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A BIG DATE

 


It is Friday night and the first thing
she notices on entering her favorite local eatery, Maestoso, is
that for the end of the working week it is less crowded than usual
from what she can hear.

"Milly, how are you?" comes the voice
of Mrs. Rossi - the proprietor of the restaurant and a close
acquaintance of Milly's mother - from roughly three steps to the
left.

"I'm doing alright. How's
business?"

"Honestly, it's been slow all day,"
the 50ish dame complains, "but that's good from time to time too.
Let me get your arm."

The comfortable warmth of the short
woman's flesh pressed under Milly's is soothing as the lady tugs
her forward in a motherly fashion that the 21-year-old blind girl
has always greatly appreciated.

"It isn't often you bring a date here.
I think the last was, hmmm..., maybe that," Mrs. Rossi utilizes the
Italian word for 'fucking bastard' to refer to Milly's cheating ex
with another curse word following that she doesn't know (but that
is definitely not at all complimentary) and continues,
"so I figure this one is a bit special, yes?"

"Maybe. His name is Frank Washington
and we both go to the same university. He asked me out today during
class."

"A respectable family name, I agree.
However, Milly, tonight? Really? I swear your mother will be
overjoyed when she hears of it." A loud clack of Mrs. Rossi's
tongue conveys a lot about what the much more traditional Italian
woman thinks about Milly's mother's somewhat liberal parenting
practices. "You know, just a few days ago she was in here
complaining about how you are too much like your father in these
things. I'm sure this will please her greatly."

The disclosure that her mum has been
out and about airing their family grievances in public again
neither surprises nor offends her and, honestly, in a way she can't
help but be amused by it as she, too, tends to agree that she takes
after her dad in the worst of ways. Case-in-point: It took her
father five long years of very serious dating to even propose to
her mother and that was at 27 years of age after the two of them
had lived right next door to each other since forever AND had been
declared soulmates nearly at birth by the neighborhood gossip
channels. Furthermore, that slowness to take action in
relationships seems sadly to have been inherited by her as the
aforementioned cheating boyfriend's (asshole that he may be) chief
complaint was that she'd never once looked like she wanted to move
forward with him - something that still doesn't excuse his shitty
behavior, though - and, much like back when he said that, she can't
help but think, given that a conservative four years of marriage
were needed to sire her older brother and another six to have the
family's only unmarried member open her eyes to a world that she
has never actually seen, that it's sadly likely that a house full
of cats is on her horizon unless she gets proactive about falling
head over heels for someone soon.

"Maybe mother is right," Milly admits.
"Anyway, you'll hear why I consented to a date tonight when Frank
arrives. He has the most incredible voice. I've never heard
anything like it."

There's a moment of silence that may
have contained a facial expression that she can't see and the other
woman comments, "Well, if he's butt ugly then I'll recommend the
spaghetti so that..."

The sudden halting of Mrs. Rossi's
declaration has Milly lift her head in the general position of the
mature madam with a raised eyebrow.

"It looks like you won't be having the
spaghetti tonight," the woman says quietly enough for only Milly to
hear. "Your date is definitely easy on the eyes if a tad big for
someone as small as you."

"Hello, Milly."

The rich masculine resonance of the
man's exquisite voice reaching her ears after a few hours' absence
is like a cool, crisp breeze flowing over her skin on a sweltering
hot day and it effortlessly brings a wide smile to Milly's lips
that she promptly stifles as she is hesitant to disclose exactly
how much the quality of his vocal performance affects
her.

As the man takes his seat opposite
Milly, the leather upholstery of his side's bench seat creaks in
protest and the table slides out a bit in her direction while he
politely inquires, "Did you wait long?"

"I just got here," the young woman
replies truthfully.

To her right there is the soft ladyish
swish of a long dress or apron and then a fabric squishing grinding
around mid-waist that Milly often associates with the hands-on-hips
pose that (according to her father and older brother) mothers like
to assume when they wish to intimidate prospective suitors or scold
naughty children and the like.

"Hello, young man. I'm the owner of
Maestoso," Mrs. Rossi states in a tone that brims with congenial
authority. "And, you are Milly's date for the evening,
correct?"

The sharply raised inflection of
'correct' doesn't really signal a question is being asked, but
rather implicitly conveys through the words employed and the tone
they were given in that ONLY 'date-appropriate' behavior
will be allowed by the very traditionally minded restaurant owner
in any intimate interaction with the young woman within the Rossis'
place of business.

"That's right. I take it that you know
Milly well."

"She comes in a few times a week,"
Mrs. Rossi confirms. "Her mother and I are very well
acquainted."

"Ah, I see." 

The man's brief response unambiguously
demonstrates that he fully comprehends Mrs. Rossi's implicit
request and the absence of any rebelliousness in his return
statement's delivery further indicates that he has no issues with
conforming to the owner's expectations for at least the foreseeable
future.

"By the way, you are quite a large
man," the lady observes after seeing that the deeper meaning of her
words was properly understood. "Are you some kind of
sportsperson?"

In reaction to the older woman's
inquiry, a relaxed chuckle that makes Milly's toes tingle
pleasantly springs out across the table.

"I just like to work out," Frank
offers. "It isn't anything special."

The proprietress laughs in a way that
makes Milly think her date's words were likely an understatement
and remarks, "Well, maybe you could give my husband some pointers
then. His waistline keeps on expanding and trimming down hasn't
been going so well despite his efforts."

Of course, no one but Milly has sharp
enough ears to detect the dissatisfied grunt from the kitchen's
direction over the buzz of the other diners' conversations and
sporadic movements and her best guess is that Mr. Rossi disagrees
with his wife's description of his gut (which definitely has grown
larger over the 15 years since Milly's mother first introduced her
to Maestoso and the Rossis) and she doubts he'd be happy to hear
any 'pointers', regardless of how well-meaning, from her dinner
date.

"I'll do so if there's an
opportunity," Frank returns. "Meanwhile, what do you have in the
way of beverages?"

Mrs. Rossi retrieves the drink menu
from the metal holder somewhere off to Milly's left and unfolds it
noisily.

"You can check there. The back page
has the non-alcoholic options," the owner informs before asking,
"Milly, do you want the usual?"

"Yes, please."

Several seconds pass during which
Milly assumes Frank is browsing through the menu and then he says,
"This all looks a bit much to start. I'll just take water for
now."

"No worries. I'll be back
soon."

That light fabric swishing sound from
before returns for a few moments and then eventually fades away
when Mrs. Rossi enters the kitchen and starts conversing with her
husband in such a low tone that all Milly can distinguish are the
words 'big' and 'really surprising' from their dialogue.

"Class was pretty interesting today,
don't you think?" Frank mentions, breaking Milly from her
concentrated effort to hear more of what the Rossis are chatting
about. "I was surprised that Professor Thompson decided to go with
three assignments over a midterm and final exam this time around.
By the way, what did you do after today's afternoon
lecture?"

"I just spent some time with my
friends," Milly replies. "What about you?"

"Training," Frank informs mildly. "I
usually like to hit the gym on Fridays straight after class. It
helps get me into weekend mode after being so study focused all
week long."

Truthfully, Milly inquired by text
about Frank to her classmate Lisa after getting caught up in his
stunning vocal display and making the totally out-of-character
decision to agree to go on a date only hours after being asked and
the sole thing that her friend was able to message back prior to
her part-time job beginning was 'Frank works out a lot and he's a
really big guy' and that along with Mrs. Rossi's reaction to
meeting the man has her pondering just how large Frank Washington
really is because he's unquestionably at least as tall as her
father based on the two brief instances where she spoke to him
while standing and, of course, her date must also be fairly heavy
when considering how much the bench seat creaked when he sat down.
That said, it isn't like any of that matters that much to her
because she'd have consented to their rendezvous even if he was a
podgy whale of a man due to that unforgettable voice of his, but,
still, she can't help but be curious and that has her wondering how
she might casually get her hands on him without it coming off a
little too forward.

For a few minutes, they debate the
merits and demerits of their lecturer assigning them assignments
rather than exams this term and then Mrs. Rossi shows up with their
requested beverages and the discussion moves to what they each have
planned for the upcoming summer holidays.

"So," Milly starts when the subject of
their school break inevitably arrives at its conclusion, "this is
where I ask if you have a fetish or something for blind
women."

Frank must have been mid-sip when she
spoke because he coughs a few times wetly and, after, throws back,
"Sorry? What was that?"

"Well, the majority of men that try to
ask me out are," Milly explains. "I was curious to know if you were
that way inclined as well."

Her question must have thrown him
slightly off-balance because a good 20 seconds pass before the man
regains his composure and replies.

"I have to confess that I'm not
specifically attracted to women who are blind and my main reason
for inviting you out tonight is that from the moment I first saw
you I thought you were one of the most stunning women I had ever
seen." Frank clears his throat in a way that suggests he finds
expressing this somewhat embarrassing and continues, "And, if I'm
being totally honest here, I would have approached you sooner if
you weren't always working with one of your friends and it was only
- and please excuse the pun - blind luck that you weren't paired
with someone else during the first activity of today's lecture and
I was sitting close enough to take advantage of that."

"Really?" Milly remarks while feeling
a bit self-conscious herself now. "Then, can I ask why you think
I'm beautiful?"

She's not sure if Frank is smiling
when he answers her question, but the amused twang of his voice as
he does so certainly suggests that he might be.

"That would be too easy and too soon,
don't you think? If you really want to know for sure then I think
you'll have to go on a few more dates with me. I'd be happy to
explain exactly why and how once we've gotten to know each other a
little better."

"Are you being coy, Mr. Frank
Washington?" Milly teases.

Her date chuckles in a way that has
her thighs suddenly clamped together firmly.

"Is that not allowed?" the man
returns.

Milly silently responds by delicately
reaching out to the center of the table with extreme care not to
inadvertently knock over Frank's drink and flips her hand palm
upwards so that he can weave his fingers between her
own.

"Your skin is rough and your fingers
are really big," she comments in genuine surprise after getting a
feel for Frank's digits.

"You don't like it?" her date
responds.

"No," Milly says, "it's actually kind
of nice."

The smile that she provides in
conjunction with this comment communicates clearly her excitement
and interest and doesn't last long as a pronounced 'a-hum'
indicates that Mrs. Rossi has returned and, sadly, they have to let
each other go so that the menus can be placed down and their order
taken.

"Do you want me to give you the
specials?" the restaurant owner inquires.

"No thanks," Frank replies. "What is
the most healthy option?"

"Probably the salad and the minestrone
soup special. We can make a large portion of both if you
like."

"Okay, I see," the man says. "I think
I'll have the regular-size salad and a large soup, thanks. How
about you, Milly?"

"I'll have the carbonara and a glass
of house white."

Mrs. Rossi doesn't say anything about
the wine, but Milly would be willing to bet her entire savings that
the older restaurant owner is thinking that
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