Chapter 3- Ignoring


 Sasuke Uchiha was doing fine. Or so she’s heard, since she hasn’t stepped foot into his more permanent room, let alone the hospital.  Naruto has been by the less than talkative Uchiha side ever since he brought him back to the village. She had a difficult time with an excuse for not at least visiting the man she saved.  Although she wasn’t on the best of terms with Sasuke, she’d have to make amends sooner or later. 

But then again, those eyes. Sakura couldn’t even begin to explain the emotion, and depth of the stare he delivered to her. She’s never seen the intense expression on him, or any other person she has encountered. It sent chills down her body thinking of it. The black eyes held unquestionable fear, and distrust in them. It was obvious why. He was restrained on an unfamiliar bed by powerful ninja, while in serious pain and sustaining heavy wounds. Then there was the second look he gave her.


It was an extreme glare that he had while staring into the eyes of each doctor surrounding him. Then, when looking upon Sakura’s face, the dark expression changed almost instantly. The eyes hardly softened, but it wasn’t a glare any longer. No hatred or fear. It was like he was looking at the sun for the first time. But inside the awe, he had an hidden emotion of worry. But why? What on earth could have made Sasuke Uchiha worried?


Sakura’s thoughts were interrupted by a familiar voice. Kakashi stood behind her, closing his book and stowing it away in his dark green vest. “ Sakura, I think we need to have a little talk,” He said to her. By a little, he meant a very long time. She gave him a wide eyed innocent look to try and quicken the lecture her moraled sensei was about to unleash on her, “What about, sir?”


He led her to a bench and sat down besides her, spreading his arms wide along the back of it on either side. He stared sideways at Sakura, “ Don’t give me that look either. You’re not getting out of this one. It’s mildly serious.” He tried to smile.

Sakura sighed anyways and slouched against the bench and stared in defeat at the ground, “What do you need to speak to me about?” She asked hesitantly. What was he going to say?

 
He looked at her for a tiny while before talking to make sure she’d listen, “Don’t get up and run away, but it’s about Sasuke. Listen, I understand that you two aren’t the best of friends. Not anymore at least, but it would do a lot of people good if you’d both kiss and make up. Specifically Naruto. He isn’t as happy as he could be if team seven were on good terms. I also know how thick headed Sasuke can be about apologizing, but you saved his life and I’m sure he’ll be more than secretly grateful,” he chuckles softly.

She couldn’t find his humor, “That’s the thing though. I tried thinking like that too, but he won’t be grateful. Not close. I’m sick of him not appreciating what anyone does for him. There are too many things he’s done, and some unforgivable. I don’t WANT to make up with him, Sensei!” she tells him distressfully.


He purses his lips under his mask before answering, “Sasuke has been through hard times,” He raises a hand to stop her from interrupting, “And yes it was a long time ago and he should try to be kinder. But it’s very hard to just forget what was done and move on. Especially when it happened to early in his life. I can’t honestly see him becoming anymore softer than he is already, even if he really does defeat Itachi. So it’s up to the people around him, his closest friends to look around his hard shell and support him and understand his harsh ways. It’s never easy to forgive and forget, especially for Sasuke. So I came to you.” He looked at her very sternly, “You, I know can forgive and forget. Sakura, your heart is very kind and loving. If not anyone, you can really get under Sauke’s tough skin and see that he does appreciate you and wants to be close again. Do you understand me?” 


Sakura stares straight in front of her, soaking in the words that he gave her. Forgive and forget? Maybe. I guess it’s not his fault exactly. Just his twisted brother’s. A small smile pulls at the corners of her lips. I bet I can bring out the inner Sasuke. That would be so great. A slighter more caring Sasuke. She was totally convinced now. Did he use some sort of mind jutsu on her? She looks up at Kakashi with a full smile now. He smiles with one closed eye back at her, “Do you see now?” He asked pleasantly


Sakura nods her head and looks towards the hospital, “I guess I could give it a try Sensei. Thanks for talking sense into me,” She looks back at him with a slightly embarrasses smile. “No problem. Naruto with be delighted to hear team seven is back in action,” he chuckles. He swiftly pulls out his perverted book and stares down intently into the white pages. This has got to be the 10th time he’s read the pornographic series she thinks to herself.


Sakura hops lightly to her feet and leaves Kakashi to his reading and walks determinedly to the hospital. She can easily talk with Sasuke, It will be great, and they’ll be good friends again. She might get him to smile for once she thinks excitedly. Piece of cake she thinks to herself again.


It so was a mind jutsu. Outside the hospital Sakura paces back and forth in front of the doors, people moved aside to leave the building. How was she even going to start! ‘Hey Sasuke! Remember me, I confessed my love to you 2 years ago and you knocked me out and I hated you ever since?’ yeah, that sounded real nonchalant. She tries to think eagerly when the door opens to a nurse staring at her with a calm expression covering an annoyed one.


“Is there something I can do for you, ma’am? I can easily assist you!” She asks in a false chirpy voice. Sakura notices that she is probably creating a disturbance stomping angrily outside the hospital. She decides now or never. “Uhm, yes. I need to find Uchiha Sasuke’s room?” Sakura asks apologetically. The nurse seems glad that Sakura is cooperating and gives her his room number. Sakura walks slowly up the stares to the second floor in the infirmary. Quicker than she hoped, she was standing in front of the prodigy’s room. She gulped nervously and rapped on the door quietly. An angry voice muffed by the door spoke, answered by another one happy and light. Footsteps approached her and it opened revealing Naruto’s face. He yelped happily and dragged her into the light blue colored room.


The hospital room smelt sanitary but still held the faint smell of blood. A window was in the middle of the far wall overlooking s few small building and in the distance was the mountain of hokages. The same wall held two pictures that were very relaxing and pleasant. Probably meant to cover up the fact you were in a building of the sick and injured.


Forcefully Sakura turned her head to the bed, dominating most of the room. The raven haired man was sat up bandaged and patched up on much of the skin. Sakura looked fearfully at his face. 


He didn’t look angry, or scared, or worried. He hardly had an expression. His eyes glazed over her figure, but he didn’t seem to notice her presence. He could have just been looking at a picture behind her. Then looking at her face, he registered her.


So fast, if she wasn’t looking she couldn’t have known, a gleam of longing flashed in his eyes. And before Sakura made sure it really happened it disappeared. She blinked at him and he turned his head away slightly annoyed like he didn’t know what she was looking at. Sakura shook her head lightly, making her shoulder length hair bounce slightly, to clear her thoughts.


Naruto was the first to speak, “See Sasuke, I knew she’d come! I was so right!” He half shouted in delight. I really needed to do this. If not just for Naruto. Sakura smiled slightly at him, and looked back at Sasuke. “Do you think I could talk to Sasuke alone for a moment, Naruto?” 


Naruto looked in-between them for a second in surprise before wordlessly leaving the room as told. He was probably going to listen in through the door anyways but it gave them the illusion of privacy. She cleared her throat to begin and make him give her a bit of attention. He turned his head towards her and raised an eyebrow in clear annoyance. Sakura began.


“I-I know we are not as close as we used to be,” she started lamely, “

But I think if we both gave a little effort we could act normal and maybe talk a little. S-since we used to be on a team, and Naruto and Sensei…” she trailed off because Sasuke was staring at her full force with his onyx eyes. She gave him a very puzzled look. What was he doing?


“Sakura,” Sasuke’s voice rang like a bell saying my name. He was talking slowly and punctually. At least that was normal. He continued, “I have not defeated my brother. So, I am not staying in the village for very long. I understand your feeling to a degree, and I agree with your offer of being, friends...” He tasted the word on his tongue. Sakura looked at him, and he looked back. They did this for a few moments before Naruto came back into the door. He shrugged when we both glared at him, “ No one was talking so I figured Sakura forgot to know I could come back in.” He said defensively.


Sakura opened her mouth, but Sasuke spoke first, “Yes we we’re finished Naruto. But now you need to leave again. I need more rest.” He lied. 

Naruto moaned in defiance, “But you just woke up!” Sakura grabbed Naruto’s arm and walked to the door. “You always need to rest when your injured Naruto!” She interjected, happy for the chance to leave Sasuke. Naruto sighed and said a string of good byes before Sakura said her single syllable parting and closed the door.


Sasuke looked at the closed door and listened to their footsteps grow faint down the hallway before sighing and lying back down on his back. Staring at the ceiling he though of the eyes he saw at the ER. They were beautiful. And according to Naruto’s annoyingly repeating stories about Sakura saving his life, the eyes matched exactly. Sasuke never really noticed Sakura when they where children, but now that he sees her grown and mature- he cut his thoughts off the direction they were going. Sakura? Beautiful? He was crazy. He never thought anyone pretty, or cute let alone beautiful. He morphed the pure word into one of filth in his head. Sasuke cursed at himself for letting his thoughts go too far.

Sasuke squeezing his eyes shut and scares sleep into washing over him. He dreams sweet dreaming of ripping his bastard brother into pieces. But somewhere in the battle of blood, Sakura was mixed into the dream. She just merely stood besides him and he felt a thick charge of electricity course through him, and it was clear to move inside of Sakura too. He smiles in his sleep.

