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Intro:

Yup, it’s another of those stories featuring Tyreke and Rosie.

Yeah, I know it’s been a long time, and I’ve written hardly anything. You’re forgiven for not remembering me =). I am trying to write more, though. It’s just difficult when you’ve had a two-year headache and a ton of work to get through, and you really just feel like flopping into bed. With your best friend.

Ahem. I mean, to sleep.

Anywho, this one’s not finished, but I’m posting it anyway. Why? Oh, because I suddenly feel the need to get back into the writing world. Or maybe because I’m secretly hoping “Tyreke” will see these, and realize that he’s truly madly deeply in love with me. Either of those could be true. =)

The story:

The doorbell rings.

It’s Tyreke, of course. I felt him driving up to the house. I walk quickly to answer it, but even in the time it takes me to cross the living room and hall, it rings a further two times. He must have something urgent to say.

I pull open the door. “Hello, Ty.”

His face is twisted in anger, an expression I’ve never seen on him before. It scares me. His voice is curt and his questions are to the point. “Rosie, what the hell is going on?”

“How do you mean?”

“Sofia. Mouthing off about you to all her friends, me included. I thought the two of you were tight – what happened?”

I sigh deeply and pinch the bridge of my nose. I can feel a migraine coming on. Too much emotion. He grabs my shoulder, but I shake him off and walk a few paces. Turning around to face him, I lift my head and look him straight in the eyes. “Sofia tried to force a promise out of me. A promise that I would never look at you romantically. I told her that I couldn’t do that.”

His face relaxes. “You couldn’t?”

I step closer, still holding his gaze. “I know you, Tyreke. I see you. I see who you are inside…and it would be very, very hard not to fall in love with you.” I drop my eyes, embarrassed. “I don’t know how I’ve held it off this long – a combination of will and luck, I guess.”

He opens his mouth as if to say something, but I cut him off. “Don’t worry, I know you don’t love me, and that’s okay. I’m happy with the way things are now.” My voice is steady. I’m proud of myself for that, at least. “But human emotions are tricky, and I have no intention of making a promise that I might not be able to keep. I told her as much. And I’ve made enough promises to Sofia. Some of them were hard, but I’ve kept every last one of them. But I won’t make another for no reason other than to relieve her paranoia. It probably wouldn’t work, anyway. She clearly sees me as the enemy now.”

I finally look up. Ty is gazing at something to the side of my head. It’s unclear whether he’s heard anything I’ve said.

“Tyreke?”

“So you’re truly happy with the way things are now? You don’t think Sofia’s wrong for me?”

“If you’re happy, what does it matter what I think?”

“You know things. But even if you didn’t, you’re my best friend. I value your opinion.”

“I think—” I break off suddenly and rub my forehead. Yep. It’s a migraine, and it’s going to be a big one. I wince at the pain inflicted by my fingers and try to continue. “I think that you’re a better judge of that than me. I have a tendency to confuse my own will with the greater will, especially when complex feelings are involved. Do you want some tea?” Chamomile tea and lavender oil on my temples will hold the headache off until he leaves, and perhaps if I deal with it quickly, it won’t last long.

He grabs my arm again. “Rose—”

“Ty. Please. Just one moment.” I make my way to the toilet and fumble on the window ledge for my massage oil. Almond base, with a heavy dose of lavender essential oil. Sitting on the closed lid of the toilet, I pour a drop into the palm of my hand and dip my fingers into it, smearing it on my temples and rubbing in smooth, firm circles. Blood, flow. Headache, go. I repeat my mantra as I rub. After a few minutes my headache feels eased somewhat, and I leave the bathroom.

He’s standing right outside the door, waiting for me.

“What, did you think I was going to climb out the window or something?” My voice is harsh and I cringe at the tone of it. He looks hurt, and I wish more than anything that I could retract my statement. I put one hand to his cheek and continue, in a softer tone, “I’ve never run from you, Ty. And I don’t ever plan to.”

He looks past me, pensively, and I wonder what he’s thinking. I could read him, of course, but I have neither the energy nor the will. Tyreke’s thoughts recently have been like a twisted ball of yarn, and trying to separate one from another saps my strength. Plus, I have a strange feeling that he’s not comfortable with me seeing them anymore. Which is odd, but not earth-shattering news; he’s been drawing back from everyone for the last few months, not just me.

I suppose I have, too. Things recently have been…strained.

I push past him and walk into the kitchen. “I need tea. You want?”

“What do you have?”

I think for a moment. “Chamomile; peppermint; wild raspberry and nettle; blackcurrant, ginseng and vanilla; cranberry; rosehip and hibiscus; green lotus; mango and lychee; apple-cinnamon and regular old Earl Grey.”

“I think I’ll pass.”

I look at him incredulously. “You don’t like any of those?”

“Nah, I didn’t really want tea. I just like making you say all the names.” He grins, and for a moment he looks like my best friend again. But only for a moment. The grin fades, and his thoughtful expression returns. No, it’s more than thoughtful. It’s wistful, perhaps even sad. “You’re wrong, you know.”

“About the tea?”

“No.” He doesn’t volunteer any more information, and for a few seconds everything is quiet. I poke him in the ribs gently. “What am I wrong about, McPherson?”

“You said you’d never run from me. That’s not true. You’ve been running from me all year.”

Well, that was unexpected.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He explodes. “Don’t play fucking children’s games with me, Rosie. You know exactly what I’m talking about.” My mouth drops open, and he lowers his voice somewhat. “All damn year, I’ve been trying to get through to you. All year, I’ve been waiting for you, waiting for you to get used to London, waiting for you to get over that asshole boyfriend, waiting for you to show some interest in dating again. And then you go out with that guy from bio, and I think you’re finally ready, so I ask you to the Valentine’s Ball…and you fucking turn me down. Do you have any—”

“What the fuck? You jerk, you never had any real interest in me. You told me you asked me to the ball to annoy Adria—”

I break off and look at him closely. I haven’t seen him looking this rough in a long time, perhaps ever. His eyes are circled, his forehead taut. His mouth is taut, and I know that look – it’s suppressed emotion. But what on earth…emotion for me? I sink onto a kitchen stool, feeling my headache returning fast.

“Why did you ask me, Ty? If it wasn’t just to make Adriana jealous?”

He looks down at me, his face relaxed: his eyes no longer like coal but returned to their normal chocolate color, his mouth once again gentle. “For someone who’s supposed to have “clear-vision”, you’re really bad at seeing things that are right in front of you.”

To be continued – when “Ty” finally realizes…
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