Fierce Waves Beget Turbulent Winds

Disclaimer: As you know, these characters aren’t mine. As for the rest of this fanfic … well, let’s just say that this is a sad – but short – result of a bad day that I had had recently. Oh, and for those of you who don’t approve of Haruka and Michiru being a couple, well, turn back now … I don’t have time for flames and what not about “same sex” relationships, I get enough of that from my family. ^^
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Another harsh sneeze caused Michiru to jolt violently in her seat. A light blush darkened her all ready rose cheeks as the eyes of the others in the art room turned to look to her; some with expressions of confusion, others with expression of great worry. None had ever seen “the model student” of Mugen Gekuen in such disarray and discomfort.

Michiru only closed her eyes for a moment to calm her still trembling body. She knew that her eyes were unusually dull, her cheeks and nose constantly flushed with the deep rose of cold and her hair lifeless and limp. But she couldn’t help that. After all, it wasn’t her fault that she had caught a cold.

However, deep inside there were other things that bothered her; which all just happened to be side effects from the “common cold.” For one, she had become very moody, and her reactions towards others – Well, to put it simply, she just hadn’t been her usual charming self as of late. Why, just last night she had somewhat badgered Haruka unmercifully, pleading for her to go to the hospital for something that she knew Haruka not only could but would tend to on her own time. And during a long moment of being childishly stubborn, not only had Michiru managed to be as difficult as her handsome house-mate, but she had also managed to give Haruka the strong “silent treatment” that Haruka had grown to know so well. Which, in the end, only caused the blonde to turn and leave Michiru to her rest without so much as a final arguing word.

Then there was the incident Michiru had brought onto herself only moments ago in before the art class had begun.

It was while she had been washing the paint from the bristles in her assortment of brushes that she had managed – for a good amount of time – to keep her composure as a younger classmate continued to poke and prod at Michiru’s shoulder and back playfully. Of course, the younger girl had only been trying to cheer Michiru up, but of course, being in the mood that she was in, Michiru didn’t find the “playful poking” too helpful. Anyway, it was between the time of turning off the water in the sink and drying off her brushes that Michiru had had enough. 

To her own surprise, Michiru quickly turned to face the girl with a stern expression, quickly grasping the girl by her upper arm to stop her repetitive prodding. It wasn’t until the girl screamed out – mainly in shock – that Michiru realized that she had gasped the girl much harder than she had expected.

Startled, the girl jerked back form Michiru’s grasp, only to pull up on the sleeve of her fuko to reveal the scratches that had been embedded into her skin by the superior student’s nails. Everyone’s eyes grew wide then, darting back and forth between the arm of the younger student and Michiru.

So embarrassed by her own actions, Michiru only cast her eyes to the floor to avoid the many pairs of eyes that were fixed upon her as she whispered a quiet and heart-filled apology to the girl before excusing herself from the class.

*

Before too long, Michiru found herself back at home; her mind whirling vividly with thoughts of how her day had gone. Never had she ever erupted with anger towards a fellow classmate ever in her time at Mugen.

Her reason for ultimately leaving the school had come not too much longer after the art class had ended. It was during her lunch break that she had finally decided to pack her things and head home after having glared at boy for doing nothing more than – well, being himself. Actually, he had become overly excited about something, which wasn’t unusual for young men his age; however, what had disturbed her most was the fact that he had chosen *her* desk to pound upon while she had been using her free time to write in her diary for the day – a chance to clear her mind of her thoughts for a while. But, oh, how she had glared at him in that instant, her eyes becoming as cold as an ocean frozen over in the arctic. 

True, the boy had had every right to be as elated as he pleased about whatever he desired during his lunch break. But to think that one could be so inconsiderate to others … and while she had been trying to write—

In Michiru’s eyes, it had just been in her best interest to take the rest of the day to herself – A sick day. Now she lay in bed, curled up in as tight a ball her body would allow. She figured that an hour or so of  peace of mind and rest would do her more than a would of good, giving her enough time to simmer and collect before Haruka came home.

Haruka…

Her lips curled into a bit of a pout as she remembered the hurt expression on her lovers face as she had turned casually to leave. Michiru had struck something – some deep emotion – within her partner. It was an emotion that Michiru had purposely avoided for so long, never wanting to see the day when it would rise to the surface and peek. Haruka didn’t have to say anything for Michiru to know her feelings – between the two, it was now a given. And because Haruka had been given the “silent treatment” last night, she wouldn’t return home until later in the night than usual. In that given time, the two would each have time enough to collect their thoughts in private rather than confronting one another too soon, only to cause another “tift” between them.

*

It wasn’t until a little after nine that night that keys could be heard in the front lock, jingling to unfasten the bolt that kept the person on the other side from entering. Finally the door opened,  and slowly through the small opening peeked two dark orbs of emerald, half hidden by fallen strands of blonde and gold. As if having just surrendered a war, Haruka’s eyes cautiously peered about the entrance hall for any sign of movement; ears perked and ready to pick up on the slightest hint of sound. Before long she dared to step in fully, soundlessly closing the door behind her and locking it with a “click.”

Slowly, the blonde made her way down the short main entrance hall leading to the main staircase, eyes cast to the floor to watch where she was stepping in the dark. To her own surprise, Haruka had stopped just before the small break in the staircase where there was one wide step before continuing up the rest of the way. It was there on that single step that Michiru lay sleeping soundly. To Haruka, it was clear that she had drifted off to sleep there waiting – waiting for her.

Haruka smiled as she kneeled down before her “sleeping beauty,” her fingers gently grazing over Michiru’s which held fast to her “cold cloth” between her palms. Despite the dark, Haruka could see the light blush spreading across her partners’ nose and cheeks form having sneezed so much throughout he course of her cold.

It was apparent now that Haruka had begun to laugh lightly at the sight before her, and despite the quiet tone of her laughter, she had awoken the sleeping Michiru.

“Ha-ru-ka?” Michiru whispered as she began to sit up ever so slowly, only to be drawn into her lovers’ warm and inviting embrace.

At the smaller girl’s whisper, , Haruka  pressed a gentle finger to Michiru’s lips to silence her before lifting the girl up into her arms to take her up the remainder of the stairs to their room.

“I’m sorry for what I had said last night – or didn’t say,” Michiru began. “It’s just that you had hurt yourself, and you know how I worry for you … I respect your decisions and the choices that you make; but Haruka, it was foolish for you to—“

But she couldn’t finish, Haruka wouldn’t let her. With her arms securely holding Michiru up, Haruka knew of no other alternative but to  silence her with a kiss. Of course, this caused for a brief pause at the top of the stair case – a pause of which neither of them seemed to mind. But it wasn’t long after the kiss had been broken that Michiru began to complain again; nuzzling up to a laughing Haruka all the while.

“You know, kissing me like that is hazardous to your health. You may end up catching my cold in the long run.”

“You worry too much or someone in your condition,” Haruka laughed. “Tonight – let me do the worrying for a change.”

