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The First Date – Part One 

 

 Olivia had a date with Mitch Landry. Every day since he’d called seemed to have thirty-

six hours, every hour 90 minutes. The week was crawling by in snail time.  

If the awake hours tortured her, the nights gave her no peace either. She would lie in bed 

and play vignettes for the upcoming date. In some, she was fabulous and funny and incredibly 

sexy, leaving Mitch panting for her. In others, she dumped wine on Mitch, or accidently burped 

at the table. The worst was the dream where she bent over and ripped the rear out of her pants.  

On Thursday, her brother, Travis, called…just to check on her, chat, bring her up to date 

on the family. Did he know about her date with his friend? If so, he never said anything about it 

and she didn’t think it wise to mention. She’d ended that call with relief when the subject never 

came up.  

By the time Friday arrived, she’d worked herself into a nervous frenzy. What should she 

wear? Do with her sometimes unruly hair? And shoes…what shoes? High “do-me” heels or 

lower “church-lady” shoes? Gold or silver jewelry? Diamonds or paste gems? Too many 

decisions.  

At least her nails weren’t an issue. Fingers and toes were still looking glossy and perfect 

after her visit with Tonya.  

She was standing in her closet in a complete panic when Emily dropped onto Olivia’s 

bed. “What’s shakin’, bacon?” Emily asked. 

“Nice to see my roommate after a week. I was beginning to think you’d moved out.” 

Emily lay back on the bed, crossed her arms under her head and sighed. “Isn’t Wes just 

the best ever?” 

Olivia popped her head out of the closet. “I wouldn’t know. I’ve only seen the back of his 

head as he picked you up and y’all hit the door to leave.” She returned to shoving hangers down 

the rod. “I have nothing to wear. Nothing. I should just cancel.” 

Emily laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous.” The bed creaked as she stood. “Let me look.” 

Joining Olivia in the closet, she hip-bumped Nervous Nelly out of the way. “You go sit on the 

bed. I’ll find something.” 

Olivia left the closet but headed to her dresser to finish putting on mascara to the sound 

of hangers raking over a metal bar. In a couple of minutes, Emily came back out. “You’re right. 

You have nothing in there for a dressy dinner.” 



Texas Two Step – The Prequel     By Cynthia D’Alba  
Copyright © 2012 

 

 

“I know,” Olivia said with a whine. “What about black slacks and a white blouse?” 

Emily made a gagging sound. “Sure, if you want to look like the wait staff. Hold on. I 

have the perfect dress.”  

Olivia sighed as Emily rushed from the room. Her usual frat party dates only required she 

bathe, slap on minimum make-up, and slip into clean jeans and a shirt. She never stressed about 

those dates, but this one? Brother. She was close to chewing on her cuticles. That’d earn her a 

rebuke from Tonya at the next manicure appointment.  

“Okay. This is what you wear,” Emily announced as she flounced back into the room. 

Holding up a black dress to Olivia’s body, she cooed. “Perfect. It’ll look better on you than it 

ever did on me.” 

Having a roommate who wore the same size clothes was like doubling your wardrobe at 

no cost.  

“Emily, it’s gorgeous but…” Olivia pulled the sales tag. “It’s brand new. I can’t wear 

that.” 

Emily snorted. “Don’t be stupid.” She snapped off the tag with one quick pull. “It’s 

perfect. Heck, it’s been hanging in my closet forever. Try it on,” she ordered and began 

removing the silky dress from the hanger.   

Olivia slipped the dress up her body and carefully pushed her arms through the armholes 

and into sheer sleeves that bowtied near her elbow. The front of the dress was heart-shaped with 

a rhinestone clasp that drew the edge of the bodice down, accentuating Olivia’s cleavage. The 

dress was tight enough to highlight Olivia’s figure without being so tight as to pull and wrinkle. 

“It’s January, Em. Don’t you think I need better sleeves?” 

“Have you never been on a date, fool? Of course it’s January. When you get cold, Mitch 

will just have to hold you tight and use his body heat to keep you warm.” 

“Em…” 

“Don’t Em me.” She zipped up the back. “Turn around. You look wonderful.” 

Olivia looked into her full length mirror and had to agree. The black dress was the ideal 

backdrop for her blonde hair. Emily handed her a pair of “do-me-now” heels and she slipped 

them on. Turning all directions in the mirror, she smiled.  

“Oh. Wow. Thank you.” She turned again to make sure the dress didn’t make her ass 

look big. It didn’t. “You’re right. It’s perfect for The Fireplace Room.” 
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“We aren’t done yet.” Emily pulled open the top drawer of Olivia’s dresser. “Black hose 

are a must with that dress and those shoes.” She rifled through until she pulled out a pair of black 

sheer pantyhose then tossed them to Olivia. “Here. Put these on.” 

“I hate pantyhose,” Olivia whined.  

 “Maybe, but put the blame on Catherine, Duchess of Cambridge. Those in the know say 

she is singlehandedly bringing back the look.” 

“Grrrr.” Olivia pulled the dress up to her waist and sat on the side of the bed to drag the 

offensive item up her legs. She stood, shimmied the dress down, and put the shoes back on. 

Again she turned and twisted in the mirror. Damn if Em—and The Duchess of Cambridge—

weren’t right. The dress did look better with hose. 

 “What jewelry?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve got those diamond studs my parents gave me for Christmas.” 

“Great. Those with your diamond watch and tennis bracelets.” 

The doorbell chimed and both women froze. 

“I’m not ready,” Olivia cried. “Do something.” 

Emily hugged her. “I’ll go let him in. You put on your jewelry. Besides, you’re worth 

waiting on.” 

Emily hurried from the room as Olivia pushed one earring through.  

Okay God, she prayed. Don’t let me spill wine. Or burp. Or pass gas. 
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