Lover’s Lane - Continued

It wasn’t until after a few weeks or so that I was contacted by Haruka, and we had agreed to meet at the café to catch up on a few things; mainly the past few days – which to me, felt like weeks.

Upon entering, she had caught me off guard with her usual “poke” to my side, and after having taken her seat, she went on to say how she just thought she’d take the time to say “hello.” It had shocked me at first to have seen her after not having heard a word from her for so long. After all, the two of us were somewhat the best of friends as far as I was concerned; however, since she never spoke of her feelings to anyone, I wasn’t sure exactly what she thought of me.

And so we kept to our own little corner in the café, talking casually over what had been holding us back over the past few weeks and why things have been so hectic. 

“Well,” I began, as I ran my finger along the rim of my tea cup, “It appears you haven’t disappeared off the face of the Earth after all,”

She laughed, shaking her head at my sarcastic comment. “Of course not. Actually, I’ve been trying to reach you lately, but your phone always seems to be busy, or you’re never home … How have you been, Michiru? I’ve missed you!”

I watched her nose slightly wrinkle in frustration as she frowned, something I thought to be very adorable at the time. “I’m sorry. I just haven’t been myself lately, and I’ve just been so terribly busy…” I allowed my voice to trail off as I glanced to the small cup in my hands, my mind still mulling over her words as well as her expressions. “And you know good and well you haven’t missed me,” I said with a half smile. “Especially when you have others to occupy your time. Though, it is sweet to hear you say so.”

What I hadn’t told her was that I had seemed to take my phone off the hook somewhere between my unconscious sketching phase, and hours of rehearsal at the concert hall.

“Aw, of course I have!” she replied with a mocking wink. She then went on to say: “and it’s not that anyone has occupied my time, I just haven't been around as much. Studies and track have been taking up a lot of time.” To my surprise she then extend her arm towards me to poke me once again in the side; her never failing way to make me smile. “I missed poking you,”

“So I’ve noticed,” I laughed, easing back in my seat.

I then went on to tell her why I myself hadn’t been seen around as much as I would have liked. I told her everything; how I had been practicing and studying day in and day out, sketching and painting without end, forever keeping myself as busy as humanly possible. “I hardly have time to compose any more. In fact, I have stopped work on my sonata,”

“Oh … So you’re not composing any more? Well, I see your rest habits haven’t changed. I’ve told you that you shouldn’t wear yourself out.”

I smiled as I slowly shook my head. “Don’t get me wrong, I still compose. I’ve just been exploring new ideas, possibilities and visions … I just haven’t been able to focus on my sonata as of late.

She shook her head slowly with a quiet laugh. “The infamous Kaiou Michiru, always busy … Just don’t forget about us little people,”

“I wouldn’t consider you “little people,” I assure you, Ten’oh Haruka. There’s no way I could ever think of you like that.”

And it was true. I could never think of her as such a little role in my life, not when she was the co-star of my life story … I told her then how I had been missing our conversations. After all, it is what a great deal of our friendship was  made up of. As of late I had grown lonely – though I would not openly admit to it. Instead of talking to Haruka, or throwing myself into a Confession booth, I instead threw myself into my room, loosing myself in my drawings. Loosing myself to the point of which I couldn’t even remember the previous night after I had come to my senses the following day.

In my mind, I found myself asking her the question, “where were you then … when I needed you most?” Little did I know, I had done more than simply think the question.

She laughed. “I’m not sure. You’re supposed to keep tabs on me.”

I couldn’t help but to blush, mainly out of embarrassment for saying what I had aloud. “I’m supposed to keep tabs on you?” I teased, briefly glancing up from the table only to focus my attention out the café window. When I finally I began to speak again, my tone was lower, and less mocking. “Well that’s not fair … You know I’m no good with moving targets.”

She grinned at me, like a Cheshire, then took a small sip of her water before speaking again. “Is that so? And here I thought the Senshi of the Seas could handle anything.” She took another casual sip of her water. “Besides, if I were a still target, then there would be no challenge, right?”

I shook my head. “The Senshi is only a part of me. And as far as your being a moving target goes … I suppose you could say the challenge is what I like best.”

“Ah, I see...” she smiled. “Then I shall strive to be your best challenge yet.”

Little did I know then that she would prove true to her word.

*

For the next few days I kept close tabs on her. Not in the line of stalking, mind you. Rather, I wrote her letters, sent her roses, and chocolates … I know, I was spoiling her. But what can I say? I only gave a response to the kindness she had forever shown to me.

At times we would catch one another just before either of us had to be about our separate ways to do whatever for the night, and sometimes in those coincidental moments that I would catch her, she was often flirting with a young and vulnerable girl – or two. This innocent flirting of hers I took to be a normal routine now, and I took it all very lightly. After all, anyone could see that it was in her nature. In fact, there wasn’t a time that I could ever picture her not flirting with some fresh young victim – I mean, girl.

… Haruka had many admirers, anyone could see that. But as it seemed, in my mind, only I could understand that she wanted more than a simple admirer. Her subtle hints towards a life less ordinary sparked my curiosity somewhat, and seemingly all at once I began to wonder if I – odd as it may sound – could give that life to her. 

I know. I was her friend, and friends shouldn’t consider such things about other friends. Unfortunately for me, I couldn’t control my thinking habits all of the time, and I would often daydream about how things could be if maybe … just maybe …

*

“…I’m having day dreams, about night things, in the middle of the afternoon…”

*

The seasons gradually changed, and over that period of time we steadily grew closer; amazingly to the point where we began to inquire more and more about one anothers personal feelings – and somewhat how we felt towards … each other.

… I remember it so well … Every last detail … As if – as if it were all a dream tome, one that I had pieced together all on my own; it couldn’t have been more perfect…

It began simply enough with my chancing upon her in the park – our usual meeting place. I was thankful for having the chance to “sneak up” on her using the element of surprise as she took her time in flirting with some young face who had happened to cross her path.

Her flirting was harmless: flashing a charming smile, winking a playful lash, nothing that would cause any harm. It was just enough to capture the young girl’s attention before going on about her way. Well, it was at that moment, while Haruka was standing there in a charmed daze, that I chose to tap her gently on her shoulder, notifying her of my presence.

“Flirt,” I said calmly, smiling as I watched her turn to face me with wide eyes.

At this she simply gave a nervous laugh as her eyes darted back and forth from the young girl and back to me. “Flirt? Me? With her?” Again she laughed. “No! Not at all! I was simply … asking her assistance with something.” She gave me a charming and flirtatious smile. “An itch I couldn’t scratch, I suppose you would say.”

“I see,” I began as we started to walk along the path. “So, what is she like? I assume you’ve talked to her before,”

Shoving her hands into her pockets she gave a slight huff, tilting her chin back arrogantly, peering at me through one open eye. “You can’t seriously believe that she’s my type, can you? For one, she’s too childish for my liking…”

I shrugged. “I don’t mind. I mean, it isn’t like we’re an exclusive item, right?”

At this she opened her eyes wide as she immediately stopping dead in her tracks, a single brow arched high in curiosity. “So – you’re saying that in your eyes we’re not, right?”

“Well,” I began as I stopped only feet away from her.  I kept my back to her then, not wanting her to see the intense red that had taken over my usually fair complexion. “You never asked me. And anyway, it’s wrong to assume something like that. Isn’t it?”

By now she was rocking back and forth on her heals, I could tell. It was little sounds like this that I could pick up on easy – when I was nervously holding my breath. She then took a single step to me. “Yes, I suppose it is … But, on the other hand, it’s also wrong to assume that we aren’t until it’s made perfectly clear. It’s only fair…” Her voice trailed off slowly, followed by an awkwardly long moment of silence before she spoke up again. “…Ne, Michiru. Are you saying that I would have to be the one to ask you?”

I could only give a light shrug in response, knowing that my voice would shatter like a fallen piece of glass to the floor if I dared to speak a word.

“Oh, here we go again!” she laughed. “It’s going to be like pulling teeth with you, isn’t it?”

“Well – yes!”

I was surprised then as she began to chuckle. “You’re too cute when you’re nervous,”

“I am not!” I protested in a surprisingly childish manner as I turned to face her. “You wanted a reaction and I gave you one … It’s just that simple.”

“That’s what makes it cuter all the more,” she replied with a wink. Then she nudged me, clearly wanting my full and undivided attention. “So really, Michiru. You can honestly say that my open flirting doesn’t bother you?”

“No.”

“Oh … Alright then.”

Silence.

And oh, what a long silence it was as we walked on through the park. Never had the world seemed so quiet to me. The hustle and bustle of others around us was oblivious to me as my mind raced to find some sound – any sound at all – to attach itself to.

Thankfully Haruka spoke again, relieving my head of the deafening silence before it could drive me insane. 

“Why so quiet?”

“Because you are,”

She smiled. “So if I threw myself into a cold and freezing lake, you’re saying you would too?”

At that comment, I returned the smile whimsically. “To come to your rescue faithfully? … Yes. I would.”

It was then that she began to toy with the topic at hand once again, which I always found quite amusing. She did this often – mostly to avoid a topic that she wanted to discuss, which usually led to one confession or another. “So am I to understand that you know CPR?”

“But of course!”

I was then taken aback by the sudden feel of arms wrapped about my shoulders, stopping me in my tracks at a stagger.

“You’re too good to me Michiru! Does this mean that you’ll marry me?” This, of course, was an act on Haruka’s part that caught me off guard, mainly as she rest her chin on my shoulder and spoke softly … to me, and me alone. “Or,” she continued, “maybe we should start of slow, ne? … Want to be together?”

And, of course, I did not take her offer seriously. After all, we were friends, and had been for some time. That was how we knew one another – how I knew and understood her flirtatious ways. Surely this proposal of hers couldn’t be real; things like this just didn’t happen. And so, I simply laughed it off, taking her “offer” as a simple jest, and replied as if the topic would be disregarded, easy, only moments later. “And is there anything else that the great Wind Chaser would like?” I asked mockingly.

“Everything!” she laughed, her chin rising from my shoulder a bit. “But for now, I suppose I can settle with our simply being an item.”

“And what is that supposed to mean?”

This question of mine shocked her, causing her to draw back from me, only to move before me to examine my expression more clearly. Thankfully, though, by now the rose in my cheeks had dulled to a light and natural blush showing that I had calmed. To my surprise, she began to stammer in her own words as she began to speak again. “Well,” she turned away somewhat, determined not to face me as she spoke. “It means dating …You and I -- together. Something to do before getting married,”

At this my heart paused, and I could only watch in silence as she rocked to and fro on her heals once again. Inside me my heart raced, as did my mind, both sending hundreds of messages a minute to my mouth encouraging me to speak. And yet I didn’t know what to say. At times like this, no words that came to mind seemed good enough. It were as if an angel sent from the Highest Power had come down to me asking me and me alone what wish I wanted more than anything else in the world. What could I possibly say in order for things to be perfect, in order not to mess this up for me?

And so after swallowing my fear, I took a deep breath and spoke; and I could only hope that my voice wouldn’t shatter all over again. “Are you officially asking?” I inquired, not waning to come across as wanting, needy or desperate. 

Then, in a minute tone, one that almost went unheard by my ear she replied – with a question. “Yeah?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

As Haruka turned to face me, I noticed a light red had overcome her face. “Really?” She seemed as nervous and as shocked about all of this as I was.

I nodded.

“And to think, you never said anything?” she said in a surprisingly calm tone, as if all the nervousness in one instant had suddenly drained from her completely. She laughed and shook her head as she again began to lead the way down the path, this time with a new air about her. “That’s not right, Michi, not right at all!”

I couldn’t help but to smile here and now. In an instant, something had changed about the both of us. In my mind, in silence, I thanked Fate for bringing us together. In my eyes, this was the beginning of our bittersweet symphony…
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