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Chapter 8





Mamoru looked up from his paper as Usagi entered the small, rustic cabin they had tucked themselves away in.  His eyes roamed over her and a small smile lifted the corners of his mouth.  It had been four months since they had left Crystal Tokyo in the ever willing hands of Rei and the others, and Usagi's once-taut tummy had expanded greatly since then.  Mamoru made a fool of himself about it, always touching the wide expanse of belly and he would often find himself resting his head on it, listening for any sound proving the existence of the tiny life within it.  Suddenly wanting to kiss both his wife and his unborn daughter hello, Mamoru began to rise from his seat on the beaten-up, leather couch.





The expression on Usagi's face, however, had him plopping back onto the worn down cow-hide.  Her cheeks were stained a faint red with an emotion that was most uncharacteristic of his Usako.  She was angry, or , if he guessed it right, down-right grade-A pissed.  He searched her face and saw her eyes sparking with frustration and they had darkened to a deep, almost murky, blue.  He had never once seen her look like this, not even when she fought Beryl, The Wise Man and Galaxia.  





But at the same time, he wasn't too surprised.  Usagi had been extremely irritable ever since they left.  And Mamoru knew that it was partly his fault, she was still mad at him for making her leave.  He was also minutely thankful that her attitude was partly her pregnancy reaking it's havoc on her body and mind.  But still, he should be careful, Usagi could get nasty really easy these days.  He almost laughed when he thought of how well-aquanted he was becoming with the very couch he sat on.  





Fighting to keep his much fabled cool, Mamoru cleared his throat discreetly and dared to ask, "How did the doctor's appointment go?"





Usagi muttered something obsene as she plopped, well slammed would be a better word, her bag onto the counter of the breakfast bar by the entrance.  Mamoru felt his wicked grin split his face and tried to keep the needling sentance in his head.





"That good, eh?" Damn!  He had tried, you would have to give him that.





Usagi whirled around, her hair flying like two banners of gold behind her, and pinned him with a furious glare.  Mamoru nearly wilted under it, but he was made of tougher stuff than that.  He hoped.





"It was only a joke, Usako." he shrugged.





"A joke!  Well, I'm glad you think that the life of our child is so funny, Mamoru-baka!" 





Mamoru winced at the familiar nom de plume.  Then the rest of her sentance hit him and he half rose from his seat, "Why did you say that?  Is something wrong with Chibi-Usa?"





Usagi read his urgent eyes and she sighed softly.  She quickly stepped over to him, seating herself in his lap, sending both of them falling back into the couch.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face into the side of his neck.





Mamoru's arms flew around her and he squeezed her as hard as he dared, considering the roundness that pressed against his abdomen, "Oh God," he choked out, "What happened?"





Usagi laughed lightly and lifted her head to look at him, raising a finger to his lips to silence his frantic pleas, "Everything is fine.  The doctor said that both the baby and I are in perfect health."





Mamoru released a relieved breath and put his shaking head on her shoulder.  Usagi lifted her loving fingers to stroke through the silk, ebony strands she adored, "I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to scare you."





She felt his head move from side to side on her shoulder and he spoke, his voice muffled by her sweater, "It's okay.  I just overreacted."





Suddenly, Mamoru felt her small shoulders shaking beneath his forehead and he lifted his head and looked at her.  Her face was bright red and her tears leaked from the corners of now merry, blue eyes.  She had slapped her hands to her mouth and then she snorted, rather indelicately.  Mamoru blinked and he placed steadying hands on her still trembling shoulders and held her away from him, at least as far as he could hold her away from him since she was still on his lap.  He narrowed his eyes and looked at her carefully.





"Excuse me, Usako, but did you just snort?"





His question recieved an even louder and less graceful snort.  Mamoru smiled lazily and rolled his eyes, "I thought so."





Usagi's finally doubled over when he replied and she gasped desperately for air.  Mamoru patted her back and chuckled to himself as she came out of her revery, wiping tears from her eyes.





"Now that you're finished, mind telling me what that was all about?" he asked with a dark eyebrow quirked sky-ward.





"Just the irony of what you said." Usagi beamed with pride as she correctly used the word 'irony' in a sentance.  She had always wanted to use it, but only in the right context.





"And what did I say?"





"Oh, something along the lines of 'I just overreacted.'  Considering the fact that you've been the most wonderful husband in the world all the times I've overreacted in the last few months, it just struck me as funny." Usagi said, leaning against him as her eyes skimmed over the paper he had put down on the coffee table, that was just as old and worn as the couch, and the table, and the chairs, and they're bed, and pretty much the entire cabin.  Usagi suppressed a sigh as she realized that, she already knew that argueing wouldn't make any difference anyway.





Mamoru on the other hand, had finished laughing at her reference to her behavior and wrapped possesive arms around her thickening waist, "You haven't been that bad, Usako.  Besides, it's only for a few more months."





Now it was Usagi's turn to roll her eyes, "Right, easy for you to say.  This pregnancy isn't destroying your brain cells one by one.  I'm a wreck, Mamo-chan!  You already thought I cried buckets before, I'm a regular Niagra Falls now."





Mamoru laughed again and hooked his hands behind her neck as his thumbs stroked her cheeks soothingly and he repeated, "You haven't been that bad.  I don't mind, in fact I'm thrilled and excited to see you go through all these stages." He then pulled her head closer to his and rubbed his nose back and forth across her's and added mischeviously, "Besides, I thought you were Niagra Falls before you got pregnant anyway."





Usagi slapped his upper arm and he smiled widely as he slanted his lips over her's for a long, passionate kiss that left them both breathless when it ended.  Usagi stared at him in dazed pleasure as she lowered her head for another quick kiss before she got up from his lap and walked to the kitchen.  Mamoru turned in his seat and crossed his arms over the back of the couch, propping his chin on his forearms.  He watched with devilish amusement as she opened a cupboard to get a glass.





"So, you and Chibi-Usa are fine.  Did the doctor say anything else?" 





His response was the glass being placed, well, slammed on the counter next to the already abused purse.  He watched as her once content expression became clouded and thouroughly pissed-off again.  And Mamoru thought that Usagi's mood swings were swift before.  Now they were immediate and violent.





"Nothing really." Usagi replied shortly after a brief but intense pause, "Oh, you might care to know that our baby is a girl."





It took a moment for the information that was so vehemently thrown at him to take root in his brain, but eventually the idea bloomed, along with his rich laughter which warmed Usagi's icy form.  Her heart filled to over-flowing when she remembered the solomn man who never cracked a smile, let alone allowed a 'ha' to pass his lips.  And now here was that same man whose laughter was ringing throughout a small, dingy cabin, forcing her to smile and pulling her out of one of the blackest moods she had ever been in.





However, Usagi's cold visage returned as Mamoru looked up at her with laughing midnight eyes that twinkled so it reminded her of a starry night and said, "You don't say?  I guess we'll have to redecorate the nusery.  I doubt our little girl will appreciate all that blue."





The vision of the sweet, little room that awaited a fresh coat of pink paint flashed through her mind and Usagi scowled, replying to Mamoru's joke smartly, "All the way from here?  I don't see how that would work out, but hey, you're the boss Mamo-chan."





Mamoru opened his mouth to answer her, then shut it.  Telling her that she was 'damn right', wasn't going to help him at all.  She was picking a fight, and Mamoru didn't feel like rising to the bait.  It wouldn't matter what he said, in her head she wasn't supposed to be there.  She was supposed to be in Crystal Tokyo, governing, conducting peace talks, hanging out with her friends.  Usagi had changed in that way since he had first accountered her outside the Crown arcade.  Her sense of duty and responsiblity was much stronger, she wanted to live up to the reputation set up for her so long ago.  It was a heavy load she carried on her small, lithe shoulders, but she carried it without a single complaint.  Proof of how far she had come.





"Sometimes I hate myself." Usagi mumured pathetically, her sad voice instantly breaking into Mamoru's thoughts.





Mamoru looked up at her and saw her shift into another emotion.  She sat at the breakfast bar, on one of the stools set up by it.  Propping her elbows on the formica countertop, she ground the heels of her hands into her eyes, gasping softly as inevitable tears welled up in their blue depths.  He stood and walked to the kitchen, standing on the other side of the bar.  He leaned on his forearms and held his face mere inches from hers, forcing her to look at him.  Their eyes connected and the same powerful pull that always led him back to her tugged at his heart then.  He gently took her hand and lifted the small feature to his mouth.  Kissing the inside of her wrist, his eyelids shuttered for a moment, before looking straight into her eyes, his love for her could be plainly read on her face.





"How could you hate yourself, Usako?  I know for certain that I like you, a lot."





Refusing to fall so easily, Usagi managed to swallow the lump in her throat and choked out, "I suppose your right, but still, I feel like I've been cheated.  And the only person to blaim is myself, at least, my future self."





Stroking fingers up and down her soft forearm, Mamoru looked up at her and blinked in mock innocense, "I don't know, I think I might like her too."





Usagi's brows slammed together and she opened her mouth to blast him with her angry words, but he did something that saved him at the last moment.  He gave her the 'look'.  The half -mast one where he would look at her through half-shut eyes and a small smile on his face.  She loved that face, but still...





Finally regaining the use of her voice, she swatted at his stroking hand and pulled away from his reach, "I'm serious."





"Me too." Mamoru answered, putting his now unoccupied hands in his pockets.





"Ooooh, you are being so, so, so... Argh!" Usagi angrily blew a stray blonde hair out of her face with a small phft and narrowed her eyes at her husband, arms crossed and resting on top of her stomach, "Why is it whenever I try to be serious, you get all silly on me?  I married you so you could be serious and I can be silly, not the other way around."





Mamoru's grin was almost blinding as he guffawed and walked around the bar to swing her off of her stool and into his arms.  He landed them on the couch and kissed her soundly.  When he released her lips, he looked down at her and ran gentle fingers through her long pigtails, "I always wondered why you would bother with an old sourpuss like me."





"There you go!  Your doing it again!" Usagi accusingly pointed out.





"I guess it's because I'm not used to you being so serious.  I feel like I have to compensate." Mamoru counter-pointed, waggling his brows at her.





Mamoru caught the gaze which did little less than shoot poison-tipped arrows at him and shrugged, resigning himself to the conversation that was more likely going to turn into an arguement about returning to Crystal Tokyo.





"So," he began, settling her next to him on the couch and leaning back, arms crossed behind his head, "why do you hate yourself, or your future self?"





Glancing down at her rounded belly, Usagi fought the tears stinging in the back of her eyes, "I spoiled so much of this by sending her to the past."





When Mamoru didn't say anything in reply, she looked at him, only to instantly divert her eyes.  His face was dead serious, his eyes searching her's for an explanation.  So she took a deep breath and expanded on her previous comment, "I already know that she will look like me.  I know that she will adore you no matter what you do and she'll probably give me more than my fair share of trouble.  I know all this and more, like the fact that someday she will be the Sailormoon of the Crystal Millenium.  And I know that she'll be a much better Sailormoon than I had ever been."





"A better Sailormoon." Mamoru repeated absent-mindedly.





Usagi looked up and saw that he clearly wasn't paying attention to her.  'Last time I pour my heart out to him!' she thought crossly.  'Yeah, right.' laughed another voice in the corner of her mind.  Ignoring it, she placed to hands on Mamoru's shoulders and ever-so-gently pushed.  And when I say ever-so-gently, I meant with all her might.  The unexpected force caught Mamoru off gaurd and sent backwards, even futher into the couch and sent the couch, with Mamoru still on it, backwards.  Mamoru lay there, staring at the ceiling for a few steadying moments before he peeked over the seat of the couch, which was now standing up in the air.  





Usagi stood in front of him, hands on plumped hips and feet shoulder with apart.  Her stance oozed with battle-readiness and her face was the picture of mock concern, "Oh, I'm sorry."





Mamoru rubbed the back of his head where he had made contact with the floor, then looked back up at Usagi with wide eyes, "Geesh, Usagi!  Are you trying to kill me?!"





"Don't even tempt me.  Are you ready to listen to me now?" Usagi asked, her chin tilted at an angry angle.





"I was listening to you, you just got me thinking about something you said." Mamoru defended, standing up.  Still feeling a bit shaken, he leaned against a wall for support. 





"About what?" Usagi demanded, her hands planted firmly on her hips.





"Nothing, it was stupid really."  Mamoru shook his head, then stilled.  Looking up at her, he grinned sheepishly, "So, um.  What were you talking about...dear?"





Usagi was this close to forgiveness, but the entire concept completely left her mind as her brows slammed together and her face turned bright red in surpressed rage.  She silently stalked towards him to release that rage when the door bell rang.  Usagi turned and looked at the door in confusion and behind her, she could have sworn she heard a thankful whistle escape from Mamoru.





Turning to shoot a baleful glance at him, she headed to the door, "Saved by the bell, you lucky son of a-"





Before she could finish her condemning sentence, Mamoru's arms had surrounded her waist and pulled her back to him, "What the-"  Her remark was again interrupted by Mamoru spinning her around suddenly and pulling her head close to his.  He kissed her with a passion never lacking in their kisses and Usagi felt herself become goo under the power of it.  Her pregnant frame melted into his lean one and she felt their hearts meld into one.  Her mind yelled at her to push away, she was mad at him.  This was such a man thing to do when they were in the middle of a fight.  'What were we fighting about again?' Usagi thought as the kiss waned out and Mamoru lifted his head and looked at her with slumberous blue eyes.





"I love you, Usako, and you know that."  he said, keeping her body connected to his.





"Um, yeah." Usagi couldn't think, her mind was still numb, but slowly regaining sense, "I love you t- HEY!  Hey, you big cheat, we're fighting and you're kissing me and telling me to love me!"





"Usako, I'm-"





"No, you're in trouble with me.  And telling me you love me and kissing me until the world melts away from under my feet isn't going to change that!"  Usagi yelled, pointing a slim, stern finger in front of his nose.





"Okay!  Okay!  I give, I'm sleeping on the couch tonight!" Mamoru suceeded, waving his hands in front of his chest.





"Well, I wasn't going to go that far, but now that you mention it, yes you are." Usagi stated, then turned on her heels and reached for the doorknob, but Mamoru's big hand fell over her's and pulled it back.





"I love you." he said again.





Usagi blinked, "Mamo-chan, you already sai-"





Mamoru held a silencing finger to her mouth and bent his knees to look directly in her eyes, "I know, but it sounded like you needed to be reminded of that."





Usagi felt her anger slip away and warmth bloomed inside her.  She flet Chibi-Usa stir in her stomach and knew that she prefered it that way too.  Usagi smiled and put her hands over his and kissed the finger being held in front of her, returning his earnest look with one of her own, "I love you too.  I love you so much, Mamo-chan."





Mamoru's face split into a bright smile and he leaned in for another kiss when Usagi added, "But your still sleeping on the couch."





"We'll see." was all he said to that as he captured her lips in another kiss that made the earth melt away from her feet.  The kiss deepened as the doorbell began to peel ding-dong after ding-dong.  Mamoru was oblivious as he explored the familiar recess's of Usagi's mouth, but Usagi was quite aware of it.  She pushed at Mamoru's shoulders, but his wide body was unmoving.  She quietly struggled for a few more moments until finally giving up and diving head first into Mamoru's mouth.  He murmered his pleasure and backed her up to the wall by the door. 





This time he heard the doorbell, considering the fact they were right under it.  Looking up, Mamoru shook his head to clear it and then looked down at Usagi.  Her eyes were glazed and she looked completely out of it.  Mamoru was very tempted to ignore the doorbell and take her into his arms again, but he knew he couldn't.  He was no longer allowed such lapses in responsibility.





"The doorbell is ringing." He stated as he disengaged himself from Usagi's arms.





"Hmmmm?" Usagi murmered, then scrunched up her face as she remembered the door, "Ohh, get rid of them, Mamo-chan.  I only want you right now."





Mamoru's eyebrows shot up and he steadied her against the wall, holding a finger up, "You stay right here, I'll be right back."





Mamoru rushed to the door and flung it open.  He was somewhat taken back by the two people who stood in front of him, but he ignored the gut feeling, he didn't have time to examine, Usagi was waiting.





"We don't want anything."  Mamoru stated as he swung the door shut in their shocked faces and he ran back to Usagi, who was still leaning against the wall, "Now, where were we?"





Usagi giggled and wrapped an arm around his neck and pulled him back to her when the doorbell began to ring incessantly again.





"Damn." Mamoru muttered as he banged his head up against the wall next to Usagi's head.





"I'll get it." Usagi offered, moving away.  Mamoru grabbed her and pushed her back.





"No, I'll get it.  Your not supposed to answer the door, remember?"





"Fine."  Usagi grumbled and crossed her arms over her chest.  Realizing his folly, Mamoru grabbed her and slanted his lips over hers for one, intense kiss, just so she'd still be in the mood.





He left her boneless, leaning against the now infamous wall and flew to the door.  Once again, he ripped it open and looked at the two people standing on the porch, "What?!"





The two people glanced at each other before the woman stepped forward and said, "Well, hello to you too, Mamoru-san."





Mamoru immediately stilled and then looked at them suspiciously.  He finally accepted that they were familiar somehow.  There was a man and a woman.  The man was wearing a white suit with buckles everywhere and he had very long, white hair.  His blue eyes sparkled mischeviously as he took in the rumpled state Mamoru was in and he coughed discreetly into his fist.  The woman had long, wavy black hair which was tied up in four little odango on top of her head.  A yellow ribbon hung from her neck and she also had blue eyes that looked at Mamoru in amusement.  Both had crescent moons on their foreheads.





"How do you know my name?" Mamoru asked, his voice laced with caution.





The man chuckled, "Because we know you, Mamoru-san."





"How is Usagi-chan?" the woman asked.





This had Mamoru immediately on edge and he hid his hand behind the doorframe as he made his cane materialize.  Usagi caught the action, and instinct made her advance to the door, her hand moving to her chest.





"I don't know what you're talking about."  Mamoru said calmly, his eyes narrowing menacingly.





The man laughed again and spoke to the woman, "I don't think Mamoru-san recognizes us."





The woman nodded, but remained solemn as she waved her hands over the two of them as she said, "Can you blame him?"





"Should I recognize you?" Mamoru asked, one brow raising as he took them in, trying in vain to place them.





The woman smile warmly and Mamoru felt his brain making the connection as she spoke, "I suppose not.  At least not right now, I'm-"





"Luna!" Usagi screeched from behind Mamoru.  He turned and looked at Usagi, whe had clamped both her hands over her mouth and jumped up and down, "Luna, is that you?!"





"Yes." the woman stated simply and opened her arms to her former ward, who had pushed past Mamoru and ran into Luna's human embrace, "Hello Usagi-chan."





"Luna?" Mamoru asked, stunned.





Usagi nodded then looked at the man, "Artemis!  Is that you?"





"In the flesh!" he grinned.





"That's an understatement!  Look at you two!" Usagi giggled and hugged Artemis.





"Artemis?  What is going on?" Mamoru demanded.





Artemis released Usagi and winked at Mamoru, "We couldn't come as ourselves now, could we?  So we came in disguise."





"And such clever disguises!" Usagi commented, then her smile fell and she grabbed Luna's hand urgently, "Why did you come?  There isn't anything wrong, is there?"





"No, no, nothing like that." Luna consoled.





"We were sent to update you guys on the progress in Crystal Tokyo.  Rei thought we should take a vacation while we were up here." Artemis explained.





"In other words, Rei kicked us out because we were cramping her style."  Luna added.





Usagi looked shocked, "She wouldn't do that."





"Of course she would. the senshi are now capable adults who know exactly what they are doing.  They don't need they're old gaurdian's hanging over their shoulders, telling them what to do."  Luna sighed.





"Not true.  I will always need you, Luna."  Usagi promised, then added, "You too, Artemis."





"Thank you, Usagi-chan." Luna hugged Usagi to her once more, than held her at arms length, sweeping a critical eye over the young queen.  She then nodded approvingly and smiled, "You look beautiful, Usagi.  Mamoru-san has been taking good care of you, ne?"





Usagi cast a glance over her shoulder to her husband, who was still glued where he stood and let out an exassperated breath, "Extremely good care."





Luna laughed and took in Usagi's glowing face, "You really do look wonderful."





"I may look wonderful, but I feel fat." Usagi confided, wrinkling her nose in distaste.





"That is to be expected, but motherhood suits you."  Luna consoled.





"Thank you." Usagi's eyes glistened for a moment, then she shook her head and waggled her eyebrows mischeviously, "I bet it will look great on you too."





Luna blinked and looked at Usagi in confusion, "Why would you say such a thing, Usagi?"





Usagi's grinned, then tucked her fingers beneath her chin and batted her eyes at Luna as she explained in mock innocence, "Well, if Chibi-Usa is on her way, you-know-who can't be far behind!"





Luna began to protest when she heard Artemis cough.  She turned to him and he merely blushed then shrugged sheepishly. 





"Oh my." Luna choked, then looked down.  Usagi was right, she was actually right.





Mamoru laughed, finally shaking off his initial shock of seeing his humanized friends, "Why don't you two come in?"





"Thanks." Artemis said as he stepped past Mamoru, followed by Luna and Usagi, "I don't see how you guys can do this, walking on two legs instead of four.  It is so much easier that way."





"You get used to it." Mamoru smiled as he offered them a seat with his hand.





"You two must be famished after such a long trip!  You two make yourselves comfortable while I make some dinner."  Usagi offered, but was immediately recieved with three protesting voices.





"There is really no need." Luna replied.





"We ate before we came." Artemis added.





Usagi waved away their protests,"Oh, don't be silly.  It's no pro-"





"I'm already in trouble, so I'm just going to come out and say it." Mamoru hesitated slightly, looking for the right wording, then settled for, "You can't cook, Usako."





Usagi's eyes glittered merrily, "Not true, I can make one thing.  You guys wait right here and I'll make you some Usagi Surprise." on her way to the kitchen, she stopped by Mamoru and whispered for his ears only, "Besides, your not in that much trouble."





With a tap at Mamoru's butt, she left to the kitchen.  Mamoru smiled crookedly and went to sit with Luna and Artemis.  They had seated themselves on the loveseat and were looking with amusement at the tipped-over couch.





"Um, Mamoru-san?" Artemis began, ignoring the elbow jab to the ribs he had recieved from Luna and asked, "What exactly, were you and Usagi doing before we came?"





Mamoru blushed bright red as he pulled the couch back into upright position, then sat on it and looked at the kitchen, refusing to look at Luna and Artemis.  What could he say? 'Oh, we didn't do anything on the couch.  But I almost got to second against the wall in the front.'  Let them assume what they wanted, he didn't care.  Much.





The silence stretched, though it was filled with crashing and thunking sounds from the kitchen.  A finalizing, "Damn!" filled the air and Luna stood, an offer to help Usagi on her lips.  But Mamoru's hand on her wrist stopped her.





"Humor her." he explained, "Her maternal instincts are kicking in."





"Oh, I see." Luna nodded, sitting back down, "She always wanted to learn to cook."





Artemis laughed, "Lucky for us, she never could!"





"I heard that!" Usagi cried as she entered the room with a covered tray.





"I'm sorry Usagi, but you can't cook." Artemis apoligized.





"Cook?  Did I ever say anything about cooking?" Usagi smiled at their confused expressions and lifted the cover, "Ta-da!"





Four pairs of eyes showed their eternal releif as they took in their "Usagi Surprises."  Four, ice cream sundaes sat in front of them, beginning to melt.





"Oops!  I forgot the fixings!  You guys go ahead and start and I'll be right back." Usagi dashed back into the kitchen and several crashes and shrieks later, emerged with an armload of condements.  She dumped them on the table and Mamoru, Artemis and Luna turned green simultaneously.





There were pickles and catsup, hotdogs, olives of both colors and all kinds, saurkraut and dill relish.  the table was littered with highly unconventional sundae toppings.  It looked more like a hot dog stand then and ice cream bar.





"Um, Usagi.." Mamoru choked out.





"Don't be shy!  Dig in!" Usagi cried enthusiastically as she loaded her sundae with creamed corn.





Looking at their sundaes, Artemis and Luna swallowed uncomfortable lumps in their throats.  Mamoru laughed and pushed his dish away from him, "Tell you what, let's save our Usagi Surprises fro later and I'll make us some spaghetti."





Luna and Artemis smiled gratefully as Usagi took a huge bite out of her ice cream and then looked up at Mamoru in pure delight, "Spahgetti!  Ooh, that sounds good!  Can I help?"





"Just as long as you don't touch anything." Mamoru joked, then leaned over to press his forehead against Usagi's intimately, "I'll make you some meatballs too."





Usagi's eyes dances and she laughed, "I love meatballs."





Mamoru kissed the end of her nose and threaded his fingers through a blond pigtail., "Me too."





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


::Chibi smiles coyly:: Did that seem naughty to any of you?  Tee-hee, frisky Usagi and Mamoru!  And long!  Whew, I'm exhausted.  I won't bore you any further.  E-mail me and let me know I'm loved!  ChibiCori@aol.com


	;)


	Chibi-chan!








