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FROM FIRST GLANCE

 


Mia reached Fairfield Lanes at
precisely 6am in the morning. As she hopped out of the travel bus
and breathed in the almost fresh morning breeze she could feel for
the first time in her life relief. She waited in cue as the bus
driver unpacked the luggage. Then after she had her hands on the
handle of her travel bag she moved away from the remaining crowd
and off towards her new apartment.

 


It wasn’t a long walk – it took no
longer then fifteen minutes. She passed a large car-park, which
spanned a great deal across a very large building. Mia guessed it
was a mall and then continued on. She crossed a great strip of
park. There was a lot of grassland, very few trees, and a yellow
and red jungle gym off to one side.

 


‘So this is where I can come
to relax.’ Thought Mia as she trekked across its tended
back.

 


Mia then walked another
block and a half and found a row of grubby looking
houses.

Mia wrinkled her nose and rechecked the
address that she had written down on a piece of paper. Her mind
freaked when she realized she had the right address. This
cement-skinned block was where she was going to now
live.

 


‘Stay mindful Mia,
appearance isn’t everything. It could be nice on the inside.’ She
thought as she approached the solid brick structure that had her
number on its front gate . Mia walked on through.

 


She pushed herself inside the entrance
door that was trimmed with a few cobwebs and a couple of very large
black spiders. She then trekked up three flights of stairs. The
sound was dead inside the building. It was so silent that she could
have almost believed that she was going to be the only one living
in the apartment block. But she knew it couldn’t be
true.

 


Mia took the keys, which had been glued
to her pocket for the last forty-eight hours. She then unlocked her
door and walked calmly inside.

 


Mia’s eyes met box after box of her
junk which her parents had had sent to her apartment beforehand.
She noticed that some of her heavy items were placed on top of
fragile items. Instantly she dropped her luggage bag and began to
make a few transfers. After having completed that task she decided
to sit down and take a breather.

 


 


Mia sat alone in her strange new
surroundings. There was just one room, one tiny bathroom, and one
small kitchen. Unpacked boxes were stacked everywhere around the
old room, and there were noticeable cracks in the cement, ceiling,
and walls. Gray paint and gray carpet draped the room with
gloominess.

 


Mia sighed; her sweet wordless breath
hung in the space with a faint echo before it drizzled into
nonexistence.

 


‘So this is what it’s like
living alone.’ She thought as she ran her finger over a scabbed cut
on her left hand. “I suppose it could be worse.” She murmured with
a heavy sigh.

 


Mia turned and gazed out the small
square window, which to her great surprise was actually quite
clean. The large shopping center could be easily seen. No buildings
surrounded it - it was like a castle that stood alone on the
highest peak showing off its grandeur.

 


‘I’m going to check that out
tomorrow.’ Mia noted in her mind before she closed the blind, lay
back on the carpet, and drifted to sleep.

 


 


The next morning after Mia unpacked and
cleaned a little, she head towards the large shopping plaza. After
a short trek across a rather swampy patch of grassland, she walked
into a parking lot. From there she ambled past row after row of
well-polished cars, before she scraped her shoes up the centers’
white marble steps.

 


On the last step she
suddenly froze as he became filled up with a type of rigid
fear.

 


‘Is this really a community
shopping center? Or is this some sort of club for the elite?’ Mia
thought as she gazed upon the fancy brass doors before
her.

 


Suddenly a warm voice behind spoke to
her.

 


“Are you going in?” The
voice questioned.

 


Mia glanced behind her to look at the
person before she gave the stranger her answer. Her eyes scraped
over his form before her mind could wake up and give him a decisive
decision. In her conscious coma she found enough mental energy to
make her sight notice that he was young, tall, and rather handsome.
She also noticed his clothes and her gut gave a wince and spun her
mind into more chaos. The stranger wore a very expensive looking
outfit and Mia blushed from a sudden embarrassment as she realized
she had only put on a very casual shirt and pants
combination.

 


‘This must be for the rich.’
Mia thought dismally as her stomach grumbled for a real meal to be
placed inside of it rather then take any more of the salty snacks
that she had been stuffing through her mouth since she had left her
hometown.

 


The young man smiled politely, stepped
around her, and opened the door with easy grace.

 


“These aren’t automatic.” He
said as his eyes glimmered with amusement. “Coming?”

 


Mia glanced inside before she finally
stepped a weary sneaker clad foot forward. At every ongoing step
she felt more frightened that some sort of security alarm bell
would go off, and an armed patrol of spiffy security guards would
rush toward her in an instant to drag her scruffy form out as
rubber heals skidded along the marble pavement.

 


The young man laughed aloud in a full
and hearty manner. It caused Mia’s alarm to rise up once more and
she froze in place as she eyed him down.

 


“You look as scared as a rat
who has just eyed a cat.” He said as a tear glimmered in the whites
of his eyes.

 


Mia blushed more as the door swung
closed behind them. She counted her lucky stars that this guy
wasn’t some sort of psychiatrist specialist. He would have given
her a prescription then and there, and diagnosed her as having
surreal hallucinogenic fantasies.

 


Mia caught her breath and bit her
tongue and then made herself look around to view the strange place.
Her eyes bulged at the interior of the building and she caught a
chill. She had to pinch her arm to make sure she was not in the
midst of a hallucination.

 


“I’m Seth.” Said the young
man as his smile broke out of ranks and distinguished her trance of
immediate worry.

 


“I’m Mia.” Mia replied as
she fidgeted with the sleeves of her long sleeved shirt.

 


“You’ve never been here
before have you?” He asked as he narrowed his gaze on
her.

 


She felt his chocolate mirrors drink in
her figure, and then rise stop and delve deep into her own green
eyes. Mia felt a warmth build beneath them as his gaze guzzled her
ink holes like water, and blushed bright pink as though she had
just received her very first kiss. Mia fluttered her lashes about
to bite away his entrancing spell, and moved to concentrate on her
fingers that twiddled nervously with each other.

 


Mia smiled wanly and shook her head
while she yet again eyed the building.

It was like a palace from her worst
nightmares. She knew she didn’t belonged inside of its walls. Its
interior was more elaborately decorated then the outside. Large
chandeliers hung from the ceiling, high reliefs were carved into
the buildings Roman-like support pillars, light shone around the
edges of the flooring, fountains sprung from either side of the
entrance doors, and sweet melodic instrumental music played from
hidden speakers making it one large ballroom. Mia had never seen
anything like it, especially not in a lousy shopping center. She
suddenly had a harsh craving to see the common graffiti which was
always left on the doors and walls, the skateboarders who always
jeered the public or asked someone for money whenever they passed,
and the thrift stores whose mouths were cluttered with fifty cent
bargains.

 


“This is place is… really
different. It’s amazing.” Mia finally murmured as her nerves clawed
to her body and squeezed her innards painfully tight.

 


Seth studied her wide-eyed gaze, and
refrained himself from expressing his opinions about the cost
consuming complex. He let her forget about him for the moment and
satisfied himself in watching her and her innocence strip down
right in front of him. However after moments of neglect he decided
to take her attention away from the building he had grown so bored
of.

 


“I can show you around if
you like.” Seth said as he stoned her with a smile. “I know every
corner of this building – can give you the grand tour free of
charge.”

 


Mia blinked as she strained her memory
to recall his name. She once again glanced at his clothes and
realized that he had wasted enough time in her sullied presence.
They were obviously from two very different places and she didn’t
want to even toy with the fantasy that someone like him could move
to become her friend, when she knew with a wink of his eye he could
do so much better.

 


“Oh, you don’t have to - I
like to glance around new things at a fairly slow pace. I wouldn’t
want to keep you from anything...” She murmured as she briefly
glanced at Seth’s clothes and noticed that the buttons of his shirt
were pure gold. ‘Important.’ She finished in murmur as she thought
of all the things this spiff young man could do for a
living.

 


Seth frowned at the wording of her
sentence, and instantly decided to put Mia’s sight
straight.

 


“I’m not rich.” He said in a
matter of fact way that struck her as both blunt and
angered.

 


He stared at her sternly, like a school
principle does when a student has been reckless in class. Mia
stepped back. His sudden turn in personality wasn’t something she
had expected. She then blamed herself for making assumptions about
him based on what he wore.

 


“I’m sorry;” She said very
quietly while her heart skipped a few dozen beats. “I’ll just go
now.” She said as she turned toward the entrance door.

 


Before Seth could say anything more Mia
had swept out of the door, and had broken out into a swift run that
increased in speed as her shoes hit the park grass. She raced back
to her flat and collapsed on her carpet as soon as the door had
slammed shut. There she cried. She was not only in a type of shock
but also being scolded by a flame of embarrassment. She watched her
cupped hands shake in front of her face and willed herself to calm
down.

 


“Getting emotional won’t do
you any good!” Mia scolded as she felt herself get very cold all of
a sudden.

 


Mia crawled to the end of the bed,
picked up her old knitted cardigan, and quickly wrapped her body in
its cloth. The old relic comforted her only a little, and it took
quite a while more before her body ceased its shaking completely.
It wasn’t until the afternoon Mia finally built up enough courage
to explore the supermarket again.

 


‘Surely he would have gone
home by now.’ She thought as she glanced at the watch banded on her
wrist.

 


Mia walked inside and after she had
gazed at one of the fountains near the entrance door she searched
the building to weed out the position of the supermarket. People in
rich looking outfits gazed at her with scorn as she wandered
through the elite building. Mia felt her heart pump with aggression
as it protested against her lowly form being somewhere it
shouldn’t.

 


‘It’s the only thing near.’
She inwardly told herself as she walked into the brass gates of the
white-lit supermarket.

 


Mia wandered inside and sped through
the isles making sure she picked up the food she had written on her
list. After she had placed all the items in her silver dyed basket,
she then ventured to the display products she was unfamiliar with
and put a few of them into her basket also. She then cued in an
express isle, and quickly glanced through a magazine as she
waited.

 


‘Trash!’ She thought as she
looked at picture after picture of glamour-less
celebrities.

 


A woman scoffed next to her ear and
shook her head at her free scanning the trash magazine, which was
something she had done by habit since she was a kid. Mia blushed
and instantly tried to put it back with the other magazines -
however that move just made the woman disgusted and she was not shy
to voice another outburst. Mia quickly pulled back and placed the
magazine inside of her basket. The woman tightened her
wrinkle-stained lips, then scowled, and finally turned her head
away.

 


“Next please!” The checkout
person called.

 


Mia sighed as she noticed the words
were directed at her and instantly rushed over to the counter and
emptied her groceries. It wasn’t until she had placed them all on
the small space of counter that she glanced at the checkout person.
She then jumped a little before her cheeks burst out another
violent blush. The checkout person smiled.

 


“Surprised?” Seth asked as
he scanned the next item with great gentleness and at a speed that
even a snail could conquer.

 


“I guess;” Mia replied in
truth.

 


Seth noted everything he scanned in his
mind - from toothbrush to vegetable.

 


“Let me guess, you’re
vegetarian?” He asked.

 


Mia’s pink cheeks shaded to
red.

 


“Sometimes;” She murmured
nervously.

 


“My mum’s one of those; she
thinks all vegetarians should eat two servings of bean curd per
day.”

 


Mia’s expression fleetingly showed a
moment of disgust. Seth noticed it and laughed out loud.

 


“I know it’s not the most
pleasant tasting stuff. I get away with drinking two glasses of soy
milk instead.” He said as his hands scanned the last product. “Okay
that comes to sixty-six fifty.” He orated with an empty business
styled tone.

 


Mia caught her surprise in her throat
and guzzled it down before she paid for the groceries. As the
receipt printed Seth leaned towards her.

 


“Sorry about this
afternoon.” He murmured. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

 


“Oh, you don’t have to
apologize.” Mia interrupted. “I was just overwhelmed about this
place. Usually a supermarket is a little mall where there’s nothing
but graffiti, paint, and thrift stores.” She explained.

 


“I suppose that’s the
reaction a lot of tourists get.” Said Seth as he eyed her brow and
yearned to have the ability to dive through her mind so that he
could view where her lies separated from her truths. Seth gave up
on his apparent non-ability and moved on to explain why he had
outburst in the first place. “I just wanted to make the point clear
so that you didn’t have any false pretenses about me.” Seth
ventured. “I like you, and I don’t want you to run away cause you
think I might be different from you.”

 


Mia smiled as her mind stood
dumbfounded. No one she had ever known had been so open in such a
small amount of time, and few of her acquaintances had ever
actually liked her. She felt her nerves tighten at the exposure of
being liked, and suddenly wanted to run out of the building,
re-pack her things, and go back home to the old world that she knew
so well and offered her no surprises whatsoever.

 


“Receipt’s done.” Mia choked
out as she glanced over at the cash register.

 


“Oh, so it is.” Murmured
Seth with a blink of his luscious eyes.

 


He tore the receipt off the register,
and placed it in her hand gently as though he were placing a petal
of sweet succulent rose inside of her palm. Mia felt her pulse fade
as her mind was swung off its ground. She wanted to pinch herself
again to make sure that this was still the real world in which she
lived and breathed.

 


“So I’ll see you around.”
Seth said as he slowly slid his hand away from hers making sure he
swept his long fingers over her fingertips to finale their very
first touch.

 


Mia’s lower lip trembled from the
contact, and she sharply dropped her hand before Seth made any
other part of her body tremble.

 


“Sure.” She replied
hesitantly before she picked up her bags and left with emotions
dancing from exhilaration at the short-lived human
impact.

 


 


Mia’s next few days became rather drab
as she became absorbed in a mixture of unpacking and job hunting.
The unpacking infuriated her because the apartment was way too
small to decorate it with everything that she had. So she had to
pick out the things she wanted most and throw the other things
away. She took time to weep a little as she dumped her least
valuable possessions. She knew that they weren’t expensive but she
was possessive over everything she owned - it was hers or no ones.
She had to in result break the items so that she had a real
justified reason to throw them away. Each item was like breaking a
part of her very own life history, and she hated to have them
destroyed.

 


Job-hunting was even worse. She had no
experience in the jobs available in her area. There was builder,
truck driver, de-boner, and carpenter.

 


“How on earth can I get a
job in any of these areas!” Mia exclaimed before she threw the
newspaper onto the ground. “I hate this place already!” She then
moped as she ran a vexed hand through her hair. “How can you be
independent and actually be happy?” She questioned to Puffy, her
tiny teddy bear she had owned since she was three.

 


Mia finally went to the store again two
days after moping about her job issues. She loaded the trolley with
tea, cookies, juice, and pizzas. She knew it wasn’t healthy, but
they were the least expensive items she could find.

 


Mia stood in the fast serve isle and
waited. She hoped against hope that her new pal Seth wasn’t serving
- she’d hate for him to make a judgment on her list of groceries
again. It made her uncomfortable, queasy, and exposed.

 


To her utmost relief he wasn’t on the
registers and with a sigh she walked out of the
supermarket.



 


The mall was packed with afternoon
shoppers and she had to squeeze through pack after pack of other
people. Some bumped her shoulder, others nipped her with their bony
and fatty hips, or hit with their bulky bags of groceries. She
weaved right, thrust through a gap to the left, and tiptoed over
feet. Finally she made it to the fountain and with a gasp she
decided to sit on the edge of it while a few children tossed
pennies to the right and left of her. Mia glanced over at them as
she caught her breath, and reminisced on her own childhood. But it
wasn’t pennies in a fountain she dropped, it was coins in the coin
slot before she used a handheld crane to get as many toys or candy
bars as she could. She loved those afternoons when she would sit in
the car park and wait for someone to pick her up while she hugged
armfuls of toys, or munched on handfuls of chocolate bars. Mia
smiled at her own reflection.

 


‘That seems like a life time
ago now.’ She thought as she gazed at her grown up face that
reflected back at her in watery colors.

 


“Want to make a wish?” Said
a deep voice from behind her.

 


Mia looked around a little startled.
She saw Seth staring at her with a dazed smile on his face. She hid
her surprise and opted to laugh.

 


“No.” She replied. “I’m just
resting before I walk the rest of the way home. I didn’t know
supermarkets could be so busy.” She explained as her face grew warm
at the sight of Seth who immediately chose to seat himself next to
her.

 


A couple of little girls to the right
whispered and giggled and them both before they continued to toss
more money. Seth smiled and picked a coin out of his
pocket.

 


“Heads or tails?” He asked
as he rotated the silver coin within his slim line
fingers.

 


“What am I calling for?”
Asked Mia with a frown.

 


“I’ll tell you in a minute –
heads or tails?” Seth repeated.

 


“Tails.” Said Mia as she
rolled her eyes.

 


The coin flipped - Seth caught it and
held it under his hand. He then pushed that hand towards her and
slowly uncovered it.

 


“Tales!” He cried. “You
won!”

 


“Won what?” Asked Mia as she
glanced at the coin to second the call.

 


“A date…with
me…tonight…now.” Said Seth with a smile.

 


Mia rolled her eyes.

 


“I can’t I’ve got to take
these bags home!” She exclaimed. “I’ve got perishable things in
here.”

 


Seth gazed at the bag and twitched his
lips as he thought. Mia watched him a little transfixed as she
noticed his eyes glaze over and his eyebrows cram together
underneath a thick strand of misplaced hair. Suddenly his eyes
mooned over her and became freed from its momentary comatose. His
gaze struck hers and he smiled.

 


“We’ll go to Tweeds
Restaurant. I have a friend who is a manager - he can keep the bags
in the back while we have dinner. I’ll drop you home after to
ensure your safe return. Easy. No more excuses.”

 


Mia hesitated still. She moved her
mouth to speak - but no sound came out. She was captured inside a
bubble that she couldn’t burst with any kind of refreshed
idea.

 


“Tweeds Restaurant isn’t
far, is it?” She asked. “Cause these things are kind of heavy.” She
murmured in lie.

 


Seth pointed to the left of them. Mia
followed his point and scanned the restaurant about six meters
away. It was small and very dimly lit. From the outside the windows
looked black, however it had a large bright yellow sign at its
entrance that no one could miss.

 


“It doesn’t look like it’s
open.” Murmured Mia as she pouted at the annoying convenience of it
all.

 


“No, it just looks like
that. You should see the inside, it’s really something.” Murmured
Seth as he helped Mia to stand.

 


“What’s on the inside?”
Asked Mia as she stood with her grocery bags in each
hand.

 


“You’ll see.” Murmured Seth
as he nudged her to walk with a slight push on her back.

 


To Mia’s surprise Tweeds Restaurant was
extremely tiny. Each table was separated by a hedge of fake ferns
and flowers. It was almost like a maze, but was very intimate and
private once seated.

 


Seth asked for the manger immediately,
and soon had the groceries had been placed inside the restaurants
cool room. Mia glanced at Seth over a long stem of a plastic rose
that poked out from a long-nosed vase.

 


“Do you know many managers?”
She asked to break the ice.

 


“Plenty.” He murmured as he
tried to capture her stare in order to focus her attention
completely on him.

 


“Wow!” Murmured Mia as she
glanced down at the empty porcelain plate before her.

 


A waiter approached them and handed
them each a menu.

 


“Want any drinks?” The
waiter asked as he removed from his breast pocket a pad and a
pen.

 


“Do you want wine Mia?”
Asked Seth from over his menu.

 


“No, I’ll have an iced tea
though.” Mia stated with a blush as her skin tingled from having
Seth say her name.

 


“Okay, one iced tea, and
one…I’ll have just water.” Murmured Seth as his eyed roamed over
the menu. “And we’ll have an entrée of antipasto platter with
herbed pizza bread.” He said in a tone of command.

 


“Very good.” Murmured the
waiter as he glanced down at his pad of paper. “I’ll be back to
take your orders within twenty minutes.” He said before he turned
and walked off.

 


Mia watched the waiter and then resumed
to glance down at the menu.

 


“They sure have a lot of
fancy names for these dishes.” She murmured. “How are we going to
pay? Will it be what we each order? Or…”

 


Seth frowned and looked in his
wallet.

 


“Would you believe it? I
have a twenty instead of a hundred dollar bill, and this place only
accepts cash.” Seth stated as he removed the cash from his wallet.
“I’ve already spent fourteen dollars with your drink and platter.
I’ll have to order some entrée for a main meal. Damn!”

 


“Oh…” Murmured Mia as she
desperately hunted inside her own purse to see how much she had. To
her relief she had a fifty-dollar note pressed inside of it, and
she sighed.

 


“I have fifty dollars.” She
stated as her eyes glanced over the price for a main meal. She
gulped when she found the lowest price was nineteen dollars. “So
I’ll pay for my meal, and my drink, and the entrée.” She muttered
as a slight agitation broke in her mind about how she hadn’t even
wanted the date to begin with. “Then you can pay for your meal.”
Mia muttered as her eyes roamed over the menu to check out the
prices of the desert. To her relief two bowls of ice cream could be
brought for six dollars. “Then we can have ice cream if you want
desert.” She added as she placed the menu down.

 


To her shock Seth had taken his menu to
his lap and was in the midst of scowling at her.

 


“Does that sound okay?” Mia
murmured as she stared back as blankly and emotionless as a
robot.

 


“Is it okay for you?” He
shot back as though he had already anticipated the
question.

 


“It’s okay if you’re okay
with it.” Mia lied through a strained smile as she struggled to
come to terms with his sour mood.

 


“Sure.” Sulked Seth as he
dropped the menu and crossed his arms.

 


Mia frowned and pushed her menu up to
her face. She scanned the list of items and picked out an
interesting meal. She placed her finger on it to mark out where it
was and then sat it on her lap.

 


The next ten minutes were a struggle to
get through. Seth was still sour and Mia had nowhere to aim her
conversation since his tongue suddenly lacked the energy to even
try to take conversation somewhere. She felt like the mood around
them was as hard to kindle as a match drowned in water. Eventually
she just gave up and so she spent the ensuing minutes with her eyes
on the folded napkin before her.

 


Finally the drinks and entrée came. Mia
was given the iced tea, Seth the water, and the entrée was placed
in-between them.

 


‘I wish I could order a wall
so I could sneak out while he’s unable to see me.’ Mia thought as
she eyed the dish with absolutely no enthusiasm.

 


“May I also take your
orders?” Asked the waiter as he took out his pen and paper
again.

 


“Yes, I’ll have the number
sixteen.” Mia said as she held the menu out for the waiter to see
as her mind refused to even try to pronounce the name printed above
the description.

 


“Very good.” Murmured the
waiter. “And you sir?”

 


Seth stirred in his seat. His eyes
roamed the menu over and again for several minutes. When the waiter
began to break with impatience he started to tap the pad with his
pen. Mia raised a brow while feeling more then a little embarrassed
for him. She glanced over to his chest to see if he was still
breathing as his eyes refused to move from the menu. When she
noticed his breath was fine she began to feel tendrils of
impatience flame within her.

 


“Sir?” Asked the waiter
again rather flatly.

 


Seth held up a finger to tell the
waiter to wait and then finally after another good minute he
ordered.

 


“Very good.” Said the waiter
before he leaned over and snatched up the menus. “Your meal will be
at least thirty minutes.” He informed before he walked
away.

 


Mia sighed and then reached for her
drink. The ice tea fell down her heated throat with delightful
ease, and chilled her belly. She gazed over at Seth who had picked
up a slice of pizza bread and was in the midst of piling it’s
herbed face with a heap of antipasto.

Mia inhaled another deeply bored breath
and then scanned the antipasto. She then grabbed her fork and began
to place a few things onto her plate. Afterwards she took hold of a
slice of the pizza bread and bit into it as she speared one of her
plated items with her fork.

 


“You look like a cow when
you eat.” Murmured Seth as he stared at her through dark
lashes.

 


Mia’s focus immediately transferred
from her food to Seth as she dropped the bread to her
plate.

 


“I’m sorry, did you say a
cow?” She asked as her eyes speared him with anger and spurs of
hatred.

 


“Yeah, your jaw movements
are the same.” Said Seth as he attempted to imitate her style of
chew.

 


“Do you want me to leave?”
Asked Mia as a scarlet blush roamed over her face.

 


“No!” Stressed Seth as his languid smile dropped off his
face and alarm replaced it. “No.” He repeated in a tone more
serious and composed. Seth then glanced down at his food as a type
of melancholy settled over him. “I’m just nervous – I say stupid
things sometimes.” He murmured apologetically.
“Especiallywhen I’m nervous.”

 


Mia nodded rather stiffly and picked up
her piece of bread. She bit into it and after having chewed it to
the count of twenty she swallowed it down her razor dry throat. She
didn’t look at him for a while - she refused to look at him. He had
flamed the anger inside of her and she couldn’t turn its fan off
too easily. It was his voice that finally snapped her out of her
agitated mood.

 


“So I grew up here.” Seth
began. “I had a modeling career when I was young, moved on to
acting and films, made a few articles in a couple of trash rag
mags, and now I work in the store while I wait for my next big
one.” He finished before he chucked a few olives into his
mouth.

 


Mia looked at him unsure of the
information she had been given. Seth grew quickly impatient with
her silence and cut in again.

 


“I’m just trying to tell you
what I do and where I’ve come from.” He explained as his fingers
fidgeted with some pickled dill.

 


“Oh, that’s great.” Mia
muttered. “I don’t know anyone whose earned a living doing that.”
She added her tone cold and stiff. “I grew up in East Bestorne, and
I went to school, and I … lived at home. Now I’ve just moved here
to gain experience in independent life.” She said in bursts that
were incredibly forced.

 


“How are you finding it?”
Asked Seth before he bit into his bread.

 


The pile of antipasto that remained
fell off the bread and onto the plate. Mia caught sight of a
pickled onion that rolled off the plate and then dove off the edge
of the table. Seth however seemed to miss it completely.

 


“All right.” Mia murmured as
she swallowed a stone of complaints about her new abode and the
community around it.

 


Seth picked up two more slices of pizza
bread and then stuffed the antipasto in-between them before he
began to eat it much like one would eat a sandwich.

 


“So what do you do for fun
around here?” Mia asked before a void of silence settled between
them.

 


“Work.” Seth murmured after
a great swallow.

 


“Oh,” Murmured Mia before
she placed a piece of pickled eggplant into her mouth.

 


“Go on a date.” Seth added
with a twinkle in his eye as he watched her struggle with the oily
juice of the eggplant that seemed to want to burst out of her mouth
after one bite.

 


Mia blushed from embarrassment this
time and unfolded the napkin so that she could hide her struggle to
withstand the oil heaped on her tongue as she chewed
away.

After she finally managed to swallow a
waiter approached them with their main meals. The entrée plates
were pushed aside as the large main meals were placed
down.

 


Seth plated the last of the herb bread
on his entrée plate before he let the waiter take the extra dish
away. The antipasto stayed in the middle of the table so that they
could pick on the bits that remained in the course of the
meal.
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