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“Can I buy you a drink?”
I glanced up at the smiling middle-aged man holding a trench coat over one arm. Sitting in a corner booth in the darkened lounge, I wasn’t about to let him think I allowed just anybody to buy me a drink, even at the local airport restaurant. He was good looking, in a wholesome, prom date kind of way. But rather than respond I turned back to my ginger ale and stabbed at the ice cubes with the skinny straw.
“I might even be persuaded to spring for dinner.” Laying his coat over the back of the booth, he leaned toward me and lowered his voice. “All the seats are taken except the one across from you. Surely you wouldn’t deny a weary traveler a chance to rest?”

I looked around. His request had caught the attention of the people near us. “Have a seat.”
He settled across from me and sighed. “I love this place. It’s small, but they serve the best ribs on Wednesday nights. Have you ever tried them?”
“Many times.” I smoothed a wrinkle in my little black dress. “They can be messy.”
“So can life, but we don’t stop living, do we?”
I studied the man’s face. Wrinkles fanned from the corners of his brown eyes and I detected a few strands of silver in the dark hair. “You’re a philosopher, then.”
“No, I’m an archeologist. I just got back from a dig in Egypt.” He waved a finger in the air to catch the waiter’s attention. “I’ll have what she’s having.” He gave me a warm smile. “I was thirsty the entire time.”
Tilting my head, I continued to scrutinize the man on the other side of the table. The collar of a pinstriped shirt peeked from the crew neck of a dark blue sweater. “I would have taken you for an accountant.”
“Really? An accountant?” He drummed his fingers on the table as he returned my gaze. “And how about you? I suppose you’re working undercover for a government agency.”
“Maybe.” I wasn’t sure how to answer his question. I needed to buy myself some time. “I’m starved. Why don’t we order dinner?”
One corner of his mouth moved up in a half smile.
I was a little concerned about my good dress, but the aroma from a nearby table made up my mind. I wanted barbecue for dinner. We both ordered ribs.
I had finished all of the sautéed vegetables and most of my ribs before I answered the man’s question. “My work is highly confidential.”
Dabbing at his mouth with the cloth napkin, the man made himself comfortable in the corner where the seat back met the wall. “Like spy stuff?”

“You could say that. I know a lot of secrets.” I glanced at my watch. “As a matter of fact, I have to make a call.” I scooted across the bench seat.
“I’ll be waiting.”
His words sent a little tingle down my back as I walked away. My call completed, crisis averted, I returned to the table. My favorite dessert and a steaming cup of coffee had replaced the dinner plate.
“I didn’t agree to dessert.”
“I took the liberty of ordering while you were making your call. After all, this is a bit of a special occasion, don’t you think? You and me. Sharing a quiet, peaceful meal.”
I sat. “Tiramisu is my favorite. Is the coffee regular or decaf?”
“Decaf.”
“You’ve done your homework, Mister—”
“Just call me John. And you?”
Which name should I give him? “Natasha.”
Again the half smile. “Do you have children?”
I forked the point of the dessert into my mouth. “Boy and a girl. You?” Delicious.
“Twins.”
“Must be hard.” I offered him a bite.
“Sometimes.” He returned the empty fork. I noticed a fresh scar across the back of his hand. “What happened to your hand?”
“I was building a contraption for the locals. They get restless sometimes.”
Later he walked me to his car, where he held the door. Our evening wasn’t over. Minutes later, he pulled into a driveway. A basketball hoop hung over the garage door.
Leaning my head against the back of the seat, I looked at the big house with two porch swings. Light shown from a single window. “Somebody is still awake. The children, do you think?”
He reached for my hand. “If their grandfather had anything to say about it, they’re probably hyped up on sugar and watching scary movies.”
I ran a finger over the scar on the back of his hand, the one he got building the contraption with the pyramids in the backyard. “Do you ever wish you were an archeologist?”
“Just on special occasions. Like tonight.”
The porch light clicked on.
“I suppose we should go in.”

“One minute more.” Taking my hand in his, my husband leaned across the console. “Happy anniversary, sweetheart.”
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