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Chapter 2


	


	Rei laughed as Makoto joked with the other chef on the TV.  Makoto looked very happy, she had just opened her own restraunt and it was making a huge buzz in town.  Everybody said it was the place to eat these days.  She was premoting the one year anniversary party on the cooking show, as well as cooking some of her world famous dishes.


	Rei wiped away a happy tear as the show ended and Makoto waved at the camera.  Gods, she missed her.  Minako, Ami, and Usagi too.  They were all so busy with their new careers and lives.  Ami became a pediatrition, just like she had always dreamed.  Minako had modeled, and even acted a little before opening starting her lucrative interior decorating business.  Makoto had her new restraunt and Usagi, well, Usagi was the queen of the world.


	They had grown apart after high school.  Everybody went off to college and had happily begun their post-senshi lives.  Rei's forehead gathered as she tried to remember the last time they had seen each other.  It couldn't have been Mamoru and Usagi's wedding, could it?  That long ago?  Yes, all she could really remember was Usagi in her beautiful white, gown and all the rest of the senshi gathered around her, wearing their respective colors, crying and hugging.  It had really been a beautiful wedding.  It was outside, in a rose garden under the full moon.  As Rei had walked down the aisle to her spot in front, she only felt a tiny pang of regret when she looked at Mamoru.  She remembered  how much she had thought she loved him once.  But this was meant to be.  Pre-destined before the planets even had names.  


	The wedding had been right after the Dark Cold came to an end with the ascension of Neo-Queen Serenity.  Rei mused on how impatient both Usagi and Mamoru had become to get married.  But who could blame them?  They had just spent another thousand years apart from each other.  Their love surely was a test of time.  


	After the ascension, everybody had parted their ways.  Even the outer senshi went off to do their own things.  Haruka and Michiru toured the world together.Michiru played her violin in world famous concert halls.  Haruka sometimes accompanied with the piano, but she really would rather watch.  Usually, Haruka was on a raceway, winning race after race.  Setsuna decided to follow her dream of becoming a designer and went to study in Paris.  Hotaru had decided to go along, declaring it would be a fabulous experiance, and she'd never been to Paris before.


	And then there was Rei, well, Rei was still at the temple.  When her grandfather died, he had left her little inheritance, just a small amount of money and the old temple that had been her home and the home of the other senshi more times than she could count.  It was old, beginning to look it's age.  She had never realized how much her grandfather actually did until she was left with all his work along with her own.  She felt overwhelmed and bitter for the sacrifices that had to be made, but her grandfather had always out so much of himself into the temple, she couldn't just let it go.  With dimmed pride, Rei accepted all the responsibilities of the temple, ans cast her other dreams into the wind.


	Everyday, Rei did the same thing.  Nothing had changed for her.  She still wore the same temple robes and she still seemed to have a broom attatched to her hip.  She hadn't beeon on a real date for months.  All her friends were forging new paths while Rei seemed to be stuck in the past.


	Sighing, she blew her bangs out of her eyes and picked up her broom.  Time for another fun day of sweeping, sweeping, sweeping!


	Then, a God send saved her from the monotony of her day.  The phone rang.


	"Hello?" Rei spoke into the reciever and set her broom aside.


	"Hino Rei?"  asked the voice on the other line.


	"Yes, this is she."


	"Oh, Rei-chan!" the voice enthused, "It's me, Makoto!"


	Rei's mind brightened as she recognized Makoto's earthy voice, "Mako-chan, I was just watching you on tv!"


	"Gods, you actually watched that?"  Makoto laughed, "I'm calling from the set."


	"So what's going on?"  Rei asked, curious as to why the lines of communication suddenly opened.


	"Well, as you probably know since you were watching that show, my restraunt is having it's one year anniversay party tomorrow night.  I was wondering if maybe you would like to join me for dinne?"  Makoto approached.


	"I'd love too!" Rei immediately answered, reveling in the chance to get away.


	"Great!  I mean, if you're not to busy with anything."


	Rei didn't miss a beat, "I guess I could fit it in."


	Makoto laughed again, Rei almost cried when she thought of how much she missed laughing with her and the other girls, "Great, I'll call the rest of the gang."


	"Really?"  Rei asked, her ears refusing to beleive what they had just heard, "All of us?"


	"Why not?" Makoto inquired in reply.


	"It seems impossible.  Everyone's so busy."  Rei pointed out, refusing to get her hopes up.


	"I know."  Makoto consented, "But I have this feeling that now is the time to get together."


	Rei started and was silent for a moment, her mind flashing back to her vague vision that morning.  Shaking her head, refusing to see the image she thought she may have seen, she merely answered, "Yeah, me too."


	"Wow.  Maybe I'm developing some pshycic powers now!"  Makoto joked.


	"Yeah."  Rei replied, not really hearing what Makoto had said, "Maybe."





			*********************************





	Usagi hung up the phone and faced Mamoru, who had just entered their private kitchen.  Her heart squeezed as he gave her his lop-sided, adorable smile and without a word, took her into his arms for a soft kiss.  He then hunched over to her flat stomach and kissed that.


	"And how's my favorite girl?"


	"Which one?" Usagi teased, looking down at him.


	Again, the smile and Mamoru stood to kiss her nose, "Both."


	"I'm just fine."  Usagi answered and nuzzled her face into his neck, he always smelled so good, "And what about my favorite boy?"


	"Honestly," he began as he pulled away from her and waggled his brows, "I'm hungry."


	Usagi laughed, "There are some sandwiches in the fridge." then she added as Mamoru hesitated, "And I didn't make them, cook sent them up."


	A grin split his face and he dove into the refridgerator, "So, who's was that on the phone?"


	Usagi didn't answer right away and Mamoru paused, waiting for her answer.


	"Makoto."


	Mamoru's eyebrows lifted and he continued to pull out the plate of sandwiches, "Really?"


	Usagi nodded, perching herself on the countertop across from the stove and smiled, "I had the same exact reaction."


	Returning her smile, Mamoru leaned his hip on the counter, standing next to her sitting position and took a bite out of his sandwich, "And what does the elusive Kino Makoto want?"


	"She called to invite me to her restraunt's one year anniversary party." she answered and bummed a bite out of his sandwich, "Mmmmmm, this is good!  Are there anymore?"


	"Plenty."  Mamoru grinned as he handed her the plate.  Usagi happily began to consume the entire plate of sandwiches in what appeared to be one intake of breath.  Mamoru chuckled softly, thinking of the strange and most likely adorable cravings she would have through the course of her pregnancy.  Anything Usagi did was adorable, including scarfing down an entire plate of turkey sandwiches in 30 seconds flat.


	"So?" he aske finally as she polished off the plate.


	"So what?" Usagi blinked, licking at her fingers.


	"Are you going to Makoto's restraunt?" Mamoru prodded.


	Usagi was quiet for a moment, and then put her plate into the sink, "I'm not sure."


	"Why not, Usako?"


	"Well, she said something about the other girls going too."  Usagi mentioned.


	"And this is a problem?" Mamoru inquired, "You haven't seen them in a while, right?"


	Usagi smiled at the fond memory, "Not since out wedding."


	"Has it been that long?" Mamoru wondered.


	"Well, you and I were so busy getting settled after the wedding.  Then construction on Crystal Tokyo practically absorbed all of our time for the past couple years.  And then the other girls went off and started their own lives and futures."  Usagi said, trying to convince herself more than Mamoru that it was to hard to keep up with eachother, "A reunion seemed impossible."


	With that said, Usagi jumped down from the counter and walked into the next room, a large living space, and threw herself onto the white couch.  Mamoru had followed and sat on the arm of her new perch. Of all the rooms in the palace, this was her favorite.  While the rest of rooms of the Crystal Palace were elegant and distinguished, expensively furnished, this room managed to stay mercifully, normal.  The king and queen spent most of their free time in the room, sitting of one of the long, creamy colored sofas.  Sometimes they would watch old television programs that reminded them of when they first met, but more often then not, they would sit in silence, looking at the night sky.  During the day, the queen would fall asleep on the couch while her husband read in his favorite chair.  To walk into it, one would feel as if they had stepped into a different time and place all together.


	"Well, it seems possible now.  What's stopping you, Usagi?"


	Usagi's face pinched together in the most uncharacteristic motion of thought that Mamoru almost didn't recognize her, but moments later she sighed dramatically and relaxed it, "It's a reunion.  And reunion's involve remembering."


	Mamoru, understanding her strange way of rationalizing matters, nodded in understanding, "I see.  Your afraid the Chibi-Usa will come up."


	"Exactly."


	Mamoru shook his head and then slid off his seat to lay out beside her on the couch, "So, this is a bad thing?"


	Usagi pressed herself against him to fight off the slivers of cold that would keep entering her body from time to time.  She couldn't explain them, but the moment that Mamoru's arms encircled her waist and stroked the length of her back soothingly, she instantly felt warmer.


	Burying her face into his chest, her muffled words barely reached his ears, "I don't know.  What am I supposed to say when they bring it up?  Oh guess what, she'll be here in nine months!"


	His laugh rumbled deep in his chest and she could feel the vibrations of his voice where her forehead touched him collarbone, "It's a start."


	"Well, I'm not so sure."


	"Listen to me, Usako."  Mamoru stated, demanding her full attention, "The other Sailor Senshi loved Chibi-Usa too.  She was as much their daughter as ours.  They have a right to know."


	Usagi looked up at him for a moment, gazing into the set seriousness in his deep blue eyes.  All hers.  The face, the body, the fabulous mind and the incredible heart.  They were all hers.  The thought, as well the reality of his arms holding her so intimately and looking at her so intensely, telling her to tell her friends about the product of their love, made her want to cry.  Oh boy, was she pregnant.


	Leaning forward, she kissed him in a way that showed him all that was in her soul that very moment, then turned away from him, so they lay spoon-style on the couch, and whispered as she rested her suddenly drowsy head on his forearm, "What would I do without you, Mamo-chan?"


	Mamoru laughed and splayed a protective hand over her flat tummy and replied, "You?  You would be fine.  You would be ruling the world, just as you are now and you would be adored and pursued by thousands of men."  He paused to kiss the back of her ear and take a deep whiff of her soft perfume, then continued, "I, on the other hand, would be a miserable, lonely wreck."


	Usagi laughed gently, then stretched in his arms and yawned, "Good."





!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!


What a tease! ;p  Well, there it is, Chapter 2.  Chaper 3 coming very soon to a website near you!


Well, I must say that rewriting this thing and putting it on Jennadarose's site has divinely inspired me.  I'm in the developing stage of a first year romance starring our favorite blonde and dark stud.  I'm going to call it "Projects and Parks".  I'm really liking how the first chapter is rounding out and will start posting it as soon as I have a good start on it.  I'm weird like that.  Most authors are sometimes disappointed with their work, but I think mine is great.  In fact, sometimes I don't think I actually wrote some of the things I do, but I do, don't worry, I'm not copying anybody but the writer within.  I'm also considering my own non-sailormoon website to showcase my original comic cook action team the TrendSetters (They are so much cooler than they sound)  I have twenty books summarized so far.  After I script them all, I'm going to have a monthly comic book out.  I draw them, so they're not great art, but the story is really cool!  I'll update you guys when I get to it!  Well, if you actually read this, thanx for stickin' around.  As you can see, I'm a very busy girl, so I best be goin'!  See ya'll later.


	<Wink>


	Chibi-chan


			PS  E-mail me and tell me what you think so far!


				ChibiCori@aol.com








