*Disclaimer: This flippantly babed out creative expression of loo-ve forged between lil clumsy Serena and dreamy mister Darien is sparked from the characters of Sailor Moon, which I unfortunately had no part in scribbling up. This is for entertainment purposes only, bla bla bla bla, ya know the drill. The is my first attempt at scribbling a fan fic, so don’t fling stones at me just yet.* Now on with the show(








                                          ~Starlight Wishes~





*And yet, as angels in some brightened dreams


Call to the soul when man doth sleep*


                   -Henry Vaughan





*Enter these enchanted woods,


you who dare*


                 -Goerge Meredith





*Return, forgetful muse*


              -William Shakespeare 





                                             Moon Dreams-Part 1


                              


                                  An enchanting sapphire eyed nymph peered out through the whimsical talons of mist, and tread the dew drenched earth playfuly toward the gossamer creature perched on the edge of the cliff like a theif in the night. Moonlight gilded across her willowy form, bathing her in subtle streaks of silver and starglow. Her golden hair was set in two indenticals buns, sun streaked hair streamed down from the gleaming intwined balls, splashing against her waist like tarnished gold. A grecian gown of star illuminated gossamer clung to her slender curves, softly accenting the wistful sheen in her wide blue eyes. The gown billowed like restless gusts of winds against the dusky pallor of her ankles. 


                                 The tiny golden hared beauty collapsed to the soft earth with a sigh, as she realized that the triumphant warrior lost in the moonlight had dissapeared, faded away as quickly as her mind had conjured him. She sought within herself to remember a time when she held her shimmering prince in her arms, a time before her very world crumbled to ashes at her feet. It seemed like lifetimes since she had last tread these battlefields. Tiny crystalline tears formed at the corners of her misty eyes as she was swept into an ancient realm of moonlight and madness.


                                  He stood within a world of destruction, tears of grief dampening his booted feet. The dead laid scattered around him, like priceless scarlett jewels, strewn across the moon fallow battlefields. Blood lingered on his tousled uniform, his callused hand curled into a fist at his side, as he cursed the God who brought such despair to a land that possessed such magick. The wind blew like whispers from the damned echoing in his mind like the bitter sweet  hymm of redemption lost. He fell to his kness on the damp ground, and prayed in such a fevered langour that it caused the very angels to weep. 


                              The enchantress raised her head, tiny silvery tears trailed down her rose glinted cheeks. Her misty eyes drowning in sparkling dew. As she searched the very grounds were she had once found him, and lost him, wishing for a sign, the crooning of a crow, the winking of the moon to let her know that the warrior she embraced with loving arms was far more than just a tattered illusion. That they love they forged between them on the moon soaked nights would live on forever. Luring them together once again in a far off time, in a distant realm. Hope unfolded it’s fluttering wings within her heart as she was once again swept into a land of barely forgotten desires and buried dreams.


                                       She held him in her arms, cradling his head in the nook of her arm. Her tiny hand smoothed away the wind tousled tangles in his raven hair. His ebony eyes locked on her own wild blue eyes, unyeilding and powerful. Keeping her captive as though she was lost in a timeless spell. His words were mere grunts sparked by the pain of the wound that pierced his chest. Yet in their own rite they alone were a prayer. She tilted her wineswept lips against his, brushing them across his dry lips in a delicate sweep. Her hand trembled as she ran her delicate fingertips across the curve of his cheek, engraving her moonswept warrior into her memory and her heart. His last words sounded like an angels chorus in her mind…”We shall meet again”


