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ere we go again . . . Another cup of coffee, another hope
filled date, another man she hardly knew and the same old
questions, the ones that are always asked. Among the queries,
both he and she are probing for the answers they want and need,
trying to find connection and soul understanding. Both of them
are looking for someone to share their lives with and hoping
against hope that this time the magic will be there!
Okay, so here are the rules of dating, Caitlin—
Don’t talk too much. Show interest in the other person.
Give only a little information at first.
Leave them wishing for more.
Sip your coffee daintily.
And for goodness sake, don’t gaze longingly
at another man who walks through the café.
Stupid girl . . . you shouldn’t look at him like that . . .
even if he is very good to look at.
You just so badly broke the dating rules!
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But all rules aside, she was following him with her deep
brown eyes. This handsome creature was someone she used to
know, someone who walked into her lonely days, touched her
heart, but then so quickly disappeared from her life. Someone
she remembered fondly a man who was kind and with the most
delicious blue eyes. Caitlin hadn’t known many kind men in her
life, so he was more special than some . . . Wonderful really!
Okay, get a hold of yourself girl . . . You’re on a date.
Focus on the man in front of you! }
Her mind wandered again to the man who she couldn’t help
but watch, and the long ago flirtations and playful innuendo.
She remembered the conversations they used to have and how
he was so gentle in the way he spoke. A man, with the most gorgeous smile, who walked in and then out of her life, leaving her
with an odd, unexplainable longing for more of him, to find out
who he was on the inside and a wondering what it would feel
like to touch him, just his cheek, maybe even kiss him where she
touched.
All he says is hello, and she says hello back. The man she is
with on this first, and as it turns out, only date, quickly picks up
on the change in mood and the way she looks at the—hereafter
fondly nicknamed—‘Café Man.’
She explains instantly, too fast really, that he is someone she
used to work with, not important really, but it’s too late. He saw
the look in her eyes. Damn it, another awkward-but-could-havebeen-interesting date ruined!
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ears ago, in a lonely desert time, the Café Man sauntered into
her life, into her day, and into her workplace, and she met
him with her usual smile and cheerful welcome. First impressions are lasting, and she noticed his smile, his unique sense of
style and the cute gap in his teeth, which impressively matched
her own. This was a man who was at home with himself, content
with who he was, professionally dressed but with black leather
and silver highlights in his own style of tasteful manly jewellery,
and those gorgeous smiling eyes . . .
Once, in a moment where she got to have a bit better look,
Caitlin also noticed that he had one or two tattoos on his arms.
These too further accentuated his manly style, and the tattoos of
choice were well drawn and unique.
Very nice indeed!
Love at first sight?—No—But certainly like at first look!
It had been a while since she had noticed anyone in the way
she noticed him, in those first days, and as those days turned
into weeks in the office, she found herself looking forward to his
arrival each morning.
3

Ashlee North

She remembered with a smile the first day that he began
working there. Every morning at exactly the same time they
would have a staff meeting. These meetings were not very
exciting, and because the phone may ring or someone might
come to the front door, Caitlin would sit watching and listening
for either occurrence, slightly away from the meeting, but still
half listening in case they needed her to do something in her
many and varied roles.
Caitlin was one of a large handful of people who worked just
off the main street in the office building, and she was a good
worker, conscientious and with an all-important integrity and
honesty. She was friendly, full of life, happy most of the time and
fun to be with. She was an asset to her workplace, and she did it
all with her almost constant smile.
To her credit, Caitlin was also one of those people who
hated to be late. She was either on time or early, rarely ever
anything else. The only variation was in unavoidable extenuating
circumstances, and this punctuality was the norm wherever she
went. Today at work it was no different, and she sat waiting,
ready for the beginning of the daily meeting.
That first morning the Café Man came in the front doors,
and she was the one to say hello and welcome him, along with
giving him the news that they had this meeting every morning at
the very stroke of the working day. The Café Man was only one
minute late, but she would always remember the look on his face
that morning, just a little bit panicked, but for the most part, she
remembered how handsome he was.
The ordinary workday things happened, and both she and the
Café Man were very busy. He took on the role of case manager, in an
industry in which he was experienced and had excelled, and Caitlin
was a receptionist, mail clerk, accounts manager, and more.
At this place of business, there was a constant, sometimes
hectic, flow of clients, coming in the door, appointments to
be had, new appointments to be made, and odd jobs to be
performed for the clients and customer service officers. The
telephone continually rang, and Caitlin, the receptionist, was up
and down out of her chair all day.
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On occasions, though, she and the Café Man had the chance
to say hello, and after the initial ice was broken, they talked,
innocently flirted, just a little, and in his special and unique way,
he impressed her because he was different and refreshing, open
and real. When he asked for help, she was willing to give help,
and in time, she was the only one he asked. He was already fairly
experienced in this line of work, but every now and then, he
needed to know something, and she became his go-to girl. That
was quite okay with her.
After a while, they had some fairly in-depth discussions via
the intra office online message system and in person, he leaning
on the reception countertop, and she looking up at him, with her
big brown eyes glistening with flirtation, from her chair. It was
obvious they had established a good rapport. It was also obvious
that given a little encouragement she could like him a lot! Others
noticed there was an attraction and thought it was amusing and
a little interesting, but no one realised how important these
encounters had become for Caitlin or what she saw in this
impressive creature. Certainly no one could have known what a
long and involved story this innocent friendship would begin . .
. and neither did she . . .
The large photocopier and fax machine was just by his desk.
Caitlin spent a lot of time at the photocopier, on any normal
day, but the nice thing now was that he smiled at her when he
saw her there. One day, in her lack of concentration on the job
at hand, she punched the fax number into the copier instead of
the fax screen and made about two hundred copies before she
realised she’d done something silly. Sometimes the Café Man
was so engrossed in his work he didn’t look up, but not very
often. When he didn’t see her, she would watch his intensity and
how focused he was, and when watching him when he wasn’t
aware, she felt a kind of flutter in her heart that clearly indicated
her brand new and exciting feelings.
This office was right next door to another office building
where clients were summoned to consider their future income
and payments. The life-changing decisions made there would
often cause them to appear in Caitlin’s reception area in a less than
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happy frame of mind, and she would do her best to calm them and
settle them, before they were sent in for their appointment inside.
Many a time angry words were fired, threats were made, and a lot
of yelling would ensue before the desired outcome was reached,
that of peace. On a number of occasions, Caitlin felt a little afraid
of a few of the more disturbed characters who entered the doors,
and there was a need to call the police a couple of times.
This particular afternoon was one of those occasions, but
with the entry of the Café Man into the foyer, things quickly
changed. He had heard the commotion from his desk and
immediately, in an act of protection, came out to see if he could
help. The man, who was gripped by a foul frame of mind, was
threatening to hit anyone who didn’t give him exactly what he
wanted. Into this situation strode the Café Man, a welcome
sight, and with his serious face on and his obviously impressive
muscle noticeable underneath his shirt, he appeared a force to be
reckoned with. The situation felt all of a sudden safer!
He stood in front of Caitlin and just off to the side, protective
and strong, and eventually after a few more verbal shots, the
angry man left, still yelling and talking to himself, as he walked
down the street.
Caitlin shivered, a little from the nervous fear and even
relief, but also from how brave and how wonderful this man
appeared in the intensity of the moment. He smiled, and as he
walked back to his desk, she said a heartfelt thank you and let
out an audible sigh.
Despite the fact that Caitlin was quite taken with the Café
Man, nothing was ever said between them of the beginnings of
interest there, and so nothing ever happened—nothing at all.
Apparently at the time, so she found out later, he had a lady in
his life, but nothing was said about her. As time ticked past, there
were smiles, teasing conversations, and little else. So things were
as they should be, she supposed.
Too quickly he was gone from her life, his temporary job
finished, and although Caitlin thought about him sometimes,
and every now and then she would glance up and see him in
the office, she hardly ever saw him. Life went along, as it usually
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does, and she didn’t really expect any more than just running
into each other once in a while.
At work, one of Caitlin’s colleagues giggled a little that the
receptionist had formed a crush on him, and they laughed,
Caitlin with hidden sadness at the fact that she had lost him
so quickly. This friend was always supportive of her, but in this
case, she didn’t realise Caitlin liked the Café Man a bit more than
she was admitting. With a heavy heart, Caitlin silently figured if
it were meant to be they would meet again.
The thing that drew Caitlin to him was how different he was.
He wasn’t like everybody else. He had a way with words. He was
bright, resourceful and able to hold an intelligent conversation,
with humour and wit added in for good measure. He wasn’t
trying to prove something, be something he wasn’t, or hang
around with the hierarchy to climb his way up the corporate
ladder. He made no compromises in his integrity. He was just
himself, dignified, honest, and down to earth. These were all
things Caitlin enjoyed in a man. She was always one for a lively
discourse, and she loved the way he could hold his own in any
company. If he were her man, she would have been proud of
him, very pleased, and confident in his fine company.
Already, although she didn’t yet know him well, Caitlin
realised she missed him now that he was gone! Not in a lustful
way, but in an offbeat kind of “you’re great to be around” whole
personality way . . . and if she was completely honest, with a little
of the other thrown in. It was entirely his fault. He had such a
great smile!

Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/caitlin-and-the-caf-eacuteman-ashlee-north/1116792064

Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Caitlin-Caf%C3%A9-Man-ebook/dp/
B00EURQSUU/

