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Chapter 55
“Fear of the End Times”

Have you been to Scarborough Fair?
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme
Remember me from one who lives there
For she once was a true love of mine
A languid Susan Starr hums along with her harp’s melancholy tune as she strums the medieval instrument oh-so-tenderly. The eight and a half month pregnant mother-to-be was feeling the haunting 16th century melody full of yearning ring throughout her troubled soul that quivered each time the age-old guardian of Time thought about the course of this earth’s present era.
This world may have been under attack, but it was not defenseless. Not with the Sailor Soldiers of Love and Justice hailing from every planet and beyond this galaxy to protect it. Though a component of the group, the Outer soldier of Pluto had existed alone for countless centuries, set apart from Time, living in solitude in Time’s Doorway for as long as she could remember. Susan had taken on this contemporary name, along with a contemporary life, in this short era when Time had allowed her to exit the gateway of time to bring about and raise Sailor Saturn’s coming.

Before living an actual physical reality on earth with her fellow soldiers and new friends, and thusly meeting and falling in love with Sailor Star Maker, Sailor Pluto was never concerned for the future so much before in all her long life. Was it because she now had been granted a chance to live a full life in the ‘real world’ as an authentic woman and cherished wife as she only had before dreamed? Or was there something gnawing at her heart that ached for her unborn child to ever have the opportunity to experience a future she herself had been set free to enjoy by her true love Terry?

Tell her to make me a cambric shirt 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme
Without any seam nor needlework
And then she'll be a true love of mine…
In the days following this last Christmas night, when Sailor Moon had shone through with a brand-new power, the moon had lent her its energy and guidance to give some wayward souls a chance again someday. The light of hope glowing inside of this moon child gave others faith to gather around and make her dreams possible as every one of her sailor soldiers believed in their Princess. 

Susan finally could find a smile after lying awake for many hours in shivered fear. But her brilliant Terry could do anything, the quiet female considering the incredible feat her wonderful mate had accomplished so heroically to assist their shared Princess and save those poor lost souls, even if their fate only time could tell.

Only Time can tell…

The vague, yet ominous, sentiment echoes in her timeless soul. Her bonded wrists palpitating from within reflected Pluto’s trembling apprehension of a future unknown. 

Even as the close of the millennium drew near, some intuition inside each soldier foretold to them that truly the end times may indeed be at hand. They all could sense that Queen Metallia herself was soon to rear her ugly head, even though the emissaries of her evil had been liberated from her control. Patiently gaining power in shadowy corners, the dark specter of the embodiment of pure evil was on the verge of a complete uprising once again. The gathered immense energies of hers already glimpsed from afar, striking fear and unease in each soldier’s heart, each one knowing they had given nearly all they had within them already.

But what more could they do? Every sailor soldier understood soon it would be required of them to go above and beyond their limits. And face the worst enemy ever to scourge this planet, even to the depths of the universe that the despised Queen of evil herself had once again been unleashed to ravage unchecked, leaving them all feeling powerless.
Susan especially, from where her contentment’s indulgent yearnings had made her more of a contention of burden than a soldier of battle she had been assigned to be since a forsaken childhood, long, long ago.

Tell her to dry it on yonder thorn
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme
Which never bore blossom since Adam was born
And then she'll be a true love of mine…
Her mind repeating the haunting melody of the unrequited love folk song full of impossible tasks, Susan’s eyes snap open in the still darkness, feeling her uselessness exquisitely.
“Terry darling!?” In a lavender mist of claustrophobic fear, Susan Starr whispers suddenly, struggling to sit up where she had been sleeping beside her beloved husband upon their large king-sized bed, yet tentatively unable. The once so slight of figure, forgotten soldier of the planet Pluto‘s now bulging girth was about as large as she was going to get. So much so that she could barely move now, Susan doing her best not to crush her long limbed, sinewy lover in the middle of the night as her brave husband‘s sturdy figure had held her close all through these restless December 31st early morning hours.

“Susan, my love? Is it time!? Do you feel the contractions yet?!! Should I–?!“ Sleeping oh-so-lightly, ever vigilant husband Terry quickly jerks himself up to be at wide-awake status. He, for the past few days since Christmas, and even beforehand, had been paying strict attention to his pregnant wife‘s every word. She was that very close to her delivery time, as the intelligent scientist in him had concluded Susan’s condition and the eager husband in him had worried of her delicate physical state.

Susan was especially fragile, he knew, due of her incomprehensible age and emotional ordeals of late. Logical Terry Starr had tried to convince himself that she would have a perfectly normal delivery, even if his timeless lady was a thousand or so years old…

“No, Terry darling. No. Forgive me, not yet.” Susan quiets his deserved fears with a gentle finger to Terry‘s tentative lips. Leaning her head closer to his warm chest, she easily reclines his tense body again with light stroking to his well formed abs and manly pectorals that Susan took great wifely pride in.

“Don’t apologize, my precious one. I live for you. I am here for you.” The romantic song writer breathes a sigh, but not in total relief. He wished that the baby would come soon, in between this peaceful lull in battle times. For Terry understood how his beautiful, selfless and beloved wife had cried soft, silent tears to herself in the nights. Tears for the child she feared might never have a future on this battle scarred planet that Metallia’s vicious force of evil was threatening the very existence of, if not for the intervention of Earth’s protectors in the sailor soldiers that she and her beloved were part of.

“What is it then, my lady?” Terry runs a tender hand over Susan‘s full stomach, praying that those trepidations were unfounded. He wished he could honestly tell her so, but he too shared that sinking feeling of impending doom, as her profound tears fell to his bare chest. “Tell me, and I will find a way to calm your fears.” Softly Terry murmurs into Susan ‘s long dark hair, kissing its rose scent as his palms fold around her body, He was trying to draw the inward woman’s heartfelt worries and fear out of herself gently so he could at least tenderly calm and smooth her brow.

“It’s nothing.” Susan whispers meekly, her magenta eyes gazing into her husband’s besotted orchid ones at such a yearning, longing look on her face. “It’s silly, but…I just.…I only wanted to hear your voice, Terry darling. I love the sound of your gentle, deep tenor. It always brings me such peace.” Touching fingers to Terry’s beautiful mouth that uttered such poetic beauty for her in dulcet, comforting tones, Susan blushes demurely, ashamed to have awakened her hard-working hero for such a childish frivolity. 
“Truly, Susan? I wish for you to hold nothing from me, so I can correct any wrongdoing on my part.” The Time Lord did entertain some guilt for leaving his precious partner locked in Time’s doorway from time to time when he had to leave to help the fight. But not for the possessive, domineering reasons that her Outer sailor leader Uranus accusingly believed. The loving husband had done it entirely for his darling wife‘s own good and safety. But perhaps the once lonely and trapped woman did not feel it same way? The gentle, thoughtful man begins to question himself and his protective convictions.

“Wrongdoing? You could do no wrong, my caring, capable and conscientious, handsome husband. I just needed to know you were really here and safe, and not only a distant, imagined dream of mine again.” Sailor Pluto admits her genuine worry as the intuitive Guardian of time heretofore. Time that she could feel slipping away as the fate of the future yet hung in the balance. Susan finds solace in caressing her cheek to Terry’s sweetly as she closes her eyes, wet with tears and loses herself in his strong, and broad, masculine chest.
Terry could feel her almost desperate want, her absolute need in her touch to feel him near more than ever before, realizing his tender life what his tender wife desired the most right at this moment was his reassurance.

Although, he too, as newly inducted Time servant guardian sensed the end times drawing near secretly inside acutely, though neither wished to believe it, even as the hourglass they were both intrinsically connected to through their bond was mercilessly cascading down…

“Susan, my love. Please do not worry. I pledge to you, that no matter what may come ahead, I will always be right beside you. At your side, for eternity, through all time. I believe that the Good Lord will grant us that with all my heart and soul, just as my love for you runs deeper than coursing time, my rose without thorns, I believe ‘everything works for a purpose for those who serve the Lord.’ Please, Susan trust me that all will turn out as it should in the end, for He will give me the strength and aptitude needed when the time comes. I do truly believe that God gave us this impossible dream that must come to fruition. For the peace of this earth, the future of our child, for the sake of my most cherished lady of light and love who has been so generously placed in my care, I will change time itself for you, my unsurpassable, matchless Rose Angel.” Stirred with emotion, Terry whispers in his wife’s ear, landing multiple tender kisses her intoxicating eyes and she as he looks on her with so much love beyond measure.
“Oh, Terry. Our baby must have a future. Please Lord. Oh please, be merciful to us. Help our Princess shine for all time.”

In every corner of his being Terry heard the muffled words from her lips and felt the moisture tearing from her overflowing eyes against him. The man from beyond the stars gazes down and holds his love close, swearing that his reassurances to her would be true. Everything would be fine, that their baby would have a peaceful world to be born to. He vows to make this so with all in his power – and even more so these things would be possible for his adored Susan – whom this Star Maker loved with a passion beyond measurable degree.
“Fear not. No matter what it costs, I will find a way. You’ll see.” He himself unsure of the vacillating future that was yet to unfold, the able-bodied and strong-minded star soldier from another galaxy had enough confidence for both of them to share through all time.

“Oh, thank you, thank you, Terry darling, for being so wonderful to me! I love you terribly! Please, Time, please. Let it be so. I do trust him completely. My Terry can do anything.” Blissfully she whispers to both Time and the Time Lord of it she had the greatest faith in to make dreams come true.
“I will do my utmost to live up to your praise, my lady. Just as I will love you for eternity, my flawless Rose.” Terry’s low timbered voice serenades his lover’s pet name on her cheeks, kissing Susan’s trembling tears away with a pReir to God above to bless him with yet another miracle, growing within his graceful beauty.

For your love has quenched my soul…For her sake and that of our little one to come, please Lord God, lend me the strength to protect this world and the eternal promise of a future that you have blessed this humble servant with…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

Not so far down the hallway, on the second floor of the rural Starr residence, a not quite as tender or sedate conversation was taking place. Five youthful sleepers—who all had seen more than their young share of fighting, death and destruction in combat—totally ignore the impending threat of danger that all the grown-ups were getting into such a snit about. 
Instead, huddled close in a quickly thrown together sleepover where little sleep was accomplished, they chose to rather exchange secrets and confidences than plan for boring old battles the quartet simply rolled with best.
The ambitious little quartet had dragged the heavy oak furniture together in the middle of the room earlier when PallaPalla wanted to play ‘jungle princess’ like they did back home in the Amazon. The blanket covering the canopy beds was still up, shielding the little flashlights stationed as spotlights for the magazine and comic book cramming mischief-makers.

“JunJun!!” Removing her satin pink eyemask, CereCere whines in her highest, most pleading voice as she reaches across the joined bed to smack her nearby bedmate’s arm. 

“Gibbaut wahk, Sree?” Awh drin’t dake n’nting!?” An indignant JunJun stuffs her mouth full of a handful of animal crackers from the bag she had snuck to bed as she looks up from her handheld videogame still running for hours now on battery power.

“Now look what you’ve done! Oh, man! You let the other guy kill me!! Damn! Damn! Damn!” Swearing up and down, rough-and-tumble JunJun slams the defeated videogame down on the pillow with an angry look at Cere who had interrupted her winning the all night long gaming match.

”Shush, Sissy JunJun! Someone will hear you! Terry-papa says those aren’t proper words for young ladies.” Wide-eyed Tara Tomoe, though she had matured to a fourteen-year-old just days ago in that last Saturn power-up incarnation, could still tap into her recent five-year-old persona as she shakes a finger in innocent reproach at her badmouthing ‘older sister’.

“Terry-papa, this, Terry-papa, that. Geez! I’m starting to confuse the man with God.” JunJun twists her lip, frustrated with the sailor soldier fangirl right beside her in the ‘jungle tent’ who always was correcting her with some rule ‘darling Terry-papa’ made.

“Oh no, Terry-papa isn’t God.” In all seriousness, Tara looks reverently up to the Heavens, as if in silent apology for her ignorant friend’s disrespect. “He’s just really good, and really nice, like Him.” The black and purple bob haired girl smiles sweetly over into JunJun’s smirking lime green eyes at Tara’s total adoration of her noble surrogate father.

“Yes, well…” CereCere pats the cute little girl on the head as she turned the subject back to her own issue with the wild child of the asteroid Junos. “Who stole my delicious and rare, imported chocolates, all the way from Switzerland that Miss Moreau – I mean Mrs. Moreau Starr.” Cere stops in the middle of her own flaunting speech to correct her own error. She was more than impressed by the marked change overcoming her idolized violinist/ painter/ debutante artist Michelle Moreau by the return of her too cute rockstar husband. “Those chocolates I had placed under my pillow are now missing! You know, the ones she had given me especially on Christmas!” A distressed CereCere continues in her accusation looking around with a raised snooty eyebrow from put-on innocent face to face of the girl group surrounding her in the flashlight lit bed.

VesVes ignores her, continuing to read an obviously exciting murder novel rated an age too old for her; Tara, had the holy pale face of an angel, her hands folded in prayer before going to sleep as she blessed everyone she knew, right down to ‘cuddly kitties Luna and Artemis’ and ‘Auntie-Rei’s birdies Phoebos and Demos’ before the young girl whose body had gone through a lot this night closed her eyes again like Terry-papa had instructed; JunJun, reclaiming her video game controller, wipes the sour expression off her still chomping cookie crumbs that spread all over the bed.

Cere lastly directs her accusing stare at the last of their little group, she never imagining guileless Palla, simply preoccupied on the other edge of the joint bed, playing with her dollies, could ever be the thieving culprit…
“PallaPalla!” CereCere exclaims in shock as PallaPalla turns around, unabashedly displaying for all to see, her mouth full and entire smudged face—not to mention the borrowed nightdress and her entire side of the bed—covered in an unmistakable chocolate coating.

“Uh huh, CereCere?” PallaPalla looks up from behind her pillow and grins toothily, the pillow and her little pearly whites all brown streaked from chocolate tasting stains. Her countenance was absolutely innocent as she takes the last of the stolen chocolate bonbons from the box hidden under said pillow and pops it in her mouth right in front of an astonished salmon pink haired prissy young girl.

“My chocolates! She’s eaten every one of Mrs. Moreau Starr’s fine imported chocolates!! PallaPalla! I was saving those to serve someone important! Oh, Palla, how could you?”!” On the brink tears at the sight of her expensive, hard-to-get bon-bons being just loosely devoured by a child who didn’t care about such things at all, which was almost too much for her to bear.

“But JunJun said I could have them! Palla sorry, CereCere. Here.” PallaPalla, as innocent as doves, digs deep in her night dress’ pocket, a half-eaten Hershey bar appearing in her fudgy fingers that sweetly offer it to Cere in trade.

Cere just looks of the sad little bar in exchange for her expensive box’s rare imported chocolates with nothing less than disdain. “JunJun!” So she lashes out with anger at the real guilty party of the neon green haired imp who was whistling as she giggled inwardly at riling up her favorite sparring partner like this so deliciously.

“But hey, CereCere.” VesVes smacks closed her novel to finally look up with the mature face of a leader. “Isn’t PallaPalla an important person?” She asked, cocking her burgundy red ponytailed head at her snooty friend.

“Well…” Cross and frowning, CereCere glances over at PallaPalla, whose sad face was being cleaned off by a helpful sleepy-eyed Tara who had woken up with her sweet Sammy’s handkerchief in hand, and drifted right back to sleep when she was done, still tenderly clutching the now chocolate-ly cloth of her young boyfriend’s. The pink haired Amazoness turns her attention back to her penitent-faced, sky blue little friend. “I suppose she is that. Even some irascible others are, too.” CereCere leans a conciliatory gaze in to meet JunJun’s eyes with a coquettish smile.
“Oh brother.” JunJun sighs as a sticky CereCere wraps herself around her icked-out bare arm. “PallaPalla important?“ Pallas looks to Vesta for reassurance as the tall ponytailed leader smiles to touch her bubbly blue companion’s chubby cheek.

“Yes, PallaPalla is very, very important. We’re all the most important to each other, aren’t we gang?” VesVes asks her quartet, receiving JunJun’s thumbs-up, CereCere’s sighing fluttered eyelids, and PallaPalla’s rapid nods in total agreement.

“Yes. You’re all important to me, too!” Tara interjects as her sleepy eyes pop open once again from where she had been kissing and cuddling the violet Santa hat teddy bear her sweetie Sammy had quick gone out that night to exchange Tara’s oversized (ahh! Not anymore! I should’ve waited a few hours, my cool, yet age confusing Sailor of rebirth!!) Christmas present dress for. 
“You four girls and Sammy, heehee, and my Papa faraway, of course, my precious Rini. And Alex-papa and Michelle-mama and the Princess and Prince and the Scouts and the Starlights and everybody I know! And most of all, Susan-mama and—!“ She starts to say that certain someone’s name it seemed for the thousandth time this night. Having lived with the age-ranging young girl for weeks now, the Amazon quartet all knew who the violet teddy wielding gal was going to say now by rote, as they announce together: 
“Terry-papa!!!!!” They five all sing out from under the sheet covering in laughing chorus the beloved man’s name on this earth his shooting star had fallen to dazzle many a young girl’s starstruck heart, leaving ne’ery a fear in this household.
Cuddling tight to one another in this sleepover party in the wee hours to send a laughing ‘good riddance’ to the last night of this past millennia, the five hyperactive girls finally drift off to sleep, worrying of nothing and caring more of video games, young men, chocolates, dime store novel adventures, cookie crumbs, and less of the coming threat shadowing over them looming…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT
However, the shadow did loom over the less light-hearted of the sailor scouts who soulfully sensed Metallia’s impending attack was imminent. 
Rei Hino was one of those feeling it the worst, her extensive intuitive abilities haunting every night’s dream. But the nightmares stretched into hours of early morning, way before first light, where she spent every free moment doing her fire reading even at this ungodly hour between midnight and dawn, trying to anticipate where and when exactly Metallia would come so she could give the team a heads up.

But time after time, the priestess of the Hikawa Shrine, in fiery aggravation, comes up with nothing.

“Argh.” Rei sighs once again in frustration, laced fingers running through her loosely flying ebony hair. She did not spare a moment to style her hair or even fix it out of her way as she usually would after hurriedly bathing. But these days of restlessness were more than unusual for Rei, knowing time was of the essence for the sailor scouts and she simply didn’t have the time to waste a second taking care of herself.

Suddenly Rei feels a slight, gentle tug at her hair, the touch of somebody tying her long wisps of waves up so they wouldn’t wander into the flames and burn in the fire, as the often done and unnoticed, yet welcome, thoughtful act of someone who had become so unexpectedly important to her.

“Thanks, Chad.” Rei says, coming out of her trance as she turns her vehemently angry face of frustration into a smile at her sweet…friend. There was no other title for him, Rei Hino not willing to call this young man who had come to work at the temple for her grandfather anything more—or less either. Chad truly had proven himself to be one of the most selfless and kind people she had ever known in her life to forever call a friend.

“No problemo, Rei. I was just waxing the floor out here and I thought I saw the flames rising pretty close and I, like, knew you needed your hair tied up so – here I am!” With his surfer boy speak, loppy grin and stubbly good looks, Rei sometimes wondered if there was a working brain behind those hunky features and long flowing brown hair. Right now she realized again there was something far more than a brain – there was a good heart.
“Yes, Chad. Here you are.” Rei smiles at him genuinely.
“I’ll…umm…like…get out your way now, okay? I’ll…uh…catch you later, Rei.” Chad begins to stumble out the door, he accustomed to her kicking him out from her fire reading pretty well by now.

“Oh.” Rei says, watching him go with disappointment for some weird reason this time. “Chad wait!!” she suddenly decides to call him back, Rei prided herself in being never shy to say what she felt.
“I could use some company, if you don’t mind my bouts of silence every now and then. Meditating can get pretty lonely, you know? And I don’t know about you, but I could really use some tea. I think it’d be nice if we shared it together.” Rei asks with a small smile at the young man kneeling next to her in his yukata and pale blue pleated pants of the temple he worked at. 

“Fer real, Rei?” Chad says excitedly. Rei actually including him in her fire studies? Allowing him to be present while she was concentrating in her fire reading? No way! I’ll go make your favorite tea and be right back ASAP, okay?!” Chad jumps up, nearly tripping over himself as he was happy as a lark to race out into the newly waxed for with his sandal feet—and falling out on his face as a result. 
Rei allows herself a laugh as she watches Chad get smilingly back up with a wink back to his reddened smashed in face, still full of full of joy for her attention.

“Yeah, Chad. It’s okay.” Rei whispers to the fire, her restless soul gathering all its frustrated pieces together. Chad’s sweet openness gave her a little more faith that everything would be all right as this tough year draws to a close. 
It’ll be okay…As long as we’re all together…together… together…

Rei hears Serena’s familiar words echo in her head while the clutter of dishes break somewhere in the background. Chad, in his excitement at her friendly invitation made the madly in love man a little more klutzy than ever. In no time at all, he flies the temple’s paper door open with the biggest smile on his really comely features.

Yeah, it will. Rei smiles back up at him as her purple eyes gaze intently back into the flame with even more resolve than before to keep the peace this way, even as the sparking hot flames surge, relentlessly unreadable…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT
Another blazing fire flickers its warm inferno in the fireplace of the Moreau sprawling luxury Tokyo mansion on the upscale seaside garden section of exclusive Shoto Minato-ku overlooking Tokyo Bay. This wealthy celebrity enclave had a European influence of fine art and culture as nearby high-end museums and prestigious classical theatres attested. 
This impressive combination of old world and moderne designed, three story mansion stood on the cliff side of the waters, its towering elegance laying long shadows that overlooked the crashing high tide below.
Casting his own shadow, Robin Starr‘s stare remains fixed on the darkened skies. Leaning over the open window with eyes closed tightly as he was trying to send a message to someone far, far away, making his face appear almost ethereal as his silver countenance looked up to the cloudy, starless sky of early morning.
“Robin dearest?” Michelle Moreau Starr flutters across the huge second-story anteroom of her fifteen bedroom mansion. The nouveau architecture really only started out as her French papere’s modest ten-room summer retreat to Japan. But Michelle had expanded on her parents’ wedding gift to make this remarkably ornate mansion everything she dreamed her first home with her new husband would be. With an artistic eye running over each gold filigree trim décor as she moves across her immense bedroom in her billowy nightgown negligee’s aqua chiffon silk trains, Michelle goes straight to her loose night shirted husband and wraps her arms around his sleek, silvery haired neck.

‘I’m sorry if I woke you, Michelle. I was on my way back to bed…but then, I thought if I maybe tried again…’ Robin easily answers his gorgeous wife’s silent question via their psychic line on how a short trip downstairs for a glass of milk could’ve taken so long. Even barring he got lost in this immense mansion she had for months planned and longed for them to call a ‘home’ together.
‘You still can’t contact your Princess Fireball?’ Michelle mentally responds in concern. She hugs her love’s stiffened shoulders tightly when Robin shakes his coiffed hair sleek head with a soft, negatively defeated sigh.

‘It’s been so long...Metallia must be blocking us, I’m certain of it now! I’m just as sure the Princess must be so terribly worried about us, with virtually no communication since I…since that day on the cruise ship. But when the three of us left Janus, she did say she was going to let us ‘go our own way’. Maybe she just thinks I didn’t care enough to contact her anymore…’  The usually unaffected young man airs his troubled suppositions in frustration wordlessly until that quiet, growing fear inside him must cry out in his scratchiest high pitch filled with his heart’s regret.
“I don’t want her to think that! I didn’t have the chance to thank her for her caring or even bask in her glow for a moment when she sent my brothers and I her scent during those times when I was…so lost…Michelle, as much as I love you—as much as Earth is now my home, our Princess is important to me. I feel responsible to protect her still. All three of us do. I just wish I could talk to her for only a minute, to see if everything’s alright on Janus for her. I need to tell her that everything’s all right here too. Now, thanks to you.” Speaking aloud with hand held over heart, Robin glances over his shoulder to meet Michelle’s crystal blue eyes, not fearful to share all that was on his mind, his heart, his soul with the woman he had chosen and blessed to share his life with. She, the destined heroine who had so freely and so beautifully reclaimed his soul back from the lonely shore his ship had been scuttled upon by Metallia‘s evil, lost if not for the lighthouse of this daughter of the water’s endless faith in him that lead the way to welcome him home.

“Is everything going to be all right, dearest? I can feel how every one of us is so worried and unsure this final night.” Physically trembling, tears in her eyes, Michelle touches her heart, her own psychic abilities giving her insight and connection into the rest of the sailor scouts’ pensive states during this calm before the storm they all knew was drawing nigh.
“Yes. It has to be, Michelle. Because you’ve shown me that love is not only worth fighting for, but it is stronger than any other force. You’ve proven our love can penetrate any darkness.” It was now Robin‘s turn for his sensitive soul to offer her the courage that she so generously devoted to him when he needed her most. Into her soft sea of her curls he whispers his absolute love to calm her, perceptively tender, as the svelte young musician places a strong forte hand on his violinist’s tremulous pianissimo one already resting over his French beauty‘s compassionate heart, squeezing it tightly. Michelle was reassured by him as she squeezes it right back, the two of them soon lost in one another souls as they gaze into the harmony of the others’ deep eyes.

‘Robin dearest? What would I do without you? Secure in the embrace of his reclaimed soul, Michelle sends out this overwhelming thought wave to him over their special mind link which had been reinstated even more spectacular than ever before.
‘I promise, you’ll never have to know again, Michelle. I wouldn’t be me if it wasn’t for you. Because now I know why I was born.’ The now honed and powerful psychic easily and readily caresses her delicate spirit which had been mercifully trusted to him, with utmost gratitude for all she had done to call his soul to hers.

‘Oh, Robin. I thank God for our beautiful destiny still awaiting us, now that we’re together again.’ Michelle’s heart reveled in each time she could feel his wonderful glorious presence entering into her consciousness again, where he was born to be. For she knew, in the empty absence of all those long desolate months without him, that she would always cherish every second of their soulful sharing from this day forward.

‘I feel the same way, Michelle. You are my hero. I believe in your dream now, too.’ Sensing intuitively what she needed to find that inner tranquility, Robin’s healing spirit strokes Michelle’s soul in that intimate way he indulges her with. In reality, his hands and lips can’t help but mimic the same in the windowseat of their mansion master bedroom the young Starlight soldier softly presses her down to.

After several minutes of being immersed in his honest love offered from the core of his being on this early, early morning, blissful Michelle then gently guides her Healer’s fully open soul into her restored serene one that had been considering his troubled heart all the while. 
‘Maybe you can’t contact her now, dearest. But perhaps we can send a repeating message of sorts out to Princess Fireball that can somehow continually attempt to leave our atmosphere. And, perhaps on its own, someday travel out there among the cosmos, with the hope your message will soon cross the millions of light-years, where she had just might be able to receive it in a moment Metallia’s guard may be down. Let us try to do that, right now, Robin dearest, together.’ 
Robin smiles as Michelle warmly reaches her hand out to his no longer lonely one, once again on the astral plane they now shared. And then, together as one, both explore his unlocked abilities with not anger and fear, but trust and love now that made all things possible through their joining.

Their love, as Robin’s heart’s message was sent out across the stars to remain there until one day it could find freedom, hopefully close at hand, when the Princess of the Starlights could receive it someday…

My Princess. We hope you receive this message soon and it finds you well. There has been great trouble on this earth and a time of crisis is at hand, but fear not…‘Please stay happy, keep hoping, never lose faith, for I will always be with you.” That’s what you taught we three lights of yours, always shining here bright for you, searching for your love still, even as the true loves we have found here on this planet have fulfilled us eternally as we protect the Moon Princess and those she loves together. Come what may of this battle facing my deepest foe whom you warned me of as a child—that my soulmate Neptune has freed my soul from—I’ll be thinking of you each time I look up to the stars, Princess. Until we meet again, you always have an infinite place here in our hearts, our crystal of heaven, our Queen Fireball… 

His heartfelt message, with Neptune’s steady, strengthening support he referred to embracing him tenderly, goes out into the night sky. The double soul powered message holds its own against the evil shadow barrier hovering over the planet, as the spiritual signal stealthily circumnavigates the globe’s upper atmospheres. But rather than simply dissipating away into the black covering void’s absorption, the blocked starlit memorandum, bouncing off Sailor Star Healer’s magnetized electrodes amid the masked humidity Sailor Neptune carefully controlled, kicks the amplified signal around the sky, biding itself for when it could patiently wait to be sent again. For now, its obscured essence remains spinning in an elliptical revolution around the earth’s electromagnetic poles this Eternal Star Healer had tapped the manifest ability to wield the potent energy thereof. 
Waiting for a time when it could be sent to a distant galaxy three songs of stars had once crossed millions of light-years to return to this special planet and have their hearts captured by the beauty upon it, subliminally beckoning to them with inconceivable love not so very far away…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT
Beneath the starless sky in a spot by the bay not so far away, a red Ferrari sits in the sands, its two stealthy occupants within busy staking out the scene in another all-nighter surveillance.

The golden haired woman, leaned over her steering wheel in the driver’s-side seat was dutifully observing the couple in the upper bedroom window of the stately mansion she had clandestinely parked her vehicle in the subdued shadows of the beachfront below; the red jacket bundled up young man next to her in the passenger seat was instead surveiling her with the mischievous grin etched on his handsome mug as he looks amused upon his lover.

“You look so silly doing that, Ally.” Sayer’s largest could keep his tongue any longer as he watches wife 10th body – oh Ally, to love when the muscles in your arms to that wink wink leaning forward on the wheel as she has done the entire night that they had been spying – yes, we are spying, Uranus/what – on Michelle and Robin of ‘s mansion home.

From his point of view, Alex very much resembled a lioness stalking her unknowing prey, at any moment ready to pounce.
“’Doing’ what?” There was more than a tinge of annoyance mingled with the bit of defensive familiarity in her low voice as she answered her partner. Her strong fingers thumped a nervous rhythm under her racecar’s dashboard, though Alex Starr’s hawk-like eyes never wavered from the windowsill. She became especially fixated when her targeted silvery prey came leaning out with a lost spacey look on his features that she could see all the way from where her Ferrari was parked on the beachfront down below.
“You know ‘what’ I’m talking about, my sexy super sailor secret spy.” The dark-haired fighter teases a dallying finger along his wife’s set jawline. “Geez, haven’t we tailed ‘Chelle and Rob enough? Give her some breathing room now that she’s finally landed Rob in her dream mansion! You know what it’s like the first night in your new place with your favorite guy in the whole world, hey Ally? whew!…‘How many nights have we exchanged soft kisses?’” Feeling rather frisky as he sexily huffed some cold air out from his chilled lips followed by breaking into a smooth lyric from the Three Lights’ tantalizing song, Sayer snuggles his face closer to Alex’s navy leather jacket. 
And not only for warmth on this cool night but maybe on the off chance for a little something else extra. After all, their two shivering and yearning for warmth bodies were just sitting here doing nothing else, alone on this dark beach night…

“Oh, do I? Can’t think especially of anyone fitting that description around here.” Alex smirked her biting remark, hitting Sayer right between the enticing eyes as he rubbed his frosty hands all over her legs to ‘warm’ them.

“Hey! I thought you can’t go on living without me?!” Pouty mouth Sayer‘s relaxing on her chest snaps up, his bright eyes flashing at his smartass partner who seemingly had forgotten all eternal friendship–type sentimentality in a few short days.

“You’re here, aren’t you?” Uranus, once upon a time, would’ve shunned any other tag-a-long partner in such tight, confined proximity, save for maybe Michelle. “Besides, Starr – I can never tail her enough. Neptune is sure to be one of Metallia’s main targets, chiefly due to that shrimp brother yours. And she’s not just my responsibility, not only my cousin – she is a part of my soul I have sworn to give up my own comfort to protect from whatever comes along the way. Just like I care about the Princess. And you, now, too.” With a soft, dazzling smile to show their bond was not forsaken, Alex lets her tensed form relax back in her seat, stretching her aching stretched out neck to meet his eyes beside her in the darkened vehicle. 
And the harsh soldier of the wind was more than pleased to find Sayer‘s warm hands wrapping around, massaging her neck he was usually a pain in just the right spot.

“I know, Ally. I know. I feel the same way. I’m just being a whiny jackass.” The understanding of her in Sayer‘s gorgeous eyes was something else she was grateful to have accepted all over again. “You don’t have to tell me that. You’re ace at it. And this, ahh-ahh.” Alex cracks at him in ecstasy as she lets him continue to massage her neck as his hands travel elsewhere too. 

“My neck is up here.” She smiles softly, feeling the past days tensions light in his touch a little cough or even just a few minutes.

But then her eyes attracted attention caught by the appearance of the another familiar figure in the window join the shrimp.

“Hey, there’s ‘Chelle. Ummm…Ally, peeking in their bedroom like this, umm…don’t you kind of feel like a…” With a guilty gulp, Sayer glances up through the windshield when he too spots Michelle’s arrival in her revealing negligee. His cheeks flush a bit at viewing the quite voluptuous aqua haired beauty wrapping her silken hands around his lucky brother‘s chest in a very suggestive fashion. 
Sayer, for one, totally did not intend to be a spectator on this night at the reunited newlywed couple, even if his own mate obviously did.

Well, I guess it is kind of interesting to watch how much a man Rob really can be when it comes down to it, hee hee…
“A voyeur? You should talk, bright-eyes. I see you checking out Michelle.” Alex leans even further forward to our remembering once a long time ago a wolf whose dangerous dark eyes were are more than willing to seductively undress Miss Moreau the violinist, nevermind spy on another brother’s spicy bedroom exploits with a partially clothed Susan. Alex silently chuckles, as, out of the corner of her eye she could clearly see her sweet lover’s blue gaze peeking with great interest at Michelle and that undesirable shrimp’s cuddling embraces.
Oh well, Michelle. If he is your choice of a so-called man, I don’t know what to tell you. Alex sighs to herself as she goes more solemn. As long as he behaves himself…I’ll be absolutely certain of it, this time…
“Ally, do you always have to be so damn smug? I  was not– Sayer stops his good-natured ribbing back at his wife in midsentence, holding onto the front dashboard as an intense feeling sweeps over and straight through him, it seemed.

“It’s a nice message.” Alex breaks the silence pervading the car as each of their finely attuned senses pick up the sent entreaty to Princess Fireball that Robin and Michelle together had beamed out for her to receive some day when this planet’s dark shadow imprisonment was all over.

“Yeah.” Sayer sighs longingly with tears for his missing Princess springing into his eyes. For inside he knew he was going into uncertain, decisive battle without even having the chance to say goodbye  to his adored sister, it bothering his tender heart to no end. Fighter passionately wanted to be able to talk to his Princess Fireball one more time again. To see her gentle smile, feel her scent, touch her endless warmth that he had been raised to love and protect since he was a babe, it all too much for his emotional heart to bear as the tears flow unbidden.

“Come here, little puppy.” Alex perceives Sayer‘s sadness and longing as she draws his crying head close to her with her own style of warmth in the front seat. She too understood very well how one‘s own soul could be so dependent on another, how important Princess Fireball meant to all three of these siblings she had let go of so magnanimously in order to pursue their own destinies.

Alex believed that she herself could never be so generous and sacrificial as that while she also sends an unspoken prayer for the shrimp’s communication message to go forth and reach the one they all loved, who truly in their hearts had never left these three special, wandering shooting stars.

Enveloping Sayer in her strong arms, Alex holds his pale blue shimmering body tightly, feeling the silent hot tears fall to her golden breast, vowing to never ever let him go again either, no matter what changes surely lay ahead of them the near future unfolding. 
Metallia’s evil hand was now in position to be raised to strike a deadly blow over them as she, the Outer sailor scout leader Uranus could sense intensely. Even the bitter end Armageddon, which Alex’s deep spirit could clearly feel drawing near in the soul she believed was damned, would ever part them again. Nonetheless, she fervently prayed that her winds of determination would be strong enough to rip the darkness and light apart, if need be, to stop that tragic conclusion from ever happening and cause her own dazzling star to ever cry like this again…

TTTTTTTT
silently hide the night, Terry star ‘s eyes open to see to feels the tender message up his brother a ‘s heart as well being sent across the wide expanse of the galaxy in a fight to escape the confines of the Spurs ‘s darkening midnight sky. Star maker choose senses love and hope out along star waves with Robin Sayers, he sensing his fellow Starlights reaching out Princess fireball. Terry ‘s aching heart so full of caring smiles with masks tears as he could also feel comfort Michelle brought to Robin cautious of food soul. And even though Terry was at odds at the woman often he was shocked insult please find out’s planetary signature to comforting Sayer ‘s passionate heart as both sailor soldiers were accompanying them bolstering their starlit partners message journey.

Terry was glad for the women his brothers had found, he knowing deep deep in his soul, though she needed his reassurances even more now often of late been understandably so, he also required his Susan more than she would ever know. She was the stability in his world, the timeless beauty of his entire being, his everything, his life meaningless nothing without her in the sweet assurance of her love that she gave to his soul so freely day by day unquestioningly.

“My done.” Softly, oh so tenderly as not to waking the sleeping Princess lying in size, Terry gently stroked the hair of the rose scented Angel his heart, the leading lady of his life with through the darkness of his worlds life. Holding her tender they, Terry vowed never, never to allow her light, her brilliance of faith that his Susan, their baby, would be safe from this matter world threatening to come to an end if it took the last ounce of breathy him to make it so.

Just at that moment the ground the big grandfather clock them hallway of their mansion begins to strike insomnia instantly telling hourly gone, the power abuse time Lord intelligibly feeling every intangible strand of time woven by every passing second that tick by.

My lady, no matter what you will be safe for all time, Terry softly length kisses on the shape sleeping eyelids Susan ‘s angelic face.

I will find a way… I must… Brilliant genius mine and 30 be done racing with innumerable probabilities this night which the enormity of being Time Lord was weighing heavily upon his troubled soul as the final day of this millennia was drawing closer and closer as inconceivable calculations are born within the ticking down of the clock, each hands striking until it counted to three… 
Three shooting stars impacting this world with a miraculous three-part harmony song that would incredibly ring throughout the universe for all time…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

tick tick tick tick. 

The syncopated clock in the shape of a white cat hanging on the bedroom wall indicated the closing in end times of millennia where a destined young woman could no longer find sleep.
As the cat’s yellow eyes glowed and move back and forth with each passing second, the young woman lying in her bed had too much on her mind sleep, so many possibilities praying on the mind of yet another sailor soldier further into the edge of the city.

Cutting into the battle torn city and world around them slowly beginning to read construct their Saturn shattered cities and villages, broken governments his leaders had either died standing up for their people and believe or ended their faith featuring them all attempted to rationalize a logical explanation since their miraculous rescues to reestablish a song holds the citizens of worlds all slowly coming to believe that the apocalypse being predicted with naught but it nightmarish fairytale.

Nightmare, yes. Fairytale, she was necessary.

Usually fall frenzied energies – crazy this young woman would be called at times – Mina Arnold found herself in the race pReir melancholy state as she just lay there in her bed, wide awake and yet… Wishing she could go back to sleep, peaceful one – for a bad feeling her bones she could not shake even when she opened her eyes hours ago haunting even her dreams.

Mina silently wish for it all go away from things to go back to what they were just a few months ago where the sailor scouts believe that peace had finally come to their world and they can enjoy regular normal lives together with people that they had come to be friends and fall in love with.

“Mina? You way that’s a surprise, lazybones.” Artemis’s sarcastic voice is always the first thing she heard in the morning, this early early one being no exception.

Even though Artemis and Luna had been married now for several months and Artemis often staying overnight at Serena and Darien’s apartment, Sailor Venus’ partner kitty had been spending planning cram sessions with Mina here for these past several intense days and nights.
“It is still early – maybe she get a little more shall I ask her last night scout meeting cram. It’s going to be a busy one today, for sure.” The tent caring side of Artemis the For his girl Mina would often come out, he generally dubbed a lazy cat himself – Luna was always ripping him with that nickname – but Artemis is anything but that he was up and awake is much as possible with the late planning strategies with Mina trying to pinpoint where Metallia would rear her ugly head and coming up empty Knight after long night on his scouts scanning computer though the cat doggedly would never give up.

Silence Artemis hops up on the bed Mina was tightly tucked into. He cocking his white furred ears forward, eyes peeking over to see that maybe she was still actually asleep.

But Minas quick snappy answer always forthcoming fright away

“Mina?” Artemis’ white brows for eyes he sees Minas green tinted blue eyes seeming to be fixed on her ceiling rather than make any eye contact with him.

“Artemis? Do you think that will always be together?” The series, Spacey question seemed to come out of nowhere, Mina less excitable voice and thoughtful eyes still stuck to the ceiling above. Her face had been shaken by another long ago who had sworn to her that they would always be together side-by-side but did not live up to his promise.

“Mina? What you mean? Of course always be together! Were buddies right?” Artemis now knew the grave questions plaguing his usually bright and exuberant sailor part is mine. He had pushed aside his own negative conclusions of the power he and Luna had discovered Metallia temporary gathered from his heart, if not is mine, doing his best smile his finest feline grin at his downed girl best girl.

“Buddies, Artemis? Is that what we are?” Mina’s eyes go to her dear friend at last, though she was still lying there, unmoved physically, was wide eyes at him over.

“The best kind, Mina girl. Your can respect with me forever, you here? I want know lip on.” Authoritatively, Artemis crinkles his blue eyes over at her with a semi-wink.”

“Hello Artemis! I don’t know I ever told you but – I love you so much!” In a semi-jumps up in true Minas style, grabbing hold of her beloved kitties squeezing the tar out of him in a sweet loving

“I love you – ergh – to Mina. But – ergh – you’re breaking my back.” Artemis squeaks out the there was a big smile on his face at her tender words. “Oh, I forgot to tell you last night that boy Ken called and asked if you are going to be busy this morning early before he goes in for that architectural seminar he told you about. I thought you might be too tired from last night to go – so I told him – oh!” Artemis groans out words as the life being squeezed out of him with Minas quick mind grasps sentence fashion she lets go of him, chucking the poor Across the room like a ragdoll.

“Artemis exclamation how could you?! Forget Kenny!? Okay cake anyway for me! Artemis him never forgive you and he – Mina was back her old flighty self as she spouts meaningless threats and quickly dials the phone like a Pro. Can – lucky for Artemis can’t fix it up right away promises a fine seamier before he left for his meaning and – chatter chatter chatter, Mina was once against boisterous mouth was going a mile a minute, chosen shoes clothes and makeup flying hitherto and everywhere as she was excited with her budding love interest, just as Artemis predicted the depressed girl would be.

Knowing his girl so well, Artemis sighs, pleased to see her bright beaming again, just like he always wanted her to be.

Yes, Mina, your they can’t go out – even if the rest of this world says… I will always look for your shine… Fighting the negativity that breaks into his rational head Artemis’s attention was truly conscientious for his young charges on this earth.

 ’TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT
Worry with a common symptom among the sailor scouts on this daunting last day of the year. The busy schedule Artemis was referring to kicks into full gear early for this responsible tall girl intently to her karate practice your team against the defenseless Park tree as her opponent.

Bobbing and weaving, Swift kicks and punches smack around the padded pillow tummy posing as her enemy. Her chestnut hair gleams his ponytail and perspiration bolts fly through the air, despite the cool weather, Lita Mitchell indeed a force for any opposition to deal with.

Was finely honed fighting skills, – the product of years of training – backed up by strength of unbelief portions, Lita was a pillar of that strength, of courage, fortitude for the rest of sailor scouts. Her innate belief in truth prevailing against any threat was a mountain for her friends to run to, sheltered behind.

The at this moment, the immovable mountain of faith was close to crumbling down.
What if our not shown enough to be Metallia? I’ve gotta keep getting stronger! I’ve gotta be better this time! Not good enough yet! Not good enough not!! 
SLAM!!
Hard, Lita smashes her tough and fists with such ferocity into the dummy, sending the haying, padding spinning dizzy era not get to fly from safely secured knot around the Oak tree’s thick 

hanging bow.
“Wall! Leadeth me Shrek a hope I’m not the one you’re mad at.” A gentle male voice calms her angered emotions immediately. The deceased to the red clouding her eyes when Andrew Collins arrived on the scene, picking up and pointing at the battered and bruised stuffing popping of the scenes of the dummy Lita had just massacred and sent flying across the Tenth Street Park.

“Andrew!” The feels her heavy heart lightning a little bit at the sight of her tall blond boyfriend.

I can’t believe inches my boyfriend. Sigh.

It was, after a full year of their relationship be official, was still in awe that her longed for since junior high perfect dream guy was actually hers. The real live man lives up to that hype as warmest ever as Andrew comes up and lands a sweet kiss on her sweating for had been adjusting her most things with the genuine smile.

“Oh, I must look a wreck.” The tough girl blushes a little at how unfeminine she must appear, sweating like a horse and wearing worn and torn jeans and oversized, quite unbecoming sweatshirt layered on top of the another old work outtee, beat up sneakers and a baseball y’all off certainly do was not the ladylike, stylish creature Andrew ‘s former girlfriend read at once. So, Lita cannot help but look up sheepishly while tugging at the stains and holds of her shirt to hide them in shame.

“Hey Lita. You’re so in shape! I think your workout suit is really nice and comfortable looking. Maybe I should put my non-like the amount with you with you more often to work off some of these holiday pounds a been putting on, huh?” Andrew’s smile was contagious, Lita classic you have such a perfect boyfriend who – out the inspirational words still ring in her ears after all this time – except me for who I am and not who he wants me to be.

Deleted grins, letting all the holes in stains and where on her sweater now show as she accepts fast up dummy from Andrew’s amused, laughing hands and Merryman.

“Guess I made a mess of this guy, too, to match me.” The tall brunette scrutinizes the padded pillow, it’s had all but knocked off, the stuffing protruding from both neck and got making him look rather morbid, had it not been so comical.

“Never, Lita. You’re perfect. You can do no wrong in my eyes.” Andrew puts a hand on the tall girl ‘s shoulder with the honest compliments reflecting pride in his eyes.

“No way, Andrew! That’d be more like my friend Michelle, or Amara, for that matter.” Considering her older, classier and definitely more cool, outer scout friends more in the perfect and infallible categories than she, Lita again blushes under the young doctor ‘s green eyes intent skis. “You’re just saying that make me feel better, like you always do.”

“I’m serious. No one I’ve ever met has it all together like you do, Lita.” The handsome young man says as he leads his young lady to sit beside him on the nearby park bench.
“Me?” Considering her state of mind today, the Sailor soldier of Jupiter found his words kind hearted but difficult to buy.
“Look. Any girl who can cook like you do, keep house like you do, make all kinds of crafts like you too, all while keeping up with your studies and a part-time job, not to mention being superstrong, a reliable sailor scout, a great friend – and a beautiful personal room – I’d say your all about as darn near perfect as they come.” A girl from where he sat beside her, interjects off her credentials until he had no fingers left on all of his hands as he described leaders good treats.

For once, Lita did not blush as she gazed up at into his honest eyes gazing over to at her with such admiration.

“Really, Andrew?” Lita feels the usual confidence that was slipping away these past few days filled with worry coming back to her full force. If there was someone is real and genuine ensure was Andrew hands for telling her she was more than good enough, then it was more than good enough for her to believe itself.

“Really, Lita.” Andrew nods with conviction. “No matter what happens, I know you can beat it. You can do anything you set your mind to, my tough, yet at the same time still feminine, lady. And I love that determination about you more than anything else. There’s not a thing you could do better, because you give your all and try to help everyone else first. Your special kind of person. And I’m a very lucky guy to have you.” Andrew wraps a comforting arm around Lita’s thick shoulders, giving the reassuring squeeze to her sweaty sweater to form before he suddenly leaps to his feet and scoops up the demolished dummy from the ground Lita had dropped into earlier.

“How about trying your skills out on a real moving target now, Jupiter?” Always helpful, jumping in with anything she was doing, because whatever was important her, it was important to him, good guy Andrew holds up the distressed dummy in front of him for leader to –

SWING!!
WHOOSH!

With a playful smirk at her own disciplined capabilities, Lita’s powerful quick fist just misses connecting with Andrew’s peeking around jaw, the look of shock and awe at her Swift moves and self-control crossing his face turning into a chuckle at his warrior woman’s alert quickness and strength.

And above all, the way Lita gave him a smile, no matter what happened in this changing world, he would still always be smiling for her at the end of the day.

TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

And whatever happens…and whatever happens…

Whistling the tune of the song Amy Anderson hears echoing through her, she sits at her desk, all alone inputting data into her computer. Doing more that one thing at once was a common habit for this rightly dubed ‘girl genius’. Amy could type at an amazing rate of over 90 words a minute, draw a detailed map of the target location she was researching online onto her minicomputer, while simultaneously mentally calculating the time it would take her to finish the report, taking bites of midnight snack sandwich in between.

The short cropped dark-haired girl was still nibbling on the said sandwich, all by herself staying up deep into the night after the tenants sailor scout meeting at Ray’s temple and doing all of that – plus some mental exercises on geometrical equations keep herself sharp – all whilst whistling this melody as her only companion.

Was was Amy’s overactive minds way of a sort of release, her bottled up frustration at figures not adding are some spatial maps not quite making sense leading nowhere often made her whistling even louder, sharper, more intense. And the conundrum of Metallia’s hidden, secret lair on this last morning of the year 1999 was plaguing her mind and making her whistling all the more frenzy.

“… Amy? Such as are you awake already? I was just – – wondering… Alma – if you are busy – that is her icy so way just say so –“ great ‘s uncertain voice wobbles through the crack in Amy a ‘s bedroom door, she smirking as she pauses in her work drove to meet him at the door.

“Good morning, Greg. Did you sleep well, I hope?” Amy ‘s for a fresh air brow hides itself as she puts on her sweet smile to the welcome guests a her moments of thoughtfully offered to stay over for the holidays. His own folks all going overseas to visit the rest of the molar clan in Germany soon after Christmas morn spent with their Brown haired son, Greg suddenly decide to stay on in Japan to ring in the new year with a certain special young lady in his life. He strict parents taking with the romance of the Christmas season in Japan, allowing Greg to remain after Mrs. Anderson – a capable doctor similar good German stock no less – assure them that their son would be well cared for in their two week absence over the new year holiday.

“Oh, good morning, Amy. – Oh – yeah… I slept fine. Didn’t you, Amy? You look kind of that that that front tired that that that but I mean in the best way!” trying to cover up his rude faux pas as to solve the young woman ‘s looks in the morning as soon as the Anna’s words come out of his mouth, Greg bites his lip, P her he had said too much in their tentative relationship.

“Oh – no. I’m fine, really. I often stay up late at night on my computer. It just got especially late this time, because there’s a lot to think about…” Amy trails off, contemplations of serious enemy who had virtually disappeared, not making any incursions since Christmas night at the star residence after Amy and the others had already left and Sailor Moon sailor star maker had together made that incredible time transfer possible for those poor souls of the dark moon family to the converse side of the moon, the second out of time a ‘s phase, as for them to safely escape Metallia’s grip. 

That was very intelligent and quite impressive for Terry as a new Time Lord to accomplish. So that is how the dark moon was born… Serena was fortunate to have he and the other Sailor Starlights there to help just at the right time. Time is such a capricious master.
“Don’t worry. I’m fine. I’m used to it.” Never tired body and mind alike, Amy tugs on the sweater over Hirte warm turtleneck she Pats the edge of her bed for him to sit while she sits back at her computer desk near the window.

“So…” Greg stretches the word he out. Even after spending days Amy’s house was still little shy about coming into her brought into her bedroom, unchaperoned, her mom already leaving to beginning the early morning shift at the hospital.
“So what if you been studying all night, here alone?” He says, just making conversation for the sake of it, being shy, reticent nature as long as he could remember.

“Just trying to pinpoint where the enemy may be right now. The Sailor scouts are pretty much all agree that Metallia will be at her maximum output – if we calculate correctly her last energy boost – at exactly 12 o’clock midnight tonight. The end of this millennium, if we don’t find and stop her first.” Amy feels ice chilled go up and down her sky spine in her own prediction she points at the much studied and scrutinize over and over again computer screen to keep coming up blank, was only the forecasts of certain doom continually flashing across her computer screens cognitive malaise.

She, a calculating genius, understood for a fact that that level of pure evil darkness more than enough to overcome the entire planet – and the entire human race along with it.

“You mean the beginning of the next one.” Greg says, he never one to look at the glass half full, rather often seeing the glass half-empty due to his past experience with the mega moon.

But’s morning of all morning, it seemed Amy could use some uplifting in her unusually low spirits for he could see the anxiety and worry clear in her pretty blue eyes without having any bamboo boy prediction abilities…

“Yes.” Amy, considering Greg’s words, smiles despite her anxious heart. She giggles softly at the truth in what he had just stated. Midnight, after all would be the first minute of the 21st century… “Everything depends on the way you look at it, doesn’t it?” The girl who usually looks for cold hard facts says concludes with a smile at the maturity of the 19-year-old young man gazing at her with this piercing brown eyes full of concern and more logical intelligence that she felt in herself at the moment.

“That’s right, Amy.” Greg nods with a soft smile, joining his new girlfriend at the keyboard she was madly typing it. “I’m not even close to being half as good as you as you are at the computer, Amy, or at anything for that matter. But – at least try to help you look for this Queen Metallia? I bet The search will go faster if we out ideas off one another…together.” Greg offers, wanting to help his Amy in any way he could offer with his small, unworthy services for mental capacity. But at least she would not be spending this last day in worried solitude with just a computer as cold, calculating companion. 

Not if he was here at her side.

“Sure, Greg. That sounds like a really great idea. Let’s get something good to eat first, though. I’m not much of a cook, but my mom taught me the greatest recipe for sugar cookies, if you’re interested?” Feeling her down spirits uplifted, the sentiment of never giving up her life motto thus far has been ruled by egging her on again, Amy leads Greg to the kitchen. It felt so right to have someone to talk to about her equation in calculations and discoveries over cookies and things might just go right and turn out fine with a sweet friend like Greg and the other sailor scouts believing her in her, not just for her genius mind and incredible research intellect – but for the sake of her love and friendship as well.

With her mom’s fresh-baked sugar cookies in her hand, and Greg’s even sweeter smile in her eyes, Amy was certain now that she would find Metallia before the evil queen reach the PowerPoint too great for them all to handle. I just know we can do together!
And whatever happens… If we experience love in this life it will be okay!

TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

“Hello heart residence. Mrs. Irene Hunt speaking.” Bubbling over with Christmas cheer, her busy soul happy again, giving me and maybe go kayaking, her busy soul happy and that her two boys were healthy and back to normal again free from that strange sleeping sickness that had befallen most of the town a week or so ago, this Christmas had dawned a beautiful time of peace again for her family to enjoy the new year as in olden days before all of these strange troubles Fowler bowl.

“Mom? How her dad and Sammy?” An anxious voice comes familiar over the phone to.

“Oh, they’re just fine, Serena dear I think your dad’s health is improved so much after eating too many pieces of dear Susan’s secret pumpkin pie recipe. That Lita made so wonderfully last week. And me to call young Mrs. star again at bank she and her husband for inviting us over for Christmas. How is the dear lady? Are they still expecting the baby to come yet around the new year? I’m just so excited over babies, aren’t you, Serena dear? When it will be your time? After all you and Darien Married months before Susan and her handsome rock star Terry. I’m just itching to give some of-year-old baby clothes, seeing Susan has stitched enough lazy little dresses for triplets! She isn’t expecting triplets – is she dear? I think just one baby at a time we more than a handful for a new mother as young as she is. But of course, I was just about her age when you were born –“ Babbling mother to daughters be was the realm of any conversation Serena had with her mom who was secretly just getting over Serena not being around the big empty house all the time – motherly side –.

Serena usually held her own during these rambling talks, begging her mom to learn how to cook this or that are held high to put the iron without burning everything like she always does or ditch a tiny hole that she may have burned in a pair of pants of Darien’s favorite silk shirt – mom how do I get the holes out!?! Darian is going to kill me!

But today was different. Today Serena a ‘s toothy heart was heavy with worry. Today was the day even she, knowing yourself not to be the most observant of the 11 sailor scouts on her team, could feel something about to happen – something about to break – and she hoped against all hope that it wasn’t going to be her own heart.

“Mom – feed too much right now but… I just want to thank you for all our Christmas presents. Darien really loves his new scarf.” Serena size happened to cross her apartment to spot the green and red plaid Christmas scarf that fashion conscious stare at smilingly left on the dresser table next to a rather loud mom made never worn tie from his birthday that you still resided there untouched but claim to be favorite. “– In my mid-engineer must set and – mom? Serena pauses for a moment for China to find a word to say, her quick anxious chattering catching her mother’s attention in a way of mothers always knew when something was wrong with her daughter. “Tell dad and Sammy… I love you all so much.” Serena filled with a great deal of emotion in her voice as she fights back the tears that were bent on coming despite her best efforts.

“Serena dear? Are you ill?” Combs Irene heart’s anxious reply.

“No mom. I’m feeling fine just busy, you know that that that guy Goma. Felons at the door.” Serena looks to the King doorbell going off in sporadic bouts.

“Serena! Before you go with joy the big New Year’s celebration here tonight. A group of neighbors and friends and some of your father’s coworkers will be here. Why don’t you and Darien stop I will ring in the new millennium together, all right, sweetheart?” Mrs. heart could sense the worry and her daughter and wish to see her specially now to see what was going on in her daughter’s head that was obviously preoccupied with something deeper than Serena usually had to think of more than food or boys are party dresses. But there was something that Mrs. heart had been sensing lately in her maturing child that she could not explain. She only could tell her blessings each day that Serena was her child and God had put her in her care even if there was something bigger for her in store and future. Irene was glad she was her mother had prepared her especially could to be a loving kind person whatever God had in store for her future.

Besides, she had already intended to invite the married couple anyway for this important turning point in time event, family gatherings very dear to the older woman’s heart.

Ding dong.

The rock allowing for the sixth time it’s Serena quickly finishes her answer to her mother.

“I’m not too sure what Terri wants do tonight… So I – I’ll try to stop by if I can, okay, mom? And whether we see each other again later tonight or not much you know how much I love you and appreciate everything you and dad have done for me.” Serena says warmly, knowing she was wearing her mother with the sudden strange call at this time of day, but – she has felt the need to call her family that God had given here on this earth, to connect her with her beloved ones and enjoy a few moments with them just in case anything happened to her on the spinal’s sunset on this final day of the millennium passing.

These thoughts were heavy on her heart as she goes to the door and opens it curious to see who unexpectedly was awaiting parents side outside.

“Hello, little is it?” Racing to the front door her apartment and thoughtlessly a bolting the city blocks Darien had recently put out just to give her the little extra protection with a reminder not to just blindly opened the door to any stranger without knowing who was – Serena just painlessly does just that in her hurried answer the door. She throws it wide open without a second thought to the safety Darien and Luna had sworn her to keep tightly closed shot while they all went out the out a site that Amy had just called in to report someplace she suspected being Metallia’s hidden stronghold…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

somewhere across the sunsetting sky not so far away…

The door opens as if by magic, tuxedo mask eyeing the double doors entrance to the newly rebuilt starlight tower with pensive disdain.

Was it not this very same building, not so long ago and was in it at the same time of sunset sunset yet too? That he had come since search of the elusive rainbow crystals in this starlight tower the very place where he and Serena had discovered each other secret identities the sailor soldiers a few years ago – and soon rediscovered their previous existence of the vell outpolled as Prince and Princess of the earth and moon from 1000 years ago in the silver millennium when her silver crystal displayed itself force out of love for him when he had been mortally wounded a kidnapped by yet another evil Queen who dreamed of possessing was world through her darkness. 

I know I should wait for the backup that Amy Luna went to gather while I survey the area. I thought this place having its grand opening already scheduled for tonight. Have they backed out for some reason?. It change Amy should pick up readings on this particular spot again. A was like déjà vu sort of thing. I don’t know. It must mean something…

Having a bad feeling deep inside of him as he looks up at the tall tall starlight building towering over him, flashes of memories Passover Darien. Of the first time he had in shock witness Serena’s transformations the Sailor Moon really the pain of being stabbed to the back you do 1000 times over again if it meant saving the life of the moon Princess he was destined to be with…
“~Tuxedo mask…Tuxedo mask…” Words whistled on the wind, Darien’s heart was suddenly struck cold by a voice whispering his name, calling out to him beckoning from somewhere inside the darkness of the building.

Into Darien startled ears, it was unmistakably the voice of that very same moon Princess he now called his love, his wife, his Serena the

“Serena?!” Why are you here? Have even capture how could this be?” I sent Uranus and Neptune to watch out for you while I was gone I should have left you alone for a minute!!’s innate sense of danger pricks out whenever Sailor Moon was in danger, Tuxedo Mask strangely for a usually calm, thinking man, rushes right into the starlit tower and truth nonetheless. The moment he was in, he is engulfed by others silent darkness within, save for the last rays of the sun few rays of the sun breaking through the window, the heavy double doors flame behind with a loud clatter bearing. The sound echoes off the halls filled with party supplies and decorated to achieve for New Year’s revelers later on this night but – there was not a soul to be found within. ~
“Prince and Jimmy and! A very pleasant see you again. Thank you so much for coming straight into my stronghold glare. We will ring in the stark new millennium with a bang together, don’t you agree wretched Prince?.” The Queen of all evil the ‘s scratchy, irritating voice was added highest point of sarcasm, tuxedo mask getting that hair-raising feeling of the back of his neck as this tense of headfirst captive hits home for the black tuxedo night, he scanning the palpitating dense air with evil energy wall surrounding him, searching for an immediate retreat to get him out of this mess he had so blindly walked into on his own stupidity.

No other choice, tux. Talking to himself, Daria finds elected ahead, seeing the building energy around him seeming to reach out and attack as he touches the floor to the ground his hand to the ground but it came up with nothing of an escape route planned in his future.

Hans! Using the black and gold handle walking stick he was known for to thrust himself flying over an incoming laser beam missile, tuxedo mass bobs and weaves his way through the decked out New Year’s Eve decorated hall, knowing that danger was growing thicker as the deeper and he was there were only further dangerous for certain, but you if you can find Metallia’s center point, if he could somehow stop her before she finally fully powered up just hours her now, all the danger faced would be worth it.

I just hope the rest of the scouts get here soon to back me up. For going to need everyone’s power he thinks after touching the ground and sensing the pulsating energy building up right through the earth itself confidently pushing aside any fear of the evil Queen he had encountered before, tuxedo mass charges forward it to the even more darkened halls and straight into the lions den… 
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

Standing in the apartment doorway, much resembling a lion S whose deft claw had so easily snagged her unsuspecting prey, a tall, Golden haired woman briskly grabs the wide-open exposed neck of the surprised young woman in the flash of an eye.

“The man was right for once. I know it’s hard to listen to them, but kit in, sometimes they’re not so stupid.” Serena heart shields was greeted by Alex Starr’s smirking comment about Darien the opposite sex as a whole as she stood in the hot doorway, removing her hands from around Serena’s neck and sticking them into her pockets instead.

“Hey, Meatball.” Sayer breathlessly puffs out a warm greeting from the spot where he is leaning in the doorway against the wall. His neck was a shade of bright red in the spot his wildcat wife had just put her mark on while Serena kept them waiting in the hall.
“Hi, guys.” Three sheepishly just remember Darien strict instructions not to open the door without asking who was first, reproached by her Outer Sailor Scout leader’s reprimanding eyes.

“Amara. I’m surprised that you. That public, extreme passionate display a few moments ago in the hall with Sayer was…“ Michelle’s oh-so-snooty, high-class voice trails off from down the hallway where she had a front row view.
“– Disgusting.” Right at her heels, Robin, however, was not at a loss to fill in the word dancing around his mate’s mind as he snidely utters under his breath. Holding open the door for Michelle that Serena was just closing, the silver star was always ready with a smart remark of anything to do with Alex and Sayer’s physical relationship he for one would rather not witness the animal tendencies thereof.

“Discussing the situation.” Michelle, taking a defensive step in front of Robin, his words all but unheard, her sharp tongued husband was you on tender hooks with her windblown partner in question whom he was insulting as she quickly covers up his hard words with a softened look on that really rather vulgar display in public at a high-class apartment building such as this one of Darien’s.
“Aha.” Alex gives Robin the evil eye.

Just because Sayer did that, you didn’t have to respond, Amara. Even French Michelle’s delicate sensibilities were taken aback by Alex’s fierceness. 

I had to find some way to keep my Wolf awake. Alex gives Michelle a guilty little coy shrug, seeing her best friend’s shamed face and raised brow look directed at her.
Then, turning on a dime she looks at her petite Princess with a concerned look, the mood changing entirely.

“We could of been anyone, Kitten.” The older woman skull Serena’s quickness to open the door without even peering out of its people first.

“But you aren’t anyone, Alex. Please don’t be mad at me.” Serena gets her sweetest smile to her tall, imposing figure of a friend who was looking down at her accusingly.

“Of course we’re not mad. Right Ally? Leave her be. It was an honest mistake. Hey Meatball, where to stare keep the holiday booze? I think I for one could use a shot or two after staying up all night – and all morning – and all damn afternoon too, for that matter! Geez. Full duty surveillance takes a lot out of a guy when you have a looker for a partner.” Sayer gives Alex a sidelong smirk accompanied by a wink. “Good thing I don’t require a lot of sleep, like some people.” then he awards a habitually catnapping Robin a smirk while he wraps a friendly arm around Serena’s thin shoulders.
Robin merely rolls his eyes as Alex clears her throat in response.

How she supposed to appear authoritative with those kinds of remarks flying thankfully over her Princess’ near innocent head?

“Blues?” Serena check coxswain her funny friend is Sayer wanders over to the bookshelf hanging in the far corner of the room in search of a bottle of just about any flavor variety would do –

“Books on top of books with no secret cubbyhole’s? Damn it, Dar! What kind of joint are you running here?” Sayer, after flipping open several figure war and peace type novels and boring old textbooks, twists his lip at the absent owner of this pad after he had rummaged about the living room and the kitchen already for signs of a simple, alcoholic beverage keep him awake. The lack thereof made him wonder what kind of man Darien was when he comes up with zero secretly hidden away bottles –

“Darien is so smart! He really does read all of those big thick book–DARIEN!!” Serena suddenly falls down to her knees midsentence, holding her painful heart as she does so in front of this startled group.

“Bunhead!?” Logistically the first to be right her side, Sayer—his quest for libation all but given up after he discovered the one singular wine bottle in the entire apartment was only full of some girly flower petals and fake water craft project that Serena, with Lita’s help, no doubt, was responsible for, I hope it’s not your décor idea, Dar—which the dark ponytailed young man shatters to the floor in his rush to catch his dear friend.

“Darien’s in trouble! I need to—“ A look of intense pain crosses her anxious face before Serena totally collapsed in Sayer’s arms as he worriedly carries her to the couch and leads her limp body down there. Then he hurriedly returns to where Alex was already planning whispered strategies with Michelle, ignoring Robin‘s input by keeping him put of the loop.

“There was a definite spike in Metallia’s energy just then, but –“ Michelle‘s forehead creases as she attempts to locate the source.

“—it’s been so intentionally blocked out totally from our vibes specifically, covered in her evil darkness. Even with our minds combined together, it’s still impossible to trace. We have tried, truly. But from what Michelle and I can gather, the wavelength seemed pinpointed to strike out at Tuxedo Mask’s singular choice target.” Having been mentally conversing with his lover on the astral plane they shared joint souls upon again, Robin easily finishes Michelle’s sentence.

“C’mon! Give us a location already!! Where do we head to save Dar? You guys gotta have some clue about Metallia’s whereabouts with your psycho stuff.” Impatient Sayer berates them after bounding towards the apartment kitchen from where he had been leaning on the couch arm, silently observing Serena’s pensive, unconscious state with a gentle stroke to her blonde brow and quiet, seething vexation in his angry heart.
“It’s ‘psychic’, not ‘psycho’, Sayer. Calm yourself, please. It won’t help if we panic. No, Robin and I can’t trace the strand’s origin, yet. The enclosed pulse message was sent to specifically only one person. Was this contact to Serena generated by Darien himself? Or was it Metallia wishing to flaunt her cruel power to our Princess?” Michelle calmly puts out all the question and suppositions .

‘Unfortunately, neither of us can pick up the Prince’s presence anywhere now. However, intimately knowing our abilities, that could be blocked by her wicked shroud, as well. Or maybe this is another trick of Metallia’s to lure us into a trap? There’s no way to tell what that vindictive witch is up to now! She’s obstructing any attempts of my mental signature thoroughly! How are we supposed to find the Prince?!” Uncharacteristically smacking a useless hand to his ineffectual forehead that was still coming up blank—in fact, painfully being seared with screeching, blackboard scratching noise—whenever he reached out to investigate, Robin expounds his frustration sincerely. He exquisitely felt a sense of guilt for the force of darkness in his bloodline that was now exerting her malice over them all.
“We have to ask the closest one to the target.” Alex announces coolly as she looks the former ‘Heir’ squarely down in Robin’s unmistakably now clear mint eyes that were just as incensed as they all were, as if to insure his true intent here concerning the Queen of evil’s scheming trickery. 

This is not your fault, my dearest one. You are not to blame for the sins of your forbearer. We will exceed her devious plots with your truth, you’ll see. Taking his self-loathing palm into her warm one as she brushes back his mussed silver strands of hair caressingly, Michelle gazes her true blue eyes into her beloved’s pale mint green ones. Her soft smile assured Robin how had so courageously rescued her from Metallia, even when his pure light had been so terribly diminished and crushed in dark subjugation. He had fully returned to her with his love burning bright again, yet stronger, because she knew his heart was good and retrieved completely, to be the Healer she loved again.

“Kitten, wake up. Did you pick up anything—an incriminating sight, a certain sound, a sense of location, maybe—when you felt Darien’s contact just now —“ Immediately directing her query to the living room they were all standing just outside from, Alex’s brusque, no-nonsense, take-charge question was cut off when all eyes turn back to where Serena was lying unconscious moments ago.

Only to find, in horror, the couch Sayer had carefully placed a passed-out Serena upon minutes ago, was now vacant.

“DAMN!!” In chorus, Alex and Sayer, blaming themselves for not keeping a tighter watch of their little princess, both rush out the fluttering window, already transforming into their sailor forms as they fly across the cool sunsetting night without a single word. Michelle looks to Robin who wordlessly nods, they, too, taking off right at their partners’ dazzling gold and navy heels. Soon, shades of blue-greens join them in lighting up the orangey skies as four sets of transformed soldiers march in at a wild pace towards the seat of danger that this cold, final night ahead promised…
TTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT
Sewing on the breeze, her white wings had carried her upon, eternal Sailor Moon files her heart where told her her own Darien was in danger and hurting. Her conclusions were cemented when she saw the blinking lights in the tower ahead of her, as every evening begins to drop, the light seeming to work wink at her, beckoning her to come closer.

Once upon a time, would be, security, ditz minded girl would have long ago only dared run rather than face the threat of enemies and violence was quite a bit of prodding from the friend to herself. But this sailor scout now is not the same girl was when she had first joined the group of soldiers that Luna had one day fallen from the sky tell her that she was the destined child of.

No, though by no means the toughest fighter, nor the bravest warrior in battle, Serena Heart shields was a soldier of love. And if she had a good enough reason to jump headlong into danger for someone she loved, there was no hesitation.

And her beloved Darien was the most important reason in her life.

The moment her white booted feet touched the concrete ground, Sailor Moon immediately recognize the tall tower building in front of her, a bring a flood of memories, bittersweet to her tension filled mind.

Here again. Darien you were taking away from me here once before by evil Queen. But I won’t let that happen again! No not never! Racing to the tightly bolted front doors, Sailor Moon throws all caution taught to her over and over by her Guardian trainers, the had been pounded in countless hundreds of times by watchful the and conscientious Artemis to the wind. She pounds on the door like a lost child, shouting of top of her lungs and to an evil year she knew was listening. For with every second that passed the soldier of love

her beloved Prince in urgent pain and suffering that she could not endure.

“Metallia! Give my Darien back, you here?! Open this door and let him go now! I know you’ve got him! Metallia!” Serena screams doing deed reach those everlasting ears of Metallia’s evil shadow or grows with every cackle feeling her dark heart. 
That is, if she even had a heart.

SO my rival arrives in the form of a crying baby Princess. How fitting. Shall we invite her in to our soirée oh Royal Prince of earth? Why don’t you beg her to come and save you as you are the anchor around her neck over and over again?” Tactics of ferociously that the sea ice on top of the top story of the tower shivers with increasingly powerful energies, Metallia shadow form, confident that the evil wrath upon this world would soon be really realized, hope is over tuxedo mask barges battered body.

His usually pristine tuxedo was torn and dirty dizzy halt, his arms outstretched the long tubular fixture made of only black pure black onyx like.. But its construction was of something far more deadly than the earth and crystal. The on deck’s’s ebony blackness sucked every last ounce of energy from tuxedo mask barges weakening body continually, he struggling against it was slowly losing the war reaching through his predestined body.

“SAILOR MOOD! NO!! STILL CALM IN HERE! ITS A TRAP –“ summoning all the energy he had left to utter those words of warning, Darien, seeing Serena at the front door, his innate senses yours had given him FEELING her presence drawing near, through with Metallia’s viewscreen in the glass of the window, calls out to her as commandingly as he could muster – which was usually very commanding for this man whose destiny was to be kidding – ordering his wife and true love not for the rescue see so badly needed, but for her to escape before any danger overtook her.

For after all was said and done Darien had sworn to be Serena’ eternal protector, whether the in text feel mask her Prince and Jimmy inform her just he himself is Darien her earthling husband, he would not shirk his duty.

“Darien! DARIEN!!” At times obedient and following her protective husband a precious word to a tee, but not when it came down to the convictions of her heart, tuxedo mass own soul cries out as he watches his headstrong moon Princess, tears flying from her shaking head, hearing his words refusing to accept them, not giving into defeat.

Serena races right into the doors of Metallia so readily opens for her entrance.

“Serena! No! Exclamation where!” Darien cries out again, though Metallia cuts off their communication already. He was trying to physically rip himself from the invisible chains but mortal strength failed him, as the powers that he embodied of the planet Earth had already been drained inept away by this wicked monster and her cohorts, he using all his strength to fight her leeching attack, but to no avail.
It terrorized him even more that he could see his life energy being stolen away from him in the mirror image in another ebony onyx fixture deck directly across to his vehicle exact good the when he was trapped on as its crucible was awaiting yet another victim he knew far too well Metallia intended…

TTTTTTTTTTTTTTT

night was falling fast over Tokyo city, the last rays of the last lingering son of the last day of the last year of the millennium all but vanquished.

The moment the darkness descends the revelry revelers cut loose, the city’s hottest night spots filling to the brim with people ready to ring in the new year was a betting. None of them realize just how true that old-time statement may be this for this important in terms of the millennium year.

Running with perfect feline skills through the increasingly crowded streets the city, Luna leads the team of sailor soldier she had put together over the years in a hurried towards the starlight tower she and sailor Mercury had left tuxedo mask at to scout out the surrounding area whilst they collected the rest of the team. Mercury was pretty certain that this was this very spot Metallia maybe utilizing to build up her energy that her first-rate may come from Tokyo tower itself once again.

“Hurry Scouts! Darien day needs us desperately!” Luna, over the years spent acquainting yourself with the man, had come over time become accustomed to history arrow ways. She was grateful for the noble Prince who could call the Princess of the moon to emerge from Princess serenity a pashas present-day form. She was grateful that the klutzy young girl – though the changes ever so subtle – was maturing into a woman, a true Princess, that Luna was determined to one day trained to be Queen.

In Serena slowly getting there, little by little, each day, though sometimes it pained the millennium old Catwoman, in almost motherly way, to see her charge, in a sense, half her childhood be forcefully stolen, Luna saw small flickers of the immature child she had first met here on earth ebbing away, slowly transforming into the persona she would be someday as crystal Tokyo’s Queen that Luna herself in the present time to not yet understand the full picture of how she came into being. But nonetheless she would always be there to help nurture and guide and most of all love her beloved precious little Princess of the moon place under her charge ages ago.
Luna recognized that Serena would have remain the cry very with crybaby wimp she was when she first encountered her on this earth most probably if not for the techs you don’t night who stole her heart, swept her off her feet, and showed her the hidden soul harbored deep inside of her of a true a gentle Princess.

“We left him here at the tower just 20 minutes before – and then suddenly his communicator signaled just flipped off the screen.” Mercury, she to having much respect for scholarly friend, was more than a little worried by now. Gary was always a responsible type would communicate with team before he made any rash moves.

“And you can’t find him anywhere, Mercury?” Eternal sailor Jupiter asks, running beside her with Luna on her shoulder.

“Nowhere. I my readings should have been able to pick up at least his location signature – but there’s nothing.” Eternal sailor Mercury sadly answers that she firstly scans the maps of her many commuter at the same time search of Tuxedo Mask’s energy signal.
“Well, maybe tuxedo mask less of less left us a clue of some sort at the starlight tower? Maybe some kind of trail we can follow.” Eternal sailor Venus a pashas logical mind says hopefully, exchanging a look with Artemis, who nods with the same positive sentiment.

“I sure hope so… But I’ve got a really bad feeling, guys.” Her psychic insights to disturbed for her to put up any farce, eternal sailor Mars sized. She would always have a tender spot for the dashing man whom she believes to be her first love, she giving him up for dear friend, knowing it was destiny she could not fight. And now with Chad filling in the pieces of her secretly broken heart, Rei could not be anything but pleased for Serena’s good fortune to have Darien in her life. And the sailor soldier of Mars would give everything for her best friend Serena to keep smiling.

“Where is Serena anyway, Luna?” Eternal sailor Mars wonders aloud, certain faithful friend Serena of all people, would want to be at Darien’s side when he needed help.
“Darien called in for Uranus and the rest of the outer suit watch for her while we check this out. I suppose she is with them right now – off, here we are.” Vigilantly watching over Mercury a posh his shoulder at the map on her minicomputer, Luna stops the team right in front of the starlit tower, it appearing quite differently now at night all lit up in fancy decorated. Partygoers a revelers of the highest class and sadness had planned to leave all worries behind to celebrate together the start of a fresh new millennium in style.

“Are you sure this is the place, guys? Look at all the people. I don’t think it looks like the kind of spot Metallia with you is for the hidden power source?” Quizzically, Jupiter questions with a frown of limousine after Lavinia the most important influential members of the city keep on stopping in front of the tower, streaming in as they laugh and route only seemed to be totally ignorant of anything darker dangerous happening here.

Music players from inside with flashing lights as couples dance and drink any as if nothing were happening amiss.

“My readings are so sporadic. But there are massive fluctuations of energy emanating from this very spot on the top stories tower – but also right now the same is happening for many points of the throughout the city exclamation is nothing I can pinpoint down to Metallia exactly. I can’t tell if it’s tuxedo mask insider not either, my computer that Greg and I had spent all night reconfiguring the garbled computers, but now again they’ve been struck down by some kind of late in virus, unable to compute or calculate or decipher with anything conclusively substantial.” Mercury continues to punch at her keyboard, shaking her head in frustration at the numbers that suddenly kept coming in from all directions of the city, confusing her orderly mind.
“No. Tuxedo Mask it in there. I can feel it.” Placing a hand on the cold concrete of the building, eternal sailor Mars pashas intuitive sense told her that the powerful golden Star steed of the earth was dimly glowing inside.

“The Princess as well.” Eternal sailor Neptune’s voice comes out of nowhere as she, Uranus, fighter and healer melt out of the shell does of the building behind them.

“What?! I thought you guys are supposed to watch her?!” Artemis actually yells at them, worry for Serena now to making him irritable and edgy.

“We are at her apartment but suddenly she felt the Prince of danger and abruptly disappeared out the window to find him. We couldn’t stop unfortunately.” Uranus affords them, showing out of the anger at herself in her clipped voice that she was tearing herself inside apart for failing to protect her beautiful little kitten.

“Well, let’s go in and get them back right now! But we waiting for?!” Headstrong eternal sailor Jupiter takes her to her feet, pushing past several unaware partygoers as she runs straight into the open door of the tower entrance and –

She you process slammed back by an unknown invisible for shield sibling her body with raw energy from the negative verse, propelling the strong – unfortunately electrocution by lightning taller and strong soldier – back towards eternal sailor star healer catches her nimbly, having his own tolerance for high-voltage and/or negative verse infused energy.

“We’ve gotta try!” Already angry himself for letting eternal moon slip away without him paying enough attention to watch, Sayer cries out as he was determined to blast his way into the building bodily, bouncing back and forth off the electrifying forcefield time after time.

Healer watches his stupid, rash brother eternal sailor starfighter trying to do the same trick – several times, in vain attempts. But there was always pigheaded and acted before he thought.
“It’s not going to be that easy.” Eternal Sailor star healer says with a twisted lip down at her as he lowers Jupiter’s pashas falling form to the ground. 

“That energy levels is right off the scale! It’s lucky you two weren’t killed!” Me Mars rcury says a commission point Metallia knows our capabilities guys! Don’t waste your energies until we figure something out!” Venus Mercury concludes behind her VR visor, was Uranus and Neptune help pick up fighter’s sizzled but yet blessedly unharmed body save for a few singed hairs at the end of his long ponytail.

“Every entry has the same energy barrier up, all the windows, each of the side doors – even after my Sailor U gave a world shaking holy blast at the back wall it didn’t budge! Somebody definitely doesn’t want us to get in.” Star Fighter announces, rubbing his aching head that was still dizzy a bit after being thrown and sizzled several more times of stubbornly trying to penetrate different sections of Tokyo Tower’s force shield.
“So what do we do?! Time is running out! We can’t leave Serena and Darien in there all alone to fight Metallia!” Luna exclaims to Artemis, her eyes trembling with fear for her girl.

“We certainly do not intend to.” Yet another deep voice calls to the darkness, the tall form of sailor star maker eternal taking his place be beside his two teammates, and exchange nods passing between all three Starlights’ eyes.

