    Chapter 3: Waking Up:
  Kagome woke up, but her vision was still dark and blurry. A weight shifted from her side and she focused on the person hovering above her. The lamp was shining right behind him, so she didn’t see his face, but hair cascaded around his shoulder. She could tell it was light…very light…silver white. She squinted her eyes as a hand quickly reached for her cheek, his breathing faster and auditable as it whispered,
   “Kagome? Kagome…”

She looked the man over, his face still darkened, but she noticed two blurry triangles at the top of his head. It was a dream…

   “Inu…yasha…”

She weakly squeaked. She noticed a smile over his face as he gently caressed her cheek, she was still so weak and tired and Inuyasha could tell from her eyes that she still wasn’t over her injury. She weakly touched his face. She noticed that he was shirtless and sitting on the side of the bed, leaning closer to her. A tear crept from the corner of her eye. Inuyasha looked troubled,

“What is it?”

  His voice was different from usual. It was lower, and thicker, having a bit of a rumbling-scruffy undertone. He seemed more muscular then usual as well, but she answered,

   “Too bad this is a dream…and I’ll…wake up…alone.”

Inuyasha caught the tear with his finger and kissed her on the forehead, whispering against her forehead.
  “You’ll find out soon, Koibito…This isn’t a dream.”

He felt her pulse raise and her breath shortened. Never had he ever called her anything so affectionate, in reality or dreams. She closed her eyes. Oh how much she wanted to believe that it wasn’t a dream. Inuyasha gently inhaled her and ran his fingers into her hair, which was spread out acrossed the pillow and around it. The sheets were satin and cream colored, the comforter had a creamed- stucco pattern. She was prettier then he remembered her to be. The sight of her made his heart race. She groggily looked around, a bit of panic in her voice, Inuyasha finding his pent up feelings trying to get the best of him.

   “Where am I?”

His eyes got heavy as he said gently, 

“Home, Princess”.

He took her lips quickly, hungrily. She was shocked, a bit sad this was a dream. It was the first time he ever had kissed her in a dream, so desperately, wishing that she’d never wake up, with all the energy she had, grabbed him and kissed him back. He felt overjoyed and kissed her more fervently, and though it wasn’t a deep kiss, still closed-mouth, his hunger, love and desperation showed in his kiss, which she returned. Finally he broke the kiss and nuzzled into her cheek,
    “Get some more rest, Koishi, I’ll see you in the morning. If you need me, I’m in the next room”

Oh how much she wished that was true, but her eyes betrayed her, giving into sleep like he had put a spell on her. He watched her as she dozed off. She was so beautiful. He touched his lips. He had waited 504 years for that kiss. Her lips were swollen, red and shinning from their kiss, and they were slightly parted, he just wanted to take her with him to his room, but he remembered out Kagome was with stuff like that. He whispered,

“I love you…”

Before he slowly got up and thought about the morning. How much they had to discuss. He looked into the full body mirror. What would she think of him now? He wasn’t exactly what she remembered. Would she be frightened off, or put off by it? He sighed and went to bed. Also dreading her reaction when she’ll noticed she was in a pair of his sweats and not the outfit she came in with. All he needed on their reunion was for Kagome to try to sit him, but he smirked. What would be her reaction when he doesn’t fall?

X-X-X-X-X-X-X-X-

    Kagome held her head and groaned as she sat up.

  “Oh Kami, what a dream…A wonderful…”

She opened her eyes and froze. Air caught in her throat. She was still in that room, but now the lamp on the dresser was off and sunlight poured into the window. She looked around. It was a large room. She looked at the table beside her, a glass of water and two Aleve sat by a note. She slowly picked up the note and opened it.

   “Take these. You’ll feel a lot better. I went out to pick us up some breakfast. If you are wondering about the sweats, don’t be mad, yes I dressed you in them…”

She quickly looked down, sure enough she wore a huge, white Harvard Ivy League sweat shirt that hung off of her shoulder and tightly tied matching pants. She blushed tomato red. At least he kept her underwear on.

“…Don’t worry, I didn’t peak I swear!...”

This wasn’t happening… this was a dream…

“I’ll return soon. We have a lot to discuss today, so don’t rush out of bed, and don’t worry, I called your mom to let her know you were safe. I’ll see you in a while,

Inuyasha”
She stared at his name. Those 3 familiar characters. 

“Inuyasha…Inuyasha… This is…real?”

She pinched herself and yelped. She took the pills and slowly got up, spotting herself in the mirror. The outfit was baggier then baggy for her, and quite a bit taller.

   “Did he have a growth spurt?”

She wanted to be angry about him doing that behind her back, but she remembered what happened to her cloths last night. Well, he swore he didn’t peak, but she blushed at the thought of how many times he’s seen her naked already. Then last night crossed her mind…How he kissed her. It was heavenly, but hungry. Did he really keep faithful enough to act like he hadn’t kissed anyone in over 500 years? Or was it just because of her? She decided it was time to explore. This was Inuyasha’s house. She peaked out of the room to a good-sized oriental decorated hallway. She remembered he said last night his room was next to hers she found it. It had an engraved “TY” on it. That puzzled her. She entered it and her jaw dropped. It was evident Inuyasha was no pauper or average-waged person. This room was as big as the downstairs of her house! It was decorated…not by too much surprise… in a Feudal Japan decor. She felt like she was in the king’s quarters of one of the castles they would visit in the past, though the large canopy bed, dark cherry wood with red bedding and canopy, stuck out like a sore thumb. But she paused when she noticed something about the bed. It had two sides, not just pillows in the middle, but it looked like it was made to sleep two people. She tiled her head at this. She noticed the dark cherry cabinet beside it. It was just a small, wall-hung cabinet. She felt something strange about it. She wandered over to it and reached for the doors, slowly opening it. What she found totally took her breath away, she didn’t know what to think. It had pictures of her all inside, and newspaper clippings. A blown up picture of her junior year portrait was the center of it. She was speechless. She ran her eyes acrossed this “shrine” of her. There were newspaper clippings about things even remotely related to her. She covered her mouth when she found the newspaper clipping that was framed. It was just a tiny one that read,
   “Nov 17th 1981 Higurashi Kagome born at 8:53 am at St. John’s Baptist Hospital, Tokyo.”

She looked over it all. Clippings of plays she had been in, festivals her shrine held, and every school portrait picture from primary school on. This would normally make her feel scared, but it showed her how much Inuyasha cared. She slowly closed her shrine and stood a moment. How would it be like now? It was him last night that saved her…kissed her… nursed her…She smiled brightly, out of habit of being dizzy and happy, she flopped herself onto Inuyasha’s canopy bed, sprawled out. She caught a smell. This bed… smelled just like him. She rolled over into what was his pillow, since it was by her shrine and inhaled. This was so real, but was it too fast. She didn’t care one bit. It had been 502 years and not only had he not forgotten her, it seemed like he was obsessed with her, which was quite ok in her book. She sprawled herself on his bed again and sighed, smiling, not noticing a pair of very amused amber eyes watching her. She jumped a mile high, sitting up and looking guilty like she was a little girl caught red-handed in the cookie jar when she heard him say, amusement in his voice,
   “Enjoying my bed?”

She turned red as the silk bedding. Staring at his darkened form in the doorway, a beam of sunlight blocking a clear view of him, she straightened out the now crumpled bedding till something dawned on her…That was Inuyasha. Snapping out of her innocently guilty domineer, she whispered his name, then she bolted off of the bed and raced to him, since seeing the “shrine” showed her that he probably wouldn’t mind. She smiled widely as her thought was confirmed when he quickly straightened and opened his arms, even just his silhouette showed his excitement. She crashed into his chest and grabbed onto him with a death grip. He didn’t just gently put his arms around her like usual, he crushed her into him, having her by the back of the head and between the shoulder blades.
“Kagome…”

Tears of joy sprung forth as she snuggled into him, though trying not to compare that he was now wearing a light cotton blouse and not his soft, fire-rat haori. He nuzzled into her as she started to repeat,

   “Where were you?! Why didn’t you come sooner?!”

He held her tightly and tried to calm her down as he gently whispered,

“Let me explain? Please?”

She sighed, snuggling into his chest and nodded, confirming that he, in fact, did grow taller and his shoulders were broadened. She used to be able to rest her head on his shoulder, but now she barely reached his collar bone. He kept her in his chest, keeping her from looking at him yet.

  “Well, I kind of had to wait a few years for a few reasons.”

“Hmm?”

He couldn’t get enough that she was there, in his arms. He knew this would happen.

“Well, after you were torn from me. I stayed with everyone at Kaede-baba’s village until they sent me off to search for what I was looking for, which was a spell or anything that would keep me from aging. Took me 20 years, but I finally found it… In what is now known as Greece.”

“You went to Greece?”

He nodded.

   “I fought in a few battles there. One day I was confronted by a philosopher/wizard and he asked for what I sought. I told him an anti aging potion so that I can be with my love in 450 years. He was surprised by my story and said there is no worthier cause then a timeless love. So he made me the potion. 400 years later, in China, I finally found something to make me age like a human for after I found you.”

Kagome blushed and flustered that he told people she was his love…His timeless Love. She smiled but was puzzled,

  “How does that affect you seeing me?”

She began to lead her to the window, which had a stunning penthouse view of the ocean. He placed her in front of him, her facing away from him as he put his arms around her shoulders. He seemed nervous but continued,
   “Well, there are laws in this time about…age difference… The age potion didn’t…”

He turned her around to face him, for the first time, she got a good look at his face and froze.

“It didn’t keep me from aging completely… but made it incredibly slow.”

Kagome stared at him. No more was the 17-year old looking hanyou. He was now fully grown and adult. Not to describe him any better, but he looked eerily similar to Sesshomaru, but unknowingly to her, he was the spitten image, just slightly younger, of his father, just without youkai markings and he had dog ears. He was incredibly, breathtakingly handsome, but looked worried. He continued,

   “I don’t think the public or business world would have allowed a 26 year old to date a 16 year old.”

“Inu…yasha?”

She held her hand up to touch his face, but hesitated. He hastily grabbed her hand and placed it on his face, almost demanding she touch him. She studied his face. His cheeks were a bit higher, the black around his eyes were thicker, and she turned pink a little when she noticed his lips have actually even gotten a bit more supple-looking. Even under his cotton shirt and black trousers, she could tell he was more-defined, his shoulders bolder and his chest a bit wider. Not bad for a man that has lived nearly 600 years. He stared deeply into her. She could barely breath under his intent gaze and just stared silently back. Just looking at her made his heart rate faster and his adrenaline run. She had nearly not changed at all, but he couldn’t help to notice her hands were slimmer, and last night as he changed her clothing, that her non-existent hips and thighs now showed more definition, but her eyes held the same innocence and strength. Her eyes furrowed in confusion,
   “Why didn’t you at least write me to let me know you were at least alive?”

He stroked her hair making her sigh in contentment,

“It was hard not too… Knowing that you were suffering, hurting, waiting… But I knew that once… I…got in contact with you…That you wouldn’t listen to me and you’d come look for me…and once you found me…”

His hand cupped her cheek as he whispered,

“That I wouldn’t be able to keep to myself…That I’d wouldn’t be able to keep away from your touch…Forgive me…”

He startled her nearly off of her feet as even more eagerly then last night, he kissed her, taking her by the small of her back to push him against him, his other hand tangled his fingers into her uncombed hair. She kissed him back, much to his surprise. Yes, it did bother her a bit that Inuyasha had aged about 10 years compared to her 2 years, but now she was 18, it was Okayed by the law. But what would her family think?
She tried not to let her mind wander too much. His kiss was so feverish, but his well developed lips cushioned the forceful, desperate pressure he was crushing against her mouth. She shivered as he slid his hand down her back. She yipped into his mouth, but he seemed oblivious as he ran his hand down her backside to get a hold of her thigh, to bring it up. This was Kagome’s first true kiss and it seemed he forgot that. He was taking it far more passionately then she’d feel completely comfortable with, but when Kagome thought about how much he must have missed her and had waited for her for 500 years compared to her meager 2, she almost felt tears come to her eyes. She couldn’t imagine what he’s gone through all these years just to make it to see her…500 years… She grabbed him tighter, realizing this was releasing his pain, want, need that he so evidently craved. If he ached nearly as much as she did during their separation, He must have been painfully overjoyed. She knew she didn’t know nearly half of it, but her eyes opened wide as he switched his face to lean to the other side, opening his mouth and felt her soft, swollen lips with his tongue. She had never deeply kissed before, but maybe, just maybe he hadn’t either, so she took the hint and allowed him to deepen it, careful of his sharp canines. He began to breathe harder, panting and swallowing when he switched sides, and Kagome began the same action. It wasn’t until she fell backwards that she realized his dirty trick. Before she knew it, she was laying back on his heavenly-soft bed, he was on top of her, but up on his arm, staring down at her with hungry eyes, one hand still firmly gripping her thigh. She stared up at him, breathing hard and she became nervous, until guilt crept into his face as he got off of her, but apologetically touched her face and said,
  “Forgive me…”

She sat up onto her elbows and looked at him, sympathy creeping into her face as he stared at her, saying,

  “See what I mean? I wouldn’t have seen you as a 16 year old, I would have seen you as just Kagome… The one I longed for, hungered for…The face that kept me living for 500 years of war, torment, suffering… My Kagome.”

She leaned into him, snuggled and nodded, she now understood, though it still made her feel strange. They just stared at each other. For the first actual time, Kagome knew that she was the only one in his sight, no one else mattered and he truly not only loved her, but obsessed over her for 500 years. He looked her straight in the eyes, swallowed and licked his lips and said in a low voice,

“But I’ve waited over 500 years to do that.”

If she wasn’t already red, she was then and gushed, but she looked at her stomach and his ears concentrated on the light rumble. She smiled shyly,

“Um…oops”

He smiled and sighed,

   “Let’s go eat breakfast before it gets cold.”
He took her hand and pulled her up off of the bed with him.
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