A New Beginning

“Trinton - Trowa…sorry, get the freaking lock open or find out who’s out there!”

 “ I’m trying already. Shut up. It’s just Heero and Duo.”


“Who and who,” I retorted, still opening the entrance.  I couldn’t have been more surprised in my life.   Two guys that Trowa obviously knew walked in, sat down at two of the control units, and started talking.  At least one of them did.  The other one, probably a loner, just typed, stared, typed, stared…

“Duo” on the other hand, couldn’t shut up.


“So, Quatre’s meeting us there, isn’t he,” he was interrogating.


Quatre, I knew someone named Quatre once, I thought.

Seeing as I was invisible, I took the opportunity to check in with UCP headquarters.


“Antagonu checking in. do you read me, Damion?  Honeychild, pick up.

At this, all three turned around, staring, of course.


“Who the heck have you dragged in now, Trowa? I thought…”Duo started

I cut him off.  Enter Misty.  My entrance waited.  Gasp…


“Misty Antagonu, first class, first division of Universal Control and Police.  You have the right to- wait- went too far….”


Silence

“Misty. Misty come in! I know you’re there! It’s Damion…”


“Hey, babe. What’s up? Uh-hum- okay. Gotta go. Bye…”


Silence

The tense was broken by a bang at the door.

“Open the door! Who’s in there?”

“Off to the bunker, Hon,” I told the silent one.

He knocked out the ever-chatting one and got to the floor. I motioned them to freeze and stay quiet.  I needed to grab a uniform. I loaded my gun and silently slipped out.

“Evening gentlemen. Bye.”

I silenced one guy with S-I-N-G, and shot the other in the arm. I stole a uniform and undid mine, slipping on the pants and taking off my top. After cracking my knuckles, I opened the door while enforcement raced down the hall.

Of course, I was left in my bra, not being able to put the purloined shirt on outside.  This left time for the two remaining pilots’ jaws to hit the floor.

Idiots.  At least they’re not gay.

“Oops!” I beamed as I slipped it on.

On cue, the soldiers broke down the door.  Trowa and I were in their uniforms, Heero on the floor, and Duo out like a light, so they believed the entire scheme.

“I got these two,” Trowa hissed. He winked at me.


I caught it. I tensed, and Heero did too. We ran. He had an AK-47 and I a .35, so I wasn’t scared. I veered to the right.


“See you there,” I yelled over my shoulder.” From then on it was a blur, and all I could do was follow him, though he didn’t seem to see me.


We were after the same person, but with very different plans. My mission was clear: to save the child and kill the Peacecraft girl.  I hated assassination jobs, though I had never had one.

I wouldn’t do it. I’d take her back to the base.  Let them deal with her.


When I got there, Heero had collapsed. I gave Peacecraft the Miranda, with a gun pointed at her for my protection.


“ You have the right to remain-bang!”

Trowa had me on my stomach, his arms around me. The gun fell from my grasp, going off when it hit the floor. Relena was dead.  The bullet had gone through her throat. Gasp.


“Get off of me!” I roared at Trowa. He did. He stood there, transfixed. 

I didn’t stick around.  Another woman had carried the Khushrenada child out.  So I grabbed Heero and ran.  My carrier was waiting.  I followed Trowa; He had already loaded our suits, and I didn’t want him to be alone.


He piloted, and I co-piloted (slept, in my language).  And I went back to that afternoon…

 “Well? Do you like it? Say something, Misty. Misty?” Wind had asked me.

 “ Huh? Yeah, it’s beautiful! Thank you so much! But how did you pay for it?” I asked.

“Let’s just say your father paid for it.”

“Father? You have to mean Trieze! My real father died years ago!”

“You know about that- I mean…”

“Merry Christmas. You better go,” I told him. Then I made a mistake: I kissed him.  Just a quick one on the lips. He looked astonished, reached up and touched his lips, and fixed his gaze on me.  Then I ran…

“Misty!”

“What? What did I do? Oh- Trowa.”  I was in a small room, and the coffee mug on the table told me I was in an L2 colony base.

I looked up into his eyes, and he waved his hand over to a blonde guy. Then he spoke.


“Quatre, meet-“

“Ohmygod! Quatre! Don’t you recognize me?


“No- Should I? Sorry,” the blonde chuckled.

With shaking hands, I undid the long, thin chain around my neck and dangled it before his eyes.  His gaze moved down to the ring on it. He held it and looked like he was going to cry.


“Misty? Is it really you?” he managed, before he snapped. Tears fell as unchecked as mine.  I threw my arms around him and hugged him for a long time, crying and laughing at the same time.


Until I met Heero’s Death Glare. Only then did I realize all five pilots were there.  “Wufei” was huddled in a corner, looking dead serious about God knows what.  Duo was cracking up, and I could sense Trowa behind me. I pulled back a little. Quatre wouldn’t let go. Until he started hiccoughing. I got out of his grasp and went over to the mirror to try to get rid of all the smeared mascara on my face.  Duo was kindly pointing out the same mascara all over Quatre’s cheek and white shirt.  Trowa pulled me aside.


“Misty, we broke the news about Relena to Heero.  What were you doing?”

“ I as trying to arrest her!  But you had to come and screw the whole thing up!”

At that I walked away, towards Heero. He was sitting down in another corner of the room, stonefaced.


“Hey, soldier, you okay?” I asked, putting my hand on his, which was clenching the arm of his chair.  He looked down at it, and then into my face. I smiled. His eyes shone with mixed emotion. I took my hand away, and he stood up in my face.  His hand strayed towards his gun, but dropped into a fist. He turned away, and started babbling away.


Duo looked up from his conversation with Trowa and Quatre.

I sighed. “ Probably about me,” I thought

“Somebody shut him up!” Duo yelled.


So I did.  I walked over to him, slammed him up against the wall (loudly- oops) hard, (so he’d close his eyes) and kissed him- for about three seconds. Then I went over to a chair and picked up my cell phone. I pretended to call someone and had a rather one-sided conversation with myself.


“Hey, that wasn’t too bad! He needs some practice, though,” I thought to myself.

I ended my “call” and looked up. Wufei hadn’t seen it, but everybody else had.  Heero had stationed himself in a chair, looking very pale, staring at the floor.  Quatre was beaming, like I was his sister or something.  Duo was laughing really, really hard, and Trowa was biting his lip, looking around very nervously.  I looked back at Heero, and saw glitter on his cheek, or was it a tear?


I took this scene as an excuse to change, as it was 6:00 in the morning, and left to do that. Instead of donning my uniform, I chose my rodeo top and some jeans. It was sweltering, so I tied up my shirt. I finished by checking my navel ring (which had cracked).

I reentered the base and found the guys again. Wufei had fallen asleep, like Quatre, but everybody else was up.  I left to find some food. Duo, Trowa, and Heero followed me.  We settled for a little Coffee Shop across the street from the base.  Of course I got talked into paying.


Duo started interrogating me.

“So how do you know Quatre?”


“We grew up together.  I haven’t seen him for eight years.  We lost touch when they moved to Space.”


“where’d you go?”

“Well, you are not going to believe me, but I was adopted by Trieze Khushrenada.  He sent me to UCP and I’ve been there since. He just funded me there, though.  I only met him a couple of times. I lived at his estate for a year once- God, Duo!”


Everyone had just gotten sprayed with Duo’s Caramel Machiotto.

“Sorry- you lived in Trieze’s house? How did you live like that? Sickening!” Duo interjected.


“Sorry to say, yes.”

Trowa jumped in, “Don’t tell Wufei that.  He’d either murder you or kill himself.”


My cell rang.  I had a three- minute conversation before I could wrench Damion off the line.


“Who that?” Duo asked.

“Damion Dorolan. My partner and…never mind.  Unless you need me further, I gotta go back to my dorm at UCP.  We’re having Drafting today, and I really have to know who my partner this year is…Trowa, can I have my badge back?”


He handed it over.  

“Misty, how are you going to get back to UCP?” Heero asked. It was the first time he had spoken since I kissed him.


“My gundam, of course! I’m not going to let my Christmas present from Zechs Marqees rot at the base over there!” I waved vaguely at the nearby base.


I ran back towards my gundam thinking, “So I’m the next gundam pilot. Whatever!”

Then, giggling, I headed back to Earth.

Should I go on? Email me your opinion on Part 2 of A new beginning at: lynnmorris@earthlink.net!
