Part II

The next day I called Duo. 


“Yo, Duo? Where you at?”

“Who this? It’s 4 AM in the morning here! Misty, is this you?” Duo said, grumbling.


I toppled off my bed at UCP, laughing so hard it hurt.

“Guess, hon. Where’s “here”? I need to run a systems check on all your gundam,” 


“Oh, sorry. Um… Heero, where are we? Oh- we’re at Quatre’s underground base.

You know where that- Misty?”


*Click*

I arrived at the base at 6 AM, giving them some time to sleep (Ha-Ha-Ha!).  They were all fast asleep, so I took it upon myself to wake them up.  My way of waking guys up is unique: I sit on the bed near their head, lean over their face, and prod their forehead. Very entertaining 

I valued my life when doing this to Heero: I was rocking back and forth, and lost my balance, but managed to save myself before I touched him.  This left me in bent-knee push-up position, and when (or if?) he woke up, he’d be looking down my shirt. 

To avoid this, I eased myself upright.  My mistake: I laughed to myself, and I was only halfway up. Suddenly, Heero’s hand shot up and grabbed my wrist. At this, I lost my balance and hit the floor.  When I got back up, I waited for the hurricane. It came.

“What are you doing?” he hissed.

“Um…nothing…er…ask Duo! Quatre… save me, save me!” I screamed, fleeing the room.


I could hear four distinct voices laughing.

“ He’s gonna kill me! Save me! Save me! Save-“ Thump.

 
I had just run into someone. I looked up into his face. It was-

“Oh- hi, Trowa.”

I blushed.

“Misty.  Who are you running from?”

“Heero’s gonna kill me!” And at that, I kept on running. I then realized I had passed Quatre’s room. As I walked back, my eyes met Trowa’s again. I felt myself blush. Again.


I stuck my head into Quatre’s room. Wufei, Duo and he were all in there.

“Yo, Cat, want to go down to the garage so I can run those system checks?”


“Huh? Oh…sure. Trowa’s looking for you.”

“We met up.” My cheeks flared again.


“Right,” I said. “Well, Heero’s after me, so I’ve got to run…I brought Coffee!  It’s in Heero’s room,” I said.  They perked up with this.


Down in the garage, I ran the checks on all the Gundams. Duo was really interested.

“So what’s this for?”


From inside the Deathsythe I answered, “OZ has planted a virus in all of them, and it’ll get rid of it.  It’s mainly for my own peace of mind, but it will show any problems that it has. And the list goes on.”


Heero wouldn’t let me in his, though.

“I just don’t like people messing with it.  Nothing personal,” he mumbled inside the Wing Zero.

“Fine, have it your way…” I replied, grinning evilly.

I took out my hookshot and before anyone knew what had happened, I was up in the Zero with Heero, running the system check- I made sure I didn’t activate the shortcuts. I wanted him to suffer for scaring me earlier.


And five minutes later I was done.

“Well, Hon, everything’s done and you’re good to go. And you have cappuchino on your face,” I said, and hopped down from the suit.


Everyone turned their attention to my mobile suit.

“Yep, that’s the Windspeed. A little bit of all the Gundams,” I quickly interjected, to break the silence.

“What do you mean?” said a jumpy Duo.

“Well, as an example, I have the Wing Zero cockpit system, Heavyarms’ Gattling gun, Deathsythe’s handling, Epyon’s and Tallgeese’s controls, and Altron’s cannons.


“What about Sandrock?” asked Quatre.


I don’t know why, but it has none of Sandrock’s characteristics.  It’s really strange…Hey, let’s all get drunk tonight!” I added.


“I’ll drink to that”


“Yeah!”


When and where?”

“I challenge you and you and you to a bingeing contest!” I said, pointing to Trowa, Wufei and Heero.


“Fine” the all groaned in unison.

And so we all got drunk. After the four of us polished off two cases, we were all stoned, but Wufei was not doing well. And we had some fun. We hired a disc jockey, and charged it to UCP.  I was grinding, Wufei was out cold, Trowa and Duo were talking, and Heero was yelling on and on about some salesperson named Kathy.  Quatre was nowhere to be seen.


Duo was our designated driver. We headed to Quatre’s base. Quatre and I caught up, and when I left his room, it was 3 in the morning.  I peeked in Trowa’s room. He was fast asleep.  So I ran back into Quatre’s room, with a can of whipped cream, hair gel, and hair spray.


“ Cat? You awake?  Good.  Let’s get Trowa- good!”

“So here I was, running down a hall with this guy, styling products and whipped cream, in my 

p. J.’s. We skidded to a halt by Trowa’s room. We sneaked in silently, careful not to make a sound.

I used way too much gel in his unibang, and then used all of the whipped cream on his head.  Quatre finished with the hairspray, and we ran back to his room. I had set his alarm for five minutes. 

I waited in the hall, heard the alarm, and then the telltale scream.  Then I ran back to the safety of Cat’s room and dove into the sheets.  I failed to realize Quatre was already there. 


“Hello” he said quietly.

“Wuz up?” I replied.


“Misty Antagonu, I am going to murder you!” I heard Trowa roar.

Our prank had worked. Trowa’s hair now stood up straight, and it was about ten shades lighter.  The other guys had already gotten there. Duo was dying of laughter. Even Heero and Wufei were chuckling.

“Um… yeah…shower’s that way. Here,” I threw him a bottle of shampoo and pointed him to the shower.


I was on my back, propped up by my elbows next to Cat. He was sitting on top of the comforter, cross-legged. I dropped down and rolled over on my side.  The bed was so warm and the air so cold! But I wasn’t going to act like a “bad girl” or make Cat move, so I tried to get up. But my legs were like lead.

“ ‘Night,” Cat said, trying to get rid of me.

“ I ain’t moving,” I said.


“Fine,” he replied drowsily. He climbed in with me. Then I was drifting off…

“Ouch! Too bright!” I thought.  “Where am I?” I looked around me. It was 10:30. I had slept in- late! I rolled over, and saw Quatre.


“God, he’s beautiful.  My beautiful fallen angel…” I heard a blow dryer.  I could use that! I followed the noise to My room, and my stuff was everywhere.  And someone was in there! Wearing Damion’s bathrobe!


“Trowa?  What are you doing in here? 

“Er…Misty? Drying my hair.  Is this yours?” he asked, pointing to the robe.


“No. Are my initials “D.C.D?”” I asked, poking the monogram on it, “It’s Damion’s.”

“Those, too?” he asked, pointing to the tee and Jeans.


“Yeah.  We were partners untill yesterday.  I always carried them for him.

Silence reigned.


“I’m going to make some coffee downstairs. ‘bye,” I said to break the silence.  Then I left. 
