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Georgine grasped her briefcase in her right hand and an extra-large latte in the other. Her heavy shoulder bag was threatening to slip down her left shoulder and dislodge the hot coffee.  She hiked her shoulder up to settle the precarious bag for the moment and avoid the disaster while looking for a place to sit in the crowded coffee shop. There were no empty tables or vacant arm chairs. All were filled with young, trendy office workers from the building housing the coffee shop and those from neighboring skyscrapers in Century City. Her next choice was to look for a table to share. She spotted one vacancy at a table occupied by a handsome man with strawberry blond hair wearing an expensive suit. She’d shared an elevator with him on many occasions and knew he was a lawyer for the law firm that occupied both the 14th and 15th floors. She worked on the 20th floor in an accounting firm. She’d tried to engage him in conversation over the past year, ever since she’d first noticed him, but he’d pointedly ignored her. She approached, stopping just behind the empty chair at his table.

“Hi, mind helping a girl out and sharing?” she asked, giving him a lopsided comical grin of mock distress.

He glanced up from the papers he was reading, his eyes scanning her large lumpy body and blond hair worn in a quirky tousled style. If he recognized her from the building, he didn’t let on. “No,” he said curtly. “Sit someplace else.” He didn’t say he was waiting for someone, or some other suitable excuse. He’d simply said no and dismissed her as if she’d asked for money, and he’d said it loud enough for the tables around them to hear.

Surprise and embarrassment engulfed Georgine as she fought to keep the flush on her face to a minimum. She’d been snubbed before. It happened quite often. She didn’t look like most women in this fashionable business enclave that sat next to Beverly Hills. She just didn’t expect the rejection to be so brutal in such a public place. Hearing titters behind her, she turned to see a gaggle of young women from her office gathered around a small table. They were looking at her and whispering. One was Susan, the snotty woman who was supposed to be her assistant. Georgine shared her services with three other accountants, all men, but Susan, a petite redhead, always managed to be too busy with them to help Georgine. There was an empty chair at their table, but no one moved to offer it. Instead, one of the women, Clara, made a point of pulling it in closer to the table in rebuff.

“You ladies working on your resumes?”  Georgine shot in their direction.  “I hear there’s going to be some staff cuts? No sense waiting until the last go, is there?”

The women went quiet. There had been rumors of layoffs at the accounting firm. Their giggles shut down like a slammed door, replaced with worry. Only Clara did not flinch.  Georgine took a step closer to the women and lowered her voice. “But I’m guessing that wouldn’t worry you, hey Clara? I’m sure Jeffries wouldn’t sack his favorite shag.”

The table went as still as a grave. Everyone knew that Clara was sleeping with the boss, but no one ever dared mention it. “You disgusting pig,” Clara hissed.  Before Clara could throw her coffee in her face, Georgine moved away, swinging her wide hips at them in mockery.

Georgine thought about taking her coffee and going up to her office. It was still early and her shoulder bag was really becoming a problem. The firm didn’t officially open until 9 and it was only 8:30. But her office was small and depressing. The firm was depressing these days.  She wasn’t about to retreat and let the bitchy gaggle think they’d gotten to her.

“There’s a place here, miss,” Georgine heard off to her left. She turned to see a nice-looking middle-aged man offering her the empty seat at his table. She hadn’t noticed him before or the empty seat. Gratefully, she took it. 

“Thanks. That’s very nice of you,” she said, setting her coffee on the table and her briefcase on the floor. The problematic purse was slipped off  her shoulder and hung on the back of the chair. The man smiled and went back to reading the Wall Street Journal.

Sitting down, Georgine took a fashion magazine from her briefcase and started flipping  through the pages while she sipped her coffee. She stopped at one of the glossy pages advertising a luxury handbag and sighed. She and her best friend Ally had seen a bag just like it while window-shopping in Beverly Hills recently. It had retailed for over $2,000. 

“Would you really?”

Surprised, Georgine looked up in the direction of the question. It had come from the man sitting across from her.  She expected him to be speaking on a cell phone, but he wasn’t. He was looking at her – straight at her – with eyes the color of gray fleece sweats. He was also waiting for her answer with genuine interest.

“Excuse me?” she asked.

“Would you really?” he asked again. 

Around them, the coffee shop hummed and buzzed with conversations and the calling out of orders and names by the baristers. “Would I really what?” she asked, still confused. 

“Would you really kill for that?” He folded the newspaper and looked at her with amusement.  “Whatever that is.”

“I’m sorry,” she said to him in confusion. “I don’t understand.”

“Just now,” he explained, “you were looking at something in that magazine and said you’d kill for it. I don’t know what the item is, but it must be pretty special for you to be willing to take a life to obtain it.”

She stared at him a moment, taking in his dark hair, graying at the temples, narrow face and straight nose.  Even though he wasn’t in a suit, he could have been most anything in his smart business casual attire, especially in Century City. He could have been a lawyer, a financial consultant, or even part of the entertainment field.  The office building across the street was stuffed with agents and entertainment lawyers.

“Oh, this.” She tapped the magazine on the table as she realized what he was talking about. “Nonsense really. It’s just a handbag. I saw it in a store last week.”

“Let me see,” he said.  When she hesitated, he encouraged her. “Come on now, let’s have a look,” he said, imitating her accent.  “Isn’t that what you Brits say?”

She smiled. There was no hiding her thick British accent, nor did Georgine want to, considering most people found it to be the only charming thing about her. She turned the magazine around so he could see the ad. “Kate has one just like it,” she said.

The man looked up from the ad. “Kate?” His mouth spread into a smile before she could answer. “Oh yes, Kate Middleton, the Duchess of Cambridge.” He looked down at the bag. “It’s very nice, though I’m betting quite pricey, especially since the future Queen of England has one.”

Georgine couldn’t tell if he was making fun of her or not, but she detected no mockery in his voice.  She turned the magazine back to face her and sighed. “Well, she can bloody well afford it, can’t she?”

He leaned across the table and whispered. “So is that woman over there really sleeping with the boss, or at least I’m assuming he’s the boss?”

Georgine glanced over at the table of young women, who were starting to break up and leave. “Yeah, I think so. We all think so.”

“Think so or know so?”

She took a sip of her coffee before giving him a crooked grin. “About 100% sure she is.”

“I’ll bet sometimes you could just kill her for that?”

“Maybe it’s him I’d like to kill,” she said with a dark chuckle.  “Or both. Her for being lazy and getting by on her back and looks, and him for being such a philandering prick. He’s married with a lovely family.” She sighed again. “But stuff like this happens all the time and will continue to go on. Right?”

The man across from her smiled and nodded, then offered his hand across the table. “My name is Lucas. Lucas Mann.”

Georgine smiled and responded with her own hand. “Georgine Perkins.” They shook and Lucas held on for several beats after, looking directly into her eyes. Even though Georgine wasn’t into older men, she didn’t mind. He was intriguing and polite and treating her with respect. Something she wasn’t used to from men. 

“So,” he said after they finished with their introduction, “getting back to our original discussion, would you kill the office tart for that handbag?”

“What?” Georgine was surprised. “Why would you say something like that?”

“It’s just a game.” He smiled at her. “A what if fantasy. Play along for fun. Nothing illegal about that, is there? We’d all like to bump someone off every once in a while. True?”

“True,” she answered, confirming with a nod of her head. “If we could be charged with what went on in our heads, almost everyone on the planet would be in jail.” She took another sip of her coffee.  

They sat companionably for another fifteen minutes without speaking. She sipped her coffee and thumbed through the fashion magazine. Lucas had gone back to his reading. When Georgine glanced at her watch and saw the time, she gulped down the rest of her coffee and prepared to leave by returning the magazine in her briefcase.

“Thanks so much for sharing your table,” she said to Lucas. “It was nice meeting you, Lucas, and quite entertaining.” She flashed him her usual lopsided grin.

Lucas Mann looked up from his paper. “Yes, Georgine, it was quite charming. But you never answered my question. “

She looked at him with bewilderment as she slipped her well-used shoulder bag in place. “Which question was that again?”

“That handbag in the
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