Do You Love Me? Pt.3

Yes, there is more to this fic. Not too much more, I don’t think … But I’m not yet sure. In my mind I can see how I want this to turn out in the end – well, for the most part. But I’ll just have to rough it and allow the events of this long fic to unfold themselves … Simply let my fingers guide me as I go. Oh, and like the first two parts before this one, I do hope that you enjoy this third part – hopefully I won’t have to make a forth… @.@ And for those of you who have kept with the fic this far, thanks a bunch for being so supportive. It means a lot to a writer like me.

Miryo-chan

6.17.01

*

Do You Love Me?

“Kaiou-san! Kaiou-san! Look at this one!”

Setsuna and Michiru could only watch and laugh as Chibi Usa and Hotaru darted about the kimono shop admiring and squealing about the assortment of cloths that had caught their eye.

The weeks had passed like years for Michiru. But even though it was painful for her, not being able to remember anything, she hung in there nevertheless. Mainly she trailed along behind Setsuna and Hotaru on every outing they took in hopes of being able to recall anything that she possibly could about the time the three of them had shared together in the past. And even though it was difficult for Michiru to deal with the ‘music lovers’ who seemed to approach her every so often in the shops -- complementing her for her works -- she somehow managed to stay calm; even when they began to go into great detail about her “latest release,” as if they had known her personally.

“Don’t look so timid,” Setsuna reassured just as Hotaru darted between the both of them, heading towards the other side of the shop, Chibi Usa close at heel. She smiled. “Hotaru thinks the world of you, even if you don’t remember it … She’s just thankful for your being alive.”

With a bit of a nod, Michiru’s fingers and eyes slowly wandered over the pattern of the cloth just to her side. Blinking twice she was finally able to look up to the child who happily waved to her upon eye contact, only to eagerly return to her pattern shopping. “But that doesn’t diminish the guilt I’m feeling. She’s shown so much kindness towards me throughout these past few weeks – as if – as of nothing has changed at all!”

Setsuna nodded proudly. “She’s an amazing child, which shouldn’t come as such a surprise, seeing as how the two of you raised her and molded her to be the great and outstanding young girl that she is…” 

Realizing her words, Setsuna’s voice slowly trailed off into nothingness before she diverted her attention to the walls of the shop. Anything – anything at all that would make her forget about the look that she was receiving from Michiru right now.

“’The two of you’?” Michiru inquired, her eyes watching Setsuna with the most piercing of gazes. “Surely – I couldn’t have forgotten my own child … Tell me that I didn’t … And the two of who?”

“You didn’t … Not completely.” Taking a deep breath, Setsuna prepared herself  to tell Michiru the truth – the whole truth. It wouldn’t be easy, she knew. But it had to be done. It was about time that Michiru fully understood why Haruka had been avoiding her for the past few weeks as she had.

With the simple gesture given by her Setsuna-mama, Hotaru knew that she was to stay with Chibi Usa in the shop while she both her ‘mamas’ went to talk outside. In a way, she was almost worried as she watched the two exit the shop, their expressions solemn. So distracted was she by the thought of her Michiru-mama soon bursting into tears, Hotaru hardly felt the tug on her arm from Chibi Usa growing impatient. To her friend, despite her worry, she smiled. After all, both her Michiru-mama and Setsuna-mama were reasonable people. If anyone could talk civilly amongst themselves, it was them … But it was their confronting her Haruka-papa that truly worried her … She could only hope that by the time the truth was revealed, Haruka would have clamed herself, managed to relax and come to some sort of understanding. Or for that matter, any kind of understanding at all.

*

Finally the traumatic day was drawing to a close.

Since they had returned from the kimono shop, Michiru had locked herself away in what Setsuna has revealed to her as being their music room. And so for the past two or so hours Michiru had sat there, eyes wandering, mind wandering, hands…

Strange as it was, she wanted so badly to take hold of the violin which sat neatly in the open case before her. She wanted to hold it, it feel it, to remember it, to make it her comfort zone once again just as she had done as a child. More than anything, Michiru wanted to find peace in that instrument again. She wanted it to give her comfort, to give her insight – to give her answers. But she was too afraid; afraid that she wouldn’t remember how to play. She feared that she wouldn’t be able to recall the great pleasure she had been told she had once felt when playing the violin. Besides, she didn’t feel as is she deserved to touch that violin again. Not after forgetting such an important vow … And as much as she felt the urge to, Michiru didn’t dare look back at the piano that sat in the opposite corner of the room near the large open window. It was simply too much.

… And, oh, the concerto’s that the two of you would write together! … The sounds flowing from that room … Nothing short of heaven sent, I assure you…

Setsuna’s word echoed through her mind again and again as she continued to eye the – her violin with great anticipation and anxiousness. From all that she had been told – by Setsuna, by the people who knew her and passed her by, by Hotaru – she had been so great once. And so, if not too long ago, once upon a time she had been so great, then how hard could it be? What did she have to loose?

“Hmph, Haruka, that’s what…” Michiru muttered softly. “But then…”

It was hard forcing herself to believe what others only told her. The thought had crossed her mind that yes, it was possible that they could have been taking advantage of her, telling her things that simply weren’t true, only to lead her into a great world of trouble. But then, looking deep into Hotaru’s eyes, she knew deep within her heart of hearts that that just wasn’t true, not in the least.

After having dismissed all thoughts from her mind, Michiru gently clutched the silver cross that dangled gently about her neck. There were still questions that she wanted answered, ones that Setsuna – as hard as she had tried – just couldn’t answer for her.

… Gomen ne, Michiru-chan, but there are things about you and Haruka-san that even I don’t know … Gomen …

This necklace, it meant something deep and special. Of that she was sure. But whatever it was, only Haruka could tell her. And unfortunately for her, that was the only person in the world who seemed to be avoiding her as of late. 

… Haruka is stubborn like that. You know how she is – Well … Just give her sometime, and I’m more positive that she will come around on her own … Haruka isn’t heartless, not in the least. It’s just that, you mean the world to her, and in you she looses herself … So you must understand, Michiru, if she loses you…

“She looses herself all over again…”

For the life of her, Michiru couldn’t understand as to why Haruka didn’t want t talk things out, why she only ran away. Nothing to loose … nothing to loose … nothing to… Repeating the words in her mind didn’t help, but they inspired. After all, if Haruka was all ready this distant from her, then how much more apart could they be if she couldn’t return her to ‘ideal’ state?

And so, taking a deep breath and relaxing her mind, Michiru reached out to the violin before her and gingerly lifted it into shaky palms. What would one try hurt? If she was horrible, then it wasn’t meant to be … And that was all that one could ever say about that…

*

F1 games didn’t help, the track at Mugen Gekuen didn’t help – and driving past the ocean on the way to the race track only made matters worse! By now she was feeling desperate, wanting some sort of release from all of this. Unfortunately all that she did, only reminded Haruka of – her.

The Crown … That was were the two of them had first met Odango and Minako-chan. Mugen Gakuen … Their mission for the three talismans, their duty … But always together. And the ocean … Well, she would just assume forget about the ocean right now. That was the most painful of all the thoughts.

She had surprised herself when she had stopped briefly only to look out ‘to where the Wind met the Sea.’ That’s when her eyes began to sting – from the salty air carried off of  the water, of course. And so she left, speaking down the road at eighty plus at the very least wanting nothing more than to escape. It wasn’t right, this painful feeling in her chest. It was unlike any pain she had ever felt before in all her days; even more painful than when her Pure Heart crystal was stolen. And upon close inspection, she had seen to scar, no indication that she had been attacked again. So then – where was this pain coming from?

Quietly Haruka swore under her breath, pounding fiercely at the searing weal with the ball of her palm. She began to swear even more as she flipped blindly through radio stations … only to land upon one of—their—songs…

Ai shita hi    

Wakareta hiumaretekita sono wake wo kizukaseta hito

I cry for you and you cry for me

Well, Can I loving you forever?

Nobody knows, what color is true love?

Where is true love? Fall in love, it's true*
Frustrated that her eyes were beginning to sting again, Haruka slowly turned down the volume of the music until it could no longer be heard. She slowed the car to a safe sixty MPH.

She felt wronged … No, tortured … No, lost … Yes, lost…

She sighed. “It’s not fair to indulge in your own private world like this, Michiru … Onegai … Don’t leave me here all alone like this…**”

Suddenly, it was as if se had slammed full force into a stern brick wall, her brilliant yellow Ferrari screeching loud as it fishtailed into a dead stop in the middle of the road. Why hadn’t she seen it before? Why hadn’t she noticed? Who had left who behind in all of this?

“Baka ne, Ruka!” Haruka growled as she quickly made a shift in the gears only to make a swift U turn, retracing the steps from where she had just came. Her heart pounded fiercely in her chest as she raced past the world, leaving it all behind, her soul bent on one thing and one thing only…

She didn’t care anymore! So what if Michiru didn’t want to hear it … Who cares if she despised what she heard – It would be the truth!

… Things like this just take some time … Just be patient and take things slow … Encourage her slowly … Don’t force her to remember … Make her comfortable and keep her at ease … No sudden facts that may startle her…

Eighty … ninety … 

By now, Haruka was hell bent on making Michiru remember everything, if it was the last thing she’d do.

Stopping in front of the home that she shared with the other Outer Senshi, Haruka took only a second to compose herself before stepping out of her car and starting up to the front door. But then, she stopped. From where she stood outside the front door, looking up she could see clear up to the open window of the music room. Frozen in awe, Haruka listened as a solo violin concerto poured from the window of the room and carried out into the cool air of the night where Haruka stood listening, unmoving. Could she have remembered? Haruka wondered as she inched just below the window.

“Michiru…?” she whispered softly, a glimmer of hope now tugging at her heart strings.

Then, as if the whispers had reached her target, the concerto stopped and the bright-eyed silhouette of a young girl made her way to the window. Around her neck a silver cross glimmered in the pale moon light and it was at that moment that she knew … She could feel it!

Without another word exchanged, the two vanished from where they stood. Almost jogging, Haruka burst her way into the entrance hall, startling Hotaru and Setsuna who had been working in the kitchen all the while. But she didn’t mind them, all ready she could see what she was after.

At the top of the stair case stood a fidgeting Michiru, her eyes nervously darting about the circumference of the entrance hall and the staircase. Though her moth seemed to open and close over and over again, no words seemed to form and pour from her lips. She could only stand there in a confused state of silence, her eyes burning with tears that wouldn’t seem to come. And though her mouth wouldn’t allow her to speak, her eyes said it all.

Completing the entrance hall in two bounds as  it seemed, and taking the stairs two at a time Haruka quickly made her way to Michiru only to stop on the step just before her, suddenly unsure of herself. “Michiru--,” But she couldn’t finish. Before another word could escape her, she was taken about by the sudden feel of her lovers arms around her neck. And she exhaled. The sound of once cross against another could be heard as Michiru buried her face in Haruka’s neck, sobbing. And even though she knew – deep within her she knew … She still had to be sure … Somehow she had to reassure herself…

“Michiru,” she began again, her voice surprisingly meek, “… Do you love me?”

Drawing back just enough to face her partner, Michiru smiled, her eyes shining full as they once had ‘once upon a time.’ And without releasing her partner from her grasp, she replied: “More than life itself.” And taking Haruka’s hand in her own, she returned her chin to its resting place on Haruka’s shoulder, her eyes closed lightly as she continued to allow her tears of joy to fall. “Neh, Haruka … Promise me that we will stay like this always … I absolutely refuse to let you go tonight.”

For the first time in weeks, Haruka smiled, removing once hand from Michiru’s waist only to rest it gently in her hair. “I promise.”

Epilogue…

A childish giggle escaped Michiru just as Haruka poked her playfully in her side and pulled her closer, their foreheads pressed gently to one anothers. It was then as Haruka closed her eyes in content that Michiru raised the cross around her neck into view, quietly reading the inscription that Haruka had had engraved onto both crosses.

“Amoureux Éternels ... Le vent et la mer, sûrement!***” She smiled, her eyes gazing back up to Haruka’s, who’s lashes slowly fluttered open upon hearing those words.

“Eien no ai, mon amour,” Haruka whispered back before placing a gentle kiss to the tip of Michiru’s nose.

“How could I ever forget?” Michiru replied softly as she nestled up to Haruka more. “The scent of the ocean carried by the wind beckoned to me … Even in my dreams…” She yawned. “You will always be my heart, Ten’oh Haruka … Always…”

As the weary Michiru lulled herself off to sleep with her own whispers, Haruka dared to pull her closer, her hands gently caressing her lovers back as she held her, silently vowing to forever protect her, even in her – their dreams.

*

In the sunny garden filled with the sweetest of flowers sat two children, basking in the glow of the perfect mid-day sun. One sat upright, her head slightly tilted forward as she gently ran delicate fingers through the other child’s short blonde strands, her own tresses gently teasing the other child’s face and neck. And with her head resting in the first child’s lap, the second child simply lay there, content in their own secluded world of perfection.

Far off from where the two sat, tall and lush grasses grew and wild flowers twist and wound about what appeared to be the remains of what was once a tall and stead fast gate. No longer in operation, the black rot iron lay in shambles, now used as nothing more than growing support for the many flowers, and perhaps a perch for the birds.

It was a gate that would never stand or hold out one of the children from the field of happiness ever, ever again…

So what did you think? I’m sorry that took so long. Anyhow, there are only a few minor things that I wish to site before “closing shop” for the night.

*That paragraph is from one of my favorite songs that I’ve had as an MP3 since November 13, 2000, but I’ve never really taken an interest in it until now … Which is great actually, because it fits this fic so well. Anyhow, the song is by Hamasaki Ayumi and it is titled “Love~since 1999~.” If you haven’t heard it, it’s really great. Sorry that I don’t have the translated lyrics, but what you see is enough, and is really self explanatory. ^^

** “It’s not fair to indulge in your own private world like this, Michiru … Onegai … Don’t leave me here all alone like this…” You may recognize this as a line said by Haruka in SMS – if my memory serves me correctly … And it is, only with a bit of a modification. After all, I had to make it fir the situation completely. I’m sure you understand.

*** ^^ Michiru speaking French … Gives me chills! Anyhow, that quote or rather inscription that she had read from the back of the cross Haruka had given her roughly translates to “Eternal Lovers … The Wind and the Sea Surely!”

Anyhow, that’s all, and thanks for reading. Complements are welcome – flames, too … All at “ichikoyuuen@aol.com” the name that I use for all of my writing needs … Well, until my next fic!

Miryokuteki

