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Kelly Dawson looked around the diner. Packed. Great. So much for a quiet, get to know someone time. She sighed. Why did I even agree to this?

“Can I help you, ma’am?” a young woman in black slacks and a white shirt asked.

Ouch! She read the woman’s name tag. “Do I look that old, Shila?”

“Hey, you said it right. Most people call me Sheila.”

“Reading things correctly is a talent that comes with age.” She gave Shila her most winning smile to soften the blow she felt she’d dealt.

Shila didn’t blink. “Can I show you to a table? It’s getting a little busy.”

“A little?”

The hostess was matter of fact as she said, “Yes. They’ll be lining up out the door and halfway up the block soon.”

Kelly gave in. “I’m supposed to be meeting someone, and she may already be here. Has anyone named Temple been looking for a ‘Kelly?’ That’s me.”

“No ma’am. I’m sorry. Would you like me to seat you while you wait?”

Kelly shot a look over her shoulder. Several other people had already entered the diner. “I suppose you better.”
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A CUTE SERVER SAID, “Hi there. I’m Alyssa.” She handed Kelly a menu.

“I’ll need another one. Someone is supposed to be joining me.”

“Ah sure. It will just take a second. Be right back.”

In less than thirty seconds, Alyssa reappeared at the table. “Sorry about that.”

Kelly smiled at her. “No harm done. You didn’t know.”

Alyssa smiled back. “Do you want to something to drink while you wait?”

“I’ll just start with water, for now. Thanks.”

“Lemon?”

“Sure. Why not?”

The server was back with her water in less than a minute, too. Kelly marveled at that. “You’re sure quick for as busy as this place is.”

“Actually, you’re my only table. I, uh, just came on shift.”

“I see.”

Alyssa traced a finger along the edge of the table. “When is your friend supposed to get here?”

“Hopefully soon. She should have been here by now.”

“There are several people waiting to be seated. What does she look like?”

Kelly cast her eyes down at the table as she admitted, “I haven’t got the slightest idea. It’s a blind date.”

“You...you didn’t look her up?”

“No. I haven’t dated in...a while. A friend...” she waved a hand. “A friend set this up.”

“Oh. Well then, I’ll keep an eye out for a woman who looks like she’s looking for someone she doesn’t know.” She winked and went on her way, leaving Kelly to ponder what the wink meant.
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KELLY GLANCED AT THE clock on the wall. 12:14. It Looks like she stood me up. And, damn-it anyway. I really wanted to try this place. She slid to the edge of the small booth under the front windows and stood, then she spotted Shila pointing a woman her way. 

She pasted on a smile. Better late than never, I guess. She’s not starting out well. She extended a hand when the woman reached her. “Hi, I’m Kelly.”

The other woman took her offered hand in a limp grip. “Temple.”

“Nice to meet you, Temple.”

The femme woman before her simply smiled.

Kelly waved a hand at the opposite side of the booth. “Please, join me.”

Temple glanced at the offered seat, then at the half full water glass on Kelly’s side and said, “If you don’t mind, I prefer that side. I don’t like to sit with my back to a door.”

Nor do I. She tried to be amenable. “Um, okay. I’ll switch you.” 

Alyssa came over to them as soon as Temple sat down. She gave Temple her name, then asked, “What can I get you two to drink?” She looked at Kelly first, but Temple answered.

“What whites do you have?”

“Pardon, ma’am?”

“White wine.”

“We’re a diner. We don’t have wine or any other liquor. Coffee. Tea. Soda. Milkshakes—”

“Green tea?”

“Hot, sweet and un-sweet. You can have lemon with any of them.”

Temple blew out a breath in a huff. “Same as she’s having, then. Water with lemon.”

Alyssa looked at Kelly. “Anything else for you?”

Though the server’s tone was pleasant, Kelly thought she noted a hint of exasperation in it. “If it’s not a lot of trouble, I’d love an unsweet tea with lemon.”

“No trouble at all. I’ll be right back to take your orders.”

As she walked away, Kelly was sure Alyssa heard Temple say, “Why would it be trouble? That’s her job.”

Kelly pretended to study the menu even though she’d already decided what to order. Everything I’ve seen come out of the kitchen looks great. Temple looks good too, but her whole attitude is a turnoff. Why did Chantel think this woman would be a good match for me? Why did I even bother? Dating is such a waste of time.

“Have you eaten here before?” Temple asked.

“First time.”

“I see nothing on the menu that won’t be loaded with fat.”

“I know. It’s great. Real comfort food for a change.”

“I prefer more healthy options.”

Again, Kelly went for amenable. “As do I, usually. I like to splurge once in a while. But they have salad options, if you’re that concerned.”

“I hardly call something covered in meats like ham and bacon, plus cheese, and eggs a salad.”
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“I’LL HAVE A BOWL OF the vegetable soup, no crackers, and a side salad, no croutons, no cheese, vinaigrette on the side.” 

“Yes ma’am,” Alyssa said. She turned to Kelly and smiled. “And for you?”

Temple’s crazy. I’m going for it. I’ll never see her again, anyway. “I’ll have the three-way chili dog and fresh cut fries.”

Alyssa raised an eyebrow. “You want the onions on that dog?”

“Absolutely! And, add mustard.”

“Gotcha. Coming right up, ladies.” She shook her head as she took their menus and walked away, chuckling.

Kelly watched Temple as the other woman inspected her nails. When nothing seemed to be forthcoming from her, she plunged in. Might as well pass the time as quickly as possible. “So, Temple. That’s an interesting name. Is it a family thing?”

“My father’s idea of a joke.”

“Come again?”

“He named me after Temple Grandin.”

“I’m sorry. I’m not familiar with that place.”

“It’s a woman. She’s famous in agriculture for things to do with cattle.” She wrinkled her nose. 

Kelly did her best not to let her mirth show. Poetic. “So, your father is a farmer?”

“Ranching. Texas. Awful place.”

“Texas or the ranch?”

“Both.”

Okay. An obvious sore subject. “What brought you here?”

“I came here for school. I never left.”

This is like pulling teeth. “And what do you do now?”

“I’m in banking.”

“Ah.” Teller? Loan officer? Admin? Bank manager? Pulling. Damn. Teeth. “I’m in marketing.” It wasn’t a lie, but Kelly decided it wasn’t worth elaborating since the other woman was obviously not into her either and not willing to carry on more than a surface level conversation.

“Chantel said you own your own business.”

Damn you, Chantel. “That’s true. We do marketing campaigns for our clients.”

“Banks?”

“Come again?”

“Do you do marketing for banks?”

“Oh. No. Mostly small businesses. We help them get on the internet, local radio, local TV, local print campaigns. That sort of thing.” And there I go elaborating.
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“THERE ARE CHUNKS OF meat in this soup. I ordered vegetable soup.”

“It’s vegetable beef, ma’am,” Alyssa told her. “It says it right on the menu. We have it, chicken noodle soup, and chili every day.”

Kelly ducked her head to hide her smile. When she couldn’t help herself, she jammed a fresh cut fry into her mouth. “Ouch! Hot!”

“Be careful with those,” Alyssa cautioned.

“Now you tell me.”

“They just came out of the fryer. I brought them right out.”

Kelly took a big swig of her iced tea.

“Looks like I better refill that. Be right back.”

Temple tried to call her back. “Wait! What about my soup?”

When Alyssa didn’t turn back, Kelly pointed out, “It did say vegetable beef on the menu. Do you not eat meat at all?”

“I’m a pescatarian.”

Temple must have picked up on Kelly’s blank stare because she stated, “The only ‘meat’ I eat is fish and other seafood.”

“So, no dairy either?”

“I can, but the lactose doesn’t agree with me.”

“Does Chantel know all that?”

“I would assume. Why?”

“She’s the one that suggested we meet here. She said it was close to work for both of us.”

“She never was a bright one.”

Kelly took immediate offense. “Hey! That’s a good friend of mine you’re talking about.” Or she was, before she set me up on the blind lunch date from hell. 

She looked out across the restaurant as she tried to get control of her annoyance. Alyssa was standing, menus under an arm, looking her way from beside another table of customers. She couldn’t be sure, but she thought the server made the American Sign Language sign for ‘help’ to her. She started to shake her head to say ‘no.’ I’m a big girl. I can deal—Wait. Good idea! She nodded yes instead.

She tucked into her chili dog while she waited to see what the server came up with. She didn’t have to wait long.

Alyssa approached the table, asking, “How’s your coney?” She kept her back to Temple.

“Anything else I can get you? Dessert maybe? Our pies are so good slices start selling at breakfast. Apple with a slice of cheese? Cherry with fresh whipped cream? Chocolate?” She drew out the last, finishing the question with a big grin.

“How about,” Temple interrupted, “you replace this soup with something else?”

Alyssa whirled, flinging out her left arm as she did so. Her hand caught Temple’s water glass perfectly, knocking it over, sending water and ice all over Temple. 

Temple jumped up, exclaiming at the shock of the cold ice water that soaked portions of her blouse and skirt. 

Alyssa moved into action, apologizing and grabbing at napkins from the dispenser on the table across from their booth as Kelly and the occupants of the table looked on.

“You did that on purpose!”

“I’m so sorry ma’am...so sorry. That was very clumsy of me.”

“You should be!” Temple gathered her purse and stormed out of the diner without another word.

When she was gone, conscious they still had onlookers, Kelly mouthed the word ‘thanks’ to her savior. 

Alyssa kept playing her role. “Let me get a proper towel and get that cleaned up. I do apologize.”

She was back moments later with a couple of white kitchen towels. She quickly sopped up the mess and apologized again. “I’m sorry for that. Your friend was pretty angry. Please apologize again for me when you talk to her.” She winked then, as she had before.

Kelly laughed out loud but lowered her voice so only Alyssa could hear her above the din of the diner for what came next. “You know she was a blind date. She’s no friend of mine. For some odd reason, she’s the friend of a friend. I can’t figure that one out, but I’ll get to the bottom of it.”

“You’ll have to keep me posted on that.”

“Um, okay.” Is she really hitting on me?

“Seriously. Now, about that pie. What kind?”

Okay. She is hitting on me.
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KELLY LEANED BACK IN her swivel chair and put her feet up


























[image: image]















































































[image: image]
























[image: image]
























[image: image]







[image: image]


















[image: image]























[image: image]




























[image: image]



[image: image]


























[image: image]













d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





