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Chapter 49
"Circus Fanfare"
Meanwhile, deep under the cover of the Amazon rainforest's sleepy foliage which was still green and vibrant even in its winter duration, four young girls not unfamiliar with the jungle like setting, shimmer into existence amidst the greenery.

"PallaPalla still has to go!" Palla's needful plea was repeated after having gone so unattended to that the little blue-hair imp was bouncing to and fro on her pointed toes.

"Oh, Palla! How are we supposed to get anything done if we've gotta keep finding you a bathroom?! We've got a world to save!" Lofty thoughts of grandeur and heroic feats fill VesVes' proud mind as her burgundy tail of hair flips in the wind.

"I don't know about the 'world,' VesVes. But at least we've gotta save the Amazon here. This is our turf and nobody better mess with it or they'll be messin' with me, dammit!" Boisterous, tough guy JunJun slams a ready-to-sock-any-enemy fist into her other palm with a loud, smacking sound.

"There's no need to swear about it, JunJun! Oh dear! It was so terribly cold in Japan, but it's so horribly humid here! How will my hair ever stay soft and silky with all of this sudden climate change?" Narcissistic CereCere primps at her pink curls as she looks in her hand held mirror, in her vanity labeling the real 'crisis' to be more of the hair care variety, which was near and dear to her heart.

"Next time we'll bring a climate controlled box to cart you around in, Pink. Shut up and put that pansy mirror down, Cere! We're supposed to be finding bad guys here, not fixing our 'stunning' hairdos!" Mimicking the insult with a sneer, JunJun sarcastically points at CereCere's stupid makeup mirror which her friend was continually glued to and gawking at.

"JunJun! What a very rude thing to—!" Cere begins to say snootily, when her tone changes suddenly, going an octave higher and a decibel or two lower, into a frantic whisper. She stops dead in her tracks, with her eyes 'glued' to her mirror once again.

"JunJun! JunJun!" From where she had been lagging behind in the rear, while the other three Amazonesses were leading the way, tramping ahead into the rainforest, CereCere's voice rises to a fever-pitched whisper, as she pokes a hand forward to her argumentative friend.

"What is it now, Cere?! Stop poking at me—EEEEE!" The pointy uppy neon green haired circus performer's voice screeches as she first hears a low, thundering buzz then sees what was so petrifying CereCeres as she spots with a glance behind her what was in the mirror.

"Everybody! Hit the deck!" Reactive JunJun sends out the alarm as VesVes and PallaPalla immediately and without question, respond by rolling to the ground.

"Damn it, Cere! Aren't you listening?!" JunJun's harsh tongue was not caught as CereCere's had been. The young faux 'debutante' was still frozen in place until her best friend's rough hand grabs hers and pulls her down to the dirt hard, just in time, too, as an incoming swarm of huge, monster sized killer bees buzz loudly over the four girls' heads. Their stingers plowed into and attacked any poor creature in the swarm's path. One poor monkey was not able to get out of the way fast enough and before their eyes, the poor little thing plunges, falling to his death from the tree he was in, writhing in pain from the hundreds of attacking bee stings.

As PallaPalla runs to embrace the pitiful little furry creature, the other three girls sigh with relief that they had just narrowly escaped the bee swarm, which seemed bent and set on heading straight towards the nearby city.

But it seemed that this 'Circus Funhouse' was just beginning its thrill ride for this Asteroid Quartet.

"What was that all about? Guys, doesn't this grass feel, um…a little…strange…?" VesVes says as she tries to prop herself up, finding the ground beneath her slippery and—

"You mean all slimy and gunky like? PallaPalla thinks…" Having returned from a good cry over the little monkey to rejoin the others on the ground, PallaPalla, innocently enough, tries to explain the sensation beneath her little paws.

"Yeah…and it goes all 'crunch' when you step on it." JunJun agrees with that assessment, already in wonder at the darkening shadowed 'curtain' befalling this land where the cover of trees made it hard to distinguish anything.

"Uh-huh. All crunchy, crunchy like fortune cookies, because Palla thinks—" PallaPalla attempts to say something again.

"Oh! Now, whose hand did that on mine?! Ahhhhhhh—!" CereCere's high pitched scream comes when she angrily grabs hold of the culprit's hand, only to find it a large—super extra giant large…

"—insect!" She cries in fear as the last rays of the sunlight had managed to sparkle through a patch in the green forest's curtain of foliage, allowing her to see clearly.

The delicate sensibilities of the 'sophisticate' were rocked to the core as a monstrous, thousand-legger she had actually grabbed in her hand, slithers up CereCere's arm, barely some vicious mandibles.

JunJun hurriedly takes hold of that arm and shakes it and all of Cere violently hard. The poor girl was covered in creepy crawlies of all sorts, the likes of which she knew surely make the pink haired girl faint.

"Get them off! Get them off! GET THEM OFF!" CereCere shrieks as her dancing up and down only serves to crunch more of the overwhelming blanket of creatures they had been unknowingly treading upon since their arrival.

"Look at how many bugs there are now! There were never this many before? Where did they all come from and why didn't we even notice them?!" Leader VesVes tries to, more scientifically, assess the situation. She didn't care much for the insectoid population of the animal creature race she had so embraced otherwise.

Brainless bugs can't be trained for anything good at all.
"PallaPalla saw them."

VesVes merely rolls her eyes at the little 'I told you so' voice of another brainless one that couldn't be trained properly.

"Then why didn't you say so?!" JunJun's temper was getting the better of her now as she yells at their smallest member through gritted teeth. She grunts hard when CereCere, usually snippy and smart-mouthed, takes the opportunity to leap upon JunJun's back as the green haired teenager holds her friend up with a protective arm. The two of them tried to flee the endless pack of insects, for truly, when there was danger or something physically necessary, CereCere knew that JunJun would always be there for her best friend.

"PallaPalla has to REALLY go now." Comes Palla's beseeching answer as she holds herself as she tries to keep up the frantic pace running with the other three girls, Cere on JunJun's strong back, racing into the village up ahead.

"What the hell?!" JunJun's foul mouth earned its speak this time as, exiting the dark shade of the covered forest, where they stood on the edge of the town of Manaus, four pairs of astonished eyes gaze over the familiar Brazilian horizon now in chaos.

From as far as the eye could see, there were crawling insects and flying bugs of all sorts, creeping and spinning webs across the townscape, leaving not one inch of the city without some sort of invading pestilence.

Every window was closed, every door tightly shut up, as angered insects—especially enlarged in size and ability to torment—busy themselves boring at homes and roofs, while other types seemed to be out for blood…

Mosquitoes, wasps and bees were attacking every person in sight with poisonous bites and stings. The malaria plagued gallinippers of titanic size claim many victims as the usually busy streets of good Catholic families readied themselves for Christmas Eve were cluttered with fallen, sickly bodies. The sudden illness and deadly plague struck them eerily instantaneous as other townspeople who thought to escape by jumping into the nearby rivers, make the sign of the Cross, when they find, in horror, that even the fish within the waters were teeming with life and growing fangs they never had before.

The crocodiles, which usually kept a distance further down the long Amazon river, had slowly crept their way inland, and deadly sea creatures of all sorts slither up the shores, leaving the inhabitants of Manaus nowhere to run.

"GRRRRR!" Suddenly from behind the shocked Quartet, a loud ferocious roar sends shivers up their spines.

PallaPalla, the furthest one in the back, could feel the hot breath on her neck of a—

"Jaguar!" Cere whimpers for her beleaguered little friend as Palla ignorantly stands mere inches from the sharp-toothed cat's angrily opened mouth.

"Back! Back!" VesVes, animal trainer extraordinaire, shows no fear to the beast, as instinctively she pulls out her whip, just like the old days in circus while she batters the big cat back, whipping at his leering face until it finally backs off, enough for VesVes to yank Palla away.

Not once did she leave the serious, challenging gaze in the jaguar's gleaming yellow eyes at her until all of her girls were safely backed away to make a quick, jumping run for the shelter of the bug-infested town.

"Palla, are you all right?!" VesVes inquires as they run to her unusually quiet, stricken friend.

"It's okay. PallaPalla doesn't have to go anymore." Comes Palla's calm deadpan response. The little dark and wet spot on her shorts was proof enough that close call with the jaguar was enough for anyone to—ahem—lose their composure.

"Ohhhh, never, never, never has it been this horrid here! What's going on?!" CereCere asks the humid, breezeless air as she and her companions scurry up the tall roof of a triple storied villa. It was a good thing none of them were afraid of heights because the circus performers traversed pretty high. VesVes wanted to get a good scope of the scene before them.

"Don't know, Cere. This must be what we're here to stop. It sure ain't natural for the animals to be swarming into the city!" VesVes reasons out. "Anybody got any ideas on how to stop them?" She asks, open for suggestions in her first role as leader of her team.

"Just get the hell down there and kick some ass, I say!" JunJun was itching for a fight it seemed as she looks down, growing angrier by the second, at the sight of fear-stricken people being driven back by herds of possessed big cats of all sorts to the edge of the crocodile-infested river.

"Such language for a young lady! Shame, shame, my dear!" A dripping with sarcasm male voice halts the Quartet's descent as the handsome visage of Dracon smiles wickedly up at the four girls he was hovering just below.

"Hey, pal! Don't call me 'dear,' you bastard!" JunJun says defiantly. She and her friends had had the misfortune of dealing with this 'crumb' before.

"I find it quite amazing to find the four of you little girls back here in this godforsaken country, especially after that rude way you last treated myself and Swanette upon our arrival, and then just as suddenly disappeared. Very, very rude, children." Dracon clicks his tongue, his condescending arms cross in an arrogant pose as he continues to smirk up at them, taunting them as his powerful hand toys with pounding the 'naughty' brats with vengeful energy.

"You know what I can do that's even ruder, buddy?" JunJun queries, glancing down at the sneering man as she exchanges a quick glance with the other members of her little group. The daring neon green haired acrobat suddenly leaps off the roof, speeding like a green bullet from hell down at him.

"THIS!" She screams as her feet connect with his pretty boy face, drawing blood from his no longer posh Roman nose as VesVes, PallaPalla and CereCere all scatter away from him, as swift as the wind.

The Amazon Quartet take off to do battle with the animal attackers: Vesta fearlessly holds back the big cats with her whip as the scared, cornered Brazilian people were awestruck by the young girl's bravery; Ceres utilizes her talents as an acrobat to rescue several small children from a tall tree they had climbed up in fear of the vicious animals and even greater fear to come back down now that the animals were gone; and Pallas kindly nurses the ill, unafraid of catching the 'sickies' as the wide-eyed cutie helps many of the fallen inside housing with a bright smile, popping some incoming 'buggies' with voodoo as the insects become lifeless bubble balls in her wake.

"Dracon! Stop playing with these children! We have a job to do, my dear. They're no threat to us, I'm sure. Gaudy creatures." Vain herself, Swanette appears before the street fighting Dracon and JunJun, with an impatient look on her pale face.

"I'd really—like to—my sweet—but…ughn…this little bitc—" He starts to curse at Juno's fast and furious head pounding as she dodged slickly from his path.

"Ungh-ungh, pretty boy! Watch your language! This show's rated PG-Teen! Tsk tsk!" She starts merrily taunting him now, as, in a final move, kicks up high and low, too…

"Ahhh! Ooh! ARGH!" Dracon was reduced to a screaming puddle on the ground. Little kick butt—and everything else in between—JunJun triumphantly wipes her hands with a smug expression on her face, after kicking him hard way below the solar plexis.

"Now it's your turn, lady! First, get rid of whatever 'voodoo' you put on all those creatures and then maybe I'll let you off easy." Feeling her salt, JunJun says arrogantly with a smirk in Swanette's horrified face at her lover's embarrassing injury at the hand of this crude, little imp.

"Let me off easy? You don't seem to understand who you're dealing with, child! I'm in control of every animal, insect and fish within a hundred mile radius here! Can you possibly comprehend all the power at my disposal? Soon, I'll control all of this country—then this entire continent—that Metallia has promised me. My beasts will rid the world of the scourge of humans and I will hold power over all the fauna!" Swanette glows with dark energies and could not help but chuckle evilly as she reveals her diabolical schemes.

"You're sick, lady! You're sick!" Shaking her bright green head in disbelief at this crazy woman's ranting, JunJun decides that the only way to get rid of the infestation problems was to get rid of this madwoman's control over the beasts.

But how?

"I'm not feeling ill at all, my dear, but you soon will be feeling as sick as your hideously ugly green hair!" Swanette's sweet smile seemed harmless as a flick of her hand directs more of her dark force mosquitoes to claim JunJun as yet one more malaria victim. This was to be the deadliest septic strain after this morning's mosquitoes' multiple tainted injections of disease spread from person-to-person and would be certain to be the end of poor, un-vaccinated JunJun instantly.

"Oww! Ahh! Ouch! Get off!" JunJun whacks at the massive mosquitoes and gallinippers of titanic size that were simultaneously nibbling on her arms and legs like she was so much barbequed chicken in multiple malaria injected bites.

"JUNJUN!" Cere calls off a warning, her heart stopping its beats inside her chest when she sees her best friend get injected by a horde of these infected bloodsuckers. Despite all the harsh words and teasing which often passed between them, JunJun was the dearest person her fickle heart could ever care for.

And through this undeniable friendship and love for her companion reverberating inside of her delicate chest, and pity for all the innocent victims of this malaria stricken population, CereCere feels something inside her building, building, as a hot pink light from nowhere wraps around her body in eternal cosmic ribbons…

"CERES ASTEROID CLASSICAL TIGHTROPE FLOWER!" Feeling such empathy for all these sickly people, the former Amazoness tight rope walker intricately calls upon the power unknown from within her to protect them all. In a swirling pink haze of flora, classy Eternal Sailor Ceres artistically channels the energy of the celestial Asteroid she embraced as her own, born from a power once upon a time, and yet to come, inspired by another eternal moonchild to help this one answer the flowery circus performer's most powerful new attack.

An invisible tightrope appears mid air, spinning so rapidly it transforms into a vivid pink petaled flower shaped net to suck-out every diseased parasite that the plague spreading mosquitoes had injected into poor JunJun.

But Eternal Sailor Ceres' incredible performance didn't stop there.

Her glowing, deep pink cobweb tiny flower-like net draws into it every parasitic infecting bug, Ceres' most incredible feat was for her accumulating cosmic flower power net to even attract every one of the disease-laden, malignant microscopic parasites right from the other recently injected people's bloodstreams, right back out through the insects' injection site, completely eradicating the evil-made disease with the acrobatic friction of her cosmically pollinated network of carefully placed, attracting flora.

The calamity of pandemic proportion passed and utterly, beautifully stopped by her now trembling hands, Eternal Sailor Ceres buckles to her knees, her energy totally drained by this massively new manifestation of Eternal sailor energy surging through her.

In anger at her genius plan being so swiftly ruined, Swanette was about to take revenge on CereCere's vulnerable form, the white winged bird-like woman teleporting directly over the helpless young girl…

"Ceres! Don't you go near her, you old, blanched white cow!" Her bare appendages no longer malaria pierced, JunJun screams out her glowing eyes, livid at the wicked woman at the same time as they danced at the sheer brilliance of power that her friend had just displayed before her.

For me.
I've gotta…help…every one of those innocent people, too…
For her…
So JunJun, with that same degree of friendship and unacknowledged affection for Ceres, combined with a lot of pride in her too, feels a similar power surge sweeping over her. Inspired by her partner's selfless love and sacrifice, and also by all the Sailor Scouts' bravery to triumph over evil she had witnessed before, JunJun belts out everything she had in her with a new cry. Her lithe, athletically eternal body is ribboned around by olive green brilliants, as the Eternal Sailor of Juno's neon green hair shoots straight up to the sky with raw fury energy like a plume of vivid green lightning.

"JUNO ASTEROID DAREDEVIL STUNT IMPLODE!" From out of her hands, out of her toes, out from the ends of her striking neon green pigtails, from every extension of every pore of her being, Sailor Junos does indeed seem to implode in a dazzling neon olive green light display to compliment Sailor Ceres' life saving achievement.

The viridescent strands then slap into, roll around and contort over themselves into groups that matched her dangling earrings, of every size, encircling around each of the marauding, malignant mosquitoes, gorging gallinippers, and other insidious insects that had been terrorizing the skies of Brazil to sizzle each one with cosmic energized incineration.

Consequently, Junos' green cosmic energy fizzles each prowling mosquito in a radiating neon green light midair, thusly zapping every other Negaforce infesting insectoid in the sky until each and every one was wholly vanquished and disintegrated.

Then, like in a circus bottle game, Junos' neon green halos swirl down around the attacking Swanette as well, closing tight around the human woman's confused body. Juno's new containment power chains the pristine woman with her wild, yet restrained Asteroid energy, burning marks into Swanette's thin alabaster neck, perfectly white arms and slender pale wrists as the rings glow brightly to implode themselves around her form, knocking the Nega-villain to the ground nearly unconscious with the wildly popping explosions so close to her ears, rather than self detonating her like the diseased bugs she had wickedly unleashed on this world's good citizens.

"Cere…" JunJun, after lending her phenomenal strength in conjunction with what her amazing best friend had already accomplished to help these people of the Amazon, was barely able to stay standing herself from the energy draining power tap neither young teenager had ever before realized. The bright green haired girl crawls her way over to her friend, seeing Ceres was in worse off shape than she herself, little tough guy Juno lifts her best friend's head to her lap. The newly inducted Sailor Soldier in her vivid neon olive green sailor collar shining and rust orange bows with gleaming neon green star affixed to their center shakes Sailor Ceres hard, needing to know her partner was all right.

"Cere?! Why did you that fool thing for me?! Why?! It was too much for one person alone! You could have been killed by channeling all that power! You're not as tough as me!" A tear slips down the rough and tumble teenager's cheek onto her more delicate friend's, who slowly stirs awake at the hot wetness.

"JunJun…I had to…" The rose pink haired girl whispers weekly up at her partner with a tender smile. "Because…just then, I realized…cough… You're the most important…cough cough …person…in the world…to me…" Ceres' sincere whispers break the tough little warrior down totally and Juno's unchecked tears roll down onto Eternal Sailor Ceres' grey Sailor bow as they squeeze one another's gloved hands, both sharing a warm smile of understanding, for once. No need for the words of love and gratitude to pass between them.

But the young Asteroid Sailor Soldiers were unaware of the listening ears of someone nearby to their tender, heartfelt scene of friendship, as a single teardrop falls from that person's eye.

However, another less than sympathetic gaze was spying as well when the tall dark shadow peers over the two energy drained little soldiers with an evil look of vengeance in his eyes…



"PallaPalla? Have you seen CereCere or JunJun in the past ten minutes?!" Above the din of over a dozen noisy, growling beasts encircling them, VesVes' commanding voice bellows to the only companion within earshot.

Little PallaPalla scurries about, undaunted from animal to animal, doing her best in aiding the taller crimson maroon haired leader's attempts to settle the angry 'furries' with her by rather trying some of her own light voodoo tricks on the kitties. That worked on some of the younger panthers and jaguars, sending them with swirling eyes into rounded circles, but the older more experienced big cats seemed immune—or too smart to fall for some circus tricks of the little girl. They gave expert trainer VesVes quite a hand hard time as she kept them herded off at bay and away from the terrified townspeople with utmost effort.

"Nope nope! Palla only see a bright slinky pinky light and then a super zapping greeny light. Where'd they go, VesVes? PallaPalla wants them back now." Palla asks, her big baby blues looking around in vain for her misplaced friends like she had just lost some favorite dollies.

"Yeah, me too." The responsibility that came along with being the leader weighing down on her, VesVes worriedly glances away from the pack of loco big cats still provoked by Swanette's spell over these feral beasts of this Amazon jungle she and her quartet had volunteered to come to rescue in Sailor Moon's place.

The taller ponytail haired young woman looks towards where she also thought she had caught sight of the two glimpses of brilliant pink and green energies surging.

Still provoked by Swanette's control, several crazed jaguars seize VesVes' second of inattention to make the leap over her guard.

All claws and teeth, the wildcats slash wildly as they corner the poor, already sick and ill, screaming and struggling people in a panic with nowhere left to run. These Brazilian innocents were just ripe for the picking as the hungry vicious cats circle in a pack around the terribly weak and frightened townspeople near the Amazon River's edge.

"Kitties! Bad kitties! No, no, no! NO! NO, NO!" PallaPalla shrieks with intensity she had never evinced before as her little heart resounds huge within her compassionate soul and PallaPalla hurts inside for those sick people.

Her inner sweetness made PallaPalla the perfect nurse that she secretly wanted to play the part of for her animals and dollies alike—now not only the role of nurse but that of a heroine for these helpless people as well.

"PALLAS…" It suddenly comes from nowhere as if it was spoken by a secret, subconscious piece of her soul—the part that knew exactly what to do in the protection of others—takes control as PallaPalla is enveloped in baby sky-blue ribbons…

"…ASTEROID SPHERES OF INNOCENCE BALANCE!" With big words a little girl like Palla barely imagined before, she creatively makes blown spheres of multicolored circus balls to hover, spinning cosmic energy which glimmers balanced on the invisibly humid waves of the air. The sky blue ribbon enveloped nymph effortlessly wriggles her tiny plump hands, the weightlessly midair bouncing balls spinning, spinning before the big cats' faces in reverse, until their yellow cat eyes begin to spin along with the mesmerizing glistening blue orbs.

Soon the mesmerized beasts' heads were rolling, turning the possession around, giving the ferocious, violently angry creatures back the innocence of simply being a wild animal baby again and not a wicked person's tool of evil. All the beasts affected regain the truest, purest sense of themselves as though they were as young baby cubs again. Meek and innocent as kittens the ferocious jaguars and ocelots, tigrillos, margay, oncilla and other ferocious cats instead rub up to the astonished South American townsfolk, instead of biting or scratching or pouncing, actually purring and wanting nothing more than to be petted, as contented as newborn sweet kitties.

"Good kitties!" PallaPalla's own sweet innocence shines as the pearlescent white organza bubble sleeved Sailor uniform clad small girl bounces right up to the large fanged kitties with not one ounce of fear in the world. Good-natured PallaPalla hugs and buries her head into the wild creatures with childlike joy in wonder on her happy face.

The similarly joyful people around she had just saved from horrific death are now clapping with laughter and applause at this amazing child.

"The kitties aren't the bad ones, see? Those baddies over there just made them mad. They won't hurt you now." Palla demonstrates to the smiling audience before her as she hugs and even kisses the face of one huge, ferociously sharp toothed face of a six foot long, fuzzy wuzzy South American puma which she squishes like a puddle in her boldly squeezing baby hands.

"They may not, but I can and certainly will punish all you children playing dress-up 'Sailors' for damaging my perfect features earlier!" From out of nowhere, Dracon's angry voice scolds as he steps into consciousness again after his 'perfect' pretty boy face had been marred by an out of joint bloodied nose—courtesy of JunJun—to which this man's vain egotism was still furious over. The dark green haired Casanova vindictively sends wave after wave of his sound controlled thunderbolts to intercept the now visible Sailor Junos and Sailor Ceres just coming out from the rain forest and towards the other half of their Quartet by the Amazon River.

"You worthless brats will never understand what my looks mean to me! Without them I would be nothing! Nothing! I would mean nothing to anyone. Just like you two will be vaporized splats of nothing left on the ground soon enough!" With his evil eyes set on destroying Junos and Ceres next, Dracon vents his frustration savagely scattering the crowd of protective people and kitties surrounding PallaPalla to zapping her with some random thunderbolt blasts that send the little girl squealing to the ground. But Eternal Sailor Pallas soon gets back up to protect them, running like a leaping rabbit, rushing right towards Dracon, racing blind in order to help her not-so-little kitty friends to safety from the nasty lightning strikes.

"Palla, wait!" VesVes gets pummeled back herself by the thunder sound waves which Dracon continues to emanate as she reaches out to stop her friend's seemingly mindlessly race straight towards the big nasty oaf.

"Ahhh! PallaPalla hurting!" PallaPalla lets off a plaintive cry as she was pounded down by thunderous sound waves again, to her cruel attacker's chuckling glee.

But Dracon's laughter at the little girl's inane antics are suddenly stopped when he watches the smallest, most pitiful of this sorry bunch of children rise up to her feet once again, the blue bouncing ball streaking right under his shocked legs.

"Where does she think she's going? You can't escape like that, child!" Dracon begins to question until he catches a glimpse of the pale blue imp finally roll to a stop right in front of the crumpled pile of her pink and green friends, all huddled together.

"You can't hurt my family! PallaPalla won't let you!" The small girl defiantly stands before the larger foe who begins levitating down from the thunder controlled skies, her arms outstretched in protection over her weakened, downed companion.

"Palla…don't." Sailor Ceres, barely conscious from the asteroidal energy she had called upon too early to use in this era, whispers up from Sailor Juno's similarly depleted arms. "You'll get hurt…"

"PallaPalla don't care! You two more important than Palla! PallaPalla loves you guys!" The adorable child cries so emphatically, so full of genuine sincerity, that for a moment Dracon pauses in his attack.

It was as if he himself had been shaken by the self-sacrificing child's core values. For he knew, despite his supposedly passionate 'love' relationship with Swanette, that if it ever came down to it, if there was ever choice on whose life would be number one, that he certainly would save the more important one of them first—

Me.
"Stop this nonsense! Stop your foolish, quixotic twaddle! Nobody cares about someone more than themselves…Nobody…" Dracon lashes out at the realization of his own selfishness as he blasts PallaPalla back so hard and so fiercely that she was forced backwards, while JunJun and CereCere cry out as they catch their fried little friend's pummeled body and Dracon prepares to finish off all three bratty bothers in one final thunderous shot.

"You monster! Do you even know what it means to have friends? Do you even know what love is?! I guess you wouldn't, 'cause nobody would want to be your friend. Nobody would want to love such a cold, cruel meanie, would they? You're too horrible!" Shrieking and ranting and screaming to garner the enemy's attention as she runs as fast as she could to her fellow friends' sides, VesVes jumps right in front of the trio making them the quartet they were meant to be.

In this moment of true knowledge, seeing that she could never exist on her own—nor could any of the others, despite their petty bickering and silly arguments, they were truly a family. After all, the four of them had been bound together by cosmic destiny since the beginning and for all time, the Quartet growing up together, living together, doing everything together, going everywhere together, just the four of them…

No matter wherever we're called, girls, it will be together. VesVes silently vows, tears rolling down her eyes as she shields her fallen companions bodily.

Seeing the pure anger of vengeance in Dracon's nasty eyes, knowing truly one more blast would be the end of them all, VesVes stands her ground nonetheless. It was the 'all for one and one for all' sentiment deep within her that the Quartet's leader knew each and every one of them felt.

But suddenly through the tears in her blurry eyes the leader of the Amazoness Quartet sees a sudden bursting maroon red light flash before her in an explosive way. Resolute, VesVes' body begins to be enveloped in dark red ribbons, her crimson maroon hair flowing in the wind that picks up all around her.

"VESTA…!" Feeling the Sailor Soldier uniform of future energy forming around her determined body, Eternal Sailor Vesta calls the name of the asteroid she hailed from, its power flickering through the sunsetting sky down on her crimson deep red sailor collar and shimmering black bows. VesVes' overwhelming sense of duty as leader of this mission, responsibility to protect her Quartet, and yearning to be a family with her true friends, channels the sizzling cosmic energy of her own meteoric celestial body overhead with all the love in her big heart.

"…ASTEROID LEADING WHIP CRACK!" She cries out to the whip always at her side as it sizzles with energy, turning into a blinding maroon cosmic trail as she never had done before. The tall teen holds it high up into the air above her maroon ponytail, flashing its long celestial lead out to the sky, cracking it with everything she had in her.

C-C-RR-AA-C-KKK!
The very sky quivers for a moment as a shock of her powerful whip breaks the sound barrier itself. Anyone unfortunate enough to be within the vicinity of the sound vacuum would've been sent back reeling, deafened from the thunderously loud crashing sound of it snapping back into place.

Dracon's instantaneous scream was unable to be heard in the deafening whip crack which was louder than his thunder as he falls to the ground, writhing in the pain at his damaged eardrums.

To which the harm would have been irreparable against Vesta's wrath of an angry strike, had someone not shoved Dracon away from the most damaging portion of the vacuuming snap of the whip breaking mere inches from his ears.

There, lying on the ground next to Dracon, was a young girl whom none of the wide eyed newest Eternal Sailor Soldiers of the future recognized.

"Please don't hurt him. I know he's done some really bad things. But please, he's important to my sister—and I'd do anything for her." Cattana's scratchy voice was sweet and plaintive as she slowly pulls herself up, looking sincerely to the four pairs of eyes upon her.

"Your sister? Why would your sister like a crumb like that jerk?" JunJun regains enough of her strength for a smart remark to put her enemy down.

"I don't like him." Swanette's feathery voice whispers as she appears disheveled before them, her arms and legs, her neck and even her face scarred badly by JunJun's uncontrolled explosion bands. Her formerly pure white hair dirtied and askew, Swanette drifts down to where Dracon lie, dropping to her well fashioned leotard and stocking-ed knees, that still had scorch marks upon the wrists and ankles, to the filthy dirty ground to baby her boyfriend's head to her lap softly.

Dracon awakens at her touch, the look of sheer pain on his face being replaced first by surprise and shock at her scarred beauty and then… and then the shock was replaced by a certain something else—called compassion—which Swanette rejoices on finally seeing in his eyes.

"I love him..." She whispers, her voice cracking on the heart-spoken words she never had the moral fiber to admit before as she and Dracon lock eyes.

"Please, please don't hurt him. I know, even though you're only young girls, I know you understand what it's like to love somebody else so much that you'd do anything for them, just like you've displayed for one another this day. Please, I'll do anything to keep Dracon safe. He's the one that I love." Swanette's cold heart had been touched, moved by the tender scenes she had seen played before her, times four today, as she had felt Ceres', Juno's, Pallas' and Vesta's pledges of love for one another here.

"Do you mean it, Swanette? Can you truly love me for me and not just for my good looks? I was brought up with the belief that love is nothing more than skin deep attraction." Dapper Dracon asks, his handsome eyes wide at the thought of someone caring for him that much, knowing inside that skin deep love was only that. But he always believed it was what a vain beauty like Swanette LeBeau held for him alone.

"Can you love me now that my body is all scarred and ugly, Dracon?" Swanette whispers back, tears springing to her eyes as she blames not these Sailor Soldiers, but the evil of Metallia that brought this disfiguration of her lovely features. But that little gnawing doubtful voice hoped and prayed that her fine-looking Dracon might still—

"I have always loved you for your inner loveliness as well, my Swan Princess. I just never thought anyone as pretty and elegant as you would feel the same for a riff-raff like me, had I not put on airs and graces." He whispers into her gaze, her face still just as beautiful to him as he gently caresses her scarred cheek with that the same velvet touch he had always shared with her. Swanette revels in it with closed eyes that saw everything clearly now.

"Swanny? Please, can we go home now? I don't like being with Metallia anymore." Cattana finally dares to ask her sister almost pleadingly. The younger girl never wanted to join forces with Metallia in the first place and always did wonder why Swanette did. She only followed her sister's path because she was all the family Cattana had left in the world.

"You can, Cattana. I'll fight to make sure that you are safe somewhere out here, though I will miss you terribly, little sister." Turning to the curly indigo haired girl with tears in her eyes, Swanette answers mysteriously to the little sister she had always tried to take good care of since their parents had died, never once imagining their being split apart.

"No, Swanette, you and Cattana both must make a break for it. Metallia is certain to be angered in our failure to capture this continent. It was my pact with darkness that got you into this mess in the first place. So I must be the one to take whatever punishment will be dealt." Dracon nobly pushes Swanette away from his chest as he stands on his own weak feet, desperately wanting to hold her close now that both of them understood the extent of their true love for one another.

But there were other forces yet inside of him which Dracon was still fiercely fighting back, even now as he was speaking.

"I should have never brought you into this world of promises and chaos, my sweet." The suave young man touches his lover's cheek, remembering the shady past of the dark-haired young man he started out as, no more than a second-rate con man from New Orleans' seamier side of the French Quarter who was lucky enough to be romancing the pristinely white-haired socialite orphan girl–whose wealth interested him more at first. But something about her abject devotion made him begin to feel he belonged at last—no longer just a wandering drifter—until that night of amusement in a magic show when the young man played his usual con game on a wizened old magician in order to fleece him of his night's earnings. But soon Dracon sadly discovered that the drawn-eyed old magician himself was a fraud, a front for the evil shadow from the Negaverse who had, right then and there, merged a shadow with Dracon in his weakness of greed and vanity. With seeping powerful evil dark energy poured into him with every card trick, the young man's soul was forever condemned as a slave to the ultimate evil one, to the wicked Queen of darkness herself who was just about ready to reawaken.

Once awakened by her returning Heir's unlocked potential, Metallia soon called in on all her gathered shadow warriors with great promises of power in her reigning new world if they did her bidding. And if not, it meant instant demise for disloyalty, each of them had been plainly made to understand.

The shadow that had seized him that day long ago, tormentingly beating down and holding back his will ever since, was still within Dracon when he suavely persuaded Swanette to join Metallia's evil ranks as well. It beat within him for so long, so acutely embedded inside of him, that surely any attempt to remove it would kill the now emotionally matured man.

Dracon realized all this now, for each of the Negaverse minions had been brushed by Sailor Moon's curative powers enough to cause the bitter taste of evil ambition to quickly lose its flavor for him.

And because of that, the small spark of chivalry growing within Dracon now could not ask his beautiful Swan Princess to stay with him. Not if she still had the chance perhaps to escape, once Metallia's incantation had been lifted from her.

"No, Dracon. I'm staying with you." Swanette rushes back to her beloved's arms, warmly embracing him, never wanting to let go.

"Then I'm staying, too, Swanette! Remember? We are family." Cattana fiercely believes this one truth above all others as she clings to her physically scarred, but mentally freed sister's waist tightly.

"How can we help them?" Emotional Ceres asks from the side audience with a tear in her eye over the moving the romantic scene she once thought only played out in romance novels and movies.

"Maybe Sailor Moon can do something for them. Like she did for us when we found our way again out of the darkness." Believing in the Sailor Team that they all felt so much more part of now than ever, Eternal Sailor Vesta assures her team, looking them each in the eye.

"Yada yada, whatever! This is turning out to be a really sappy day! I thought it was going to be all kick-ass adventure and fun." Not wanting to seem like a softy at this drivel soap opera, JunJun twists her lip, shoving CereCere's warm arms which were around her away, the tough girl embarrassed by their shared emotional scene from before which she could never live down.

"JunJun, I didn't know you cared so much for me." Eternal Sailor Ceres flutters her adoring eyelids at her rescuer, who makes a sour expression at the flowery pink haired teenager's sudden affectionate change towards her.

"Don't make me regret that, okay?" Eternal Sailor Juno was mortified by CereCere's attention as she puts up an independent air, even though she was secretly wearing a smug expression.

"PallaPalla gotta go!" Unhappy she hadn't brought one of the smaller 'kitties' with her, Eternal Sailor Pallas instead giggles excitedly as she grabs hold of Cattana's hands and drags her into their group. Soon, her sister Swanette and a limping Dracon hesitantly follow on one another's injured arms. But in-charge Eternal Sailor Vesta's nod and welcoming beckon was enough for them to believe that perhaps Eternal Sailor Moon really could help them now, too.

"Again, Palla? Truly, you are impossible to bring anywhere civilized." CereCere sighs, thinking Palla meant that unmentionable body function again.

JunJun shrugs, makes a face, and shakes the deep pink skirted gal off with a brash wave back to the cheering grateful Brazilian people that the former Amazoness Quartet—now the unlikely Asteroid Quartet—would be passed down as colorful folklore fábula história.
"PallaPalla gotta go home!" Palla repeats just as merrily at their successfully accomplished mission in the Brazilian town of Manaus which was beginning to gather itself together in the falling dusk's aftermath before their eyes. The insect attack and the scourge of the plague had been miraculously lifted by these amazing young women. Even the wild animal attack was thwarted by the sweetness of a pale blue-haired 'pied piper.'

After all, Palla had made some new furry friends and buddies along the way, and she was trying her best not to let the others see the tiny white ocelot kitten hidden in the folds of the sky blue bun-haired child's frilly Sailor skirt.

"Home? Where the hell is that!?" Irreverent JunJun frowns to her own little clingy 'kitten,' CereCere, who was getting awfully chummy all of a sudden on her.

Icksome!
"That way, gang!" VesVes points with her star-studded, long white gloved fingers over the now peaceful again Western Brazilian shores through the darkening skies to the single body of radiance still adorning the murky horizon from which Metallia's darkness had blocked the rest of the universe out.

The shining light of the Moon.

"Back to Tokyo, where our future awaits." Leader Vesta announces, the other three girls of her quartet nodding in agreement. It was there, for once in their young lives, that the unclaimed Amazoness Quartet truly had someone to believe in. The Moon Princess of Eternal Light who gave them the hope that they may have found an illusionary world for all of them to enter into—a place to at last call Home with an ever growing bigger…

Family.



fábula história – fabled history in Portuguese

