Of Strangers and First Meetings

By Ashly

Hazel eyes glared at the outside world, as heavy rain fell down from the heavens. A lone figure stood on the steps of Metro Bank, unmoving and long, dark hair moved animatedly with the wind before a pale hand shot out to hold it back. An annoyed sigh resounded out, as the girl pulled her hair back in a loose ponytail.
‘Stupid rain. Stupid, stupid, stupid rain,’ was the mantra going through her head. She was going to be late for her meeting, and her friend would probably complain her ears off due to her lateness, and she really wasn’t in the mood for another complain-fest and…

Argh. She was going. Who cares about the rain? She was *so* not going to doom herself to endless whines. So taking in a deep breath, she prepared to enter herself in the humongous shower.
“Hey~!”

A tug on her arm caused her to fall back unceremoniously and an indignant squawk passed through her lips as her back collided with something solid. Her mind vaguely registered an ‘oof’ coming from whatever she had collided with, as she tried to balance herself. Pushing away, she turned around. 

Angry hazel eyes met cheery cobalt blue ones. She was about to snap out an insult at the young man before her, if she had not been cut off by the loud voice of the other.

“Hey, hey~! You’ll get sick if you walk out there! It’s *pouring*.”

“I noticed.” The annoyance in her voice was evident.

Turning around yet again, she prepared to once more go out into the pouring rain. And yet again, a hand on her shoulder stopped her. Growling, she turned her head just ever so slightly to address the other.

“What *do* you want?”

“You’ll get *sick!” A pout was on the stranger’s face and she couldn’t help but inwardly snicker at the childlike expression. The boy’s eyebrows furrowed for a moment before a large grin appeared on his face. “Hey, I know! You can walk with me for now! I’m not really going anywhere in a hurry, anyway.” It was then that she only noticed the umbrella in the stranger’s hand.

A glare.

“Didn’t your mother ever teach you not to talk or go with strangers?”

“Well, didn’t *your* mother teach you not to run around in the rain?”

Ooh. Sharp. Maybe he wasn’t as daft as she thought.

Mulling about it, mommy *did* say not to talk with strangers. 

*However*, she had also said not to run around in the rain. Nor be late for meetings. So she guessed option 2 out rules number 1.

Shrugging, she turned to the stranger. “Fine. I need to go to Starbucks on 3rd street.”

A grin was on the boy’s face as he opened the umbrella, cobalt blue eyes dancing with a teasing light. “Date?”
She snorted. “As if. Meeting with a friend.” She didn’t elaborate anymore and merely stepped closer to the stranger before they entered the pouring rain. Hey. As nice as he was offering to walk her, he *was* still a stranger.

As they walked the short journey to the café, hazel eyes turned to look at her companion. The boy looked around her age and was quite handsome really. With his eyes a bright shade of cobalt blue and a head topped with shoulder length chestnut colored hair, which was tied back in a ponytail, he looked like one of those typical school heart throbs.
“Hey. Am I that good looking that you can’t take your eyes off me?” The voice had a teasing tone to it and she found herself looking into the other’s mirthful blue eyes. She was so caught up in studying the other, she hadn’t noticed that it had been obvious nor that they had stopped at an intersection.

“Hn. That line is *so* cliché,” was the annoyed reply.

The other gave a good natured laugh. “Grouchy, much? Time of the month or something?” He winked as he ducked the other’s mock slap. “Alright! Alright! I’ll keep quiet!”
A snort was all he got as a reply and silence descended upon them.

A few moments of peace lapsed out as the two stood together under the rain, waiting for the stop light to turn red so that they could cross the street. ‘We must look like a couple,’ she thought as she caught the giggles from the nearby mothers behind them. She would have turned around and growled out that it wasn’t so, if the loud voice of the other didn’t break through the precious silence ( and thus ruining his promise, she noted off handedly at the back of her mind).

“I’m Zack Strife by the way.”

They moved as the street light turned red and the walk sign turned green. Hhm, odd. She always found it amusing how the two were so perfectly timed.

“Isis,” was her only reply.

“Geez! You’d think you’d be more grateful to someone who’s helping you. Didn’t they teach you about appreciation and all that jazz in school?”

“Well, didn’t they teach you that suddenly grabbing young teenage girls by the arm, forcefully pulling them away from their destination and offering to take her somewhere while dressed in shabby clothes just screams out rapist?” She replied back in a casual manner.

“Hey~!” Another pout. “My clothes aren’t shabby…”

She glanced at the other’s attire. Well, true. Decked in casual brown pants, a loose, bright orange long-sleeved shirt and an unattractively clashing sea-green vest, he didn’t look too shabby really. He looked more like a dysfunctional clown. Or an orange fruit. Well, whatever he looked, those colors were just so wrong. And that thought, she haughtily voiced out.

“Hey~!!!” Zack gave her a mock glare. “Well! You dress…you…uhm…”

Hazel eyes glared at him. “What’s wrong with my clothes?”

The other stared back in childish defiance before backing down. “Hmph. Nothing. You look nice in what your wearing.” Zack muttered.

She smirked victoriously at that. “Why, thank you.” Sarcasm was evident.

“Geez, you need an attitude adjustment. Really! You’re like a walking, talking, insulting ice cube! And I just met you!!!” was the whine.

“And you’re a walking fashion disaster. And it’s your fault you met me.”

With that, Zack quieted down, muttering about mean ladies and how charity doesn’t pay off anymore. Isis just smirked in her victory.

They walked on together, yet again in silence before coming to a stop in another intersection. Hazel eyes lazily read the sign and noted that they were pretty close to the café now. Just three more streets away. She sighed and pulled of her hair tie, letting her long, black hair loose before she ran a gentle hand through it. The wind had finally stopped now, the rain lessened down to a very light drizzle and the sun was starting to peak out from behind the clouds. She could probably run out to the rain with only getting slightly wet if she was fast enough, but she decided putting up with Zack was better than risking the chance of slipping on the wet ground, skidding through the road and cracking her skull on some random fire hydrant, thus killing herself. Yes, such morbid visions.
She looked on as cars passed by before her senses alerted her that the chestnut haired idiot was staring at her. With an annoyed air, she glared at him.

“What?!”

“Eh…uhm, nothing…” he trailed off, face coming close to hers just ever so slightly. “It’s just that…your eyes…they look kinda…golden in the light. That’s all…”

Isis smirked. “You are probably the only person who’s ever tried to hit on me in the middle of the street and at a very random moment, you know?”

“Wha-??” The other blushed brightly, cobalt blue eyes averting from their stare. “I was *so* not hitting on you, you know? And we’re not even in the middle of the street, we’re at an intersection! And, uh, I mean, like, who’d want to hit on you? You’re mean…and you don’t accept charity…and just because you have pretty eyes and a great fashion sense, doesn’t mean anyone wants to hit on you. I mean, you’re like probably one of those all classy, hopeless romantic types who’ll be all high maintenance and…bah. Whatever.” He ended his little monologue by firmly settling his gaze on the street and shoving his free hand in his pocket.
Isis barely caught half the things he said but what she did catch puzzled her. Hopeless romantic? Her? As if.

“What makes you think I’m into the romance jazz and such?” She questioned, as they once more continued on, the walk sign turning green in front of them.

“Well…,” Zack motioned with his head at her hand and her eyes followed only to see a novel in her grasp. Oh. She had almost forgotten about that. That was why she was seeing her friend in the first place. To return the romance book to her after she had forced Isis to read it, exclaiming that maybe it’ll convert Isis to ‘one of them’. Honestly, Isis was *extremely* thankful she wasn’t. Lord knows what would happen to the world if she added in the numbers of ‘their kind’.

“Not mine. My friend’s.” Isis then snorted. “I don’t even *understand* love in the first place.”

“Oh.” Zack paused in thought for awhile before replying back. “Well, I do.” 

Isis raised an eyebrow at that. “You do? I thought the only guys who could ever go into all the romantic jazz are *those* kind of guys.”

Zack vehemently protested at that. “Hey! I’m not gay!...not that I have any problems with homosexuality…just that…argh! I’m just *not gay*, okay??”

“Fine. Fine. Whatever.”

“Hpmh. Well, a *guy* can be romantic *and* still be straight you know? Besides, I don’t go for those ‘you complete’ and all that nonsense. I just think that…well, that there’s someone out there ya know? Argh. Never mind I ever said anything.”
Isis was quiet.

“Well,” she spoke up. “I guess, yeah, I mean, out of a gazillion people, there’s bound to be one who’ll accept you for who you are right? I mean, doesn’t matter if they’re ugly or an idiot or something right?” Her voice was soft, almost wishful.

Cobalt blue eyes looked at the dark haired girl for a moment, taking in the soft expression on her face as a strange emotion passed through those blue hues. They continued on before a large grin broke out on Zack’s face.

“Hey! Maybe you’re not such an ice cube!” He retorted cheekily, thus ruining the rather peaceful moment.

Those pretty, almond shaped eyes glared at him. “Pest,” was all she retorted, though a slight smile appeared on her face. “However, I still don’t believe in half the drivel they stuff into those romance novels. I mean, geez! Shouldn’t kisses taste like *spit* instead of the usual stuff they write in romance novels? I mean, how can a kiss taste like chocolate…or strawberries…or home…summer time…the smell of an old, antique shop, or whatever! Well, the first two are still plausible depending on what your partner ate but…ew, actually that’s gross considering you’ll still be able to taste it…but anyway, geez, you can’t even *taste* the *smell* of an old, antique shop or stuff like that…” she trailed of at that, eyes looking away from the other and searching inside the café for any signs of her friend. The two had stopped in front of the window and Zack had just closed his umbrella as they stepped under the parasol of Starbucks.
Hazel eyes spotted her friend, noting that the other had not yet noticed her arrival, before turning to the once-stranger. Zack was grinning at her with that infuriating grin and from the short time her had spent with him, she could tell she was going to say something stupid yet again.

“Maah~! So why don’t we find out if kisses really DO taste like chocolate or strawberry or summer time or whatever?” He winked in a teasing manner before puckering up his lips like some diseased octopus.
Her eyes bugged out at that and a bright blush made its way on Isis’s face before she gripped the book tightly and lightly smacked her companion on the face. An “oow!” resounded out, as Isis smirked to herself in satisfaction. “Idiot. Don’t you know you’re not suppose to kiss on the first date? It’s impolite.”

A cheeky grin. “So we’re on a date now huh?” 
A glare. “As if. Get lost.”

His grin grew wider. “Maaa… so mean. Well, your wish is my command milady,” and with a mock bow, Zack was off and out, but not before thrusting a piece of paper into her hand and giving her a quick peck on the cheek.

Later, she would probably regret going with the stranger when she thought about it.

Later, she’d open up the piece of paper to find out that it was Zack’s phone number.

Later, for some unknown, she’d pick up the phone to call Zack.

Later, she would find herself on an *official* date with him.

Later, she’d know that kisses *do* indeed taste like spit and yet were still enjoyable depending on the person.

Later, she’d understand love.

Later, she’d find herself in a white wedding gown, walking down an aisle as bright, cobalt blue eyes stared at her with a happy light in them.

Later, she’d find herself in the hospital, hazel eyes glaring at her husband as he named their first child Willy Charlie Oompa-Loompa I. Strife in his moment of being insane and high on watching old movies like Charlie and the Chocolate Factory.
But hey, that was all for later and she would always have later to worry about.
And Isis lived for the moment.

So for now, she placed Zack at the back of her mind and walked over to her friend, who had a HUGE grin on her face. ‘Man, she probably saw everything,’ was the random thought that vaguely registered at the back of Isis’s mind as she sat down and glared at her companion. 

Well, whatever. All she knew was that later looked like a wondrous, bright perspective.
She smirked. ‘Ugh. That was so cheesy.’
End : )

