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“SAILOR MOON ETERNAL”
The 6th Season of the Sailor Moon Saga
Chapter 47
"The Price of Liberty"
“Good people of New York!” An ominous and commanding voice suddenly booms over the loudspeakers in the panic stricken city where chaos was running rampant.

Normal people, out-of-towners and businessmen alike all crowded beneath the bus shelters on the sidewalks, in alleys and street corners to join the homeless, hobos and drifters who usually reigned there. But today, all New Yorkers became one in the struggle for survival as the world itself seemed to blink out from underneath them.

The huge commercialized viewscreen overlooking Times Square blinks on eerily. But rather than usually displaying its Coca-Cola, Wrigley Doublemint, and Cup o’ Noodle ads and the like, among other sold-out musical Christmas blockbusters featured at Radio City Music Hall, something decidedly strange sizzles across the large screen.

The neon light lit advertising beacon had gone out since the power outage that had soon followed the building after building vanishing from existence. No one paid much attention to that though, with the more pressing subject of dark shadowy holes remaining in each iconic edifice’s place, causing sheer pandemonium. But the monstrous outdoor viewscreen soon became the only show in town while it loudly served as this oddly attired, ‘faith healer’s’ pulpit.

“Do not panic, valuable citizens! Aid is soon on its way! Salvation is at hand!” At first trying to calm these foolish people in the streets below, Lord Opalson arrogantly smirked to himself, knowing their unavoidable true fate. He leers at the tense crowd, their patience thin after almost two days of having angst and worry, scrounging for food or water and their very existences while the sealed city seemed to have to fend for itself, with no hope in sight.

Certain his charismatic offer of deceptive trickery would catch their attention, Opalson becomes annoyed at how disinterested and uninspired these tough people were of his lofty prophecies of immediate rescue.

“We don’t want none of what you’re selling, loser!” A crass woman with curled ginger hair calls rebelliously, tossing a stale hamburger bun and wrapper up at the viewscreen Opalson was adorning.

“Yada, yada. What can you do about it? Sing them buildings back into existence, pretty boy?” Another man backs her up, his New York accent thick.

Opalson, making his broadcast from a high-rise TV studio, could still hear the crowd’s jeers all the way down from outside his open window.

“Why can’t we get out of the city, Mister?!” A small paperboy screams, sick of being stuck on this berg’s route after his bicycle slammed into some invisible wall at every street exiting NYC.

“Worry not, dear people! Your cherished buildings and fellow citizens will be returned to you once you agree to join our forces.” Opalson suavely offers in his best political voice.

“Forces? You talk a big game, fella! Just say where all dose buildings got off to, if you know somet’ing about it, jerk! Some kind of deep state/foreign collaboration mass hallucination trick you got goin’ here…? I bet the military boys already got you pegged!” A middle-aged ex-Army local pawn broker who was all in for conspiracy theories was more than cantankerous and unafraid to vocally call this stranger out.

“Eeek! You think this is some crazy terrorist attack?! My sister was in Sak’s!” A young teenage girl shrieks in fear at the thought of being caught up in some surreal war, her best friend and older sibling was last seen shopping for her birthday present in the exclusive store.

“I’m calling 9-1-1! The cops gotta be here!” A NY Times reporter had been trying to dial in to the NYPD on his cellular phone, but there was too much static interference.

“Dear Lord! There were so many innocent people in those buildings! Lord, please show mercy to Your people!” Making the sign of the Cross to God Above for His mercy, an older nun with a thick Irish accent had been attending to the sick and elderly women late to Mass. They had just escaped being swallowed up inside her St. Patrick’s Cathedral nearby when it disappeared.

“Your Lord Opalson hears your pain, sweet ladies. You all will be reunited after you offer all your spirit and souls to my higher power. I am who I am.” Opalson disgusted more than a few devout Catholics listening below to his sacrilege of associating himself as the Almighty, the imposter even referencing his assumed, so-called ‘Lordship’ to the Great I Am. 

“You’ve been singing that same song with that high-faluting voice for two days now, Pal! When do we see some action!?” Another New Yorker with dark features demanded as the crowd in the streets agrees with him. These fast-paced citizens were sick of waiting for more than a few minutes for anything.

“That’s a reasonable question! My kid’s waiting for this Pokémon game I got him! I want to be out of here by tonight or he’ll throw a fit, okay, buddy? When can we get this show on the road?!” A true New York paced mom sets the priorities straight for Opalson.

“Yeah! When?!” A harmless, homeless man named Louie waves his empty bottle in the air at the viewscreen, mimicking his fellow angry New Yorkers with a smile on his old face.

“You got to prove it to us that you can ante up before we agree to anything!” A tough negotiating woman cries, her business suit torn and disheveled. But her face was still no-nonsense as she shakes her fist up at Opalson.

“I have come to the conclusion,” Rubbing his aching temples, Lord Opalson, his snobbish voice annoyed, his serenity more than tried by these pigheaded Americans, pauses dramatically, “that you New Yorkers do not seem to fully grasp your situation. You are still of the opinion that your so called wonderful American cavalry will come charging in to rescue you all. But you see, my good Americans,” Opalson slurs over the word vindictively, this land of original thinkers and rampant freedom disgusting to his dictatorial fascist mindframe.

 “Soon there won’t be a country left to turn to. The rest of the United States will soon fall to our whims and North America will be in our possession shortly. Or else, disappear off the map entirely. Your precious government, ruled by that worthless piece of paper you call the Constitution? You may not be aware if it right now, but the government has fallen. Your cowardly leaders and politicians all have thrown in the towel. And that president of yours is really a gem—at first trying to compromise with us—then secretly offering his services to influence you to cooperate towards ‘world order’ in order to save his own lily livered life. Oh well. No one cares about that worthless old fool.” Opalson smirks at the thought of such a coward and trickster was the leader representing these people. He came to the conclusion that they no doubt must be spineless like their president if they had voted him into office in this so-called free election electoral system.

“I will advise Queen Metallia that this sorry country isn’t worth the trouble of assimilation. Too many freedoms make the people too rebellious.” Opalson sighs, shaking his fascist head at the people below.

Then he raises his hands, a large blue-black opal appearing between them, as on live television viewing he displays the gemstone to the multitude.

“Here is the real power you have so offhandedly discarded in exchange for your silly liberties. Metallia offered you the world at your disposal and in returned all she asked was for simple submission to her. Oh, well.” Lord Opalson’s voice rose eerie and frightening as his dark features loomed on the wide screen.

“You will now see that your precious freedom is not worth the price you will pay for it.” Taking the dark opal gem in one hand, Opalson seemed almost about to do something deadly with it, holding his other hand over it when a high-pitched voice comes from behind him.

“You’re wrong, Opalson. Freedom is worth much more than you’ll ever know. It’s what makes us all individuals, adds the spice to this wonderful melting pot which makes us all deliciously who we are! Freedom of speech, freedom of religion, freedom of the press, freedom to bear arms, the freedom of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness! And we will use those freedoms with our last dying breath to choose to get rid of a pretty boy mouthpiece like you, who dares frightening innocent people on Christmas Eve of all days!” Eternal Sailor Venus announces, shaking her white-knuckled fist at the cold Negaverse creature who was now threatening the Bill of Rights and all who held it dear.

“And did I mention—Sailor Venus says that ‘V’ stands for ‘Victory!’” Kicking in the office door behind Lord Opalson, Eternal Sailor Venus, ever the performer, puts on quite a show. Clad in her shimmering new orange lamé and filmy paler organza Eternal Dailor uniform, orange ribbon trails flapping, tall in her heeled white boots, Venus takes a dramatic pose in the video camera lens shot for all of New York to see on the large screen live broadcast which her enemy was filming.

“Who is that blonde broad?” One taxicab driver asks another as they sit astonished in the safety of their yellow vehicles.

“Got me, Jimmy. But take a gander at those long legs! Whoo-whew! I’m on her side for sure.” Joe answers with a catcall whistle through his car window, Mina’s style and glitz and glamour was right in vogue with New York’s speed.

“Sailor Venus. How nice of you to drop in. Did you come all the way to America without a parachute?” Opalson asks sarcastically, looking at his new opponent with amused disdain.

“Huh?” A question mark pops right over Venus’ dumb blonde head.

“Because you’re certainly going to require one when you drop out of this scene!” Opalson wildly shoots a wide beam blast of dark energy intent to force Mina off the edge of the high story recording building.

However, Venus quickly throws up a ‘VENUS LOVE CHAIN!’ around herself for cover. The powerful energy nonetheless forces her to back out onto the balcony of the Plaza Hotel’s 19th story as Mina fights to stand her ground.

“All right! Now you’re making me mad!” Sailor V grunts out as the massive energy dissipated and she was still there, left standing and unharmed, to Opalson’s surprise.

“VENUS LOVE AND BEAUTY SHOCK!” The soldier of beauty plays the scene to a tee, New Yorkers below cheering like they were watching a blockbuster movie as this blonde bombshell’s flying beam kiss smacks into an unsuspecting Lord Opalson, knocking him down to the ground flat.

“Bring those people inside all of those buildings back this minute, Opalson! We don’t want Queen Metallia here! The only Queen for New Yorkers is the Queens! Come on, New Yorkers! Tell him who’s boss!” With a rallying wink, Mina truly excelled in her PR skills as she faces the camera head-on, knowing how much it loved her.

“No Metallia! No Metallia!” Egged on by this master rabble-rouser, the usually bored people of New York find themselves strangely inspired by this orange mini-skirted teen. They all watch, glued to the fireworks which fly above and on-screen, with interest again in the welfare of their city.

“Right!” Eternal Sailor Venus gives a proud, fingered ‘V’ and another wink to the camera audience. But her moment of vanity proved her downfall.

Opalson takes the opportunity to get back up and flee from the Plaza Hotel’s high-rise open balcony window to hover midair outside over Fifth Avenue.

“You people are all pathetically small minded. Allow me to cleanse the landscape of your pestilence and cover it with deserving shadows!” Lord Opalson then begins to zap even more buildings away in his path of vision, not caring one bit of the screaming, terrified citizens below.

“You are all really so ignorant, aren’t you?!” He bellows, laughing at them as he continues to aim his energy beams at every building, every single structure left standing, even the buses that were yet filled with people. Opalson seemed intent to cause even further mayhem by somehow magnetically pulling the parked cars together and violently smashing them one into another simply for effect.

Fires and panic and fear break out on the streets and Venus was horrified at this monster causing all of it from his dark place, high in the sky, as he, cackling, majestically floats down to the ground level.

“VENUS WINK CHAIN SWO–“ Venus cries out loudly from above from the Plaza’s 19th story, intending to strike down open target Opalson. But he purposefully zaps away in that instant, and Mina’s intense flash in the shape of a chain with a daggered tip instead hits a car below in his place that just moments ago was nonexistent.

Ba-BOOM!!
“What?! Where’d that car come from!?!” Mina calls out in confusion as the Jaguar’s unhappy owner mourns his expensive vehicle’s loss. “What kind of disappearing and reappearing act are you pulling, Opalson!?” Having jumped down like an acrobatic cat from building to fire escape to fire escape, Mina hangs onto the overhead ladder so close to the explosion that she felt she was sizzling herself.

“Ha ha! As if I am going to explain what should be as plain as the nose on your funny face, little girl. You’re just as unintelligent as the rest of these simpletons, Venus! What did I expect from another silly Sailor Soldier?” He sniggers, shooting a telephone pole down in his mirth and watches it start to teeter towards a bus shelter full of people.

“Plain?! Funny face! ‘VENUS LOVE ME CHAIN!!’” With all the strength in her, indignant Mina balances on the adjacent fire escape and holds onto her brilliantly lit chain as it grapples around the descending, heavy wood pole. Heroically, Sailor Venus keeps it vertical, pulled tight to make enough time for the stampeding people in the bus stop to escape.

But Opalson takes her weakness of kindness as the chance to blast her silly, and Venus sinks to her knees on the metal grates of the fire escape steps under his continual taunts and physical energy attacks on her vulnerable body.

"DARK OPAL DRAIN!"
Her energy pretty expended in successfully saving lives, Mina falls to her face upon the fire escape, nearly battered unconscious, energy leeched from her.

“VENUS!!” Artemis shouts, making a mighty leap from the window of the Plaza broadcast building onto Opalson’s head, scratching and clawing the man pounding his Mina with those wicked dark blasts.

Amidst their mad screaming and chaos in the streets, the New Yorkers stopped to watch the white furry cat who was brave enough to jump from such a great height directly onto a powerfully malicious man’s head. Fists pumping wherever they stood, they all enjoyed rubbernecking how Artemis fearlessly smacked Opalson around while they themselves stood around doing nothing but moaning and screaming.

“Come on, Jimmy! Let’s get out there and help that girl and her kitty kick butt!” Joe jumps out of his taxi seat onto the street.

“Yeah! Game on!” Jimmy emerges from his taxi with his ready to use shillelagh weapon.

“Let’s go!” Many in the crowd were spurred to join in, too, pelting Opalson with rocks and sticks, bags and cans of food—even their shoes.

“Get off me, you foul creature!” Opalson screams as he had to physically yank Artemis from his face and throw him out towards the black nothingness that just happened to be in the direction where the Empire State building once stood.

And as a screeching Artemis disappears silently right into the thick black fog, Opalson’s powers waver for a split second while the New Yorkers pelt him hard with everything they could get their hands on.

“Artemis!! Where did he go?!” Sailor Venus screeches from the depths of her heart as she gets up to her feet, her beaten down strength rushing back to her, to crawl against the fire escape railing to look down at the thick black shadow which Artemis had vanished into before her eyes.

“Artemis!!!!” She cries, her mind racing on how to get her furry friend back while still fighting off this fiendish villain and defending the innocent people of New York City.

It’s like you were swallowed up in a black hole! At least…the shadow of black hole…
“So how do I reverse it? Come on, Artemis, you’d always come up with a plan for me! How do I stop Opalson’s dark powers before he swallows up the rest of the city?” Venus poses the query desperately; talking to her beloved partner kitty whom she was certain would be just fine, for her mind refused to even consider another outcome.

It can’t be any other way, Artemis. It’s always been you and me, and always will be.
Mina suddenly recalled that when her Wink Chain Sword hit that black hole spot where Opalson had just made the car disappear and then reappeared as if—as if my light attack had reversed the powers of the darkness, turning the black hole inside out again for that split second!
Then the question is—how can I do that again for so many large buildings?! My power could just about manage one little car! These skyscrapers are like a thousand times bigger! Eternal Sailor Venus’ mind races in reality’s frustration.
“Ha ha! You worthless saps! Another minute and your precious edifices will be lost in another dimension to my black hole forever! And soon my shadows will spread all across this measly country, once we start the absorption into the collective!” Opalson laughs triumphantly as he looks into his telling opal stone, seeing the blackness of its effects about to be fully accomplished.

So he blasts the pesky New Yorkers back with an easy shadow force as if their simpleton attacks were insects to be swatted. Subsequently, the dark lord takes aim and his blackness swallows up the final monument on the New York skyline, the symbol of freedom and friendship itself:
The Statue of Liberty.

I can’t let this happen! All those people—gone—and Artemis… 
Mina closes her eyes, the final thing she sees in her mind’s eye were the crowds and crowds of New Yorkers, one set after another making an insurrection on Lord Opalson.
Soon, under the throng of protesting New Yorkers moving in, the Negaverse operative looked none so high and mighty, cowering in the corner while the entire angry crowd raised their voices for independence this day.

These hearty people inspired by Sailor Venus’ courage to stand up for their freedoms all cheer as their dark-haired tormentor suddenly teleports away in defeat.

However, he had left his shadowy black holes in marked monument spots of the New York skyline, still counting down to devour the city in pitch blackness for all time.

Unless…

“VENUS—!!” Mina screams up to her guardian planet, feeling its powers coursing through her as she sensed the overwhelming need to help these people protect the land they loved and the freedoms which made them special.

“—BEAUTIFUL FREEDOM LOVE LIGHT RING TRUE!!” She opens her brilliant glowing golden eyes wide as coruscating light pours from every pore of her being, melting back the shadowy black holes which were swallowing great buildings. This new and magnificent light, for just one ephemeral moment of time, shone so brightly that everyone was blinded by the Planet of Light’s dazzle.

Sailor Venus’ ultimate power of radiance pulsed in the most sparkling light of all as she shimmers, awash in a pure sunshine orangey haze which was so luminous no one could see through it until the incandescent light finally faded to the normal light of day.

And again, when they open their eyes, everyone was able to see the world as it was, New York itself again home.

And to top it off, Artemis comes running out from the Empire State Building entrance, racing onto the street again to bounce right up into his Mina-girl’s welcoming arms.

“I knew that if anyone could shed light on this mystery, it was you, Sailor Venus. I’m so proud of you to have figured it out all on your own.” Mina’s Guardian Moon cat had eyes full with tears of pride and joy for the young lady and dearest friend who had just achieved such an astounding triumph with the inner ingenuity and brilliance of a true leader.

“Oh, now, Artemis. I didn’t do it alone.” Mina altruistically pushes aside any self-glory thoughts, as she tosses back her long locks of yellow gold hair to point to the crowd of New Yorkers, all celebrating the safe return of their city’s buildings and more than that.

All the people flashing back to life intact, stream out from inside of the once black hole lost edifices to the arms of their loved ones and fellow pleased citizens.

“Give yourselves a hand, America!! ‘V’ stands for VICTORY!!!” Mina leaps up to the roof of the reappeared bus with Artemis on her shoulder and a triumphant rallying cry.

“And >smooch!< Love stands for LIBERTY!” The ‘Goddess of Love,’ Venus, follows her whopping big blown kiss to her fans below before striking a familiar, rousing pose, just for them.

She stands erect there, with her radiant hair flowing upwards like a suncrown about her still goldenly orange glowing being. Tucked in her left arm’s crook was Artemis, as her own tabula ansata (the Roman tablet inscribed with the numerals for the Declaration of Independence date—July 4, 1776).

And raising her right arm way up high as if holding a torch, Eternal Sailor Venus lights up the New York sky with a spectacular flash of light glowing, like Lady Liberty’s inextinguishable freedom flame in the Hudson River’s backdrop.

Every New Yorker cheers and claps, whistles and cat calls in true New York style for their new hero, Sailor V. The pin-up gal who today stood for love and victory, as a bright and beautiful new star was born for the bright new future of America.



“I sure hope you guys are all okay out there.” A young woman’s thoughts were full of tense worry for her for dear friends who had just rushed out to battle the unknown, all in the struggle to keep peace on earth this Christmas Eve night.

“I wish they would at least have let me come and help! I feel so useless just sitting here!” Serena blurts out from her silent wanderings at Rei’s Temple window which Chad and his crew had worked diligently around the clock to repair the devastated place.
The special child of the Moon found herself here more often than not, this being her beloved Sailor Scouts meeting and planning location since all the unrest broke out months ago.

“Serena! Take hold of yourself. You’re the Princess! Your place is here in Tokyo.” Faithful Luna pounces up to the window sill with chiding eyes at her whiny Princess.

“Besides, it’s not useless, Serena. We know for a fact Metallia is targeting Tokyo especially. All the attacks before indicate that clearly. Someone has to stay behind and protect the future of the city. And that someone is you, Meatballhead. No matter what happens to the rest of us.” Darien joins Luna at Serena’s side, her two closest protectors taking a break from their tedious worldwide scans in surges of alien energies to comfort the uncertain girl who held such promise in her frightened hands.

And both foresaw they must prepare her, should anything happen to either of them as well.

“You two really think I can do it on my own, without everybody to boost me up?! I’m so worthless without my friends!!” Trembling with anxious fear, Serena poses the question incredulously, never having much confidence in herself as she turns to face her husband with scared eyes at the thought of going on alone without a single one of her beloveds at her side.

“You’ll never be without us, Princess.” A deep voice answers in Darien’s place, his perplexed mouth just about to mid-speak.

“You’re not worthless. And we’ll always be with you.” A smaller, calm one adds from behind as Terry Starr and Tara Tomoe enter the room, soft smiles on both their faces for their worried princess.

“Terry, Tara…” Serena lifts her eyes, her anxious look softening under Terry’s confidently gentle gaze and Tara’s hopeful, deep orbs.

“Thanks for coming, you two.” Darien and Terry exchange a masculine nod, the Pince of the Earth then bows his head to little Tara as well with a serious look in her youthful eyes.

“How bad is it?” Terry follows Darien over to the computer terminal where he had been slaving over.

“Pretty bad. Here…and here.” Darien points his finger at spots on the map displayed on the screen he had become well familiar with.

“What’s going on?” Serena asks, even Luna deserting her as her friends gather around the computer, talking riddles to what she knew nothing of.

Terry meets Darien’s gaze as they both ignore her question, instead continuing as if she was not there at all.

“The Guardians?” Terry’s voice was grave, filled with concern.

“Haven’t heard.” Darien answers succinctly, shaking his head in a curt manner.

Her blonde spaghetti strands flicking back and forth between them, Serena was following the clipped conversation but not understanding any of it at all.

“Please finish your sentences! What are you guys talking about?” Serena asks again more fervently, but Darien’s hand lifts to quiet her, stopping the rest of her queries out loud. But her mind was puzzled at the secret conspiracy going on before her between the two men she respected the most the world. 

Throwing up her hands, Serena sighs in frustration before she returns, dejected, to her seat near the window box to gaze out to the stars.

“I’ll take this one. Any new information?” All business, Terry asks, assiduously studying the charts on the map on the monitor, speaking as a no-nonsense soldier would accept a mission from his commanding officer.

“Nothing—except ‘good luck.’” Darien gives the tall man a short word and a grateful smile as Terry takes a step back away from them both.
“Tara? Are you certain? Is there nothing I can say to convince you to at least stay with me?” The mahogany ponytailed young man sincerely asks, looking down at the small girl beside him with an almost fatherly plea in his eye.

“Terry-papa. We’ve been over this. I am the Soldier who was born and reborn again to do this very thing. Please believe in me.” Tara’s small voice becomes confident and strong as she looked directly up into her tall guardian’s wary eyes.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

“C’mon, Ter. The pipsqueak’s tougher than she looks.” Just then, Sayer Starr’s silky voice interrupts the serious conversation silently going on between his brother and his young charge as he peeks his head in through the temple’s window which Serena had flung open for the unannounced visitor.
“What’s up, Bunhead? I see you’re still pining away for me.” 

As soon as this brash lead singer of the Three Lights smoothly makes an agile cat entrance into the meeting room via the windowbox seat Serena had helped her friend through, Darien’s eyes slit at the younger man’s flirtatious spontaneity. Especially since it was so obviously directed at his little wife the young idol ‘clumsily’ stumbles in to be bodily leaning against.

“Sayer!” Right now when she needed his banter most, Serena couldn’t have been more pleased to see her special friend who could always make her smile. Her formerly dispirited blue eyes light up like a Christmas tree upon hearing this particular entrant’s crass words and sudden appearance in the temple. 

“Ahem…” The jealous husband clears his throat as Serena and Sayer had their heads huddled close while she confided in him her worries for the other girls.
“It’s good you’ve finally arrived to join our meeting. I suspect your partner will be here soon. Allow me to brief you in the meanwhile…Fighter.” After throwing a reference to Alex into the fray, Darien awards Sayer a definite no-nonsense glare and terse, inarguable directive to his soldier follow him back over to the computer screen’s battle center.

Sayer gives Serena an innocent shrug, soon followed by a mischievous wink over his shoulder before the chic singer does as asked by Earth’s revered future leader.
“I do believe in you, Tara. You have a wondrous ability to give others hope when all seems lost. But you must understand, I have promised your father and Susan both that I would watch over you. If our paths must diverge like this, please keep to our promise, little firefly.” Handsome idol Terry Starr caresses the sweet little face, the sheer determination in her eye aiding him to go on.

But still, he was worried about what she had sworn up and down she must be allowed to do. After all, the Sailor who was Saturn promised she would only scout around. She’d run and hide from any danger if it appeared, and wait for him to come as backup as she promised back home.

“Yes, I will. For you, Susan-mama, and my dear Papa, too.” Tara smiles, truly intending to keep her promises to all those who cared for her, whom she loved back just as much. The small teenager closes her eyes and shakes the hand tightly of the tall man with the long mahogany ponytail with her promise.

“I’m ready when you are, Ter.” It didn’t take much by way of ‘debriefing’ for Sayer Starr to go all serious and grasp the gravity of this day of days. The bold young man walks up to his brother, running a hand through the shock of unruly dark navy blue curls on his concerned forehead. A look of words not needed to be said passes silently between the close siblings, who held the pain of the loss of one of their trio, evident in the brothers shared gaze which spoke voiceless volumes of their eternal bond. 

“Do what!? Ready for what?! Just tell me what’s going on!” Serena stomps her foot to the ground right between both dark haired men who were less than forthcoming. Darien purses his lips in a straight line down at Luna, while close-mouthed Sayer diverts his eyes to where the wind picks up just outside the temple door. 
Serena then rushes up to the other solemn pair, grabbing both of Tara’s hands, begging for some explanation at what they were all withholding from her.

“Please, Princess.” Terry takes the hand and bows his head over it. “Believe in all of us.” He says mysteriously into her eyes, kissing the back of her surprised small hand quite gentlemanly. His purple orbs rest into Darien’s again for a moment with the unsaid request—no matter what happened to Terry himself—to protect the fragile wife he was leaving behind, said and answered, silently passing between them.

Terry and Sayer exchange a nod and take a few steps backward in the otherwise empty temple meeting area.

“FIGHTER ETERNAL POWER…MAKE UP!!!”

TAP. TAP. TAP. TAP. TAP. TAP. TAP. TAP-TAP!!
As the gleaming lights of intergalactic stars begin to shine with an unearthly glow analogous to the colorful aurora borealis beneath his feet, ever the performer in all that he seriously applied himself to, Sayer Starr senses the rhythm of his eternal heart begin to play new music inspired by a three-part harmony’s bond of his demonstrative love for three princesses. 

Encouraged by his original Princess Fireball, moved by his new Princess Serena, and motivated by his true Princess Amaralexis, the artist in this Fighter’s beautifully made male form unexpectedly begins toe tapping as his soul is touched by the chords of the three women in his life. Donning a white button up shirt over a plain pair of dark slacks and glossy black shoes, in timed step of two quick changes of weight from one ball of foot to the other, Sayer Starr feels a new sense of wonder claim his being as this new transformation’s Eternal form takes shape.

Forward apple jack brush to smooth backward shuffle, the distinctive dancing maneuvers come so easily to the fluid young artist’s sinewy limbs which were apparently created to dance dance dance! Closed eyed as he continues his dancing up in the sky he was so a part of, one with his inner harmony, Sayer gains spiraling up momentum in perfect quick beats and heel steps before launching his wiry lean form upwards with an amazing natural spin turn. That navigates this holy starfield’s athletic body into the sky to sprightly kick his well-exercised knee and reach his opposite hand high up to the heavens as he soars effortlessly. 

All this was accomplished in laser precise milliseconds, as shooting stars of pale steel blue penetrate the starscape surrounding this upgraded Star Fighter. While still rotating midair, strong muscular arms stretch out to embrace his newest Eternal Starlight form that sweeps over his now raw and ready female body. This inspired Eternal Star Fighter lands nimbly to the ground of Rei’s temple, clad in tall PVC boots accented with gold buckle steel blue bands at ankles and wrists, now sporting a cool guy, turned up high collared, shining blue-black pleather vest loosely unbuttoned over a skintight pale steel blue tank top midriff which featured paler x-crossed Eternal ribbons at its well-toned axis. A shimmering golden star accented the crisscrossing straps around his perfect set of pecs, with the feathered star brooch and permanent winged star headset of Eternal Sailor Star Fighter completing this stellar soldier’s transformation.
At the same moment, knowing what he, too, was called upon to do, and fight a war his temperate soul abhorred in order to attain peace and liberty for those he loved unconditionally—with the ultimate goal to reclaim freedom for another—Terry Starr also undergoes his impressive transformation into his new Eternal Starlight Sailor Soldier form. 
“MAKER ETERNAL POWER…MAKE UP!!!”
Following his Starlight leader’s tap-dancing flair, Terry Starr proves that he as well had all those dance moves, and more, as his longer, long legs and strapping muscular arms deliver a stunning performance all his own. Rhythmic glides and toe-tapping combinations that only a genius could pick up so intuitively highlight this romantic star’s taken center part of melody’s score of love and selfless protection all sung for his one and only Lady, as her spirit’s ever vigilant purple lights zing over the dark setting of Terry’s new transformation, to illustrate to her beloved mate that his prayerful Time Lady’s spirit was near. 

Feeling Susan’s presence with him, incredibly, the extremely tall and masculine Three Light then launches his elevated, lean muscular male body, with concise, intelligent execution of capable arms tucked in expertly, straight up, tens of feet at a clip, through the wisteria orchid shaded starscape emerging all around his freeing atmosphere. 

The impeccably formed man achieves a perfect shooting star powered, triple twist gymnast vault straight up through the seemingly time stopped sky. That astounding vault was performed both exceedingly extra high, triple twisted in diametrically opposing directions, as well as being technically flawless to rival the difficulty level of any before ever attempted in the intensely competitive, athletic field. 
His pure star energy defies gravity as both time and space stand still in this decisive Time Lord’s wake. His rigid, completely male, elevated figure swings back and forth, like the hands of a clocked metronome, to change into that of a dominant female, Eternal Sailor Star Maker, keeping gentle rhythm, suspended in time midair, with the true style of an Olympian athlete all the while.

Admirable and pleasing to the eye from all angles, with the greatest grace and ease, Eternal Sailor Star Maker finally lands elegantly to the ground on the agile orchid wedged heel feet of his thigh high tall boots. With a nod to Eternal Star Fighter—who signals back with a tap to the feather headset communicator which linked both their ears for either of them to call if needed—this responsible Starlight stands tall and determined beside young Tara Tomoe donning Star Maker’s stylishly upturned collar, shining blue-black leather short vest over a tight, paler x-crossed Eternal striped, orchid midriff above his strapping, well built abdomen, matching wisteria toned, yet dangerous and deadly, spiked wristbands and anklebands with wings, plus a winged headset at left ear to showcase Maker’s new Eternal Sailor glory. 
The purple-eyed young girl with the bluntly cut black shock of hair looks proudly at her guardian’s new Eternal Sailor team form as she motions her head that she would now do the same, and Tara’s hand reaches out to her own guardian planet Saturn.

“SATURN ETERNAL POWER MAKE UP!!!”

Without a trace of fear when her Silence Glaive shimmers into its dramatic, grim existence down from the heavens into the small little girl’s delicate, yet powerful, outstretched palm, Tara transforms from her black turtleneck sweater and leggings into the shadow of the valley of dusky violet silent waves of death which rise from the silhouette of world’s end destruction around her. The no longer frail, diminutive body becomes glistening with more than the finality of death, but also now with the hope of rebirth in shining lamé and subtle pale violet double frilly skirted Eternal Sailor Saturn. 

“Come, Eternal Sailor Saturn. Entrust your energy to my star’s contrail accuracy.” Eternal Sailor Star Maker takes a deep breath, along with the accountability his conscientious soul carried for this child under his care, as he holds a large hand out to her small one. 
Then, hand-in-hand, both thoughtful, quiet soldiers close their eyes in total concentration, before suddenly blinking into a pair of gleaming stars under Eternal Star Maker’s astute command, to zip out through the open window, and traverse over an ocean or two to their delineated individual battlefields.

“Darien!” The blonde Princess of the Moon rushes to the window. “Where’d you send them!?” Serena asks in fear as more of her treasured ones leave her side, renewed tears in her already emotive eyes as she tugs on her husband’s stiff arm.

“Someplace they were needed, Kitten.” Amaralexis Sokova’s low voice answers, she appearing in the doorway with a quiet Michelle at her side as rapidly sly as a shifting zephyr.

“There’s trouble to the North.” Speaking distinctly and not caring who heard it, Eternal Sailor Uranus takes a step forward, no-nonsense in her matter-of-fact voice and golden and pale yellow hued new Sailor uniform.

“Trouble?” Luna asks with a cock of her indigo head. Nothing as yet had shown up in the northern hemisphere on the base’s tracking radar she and Darien had been tracking all morning, noon, and night assiduously.

“I can assure you, there’s nothing at all in that area on the—“ Darien begins to differ, but once again, Uranus cuts him off.

“There’s something there on the winds, I feel it. And I don’t need any machine—or any man—to tell me it’s not so.” The Soldier of rebellion looks the Prince of the Earth directly in the eye combatively.

Darien frowns, never liking Alex’s tough talk and always overpowering, belligerent tone.

Nor the way her so-called husband had bee-lined directly to Serena earlier with an always oh-so comforting arm around his ‘old friend’s’ tremulous shoulders that needed a shoulder to cry on.

“Wait! There it is!” In her ringing British tones, Luna exclaims after refreshing her screen for the thousandth time this evening, but now the energy blip suddenly hits the Western half of Europe, right dead center on—

“Russia.” Uranus fills in the blanks, not having to check to see that it was centered on the country of her birth to know the trouble was there, sensing it on the winds which spoke to her instinctively inside.

“And where there’s trouble, you and I are right there, eh, Babe?” Having stayed silent up to now in the background, first in ‘comforting’ Serena, then standing in serious study of the computer maps behind an annoyed Luna once transformed, Eternal Sailor Star Fighter winks at his tense lover. On the way to saunter over to his partner Uranus—who was none too pleased her impetuous and immature lover’s impatient wanderlust had ditched her before, skipping up the innumerable temple steps three or four at a time ahead of she and Michelle before ducking into the temple window to another woman’s welcome—Fighter gives Serena’s shoulders one last reassuring squeeze as the anxious Moon Princess was encouraged by her friend’s sprightly demeanor in the face of impending danger.

Eternal Sailor Uranus smirks back at him over her Princess’ bun head as she physically grabs the nape of his curly neck to yank her roving shooting star back over to where silent Eternal Sailor Neptune was left standing by the window with her crystal mirror eyes again lost and roaming through the reflective glass.

“You got that right. And don’t ever call me ‘Babe’ again, if you know what’s good for you, twinkle toes.” Easily insulted Alex Sokova Starr threatens her erstwhile hubby with golden eyebrows raised. “Just get us there in one piece—if you can keep yourself from tripping the light fantastic this time, Mr. Astaire?” In this offhanded way of saying she had earlier glimpsed Fighter’s latest—and definitely most stimulating, ahem—dance hall worthy transformation, Uranus mockingly challenges her sleek ‘dancing queen’ Star Fighter with a sarcastic tone. 

But her admiring eyes were the ones dancing now as Alex makes the comparison of her decidedly film star good-looking spouse to the most famed, if not comely of countenance, tap-dancing hoofer of the classic movie age with a teasing simper on her otherwise serious face. But it goes over the head of her foreign—as in from a different galaxy–mate.
Uranus took for granted Star Fighter’s ability to transfer himself into his pure star energy that could no doubt travel over continents. The decisive woman was naturally certain her capable fellow warrior could lead the way for the two Outer Planet’s Sailor Soldiers, as well, if he and his brothers had traveled before together across solar systems.

Uranus truly believed in Fighter despite all the overconfident airs he put on sometimes as she places herself and the calm ocean maiden she would die for into his hands, trusting this starry wandering ‘invader’ as she would no other, save her precious Michelle.

“U?” Eternal Star Fighter sticks his thin fingered, dark gloved hand out for her to take. Uranus frowns at the pansy gesture, at first, but she relents, slapping her right hand into his left one fiercely, feeling the initial U ruby ring beneath the leather that she had placed there.

What we must do for love.
Fighter feels the difference in the power behind his Alex’s cold tense palm and that of Neptune’s delicate warm one which he takes gingerly, caringly, with the doubled vow to protect its fragile, soulful beauty, in his other.

“Whoo-whoo! Boy, I’ve got myself a harem with all these beautiful, mini skirted ladies hanging all over me as I take them out dancing with the stars tonight. Sorry you can’t join in the kinky fun, Dar! Maybe you’ll get lucky and have your chance next time. See you around, Meatball!” Whistling Fighter friskily jokes as he holds up an annoyed rolling eye Uranus’ and Neptune’s phased out inattentive hands high in the air with each of his vital appendages.

But Serena saw behind the inane teasing a soul of pure, steely determination of this special soldier’s indomitable will to never give in to the fears of this world—or any other. This wild Star Fighter also held a loyal spirit that the Moon Princess had almost fallen in love with not so long ago. And Serena, in this moment, remembers a younger Sayer Starr’s emotional song full of promises written just for her, once upon a time:
‘I want to help you, I want to save you if 
You’d let me do it I can

I’ll give everything, I’d throw away my life

All just for you…’
But with a final wink to Serena, this mature Star Fighter, begins to glow in steely pale blue as this smooth voiced star’s purest energy form takes control. While he does, the intrinsic singer in this Starlight starts to belt out an ominous, more adult refrain of battle instead for the real love of his life whose golden winds his heart couldn’t help but focus only upon now.

‘The name of the battle we fight is ‘Fierce Storm’

It steals and ravages
In its raging war, words of separation must be whispered…’
Eternal Sailor Star Fighter’s soulful deep blue eyes pass from Serena’s frightened blue orbs to strong Eternal Sailor Uranus’ warning tempest of dark green ones with his expressive song dedicated to her now. Suddenly, a look of shared confidence, utmost caring trust and indefinable understanding between the usually combative couple flashes in that second before the two Outer Scouts also flicker their transformed Eternal selves into their Sailor Planet forms. Then Sailors Uranus and Neptune follow Eternal Star Fighter’s melodic lead to shift into three dazzling points of light—steel blue, yellow and aqua—to streak out the temple window at the speed of light towards the battlefield ahead.

‘…While we soldiers march into war with poetry’s evening song on our lips

The strength of our passion echoes through the sky…’
At the very moment the trio of lights disappeared, the last wisp of Fighter’s song on the wind was stilled. Without time for neither Serena nor Darien to utter a word, Luna jumps up from the computer desk, alarmed at the new readings sizzling off the charts she’d been studying.

“Oh, no! There’s a double amount of dark energy coming from the Amazon rain forest area! With Sailor Pluto out of commission, and every other Scout already gone on their own missions, Darien, I suppose…“ Luna’s furry brows knit, for neither she nor Darien wished to leave Serena alone and unprotected without a single Guardian remaining by her side. But the readings were urgent and off the scale there in South America, so something needed to be done soon or else—

“The Amazon?! No worries! We are on it!” A tough little voice comes out from behind the doors hiding place.

“Who is that there!?” Luna demands, nearly jumping out of her kitty skin, puzzled in believing only the three of them were left in Rei’s temple now.

“The Amazoness Quartet, that’s who!!!! At your service!!!!” Four bright, shining faces erupt from their peekhole behind the door where they had secretly followed Terry and Tara here to check things out. The scent of danger was invigorating to these special young girls and their adventure seeking souls.

“The four of you? This is a serious battle we’re talking about here, kids. One we adults can’t afford to lose.” Darien Shields was not naturally the most amiable person with children. Especially not bratty, independent-minded ones with bright strange hair—other than his own pink puffed piggytailed Rini, that is.

Go figure.
“Hey, Mister? You got a banana in your ear? We’re the Amazoness Quartet! We’ve kicked your butts before—several times—and that was without any adult supervision, you pompous ass.” JunJun angrily huffs, stressing and making fun and faces at the word ‘adult,’ thinking far less of this stiff one already.

“We can do it! We’ve beat these losers before!” VesVes brags of their earlier victory versus these Negaverse baddies.

“But you don’t have any powers anymore, guys! I don’t want anyone else I care for to be hurt!” Serena whines in concern, taking CereCere’s hands in hers.

“Don’t worry, Sailor Moon. We’ve faced them already and know their weaknesses. Without chipping a single fingernail, too.” CereCere coos, her own sense of adventure piqued.

“And we’ve got a secret weapon.” JunJun smirks, pulling little PallaPalla, who was busy tugging on ‘pretty kitty’s tail’ to a teeth clenched Luna’s much discontented discomfort, to the front of the conversation.

Palla, in turn, gives all the sudden attention a big toothy grin.

“Meet secret agent PallaPalla. When things get tough, Palla gets rough!” VesVes showily—one could tell these four were circus performers once upon a time—announces, her arms out to the baby faced wide-eyed star of the show.

“PallaPalla socks’em left, she socks’em right, she—“ JunJun physically demonstrates Palla’s supposed talents upon an annoyed CereCere.

“PallaPalla gotta go!” PallaPalla interrupts urgently.

“That’s right! There’s no stopping us! So don’t even try! Amazon Rain Forest—“ VesVes starts to call, the four youthful warriors lining up in a circle for a move they hadn’t done in what seemed like forever.

“Right here girls.” CereCere points a painted fingernail upon the exact location on Luna’s blinking computer chart just to be sure they didn’t end up in the middle of Timbuktu rather than their Amazon homeland.

“Here we—“ VesVes continues on now with a nod, JunJun pulling CereCere back into their handholding little circle they were in.

“Go!!!!” Four happy to be racing into danger voices sing in chorus before either Serena or Darien or even Luna had the chance to argue a single word more.

The Quartet start to glow with some sort of inner energy they were all sure they still possessed, though they knew not from whence it came—all evil Dark Moon Circus energy wiped from them a season or two ago.

And that meant to a trained eye on such things as that of Luna—

“I believe those girls can do it, Serena. In the future, the Amazoness Quartet is destined to be Sailor Guardians, I can sense it.” Luna whispers in disbelieving awe, seeing all the signs of flashing lighted asteroid symbols appearing on each of the four young foreheads while VesVes, CereCere, JunJun, and PallaPalla turned into the multicolored circus bouncing balls.

One was maroon red, one cerise pink, one olive green, and one sky blue to zing out the open window, leaving the room quiet and still in their asteroidal wake.

“I hope so, Luna. I really hope so.” Serena, her heart aching as it feels split asunder by the absence of her brave companions, turns, crying into Darien’s chest.

‘Tuxedo Mask’ himself felt ineffective as a defender of his planet Earth, despite his responsibility to protect the Moon Princess at all times, being left behind here with all of those courageous Sailors out facing danger—and maybe even death for the sake of love and justice, and Serena—who stood for them both, most of all.

God go with you, Sailor Soldiers. The Earth needs you badly…
 
