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some nights i say "fork it all" and stare at the calendar
by serpentinebulbs

Summary

AU. As the philosophy study in Australia comes to an end, and the squad prepare to go their
separate ways, an impulsive suggestion from Tahani leads to them embarking on a group
holiday to Brooklyn, USA, where they discover things they never thought possible. Spoilers
for The Good Place, s2 finale onwards. Title from 'Some Nights' by FUN.

Notes

See the end of the work for notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/serpentinebulbs/pseuds/serpentinebulbs


Chapter 1

“You know, Eleanor, I have to say, this is probably the first time I’ve ever walked down a
high street completely alone!”

Eleanor squinted up at Tahani, pushing her sunglasses up onto her head. The glare of the
midday Sydney sun was not to be reckoned with, but she was willing to risk frying her retinas
if it meant she could shoot Tahani one of her most disbelieving looks.

 “…You do realise I am right here?”

“What? Oh, no!” Tahani laughed. “No, of course I know you’re there! You’re not that tiny!”
She grinned mischievously, and booped her on the nose. Eleanor quickly lowered her
sunglasses. “No, it’s just that in the past I always had staff with me.”

“Staff?”

“Oh, you know. Security, bodyguards, and so on.”

“Security?”

“To create a barrier from the paparazzi. And fans. It gets invasive after a while.”

Eleanor looked around. It was seriously busy, but while she had noticed quite a few people
staring at Tahani with curious expressions - they had yet to be approached. “It looks like
they’re keeping their distance today.”

“Yes, well…” Tahani leaned in close. “Don’t tell anyone, but I might have enticed a few of
the major news corporations into making sure I’m left well alone.”

Eleanor gasped. “You didn’t!”

 “Oh, don’t!” Tahani groaned, looking like she very much like she wanted to bury her face in
her hands. “It was such a selfish, indulgent thing to do! I keep thinking about the charities
and fundraisers that it could have gone to- Oh!” She cut herself with a squeak of surprise,
because Eleanor was suddenly throwing her arms around her, and squeezing.

“Don’t say that!” Eleanor lifted her head from where it had been pillowed against her chest.
“You have just as much right to privacy as anyone else!”

“But-“

“No! No buts! If that’s what it takes for the paps to stop harassing you, then of course you
should do it!” She closed her eyes, and lowered her head again. Tahani was able to feel her
face, which always got flushed when she was angry, warm against her skin. “You’re
amazing.”



“Oh, Eleanor.” Tahani hugged her back, a lump forming in her throat. Thirty-five years of
life, and she’d never had anyone get so ardently aggrieved on her behalf. She rested her
cheek on the top of Eleanor’s head, breathing in the coconut smell of her hair, and felt like
she could have stayed there forever.

And so, when she did pull back, it was very reluctantly. She was rather surprised to see there
was a tearful expression on Eleanor's face, too. A jolt of anxiety rushed through her, and she
reached out, determined to impart some comfort, but Eleanor was speaking before she even
managed to utter a word.

 “I got mascara on your dress.”

Tahani looked down. It was true. There were a few smudged black marks there. She touched
one, and some of the colour came up on her fingertip. “It’s fine, Eleanor. It’s just cotton.”

“But it’s white!”

“So?” She showed Eleanor her finger. “Look, I’m sure it’ll wash out.”

“You’re probably right.” Eleanor bit her lip. “Drop it round my place tomorrow, and I’ll clean
it for you.”  

“ No.” Tahani shook her head forcefully. “Not a chance. I can find my way around a washing
machine you know. In fact, I seem to remember you being the very one who told me I could
do everything by myself!”

Eleanor still didn’t look too convinced, but she shrugged, and gave a watery smile. ”Not
everything.”

Tahani tilted her head, her forehead puckering ever so slightly in confusion.

 “I helped you pick out the cactus!”

 “Ohhhh.” Tahani suppressed a laugh. Even while they’d been in the shop, she’d known
Eleanor wouldn’t be letting that one go for a long time.

Well. All the more reason to tease her about it.

 “You really can be quite the little pedant, you know.”

Eleanor’s eyes narrowed. “ Hey, less of the little, Lurch!”

There was no hiding her laughter this time. “What? It’s accurate.”

“It is not! A pedant is the big dangly bit on a necklace! That doesn’t make any sense!” 
Eleanor argued, her arms windmilling in frustration. Tahani snorted.

“A pedant is somebody who’s excessively concerned with pointing out minor details - that is,
you. You’re thinking of a pendant. ”



“I’m just saying that I showed you which cactus to get for Simone! That is not a minor
detail!” 

“Hardly major--”

“Tahani. You were going to get her a jumping cholla. They grow to four metres tall!”

“And so it’d look perfectly unique in her back garden!”

“She’s moving to an apartment in Brooklyn.”

“Oh.” Tahani pretended to look embarrassed. “I suppose you’re right.”

“Exactly . You should know by now that I always am.” Eleanor teased, looping her arm
through Tahani’s as they finally started back down the street.

Tahani smiled to herself. “How do you know so much about cacti anyway? I never took you
for a budding florist. Pardon the accidental pun.”

Eleanor snorted. Fourteen months of being friends with Tahani had taught her that her terrible
puns were never accidental. “You need to get some better jokes, hot stuff. Cacti aren’t
flowers.”

Tahani gave her a look.

“Well, there are a lot of cactuses native to Arizona, so can you blame me? And, I think
they’re cute.”

“They’re hardly cute!” Tahani exclaimed, and Eleanor knew she was thinking about how the
little moon cactus had poked her finger and made her bleed as the cashier was ringing it up.

She smirked to herself. “They are when they grow flowers.”

The affronted sound that Tahani made was delightfully garbled.

Debates about mascara stains and native Arizonan cacti aside, they eventually found their
way to a small smoothie bar. It was fairly busy inside, but the queue was short, and they
chose their drinks quickly. 

 After ordering, they found a small table by the window and settled in to wait for the
smoothies to be brought over. Tahani took the cactus out of the bag and squinted at it
suspiciously.

“Do you think I should water it?”

“What?” Eleanor opened her eyes and frowned. She was so not ready to stop basking in the
blast of the powerful air conditioning. “No, the girl in the shop will have done it this
morning.”



“Are you sure?”

“ Yes. Look at the spikes. They’re sticking straight up. That’s a good sign.”

“Hmm.” Tahani slid the cactus back into the bag and stared at her hands. Eleanor watched her
with a quizzical expression, wondering if she should ask what the other woman was thinking
about, or just mind her own business.

But then Tahani straightened up and unfolded the napkins she'd helped herself to at the bar.

"What are you doing? Origami?"

"No?" Tahani tilted her head curiously, moving to fish an expensive looking fountain pen
from her handbag. She started doodling on the napkin, and Eleanor watched intently as the
smooth lines gave way to a simple hibiscus. "Whatever gave you that idea?"

“I dunno.” Eleanor tipped her head back against the booth and let her gaze wander over to the
counter. The guy who had taken their orders was crushing ice up in a blender. The noise of it
was shrill enough to cut through the conversations taking place around them. He was tall,
with red hair, and had smiled broadly when Tahani added a generous tip to the bill. “I think
he thinks you’re writing your number down for hiiiiim…”

“What?!” Tahani's head jerked up. Then she saw that the server had turned his back to chop
up a pineapple, and gave Eleanor a sharp kick under the table.

“Ouch!” Eleanor yelped, pulling her left foot up onto the bench so that she could rub her
shin. “Tahani, that was not nice.”

“Neither is implying that I have the hots for that teenager !”

“What was he supposed to think, you tipped him twice the cost of our order…. And look
what you did, I’m starting to bruise!”

Tahani rolled her eyes. “You showed Chidi and I that bruise last week. And anyway, I’m
trying to be good person. It’s not like I’m going to miss those thirty dollars.”

“And aNyWaY, I’m tryyyyiiiing to be a gOoD perrrrsoooooon,” Eleanor droned, in an
imitation that Tahani had to admit was woundingly good. “We get it, change the record. If
you were really a good person, you’d remember that the bruise I showed you last week was
this one!” She shuffled on her bum for a second, putting her foot down and bringing up the
other.

Tahani stared at the blemish on Eleanor’s knee with raised eyebrows. “That’s not a bruise. It’s
been there since the day we met.”

“It has not-“

“You can’t preach about being a good person and then lie about your injuries.”



Eleanor started to argue back, probably some half-baked retort like “you can’t call yourself a
good person and go around inflicting injuries,” but was cut off by the arrival of their drinks.

Tahani took out her reusable straw and used it to stir her thick, garishly orange smoothie a
few times. She was starting to wonder if the ingredients were really as “all natural” as the
menu claimed. “Anyway, there’s no point in arguing about this. Being a good person isn’t a
competition-“

Eleanor’s eyes lit up as she prised the lid off of her own (hideously pink) smoothie. “THAT is
the best idea you’ve ever had!”

Tahani winced. “I really-“

“We should have a good person competition! Look, I’ll go first.” Eleanor pushed her cup
across the table. “You wanna have a taste?”

Before Tahani could refuse (there was still a string of spit connecting the straw to her bottom
lip, for goodness sakes!), a distinctive voice interrupted, and they both jumped out of their
skins.

 “Did you just say good person competition ?” 

“I cannot, in any circumstance, ethically condone the two of you partaking in a good person
competition to prove that you are good people.” Chidi was saying, as he slid into the booth
beside Tahani. “But that’s clearly not going to stop you…” he trailed off, watching in
bewilderment as Eleanor instead tried to force her smoothie onto Simone.

“Aw, lighten up Cheeds. It’s not going to hurt anyone!” Simone said, placing the straw into
the corner of her mouth and taking a diligent sip. “Wow, that’s actually really good.” She
turned to Eleanor. “Can I finish this? I’ll give you five good person poiiints…”

“Yep, go for it!” Eleanor said, acquiescing the cup to Simone without so much as a grumble. 

Tahani blinked. “Who said anything about points?”

Simone took the straw from her mouth. “Well, if you’re serious about this good person
competition, how else are we gonna keep track of who’s in the lead?”

“Exactly. Keep up!” Eleanor said. Then she leaned over Simone, shoving the straw into her
mouth and slurping a large mouthful before she could react.

Simone squawked, and retaliated by jamming her fingers into the smoothie. Eleanor made a
grossed out noise, but before she could complain, Simone had flicked a handful of smoothie
into her face.

 “Do that again, and I’ll deduct three points from you.”

The look of absolute betrayal on Eleanor’s face set the rest of them off.



So immature, Tahani thought, as tears of laughter came to her eyes.

It was just one of the many reasons why she was going to miss Simone. She was funny, and
warm, and smart, and it was going to be strange navigating the university without her. She
snuck a sideways look at Chidi, and guessed that he was feeling the same way.

She leaned over. “Didn’t you order a drink?”

He looked at her in surprise. “Uh, no. Simone spotted you two and dragged me straight over.”

“Do you want one?”

“I…guess?”

“Go on, then.” She flapped her hands at him until he slid out of the booth, and then she
followed after him. As they joined the queue, he folded his arms and stared up at the menu.

Stressed was his default expression, but today Tahani thought he looked a little withdrawn
and morose, even if he had been laughing along with the rest of them. Hardly surprising,
given that his best friend was about to jet off to America for the foreseeable future. She tried
to imagine what that must feel like.

And then she was hit with the realisation that the study was ending, so of course it made
sense for things to be changing, for the strange, quirky little friendship group they’d created
to be slowly starting to split up, and-

Oh. Maybe she did understand how that felt. Her heart sank, and she put a hand on his
shoulder. “It’s okay to be sad, you know.”

“Oh, I know.” He shot her one of his awkward smiles. “It’s just weird knowing this is the last
week we’re going to spend together for a long time.”

“Wait- week? I thought Simone’s flight was early Monday morning?”

“It is. The plan was always for me to go as well, and then fly back next Tuesday.”

“Oh.“ The queue moved forwards, and they shuffled along together. “How strange. I must
have missed the memo. I suppose that means no philosophy class this week?”

Chidi laughed. “Not unless you join us in Brooklyn, I guess.”

Tahani considered this while he placed his order. “Why not?”

“Wait, what?”

She shrugged. “It’s been a busy year. I’m sure we could all do with a holiday, so why not go
together? It’ll be like one last hurrah!”

“I-“



“Excellent! Let’s tell the others!” She grabbed his arm and dragged him back towards their
table. Chidi hardly had time to take his smoothie.

“So wait, you’re suggesting all of us go to Brooklyn? For a holiday? Tomorrow?” Eleanor
asked. In their absence, she’d helped herself to Tahani’s mango and passionfruit smoothie.
Tahani pretended not to notice. 

“I think it’s a good idea,” Simone said. 

Eleanor pulled a face. “Group holidays aren’t really my thing. No thanks.” She made to get
up, but Simone pushed her right back down. 

“Seriously? You’ve been living in a motel for the last fourteen months, this entire study has
practically been a group holiday for you!”

“Holidays don’t involve homework, but fine. I’m in.” She pointed an accusing finger at
Tahani. “No five star hotels though. The plane ticket alone is going to eat up all of my
savings-” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it-” 

“Don’t worry about hotels,” Simone interrupted. “My family will put you up.”

“Yeah, Ray and Kevin have tons of space,” Chidi agreed. 

Eleanor and Tahani stared at him. “Who are they?” 

“My uncles,” Simone said, at the same time as Chidi said “We used to stay with them every
summer during college.” 

“Eee, it’ll be just like old times!” Simone squealed. She jumped up and threw her arms
around Chidi’s shoulders, squeezing tightly. “I can’t wait.” 

“Yeah, except you’ll be blowing me off for Rosa’s every night.” He snorted, patting her curls
indulgently. 

“Is this seriously happening then?” Eleanor asked. She looked over at Tahani, a little
bewildered. 

Tahani smiled, and reached over to grab her hand. “It looks like it is.”

 

 

 

 



Chapter 2

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Apparently, arranging a ‘spontaneous holiday’ was not as easy as it sounded.

The thirty-six hours after their encounter in the smoothie bar - which should have been
imbued with anticipation and excitement, Tahani thought - actually passed in a flurry of
flustered organisation and panicked activity.

On the morning of their departure, Tahani was faced with a sullen Eleanor who had neglected
to pack her toiletries the night before, and now couldn’t find her toothpaste. Of course, she
refused to admit this until they were bickering over how to operate the heirBnB’s locking
mechanism, and Tahani had the misfortune to lean into her foul huff of morning breath.

At least digging through her suitcase for her own toiletries bag gave her the opportunity to
lecture Eleanor on why she should’ve learnt from her impromptu all-nighter at the 24-hour
laundrette just a day earlier.

 Somehow, though, they managed to pull it off. Chidi and Simone’s cab arrived with just a
minute to spare, and before long they were on their merry way to Sydney Airport.

Eleanor found herself squashed between Chidi and Simone on the back-seat. She’d tried
calling shot-gun, but Tahani had quickly pulled ‘leg-room rank,’ and she’d been swiftly
overruled. Annoying as it was, she did have admit that being nestled between her two
favourite ‘hot, demented’ academics was kind of cosy. Dawn had only just broken, and the
air still had a night-time chill to it. Simone seemed to agree about the ambience - they’d been
driving for maybe ten minutes and she’d already drifted off on Eleanor’s shoulder.

Eleanor chanced a look at Chidi. He was sitting ramrod straight, in his usual button-up and
sweater vest, staring contemplatively out of the window.

“I almost thought we weren’t gonna make it,” she said.

“Hmm?” Chidi looked round at her distractedly, and for the first time that morning she
noticed there was a prominent thumb print on the lens of his glasses. There was something
about it that made her cheeks grow warm - it was so at odds with his usual neat, put-together
appearance. She imagined him waking that morning with a start, realising they were late,
haphazardly grabbing his glasses and shoving them onto his face…

“Eleanor?” Chidi asked. “Did you say something?”

Shit!

She’d completely lost her train of thought.

“Uhh…”



Think! Think!

“I didn’t have time to brush my teeth this morning, can you believe that?”

Chidi squinted at her. “I know. You were spitting toothpaste into the hydrangeas when we
arrived.”

Before she could explain herself, Simone lifted her head. “You didn’t have time to get
dressed either.”

Well, that was just rude. What was this, ‘nitpick at Eleanor’ day?

“Yes I did,” she said. “I’ve got a hoodie on.”

“Over your pyjamas.”

“Yeah, well-“ Eleanor scrambled for an answer. “They don’t count at the airport!”

“Mhm, suuure. Bet Chidi and Tahani disagree,” Simone slurred, and slumped right back
down against her. 

This wasn't nitpick at Eleanor day. This was defame and mortally wound Eleanor day.

Eleanor clenched her jaw and glared into the middle distance, fighting the urge to shove
Simone's head into the window. Sure, Tahani hadn’t said anything about her outfit when
she’d stumbled out of the guest bathroom that morning....but her expression had spoken
volumes.

She was just about to air some grievances of her own, when Chidi put his head close to hers
and murmured, “I don’t”.

A delightful warm feeling buzzed up her spine, and she had to duck her head so that no-one
would see her smile.

 

 

After a breakfast of expensive Starbucks coffee and stale almond croissants, they boarded the
flight. It took everything in Tahani’s power not to clutch at her breast when she saw the
absolute…state of the airplane.

There was absolutely no other word for it. The seats were so densely packed together it
bordered on inhumane, and the blinds clipped to each window were so translucent it was
laughable.

“There’s been a mistake,” she hissed, grabbing onto Eleanor’s arm. “You must have made a
mistake when we were buying the tickets.”



“What?” Eleanor frowned down at the tickets in her hand. “…No, these are definitely right.
We’re seats 7G and 7H.” She held up one of the tickets against the hideous little nub of
plastic sticking out of the headrest. “See? The number on the tickets match the numbers on
the seats.”

“Hi ladies, is there a problem?” A chirpy voice behind them asked.

Tahani rolled her eyes and turned around. “Yes, there is-“ she started, only to break off when
she locked eyes with a flight attendant….who just so happened to be one of the most
breathtaking women she’d ever seen.

The woman in question smiled, lifting one hand to tuck her braids behind her ear. Tahani
tried not to stare as she dragged her graceful, brown fingers through them. "How can I help?"

"I - Ah - It's just-" Caught off-guard, Tahani stuttered, searching for words that just would not
come. "Sorry, I only meant- uhm-" Between the flight attendant's beautiful smile, and the
burn of Eleanor's confused stare, she felt herself shrinking inwards. Her skin started to
prickle, and she felt hot and unsure in a way that she hadn't since her boarding-school days. 

“Don't worry, d’ya need me to check your tickets?” The woman asked. She reached out a
hand to take them. There was a detailed henna tattoo running up to the crook of her elbow,
and for some reason, Tahani’s eyes were immediately drawn to the delicate hibiscus on her
inner wrist.

Her pulse quickened, and her brain fuzzed out. “No, we most certainly do not! These seats
will suit us just fine!” She swiped the tickets out of reach, and plonked herself down

"Oh," the flight attendant said.

“Oh,” Eleanor said, and a little glint appeared in her eye.

 

 

The first few hours of the flight were relatively pleasant, Tahani was surprised to say. Of
course, the leg-room was less than adequate, and the meals were terribly unpalatable. The
fact that Simone had stuffed the entirety of her carry-on with snacks turned out to be an
actual gift.

The in-flight entertainment was surprisingly good, too. Chowing down on Tim Tams and
Samboys while she ploughed through the entirety of the Kung-Fu Panda trilogy was not the
flight Tahani had envisioned herself…but while she was giggling at Po mimicking Master
Shifu, she realised she was actually content.

“This is better than first class!” She told Eleanor as the credits on the final film rolled.

“I know, you said,” Eleanor grunted, pressing her hands into the small of her back. “God, I
need to stretch. First class champagne sounds really good right now. Fancy pulling some



strings?” But Tahani was intently swiping through the boxset library, and her only - largely
unhelpful - answer was “Ooh, Baywatch?”

At that, Simone popped her head over the seats. “My tv screen doesn’t work and I wanna
watch Baywatch! Eleanor, swapsies?”

Eleanor shrugged. “Sounds good to me.”

When she climbed into the seat beside Chidi, he pulled his earphones out and greeted her
with a smile. He didn’t even bother to pause his film.

“You look happier,” she told him.

“Ah, you know… there’s something about sitting with Simone for six hours straight that
makes you realise that her permanently relocating to Brooklyn may not be such a bad thing
after all.”

“Hey! I heard that!”

“You were meant to!” He called back, then immediately yelped when Simone started
violently swatting him on the head. When she didn’t stop, Eleanor shoved a candy bar into
her furiously waving hand, and it immediately disappeared from view.

“Don’t think you’re supposed to reward violence,” Chidi grumbled.

“Listen, it’s not my fault that bribery works,” Eleanor chuckled. “Here, I’ll give you half of
these Oreos if you forgive me.”

They sat together for the rest of the flight, helping themselves to treats from Simone’s carry-
on and becoming increasingly giddy from the sugar. When the meals trolley arrived, they
went halves on Eleanor’s macaroni cheese - because Chidi’s vegetarian chilli was actually
gray, and smelt like “my old manager’s BO” - as Eleanor so elegantly put it.

“Tastes like it too,” Chidi said, after he’d been dared to try a mouthful.

“That’s gross, and makes me think that you’ve licked a sweaty armpit at least once. Look,
now try some of it with these Peeps mixed in.”

Chidi obeyed. He had no idea why.

 

 

“You know, when I was a kid, my mom used to have a “friend” who was a pilot,” Eleanor
said. "Imagine how weird it would be if he was flying this plane.”

Chidi fought back a smile. So they weren't gonna manage more than thirty seconds of silence,
after all.



“Oh, super weird.” He agreed. “Again, I thought you said you were gonna try and get some
sleep.”

Without bothering to open her eyes, Eleanor stuck her middle finger up at him. “His name
was something like… Rodney? Roger? Roderick? I dunno, but they used to make me call
him ‘Uncle Rod.’ So rude. My mom didn’t even have any siblings.”

Chidi nodded sagely. “Very rude. No wonder you turned out the way you did. Go to sleep.”

Eleanor snorted, then made a pitiful noise. “Caaaan’t. You’re reading too loudly.”

Chidi looked down at his paperback. “Yes, Eleanor, you’re right. I have somehow managed to
master the act of ‘reading too loudly,’ despite not yet opening my book.”

Eleanor rubbed her eyes and peered at him, then huffed when she realised he was telling the
truth. “You’re annoying, and you talk too much. Has anyone ever told you that?”

 “Pot, meet kettle.”

Eleanor made a sardonic little smile at him and then moaned, pressing her forehead against
his shoulder. “Uuurrrgh. My head hurts and it’s too bright.”

Chidi paused. She wasn’t feeling well?

Fuck. Now he felt guilty for indulging her mindless chattering. Hadn’t Tahani once
mentioned that Eleanor was a sleep-talker? What if that was what she’d been doing, and he’d
been waking her up by answering back?

He was just about to turn around and check with Tahani for confirmation, when Eleanor
snuggled insistently into his side.

“Can you read to me?”

Chidi almost did a double-take. Had he heard her correctly? “What did you just say?”

Eleanor sighed heavily. “Can you read to me please?”

"Read to you? No. No, I can’t. Eleanor, I’m sorry, but I’ve been talking at you for the last
fifteen minutes instead of letting you rest. I was valuing your company over your need for
sleep, and that was selfish of me--” He was cut off by Eleanor pressing her hand over his
mouth.

“Dude, shush! Are you really not getting it? Your voice is like, amazing! It’s so soothing, I
was falling asleep!”

“Nnnno,” Chidi objected, even though Eleanor's hand was still covering his mouth. “It was
quite clearly keeping you awake.”

“Only because you kept making me laugh!” Eleanor cried.



“I- I did?”

He had to think for a second. And…yeah. It was true. Ever since Eleanor had announced that
she wanted to take a nap, he’d responded to every single thing she’d said with a wry
comment. And every single time Eleanor had shaken her head at him, or thwacked him, or
cursed him out, all through uncontrollable giggles. And it was so euphoria-inducing that he’d
continued.

I did, he realised.

"... You'll probably have to take your hand away from my mouth, then," he told her. 

Eleanor looked at him in surprise. "So you'll do it?" 

He nodded, and she gave him what was quite possibly the brightest smile ever.

"Fiiiinally. Y'know, I did not think that was gonna work. You're a difficult guy to convince."

"So are you," Chidi said. "You still haven't moved your hand."

Eleanor tilted her head at him in a mockery of contemplation. "Don't see why I should."

"Well, it smells like garlic, for one." 

Eleanor gasped in outrage. "You take that back."

"No. Maybe you shouldn't have hogged all the garlic bread."

Eleanor retaliated by pressing her other hand over his nose. "This is what you get for lying
about the sniff test. You promised they didn't smell!"

It was impossible not to start laughing at that. Eleanor flashed her teeth in a masochistic grin,
and pressed down harder. Was she trying to make him laugh harder, or to silence him? Either
way, Chidi found that he didn't really care, and licked urgently at her palm until she snatched
her hands away with a screech. 

"You're disgusting," she told him.

"Uh-huh," he said, reaching up to flick a switch. The small lightbulbs suspended over their
seats went out with a click, and Eleanor made a small squeak. With the blind pulled down
against the window next to her, their cocoon of hoodies and snack wrappers was now pretty
dim. But also, it was pretty cosy too. "There," Chidi said. "Does that make your headache
feel better?" 

She thought for a second. "Kind of? But how are you gonna read if it's dark?" 

"Hold on." He leaned forward and fished about in his carry-on. "With this!"

Eleanor gazed at his clip-on reading lamp in a kind of twisted delight. "Is that a night-light?"
She started to laugh. "Are you afraid of the dark?" 



"Sorry, what was that? You don't want me to read to you after all? Okay, that's fine-" He
slowly inched a hand back towards his carry-on, and Eleanor squawked.

"No! No, read to me!" She ordered, tucking herself back under his arm. "Wait, move over a
bit. Put your hand on my elbow. And stretch your legs out. Not that far." 

"Your manners never fail to amaze me," Chidi quipped as Eleanor's hands, warm and
surprisingly gentle, arranged and rearranged his limbs until she was comfortable. Never mind
that it was difficult to turn pages one-handed.... he bit his tongue against a chuckle as Eleanor
settled back into his side, and promptly realised that in all her reorganising, she had somehow
failed to notice that her ankle was firmly wedged under the arm-rest. 

"It's stuck," she whimpered. "This is the worst day of my life." 

Chidi tsk-ed and leaned over. A few minutes of gentle squeezing and careful manipulation
later, he slowly managed to slide her foot free. He muttered under his breath as he worked,
trying to remember the location of various tendons, and where pressure could be applied
without causing pain. At least all those nights he'd spent helping Simone cram for her
anatomy and physiology exams had finally come in useful. 

"There," he said, sitting back upright. "Try to sit still while I'm reading, won't you? I don't
much fancy having toes trapped between my ribcage."

Eleanor didn't answer. He looked down, half-terrified that he'd somehow ripped all of her
tendons into shreds, and that she'd been silently weeping in agony the whole time...

But she wasn't. 

She was just asleep.

 

Chapter End Notes

i am so, so, sorry for how late this update is - online college decimated my ability to
even think about anything besides essays. i'm finished for summer now, though, and will
definitely be posting much more regularly (i'm thinking once a fortnight?)

thank you all for your patience and the lovely comments! as always, please leave a kudo,
and feel free to comment any theories you may have! I'd love to read them!



Chapter 3

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Rosa Diaz had always prided herself on respecting the privacy of others.

Now, though, it occurred to her that that might just be a personal flaw.

“Jake?”

She crouched down and stuck her fingers into the letterbox flap, trying to peer into the
apartment.

“If you don’t open this door in the next ten seconds I’m calling the fire department to break it
down.”

Nothing.

Air rushed out of her lungs in a painful hhhh-ushhh and she stepped back, raking her fingers
through the roots of her hair. As unreliable as Jake was, it wasn’t like him not to answer the
door. Nor was it like him to miss a call, or to go back on a promise. And when he had
promised to drive her to the airport to collect Simone over three months ago, Rosa had had no
reason to believe that he wouldn’t.

Until now.

She’d been lingering in the hallway outside his apartment for well over twenty minutes,
becoming increasingly angry as she alternated between hammering on the door, yelling
threats through the letterbox, and then pausing to ring his cell. A couple of neighbours had
actually poked their heads out to frown and curse at her, but she’d paid them no mind. It was
only when a short older lady came out, wringing her hands anxiously, that she faltered.

“I’m sorry, honey, I don’t think he’s home. I haven’t seen head nor tail of him for… well, it
must be nearly a week now. In fact, the mailman left a package with me a couple days ago.
He said he’d tried to deliver it a few times, but nobody would answer to sign for it.”

Horror, cold and unforgiving, coiled in Rosa’s gut.

But that made no sense.

Jake had to be home. Where else would it be? His car was still down in the parking lot -
she’d seen it parked up near the window as she walked through the lobby.

“Oh.” She stared at the old lady dumbly. “Okay. That’s fine. I understand,” she said, even
though it wasn’t fine, and she didn’t understand. It took a few moments of silently holding
her gaze before the old lady nodded jerkily and shuffled back into her apartment, wearing an
expression that suggested she wasn’t quite sure she’d done enough to help.



Taking a breath to steel herself, Rosa moved closer and flipped the letterbox open.

 

 

Less than eight metres away from the front door, Jacob Peralta, prostrate on the couch, started
to wake - slowly, then all at once. He groaned, reaching blindly for his phone, and promptly
realised he had overslept.

Shit.

He scrambled urgently to his feet and started stumbling towards the front door. Halfway
there, however, he almost tripped on a discarded takeaway box, and it made him stop short.

The place was a tip.

So much for letting everyone think he was coping.

Well, he’d just have to roll with it now. There was no time to tidy up. Time to plaster on the
old Peralta charm and let Rosa be mad at him.

Kicking the takeaway box under the couch in a fit of silent rage at his own incompetency, he
forced a stupid grin onto his face and continued, taking care to close the living door
discreetly behind him. At the end of the hallway, a clattering noise started up as Rosa,
apparently all out of patience, furiously jiggled the doorhandle.

“Coming, I’m coming…” he hurried down the hall, taking a brief second to thank the Gods
that none of the mess that had accumulated through the apartment in the last week had made
its way out here.

Small mercies.

He pulled back the bolt and let the door swing open with a flourish. And there was Rosa,
hunched forwards in a rain-soaked jacket, her eyes ringed with dark circles. She gave him a
weak smile.

“Well, gee, you’re alive. Could’ve fooled me.”

 “I know, I know, I’m sorry. Just give me a second, I’ll be right out…” he started to close the
door, but Rosa elbowed her way in.

Ah. He had not foreseen this. Could he send her back out again…?

“Don’t even think about it,” she said, pushing the door shut behind her. “I’m staying right
here.”

Apparently not.



 Rosa absorbed his appearance silently, really taking in the several-days-old boxers, the
unkempt curls, the fact that pizza sauce was congealed in his chest hair.

“…you want me to help you get dressed?”

It was so obviously meant to be a joke, but it stung, and Jake couldn’t find it in himself to
play along. Not that it mattered, though, because then Rosa was taking his elbow and
propelling him towards the bedroom.

“At least let me shower!” He squawked.

Rosa shook her head. “No time. Just go crazy on the Axe spray.”

Before he could protest, she had unceremoniously shoved him into the bedroom and flipped
on the light. 

And here it was - the clear-cut evidence that “things were bad again.”

He tried to make one of the jokes he’d rehearsed, just a stupid thing about how he was
enjoying this return to his bachelor days, but for some reason the words wouldn’t come.

And what was the point in saying anything if it wasn’t light-hearted?

Defeated, he ducked his head and started silently hunting for his clothes.

Out of the corner of his eye he could see Rosa staring quietly at her surroundings. He
couldn’t really blame her - it had been a good few days since he’d last bothered to come in
and open a window, and until now he hadn’t noticed just how stale it smelt.

Or how untidy it was. The laundry basket had been tipped over and the floor surrounding it
was covered with discarded clothes. There were dirty plates piled on the bedside table, and a
cluster of mugs lining the windowsill. He turned and whisked the covers off the bed to see if
there was a t-shirt underneath them, and realised Rosa was looking at him…but not unkindly.

He turned his back.

They didn’t say anything else for a few minutes. Rosa pushed the window wide open and
started collecting the dishes. Outside, the noise of traffic drowned out the clatter of porcelain,
and for that Jake was grateful. The sound of someone else cleaning up after you always
sounded like an accusation.

By the time Rosa returned from her second trip to the kitchen, he’d managed to locate two
articles of clothing. Socks - mismatched, but they were clean, so it felt like a victory. He
looked up as Rosa came back in. She was holding a pair of jeans and a crumpled plaid.

“Oh. I’ve been looking for those.”

“Hm.” Rosa just held them out him. She didn’t seem to know quite what to say. “Maybe just
put them on.”



Jake felt his heart sink. She was upset.

Time to up the ante and distract her.

“Aww, you’re not a fan of the Cookie Monster boxers?” He turned his back and gave his butt
a little wiggle.

When he peeked back hopefully over his shoulder, he saw that Rosa was trying her damndest
not to smile, and relief flooded his veins.

“You are such a dork.”

“And proud of it.” He pulled on his jeans and perused the carpeted floor thoughtfully. There
was a t-shirt sticking out from under a damp towel, and he snatched it up gleefully. It sailed
through the air, almost hitting Rosa in the face.

She grimaced at the waft of fustiness and body odour that issued from it. “I really don’t think
wearing that is a good idea.”

“Really?” Jake lifted it to his nose and inhaled deeply.

Rosa recoiled. “Jake, that’s gross.”

“It’s not.” He pulled it over his head, pausing with the neckline over his eyebrows to take
another deep breath. “Mmmmmn. Earthy.”

Rosa looked away. Something about the manic, overly-euphoric way that Jake was behaving
made her feel ill.  It had been only a few days since they’d last since each other, and he’d
been acting perfectly normal then. What had changed?

She lay the plaid down on the bed, and left the room quietly.

She found herself going back to the kitchen. Cereal-crusted bowls were congregated in
various places around the room, and there were numerous streaks of grease smeared across
the counter. She checked the fridge: empty except for expired milk and some limp vegetables.
She shut the fridge carefully, so as not to alert Jake to the fact that she had been snooping,
and realised there was a note on the door that she hadn’t noticed before.

Jake - you were still sleeping when I got up and I didn’t want to wake you.

 

There’s some microwave meals in the freezer, and a few veggies in the icebox if you want a
salad. Please remember to eat, you can’t keep taking the meds on an empty stomach. I love

you. -Amy.

 

Ps: see you on Friday xoxox



 

Rosa stared at the note for several long moments. You can’t keep taking the meds on an empty
stomach. She read the sentence a second time, and then a third, turning the words over and
over in her head as though repeating them enough times would suddenly make her
understand them.

Jake was back on meds?

But that just couldn’t be right. She thought back to Saturday morning, when she’d met up
with him so that he could drive her down to the postal depot to collect what Simone had
promised would be the very last box of neuroscience journals. It had been bitterly cold, and
as Jake pulled up outside her apartment building, it had started to lash with rain. It was, in
essence, the kind of weather that could put even a saint into an antagonistic mood. But Jake
had been his usual, upbeat self, and had even gone so far as to arm himself with takeaway
coffees and donut holes and the persistent goofiness that meant she could never stay grumpy
for long.

“You can’t keep taking the meds on an empty stomach…” she murmured to herself.

Some kind of strange impulse had her crouching down to check the freezer. Her heart sank
when she saw it was stuffed full of Tupperwares and Lean Cuisines.

“Hey, aren’t we gonna go?” Jake called.

Rosa jumped and slammed the freezer shut, scrambling back to her feet.

“Coming!”

 

 

It turned out, in the end, that letting Jake drive was a good decision. He was strangely good at
predicting where the traffic would be, and had a knack for navigating the backstreets of
Brooklyn, so that they managed to altogether avoid the agonising trawl of traffic jams that
Rosa had predicted.

There was also the advantage that focusing so intensely on the roads meant that his mood had
mellowed considerably. That at least was a relief, and while she was able to take advantage of
the lull to send Holt a panicked text, Rosa found she still couldn’t fully relax.

Because Jake had been getting better.

Yes, it was true that recovery wasn’t linear. She’d heard Holt say stuff to that effect on
innumerable occasions.  It was something he reminded the precinct of fairly often, and after
seven years serving under his command, Rosa was pretty sure that they were all well aware
of this fact.



Terry especially. His infinite wisdom seemed to know no bounds - if he was ever briefed that
one of his detectives was going through a rough patch, the first thing he could be counted on
to tell them was “things will get better, but you have to be prepared to face few a little blips
along the way.”

It had been a few years since Rosa had had a pastoral meeting with either of them. After
coming out as bisexual and being rejected by her parents, her mental health had crumbled,
and it had been Holt and Terry who put her back together. After countless nights spent crying
on Holt’s shoulder, and having Terry kindly - but firmly - take her to weekly visits with his
therapist, she’d eventually come to terms with her sexuality, and then slowly come round to
the idea that she could build a new family, independent of her blood relatives.

Since then, she’d met Simone - at one of Holt’s parties, no less - fallen in love, and forced
herself to leave that dark period of her life behind her.

In turn, Jake had finally admitted his feelings for Amy, and they’d dated for a little over a
year before moving in together.

Then his dad had died, and it had been his turn to crumble.

 Since then, it had been Jake who had been the main recipient of Holt and Terry’s pastoral
concerns. He had resisted it, at first, acting like he was fine and he didn’t care, but it was
obvious to everyone that the grief was suffocating him. There had been a few mild outbursts
at work in the first few weeks after his dad’s funeral that Holt had been willing to overlook,
with the caveat that Jake be placed on desk duty for the foreseeable future.

But that had sent Jake into a wild, blinding rage, during which he had utterly trashed Holt’s
office, and then tried to attack him. That had resulted in six months of non-negotiable
compassionate leave, and mandatory grief counselling.

Rosa barely saw Jake for those first two months, and not just because he wasn’t working - he
was also refusing visitors. Most days she’d managed to slip downstairs for a coffee break
with Amy - tucked in a quiet corner out of earshot of her pimply, youthful beat officers - and
get an update.

“He’s trying,” Amy admitted one time. “He suggested we go for a walk yesterday evening,
which was nice. And he’s smiling more, but it hardly ever reaches his eyes. I think he’s just
doing it to reassure me.”

It wasn’t until Jake finally agreed to visitors that Rosa understood what Amy meant.

 And then today. She’d been moments away from hunting around under the doormat to find
their spare key and let herself into the apartment, heart lodged in her mouth because Jake
wasn’t answering. She’d had to hold her breath as she traversed the rooms, pretending that
the fustiness of the air and the piles of dirty dishes didn’t bother her.

She stole a look at Jake as he manoeuvred the car up onto a pothole-scarred junction, and
then out onto the sprawling highway. As he drove, any signs of distress had melted off his
face. To look at him now, it was easy to pretend he was fine.



She grimaced.

“Do you want to stop for coffee?”

“Hmm?” He looked over at her distractedly.

“We could get coffee. There’s a Dunkins drive-through about twenty minutes away.”

“Dunkins?” Jake gave her a quick, surprised look. “You sure? You hate anything Canadian.”

“Yeah, well.” She shrugged self-consciously. “You don’t. We could get some of those donut
holes. And… we could talk?”

Her words hung in the air for several long moments - Jake was ominously quiet as he focused
on the road ahead, and Rosa felt her heart start to thrum.

And then, as though there had never been an atmosphere at all:

“Aaaaw,” Jake cooed. He reached over to pinch at Rosa’s cheek. “Is Ro-Ro getting all soft on
bestie? Is Ro-Ro getting all soppy because Wifey is finally moving in?” He asked, baby voice
amped up to the max as he used one finger to tickle her under the chin.

In spite of herself, Rosa snorted with laughter and shoved his hand away. “Stop it, you dick.”

Jake gasped in mock-outrage. “Profanity! What would Wifey say about that?”

“’Wifey’ would say that her name is Simone, and Rosa doesn’t believe in the ideals of
marriage, so stop tormenting her about it.”

“But being Wifey isn’t a socio-legal construct,” Jake insisted. “Being wifey is a state of
mind.”

“You’re impossible,” Rosa huffed, but it was impossible not to smile at the delighted giggle
Jake did in response. “Is that decided, then? Coffee and donut holes?”

Jake looked back at the road and hmmed, stroking his hand along the steering-wheel
thoughtfully. “We could. But not unless you call the donut holes by their proper name. I know
you know it.”

“….You can’t be serious.”

Jake just gave her a reproachful look. “If you truly love me, you will allow me this.”

“Don’t quote Star Trek fanon at me, you’re not cute enough to pull it off.” She muttered,
pulling at the sleeves of her hoodie. His words had sent an unexpectedly strong wave of
pining and homesickness over her. Yes, there was less than an hour to go before she’d be
reunited with her girlfriend, but that didn’t make the ache of being apart any less intense.

“That’s debatable,” Jake said. “I’m still waiting. What are they called?”



Rosa gritted her teeth. “Dunknsmnchkns.”

“Sorry? Didn’t quite catch that.”

“Dunkinsmunchkins.”

“One more time?” Jake tried.

 Rosa zipped her hand at his face in a sharp feint.

“Sprinkles!” He yelped. He jolted away from her, hands flying up defensively, even though
he had to know that she’d never actually hit him. Rosa grabbed the steering wheel with
practised ease.

“Hands on the wheel, eyes on the road,” she ordered.

“Eyes on the wheel, hands on the road. Got it.”

Jake will be fine, Rosa told herself as he regained control of the car and they continued
toward Dunkins’, and the airport after that. This is reversible, we can do something about it.
We just need to be a little more hands-on with him.

But, deep down, she couldn’t make herself believe it.

 

 

As troubling as the events of the morning had been, Rosa couldn’t help being comforted by
Jake’s presence at her side as they waited at the terminal.

For a little while, it was easy to forget that he wasn’t himself, because he tackled the reunion
with his usual approach to momentous occasions: by co-opting and appropriating the entire
event so that the focus was on him.

The very moment that Simone and her friends rounded the corner, Jake let out an almighty
scream and took off of down the corridor to snatch Simone up in a dizzying spinny-hug.

When he finally put her down Rosa pushed him firmly out of the way, and let herself fall into
Simone’s arms.

“You smell so good,” she groaned, burying her face in the crook of Simone’s neck and
inhaling that slightly-sweet always-on-the-go need-to-freshen-up musk that she’d fallen in
love with nearly five years ago. “I missed it.” She heard Simone laugh in response, but
couldn’t bring herself to raise her head, or frown, or ask what was so funny.

“Hi, honey,” Simone murmured, pushing Rosa’s curls to one side and pressing kisses to
temple, her forehead, the shell of her ear. The sensations made her shiver in delight. Yes, they
may have been in a dingy, overpopulated airport, but this feeling? This was home.



When she finally lifted her head - and let Simone kiss away the wet tracks on her face - she
realised that Jake was watching the others with a strange, unreadable expression.

Chapter End Notes

If you're interested, the Star Trek fanon that Rosa refers to is "Amanda, if you truly love
me, you will allow me this," a playfully manipulative quote that is ascribed to the
character of Sarek (Spock's father) addressing Amanda, (Spock's mother) and meant to
be both out-of-character and entertaining.

Thank you to my incredible beta-reader, you know who you are ;) I really struggled
getting down the voices and atmophere of this chapter, so any feedback would be hugely
appreciated.
As always, kudos are great too!
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