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You Never Know
by Diavionne Dotson


I was in a huge rush to the interview at Script Sky. Luckily, I showered the night before, so I didn’t smell like bacon grease and bleach after working at the diner last night. Soon I won’t have to deal with having to scrape dirt out of bathrooms that could possibly kill something with the horrid smell they give off and rude entitled customers like the guy who came in the other day. He was tall, handsome, and although the diner had a strong food smell, I could still smell his cologne. The fragrance was something fancy like Dior or Creed. But sadly, I had to be his waiter. 
He ordered a regular breakfast sandwich; eggs, sausage, and cheese all between freshly toasted toast with a large cup of coffee. After I brought him his order, I started to walk away when I heard him sigh in frustration. 
“Miss?” he called. “I didn’t ask you to add anything to my coffee. You were supposed to bring the cream and sugar to me. Are you trying to poison me?”
“No! I- I didn’t know that’s what you wanted. You didn’t tell me.”
“You waitresses never pay attention,” he yelled. “You didn't even think to ask. You need to do your job better. That’s why you can only get a job working here for tips.”
He took his sandwich, paid, and left. No tip either. How was I supposed to know what he wanted? So many entitled people come into the diner it’s hard to remember the nice people. I wouldn’t have to worry about that anymore once I got this new job. 
I almost missed the interview, too. Once I left my apartment, a homeless guy was hounding me for money. I do feel sorry for the homeless, but from a distance. This guy almost smelled worse than the diner’s bathroom. No, he did smell worse. I gave him five dollars, and he just sprinted away bumping into other bypassers. 
I tried to flag a taxi so many times, but they just kept driving by until I got one guy who barely spoke English. Felt like time was going by so fast because it knew I had to be somewhere. 
Once I got there, I got on the elevator one other guy was on and was about to press the 14th floor, but it was already pressed. As it went up, it suddenly stopped on the 11th floor. The guy tried pressing the ‘open doors’ button but it wouldn’t work. 
“Just fucking great,” he mumbled. 
I had five minutes left till my interview, and I started to get anxious. Then I smelled him. I didn’t walk up to him and sniff his shirt. I smelled his fragrance. The same from the guy in the diner. ‘Mr.Dior’ I called him in my head. I looked up slightly to see his frustrated face and confirmed that it was him. This time in a nice fancy grey plaid suit. 
I looked at my phone and my 5 minutes was up. I slowly sat figuring I lost the job and would have to keep working at the busted diner. 
“Something always happens when you’re in a rush right?” he asked. 
“Yeah, I guess so,” I respond.
“You work here?”
“Not yet,” I said. “Actually no. I had an interview and missed it sitting in this elevator. I most likely didn’t get the job. It’s been a rough week. A guy told me I couldn’t get the job and he was right.” 
Why did he seem so calm? I thought he would’ve been the guy to start yelling and banging on the door hoping that would somehow get it open. 
“Why would he say that?”
“Because I got his coffee wrong,” I answered, hoping he would remember it was him who told me this. 
He looked in awe. Then I could tell he realized who I was. He held out his hand for me to stand, and I took it. His hand was soft yet masculine. I don’t know why, but now he started to make me nervous. I felt butterflies in my stomach all of a sudden, but I still contained how I was feeling. 
“I’m sorry about that. I was having a difficult day and I shouldn’t have taken it out on you. To make it up, I’m extending the interview.”
I was surprised. “The interview is with you?”
“Yes ma’am,” he chuckled. “And after maybe I could take you out for lunch if you’d like.”
“I’ll think about it,” I chuckled. Then the doors suddenly open.
“After you,” he says.

The End



	
	
	



	
	
	



