking of the clock.
    

    
     All I could see was the profile of the man that had just walked in.
    

    
     Golden curls, toffee-coloured eyes that looked like amber underneath the
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Waitress - Erotic Short Story.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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