Dreams and Revelations Part 4 


Mimi was at Sora’s house, making last minute adjustments to her dress.  They were both lucky that they had picked out dresses in the right sizes, since they were the last one’s left.  Mimi hustled over to Sora, who was having trouble zipping it up in the back.


“Here, let me help you,” she offered, sliding the zipper up the last inch.  Then at Sora’s request she tied the lacing in the back into a pretty bow.


“You look great!” she said, complementing her friend.  Sora’s dress really did her petite figure justice, more so than other things Mimi had seen her wear.


“Tai is going to faint when he sees you,” she giggled, “I just hope Matt likes mine.  He wasn’t too crazy about the fact he had to get his tux to match!”  Mimi twirled around in the princess dress, lost for a moment in her own world.


“Well, we only have a half an hour left, and we have to do our makeup,” Sora sighed.  She was not big on it, but since it was the prom, she decided a little would not hurt.


They had already been to the salon downtown an hour ago.  Sora had her hair soaked with so much hairspray that she thought she would die because of the fumes, but the look was worth it.  Instead of her regular tame tresses, the stylist had pinned it awkwardly with several of the tiny flower clips Sora had provided, and then she had added some well-needed volume to the sides and back.  Mimi’s hair, on the other hand, looked stunning as usual.  She had urged the stylist to put it up in a high, loose ponytail, leaving two long strands to frame her face, and then curl the ends of her ponytail to give it some pizzazz.  


In no time, Sora looked in the mirror, ready to be horrified by what she saw, but she gasped instead.  Mimi had gone incredibly light on her makeup, with just a touch of this and that.  In her gratitude, Sora did the same for her, promising her that too much makeup would take the attention off her beautiful dress.  Mimi knew this was true, and she knew that Matt did not like it when she wore a lot—he said it covered up her natural beauty.


They were totally primped and pampered by the time that the boys had warned them to be ready.  They slipped on their heels, grabbed their purses, and rushed into the living room to wait for their dates.


“Oh you girls look so lovely!” cried Sora’s mom as they entered the living room.  Mimi’s parents had stayed to see what the finished product looked like.


“Oh darling you look magnificent!” exclaimed Mimi’s mother right after Sora’s; “oh you both look stunning!”


“What I wouldn’t give to be Matt or Tai right now,” joked Mimi’s father, winking at them.  Mimi took a playful bat at her dad with her purse.


“We have to get tons and tons of pictures,” stated Sora’s mom.  She and Mimi’s mother both had their cameras handy, and Mimi’s father even had the camcorder.


“Oh boy,” said Sora; overwhelmed by all the attention.  Mimi, however, seemed to thrive in it.


Soon after they had made their entrances in the living room, the doorbell chimed.  Sora’s mother quickly trotted over and opened the door wide, showing two anxious male faces.


“Come on in you two, Sora and Mimi are ready.”  The boys looked a little distressed when they saw Mimi’s dad with the video camera, but when their eyes hit the girls; their expressions turned to complete amazement.

 
“Wow,” they both stated in unison.  Then they grinned nervously as parents surrounded them to rearrange them for a photo or two (more like ten!).


After some adjustments, they snapped the pictures.  They all were grateful when they were ushered out the door and down the hall to the elevator.


“Now have a great time!” called Mimi’s father, “just be back by midnight!”


“Call us if you need anything!” yelled Sora’s mom after them.  They all waved and Mimi blew a kiss to her dad as the elevator doors shut.


“Whew,” said Tai, “that was some welcoming committee!”


“Yeah, but it was worth it,” laughed Matt as he gazed at the girls.  Sora and Mimi both blushed uncontrollably.


“Well, are you ready for your surprise?”  Tai asked.  The girls shook their heads yes as they left the building.  Two pairs of hands covered their eyes as they were led down the steps and around the corner.  When they had reached their destination, revealed before them was a large black limousine.


“Oh my goodness,” gasped Sora, her hand over her mouth.


“You like it?” asked Tai, proud of their accomplishment.


“It was the last one on the lot!”  Matt exclaimed as he and Tai led the girls to it.  The driver nodded to them as they hopped inside the roomy interior.


“This must have cost a pretty penny,” remarked Mimi as they settled in on the black leather seats so the two couples faced each other.


“We pooled our money,” assured Tai, who leaned back with his arms folded behind his head, “This is the life, right Sora?” 


“I guess,” Sora said, a little uncomfortably.  She felt out of place with all this glamour.  Mimi caught her distressed look.


“Well I sure agree,” she said, smiling widely, “We’ll be the envy of the whole school!”


The ride lasted only about a half an hour, and the limousine halted in front of a lavish hotel.  Matt gave the driver a tip, and then they were off to the ballroom where the dance half was being held.


Before they entered the room, Matt and Tai gave Sora and Mimi their corsages, both which matched their counterpart’s dresses well.  Declaring that she wanted a second to take in it all, Sora bade Tai to walk around and say hello to everyone.  He hooked her arm through his, and they were off. 


Matt and Mimi found a table off to the side of the dance floor where they could see all the action.  As soon as they sat down, however, Mimi turned to him and exclaimed.


“I think I know who was after me in my dream.”


Matt looked at Mimi, astonished at her statement.  


“You finished it?” he asked, eager to know the cause of her breakdown the night before.


“Well, no,” she started, “but I think I know just the same.”


“Who?”  Matt asked her gently.  He took her hand and held it in both of his.  Mimi was about to utter a reply when all of a sudden Tai and Sora came whirling by on the dance floor.  Sora was almost in hysterics as they whizzed around to the intense beat of the music.


“Come on Mimi, get Matt to dance!”  Tai called as they passed again.


“I promise I will tell you later,” she said, “but right now, lets forget it and try to have some fun!”  Matt saw the need in her eyes, so he agreed, the terrible question still unanswered.


All at once, they were mimicking Tai and Sora, and soon the two couples had the dance floor all to themselves.  The beat changed, though, and soon Mimi and Matt found themselves swaying slowly together as a slow melody echoed through the ballroom.


Sadly, the dance only lasted a few minutes, and after it came another song with a wild beat.  They broke out of the dreamlike state and rejoined Tai and Sora in moving to the fast-paced tempo.


Before long two hours of dancing had passed, even though it had seemed to the teens as only a few minutes.  Truly exhausted from their attempts to outdo each other, the couples sat back down at the table Mimi and Matt had occupied earlier.


“Wow!” said Sora as she took a sip of the water she had requested for herself, “I never knew you could dance so well Tai.”


“Gee, thanks!”  Tai shot back, laughing.  “Well I never knew Matt could dance at all,” he teased.


“Me neither,” laughed Matt.  Mimi smiled.


“Yeah, we were really moving!” she exclaimed as she too drank a mouthful of her water, “I’m completely worn out!”


“Me too,” Sora remarked, “I think we should take a trip to the powder room!”  Mimi nodded in agreement.  They skirted the dance floor and wound their way down a long hall before they stopped in a large bathroom.


“This has turned out to be some night,” announced Sora as she reapplied what little makeup she had lost from their dancing endeavors.


“Uh huh, it’s been really nice.  They were so sweet to rent a limousine and all that,” answered Mimi, who was playing with her hair, trying to put runaway strands back where they belonged.


“So is Matt’s father picking you two up at midnight?”  Sora asked curiously.


“Yeah, it was too bad that they could only afford being dropped off in a limousine, not both ways.  But it’s okay, I haven’t really met his dad face to face yet.  You have a ride, right?”


“Yes, Tai promised Kari his mother would bring her when she came to get us so she could see us all decked out!”


“Cool!”


After they were finished powdering their noses, or so to speak, they headed back to the table.  


When they returned, all attention was turned to the middle of the dance floor, where a chaperone was going to announce the Prom King and Queen, and the Prince and Princess.  Mimi was certain that she had been nominated for Princess, and she knew Sora was a shoe-in for Queen.  She just hoped they would not be stuck with two royal pains in the butts instead of their dates.


The chaperone cleared her throat and tapped the microphone. 


“It’s time to announce the royal court.  We will start with the Prince and Princess.  Can I have a drum roll please?” she asked the live band.  They obliged, and she again cleared her throat.


“This year’s Prince and Princess are Yamato Ishida and Mimi Tachikawa!” she shouted into the mike.  Everyone clapped over enthusiastically.


Mimi did not seemed at all stunned as she and Matt made their way to the middle of the floor to each receive a single rose and a fake jeweled crown.  Matt did not look very pleased when the chaperone turned and kissed him on the cheek.  People in the crowd snickered, but then turned their attention back to the announcer.


“And now for the monarchs!  This year’s King and Queen are Taichi Kamiya and Sora Takenouchi!”  Someone in the audience smirked, “it figures!” 


Sora and Tai joined their companions in the middle of the floor, and suddenly some sappy sounding music came on in the background.  Two cheerleaders came from the stage where the band was carrying two long robes, a bouquet of roses, a scepter, and two fancy plastic crowns.  They swung the robes over the two’s shoulders, perched the crowns on their heads, and then handed Sora the bouquet and Tai the scepter.  Both of the cheerleaders kissed Tai before exiting the circle that had gathered.  When Tai started to blush, Sora glared at him grouchily.  In return, he leaned over and kissed her, which turned her distressed expression instantly into a smile.


“Both couples please remain on the floor for the spotlight dance.”

 
A slow, popular ballad by some well-known crooner began to wend its way from the band to the lone couples on the dance floor. 

Matt found himself staring deep into Mimi’s clear hazel eyes once more.  Their gaze locked, and they appeared to others in a strange trance.  Nevertheless, neither of them cared, they were far away from the circle surrounding them on the floor.  All they could here was the softly playing music; nothing else mattered, as long as they were together.


Another hour of dancing and another of mingling spent the rest of their time.  Midnight came all too soon, and Matt and Mimi ended up waiting outside with Tai and Sora as they waited for Tai’s mother and Matt’s dad.


“Did everyone have a good time?” asked Matt proudly.


“I sure did,” giggled Mimi as she leaned in to give him a quick kiss.


“Me too,” said Sora, doing the same to Tai.


“We’re glad,” said Tai satisfactorily, “Next time we get to pick the big event though.”


“Here we go,” sighed Sora, “please not a monster truck rally or anything like that!”


“Why not?” asked Matt, a very serious look on his face.  Mimi and Sora both looked at him, confused at his remark.  Then his uptight face dissolved into a grin. 


“Oh come on, I don’t actually like them, guys!  I was just trying to be funny!” 


“Well you weren’t,” said Tai frankly, “Besides, we should get to do whatever we want—you two dragged us to this.”


“And all that coming from Mr. Dance Maniac over here!” giggled Mimi, “I’d bet you ten bucks you’d want to go to a dance club or something!”


“Please no!” yelled Sora, a sarcastically disturbed look on her face.


A beep from a nearby automobile interrupted their colorful conversation.  Kari leapt out the minute her mother stopped, and she ran up to Sora.


“Oh wow, you both look really cool!” she shouted as she hugged Sora.  Then she held her back at an arm length and examined the dress and its wearer. 


“I love it!” she cried, “That is going to be my prom dress when I’m old enough to go with T.K., I mean…” Kari stopped herself a bit too late.  Matt and Tai grinned at each other.  They all knew very well that at the dance last week her and T.K. had officially started “going out” as most people referred to it. 


Kari then moved over to Mimi and had a fit over her dress as well.


“You look like a person from 18th century Europe!”


“Huh?”  Mimi asked.  History had never been her best subject.


“You look great!”  Kari said in return.


“Thank you!” she said happily.  Kari gave her a hug too, then did the same for both Tai and Matt.


“Kids, we’d better get home.  Do you need a ride Matt?  Mimi?” called Tai’s mother from the car.


“Nah, my dad is coming to get us right about…now,” he said, after checking his watch, “He’s not late that often.”


“Okay,” she called back. 


“Well see you guys later,” shouted Tai as he and Sora climbed into the car.  Sora waved, and Matt and Mimi waved back as they watched the car disappear down the dark street.


Shortly, however, it became apparent that this was one of the times that Matt’s dad was not punctual.


“Matt, I don’t want to wait in this alley anymore, it’s too creepy!”  Mimi shuddered and moved closer to him.


“Okay,” he said, “Do you mind walking a couple blocks?  Maybe we will run across him on his way here.  If not we can take the subway to your house and I’ll call him on his car phone.”


“That sounds okay,” she confirmed.  They began to walk slowly down the street in the direction Tai’s mother had gone when she left.  Matt knew the subway station was just five or six blocks over from the hotel, so they took their time, hoping that they would spot his dad.


As they continued walking Mimi reached down and took off her high heel shoes.  Her feet were killing her after all the dancing they had done.  She took a few steps, realized that it was even more painful without shoes, and opted to put them back on.  Before she could attempt to do so, however, Matt swept her up into his arms, holding her baby style.  


“It’s okay,” he said, as she was about to protest, “You looked like a damsel in distress, so I decided to rescue you!”  She slid her arms delicately around his neck and kissed him softly.  Matt stopped in his tracks and zealously kissed her back.  They stood there for quite a while, lost in their own world, when suddenly Matt could here distinct footsteps tapping quietly along the sidewalk behind them.  A feeling of fear overcame him.  


“Matt, I…” Mimi whispered.

“Mimi,” he murmured between her lips touching his, “stop for a second.”  She looked at him, puzzled, but then she saw what he had been afraid of.  Standing behind them was Matt’s father. 


Matt saw Mimi’s shocked look and immediately swung his head around.  Staring at the intimate scene was Matt’s dad, his arms crossed, a very perturbed look on his face.  


“Hi dad,” Matt said, slowly letting Mimi down from his arms.  She timidly took a few steps sideways away from him.


“Are you two ready?”  Matt’s dad asked, sounding very annoyed.  The two followed him demurely to the car waiting at the end of the block.  They rode to Mimi’s apartment in complete silence.


When they reached their destination Matt’s dad told Mimi, it was nice to see her again and congratulations on getting to be princess.  Mimi just nodded her thanks and with a panicked look to Matt, she stepped out of the car.  She waved goodbye as the car turned and headed for the next street.


The minute Mimi was out of the car and on the sidewalk, Matt knew there was a long-winded lecture in his future.  As he predicted, not far from Mimi’s house, his dad started in.


“I guess you had quite a lip lock on her, didn’t you Matt.”


“Dad, it’s no big deal, we were just…”


“No big deal?” he said sarcastically, “It is a big deal!  You two were having a make out session right in the middle of the street!”  Matt just stared out of the car window at the buildings passing by.


“Matt,” his father said in the gentlest tone he could muster, “I just want you to be careful with this Mimi person.  She’s not the only fish in the sea.”


Matt glared at his dad. 


“That’s not what I meant!” he said forcefully.  Matt turned to face him, a look of misunderstanding in his eyes.


“I meant…I meant that I don’t want you to hurt her, or vice versa.  You both are very young, and you shouldn’t feel like you need to make a serious commitment yet!”  

“You think we did more than dance, don’t you?” asked Matt disgustedly.

“Yes,” he replied.  He had stopped the car next to their apartment building. 

“Come on, dad! How stupid do you think I am!”

“I don’t monitor every thought that goes through your head!  How am I supposed to know what you are thinking?”  Matt turned his head at this question.  He felt betrayed.  He knew very well what most teenage boys had on their minds, but he would never do anything like that, especially to Mimi.  He cared about her so much.

“Well?” his dad asked patiently.  He already knew the answer however.  The look in Matt’s eyes told him that he was angry.

“Dad, you and I both know I would never do anything like that, no matter what thoughts happen to run through my head.  I don’t want to lose her, not when I waited so long in the first place.”

“Son, I’m glad you feel that way,” Matt’s dad said, thoroughly relieved, “After all, you are only seventeen.  I should have trusted you though.”  Matt nodded his head in agreement and they both got out of the car.  As they walked to the entryway, Matt’s father put a protective arm around his son’s shoulders.  And, for one of those precious few moments, Matt let the arm remain there.
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