
Title: "Over Coffee" 

The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air as John stepped into the quaint café, a place 

he hadn't visited in over twenty years. It was here, on a crisp autumn morning, that he had last 

seen his best friend, Paul. Life had taken them on separate paths—John to the corporate 

world and Paul into art. As he scanned the room, he wondered if they would still recognize 

each other after all this time. 

"John?" A voice called out from a corner table by the window. John turned to see Paul 

standing, a broad smile lighting up his face. Despite the grey streaks in his hair and the lines 

etched into his skin, Paul’s eyes sparkled with the same youthful mischief. John felt a wave 

of nostalgia and relief wash over him as they embraced, the years melting away in an instant. 

"Paul! It's been too long," John exclaimed, pulling back to look at his old friend. They settled 

into their chairs, ordering coffee as they began to reminisce about their shared past. The 

conversation flowed easily, touching on their youthful exploits, career highs and lows, and 

the joys and struggles of life. It was as if they were picking up right where they had left off, 

two decades ago. 

As they chatted, the door to the café opened, and in walked Sarah, the woman who had once 

been the love of John's life. He felt his heart skip a beat. Sarah looked almost exactly as he 

remembered—elegant, poised, with an aura of confidence. Her eyes scanned the room and 

locked onto his. For a moment, John felt like the shy, lovestruck young man he had once 

been. 

"John, Paul! What a surprise," Sarah exclaimed as she approached their table. Her voice was 

warm, and her smile was genuine, but there was a hint of something deeper in her eyes—a 

reflection of memories long buried but never forgotten. As she sat down, John could barely 

contain the rush of emotions that surfaced. 

The three of them quickly fell into a rhythm, sharing stories of their lives since they last met. 

Paul spoke passionately about his art, while Sarah shared tales of her travels and career as a 

journalist. John listened, occasionally chiming in about his own experiences, but his mind 

kept drifting back to the days when he and Sarah had been inseparable. 

As the conversation turned more personal, Sarah leaned in, her voice softening. "John, do you 

remember that summer we spent by the lake? It was one of the best times of my life," she 

said, her eyes searching his. 

John nodded, swallowing hard. "I think about it often. Those were the happiest days for me 

too," he admitted. There was a pause, a charged silence filled with unspoken words. John felt 

the urge to finally say what had been on his mind for years. "Sarah, I've never stopped 

thinking about you." 

Sarah's eyes glistened with unshed tears. "Neither have I, John. I've always wondered what 

could have been," she whispered, reaching across the table to hold his hand. The touch was 

electric, a spark that reignited a flame neither had truly let go of. 

Before they could delve deeper, a man approached their table. He introduced himself as 

Richard, a publisher who had overheard their conversation. "I couldn’t help but listen in on 



your stories. They’re fascinating, and I think they’d make a great book," he said, handing 

John his card. Richard’s eyes were alight with enthusiasm. "If you're interested, I'd love to 

discuss a potential deal over coffee sometime." 

John was taken aback. He had always dreamed of writing, but life had taken him in a 

different direction. The opportunity seemed too good to be true. "Thank you, Richard. I'd 

love to talk more about it," John replied, excitement mingling with disbelief. 

As the afternoon sun began to set, casting a warm glow over the café, the three friends 

lingered a little longer. They made plans to meet again, to not let another twenty years pass 

without keeping in touch. Paul joked about being their unofficial agent, while Sarah teased 

John about finally writing that novel he always talked about. 

When it was time to leave, they stood outside the café, the cool evening air wrapping around 

them. John turned to Sarah, his heart pounding. "Would you like to have dinner sometime? 

Just the two of us," he asked, his voice hopeful. 

Sarah smiled, a blush creeping up her cheeks. "I'd love that, John," she replied, her eyes 

locking onto his with a promise of more moments to come. 

As John watched Paul and Sarah walk away, he felt a sense of closure and new beginnings. 

Meeting Paul had reminded him of the importance of friendship, reconnecting with Sarah had 

rekindled a love that had never truly died, and the chance encounter with Richard had opened 

a door to a long-held dream. 

Life was full of unexpected twists and turns, but sometimes, all it took was a cup of coffee to 

set things in motion. John walked away from the café with a light heart, ready to embrace the 

future, no matter where it might lead. 


