She looked up, startled, as the cosmopolitan young businessman dropped a pile of extra napkins at her feet and knelt down to help her wipe up the spilled coffee. 

“God! I can’t believe I’m such a klutz!” she cried, sinking back on her heels. He just winked at her and strode over to the counter.

“Can I get a veinti café mocha, please? And keep the change.” He slid a ten-dollar bill smoothly across the counter to the gawking salesgirl, grabbed the cup, and set it gently on the table. Reaching up to grab his outstretched hand, her feet slid out from under her and she fell hard on her tailbone. “Easy there!” he murmured, sliding a hand around her waist to soften the impact. 

Once she was safely in her chair, he bent down to finish wiping the floor. 

“You’re gonna spoil that fancy suit squatting down on the nasty floor.” 

“It’s no big deal. I have extra clothes at the office.” He glanced hurriedly at his watch. “Damn, I’m late.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry! I hope I don’t get you in trouble!”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. I’m the boss. The important thing is, are you okay?”

“Me? I’m fine. Just a sore tailbone, but I’ll be okay.”

“You sure? Those bruises can be pretty nasty.”

“No, really. It’s ok. I have to go anyway. If I don’t get these things to the post office by ten, it’s gonna be bad news for me.” She moved to get up and reached for her keys. 

“Wait, stay a few minutes. Finish your drink.” He gently grabbed her elbow and guided her back into her chair. She reluctantly sat down and sipped her coffee. “So, what do you do?” he asked.
“I’m a freelance columnist for the Post,” she replied, trying to hide her smile. She couldn’t believe he was actually showing a little bit of an interest! She continued to drink her coffee, eyeing him quizzically over the top of her cup. “What do you do?”

“Stocks and bonds. I’m with Merrill Lynch. Can I drive you by the post office to get your stuff mailed?” How nice of him to offer her a ride in what was sure to be his big, fancy, macho car. 

“No, that’s really okay. I should walk. It’s good for me.” She shut her laptop and slid it deftly into its case, readying to leave. 
“Please? It’s a pretty long walk to Tenth Street. We can grab some lunch or something after. My treat.” 

“I can’t. Maybe some other time?” She hated to let him go so easily, especially with the prospect of lunch. She’d had her one coffee splurge for the week, and she was back on budget till next Tuesday. 
“Some other time, definitely. Are you free this weekend?” Please, come on, he prayed silently. Since splitting with his girlfriend, he’s needed a distraction, a chance to unwind. 
“Not this weekend, no. I’m pretty booked for a while now.” She seemed distracted, glancing out the window every few seconds as if she was waiting for something to happen outside. “Listen, I really have to go. My editor is waiting on this story to copy by tomorrow morning.” She moved toward the door. “Bye.”

“Wait! You forgot your notebook!” he cried over the growing din in the coffee house. She stopped by the door, waiting for him to catch up with her. 

He handed it to her with a smile. “Can I at least have your number? Maybe we can go out for some dinner later this week.”
She finally conceded, pulling a small file out of her handbag and giving him an address card. “Dinner would be great.” 
He flashed his pearly whites at her and gave her one of his own cards, then headed for the door. 
