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I leaned against the counter and looked out the large
windows of the café. Snow came down in heavy flakes, clumps falling
from the sky. It had been like this since I woke up and had
continued non-stop throughout the day. The snow was piling up fast, even
considering this was Anchorage, Alaska. The snowplows hadn’t been
out this way yet; I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to drive
home.

Michael, my boss, worked silently at the other end of the
coffee bar, doing inventory. “I don’t think anyone’s coming today,” I said to
him.

He looked up at me, then out the window, then back down at
his clipboard. In that brief moment he’d looked at me, I saw lust in his
eyes — I saw it every time he looked at me, but neither one of us
had ever followed through on it ... him because of propriety and me
because I had a boyfriend. Still, for an older man, Michael was
hot.

“Once the plows come by, so will the
customers. Be patient, Anna,” he said. He seemed thoroughly
unperturbed by the weather.

Another hour passed and not a single customer came
in. And the
storm only got worse. It was two in the afternoon and the sky was
almost black with heavy clouds pelting the city with snow. Now I
knew for sure — there was no way I could drive home. With the way
the snow piled up against the café door, simply reaching my car might be difficult
enough.

Michael finally finished his inventory and let his
clipboard fall on the counter with a clatter. I watched as he looked out the
window and his eyes widened — like he’d never seen snow before.
“Wow,” he said. “It’s gotten bad out there.”

“No shit,” I muttered, and rolled my
eyes.

Above our heads, the lights flickered, then went out,
bathing us in darkness. The only light came from the reflection off the
snow outside — and given how dark it was out there, there wasn’t
much light to reflect.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
FORBIDDEN
TOUCH






