Do You Love Me? Pt. 2

Disclaimer and Authors Notes: As usual, theses characters aren’t mine, I’m just borrowing them for the time being … As you can see, this is the second half to and all ready oddly depressing fanfic. Forgive me, I don’t mean to make so many of my “H&M” fanfic’s so – traumatic and dramatic, but that seems to be the only way that I can finish them. The more drama, the more I can write actually.

All of that aside, I hope you enjoyed the first half … and now on with the second!

Miryo-chan

April 20, 2001

*

Even in her dreams Haruka felt disconnected from Michiru. After all, for them, it wasn’t unusual to find the other in their dreams and there together they would spend the rest of the night alone in secret. But now they no longer met; or at least, not face to face. Often in her dreams Haruka would see Michiru not too far from her, sitting in a world that appeared strangely empty and out of focus. And always between them stood a gate, tall and strong, that kept Haruka from reaching her.

Throughout much of the dream Haruka spent her time at that gate, extending her hand to the other who didn’t even seem to notice her there. Over and over again she would call out, reaching for her, trying with all her might to convince her to come back, to return to the bright and ever cheerful world that they had always called there own. Sadly, Michiru would never respond; it was if she never even heard the calling of her name. Lost, like a child in the wilderness, she would roam about her lonely and empty world, almost as if she were looking for something – something that she couldn’t quite put her finger on … something that called to her…

The next morning, Haruka awoke to the sound of light feet roaming about the room above her. In the deep subconscious of her mind, Haruka knew that it had been that sound that had awakened her from her restless slumber. Suddenly a sickness filled her stomach, and she found herself rolling over onto her side, covering her ear with her pillow. Maybe, just maybe, if she couldn’t hear the footsteps of the “stranger” roaming about their room, maybe, just maybe, the pain would go away. But it didn’t, and it never would. At least, not until things were settled and back to the way that they once used to be; peaceful, calm and orderly.

Looking to the clock at her bedside, Haruka noted the time. At least one thing hadn’t changed, and to her that was a bit of a comfort – that Michiru was still an early bird…

*

Michiru stood on the balcony that overlooked the sea, a deep frown creasing her brow as she watched the waves churn back and forth over the white sands below. It was so odd being here, feeling out of place and alone. The young child who had unsteadily introduced herself as Hotaru had told her not to worry, and to make herself at home. The older woman, who had introduced herself as Setsuna, had made an exceptional breakfast and had brought it to the room for her, making polite conversation as the two of them ate and sipped tea. And though she had thought it odd when Setsuna offered her a scrapbook of photographs, she did her best to be polite and accept it with as little hesitation as possible.

The room they had brought her to only the day before yesterday still struck her as odd and unusually decorated. All over there were things – little things – that in one way or another represented the wind or the sea. Minor tokens like small vials of different sands, labeled with the names of popular beaches and sea side resorts from all over the world sat atop the fireplace mantle in the corner of the room not too far from the large French doors leading out onto the balcony. All of the vials were set up in a certain order, as she soon came to realize. Before every vial came a picture, and in the picture either stood two figures or three. But what she found most of all, was the sight of herself in each picture standing so comfortably close to a tall blonde who, too, seemed to be in every last picture, always at her side.

More sand … more pictures…

Michiru found herself wondering just who that tall blonde figure was, and how they knew one another … They seemed so happy in one anothers’ company in the picture. So then, if they were such good friends, why couldn’t she remember their friendship? It was so stressful to be left alone like this in this house, in this room. So badly she wanted answers to all of the questions swimming around in her mind. But as far as she knew, everyone had left the house, leaving her there all alone to her thoughts.

With a heavy sigh she finally paced over to the white antique vanity that sat not too far from the fireplace. Looking down to the table top of the vanity, Michiru noticed that all of the items: the brush, the jewelry, the containers of makeup, powders and perfume were all the color of the pale waters of the sea. In the bright sunlight of the early morning, the items glistened like diamonds. It was all so beautiful; things a princess would use when preparing herself for the day. A gentle smile playing across her lips, Michiru extended her fingers to a few of the items, touching them gently as if they would break at any given moment if handled in any other manner than with the utmost care and consideration.

“The scent of the ocean is in here…” she whispered to herself as here fingers slowly trailed from one item to the next.

“It’s – her favorite scent … That’s why.”

Jumping at the sound of a responding voice, Michiru twisting about quickly at her waist to look to the door. Seeing the tall blonde standing there, hair messily hiding eyes that seemed to be downcast, she bit at her lower lip nervously as she turned around in her seat again, looking to the items before her once more. “I’m sorry. I was under the impression that I was the only one here. I had no idea – You’ve been so quiet all morning.”


“I’ve been sleeping,” Haruka lied as she looked over her shoulder and down the hall behind her. “Setsuna and Hotaru?”

“Gone to the park.”

“You didn’t want to go with them?”

“I would have felt out of place going with them,” Michiru replied meekly. “Besides, they had said that I should get better aquatinted … with things … around here.”

Slightly frowning, Haruka watched Michiru as she raised her deep blue eyes to look into the mirror before her, focusing hard on Haruka’s reflection, watching the blonde watch her. And in the soft light of the morning, Haruka could see the reflecting shine off of the small silver cross around Michiru’s neck, giving off an almost curious air in it’s glimmer. So badly now Haruka fought back the urge to pursue her own line of interrogation, forcing Michiru to remember everything, bringing up all of the small and seemingly insignificant moments of all the time they had spent together.

“Is–this—your room?” Speaking softly, Michiru’s words seem to stumble from her lips. She felt so nervous with this stranger watching her, eyeing her as if – as if she were supposed to know – something. “If you like – I’ll leave. I wouldn’t want to--,”

“You’re not intruding,” Haruka replied calmly. Her head hurt and her stomach ached. Why, of all people did if have to be the one and only person who meant the world to her? And why, why was it so hard, so very hard to tell her – All that she wanted was for things to be as they were, for the two of them to return to being themselves. With a small gesture of her head, Haruka indicated the crystal plate that sat half empty atop the small serving tray. “You’ve eaten breakfast, I see.”

Michiru nodded slowly, averting her eyes back to the vanity table as her carefully rest her hands in her lap, not wanting to disturb the possessions any more. “Setsuna-san was kind enough to bring it to me in here. I’m still not comfortable roaming about the rest of your home like a welcome guest.”

If only you could understand that -- you’re so much more than that … Haruka though sadly, eyes still fixed upon the shy young girl seated at the vanity. It was still so hard for her to believe that it had all come to this – and so quickly. I should have been there – to protect her … I should have felt something – should have known … I should have been there … I should have been there … I should have—

“Ten’oh-san?”

Her voce broke through the stiffened silence of the room, allowing the silent suffocation to pass, finally allowing an easy breath. But no matter how hard she tried, Haruka simply couldn’t bring herself to look “her angel” in the eye. It was still just too hard.

“Hai, Michi – Kaiou-san?”

“Well,” Michiru began as her eyes drifted to her fidgeting fingers. In her mind she couldn’t recall having ever felt as nervous as she did at this moment in time. It was almost – heart-wrenching. “I was wondering, that is, if it isn’t too much trouble, if you could possibly tell me more about myself,” she said softly, eyes wandering back up to the pictures that sat upon the bright and cheerful fireplace mantle. They had brought about feelings of great curiosity within her, ones that she couldn’t seem to shake, even in her dreams. “Judging by the pictures that I’ve seen throughout your home, mainly on the mantle, you seemed to have known me so well…” Turning to face the tall blonde that stood behind her, she couldn’t help but to notice the sadness in her eyes, and the tears behind them that wanted nothing more than to fall. There was just so much pain hidden behind those dark and piercing eyes of hers. And though Michiru didn’t know this person, this Haruka … somehow, she felt as though she understood this pain that she was fighting so hard to suppress. And to an extent – she could even begin to understand why. So badly at that moment, Michiru wanted nothing more than to relieve this stranger of her pain; to comfort and revive her. And it was then as she spoke that the next few words that escaped from her lips came out in more of a stagger than a sweet and innocent flow, all because of the ebbing fear that she held deep within her. “I assume that you, of all people knew me best … And, if you wouldn’t mind too terribly speaking to me about it, I would like to know more about our friendship.”

Friendship…?

“Our—friendship?” Haruka inquired between gritted teeth, eyes down cast and squinting. The word echoed over and over again in between her ears, like the dull and rumbling roll of thunder before a terrible hurricane. It was a word she hadn’t heard from Michiru’s lips in so long – well, that is at least when she was referring to what they … used … to … have … Isn’t it obvious? Haruka wondered as she could only tighten the fist that she had begun upon entering the room. By now, it was all that was keeping her from screaming at the top of her lungs, from yelling out … From blaming Michiru and telling her how stupid she was for forgetting their promise, their private vow – even though it wasn’t her fault for forgetting.

At Haruka’s question Michiru could only give a small nod as she could only continue to wonder why she was acting so – oddly towards her. “I’d like to know more about the significance of the items in this room, this house … Why the three of you chose to bring me here to your home--,”

“Some other time. Right now I have better things to do,” Haruka interrupted, turning abruptly only to walk out into the hall way, closing the bedroom door behind her with a harsh and floor-shaking slam. As much as she hated to admit it … she was falling back into her old ways once again … secluded and self supportive.

Confessions…

To her, this in itself was a confession … Of trust, of loyalty … of love … For as long as she could remember, Michiru always understood and knew – she just knew! Nothing ever had to be said between them, it was simply known. And now, now that this had happened, things had surely changed for the worst. Haruka found herself sweating with anxiety. She didn’t know what to do with herself, how to act, what to say. It had all happened too fast – and now Michiru wanted a confession – and from her of all people!

A deep and exhausted sigh escaping her, Haruka reached for the small gilded cross strung about her now heated neck. She was weary from fighting this internal battle deep within herself. She wanted rest and peace of mind – Even if it wasn’t peace from the fighting and the battle for peace throughout the galaxy … she just wanted eternal peace with her one and only … her Michiru…

*

“I know who you are, Ten’oh Haruka, from what they have told me … But, beyond that…”

With a deep sigh Michiru turned to look into the mirror of the vanity once again, almost confused by what she now saw. Over and over again she ran slender finger over her face, her ear lobes, her neck and her lips in curiosity. She was so baffled as to who the girl was staring back at her with those rich and unblinking deep blue eyes. “Why have you forgotten? Were the memories truly all that bad?” she inquired, her lashes slowly lowering to her cheeks once before rising to their original high posts once again. She didn’t feel like herself – however she was supposed to feel…

How strange … she thought as her eyes then slowly diverted to the open balcony doors behind her. It had taken her thins long before she had finally come to the relaxation that the wind had long stopped circulation into the room, rustling the sheer white curtains with the sweetest caress. And now all was silent, and still; deathly silent, in fact. Her body trembled as a sharp and uninvited cold chill suddenly swept through her.

At this feeling of a chill, the sudden urge to release all that she had been forcing back overpowered Michiru and she quickly found herself burying her face in her palms to cry. She felt so empty so suddenly, as if something major in her life were missing. And it hurt – it hurt terribly.

Michiru soon regained her composure after having heard the front door open and close downstairs. She had been left alone in the large and perfect house to her own thoughts. The blonde had gone without so much as a half good-bye, leaving her alone, dazed and confused. And with this deafening silence slicing through her like a double bladed knife, Michiru began to stair blankly about the room again in an attempt to distract herself.

Blue and aqua and white and gold … Colors that seemed to repeat and overlap one another time and time again about the room. The colors, some soft and some bold, reminded her of natural things, elements. But then she dismissed the thought from her mind, finding the thoughts petty and foolish. After all, this wasn’t her room to pass judgment on – this wasn’t even her home. Who was she to say that the room had been decorated this way or that to relate to such things as the elements?

She sighed. All of this excessive thinking – it was just too much for her. It was hard not being able to remember what her life had been like only a matter of days ago. It was hard not being able to remember her family, her friends … her lover … That is, if she had had one to begin with.

“It’s all so bothersome!” she screamed as the constant flash of images crossed before her eyes, showing her things, things that she was struggling so hard to remember. They were memories, she knew; memories that would help her to find what she was in dire search of … If only – if only she hadn’t been left alone…

