“It was kinda in passing, but…”

”Hm?”  Inuyasha raised an eyebrow.

”He just assumed we’d get married.”  Her gray-eyed gaze fell to the floor of the limousine.  “I don’t think he realized it slipped out but it was almost a proposal.”
The half-demon did his best not to show any sign of a physical reaction.  His stomach knotted as his head turned towards Kagome who was now lightly tapping her knees together, still staring down.  His eyes bore into her, searching desperately for some kind of emotion.  “Oh?”

Kagome’s eyes widened at that.  No usual scream of immediate protest?  What was he thinking?  She wanted to look at him, but was afraid of the look on his face.  “Um, yeah.”
Inuyasha gulped, his throat a little dry.  He bent forward to reach into the bar, retrieving an unopened bottle of champagne.  As he reached for a glass he paused to look over at his companion.  “Did you… want some?”
Inuyasha lowered his hand and straightened to look at Kagome.  When she finally raised her gaze to meet Inuyasha’s she knew that the champagne meant celebration.  This was his way of asking Kagome if she would accept.  They stared at each other meaningfully for a moment before Inuyasha broke eye contact, reaching for one glass.
“Maybe I’ll have some… a little while later, though,” Kagome blurted out.

Inuyasha started for a second.  The champagne glass that was already in his hand slipped out of his grip, flipping and hitting the edge of the bar.  All but the base and the stem were scattered in small shards all over the floor of the car.  In spite of the fact that he was happy that the broken glass eased the tension between them, he cursed.
“My God, be careful!  Let me help you out with that,” Kagome said, moving to the floor.  Inuyasha stopped her, grabbing her wrists as she reached to clean up the mess.  His abrupt movements made her jerk her hands away, fists clenching on the pieces of glass already in her hand.  She yelped, immediately dropping everything to examine her hand.

”Shit!”  Running on pure instinct, Inuyasha grabbed Kagome’s hand and licked at her wound: a small cut in her left palm.  As soon as realization of what he was doing struck he paused awkwardly, steeling himself to continue as if he meant to do it.  Kagome was well aware that it was a youkai thing, he figured, but that fact didn’t stop the blush from appearing on both of their faces.  He pressed his lips to her palm and sucked lightly, briefly swirling his tongue lightly over the cut.  Their breaths quickened at the contact, and as he pulled away, he brushed the cut with his lips.
“Thanks.”  Kagome lightly held her hand to her chest.  “It doesn’t even hurt anymore.”

”Dammit, you need to be more careful.”  Inuyasha said, suddenly glaring and raising his voice. “What gave you the idea that I’d actually let you do something like pick up glass?”

Kagome was a little surprised at the abrupt change in his mood, but was a little thankful for it.  This felt familiar.  She stuck her tongue out at her manager, retorting quickly.   “And who do you think you are, treating me like I’m some kind of invalid?  Quit treating me like I can’t do anything for myself.”

“What do you mean, ‘for yourself?’  It’s not like you were the one who dropped the damn thing!”

Kagome scoffed indignantly.  “Ah, I take it all back then!  Thanks for reminding me that this whole thing is your fault, you stupid klutz!”

”Wh-WHAT did you call me, Woman?”  The hanyou was nearly yelling now  “Well--

”Hey guys.”  Before Inuyasha could retort Shippo had slid open the window between the driver’s and back seats.  “Looks like we’re gonna be in traffic for a really, really long time.  Sorry about that.”

”It’s not like it’s your fault, Shippo-chan.”  Kagome smiled as she spoke.
“Heh, I know.  But seriously, I think there’s been an accident or something, and a couple of streets are closed off.  We may be better off walking.”  With a smirk, Shippo slid the window shut.

“Punk,” Inuyasha laughed before staring at the roof of the car.

“You’re one to talk,” Kagome giggled.

“Keh.”

Shippo wasn’t kidding.  What was supposed to have been a thirty minute drive had easily elapsed into an hour.  Kagome had kicked off her shoes and tried to nap in the seat across from Inuyasha unsuccessfully.  As she lay tossing and turning on her side Inuyasha idly traced the curves of her hips as she lay.  
