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I’m not the same as I was when I met him for the first time.

*

I’m not the same as I was when I first saw her at the park, and my world shifted.





Premise

It does not seem like such a long time, looking back on it. But at the same time, it feels like we spent ages without seeing each other. Our time apart taught us a lot about who we are as individuals, and even though I know all of that, I can't quiet my mind at night when I stare at the ceiling of our fresh studio apartment. There are questions rounding my mind like crazy. Who is this person now? How did the experiences before we met again change my loved one's personality? Are they a different person, or am I imagining things? The proper way would be to ask, I know that. And even when I know it, I feel like I can't.

The perfect words are not coming easily into my mind.


Chapter i

Bianca


I guess I should go back to that first day of our second relationship, as I sometimes call it when Tyler is in a teasing mood. After we left the Museum in Greece, Tyler took me to a nearby café though I should have been the one doing the leading since I had more time in town than he did, but he was Tyler, and as before, he took the reigns, and I loved following him, it usually led to something exciting. Not that day, though.

We sat and had some delicious dessert, and we simply stared at each other. Tyler had just turned twenty, he filled out to his frame and now towered over me, when before we were almost the same height, it was almost freaky to see. He seemed older though, even then, when we were there, not talking, his eyes had a certain faraway quality that I didn’t dwell on, I was too happy about seeing him.

“So, tell me,” I started when the silence stretched to my limits.

“Yeah?” Tyler smiled.

“How was Japan?” I asked straight.

“Is that the first question you have for me, Bianca?” His weird question made me frown. I nodded slowly. “Alright,” he carried on. “It was mind-blowing,” he admitted after a few seconds.

“Why shouldn’t I ask about it?” I wondered.

“Because you stopped talking to me,” he replied easily.

“What?”

“You just stopped replying to my emails,” he rephrased.


“You stopped writing to me, Tyler,” I said. And there, our happy, we’re back together moment came to a sudden halt.


“Bia,” he shook his head before pulling out his phone. “Last week, I sent you two emails,” he informed me. “I never stopped.” Tyler showed me his email history. I grabbed his phone without thought and saw the hundreds of emails. “There’s no point in you reading those now.” He told me, taking his phone back.

“I want to,” I told him. “I never got them, not after last November,” I retailed. “Maybe you wrote the address wrong,” I shrugged.

“Don’t be cute,” he said, and I smiled a little. He couldn't help that, finding me cute and that gave me hope. “I’m serious, Bianca.” He insisted.

“Alright, then, how do you explain it?”

“I know your email address by heart,” he said.

“You could have called,” I murmured.

“I did,” he surprised me. “You had already left your uncle’s home by then.”

“He didn’t tell me,” I stared at Tyler. His blue, beautiful eyes gave me a quick glance before he looked away. “What is it?” I might not know the current him, but I knew the old Tyler, and there was something he was hiding.

“I told him not to,” and that wasn’t it, but I let him tell me that much. I’ll get to other things later on. I was still hoping for it.

“And he apparently listened to you.” I complained, crossing my arms and leaning back on the chair.


“When you didn’t write back after that, I thought: she wants to move on.” And that was dark for Tyler, what had happened to him?



“Well, here I am,” I motioned to my T-shirt, which had been in a tiny shop in London where I had spent only a week. But the I fell for a redhead in it had called to me, and I had realized that no matter where I was, I still loved the guy in front of me.


“I know,” he smiled softly. “That’s why we’re here,” he nodded. Tyler looked at his watch.

“Somewhere to be?” I questioned.

“Yes, actually,” he gave me an apologetic expression. “Do you want to come with me?”

“Where?”

“My hotel,” I raised an eyebrow at him, and he returned it with a tilt of his head. “Please,” he laughed lowly. “Like that would be how I ask,” Tyler’s directness was as vivid as the day we met, and it still made me feel a bit self-conscious. “I have to meet some people from the company.”

“You work?”

“How else would I be here? Not all of us are artists on the way up,” and while I knew he was joking, it was not an easy banter. I thought perhaps I was reading too much into it, but maybe it was that Tyler had changed, but by everything that I held dear, he was still Tyler Woodland, so I went with him.

And I got to watch him, from a distance, acting as an adult that his young age barely merited for it.

◆◆◆

After a while of me gawking at Tyler Woodland, talking to people in suits and some who weren’t, moving around groups and computers as if he was the one directing or whatever. There was movement close to me.

“Miss?” Someone said behind me, and I turned slightly.

“Yes?”

“Are you from Yume’s Inc?” I stared at the receptionist, manager, or whatever the person from the hotel was, and she stared back, her expression turning from polite to fake-polite before my eyes. “I don’t see an ID, are you staying in the hotel?”


“I—,” great. I thought as her expression went darker.


“This is a private space, could you please wait in our—.”

“She’s with me,” Tyler’s voice interrupted her fakeness before she dragged me off for being an intruder. “Sorry, I’ll get her a pass,” he told the woman, who quickly smiled and nodded.

“Of course, Mr Woodland. Please see that you do.” I gaped after her, then swiveled to Tyler.

“Sorry, they’re a bunch of snobs here,” he said, making me walk into the room further. “This is taking longer than I thought,” he apologized. “Do you have somewhere to be? I think it’ll be another hour or so,” Tyler finished, looking around.
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