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It was a slow, lazy day. Tenõou Haruka and Tomoe 
Hotaru were taking full advantage of the time to catch up 
on their favorite hobbiesñcar repair and binge reading, 
respectively. 

The sound of Haruka working outside could be heard in 
the garage as Hotaru quietly read, the television providing 
little more than comforting white noise. 

That situation changed suddenly, however, as the TV 
abruptly flashed the words òURGENT NEWSFLASHóin 
thick, white san-serif letters against a seizure inducing 
strobing background, the emergency broadcast system tone 
beeping. 

Hotaru, who until this moment had been relaxing prone 
on the floor readinga copy of 5/5/2000: Ice, the Ultimate 
disaster, chuckling to herselfat the dire humor of manõs 
ultimate nihilistic peril, raised her headquickly and looked 
at the Television screen, gazing intently into its  depths.

òPerhaps the time is now,óshe muttered to herself in a 
pleasant, sing-song tone. òPerhaps the simmeringhatreds 
of the world have finally risen to the surface, and the bestial
hatreds of mankind have finally given birth to the cathartic
horror which willpurify the world in its passingéó

Hugging herself, she raptly focused upon the screen, 
hungrily awaiting thenewsreaderõs next words, eager to see 
the disaster that would unfold!
òThe GOVERNMENT has installed BLACK BOXES 

into your Internet Service Providers to watch your Internet 
surfing!óan all-too passionate newsreader yelled from the 
screen. 
òOr not.óHotaru sighed sadly, mentally shruggingand 

returning toher book, whichwas a serious discussion of a 
potential world-ending cataclysmic pole shiftthe time it was 
written. but now in 2002 was nothing morethan sad 
cataclysmic comedy.

There was the sound of a door slamming open. 
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òWhat did he just say?óHaruka asked rather anxiously, 
panting, leaning into the entryway from the livingroom. 
Her clothes, hands and face were covered in oil and grease,
which she was now tracking intothe livingroom as she 
anxiously made herway to one of the cream-colored sofas 
facing the television.
òYouõd better not let Michiru-mommasee you doing 

that,óHotaru warned darkly as shedimly noticed Haruka 
leaning back into the couch, smearing a trail of doubtlessly 
indelible motor oil on the fabric in her wake.
òHuh?óHaruka shrugged and took note of what sheõd 

just done. òDamn! Oh well, canõt behelped. The Porsche is 
giving trouble again.ó

Hotaruõs brow twitched slightly in aggravation. òHaruka-
poppa,óshe began slowly, òôtroubleõis when the engine 
stalls or the wipers fail toengage. ôTroubleõdoes not cover 
the effects of ramming  into the back ofsomeoneõs Ferarri 
thirteen times.ó

Undeterred by this logic, Haruka gazed off into the 
middle distance, intoning darkly, òHe was in my way.óShe 
tightened a fist.òHe was in my way and I had to getthe 
dead body to the car crusher before those psychotic 
brothers did mein.óShesmiled. That foolish Nephlite had 
learned his lesson well.

Taking a moment to parse this, Hotaru slowly 
murmured òThis ôGrand Theft Autoõreal-life simulation 
club of yours is getting alittle out of hand I think.ó

Haruka snorted derisively. òFeh. Michi told me I needed 
to get into some stress-relieving activitiesnow that I canõt 
work out my aggression beating up monsters and the like.ó
òAhh, the price of peace,óHotaru mutteredbemusedly.
Tell me about it.óHaruka casually leaned over to the 

wet bar behind thesofa and grabbed a beerñwhich for her, 
mind you, was no mere ordinary mortal beerñit was an
ultra-expensiveimported libation which has to cross at least
six different nationalborders and be sealed in cryogenic 
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packaging to guarantee its freshness, with one tin costing as 
much as a moderately overpriced bottle of champagne.

Sipping, Haruka continued to watch the rest of the 
television broadcast. 
òWhen youare targeted, the first youõll know about it is 

the KNOCK AT YOURDOOR as the cops hand you your 
JAIL SENTENCE!óthe sweaty, overly paranoid announcer 
declared. 
òMy kind of justice,óHaruka remarkedapprovingly. 

òSwift, ruthless andeffective.óShe nodded to herself. 
òSo no wasting time with all that ridiculous ôDue 

Processõand ôLetõs makesure theyõre really Guiltyõthen.ó
Hotaru muttered under her breath, privately galled. òThatõs 
so you, Haruka-poppa.ó
òBah,óHaruka dismissively replied, pausing to imbibe a 

little. òWhen have I everrushedto judgement?ó

A vein throbbed noticeablyin Hotaruõs forehead for a 
moment as she heard those asinine words. Remaining as
calm as she could, she forced her gaze to remainon her 
book and hissedOh, I donõt knowé just perhaps that time 
you tried to VAPORIZE me because youTHOUGHT I 
might be trouble?óShe rocked back and forth, still 
traumatized by the memory. 

Haruka sighed, lookingat her with a mix of irritation 
and annoyance. òYouõre never going to let that go, are 
you?,óshe demanded. òWell thatõs high talkcomingfrom a 
girl whoõs tried to blow up the world TWICE because she 
THOUGHT thebad guys might be trouble.óHaruka took a 
large gulp of her beer. 

Incensed, Hotaru arched stiffly. òPardon me, I KNEW 
they were trouble,óshe insisted. òAfter theyõd beaten you all 
upI was pretty SURE. In your case you just came after me 
because I was THERE.ó

Haruka shrugged from her shoulders, looking at her 
stepdaughter incredulously, amazed this was even a problem
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for her. 
òHey, itõs how I operate, OK? Swift and aggressive, like 

the wind. Besides,it turned out well enough in the end.ó
She shruggedagain even as Hotaru turned beet redñwell a 
fleshy pink due to her pronounced anemiañtook another
mouthful of her drink and turned back to the televisionas 
Hotaru silently fumed, the Silence Glaive phasing in and 
out behind her as her ire grew. 
òIf you think youõve cleaned your computer - you are 

WRONG!óthe television announcer screamed, sweating 
profusely under the pervasive weight of his imagined 
conspiracy. òTheycan recover from your PC every single 
picture or item you haveeverwatched on the Internet!ó

Haruka reflexively spat out her drink,showering the 
space between thecouch and TV with beer particles. This 
space also included Hotaru, but given the sheer look of 
absolute terror on Harukaõs face, she didnõt mind. 

Alternating her gaze a few times between Harukaõs 
reddened face and the histrionic gesticulations of the 
conspiracy theory television show host, she quickly realized 
what was happening. 

Despite outward appearances of perfection in public, 
privately at home Haruka (and Michiru) were both rather 
normal, flawed individuals. 

In practice, what this meant was that while in public 
Harukañdue to the magic of the Ikuhara Perfection fieldñ
was always able to manage looking proficient at using a 
computer without actually knowing very much aboutthem, 
at home she was about as competent as your average 
grandmother. Anything aside from working E-Mail, web 
browsing and hardcore computer games were her limit. 
Anything morethan that required help from either Hotaru, 
or in extreme cases, MizunoAmi.

Hotaru also knew that she was not allowed to use
Harukaõs personal computer at all, so she had to suspect 
there was something there Haruka wanted to desperately 
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hide. 
òYou need PROTECTION!óthe TV host screamed, 

ripping open his shirt in a paroxysm of fear for some 
reason. òYou need the EVIDENCE ELIMINATOR!ó
òI need an Evidence EliminatoróHaruka mindlessly 

intoned in slack-jawed reply. 
Hotaru sighed deeply at just how impressionable 

Haruka-poppa could be. 
òGah,óHotaru she snortedwith disgust. òYou remind 

me of someone whoõs justfallen prey to a Jedi Mind Trick.ó
òYou watch too many of those movies!óHaruka 

snapped in reply, confident of her own mental fortitude, 
demanding in the next breathòNow where do I get oneof 
these Evidence Eliminators?!ó

The television helpfully displayed an internet address at 
that moment, which Haruka dutifully memorized. 
òWhat are you so worried about?ó Hotaru teased, 

enjoying her discomfiture.  òWhat have you goton your 
computer thatõs so compromising?ó
òOh I donõt know!óHaruka exclaimed exasperatedly, 

flailing her arms in the air.òAll sorts of things!ó
òLike what?,óHotaru asked dangerously, raising an 

eyebrow.
Haruka pondered. òThe compleat Eminem discography 

in MP3 for one thing, all those videogames like Grand 
Theft Auto 3, Nascar 2002, Need For Speed: Hot Pursuité
not to mention the WWF stuffñóShe continued to ramble 
for a time. 

Hotaruõs eyes widened.Apparently Haruka-poppa and 
the notion of Intellectual Property law were not on 
speaking terms. She was more amazed, however, that 
Haruka-poppa had managed to download all those things 
on the houseõs execrable dialup internet connection. 

For her part, Haruka was still rambling. òThen thereõs all 
those chainletters Iõve been forwardingñand I knowI
havenõt told any of you this but one time I put my address 
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in one of those ôMake Money fastõletters and Iõve been 
getting cash ever sinceñó
òIs that why envelopes keep coming herestuffed with 

money?óHotaru askedunder her breath, shocked yet 
somehow relieved. She had privately assumed Haruka-
poppa had been running some kind of Yakuza protection 
scheme. 
òñAnd then thereõs the lemons about Michiru and I 

that I saved fromUSENETñó
Hotaru blanched.Only Haruka-poppa would save erotic 

fanfiction about herselfthat fans had written. 
Seeing Hotaruõs reaction, Haruka coughed, her face beet 

red. òWell, I was going to hunt the authorsdown and exact 
harsh revenge for their slanderous lies, I assure you!óShe 
nodded authoritatively, convincing exactly no one. 

Hotaru nodded dumbly. òYouõve been getting around a 
lot online,I see.ó

Haruka shrugged. òWell, itõs all point and click, right?ó
she protested. òThat ôGoogleõthing should beoutlawed. 
Stick your name in it sometime and see what it prints out 
aboutyou.ó
òI have,óHotaru replied darkly. There was a reason 

many Sailor Saturnòshrinesóhad mysteriously gone defunct 
in the past few months. It was a  Death RebornRevolution, 
dammit, and Chibiusa wasnõt *that* large a partof her life.

As she settled into a dark contemplation of what she 
would do to the slanderous authorswho took such great 
liberties with her life,  Haruka quietly stalked off. 

A few minutes and one explosion later, Haruka 
returned, shaking her head. 
òWell the link on the TV just led to a bunch of awesome 

porñerr, obscene material,óHaruka reported back,òso I 
just gave up and put the computer downwith the Space 
Sword.óShe wiped her hands in a gesture of satisfaction, 
pleased with the notion of a job well done. 
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òThatõs that, then,óshe declared with pride. 
òBut the television host said the black boxeswere 

located at the ISPs,óHotaruprotested.
Haruka looked at her uncomprehendingly.She could tell 

you all about Idle Air Control Motors, Knurled Pistons and 
Tappet Heads, but Internet Providers? Nope. 
òThe Internet Service Providers,óHotaru pressed. òThe 

logs of what you hadbeen getting are all located there, not 
on your computer. I mean, of coursethat stuff is evidence, 
but stilléó
òSo how could the evidence eliminator eliminate my 

evidence if the evidenceevidently existed external to my 
PC?óHarukaalliteratively asked.
òItõs all lies,óHotaru repliedflatly. òThe program was a 

fraud.ó
Haruka sighed, and grabbed a conveniently-located 

Sledgehammer. 
òWell that settles it,óshe declared, heading for the door. 

òIõm going topay a little visit to our ôISPõand see about 
these boxes personally.ó
òButñóHotaru prepared toprotest that the ôBlack 

Boxesõwere probably a lie as well,but Haruka was already 
out the door.
òOh well,óHotaru sighed. NTT DoCoMo was in for a 

nasty surprise. At leastshe could getback to reading her 
book in peace.

After a moment, the front door opened.
òIõm back,óMichiru said pleasantly, stepping inside the 

vestibule as anoverworked young manin a grey uniform
who was carrying twice hisweight in grocery bagsstaggered 
in behindher.
òPut the groceries in the kitchen, dear,óMichiru 

commanded the overworked wage slave as sheturned to 
regard the livingroom.

The retail peon cursed under his breath as Michiru 
suddenly screamed òWHAT DID SHE DO TO MY 
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SOFA!ófrom the living room, having seen the black pit of
oil and grease that was all which remained of her once 
beautiful recliner.
òThat settles it!óMichiru declared irately. òNone of that 

WWF Smackdown!wrestling garbage for Harukatonight! Iõm 
going to watch the Three Tenorsñ and so is she!ó

Hotaru chuckled to herself, looking around at the 
spacious, palatial estate her kidnappers of foster parents had 
brought her to. It was going to be another fun day.

But even as she thought that, a sea of cockroaches 
slowly made their way to a certain space-time door in the 
31st century, a tidal wave of gross insectitude that was going 
to change the course of their livesé forever. 
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Atop a high hill overlooking the urban sprawl of Tokyo 
sat a large two story, ten bedroom manor situated in the 
center of an immaculately manicured lawn. To its left, there 
was a large traditional koi pond, to its right a massive 
swimming pool and tennis court. Directly in front on the 
curved brick driveway, dozens of exotic speedsters from a 
variety of nations were parked, all in perfect condition. 

This palatial enclave cut off from the busy city beyond 
was known as Kaioh Manor, after the British aristocrats 
who constructed it in the late 1800õs. 

For two centuries it had been home to the Kaioh family; 
for two centuries it had been their treasured legacy. 

But no longer. 

A FEW MONTHS AGO

A limousine slowly made its way up the long, winding 
driveway that led to the front door of Kaioh Manor, its 
piano-black paint job glistening in the harsh glare of the 
noonday sun as it rounded the final turn towards the 
massive driveway that made up the front of the property. 

The vehicle slowly creaked to a halt. Presently, its  
back door opened, Tomoe Hotaru clambering out, wearing 
her customary tight black bodysuit and grey shawl, which 
fluttered in the wind as she struggled to pull some baggage 
out with her. 

Heading for the front door of the manor, and panting 
slightly from the exertion, she smiled as she saw two of her 
three foster parentsñTenõou Haruka and Kaioh Michiru 
waiting for her. 

Haruka, as was her wont, was dressed in a tomboyish 
outfitña white pantsuit and blue shirt, while Michiru was 
wearing one of her usual, elegant blue dresses. 

òMichiru-momma, Haruka-poppa, Iõm back,óshe 
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reported happily. 
Michiru waved at her. òHow was your trip, dear?óshe 

asked sonorously. 
òIt was fantastic!óHotaru exclaimed, a slight spring in 

her step. òParis was wonderful!óShe was beaming, a truly 
rare sight. 
òIõm glad you enjoyed it, kiddo,óHaruka said with a 

smile. òBut you know, if youõd waited for me and Michi to 
go on tour there, we could have all gone together.ó

Hotaruõs smile froze. òYes, togetheréóshe exhaled 
through gritted teeth. òHow nice.ó

Her sarcastic tone was lost on Haruka, who grinned 
and slapped her on the back, the gesture nearing sending 
the frail girl pitching forward.  òWelp, Iõm off to race the 
Jag a bit. Iõll be back before dinner starts, okay, Michi?ó

She gave Michiru a peck on the cheek. 
òYes dear,óMichiru replied cheerfully. òIõm sure Chef 

will have a wonderful dinner prepared in honor ofHotaruõs 
return. Drive safely.ó
òHeh,óHaruka replied, giving her a thumbs up. 

òAlways.ó
Hotaru blanched as she saw this. Telling Haruka to 

òDrive safelyówas like telling Jaws to òbe nice to
swimmersó. Her precision driving was saved for the track 
or impressing young gamer girls on the GOD Racing game 
at Crown Game Center. 

As Haruka made her way towards the parking garage, 
there was a large blast of purple light over the swimming 
pool, and a large figure tumbled forth from the vortex-like 
haze, splashing down unceremoniously. 

Everyone turned to look at the new arrival, casting their 
gaze on a bedraggled Meioh Setsuna. 

The usually composed and aloof womandragged 
herself out of the water, coughing and struggling to stand 
upright. Haruka and Michiru quickly rushed to her aid, but 
Hotaru stayed back, a sinking feeling rapidly developing in 
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the pit of her stomach. 
Haruka and Michiru quickly helped her up. 
òSetsuna!óHaruka exclaimed to her chest, doing her 

best to avoid the sight of Setsunaõs wet, clingy blouse, but 
her eyes being drawn there anyway. òAre you all right?ó
òYes,óSetsuna replied irritably, shoving her backa bit. 

òBut you wonõt be,óshe proclaimed darkly. 
Holding out her Time StaffòBig-Assed Keyó, she tilted 

it towards the group, showing them the Garnet Orb affixed 
to its top. 

At first glance, everything looked normal, but then it 
became apparent that the garnet orb was strangely dark and 
mottled, with hairline and spider-cracks all over its surface. 
òWhat happened to theñóMichiru began.
Setsuna looks around nervously for a moment. òThe 

Garnet Orb is over ten thousand years old. It has seen 
battlefor much of that time. As with most things that age, it 
is only inevitablethat it should one dayébreak.ó

She hoped they would just accept that explanation. But 
no, Hotaru had to use her intelligence. 
òôBreakõ?óHotaru asked incredulously. òHow? We 

havenõt fought any enemies for over five years! Howcould 
it justñó

Archly, Setsuna interrupted her, yelling òthat is 
unimportant!ó

Mind whirling back, Setsuna remembered what had 
happened just moments ago, relatively speaking. Her gaze 
became glassy and fixed on the middle distance as she 
remembered. 

In strictly linear terms, of course,it will have happened 
roughly a thousand years from now, in the 31st century. 

Surrounded by the wafting mists of eternity and 
standing solitary guard at the gate of time underneath the 
Crystal Palace, Setsunañin her true form as Sailor Plutoñ
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absently watched the howling coruscations of the Time 
Vortex, picking out odd events to examine and 
contemplate, but otherwise bored out of her mind. The red 
light of the Garnet orb pulsed eerily in the twilight. 

Standing impassive, with her hands squarely on her staff 
like a Guard at Buckingham Palace, she narrowed her eyes 
and focused on an image of a tall blonde girl bringing down 
a massive gate at the edge of Tairon Space with one punch, 
but before she could make out any details, her 
concentration was broken by a light touch on her shoulder. 

Eyebrow twitching, she tried to ignore the sensation. 
But she couldnõt. Its radius was growing. A new sensation, 
lower now. It was like a thousand small fingers ticking her 
legs. 

Looking down, she saw HUNDREDS of large 
cockroaches crawling on thefloor and up her legs. 
Internally panickingñbecause if there is one thing the 
mighty Senshi of Time cannot stand, it iscockroachesñshe 
swung her staff around deftly, aiming the Garnet Orb at the 
sea of disgustinginsects.
òdead screamóshe whispered, and a mighty arc of 

Plutonic energy lashed forth from the Talisman into the 
vermin, incinerating them.

Seeing the vermin vaporize, Pluto sighed in relief and 
dropped her defensive pose, but the momentõs respite did 
not last. She quickly resumed her stance as another wave of 
roaches appeared.
òWhere are they coming from?!óPlutoasked herself in a 

panic as she fired volleyafter volley of energy at the 
creatures, sweat forming on her brow. Her power levels 
were much lower than they used tobe at her prime, thanks 
to the meddlesome International Astronomical Union, 
whose decision to relegate Pluto to non-planet status some 
thousand years earlier had significantly eroded her power 
base, and she couldnõt maintain the pace of her defense. 

Frantically trying to track the source of the infestation, 



15

Pluto finally realized the TimeGate was slightly ajarñ and 
the co-ordinates on the other side specifiedthe early 
Paleozoic Era. The creatures were coming from Earthõs 
distantpast.

Moving quickly, she attempted to close the door, but 
noted something elsecoming though. Apparently the 
cockroaches of that era could grow to beseveral feet long. 
She knew this because several of them were now looking
her in the eye, hissing and flapping their wing sheaths.
òdead scream. dead scream. dead screamdeadscreams

deadscreamDeadScreamDeadScreamDEADscreamDEADSCRE
AM!ó

Amidst the sound of titanic energy blasts, pus-filled 
explosions and glass shattering, Pluto found her energy 
spent, her transformation dissolving away. Now just Meioh 
Setsuna, she stumbled backwards, falling into the Time 
Vortex, just barely managing to will herself to the year 2002. 

Shivering, Setsuna snapped out of her reverie, making 
eye contact with the others again.  òAt any rate, with the 
damage to the Orb, my predictive abilitieshave been 
severely curtailed. So I was unable to see certain things
happeningéó
òLike what?óHaruka asked curiously. 
òWell, as you know,óSetsuna began pedantically, òthe 

vast bulk of the money that goes towardssupporting our 
luxuriant lifestyles comes in from the concerts you and
Michiru hold all across the world, which is then sagely 
invested by me inwhat would normally be considered high-
risk stocksñó
òñFor those without the ability to see the future, 

anyway.óHotaru interjected, suddenly realizing the full 
implications of what had happened. Her face fell. òOh 
dear.ó
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Haruka and Michiru looked at each other worriedly.
òPlease,óSetsuna entreated, òHaruka, tell me you sold 

that stock I told you about lastweek whenI told you it 
might have been a good idea?ó

Haruka shook her head and grinned. òNaw,óshe 
replied. òI had a race. I was going to do it this afternoon 
actually.ó
òToo late,óSetsuna intoned darkly, as thunder cracked 

across the darkening sky. 
The next few weeks were a blur. Headlines across the 

globe screamed òENRON COLLAPSE! COMPANY 
FILES FOR BANKRUPTCY!SHAREHOLDERS LOSE 
BILLIONS!!ó

First to go were the fancy cars from the driveway of 
Kaioh Manor. Then the Swimming pool was drained as the 
pool boy had to be fired. The koi in the koi pond were put 
up for adoption, and then finally the manor itself was 
shuttered and sold. 

The quartet looked at one another in despair. It was 
the end of an eraé and unbeknownst to anyone, the 
beginning of another. 

The interior of their new three-bedroom home was 
nothing short of a shambles, with packing boxes laying 
overturned everywhere, packing peanuts and foam strewn 
all over the floor, clinging to anyone walking past. None of 
the furniture was anywhere near its properlocationñnot 
that they had much left after the foreclosure. 

Unable to afford a fancy professional moving 
serviceñnot if Haruka wanted to keep her Ferrariñthe 
small family had haphazardly moved itself. 

By Japanese standards the new òTenõou Houseówas a 
fairly extravagant affairña two story edifice with a two car 
garage. But one look at the nonexistent frontage and 
densely packed Azabu-Juban neighborhood it was in (there 
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were barely four feet separating this house from the next), 
combined with the scruffy-looking children riding their 
bicycles in the street, and Haruka, Michiru, Setsuna and 
Hotaru all knew that their lives were going to be quite 
different from then on. 

MICHIRUõS PROBLEM

Haruka sat at the makeshift kitchen table, watching 
Michiru experimentally fiddling with the controls of various 
kitchen appliances. It was like watching an infant struggle 
with toy blocks for the first time. 
òWell, now that Chef is gone, I suppose youõll have to 

do all the cooking,Michi,óHaruka playfully joked. 
Michiru turned to face Haruka with a look of mortified 

dread upon herusually serene face. òYou donõt understand, 
Harukañ I havenõt had to cook.Ever. I came from an 
exceptionally privileged backgroundñ and one of those
privileges included never having to prepare a meal for 
myself.ó

Haruka frowned.Being filthy rich up until recently, any 
time she had eaten, it was either in a high-class restaurant or 
from meals prepared by their rather surly British chef who 
bore a striking resemblance to comedian Lenny Henry. 
òBut surely you had to make some meals for cooking class
in school,óshe protested weakly. òor something?óShe 
looked for hope. 

Michiru simply regarded Haruka as if she were an alien. 
òI went to an eliteprivate school. We learned the finest points 
of etiquetteand social grace,and how to graciously accept 
and stylishly devour a tasty mealñ but weNEVER learned 
how to make them. Thatõs what servants are for!ó

Haruka looked at her blankly. It had never occurredto 
her that the talented, musicaland artistic genius, Kaioh 
Michiru, could not cook to save her life.
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òWhat about you?óMichiru turned the question around
almost desperately. òYou had a rough startin life, having to 
fend for yourself and make a place for yourself in theworld. 
Surely you can cook.ó

Haruka laughedconfidently, and pointed at herself with 
her right thumb. òOf course I can! I can cook anythingñó

Michiruõs heart leapt

òñAs long as itõs instant.ó

into her throat.

Haruka held the back of her head sheepishly. òHanging 
out with the boys atthe speedway didnõt exactly lend itself 
to a mastery of fine cuisine, youknow.ó
òBut it did give you your killer fashion sense,óMichiru 

replieddryly.
òHaruka-poppa,óHotaru interjected as shewandered

into the kitchen, òIñó
òHOTARU-CHAN!óHaruka and Michiru cried in 

unison. òYou can cook, right?ó
òOnly if you prefer slow agonizing death,óHotaru 

replied flatly, with no trace of self-depreciation in her voice. 
òThankUsagi-san for taking it upon herself to pass on her 
ômasteryõof the domesticarts to me. Putting ôloveõinto the 
recipe to add taste doesnõt really work when your heart is as 
black and cold as a rough-hewn chunk of coal. Thank the 
Kami we hadChef.ó  

It took Hotaru a minute to discern just whythey were 
asking her about her culinary capabilities. She paused and 
eyed themcritically for a moment. òDonõt tell meñ the two 
of you canõtñó

The frightened look in their eyes told her everything she 
needed to know.

Hotaru reflexively gulped, slowly intoning, òAs you 
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know, I enjoy the study of World History.óShe began to 
back away as she continued speaking. òRight now I am 
recalling the tale of the ôDonner Partyõé a poor group of
travelers who ran dangerously short of food during their 
journey towardsthe American West in the 1800õsé at a 
severe loss for food, theyeventually resorted to eating their 
ownñó

Wisely, she completed her exit of the room before she 
could put ideas in theirmurderous little Outer Senshi heads.
òInstantõs not so bad,óHaruka slowly ventured after a 

few moments, as she watched Michiru beginto twitch
slightly.
òThis is insane!óMichiru snapped, whirling and pointing 

to the variety of cookware arrayed beforeher. òWhat am I 
supposed to do with this?!ó
òAs always, I have the crucial piece of information 

needed to save the bothof you from total disaster.ó
Haruka and Michiru both turned to see a poised and 

confident Setsunastanding in the doorway. òGive all that 
cookware to me,óshe commanded. 

LATER THAT DAY

òThis food tastes *so* good,ó Haruka mumbled 
between large, enthusiasticbites. òIõd almost forgotten what 
it was likeso good.ó
òI donõt see whatõs so special about it,óHotaru observed 

calmly, carefullyconsuming her meal. òIt tastes okay.ó
òBland,óMichiru declaredflatly, poking at her food with 

a cheap utensil.
òWith all the money the pawnbroker was able to give us 

for the cookery,óSetsuna explainedslowly as she took a 
bite out of her sandwich, òwe should beable to eat like this 
for a few weeksñat least until Michiru can betaught to 
cook properly. Sadly, my dutiesat the Time Gate prevent 
me frombeing home to cook three meals a day for all of 
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you.ó
òBut I HATE McDonaldõs!óMichiru protested. òI 

HATE IT! HATE IT HATE IT HATE IT!óShe slammed 
her plastic fork on the table. òItõs soé soé common!ó
òNow, now,óHaruka cooed consolingly, putting her 

hands on her shoulder. òAfter your next concert weõll be 
ableto go back to our usual higher standard of fine dining.ó
òI hope so,óMichiru said, taking a furtive bite from her 

fish fillet,
watching helplessly as the overloadof tartar sauce 

dribbled down her face.
òI really hope so.ó

HOTARUõS HELL

Later that evening, Haruka and Michiru sat on a 
cramped used sofa in the living room as the television 
blared. 
òTrust me, Michi, this is going to be good.óHaruka 

smiled and sipped from her can of only moderately 
overpriced beer. She offered one to Michiru, whopolitely 
refused.
òI told you before, Iõm not really interested in this sort 

of thing,óMichiru protested, eyeing the television across 
from them warily.
òItõs fun!ó, Haruka protested. òYou have to be 

impressed at the sheer training these guysput themselves
through just to give us a good show.ó

Michiru looked at the men in spandex tights and 
colorful costumes and harrumphed. òHotaru-chan called it 
ôBread and Circusesõñ andI think I agree, dear.ó
òFeh,óHaruka snorted, staringat the Television intently 

as theon-screen announcer began tospeak.
òItõs Hulk Hogan vs. The Undertaker for the 

Undisputed WWE WorldHeavyweight Title, next on 
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RAWñó
The next instant, the television went dead, followed by 

all the lights in the house.
Now together in the darkness, Michiru drew Haruka 

closer, murmuring sweet nothings in her ear. Maybe the 
evening could be salvaged after allé
òDamn!óHaruka exclaimed, pulling herself away to 

Michiruõs surprise and ire. 
Unable to see, Haruka got up and managedtwo 

tentative steps forward before tripping on a half-empty 
packing box.Thudding to the floor, she got back up and 
carefully made her way to thefuse box as Michiru grumbled 
to herself. 

After a few minutes of blind stumbling, Haruka was able 
to reset the breakers, and then began stalking around the 
house to see what could have caused the breakers to trip. 
Hopefully she could get itsorted out before the 
commercials were over.
òNothing downstairs,óHaruka muttered to herself, 

making her way up thestairs and towards Hotaruõs room.
òLetõs try that again,óshe heard from the other side of 

Hotaruõs door. There was the sound of a loud POP and 
fizz, and lights in the house went dead again. 
òMICHIRU!óHaruka yelled, unwilling to chance the 

stairs in the dark.òCOULD YOU RESET THE 
BREAKERS!ó

After a few momentscame back on. Haruka frowned 
and made her wayinto Hotaruõs room.

Hotañóshebegan, checking herselfwhen she saw what 
was happening.

On her knees, Hotaru was desperately rigging a sad 
amalgam of extension cords, powerstrips and wall socket 
multipliers in order to try and get her massive lamp
collection, which she had somehow managed to protect 
from the repo men,lit.
òôTaru,óHaruka began slowly, òyou canõt plug that many 
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things into thesocketsé the circuits canõt handle it. More 
than that,we canõt afford to have all those lamps going all 
night like we used to.Youõre going to have to turn them 
off.ó
òTurné them off?óHotaru swiveled and she looked at 

Haruka wild-eyed. òI just finished painting the walls black 
and sealing off the windows!óShe gestured broadly, still 
holding a lamp cord in one hand. 
òHotaru-chan,óHaruka continuedslowly, òyou know 

thatõs not exactly thehealthiest environment for youñó
òHealthy?!óHotaru began almost incredulously. Tossing 

aside the cord. òSince when have youbeenconcerned about 
my health, Sailor Assassin?ó

Haruka scowled, tired of hearing this old refrain. òThat 
again? Look, just because I tried to kill you thatonetimeñó
she snapped. 
òñnot to forget the time you DID kill me,óHotaru 

interjected flatly.
Haruka slapped her foreheadin exasperation. òHey, 

Michiru was in on it too, you know! Why do you keep 
blaming me?!ó

Hotaru sighed, standing and walking over to a dry-erase 
board.Taking a purple marker she began drawing a crude 
comic with sketch figuresof Sailors Uranus and Neptune, 
as well as a terrified looking version of herself. Then, she 
proceed to add speech bubbles as follows: 

Uranus: That kid looks like trouble. I say we kill it now, 
just to be sure.

Neptune: But Uranus, we could be wrong, sheñ

Uranus: It is our sacred duty, our hard duty, to kill. We 
must kill, forthat is source of our angst, without which we 
would not be cool.
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Neptune: Oh, but the horror of killing a young girlñ

Hotaru: Please donõt kill me! Iõm just a girl!!

Uranus: See the evil in its wicked eyes! It might be a 
threat! Ostracizeit, then kill it! Then we can weep about the 
injustice of it all and be soCOOL!

Neptune: Butñ

Uranus: Watch as I use my strangely androgynous 
influence to dominate youemotionally!

Neptune: é

Uranus: Thatõs righté for the sake of our master plan, 
to be cool andduplicitous, to make us look like the 
hardcore Sailor Senshi we know weareñ

Neptune: THE ***CH MUST DIE!

This was then followed by scenes of abject carnage 
visited upon stick Hotaru, who ended the comic a mass of 
bloodied red squiggles.

Haruka scowled. òThat is soout of context. Anyway, just 
because I killedyou once does not mean you can have these 
lamps. We just canõt afford it.óShe gestured broadly around 
her. òBesides, they donõt even fit in your room!ó

Hotaru looked around at the lamps crammed on top of 
her bookcase, dresser,desk and bedhead and sighed. This 
new room simply did not have room forfifty lamps.

òThis kind of thing is whypeople were beginning to say 
you were Goth or something,óHaruka muttered under her 
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breath.
As fast as the Senshi of Wind was, Haruka almost got 

clocked by the lampHotaru hurled in her direction. She 
quickly fled the room. 

For her part, Hotaru looked around at her black walls 
and sighed. She just liked amysterious atmosphere, thatõs 
all. And was it her fault her complexion wasnaturally pale? 
And so what if she had an overly morbid interest in
apocalyptic prophecy and the ancient mysteries of the 
world? And, dammit,black was her favoritecolor because it 
just *was*, not because of someinsipid cultural trend!
òGoth, ehéóHotaru sighed to herself. Could things get 

any worse? 
Yes. Yes they could, as she would soon discover. 

THE NEXT DAY

òôSunshine Yellowõ?!óHotaru asked incredulously as she 
lamented the new color ògracingóthe walls of her room. 
While she had been out, Haruka had painted the walls and 
made some other alterations to her habitat. In place of her 
lamp collection,there were now two banks of dual four-
foot fluorescentlights spillingharsh glare-filled brightness 
into the room, and all her aged books were crammed 
haphazardly into a flower-wallpapered bookshelf.

Hotaru just stoodthere, veins throbbing in her 
forehead. She ponderedgetting out her Silence Glaive and 
putting an end to the room / world / herself right thenand 
there.

òThis is a much happier atmosphere,dearóMichiru 
cooed as she walked by, surveying the room, as Haruka 
joined her. òif a bit bland. Iõll paint a muralon one of the 
walls for you later, if you like.ó
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òA scene from the Fall of the Roman Empire might be 
nice,ó Hotaru replied sincerely, hoping to salvage 
somethingñanythingñfrom this horrid turn of events.
òA seascape,óMichiru declared definitively, completely 

ignoring Hotaru. òYes,a nice, fresh, sunny seascape.óShe 
nodded to Haruka. 
òThe sacking of Alexandria?óHotaru tried again weakly.
òWind, waves, and birds,óMichiru droned on in almost 

a singsong. òIt will be nice to being some culture into this 
new home of ours.ó
òNeroõs assassination of hismother,óHotaru hissed 

angrily, hoping Michiru would get the point and accede to 
her wishes. 
òThe seaside is so beautiful this time of year,óMichiru 

said to Haruka,utterly missing the implication, linking her 
arm in Harukaõs. òshall we go see it?ó

The two older women left Hotaruõs doorway, now 
completely oblivious to herexistence.

A FEW HOURS LATER

òHOTARU!ó Haruka yelled from the downstairs 
portion of the house. òArenõt you done yet? Weõd like to get 
going to the beach!ó

Hotaru would have replied if she could haveñbut her 
eyes were glassedover, a bit of drool leaking from the side 
of her mouth. The handset of herreplica 1930õs telephone 
was wedged firmly between her shoulder and herear. An 
incessant stream of babble was coming forth from the 
earpiece.
òñand my boyfriend is sooo cute and he has such nice white hair 

and hisclothes are so princely, of course thatõs the way it should be 
because hewas theattendant to a prince to naturally heõd look dashing 
and suave andsupremely cool, donõt you think? Heõsñó
òUh,ówas all Hotaru could force out. Chibiusa had 

called several hoursago, having gotten a hold of Hotaruõs 
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new number, and all she could do was
blabber on incoherently about her boyfriend Elios. The 

worst part was shekept repeating herself, over and over and 
overé
òñand that VOICE of hisé some people say it makes 

him sound too old,like a creepy old man but I think it gives 
him a certain magnetism, youknow, just like that Akio from 
Revolutionary Girl Utena, I mean come tothink of it the 
kid looks just like that Prince Dios guy too, that nicewhite 
hair and the princely clothes, theyõre soo lovelyñó
òHOTARU!ó Haruka called from downstairs 

desperately. It was almost noon and all the women would 
be out there in their tiny bikinis and she did notwant to 
miss that. 
òUhh,óHotaru did her best to snap out of it. This really 

was too much.Frowning, she snapped, òChibiusa, your 
boyfriend is a horse. A horse, Chibiusa. Do you understand 
what that means?ó
òYeah! Heõs soooo Black Stallion!óChibiusa cooed. 
Hotaru scowled, correctly inferring that was probably 

come kind of reference to his nethers, and she and put the 
phone down on her table. As much as she liked Chibiusa, 
the girl sometimes made her wish she could smash the 
Time Gateinto a thousand microscopic bits.
òHotaru,óHaruka said, finally coming into the room to 

see what was holdingher up, òweõre ready to go.óShe saw 
the phone sitting on the table, thetinny sound of Chibiusaõs 
hyperactive voice flying from the earpiece.
òYouõd better say goodbye to the little one,óHaruka 

advised.
Hotaru picked up the phone and yelled as loudly as she 

could into themouthpiece, òYOUR BOYFRIEND IS A 
HORSE!óand hung up the phone.
òNow Hotaru,óHaruka chidedsternly, òThatõs no way 

to talk about Chibiusaõsboyfriend.ó
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òIõm just talking about Elios,óHotaru countered.
òThat Pegasus guy?óHaruka asked. Hotaru nodded.
òThen I can dig it.óHaruka frowned. òReady to go?ó
Hotaru nodded and the two of them headed downstairs.

WONõT YOU BE MY NEIGHBOR?

Outside, Haruka, Michiru, Hotaru and Setsuna gathered 
in the small drivewayof their new home, ready to hit the 
beach.
òAt least we got to keep my favorite car,óHaruka said,

as she looked ather yellow speedster. òShall we?ó
òMy, my, my, what a nice little toy you have there, 

Uranus.óA condescending, smarmy voice from next door. 
òExcuse me?óHaruka said indignantly, turning to see a 

man with long redhair wearing a sharp business suit leaning 
over the brick partitionwhichseparated the two adjoining 
properties.
òNephlite?óHaruka asked incredulously. òBut youõre 

supposed to bedeñó
òNever happened,óNephlite repliedsuavely. òGot out 

while the getting wasgood. Beryl was killing her generals 
left and right, and I saw the writingon the wall, so I faked 
my own death, got married, quit the Dark Kingdomand 
became insanely rich. That shower of purple sparks I seemed 
to explodeinto? Dark Kingdom Transporter beam.ó

As Haruka processed this, someone shrieked òReady ta 
go, Neffy deah?óin an odd Southern / Brooklyn hybrid
accented voice from somewhere inside Nephliteõs house, 
which, Haruka noted,was annoying larger than hers.
òIn a moment, Naru-honey,óNephlite said suavely. òI 

was just looking overour new neighborõs car.ó
A rather short girl with red hair and no fashion sense 

came out besideNephlite.
òOsaka Naru?óHaruka realized. But wasnõt she hooked 

up with that coke-bottle eyeglass wearing nerd Umino?
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Naru looked at Harukaõs car and chuckled, leaning on 
Nephriteõs arm.òDat little boxter ainõt got nothinõon yah
Ferrari, honey muffin.ó

Haruka growled as Nephlite smiledingratiatingly. òIõve 
always wanted to race the worldfamous Tenõou Haruka.ó

Haruka smiled slyly. òHow about right now? Weõre 
just heading for thebeach.ó

Nephlite nodded as he patted Naru on the bottom. 
òWell we were heading for the bank, to deposit all mymoney, 
but Iõm sure a little diversion to the beach wouldnõt be a
problem, right, dear?óHe gave her a little pinch on the 
derriere. 

Naru cooed and giggled in delight, nodding. They 
hopped in the car and eased it onto the road. 
òHarukañóMichiru began quickly, not liking where this 

was going.  She and the others pondered getting out of the 
car. 
òNot now,óHaruka muttered darkly, as she made her 

way to the driverõs side. Forget girls in bikinis. She was 
going to teach this jackass a lesson. 
òBut Haruka,óMichiru protested.òTheñó
òNot now!óHaruka snapped, getting in the car and 

sidling it up to Nephliteõs sleek redFerarri, which was 
purring in idle at the head of the street.
òHaruka-poppaéóHotaru began slowly, straining to 

look at the dash from thebackseat.òYouñó
òHeõs going!óHaruka suddenly yelled as Nephlite began 

pulling out.She slammed her foot on the gas pedal. 
òAnd weõre not.óSetsuna pronouncedsolemnly as 

Harukaõs car stalled andfroze in place while Nephliteõs 
zoomed out of sight.
òWe forgot to gas up,óMichiruslowlyexplained. 
òNo we didnõt!óHaruka protested, turning to face 

everyone.òWe went to a gas station right afterMcDonaldõs, 
remember?ó
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òBut you never filled the tank,óHotaru scolded.
òYou mean I had toñóHarukaõs face fell, realizing she 

had taken something very important for granted. 
òThereõs no full service in this neighborhood,óSetsuna 

confirmed.
òIõm used to having a pit crew,óHaruka protested, now 

in a royal funk. Hergloomy reverie was shattered by the 
sound of a Ferrariõs horn behind her.
òHey,óNephlite said smarmily, leaning out of his carõs 

narrow window. òI know you were probably just giving me 
a handicap, what with me being anamateur racer and all, 
but I hardly think allowing me free reignof the course was 
necessary.ó

Veins throbbed in Harukaõs forehead, but she simply 
sighed andsaid nothingin reply.
òWelcome to the neighborhood~óNephlitemockingly 

declaredas his car passedHarukaõs. The last thing Haruka 
heard as the car went out of her sight asecond time was 
Naruõshigh-pitchedlaughter.  

Oh great,she thought. Iõm never going to live this one down.

PREVIEW OF NEXT EPISODE

Fed up with her torturous living conditions, Hotaru convinces 
Haruka to spring for a high-speed Internet connection! But when 
Hotaru forgets to set a password on the connection, Haruka discovers 
a whole new world on theInternet! Will anyoneõs lives ever be the same 
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again? X-10 Spycams for everyone!! òTechnology Bytes!ónext on 
SUBURBAN SENSHI! You better Get Ready!
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òSo,óHaruka said, hefting the long, ribbed object in her 
left handexperimentally, òyou just put this insideéó
òExactly,óPedro confirmed with a smile in his smooth 

Latino voice.òJust be sliding it in and then begin with the
pumping action.ó

Haruka grunted as she thrust it in. It was not as hard as 
she had expected.
òExcellent,óPedrocomplimented her, voice deep with

total satisfaction. òFor now you have becomethe master of 
the art of self-serve refueling. There is no more I am able
to teach you.ó

Standing at the fuel pump of the ESSO Gas stand, 
Haruka snorted with disgust as the pump began dispensing 
fuel into hertank. òI canõt believe I actually *paid* someone 
to do such asimple thing for me all these years.ó

The attendant, Pedro, chuckled. òIt is an honor and a 
privilege to have onesuch as yourself here at my humble 
establishment, Tenõou Haruka-san.óPoor Pedro could 
never seem to keep a job for very long, but with prestigious 
customers like these, he thought, perhaps his fortunes were 
finally going to change for the better. 

Haruka, in something of a hypnotic daze, watched the 
gas pumpõs gauge spinfor a few seconds, marvelingas the 
liters soldñ and the eventual hole inher walletñ grew 
larger.Her concentration was broken, however, by the 
sound of a roaring engine,followed by gunfire and police 
sirens.

Turning away from the pump, she saw a massively 
overpowered ô66 Mustangpainted in jet black roaring down 
the street, bullets sprayingfrom an Uzipointed out the 
driversõside window.

Far behind the Mustang, several police cars rushedin 
pursuit, dodging their explodingbrethrenas the Uzi bullets 
found their lethal markand took out several of the chasing 
vehicles. 
òWhoõs that?óHaruka asked Pedro, nodding her head at 
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the driver of theblack mustang, who looked like a cross 
between Thomas Chong (of Cheech and Chongfame) and 
Rick Steiner (of WCW wrestling fame)on a serious dose of 
trippystimulants.

Pedro shrugged, sighing. òOh, he is Insane Eddie ôEl 
DiabloõVasquez. Es muy malo. Every day hetears through 
these streets in his demon car, shooting up the police. They
are powerless against his Super Race Car from Hell, the ôEl 
Demonico Võé they say no one can catchñó

Pedro found himself talking to a cloud of exhaust smoke 
as Haruka and hercar were gone from the fueling station in 
a roar.
òYou cannot hope to catch El Diablo!óPedro yelled out 

after her.Dimly, henoted thatthere was fuel spilling all 
over the groundñ Haruka had left withoutremoving the 
gas nozzle from her tank, and had thus ripped the fuel hose 
in half.Fumes and flammable liquid were everywhere. 

Before Pedro could react, however, his cell phone rang, 
a small spark from the vibration motor setting the airborne 
gas particles alight, triggering a huge explosion. 
òNOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!ó Pedro 

screamed as he shot up in the air, riding the shockwave as 
his gas station went up in flames.

A FEW MINUTES LATER

Rose petals drifted into view.
Haruka, her clothes and face charred black, walked 

calmly into the drivewayof her house. A small wisp of 
smoke issued forth from her hair, but shedidnõt noticeñ
or at least she pretended that she didnõt.
òHaruka-poppa?óHotaru asked with mildly detached 

concern as she came out thefront door. òAre you all right?ó
To be honest, she didnõt really care about the answer. 
òCertainly,óHaruka said, flashing a winning grin, 

humbled by the concern displayed by the kidnapped foster 
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child she had tried to murder many a time.òI simply had to 
teach awayward criminal some manners, thatõs all. He 
leaned a painful lessonñ no one may use a caras an 
instrument of evil as long as Tenõou Harukabreathes air.ó
òWhereõs your car?óHotaru asked, stepping behind 

Haruka to look, not really seeing anything in the driveway. 
There wasa crunching noise as she walked.
òYouõre stepping on it,óHaruka repliedsomewhat less 

enthusiastically.
Enjoying a delicious moment of schadenfreude, Hotaru 

picked a pathetically small piece of licenseplate off the 
bottom ofher shoe.She feigned distressat Harukaõs plight. 
òThatõs all they could find,óHaruka declared solemnly, 

bowing her head for her car. òBetween having theback end 
being on fire due to the gas tank exploding, and having a 
high-speed demolition derby with the truly Insane Eddie 
Vasquez, there wasnõt much left.ó
òAnd what of this ôEddieõ?óHotaru asked. òHowõs he?ó
Haruka considered how to answer. She paused, holding 

a finger up in the air. òYou know that Americanidiom, 
ôStreet Pizzaõ?ó

Hotaru nodded numbly, picturing it. 
òWell, thatõs too clean a description.óHaruka declared, 

suddenly stumbling forward with an òAuggh!ósound, 
crumpling to the ground, wincing in pain. 
òYour leg.ó Hotaru intoned clinically, not even 

pretending to really care. 
òYeah, itõs broken,óHaruka muttered, standing up again 

and hobbling to thefront door, dragging the broken one at 
an odd angle. 
òShouldnõt you be in a cast?óHotaru enquired.òNot 

that I donõt see some divine justice in your suffering, 
considering the pain youõve inflicted upon me in the past, 
but stillñó
òNonsense!óHaruka exclaimed, waving off Hotaru. òIf 

there is anything famedanime director Kuniko Ikuhara has 
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taught usin his rather well-done visual adaptation of our 
livesñfor which we are still demanding royaltiesñis that 
neither Michiru nor Iare capable of being brought low by 
the fallibilitiesof the common man. A broken leg is as 
nothing. My inherent perfection will come through. Youõll
see.óShe grinned confidently. 

Rose petals drifted around Haruka for a moment, and 
then a whole ton of wet petalssuddenly slammed down 
onto her head, knocking her flat onto the ground. 
òBut that ôperfection fieldõonly works in public,ó

Hotaru mutteredresignedly. òYouõre at homenow.ó
òDamn,óHaruka mumbled, passingout under the 

weight of the soggy petals.

THE NEXT DAY

Pulling herself out from underneath Hotaruõs mahogany 
desk (which had been tastelessly repainted white) Mizuno 
Ami sat up, then stood, stretching and checking Hotaruõs 
laptop, to which she had attached a clunky network adapter. 
òThe Internet connection from NTT DoCoMo is now

complete,óAmi announced, clicking on the PCõs mouse 
and loading up Google. òDo you think youcan do this 
now,Hotaru-chan?óAmi asked, much as a teacher would.

Hotaru nodded. She had paid rapt attention to Amiõs 
lesson on computing technology and the internet.  òIõm 
sure I can, thank you,óshe replied with a smile. 
òIf I might ask, why did you change to NTTõs service 

instead of Panasonicõs HiHo DSL?óAmi asked, wondering 
how people who hadnõt learned to bond multiple 
connections into something she called ògigabitóinternet 
managed to survive. 
òThe mascot characters in the òPanasonic Hi Hoóads 

terrified me,óHotaru admitted bashfully. òI still canõt get 
their song out of my head. 
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Ami nodded, the ads were nightmare fuel indeed.She 
speculated that with the rise of the internet they would one 
day be forever preserved digitally. It was a horrifying 
thought. 

Looking at Hotaruõs flower-wallpapered bookshelf she 
frowned. òShall we go?ó

Following Amiõs gaze, Hotaru sighed. òThe décor was 
definitely notmy idea.ó
òItõsé not the d®cor,óAmi muttered under her breath, 

trying to avoid further discussion on the topic of what she 
had seen onthe bookshelf. She mentally chastised herself 
for even having a reaction to what she had seen.

Forcing a smile, she gestured to the doorway. òShall we? 
That ice creamyou promised me in exchange for the DSL 
installation awaits.ó

Hotaru would not be moved, however, realizing what 
had caught Amiõs attention. 
òYou mean these.óHotaru said flatly, pointing to the 

books on thebottommost shelf of her bookshelf, the titles 
reading as follows: 

¶ YOUR FATHER IS NOT MARRIAGE MATERIAL

¶ DAD IS NOT YOUR HOMEBOY

¶ KEEPING IT IN THE FAMILY IS A BAD IDEA

¶ INBREEDING CAN HAPPEN TO YOU

¶ HOW TO AVOID BECOMING YOUR OWN MOTHER

¶ LEARNING TO LOVE YOUR SPECIES

¶ BEAUTY AND THE BEAST: AN ARRESTABLE 
OFFENSE

¶ HORROR STORIES OF HUMAN-HORSE 
INTERACTION

¶ WHEN ANIMALS ATTACK VOL. 7: HORSEPLAY 
GONE TOO FAR

Ami gulpedslightly. òErr, yes.ó

Hotaru shook her headsadly. òSuch is the price of 
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friendship. I had to read all this toprepare myself.ó

òPrepare yourself for what?óAmi almost didnõt want to 
know, but a morbidcuriosity drove her on.

Hotaru gestured to the first set of books. òIt took me a 
whole year to getChibiusa off her neurotic obsession with 
her father. Now, as soon as Ihad her normalized that way,ó
She groaned, pointing to the second set, òwe have The 
Horseto deal with.ó
òPegasus?óAmi enquired.
Hotaru nodded. òSo what if he can turn into a boy at 

convenient intervals?One day, after the wedding, sheõll 
wake up to find the groom nibbling oncarrots and sugar 
cubes and expecting a REAL roll in the hay. Then what?!ó

Ami frowned. òYouõve put far too much thought into 
this.ó

Hotaru scowled. òWould you rather I leave my best 
friend running around town tellingeveryone sheõs in love 
with a Horse?ó
òHeõs mythical?óAmi countered weakly.
òSo is Mephisto,óHotaru snapped, òit doesnõt mean 

youõd want him running around with youéó  she frowned. 
òWell, unless you were a closet Faustian or somethingé
but at least that dealgives you infinite poweré not a 
combination bridegroom / racehorse!ó
òI wonder,óAmi replied neutrally, pondering the issue 

deeplyfor the first time, òwould aflying horse be at an 
advantage in a horse race? Would he be permitted to
enter?ó
òYouõre missing the point,óHotaru dryly replied, 

picking up a copy of òTHE SICK TRUTH ABOUT 
HORSING AROUNDóand heading for the door. òLetõs 
go eatsome Ice Cream while I ponder how to break the 
truth to Chibiusa about herfantasy love.ó

Going downstairs, the two girls saw Haruka sitting idly 
on the couch, herplastered left leg propped on a footstool.
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òWeõre going now, Haruka-poppa,óHotaru announced.
Haruka waved to her absently, sipping acan of slightly 

expensive beer, eyes glued to the television as usual. 
Ami nudged Hotaru when they were out the front door. 

òHotaru, youõve re-aged to your proper age of 23. Donõt 
you think you should stop callingHaruka-san ôHaruka-
poppaõ?ó

Hotaru shook her head, a slight smile on her face.
òEvery time I say ôpoppaõ, somewherein the back ofher 
mind, Harukaõs guilt responds, eating away at her 
subconsciouslike a dark plague. It reminds her of the 
terrible wrongs she did to me, and thefact that I now look 
up to her as a parental figureñ she, who has done somuch 
harm to meñ it will eventually eat her alive.óHotaru 
chuckled. òOnly then,at her darkest hour, will I accept her 
repentance and allow herforgiveness.óHer smile grew 
darker. 

Ami nodded blankly. Sometimes Hotaru-chanwas just 
plain scary.

BACK AT THE HOUSE

òHaruka-poppaóechoed in Harukaõs ears. Somewhere, 
deep in the back of hermind, her subconscioussmiled. 
That kid really really loved her, despite herangry words to 
the contrary every time they spoke for more than five
minutes.
òMichiru!óHaruka called out, but got no reply. Pausing 

for a moment, she tried again. òMICHIRU!ó
Nothing. 
She must still be outside workingon her new painting, Haruka 

mused.
òExcellent,óshe said to herself, casually getting out of 

her plaster cast.
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As a Senshi of the outer solar system she had 
remarkable healing andrecovery power even for a Sailor 
Senshi, and so her broken leg had alreadyhealed in the 
hours since it had been hurt.  But she wouldnõt let the
others know it was fine just yetñ after all, their sympathy 
was nice. Aftertomorrow theyõd reason it was healed 
anyway. Better to milk the injurywhile she could.

The doorbell rang.
òDamn!óHaruka exclaimed, quickly hopping back into 

her cast and grabbingsome crutches. Hobbling over to the 
door, she opened it, but saw no one.
òAhem,ócame a small voice from below.Haruak looked 

down to see a familiar pink-haired midget. 
òChibiusa-chan?óHaruka asked, looking down at the 

impossibly tiny pink-haired girl.òHotaru just left.ó
òActually, Iõm looking for Puu,óChibiusa replied, 

indicating Setsuna. 
Haruka tilted her head up and to the left, indicating the 

upstairs. òSheõs in her room, locked up. I donõt know what 
sheõs been doing the last fewdays, actually. She might like a 
visit from ôSmall Ladyõ.óShe smiled. 

Chibiusa grinnedand ran in, bounding up the stairs to 
Setsunaõs room.
òShe didnõt even notice my leg,óHaruka pouted, moving 

to close the door but stopping when she saw Nephrite 
passing by, Naru hanging off his arm. 
òNice fashion statement,óNephlite suavely mocked.
òSorry to hear about your carñ if you want, I have a 

Volkwagen Thing out back you can borrow if you need to 
getaroundñ but then again, it might be too fast for you.ó
He laugheddiabolically.

Haruka fumed.

UPSTAIRS

òPuu!óChibiusa yelled at a closed door. òPUU!óShe 
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pounded on it violently. 
From behind the door, a muffled voice could be heard. 

òLeave me alone!ó
Chibiusa was taken aback. The terrified, distraught voice 

she heard coming rom the back of the door was nothing 
like the calm, reserved tone she wasusually used to hearing 
from Meioh Setsuna.
òIõm coming in!óChibiusa announced, producing her 

Luna-P floating toy and tossing it in the air. òLuna-P! 
Change into a bazooka!ó

Clearly spending time with her biological mother in the 
past had not taught Chibiusa the fine art of subtlety.

With a òKRAKATHOOM!ósound, the doorñand the 
forward half of Setsunaõs roomñcaved in. Amidst the 
debris, Chibiusa found a crouching, disheveled Setsuna 
staring down bleaklyat the ground. In her left hand he was 
clutching a half-crumpled note,which Chibi-Usa gently tore 
from her grasp and read. Its lack of Kanji andfrequent 
strikeoutspegged it as a letter from her future mother, Neo-
QueenSerenity:

òSetsuna, because of your uninability to wield the Garnet Orb, and your
consequencest inability to control the Time Gate, you are relieved ofduty until 
further notice. Please take care ofSmall Lady for me as mypresent self, I mean 
my self not presently now but presently then, umm, I
mean my self that is there with youwill be too busy trying to
conciveeve Chibiusa to actually be bothered taking care of her and youhave 
nothing else to doand we wouldnõt want you to get bored. Thanks!ó

Chibiusa blinked for a moment, processing it. Then after 
a beat, she exclaimed òYAY! You get to take care of me! 
Weõll be spendingALL of our time together from now on!ó

Setsuna sobbed heavily.
Chibiusa looked at her askance. òWhatõs wrong, Puu?ó
Setsuna looked at her with wild, blood red eyesthat 

strangely mirrored Chibiusaõs own. òWhatõs wrong? Whatõs
wrong,you ask? I canõt see the future, thatõs whatõs wrong!ó
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òButñóChibiusa began.Setsuna continued ranting. 
òI spent my whole life, my whole LONG life, being cool 

and mysteriousbecause I could wander amongst you 
humans and tell you things before theywere going to 
happen. I could prognosticate events to 99% probability. I
knew just when to waltz in, and just what to say in order to 
set eventsinto motion the way I wanted them to go.
òMeioh Setsuna, never at a loss for wordsñ never 

saying or doing the wrongthing because she had seen all 
the possibilities and she always picked theright one! 
Setsuna, thewoman who always had the answers, the 
woman whoheld time and space, life and death, right in the 
palm of her handñ I wasa player on the grand stage of the 
Cosmos, hell, I was THE player! I tradeda lifetime of 
solitude and onerous duty for the ability to be BETTER 
thaneveryone else, and nowé and nowé Iõm just like one 
of YOU!óSetsunasobbed at thehumanity of it all. 
Literally!ó

She broke down into an Oscar-worthy pile of misery 
and tears.  
òBut at least Iõm here!óChibiusa cheerfully retorted. 

òNow that the Time Gate isoff limits, Iõm stuck here for 
possibly forever!ó

Setsuna just began to bawl.Oblivious, Chibiusa 
pondered something. òHmm. If thatõs true, then I can be 
my own big sisterwhen present me gets born.ó

Somewhere, Hotaru suddenly felt the need to buy a 
whole new set of books.

DOWNSTAIRS

òShe wasnõt crying that loudly when she saw my broken 
leg,óHaruka muttered with with disgust as she tried to 
block out thewails of sorrow coming from upstairs.
Carefully making her way up the stairs with her crutches, 
Haruka decided togo see what was wrong with Setsuna, but 
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stopped in front of Hotaruõs room.
The door was ajar, and Hotaruõs computer screen was 

glowing. She hadapparently forgotten to turn it off before 
she left with Ami.
òFirst lamps, now computers,ó Haruka grumbled, 

making her way in to shut offthe device. As she reached 
for the power switch, the computer boomed,
òYouõve got Mail.ó
Hotaruõs personal privacy meaning absolutely nothing to 

her, Haruka clicked on the new E-Mail icon, and froze as 
she opened a message entitled: ADV: THEY CAN SEE 
EVERY MOVE YOU MAKE!!

Haruka blinked and continued reading:

>Do you think you are SAFE??
>Do you think you have PRIVACY??
>YOU are WRONG!!
>
>Itõs the INFORMATION AGE and
>THEY can see every move YOU make
>Your life is an OPEN BOOK!!
>
>You need PROTECTION!!
>
>For only ¥38,000ñ

Haruka snorted and deleted the message. òStupid ad,ó
she muttered. But asshe stared at the computer screen, she 
took pause. She did not fullyunderstand the Internet and all 
its associated technologiesñused only to abusing her 
perfection field to allow herself to look suave and 
sophisticated in a publicsetting, where computers were 
somehownotoriously easy to gain entrance into andheld all 
vital informationa mere six keystrokes away from the 
userñand Tenõou Haruka nevertrusted something she could 
not fully understand.
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Doubt remained.
Loading up a web browser, Haruka found a search 

engine and typed in hername. With no small measure of 
pride, she watched as Google reported 2,380hits. No doubt 
pages established by her legion of devoted racing fans (who
had finally come to terms with the fact she was a woman), 
or the small butrabidly fanatic group of fans of her concert 
piano playing.

Haruka, like anyone, appreciated beingpraised. So she 
clicked on a link atrandom, and prepared for an onslaught 
of fanatical adulation.

What she got was a post to USENET entitled òHaruka 
and Michiru: Secrets.ó

Haruka was in shock. Hercommand of English was 
perfectñpartly because of her constant world travel and 
partly because of theAbsolute Perfectionfieldñand so she 
was able to appreciate every word in the documentñevery
tawdry, salacious, suggestive, lewd and lascivious word.*

Haruka had encountered the òlemonófanfic for the 
first time. 

Her face turned beet red as she found herself drawn to 
paragraph afterparagraph, like a speeder forced against her 
instincts to slow down inorder to view the full gory details 
of a particularly grisly accident.

But this fic was no accident, Haruka mused, finally 
looking away from thescreen, her fists trembling with rage. 
Whoever had written thisñ
ñHaruka looked at the top of the postñ
ñóNEFFY666@AOL.COMñ
ñwas far TOO accurate in their depictions of her 

nocturnal activities.
Suddenly the E-mail she had read earlier made perfect 

sense. It had been awarning from some concerned citizen, 
telling her about the surveillance this 
òNEFFY666@AOL.COMó was carrying out on her 
houseñ it HAD to be!
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Haruka fumed. She regretted having deleted the E-Mail. 
She would have liked to interrogaéerr, congratulate 
whoever it was that had sent her thewarning.
òHow can I find out whoõs watching me?óHaruka 

mused to herself. She hitthe òbackóbutton on her browser 
and watched as a popup ad presenteditself.
òGET THE BESTSELLING WIRELESS COLOR 

VIDEO CAMERA!óits text screamed.
òThat suckerõs TINY,óHaruka thoughtto herself. 

òPerfect for watching the watchers.ó
Navigating to the X-10 homepage, Haruka quickly 

placed an order for 50cameras, setting the familyõs plan to 
save up for a bigger house back bytwo years.
òBut they wonõt get here in time,óHaruka realized, 

scowling. Herneed for vengeance was brutal, visceral, and 
needed immediate satisfaction.
òBesides, I donõt know whoõs watching me,óshefretted, 

turning herhead towards the window.
òñthe hell?óshe muttered under her breath, seeing 

what looked to beNephlite staring back at her through 
large high-powered binoculars.
òNEFFY666éó Haruka scowled. òNephliteé of 

course.ó
In a blind rage, Haruka made her way to a search engine. 

òThe press keepssaying the Internet is a hotbed of criminal 
activity that promotes socialmayhem. Letõs see how right 
they are.ó

Typing in òsend a car to hellóshe sat back and 
watched as 293 searchresults poured in.

A few minutes later, and with anevil glint in her eye, 
Haruka hit òprintó, grabbed the resultant printout and made 
her way downstairs, forgetting allabout her supposedly 
broken leg.

At the  same time, Michiru was making her way up the 
stairs slowly, carrying a veiled canvas. Shepausedand 
flattened herself against the far wall as Haruka stormed past 
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her, clutching a sheaf of papers in her hand.
òWhere are you going, dear?óMichiru asked curiously.
òStore,óHaruka grunted. 
òCould you pick up some milkñóMichiru began.
òNot that kind ofstore,óHaruka muttered, making her 

way to the foot ofthe stairs and towards the front door.
Michiru shrugged and continued upstairs, going to her 

room and depositingher work in progress. Afterwards, she 
headed for Hotaruõs room.

Also disregarding any potential privacy issues, she made 
her way to the computer. 
òI wonder what Haruka was researching,óMichiru asked 

herself idly. Shepressed the òhistoryóbutton and noted a 
search for òTenõou Harukaó.
òWhat an egotist she is,óMichiru said self-righteouslyas 

she entered herown name into the search engine. She 
smiled as she saw 2,310 hits. Shewould have frowned had 
she known Harukaõs result had been higher.

Michiru clicked on a link and saw a badly scanned photo 
of one of herpaintings, underneath which there was a 
typically glowing review.
òThis painting now available for sale on eBay!óthe end 

of the reviewproudly proclaimed.
òWhatõs an eBay?óMichiru asked herself. òProbably 

some elite arthouse.ó
Most things with the word òBayóin them tended to be 

elite, or at leastfaux elite, anyway, which was good enough. 
She clicked on the link to eBayexperimentally.

The same picture as before appeared, with the following 
text underneath:

òôBENEATH THE SEA õby Kaio Mitcheroo. this is 
like a really profoud peacepainted by that totally cool 
genuis concert painist KAioo Mitchitu.ó

Michiruõs left eye began to twitch involuntarily.
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òTere are perspectives and waves that are done 
perflectly like a daVinci ormicroangelo.ó

Michiru smiled a bit at the imperfect sentiment.

òWorth a lot of $$$ CASH i got it from my mum as 
a stupid graduationpresent.ó

The twitch in Michiruõs left eye returned, stronger now.

òLooks out of place enxt to my ANDY WARHOL 
stuff so I need to sell it FAST FAST! GREAT 
INVESTMENT! ó

òAndy Warñ- that HACK!óMichiruõs face went blue as 
blood left her face atthe comparisonof her talented, 
sensitive masterwork to thaté soup canpainting, populist 
low-talent.

Now seeing red, Michiru clicked on òsee current bidsó
to see how much herlovely painting was selling for.
òTHREE HUNDRED DOLLARS, reserve NOT 

MET?!óMichiru fought down the urge toscream. Dignified 
daughters of the house of Kaioh did not scream in an
unladylike fashion. But her was one of her paintingsñ a 
labour of love, atestament to her genius, her CHILDñ
being sold for less than a TENTH ofits actual value.
òIõll just see about that,óMichiru muttered, entering a 

bid for threethousand dollars. Now, she thought, now they 
would begin to see the truevalue of her work, and others 
would be sure to bid higher in an effort tosecure a part of 
her masterful corpus. She dimly knew that if no one did up
The bid, sheõd have to pay, but the chances of that 
happening wereunthinkable.

She hit refresh. There were no new bids. Unthinkable.
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ONE HOUR AND SIXTY REFRESHES LATER

There were no new bids. Absolutely unthinkable.

TWO HOURS AND NINETY REFRESHES LATER

No new bids. Ridiculously unthinkable.

Michiruõs brow creased and she wrinkled her nose trying 
to figure out whatwas going wrong. She looked upthe 
profile of the person selling herpainting, hoping to send 
her an E-mail chastising the person for treatingher artwork 
like any OTHER piece of paint and canvasé and noted a
reference to the personõs òblog.ó
òBlog?óMichiru asked herself as she clicked. She found 

an online personaljournal, where the details of the journal 
ownerõs life were cataloged inalmost painful detail.
òA place where people post every detail of their lives. 

But these lives areso boring,óMichiru sighed. òThey need 
insight into the life ofsomeone fresh, dynamic, personable 
and filled with a deep insight into theworld.ó

Michiru quickly registered herself a weblog and began 
typing furiously. Soon the world would know and 
appreciate the grace and beauty thatcharacterized the 
everyday existence of Kaioh Michiru.

OUTSIDE

Dressed in an all-black jumpsuit and gloves, Haruka 
made her way quietly tothe back of the house, arms loaded 
with supplies picked up at the hardwareand office supply 
store. Sneaking to a hole in the fence whichseparatedher 
house from Nephliteõs abode, Haruka slipped across the 
property line.
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With drum and bass military commando music playing 
in her head, Haruka took one last look at the papers she
had printed out earlier, commiting her notes to memory. 
Crumpling up the paper into a ball, sheswallowed it grimly. 
The die had been cast, the gauntlet had been throwndown, 
the cards were on the table and the s[BLEEP]t had hit the 
fan. She wascommitted to the path.

Crouching, she skulked over past Nephliteõs decrepit 
Volkswagen Thing andmade her way towards his sleek red 
Ferarri. She produced her supplies andrecalled her 
instructions, as provided by someone called òJolly Rogeró.

>How to have phun with someone elseõs car.

Nephliteõs car, Haruka noted with dark satisfaction.

>If you really detest someone, and I mean detest,

Haruka mentally pictured a decapitated Nephlite 
roasting alive over a pitof boiling oil covered in honey and 
being set into by hungry ants whilevultures picked at his 
flesh from above.

>hereõs a few tips on what to do in your spare time.

Haruka looked at her watch and nodded. Then she 
followed the directions,ran out of the yard and sat back to 
watch the chaos when Nephlite got tothe car.

A FEW HOURS LATER

Hotaru waved as Ami left, making for the bus stop. 
They had spent hoursdiscussion child psychology and 
advanced Freudian analytical techniques,with a focus on 
species other than homo sapiens sapiens. It had not beenthe 
most appetizing discussion to have over ice cream and 



49

coffee cake, butit had given Hotaru some useful strategies 
to employ on Chibiusa when thetime was right.

Tucking her new copy of òôANIMAL ATTRACTIONõ
IS NOT TO BE TAKEN LITERALLYó in her 
pocketbook, Hotaru saw Haruka sitting on the front steps, 
staringintently atNephliteõs Ferrariacross the way.
òHaruka-poppañóHotaru began.
òNot NOW!óHaruka hissed, her eagle eyes locked onto 

Nephlite, who wascoming out of his front door with Naru 
hanging off his side. She was sayingsomething to him, but 
Haruka could not hearit.
òSorry about it nawt goinõwell, honey muffin!óNaru 

screeched in her DeepSouth Brooklyn Bronx accent.
òFeh,óNephlite replied. òStupid defective binoculars. 

Still, itõs just aswell as it would be a source of constant 
ridicule if anyone knew that aformer King of the Dark 
Kingdom was occupied in as menial a pursuit asé
birdwatching.ó
òThatõs it,óHaruka muttered under her breath as she 

watched Nephlite pryNaru off of him and make for the 
Ferrari. òGo to your doom, you pervertedjerk.ó

Nephlite seemed to sense Harukaõs gaze and looked 
back at her. òTakingfashion tips from the whelp I see,ó
Nephlite boomed as he noted Harukaõsall-black outfit.
òWhelp?óHotaru hissed angrily. But privately she was 

more incensed withNephliteõs comparing her to Haruka.
òI meant no offense,óNephlite boomed. òDonõt go 

goth on me and wreck theworld in your rage, eh, Saturn-
chan?ó

Hotaru clenched her fist. Sometimes she wished 
homicide wasnõt so sociallydisfavoured. She prayed to the 
Kami that the self-righteous fool would be chastised ere 
long.

As Nephite got into his car, Haruka worked hard to 
suppress a chuckle, hermind recalling the text from the 
anarchistõs cookbook.
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>Remove his [OMITTED FOR PUBLIC 
SAFETY] and pour approximately 1

>Cup of gas in it. Put the [OMITTE D LIKE 
THEY DO IN MACGYVER] back, then

>wait till their car starts.Watch as it becomes

Haruka watched as Nephlite started the car and it 
became

> a cigarette lighter. A 30 foot long cigarette lighter.

As the back of the car exploded, Hotaru blanched and 
frantically told Kamishe had not meant for it to go THAT 
far. Haruka merely chuckled darkly.

In a panic, Nephlite scrambled to get out, his arm hitting 
the windshieldwiper lever. A loud scratching noise could he 
heard. Apparently someone had inserted glue tacks onto the 
wipers. He watched in disbelief as they scored patterns into 
his lovely windshield. 

Crawling out of his car, Nephlite started at Haruka, who 
was now laughinguncontrollably.

As his car exploded behind him, Nephliteõs eyes glowed 
red.
òThis is payback for that race I beat you in last week, 

ISNõT IT?!óHe roared. òWell FINE, Tenõou! If you want a 
war, youõve GOT a WAR! This isnõt over, not by a long 
shot! THIS ISNõT OVER!ó

Shaking his fist in fury at Haruka, Nephlite went back 
inside to plan hiscounterattack.
òHaruka-poppa, did youñóHotaru asked, in her heart 

already knowing thedepressing answer.
Haruka raised her hand in a silencing motion. òYouõre 

too young tounderstand certain things, Hotaru-chan.ó
Hotaru frowned. òIõm at my proper age. Iõm not that 

much younger than you,
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and I daresay my understanding of things is vastly 
superiorñó*
òðThatõs what he gets for peeping in on private things,ó
Haruka declaredwith satisfaction, getting up and 

walking in the house.
Hotaru shrugged and made her way inside as a very 

distressed-lookingChibiusa made her way outside.
òChibiusa-chan,óHotaru begancheerfully, intending to 

show her the new book she hadbought with Ami, but she 
changed her mind as she looked at the worriedchildõs face. 
òWhatõs wrong?ó
òPuu,óChibiusa began slowly, a worried look on her 

face.òSheñshejust wonõt stop laughing.ó
Inside the house, Michiru dazedly made her way 

downstairs, not even hearing Setsunaõs increasingly 
deranged laughter as she worried about how to break the 
newsto Haruka that she had just landed the family three 
thousand dollars indebt for one of her own paintings. 

Idly she wondered if she hadnõt been toocandid in her 
blog, but that was the least of her worries.

Hotaru, for her parthad made it back to her room, 
stared at her computer screen in complete and uttershock. 
Michiru-mama had failed to navigate away from her page, 
and her blogentry was there for her (and, Hotaru thought 
miserably, the world) to see.

Numbly, she re-read the page, hoping that perhaps her 
eyes had deceived her.

òéand the circumstances I have to live in. Take Setsuna. Sheõs 
supposedto be this wise woman. But all she is an old, bitter crone who 
delights inplaying with my life like I was just some kind of tinker toy. 
She has noboyfriend, because of her job (sheõs a kind of security guard, 
you mightsay) so she takes delight in confusing us with riddles and 
playing us likepuppets or, more apropos, pawns. She never stays around 
to help inhousehold affairs, and she always acts so Holier-than-thou! 
òHonestly, justbecause sheõs an ancient crone doesnõt mean she has 

the right to judge me.She hasnõt got an inkling of the depth of my 
thoughts or the delicatesensibilities of my genius.



52

òAnd speaking of that, thereõs Haruka, the one I love. Sheõs a 
philistine Itell youñ a real Philistine. Certainly she has her redeeming 
pointsñ her loyalty and protectiveness for instanceñ but sheõs not 
exactly thesharpest tool in the shed. If itõs not sports like wrestling or 
racing orrunning, or beeror mechanical nonsense, donõt expect her to be 
able tohold a prolonged conversation. Sheõs got a nasty temper and a 
shortattention span, and she can only ever ôgetõa third of the depth in 
my works. Itõs a miracle this woman ever managed to master the piano 
like shehasñ Iõm sure itõs a recessive gene or something. And donõt get 
me startedon her *clothing*ñ my friend Mamoru (a man) borrows 
*her* clothessometimes.

òYouõd think Hotaru would be my salvation, as she let me teach her 
the violin and she hasmore than half a brain on her head and she is 
somewhatperceptive. But no! This girl is the very definition of the word
ôrepressedõ. Sitting alone in a room that she would prefer darkened,
wearing nothing but all black and reading about history, mythology, 
poetryand apocalyptic mystery, youõd think she was studying to be a 
medieval monkor something! And sanctimonyñ she personifies that. 
She holds a grudgeand thinks that just because Haruka and I have made 
or one or two slighterrors in judgement in the past regarding her that 
weõre somehow flawedindividuals. Well I have a friend named Kuniko 
who could tell herotherwise. I tell you, itõs no surprise this girl has no 
friends. Talkingdown to everyone and constantly acting precocious- itõs 
all I can do toavoid going mad. If talking with Haruka is like trying to 
pleasantlyconverse with a high school jock, then talking to Hotaru is like 
talking tothe head nun of a Catholic Schoolñ lots of fire and brimstone. 
I wonõt even start going on about Usagi and herfriendsñó

If she had had the training for it, Hotaru would have 
been kicking up a huge ki storm. As it was, her eyes were 
glowing purple, the sigil of Saturn was onher forehead and 
the silence glaive was phasing in and out of existence in
Hotaruõs left handñ and she wasnõt even transformed.

Thankfully, supreme self-control asserted itself, and 
Hotaru slammed the left mousebutton, clicking on òprintó. 
She then deleted the web copy of the blog.

Putting the sheaf of papers in a safe place, Hotaru 
smiled tautly. òFireand Brimstone, eh?All in the fullness of 
time. In the fullness of Time.ó
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Speaking of timeñ Setsunaõs maniacal laughter climaxed 
at a deafening roarand then fell deathly silent.

SETSUNAõS ROOM

Setsuna stood stiffly, regarding herself in the mirror. She 
had spentthousands of years of her life ensuring the proper 
flow of time. She haddedicated herself to making sure that 
the future of Crystal Tokyo, the Crystal Imperium and 
Chibiusa was preserved and protected. She had suffered 
from afar astheeternal romance between Princess Serentity 
/ Tsukino Usagi / Neo-Queen Serenity and Prince 
Endymion / Chiba Mamoru / King Endymion grew, never
confessing her own feelings for the prince of the Earth. She 
had resignedherself to a life of suffering in solitude.

But the last few hours had taught her some things.
One - Chibiusa was an annoying little brat.
In the past, Setsunaõs dealings with Chibiusa had been 

brief fifteen ortwenty minute conversations in between 
official palace functions or whenthe child was in conflict 
with her parents. They had been welcome breaksfrom the 
eternal tedium of the Time Gate. But spending hours with 
her now,with no duties to return to, and having to hear 
constantly about herboyfriend Elios (a.k.a. Mr. Ed) and 
having tocater to her every spoiltwhim had taught Setsuna 
that Small Lady WAS a spore begging to be crushed.

Two - She was a free woman.
Having been fired by Neo-Queen Serenity, she was no 

longer in control of orresponsible for monitoring the 
proper flow of time; indeed, she could donothing about it 
even if she wanted to. This led to what had been the most
shocking [and cathartic] conclusion of all:

Three - Chiba Mamoru was fair game.

Sure it was a òmiracle romanceó. But keeping Usagi and 



54

Mamoru together hadthe following consequences:

1- The world would freeze.
2- Chibiusa would be born.
3- Setsuna would becomea nigh-immortal spinster.

None of these were acceptable, and now that Future 
Serenity had been sokind as to discharge her from duty, she 
was FREE to do what she wantedé GET what she 
wanted, and damn the consequences because, after all, it
wasnõt her job anymore to worry about them!

A sick grin spread across Setsunaõs usually stolid face 
and a bit of rabidfoam dripped from the corner of her 
mouth.

DOWNSTAIRS

òI donõt understand, Haruka,ó Michiru asked 
confusedly. òWhy did you orderFIFTY wireless cameras?! 
You know how strapped we are for funds! We wonõt even 
be able to afford McDonaldõsat this rate!ó
òI have a broken leg?óHaruka countered weakly 

pointing to her re-attachedcast, desperately trying to play 
the sympathy card. 
òI passed you going down the stairs without it, BAKA.ó

Michiru snapped.
Haruka scowled. Damn that womanõs powers of 

observation! 
òWhy donõt you tell Haruka-poppa about the painting 

you bought,óHotaruchimed insmoothly. Her investigation 
of the browser cache had been most useful.She would have 
to thank Ami for teaching her that trick.

Michiru fell silent.
òWhat painting?óHaruka askeddangerously, smelling 

blood.
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òOh, just the one for three THOUSAND dollars.ó
Hotaru repliedwith glib satisfaction.

Harukaõs face went blue. òHow much?ó
òItõs a real Michiru original,óHotaru concluded with 

barely-restrained glee.
òWHAT?!óHaruka almost went postal. òYou PAID for 

one of your OWN works?You can just make more! You 
churn them out like dollar store ornaments!óShe threw her 
hands up in the air. 
òYou donõt understandmy artistic suffering!óMichiru 

cried, storming out.
There was a loud BOOM from the front lawn as 

Harukaõs lawnmower exploded.
òWhat the HELL?!óHaruka made for the window.
òI expect thatõs just Nephlite taking revenge for you 

blowing up his carfor no reason,óHotaru observed as 
neutrally as she could.
òWhat do you mean, ôno reasonõ?óHaruka asked weakly.
Hotaru shook herhead, revealing what else her 

investigations into the browser cache had taught her. òIn 
actuality, NEFFY666 is a pimple-faced sociallydeprived 
nerd with dreams of writing the ultimate Utena-Anthy-
Haruka-Michiru-Lain-Key hentai lemon, currently living in 
a trailer somewhere inManitoba Canada. He or she has no 
connection to Nephlite whatsoever.ó

Haruka looked outside at the flaming lawnmower and 
slapped her face. Shewinced as Nephlite yelled out òand 
this is just the beginning, Tenõou! You hear me?! The 
BEGINNING! You thought the Sailor Wars were tough, 
biatch?!Now youõve thrown it down with the Nephlite!ó

Haruka groaned. She was so out of it that she 
completely missed Setsunabounding down the stairs, a look 
of ecstatic joy on her face.

Running out the door, Setsuna stood in front of the 
flaming lawnmower,casually batting Nephlite aside like a 
fly. Looking up at the sky, shestretched out her arms.
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òCHIBA MAMORU!óshe yelled. 

òSOON YOU WILL BE MINE!ó

PREVIEW OF NEXT EPISODE

Chibiusa, you say you donõt like your Mamo-chan anymore? You 
say youõve got a good thing going with Horsey-boy? Well look out, 
because Auntie Setsuna is going to change your mind! But Hotaru has 
other ideas! Sheõs siding WITH Pegasus? What is Usagi going to say 
about all this? And what is Michiru doing in that Kitchen?! Haruka, 
play nice with Nephlite! And why is [BLEEP] here? You know who 
I mean, [BLEEP]! Next time, on Suburban Senshi, Episode Three: 
òThereõs something about Mamo-chan!óYou better get ready!
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Tomoe Hotaru stood by a lake in her pajamas 
underneath a mysterious moonlit sky. Around her was a  
dark sylvan glade filled with the sound of crystal trees 
chiming softly in the breeze.  Beside her, standing in the 
middle of the dark water, she spied an ethereal Pegasus, 
calm and serene. Quickly, she becamecaptivated by its 
pearly white coat, itssublime grace and mysterious 
presence. The Pegasus snortedslightly, andinclined its 
head, beckoning her closeré ever closer.

Hotaru stretchedher hand out tentatively.
There was a slash. The glint of hardadamantium. A 

gusher of oxygenated blood. The severed head of Pegasus
bobbing in the blood-filled lake, looking up in shock at the 
stern visage of Sailor Saturn.
òyoué decapitated meéóthe mythical beastõs head 

spluttered, gasping in its slow, slightly creepy pedophilic 
voice.
òStay out of my dreams, foul tempter of innocent 

youth,óSailor Saturn proclaimeddarkly, as Hotaru woke 
up. 

Deep in the depths of her (now Pegasus-free) dream 
world, Hotaru smiled. Afeeling of calm relaxation spread 
across her being.
òDeathé coming towards us!!óshe dimly heard.The  

words didnõt seem to be coming from the dream. She 
frowned. 
òIs someone talking about me again?óHotaruõs waking 

body mumbled, notquite consciousyet. A massive 
explosion soon fixed that, however.

Hotaruõs eyes opened just in time to see the front of her 
room door blownopen by what could only have been a 
Deep Submerge attack. Having nastyflashbacks to the last 
time she faced such an attack, Hotaru reflexively
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transformed into Sailor Saturn as Sailor Neptune appeared 
in her room.

Before Saturn could demand an explanation, Neptune 
yelled òHurry up,Hotaru! Jump out the window before itõs 
too late!!ó

Hotaru looked at Neptuneaskance. She wondered if this
weak ploy wasreally they best they could think of to try and 
kill herafter all these years.

Neptune shook her head. òItõs not what you think! No 
time to explain, dear! Why  do you think Iõm transformed 
for? Itõs the only way!óMichiru quickly leaptout the 
window without further ado.

Saturn shook her head. From a wonderful dream of 
noble and decisiveassassination to being asked to 
defenestrate oneselfñ such was a day inthe life of a Sailor 
Senshi. She was about to look out the window to seewhat 
Neptune was doing onthe front lawn when Sailor Uranus 
came roaringinto the room, not even bothering to stop, 
merely yelling òmove, deathcloud, hurry!óbefore leaping 
out the window herself.
òDeath Cloud?óSaturn mouthed before shrugging and 

leaping from her window,landingsafely on her feet some 
thirty feet down. There she saw Haruka andMichiru 
looking at each other with the oddest expressions on their 
faces.

Well, she reasoned, if they de-transformed, this òDeath 
Cloudó thing couldnõt be a new enemy. Saturn de-
transformed.
òSo what is this Death ClñóHotaru began.
Raising her hand imperiously, Michiru cut her off and 

pointed up, where agreen cloud of apparently corrosive 
mist could be seen wafting fromHotaruõs window. òHaruka 
made it this morning while playing with varioushousehold 
cleaners and solvents.ó

Hotaru scowled and looked at Haruka. òStill playing 
with anarchist textfiles from the internet, I see.ó
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Haruka nodded her head absently, staring intently at the 
cloud. òGo the other way,óshe hissed under her breath,
subconsciouslytrying to will thecloud to pass over onto 
Nephliteõs property. òNo, not that other way, theotherother 
wayéó
òWowéóNephlite said sarcastically from his front 

lawn, looking up at thecloud from behind expensive Italian 
sunglasses. òLook at that thing goé is that the best you 
weak pathetic Senshi can do? Child-youma in the Dark
Kingdom expelled more potent fumes after eating bean 
burritos.ó

Haruka balled up her fists and tried willing the cloud 
even harder.
òDonõt you think this little revival of the Dark Kingdom 

war has gone onlong enough?óMichiru asked Haruka after 
Nephlite had gone back inside.òFirst you blow up his car 
put putting gas in his muffler. Then he shootsup the side 
of the house with a potato cannon. You retaliate by pouring
super glue in all his locksñó
òJust a bit of harmless funéóHaruka growled through 

gritted teeth.
òWell, at least I have my precious painting back,ó

Michiru sighed,walkinginto the house for a moment to 
retrieve the painting she had òrescuedófrom the philistines 
on eBay.
òI canõt believe you paid three thousand dollars for it,ó

Haruka said,looking at the depiction of a calm blue sea 
under a bright blue sky.
òHmph,óMichiru exhaled. òYou probably donõt even 

know what this allmeans.ó
She probably thinksitõs just waves under the sky or something,

Michiru thought. òSo?óShe asked, what do you see when 
you look at it, hmm? Can youappreciate its finer 
subtleties?ó
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Haruka looked at it and shrugged, taking her best shot. 
òItõs just waves under the skyñó

At that moment arandom member of the public walked 
past the front yard within earshot.

From out of nowhere, rose petals drifted into view. A 
seeming choir of angels began to hum. 
òñwhich clearly symbolize the deep psychological 

mysteries of manñembodied by the oceanñ hidden under 
the thin veneer of the reflected selfas shown by the sunlit 
waves,óHaruka suddenly concluded, as the passerby 
murmured òwowóto herself and walked off. 

For a moment the world was watercolor, and then 
everything was back to normal. 

Michiru blanched, a large drop of sweat beading on the 
side of her head. òIõm impressed, dear.ó

Haruka grinned and gave her a thumbs-up. òIõm just 
perfect, I guess.ó

Michiru sighed. òWell, Iõm sure I can sell this to a 
reputable art dealerfor a princely sum. Then weõll all eat like 
royalty.ó

Just then, the green death cloud descended, killing off 
the grass on thelawn as it moved, passing in front of the 
painting, melting the paint intounrecognizable blobs.  
Michiru looked at the scene, jaw agape.
òWell, it certainly is ôsurrealistõ,óHaruka quipped.
òYou donõt even know what that word means,óMichiru 

griped.
Hotaru sighed. òYou know, the fall of most great 

empires was precipitatedby a lack of ability to adequately 
fund vital infrastructure or providefor the nutritional needs 
of its people. Not that Iõm comparing us to a great
empireñóshe watched as Haruka and Michiru began 
screaming insults at oneanother. òñno, weõre now at the 
ôvicious infighting colonists stageõ. Definitely.ó
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A HALF HOUR LATER

Taking a break from the shenanigans at home, Hotaru 
had made her way across town, where she met up with 
Aino Minakoñwho was fresh back from some 
investigations in America in her old guise as Sailor Vñ
sitting with her at an outdoor table sipping lime soda.
òNe, Hotaru-chan,óMinako said after taking a long sip 

of her drink, òareyou sure you want me to do this?óShe 
frowned slightly. 

Hotaru nodded. òIt would be extremely helpful if you 
would.ó

Minako sighed. òItõs sohard beingthe Goddess of Love 
sometimes,óshe complained. òEveryonealways needs your 
services.ó

Hotaru ignored the conceit, just wishing she would get 
on with it.òWell?ó

Minako looked past Hotaru, past the 10 AM crowd in 
the outdoor eating area,and towards a young couple seated 
at a park benchñ a slender platinum-blonde male dressed
in a red shirt and dark purple pants  wearing a reversed 
black baseball cap, sitting extremely close to a veryshort 
pink-haired girl.
òWell,óMinako began after studying them intently for a 

few moments,òChibiusa has six fillings, Elios has noneñ
justñóShe looked harder,askance òñsome false gold caps
on his teeth?!ó

Hotaru sighed. Since Sailor Venusõpowers granted her 
dominion over theelement metal and allegedlythe force of 
love, Hotaru had been relying on Minako to use her 
inherent ability to determine if two individuals weretruly 
suited for one another in order to gauge the severity of the 
Elios- Chibiusa problem. Instead, Minako had apparently 
chosen to use her abilityto sense and identify any kind of
metal instead. 
òIõm not really interested in their dental work,óHotaru 
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replied somewhatexasperatedly. òAre they a match?ó
Minako wrinkled her nose slightly. òAlways respect your 

elders, Hotaru-chan, Iõm getting to that.óShe concentrated 
intently on the pair for a second.
òThereõs no problem,óshe declared finally. 
Hotaru looked at her intently, disbelief flashing over her 

features. òReally?ó
òTheyõre a perfect match,óMinako insisted. òOf course 

Eliosõpowerscould be messing up what I see about him.ó
òI see.óHotaru got up, her expression clouded. òPlease, 

continue to enjoyyour meal,óshe began darkly. òI shall be 
back shortly.ó
òWait!óMinako exclaimed, standing upquickly and 

pointing at her accusingly. òAs Sailor Venus, the protector 
of loverseverywhere, I canõt allow you to go interfering 
where true love has begunto flower!ó

Hotaru looked at her as if she were mad. òMinako-san, 
the boy is a Horse. Why do youthink heõs wearing that 
ridiculous baseball cap? Itõs to hide his hornfrom the public 
eye. Look how heõs drooling all over Chibiusañ like heõs
pining for a sugar cube!ó

Minako frowned, shaking her head. òYou know what 
they sayñóshe pointed to the skyprofoundly, òôLove is a 
very splendid flingõ.ó

Hotaru blanched. Minakoõs malapropisms were getting 
worse with time. òYou mean to quote the Bard: ôLove is a 
many-splendored thing.õó

Minako sweatdropped. òDoesnõt matter,óshe finally 
declared, gearing up for an Oscar-worthy soliloquy. òLove 
is love. Someday youõll understand that. Itõs my job to 
protect that love. I  canõt let you destroy it.ó

Hotaru snorted. òIõm Sailor Saturn, the soldier of ruin, 
remember? Destruction is my duty,ó she countered, 
stalking off, her black-clad form cutting through the bright
pastel crowdaround herlike a dark harbinger of doom.
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Minako briefly thought of interceding, but the truth was 
she too was alittle worried about the horse situation, 
emotions aside. Besides, shethought as she sat down and 
picked up her drink, this could get realinteresting real fast.

On the bench, Elios leaned over Chibiusa, mumbling in 
her ear. AsHotaru listened to him, she noted his voice was 
unsettling, like the glibtones of a far-too-mucholder, eerily 
subtextual pedophilicman. 
òThatõs right, honey,óElios suavelydeclared. òIõm the

man. I can makeall your dreams come true. Dreams are 
what Iõm all about, after all, mylittle Suga Baybee.ó

A dark shadow crept over the couple.
òAnd Iõm all about nightmares,óHotaru intoned darkly. 

òYouõre quitedifferent when out of the public eye, eh, my 
equinefriend?ó

Elios looked up at her with an air of smug amusement. 
Chibiusa just staredat his face in a dream-like trance as he 
responded,òWell if it isnõt Goth grrrl. Lookwhoõs talking 
about being different. Arenõt you usually polite to excess?ó
òNot to my enemies,óHotaru retorted, scowling. òAnd 

for the record, I am notôGothõ. The time is nigh for us to 
settle our differences, you vilemanipulator of the dreams of 
innocent youth.ó

Clouds began to gather, and raindrops began to fall. The 
vast crowds of themidmorning dispersed, leaving only the 
interested parties in the park.
òYouõre just a speciest, you know that?óElios spat, 

getting up, eyesflashing darklyas Chibiusa, for her part, 
was still gazing into the middle distance with hearts for 
eyes. òôHumans for Humansõ, and all that. Well, Itõll be my
pleasure to teach you to be more open minded.óHe 
regarded her figure and smirked. òOr do you secretly want 
someof what da sweet Elios has to offer?ó
òPerish the thought,óHotaru said, changingin a flash to 

Sailor Saturn,her Silence Glaiveõs wickedly sharp curved 
edge pressing dangerouslyagainst Elioõs throat, òor 
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preferablyé just perish.ó
Elios blanched.

òThe Glaive cries out for the blood of the profane,ó
Saturn said with abit too much relish, as if she too was 
competing for a non-existent Oscar. 

With the sound of a ricocheting bullet, a rose shot out 
of the sky and flewin the space between Saturnand Elios, 
separating the two. Saturn could almost swear she heard 
cheesy music in the background.
òHold! It is unbecoming for fellows on the side of light 

to fight amongstthemselves,óTuxedo Mask dashingly
declared, leaping from high up in the treesto a position 
alongside Sailor Saturn.
òUhh, excuse me,óSaturn asked icily, òWhat exactly are

you doing?ó
Tuxedo Mask looked at her and quietly whispered 

òwell, ever since Usagiõs services as Sailor Moon have not 
been needed, Iõve been showing up whenever  any of the 
other Senshi have needed backup in a fight. At least, thatõs
theplan. I need tokeep my reflexes sharp.ó
òEndymion-sama!óElios exclaimed, suddenly sounding 

like a well-behavedyoung man. He had also quickly 
transformed into his priestly robes and kneelingon the 
ground in deference. òSailor Saturn was going to attack me, 
the loyal servant toyour family since time immemorial.ó
òWhat is the meaning of this?óTuxedo Mask demanded, 

looking at Saturnaccusingly.
òWell letõs see,óSaturn began, unimpressed. òAn older 

man with a great dealof experience in the ways of the world 
who is in actuality a flying animalcreature, actively trying to 
seduce a much younger, naive girlñ yourown future 
daughter. This is the injustice I am seeking to correct.ó

Tuxedo Mask scowled and turned his gaze to Elios. òI 
had never thought ofit in those terms before.ó
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Elios calmly stoodand produced a picture of Mamoru 
and Usagifrom within his jacket. òAhem. I believeyou too 
have experience in the ôolder male woos younger naive 
femaleõdepartment.ó

The rose on the ground wilted as Tuxedo Mask 
sweatdropped, the hypocrisy of his stance now fully 
exposed. òIñ uhh, leaveit to you, Sailor Saturn!óhe 
suddenly announced, quickly flyingup into the trees.

Within seconds, unbeknownst to the others,  Tuxedo 
Mask suddenly foundhimself enmeshed in a large net.
òYes,ósaid a dark and sinister voice. òWelcome to my 

net of intrigue.ó
òShouldnõt that be ôwebõof Intrigue?óthe trapped 

Tuxedo Mask asked.
òSilence!óthe voicecried out, suddenly a lot less dark 

and sinister. A giantneedle lashed out and stabbed Tuxedo 
Maskin the arm and everything wentdark.

Back on the ground, Saturn was once again squaring off 
with Elios. òLookslike you wonõt be getting any help now, 
Pegasus,óSaturn icilydeclared.

With a flash, Elios was transformed into Pegasus. 
òDonõt mock my power,óPegasus warnedin his borderline 
creepy pedophile dub voice. òI powered upall the inner 
Senshi.ó
òSo,óSaturn countered, òThat was only because you 

stole all their clothes and refused to give them back unless 
you powered them up each time. I powered up all the other 
outer Senshi andEternal Sailor Moon.ó

Pegasus frowned.  òI wonõt let you get between me and 
my Reenie!óPegasus exclaimed.
òôReenieõ?óSaturn asked, despite herself.
òMy pet name for her. A lot nicer thanôChibiõ, donõt you 

think?ó
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òYour perversity knows no bounds,óSaturn growled.
òDie!óPegasus launched into the air, gyred once and 

swooped towardsSaturn, energy crackling from his big 
golden horn. 
òSilence Glaive, SURPRISE!óHotaru  launched her one 

offensive attack that she could mountwithout dying (since 
unlike Death Reborn Revolution, she did not have to put all 
of her energy into it at once). The ground under Saturn 
cracked and exploded, a crater forming everywheresave the 
spot upon which she stood. A wave of energy lashed out 
from theSilence Glaive smashing Pegasus in the side. 

Like a shot down jet fighter,Pegasus veered out of 
control and landed in some far-off bushes.

Sensing someone approaching, Saturn quickly de-
transformed.
òWhatõs going on here?óThe local police chief asked.
Hotaru looked at her surroundingsñ a massive smoking 

crater, still issuingforth wisps of residual energy. Thinking 
fast, she lied òI think I saw SonGoku come past a moment 
ago.ó

Ironically, unbeknownst to any of them, he had, the 
tempo of his battlesnow on such an accelerated plane that 
they werenõt even visible to the untrained eye any longer 
except for the effects they had on the terrain. 

The police chief snorted. òDamn that Son Goku and his 
friends, alwaysflying all over the place, having their fights 
and ripping up huge chunksof the Earth. Itõs like 
ôNOBODY ELSE has to live hereõé oh NOOOéôsoletõs 
just devastate the city because we CANñ Between them 
and Gojirañõó

He trailed off into a long, winding rant, completely 
forgetting about Hotaru, who simply sighed and went to the 
bench where Chibiusa sat alone, still in adaze. 
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THE TOMOE RESIDENCE

òDid you bring it?óasked the manically grinning 
Professor Tomoe, his faceobscuredby shadow, hyer-
polished glasses glinting in the darkness.
òI have the sample right here,óSetsuna replied, pleased 

with herself, holding up a large hypodermicneedle filled 
with blood.It was almost the length of her arm. 
òI didnõt actually need that much blood,óthe mad 

Professor remarked, taken aback slightly.
òBetter safe than sorry,óSetsuna chided, donning a 

white lab coat. òWere you able to get the other sample?ó
She followed Tomoe down into the depths of his rebuilt 

homelaboratory.
òEasily enough!óthe Professor replied, sporting a wide 

crimson grin. òThere were samplesall over the house to 
choose from. She was here almost every day at onepoint.ó

The duo approached a fancy microwave-like device 
which had a black star emblazoned on the front.
òSo now what?óSetsuna asked. 
Professor Tomoe took the hypodermic needle from 

Setsuna and injected itinto a small seed-like egg, which he 
then tossed into the microwave-like box, which already 
contained some other random objects.
òWe set the monsterbake on high for three minutes,ó

Tomoe replied, chuckling, òand then it will be born!
MUAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH! ó

THREE MINUTES LATER

As Setsuna stood gazing in admiration at the Professorõs 
latest creation,Tomoe continuedto laugh maniacally. After 
a few seconds, the usually reservedand aloof Setsuna began 
to chuckleé finally exploding into similardiabolical 
laughter.
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òSo you see,óHotaru concluded, thrusting a copy of the 
explicitly illustratedTHE HORSE WHISPERER GOES 
TOO FAR in Chibiusaõs face, òthis is what actuallywould
happen if you fulfilled your carnal desires with Elios. As 
you can see, there has been severe hemorrhagingñó

Chibiusa expelled the contents of her stomach.
Hotaru smiled inwardly. While she did not particularly 

enjoy torturing herfriend with the horrific imagery found in 
works such as SO YOU WANT TO MAKEA 
CENTAUR, it was necessaryto introduce Chibiusa to the 
harsh reality ofthe world Pegasus was trying to lure her into 
before it was too late. Andnow that Pegasus was 
incapacitated somewhere, he couldnõt use his dreampowers 
to keep the pink-haired girl in his thrall.
òThatõs what he really is?!óChibiusa asked in shock, 

staring at some ofthe pictures. òThe fairy tales neverñó
òThey never do,óHotaru repliedcoldly. òThey never 

do.ó
òItõs OVER!óChibiusa exclaimed. òI donõt want to have 

anything to do with thaté with that BEASTagain!ó
Hotaru nodded to herself in satisfaction. Now she could 

let Minako and theothers set Chibiusa up with a nice, 
human boy. The way was finally clear.
òIõm glad to hear youõre free, Small Lady,óSetsuna said, 

walking into thepark with a big smile on her face. òWe 
were all worried about you.ó

Chibiusa grinned. Hotaru smiled, but felt a creeping 
darkness in the backof her mind.
òWill I ever find someone, Puu?óChibiusa asked 

desperately.
òOf course, dear,óSetsuna said, stepping aside to reveal 

a very blank-faced Mamoru. òHeõs right here.ó
Hotaru and Chibiusa both threw up.
A long moment passed silently, broken only by the 
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sound of a sudden gust of wind. 
òThatõs her father,óHotaru hissed.
òYeah!óChibiusa protested. òIõm all over that Electra 

Complex!ó
Hotaru nodded. It had been a long, hard year, full of 

false starts andhorrible psychological trauma, but Chibiusa 
had persevered and come outcleansed of her unhealthy 
affection forñ
òOh itõs all right,óSetsuna cheerfully replied,òThis is 

merely a cloneof Mamoru-san.ó
Without warning, Chibiusa screeched òMAMO-

CHAN!ó, and foaming at the mouth, launched herself at the 
clone, clamping herselffirmly onto him.
òI love you,óthe Mamo-clone uttered flatly.
Hotaru lost all strength in her knees and had to sit 

down, watchinghelplessly as Chibiusa glommedonto her 
father-but-not-her-father.òThe consequences of inbreeding 
still existéóshe began weakly, soundingmore like Ami-
chan than anything else.
òCHIBIUSA!óTsukino Usagiyelled, storming into the 

park. òHands off my Mamo-chan!ó
òI love you,óMamo-clone said to Usagi lifelessly. 
òMY Mamo-chan!óChibiusa protested, as she and Usagi 

began to get into afight.
òThis is your doing, isnõt it, Setsuna-mama?óHotaru 

declared darkly, looking over atthe wickedly grinning 
Setsuna. òBut I donõt understandéóshe frowned.òYou 
donõt have the technical capacity to make a clone, much less 
thenecessaryinfrastructureñó
òThat was all provided for me byé your father.ó

Setsuna replied with all the gravitas of a James Earl Jones.
Hotaru started. òFather?óShe hadnõt heard from him in 

a long time. òIõm going to go see him and get to the bottom 
of this.óShe scowled. 

Setsuna shook her head. òYour father is ashamed to see 
you, remember? Thatõs why youõre living withus to begin 
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with.ó
Setsunaõs thoughts wound back through time. 

APRIL 11th, 1994

Professor Tomoe sat with baby Hotaru in his front lawn 
watching the sakurablossoms fall from the trees in the 
front yard of his home.
òOh, my child,óthe mildly spoken, white haired, well-

dressed man said tohis baby. òI know you have probably 
forgiven me for what I did to youé I only did it because I 
wanted you to live. But the shame devours me. I canõt bear 
to see your smiling face any longer, knowing whatI have 
put youthrough. Soon that nice woman will be here, and 
youõll go to live with herand her friends. Please try to think 
kindly of me in your memories, Hotaru-chan.ó

Setsuna walked into the front yard. òItõs time,óshe said 
gently. òWe will take excellent care of herñ this we all 
swore.ó

Setsuna snapped back to the present. òIt was a noble 
sacrifice,óshe exhaled with an air of breathlessinspiration.

Hotaru glared at her. òYou know my body may have 
been that of a baby,óHotaru began coldly, òbut my mind 
was still fully developed. I remember everything perfectly.ó
òDo you?óSetsuna asked offhandedly, holding the back 

of her headsheepishly, hoping that wasnõt true. 
This time, Hotaruõs thoughts wound back through time. 

APRIL 11th, 1994

ProfessorTomoe sat with baby Hotaru in his front lawn 
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watching the sakurablossoms fall from the trees in the 
front yard of his home.
òDo you like the blossoms, Hotaru-chan?óProfessor 

Tomoe asked his baby. 
òI have come for the child,ócame Setsunaõs voice, 

booming imperiously fromsomewhere behind him.
òWho are you?óTomoe asked the woman he could not 

identify, craning his head to see her properly. 
òYou are not fit to raise such a child,óSetsuna said 

darkly. òFor you aretoo mentally unstable.ó
òAre you from social services?óTomoe asked. òI may 

have amnesia, butñó
With a THOK! Setsuna slammed Tomoe on the head 

with her Time Staff, the Big Assed Key. 
Professor Tomoe groaned for a moment, memories 

beginning to flood his mind.His visage clouded for a 
moment, becoming obscured by shadow, his glassesglinting 
in the light. He laughed maniacally.
òNow that weõre all here,óSetsuna continuedin a more 

business-like manner,òyou know that your daughter has the 
latent power of Saturn in her.ó
òI also know you tried tokill her,óProfessor Tomoe 

replied in a somewhatbemused tone.
òSo did you,óSetsuna parried.
Tomoe shrugged. òTechnically I was trying to keep her 

alive. So the demonpossession thing went a little too far. 
Your point is?ó

Setsuna leans on her staff confidently. òMy friends and I 
want to take care of her, raise her in a sheltered
environment, where it is unlikely her powers of destruction 
will re-awaken.ó
òAnd if they should?óTomoe asked.
òThen weõd ôtake careõof her.óSetsuna replieddarkly.
òI canõt just give up my daughter,óTomoe protested.òI 

wuv my cuddwy widdle destructo-muffins~!óHe cuddled 
Hotaru, who cooed with pleasure. 



73

Setsuna frowned. òDo you really want to run the risk of 
her getting killed in an accidentagain, or taken over by 
some pan-dimensional being of evil?ó
òThat wonõt happen,óTomoe repliedconfidently. òIõm 

not going to do any moreresearch into parallel universes. 
Ever.óThequietly chuckling madscientist raised a hand in 
a solemn gesture.

Setsuna raised her eyebrow. The lie was a transparent 
one.

Tomoeõs face fell, defeated.He handed Hotaru to
Setsuna. òHere. Just be sure and take goodcare of her. 
Because if you donõtñóhe began tolaugh diabolically as 
Setsuna sweatdropped. 

Growling, Setsuna realized the jig was up. òThatõs right,ó
she snappeddefiantly. òôKeep your friends close and your
enemies closerõwas what we had all decided that day.óShe 
frowned, suddenly puzzled. òBut waitéó she began 
quizzically. òif youknew all that, why did you stay with us?ó
òKeep your friends close and your enemies closer,ó

Hotaru echoed with darkamusement. The two women eyed 
each other warily.
òSo what is your plan?óHotaru asked as she watched 

the two Usagis fightingover the cloned Mamoru. òI 
thought losing the Garnet Orb put an end to your days of 
blatant manipulation.ó
òOh no, my dear,óSetsuna replied, not a little manically. 

òNow the gloves are off.For where I was once the guardian of 
Order, I will now be the bringer ofcarefully controlled 
Chaos.ó
òIf you control it,óHotaru protested, òitõs still Order.ó
òSilence!óSetsuna boomed. òThanks to that clone, the 

real Chiba Mamoruwill be MINE!ó
òI donõt understand,óHotaru began. òWhyñó
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òYou will when youõre older,ó Setsuna replied
magnanimously.
òGah!óHotaru fumed. òI MEANñóshe calmed down, 

òwhy not keep the clonefor yourselfand leave the real 
Mamoru and Usagi together? Why did you undoall the 
work I did getting Chibiusa to be normal?ó
òThe clone,óSetsuna began slowly, òhas problems. For 

instance, itõs limitedthree word vocabularyñó
òI love you,óthe clone intoned as Chibiusa and Usagi 

tugged at it indifferent directions.
òñalso, I want the original. The classic. As long as 

Chibiusa is glompingon ôMamoruõlike Shampoo on 
Ranma, Usagi will be too jealous to noticeanything amiss. 
Besides, I think this one is more affectionate than thereal 
Mamoru ever was.ó
òI love you,óthe clone criedas Usagi hit it for being too 

close toChibiusa.
òSo youõre saying you donõt really want affection,ó

Hotaru said flatly.
òI wanté victory,ó Setsuna admitted with relish. 

òSweet, vengeful, twistedvictory above reason or sense! 
VICTORY!!óShe began to cackle madly.

Hotaru rolled her eyes. òYouõve been spending too 
much time with father.ó

A FEW HOURS LATER, BACK AT THE HOUSE

Haruka sat in the kitchen, her chin resting on what 
passed for the kitchentable. Glumly she lookedat the tacky 
red-and-white checkered surface of the plastic tablecloth. òI
really miss my car,óshe murmuredsadly. òSpeeding across 
three lanes oftraffic, the wind ripping through my hair, the 
sound of police sirens inthe background, pedestrians 
screamingé if only we had money again.ó

Michiru, who was standing with her back to Haruka, 
sighed in sympathy.òWell, if you hadnõt bought all those X-
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10 cameras, you might have moremoney, dear.ó
òThey serve a purpose,óHaruka said softly, still wistful 

for her car.
Upstairs in Harukaõs room, a computer with the sign 

òWAR COMPUTERóresting atop it monitored live feeds 
from every inch of Nephliteõs house. 

Taking pity on Haruka, Michiru slid a plate with a food-
like substance in it in front of her. òHere you are, dear.ó

Still daydreaming, Haruka idly took hold of some with 
her chopsticks, putting the òfoodóin her mouth. Almost 
instantly she began to choke, gag, and spit. 
òARE YOUñóHaruka gasped, òTRYING TOñóshe 

spat, òKILL ME?!óHer overacting would have been prime 
Oscar material. 

Michiruõs face became a mask of anger. òIt canõt be that 
bad! Iõm reallytrying!óGrabbing some of the foodñand 
this term is used very looselyñwith her ownchopsticks, 
Michiru put a huge glob in her mouth.
òOH FOR THE LOVE OF GOD!óshe screamed, 

feeling a wave of nausea spread throughout her body.
òWe have to do something about this,óHaruka whined 

helplessly.

UPSTAIRS

In Hotaruõs room, Amiand Hotaru sat at her desk, 
furiously working with the Mercury Computer.
òSo,óAmi began pedantically, òwe input the genetic 

sequencing data here,parent one on the right, parent two 
on the leftéó

Looking at the screen of the tiny supercomputer, Hotaru 
saw a picture ofChibiusa on the right, and Mamoru on the 
left, with various GTTCATCAGGCTAGCA patterns 
superimposed, representing their genetic structure. 
òNow,óAmi continued, òwe develop the most likely 

genetic sequence of the
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offspring by invoking the MERGE factor, and taking 
into account the greaterpropensityfor genetic resequencing 
found in females, we haveñó

The pictures fused and morphed, beginning to change 
into a new form. Suddenly the computer began to beep
frantically.
òIt canõt handle the output data!óAmi said in a panic. 

òDark energy isbeginning to be emitted by the new genetic 
pattern ITSELFñó

Pink Energy began to arc out of the palmtop, striking 
various parts ofHotaruõs room, scoring and charring 
whatever it came into contact with. Thepower blew out her
computer, fluorescent lights, and charred her flowered
wallpaper a dark black. 

At least that last part was an improvement, Hotaru
noted.
òI can sense the sheer malevolence in it,óHotaru said, 

fear beginning tocreep into her voice.
With a pop-like THAM! the Mercury computer 

exploded into a thousand shards,raining debris all over 
Hotaruõs room.
òInbreeding between Mamoru-sanñor his cloneñand 

Chibiusa-chanmust never beallowed to occur,óAmi said, 
the terror in her voice plain for anyone tosee. òThe 
resultant offspring would be the greatest threat to the world
ever known.ó

Hotaru looked at the ravaged remains of her room and 
nodded.
òBut Chibiusa-chanõs Electra complex is too strong,ó

Ami said weakly. òThere isno way we can break it now that 
Chibiusa-chan actually has a Mamoru-santhat is nother 
true parent.ó

Hotaru looked at Ami with an expression ofgrim 
determination on her face, solemnly declaring òOh, there is 
a way. But to go that way is to sell oneself to the Devil.The 
horse-faced devil himself,Elios.ó
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Ami looked at Hotaru as if she was mad. òBut you know 
thatõs an unhealthyalternative.ó

Hotaru shook her head. òSometimes a lesser darkness 
must be served in orderto preserve the light.ó

THE TSUKINO HOUSE

As Usagi and Chibiusa were still at the park busily 
fighting over the falseMamoru, Hotaru found it relatively 
easy to sneak in. Making her way up tothe attic which 
served as Chibiusaõs room, she sought out her target.

Finally, after searching almost every corner, she found 
what she waslooking forña small bell.
òI canõt believe Iõm doing this,óHotaru muttered to 

herself. Holding thebell, she slowly, embarrassedlydropped 
to one knee. Clasping her hands infront of her, she looked 
down and prayed, as sincerely as she could manage,òPlease 
Pegasusé protect everybodyõs dreaméóShe coughed, 
mustering upthe will, òñtwinkle yell.ó

Nothing happened.
Hotaru fumed. So the benighted horse was making her 

work for it, eh?
òTWINKLE YELL!óshe screamed.
Suddenly the sound of a disconnected phone number 

could be heard. òWeõre sorry, this bell is no longer in 
service. Please recheck the apparatus andtry your 
invocation again.ó

Hotaru dropped to both knees in shock. At that 
moment a powerful visionassailed her mind, revealing 
Pegasusõlocation. 
òIs THAT where he ran off to?óShe didnõt know 

whether to be amused orrepulsed.

A LOCAL BAR
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òAnõyou know Iõm really powerful, man.óDrunken 
Elios waved his cup ofsake around at the half-conscious
drinkers around him. òI can make churdreams come true.ó
He hiccuped.
òO ya?óasked a barfly next to him. òThen send in a 

chick, right now.ó
Hotaru walked in the bar, doing her best to avoid 

showing any outward signof revulsion at the sweaty smell 
of liquor and spirits combined with thestench of human 
pathetitude.
òWhoa,óthe barfly said in awe of Eliosõpower before 

passing out.
òHey, baby,óElios said as suavely as a plastered loser 

can. He squintedand realized who he was talking to. òOh, 
ish you. EVERYONE!óHe yelled.òEVERYONE!ó

Somewhere, a patron belched.
òBehold, the pale-faced assassin of joy!óElios laughed, 

and moved aside soHotaru could sit next to him. òDid you 
get Chibiusa outta the way to makeroom for yourself? I 
shoulda known! HA HAA!óHe laughed and slapped 
Hotaruon the back.
òControl yourself,óHotaru said stiffly, pulling Elios to 

his feet. òYouõrecoming with me.ó
òShe just canõt get enough!óElios yelled as the rest of 

the people in the bar utterly ignored him. 
Dragging him outside, Hotaru thrust a large cup of 

coffee into his hands.òSober up. Chibiusaõs in trouble. 
Your little ôReenieõneeds you.ó

Elios looked at her incredulously. òYou just broke us 
apart, now you wantus back together again? I donõt get 
you.ó

Hotaru scowled. òThere is nothing I would like more 
than to see youpermanentlyremoved from this plane of 
existence, in preferably thebloodiest and most gruesome 
manner imaginable. The mere thought that a boythat is also 
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a horse would presume to have his way with my best friend 
is repugnant to me. But there are worse things in this world, 
andunfortunately, as the fates would have it, one of them 
has surfaced today.ó

She explained the Mamoru clone situation.
òHey,óElios said bitterly, òat least heõs a full on human 

being. Shouldnõt you be happy about that?ó
òI donõt think heõs fully human,óHotaru mused. òNot if 

my father had ahand in his creation. Come on, weõre going 
to investigate this.ó
òWai-wait,óElios said, suddenly looking a lot more 

composed and sure ofhimself. òSo you, Tomoe Hotaru, my 
sworn enemy, are saying that youactually need me, Elios, to 
help you?ó
òWhy yes,óHotaru replied dryly. òI need you to use 

your power ofsubliminal seduction to help me brainwash 
my best friend back into fallingin love with a horse boy so 
she doesnõt end up marrying a clone of her ownfather,yes 
indeed.ó

Elios scowled. òFine, but I warn you now. You might 
win this battle butlose the war.óHe laughed at her 
dilemma.
òYou can always be eliminated later,óHotaru repliedfar 

too casually as shewalked towards her fatherõs house.
òYouõre too damnscary,óElios said, following behind 

slowly. òSo I got theplan. Iõll transform into Pegasus and 
impale that Mamoru wannabe with myGolden Horn. Then 
when heõs dead, everything will be back to normal.ó

Hotaru looked at him askance. òThatõs *not* the plan,
that was your drunkenthreat after I told you about the 
clone. Daimons can be easily defeated,but we have to be 
sure thatõs what weõre dealing with.ó

BACK AT THE TENõOU HOUSE

òIõm so sorry, was that your motorcycle?óHaruka 
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laughed manically asNephlite came home to find various 
components of his sporty new Harley-Davidson hanging 
from the limbs of his front yard tree.

Nephliteõs face turned blue with rage. òI swear to you, 
Tenõou! Iõm goingto make you suffer in HELL for this!ó
òAww Neffy,óNaru pleaded in her screeching Bronx / 

Deep South accent as sheclung to his left arm, òyou 
promised me you was gonna be a good man, a niceman, a 
decent mané anõdat means no MOH evil, rite hun?ó
òOf course dear,óNephlite replied smoothly as he 

walked with her toward the front door. As he passed 
Haruka he mouthed òIõll bury you.ó
òBring it on,óHaruka replied under her breath.
Once he got inside (and out of Naruõs earshot) Nephlite 

picked up his phoneand called his travel agent. òI need the 
fastest flight to the North Pole.

Money is no object.ó

SETSUNAõS SECRET LAB

Chiba Mamoru lay strapped into a padded dentistõs 
chair, his eyes blindedby a bright white light, strobes 
flashing electric blue all around him.Intravenous fluids 
filled with psychotropic and hallucinogenic mind-altering 
drugs were constantly being pumped into his bloodstream.

Subliminal music played in the background and a 
whirling wheel rotatedmenacingly on the ceiling. Incense 
was burning and theta waves permeatedthe atmosphere. 
Somewhere a triadof dark monks worked mind
manipulating magics.
òNow,óSetsuna said, speaking into a microphone, her 

voice boomingthroughout the chamber, òChiba Mamoru, 
you will forget all about TsukinoUsagi. You will love only 
Meioh Setsuna. All your thoughts will focus around her. 
You will obsess about her. She will be the only reason for 
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yourbeing. You will be incomplete withoutñó
òNo.óMamoru replied flatly. 
òWhat do you mean, ôNoõ?!ó

PROFESSOR TOMOEõS SECRET LAB

òHello?óHotaru asked trepidatiously as she entered the 
lower level of herfatherõs secret lab. She had never actually 
come down to this levelbeforeé well actually she hadñ
just before she diedé the first time.Or was it the second 
time? Hotaru was unsure.
òHotaur-chan!óBoomed the voice of Professor Tomoe, 

who suddenly stood beforeher, his face still obscured in 
darkness, his glasses glinting as brightlyas ever. òThere is 
something you should knowéóHe took in a deep breath.
òSomething they have never told youéóHe wheezed 

again. òHotaru-chan,óhe began profoundly,óòéI AMé. 
your father.óHe laughed heartily. 
òIõm well aware of that,óHotaru said matter-of factly.
òOh! Uh, yes!óProfessor Tomoe stepped back and then 

took the opportunityto laugh maniacally again. òSo what 
brings you here today?ó
òWe know you helped make that clone of Chiba 

Mamoru,óHotaru explained. òWe werewondering ifñó
Professor Tomoe held up his hand. òIõm sorry, I canõt 

talk about it.ó
òHuh?óHotaru and Elios looked at him confused.
òNow where is itéóTomoe rifled through his pockets, 

fishing around forsomething. òAhh!óHe produced a piece 
of paper, on which was written inlarge letters, òNON 
DISCLOSURE AGREEMENT.ó

Hotaru looked at her father askance. òYou signed a non-
disclosure agreementwith Setsuna-mama?ó

The Professor shrugged. òHey, the money was right.ó
òMoney?óHotaru asked incredulously. òWhat money!? 

She told us all she wasbroke!ó
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Professor Tomoe coughed and pointed to the NDA.
òIt covers that too?óHotaru asked weakly. òWell do you 

mind if we lookaround the lab?ó
Tomoeshook his head.
òWhat are we looking for?óElios asked.
òAnything we can use to detect, view, or remove 

daimons,óHotaru muttered.
òDaimons?óElios asked.
òDemons from a parallel universe my father has a nasty 

habit of using tomake monsters with.ó
òNow I see where you get your charming persona,ó

Elios quipped. Thenext moment he was gasping for air as a 
bolt shot though his back, and acrystal shaped object flew 
from his chest.
òHmm,óHotaru said clinically, putting down Eudialõs 

old pure-heartextractingbuster rifle, òIt seems like every 
joker out there has a pureheart these days.ó
òNow now, Hotaru-chan,óher father chided gently, 

òput the pure heart back into your boyfriend there.ó
òHeõs not my boyfriend!óHotaru said archly. òHeõs 

actually a perversefreak of nature that turns into a HORSE 
when the mood strikes him, and hecan freely invade 
peopleõs dreams in that form!ó
òReally?óProfessor Tomoe replaced the pure heart and 

looked Elios overappraisingly. òWhat a fascinating 
specimen. He must have somerather unique
characteristics.ó

Hotaru raised an eyebrow. òWould you like to examine 
him, papa?óshe askedas sweetly as she could.
òCould I!?óher father asked with raw, childlike glee.
Hotaru smiled as sweetly as she could, which was 

frankly a terrifying sight. òThen, as a favor to your only 
childñ who, I might add, you did cause toget killed on no 
less than two separate occasionsñcould you please point
me to an instrument that will reveal the true nature of that 
Mamoru clone?ó
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òI canõt,óTomoe said, òbecause of the agreement. But if 
while Iõm takinghorsey-boy here down to the dissection 
chamber, I should happen to leaveyou alone in the room 
with the Daimon Buster Ray located right there nextto 
your LEFT handé no, your other leftñwell, that wouldnõt 
be aviolation, would it now, Hotaru-chan?ó

Hotaruõs eyes glistened with tears at the profound 
moment of sincere familybonding. If the moment had been 
broadcast on television it would have been a sweeps week 
emotional moment for an afterschool special. 
òNo!óElios cried as Professor Tomoe began to drag 

him off. òDonõt let himdo this to me!óhe yelled.
òWould horsey like a carrot?óProfessor Tomoe asked as 

they moved out ofrange.
òNOOOO!óElios screamed. òDamn you, Tomoe 

Hotaru! DAMN YOU TO HELL! I WILL GET YOUñ
AUUUUUUUGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! ó
There was a hellish scream andthen blessed silence.
òIt looks like I wonõt be needing your mind power after 

all,óHotaru declared with relish as she loaded the thirteenth 
òDóbattery into her fatherõsDaimon Buster Ray.

ICHINOHASHI PARK

òI donõt care what you say! I say this man is NOT my 
father and Iõm gonnaMARRY HIM!óChibiusa screamed.
òI love you,óthe clone cooed.
òBut if we accept what you say as true, and heõs not 

Mamo-chan, isnõt truethen that you only want to marry him 
because he looks EXACTLY like yourfather?!óUsagi shot 
back, wagging a finger in Chibiusaõs face. 
òI love you,óthe clonerepeated.
òThat was really complex thinking of you, Usagié

pretty good consideringyour brain hardly gets any 
OXYGEN!óChibiusa snapped in reply, biting her finger. 
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òI love you,órepeated the clone.
òI prefer to think of it as EFFICIENT use of 

RESOURCES!ó Usagi screeched, waving around her 
throbbing finger. 
òI love you,ódroned the clone.
òHeõs MINE!óChibiusa bawled, locking her hands 

around the cloneõs neck ina super-glomp anime jedi death 
grip.
òI love you,ógasped the clone.
òTHATñISñMAMO-CHAN!ó Usagi roared. 

òPrincess Tsukino Usagi Small LadySerenity, I FORBID 
YOU TO MARRY YOUR OWN FATHER!!!ó
òI love you,ótheclone weakly squeaked as its air supply 

continued todecrease.
At that moment, an explosion to the south caught both 

girlsõattention. They didnõt realize it at the time, but across 
town, Haruka had just detonated a òfertilizer bombó(not 
made of fertilizer, it shots OUT fertilizer) all over 
Nephliteõs yard; the resultant nuclear cloud of manure being 
visible for a quarter mile.

Chibiusa stared at the cloud, letting go of the clone, 
which gasped forbreath. Usagi continued to stare at the 
cloud mesmerized.
òI love you.óthe clone gasped. 
òChibiusa-chan!óHotaru yelled urgently, arriving on the 

scene with the Daimon Buster Ray.òYou must listen to me. 
I think thereõs a daimon in that clone. This raywill take it 
outé or something.ó
òI love you,óthe clone interjected, a bit more insistently. 
òDo we have to?óChibiusa whined. òYou never let me 

have any boyfriends.ó
òI love you!óinterjected the clone in more of a panic. 
òLetõs see,óHotaru said, pondering. òYour previous 

choices so far havebeen a) your father, b) a horse, c) a 
monster who looks like your father.Youõre not doing very 
well.ó
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òI love you!óthe clone persisted.
Chibiusa frowned. òSo letõs see if youõre right.ó
òI love you!!óthe clone insisted.
òWould you pleaseshut up!?óHotaru yelled, taking aim, 

and firingthe ray at theclone, which spasmed and twitched 
in a ray of blazing electric light.For a moment, its innards 
were visible. 
òLook,óChibiusa said in awe, òyou can see inside itéó
òThose are the ingredients my father must have used as 

a base,óHotarunoted. Inside the clone was a daimon pod, 
and a Valentineõs day card whichread, predictably enough, 
òI love youó.

Suddenly the daimon pod cracked open while still in the 
clone, and a wildeyed, short, and radioactively pink 
simulacrumof Chibiusa (plus fangs andglowing eyes and 
venom) could be seen emerging.
òHe must have used your DNA for the daimon base, 

and Mamoru-sanõs for thehost clone body,óHotaru mused. 
òEheheh, that father of mine.ó

Chibiusa retched at seeing the distilled raw essence of 
herself cavortingwithin the clone. òI donõt think I like this 
clone anymoreéóshe whimpered. 

Hotaru shut off the beam and patted Chibiusa on the 
back consolingly. òComeon, Chibiusa-chan, letõs get out of 
here.óTaking Chibiusa by the arm, she pulled her away 
from the scene. 

Chibiusa nodded.
òI love you,óthe clone snarled as the two girls left.
òI love you too,óUsagi replied, finally taking her eyes 

off the cloud ofmanure (which was raining back down on 
the city) and giving the clone a bighug. òFinally, Iõm glad 
that girl gave up. It was getting disturbing, herwanting to 
marry her own father. Now weõre free to be married as we 
shouldbe.ó
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BACK AT TENõOU HOUSE

òHARUKA!ó Michiru yelled, pointing at Haruka, 
òyouõve gone too far this time! Thewhole blocksmells 
likeñó
òS[BLEEP]T!óHaruka exclaimed. She hadnõt expected 

the payload to be thatintense. Now both her home and 
Nephliteõs were covered in smelly brownhorse excreta. At 
least the parts of the lawn killed by the morningõs death
cloud would be back in fine shape in no time. Also, now 
she knew why Hotaruhad been soopposed to Chibiusa and 
Eliosñtheir house would have probablysmelt like this all 
the time.
òYouõre DEAD!óNephlite yelledfrom outside, a gas 

mask over his mouth. òI finally havein my possession the 
instrument of your destruction, brought downespecially 
from the North Pole!ó
òQueen BerñóHaruka and Michiru looked at each 

other worriedly.
òBehold!óNephlite boomed, stepping aside. òReturn of 

theñó
òJedite!óHaruka and Michiru watched helplessly as the 

formerly flashfrozen dark general emerged from behind 
Nephlite.

Rubbing his eyes, Jedite surveyed the torn and blasted 
foul-smellinglandscape and nodded. òSo, I see the Dark 
Kingdom won the war, eh?ó
òUhh, no,óNephlite said quietly. òWe got trounced. But 

I brought you BACKso you could take vengeance on some 
Sailor Senshi and be my loyallieutenant once again!ó

Jedite looked at Nephlite incredulously. òIf we lost, then 
there is no DarkKingdom. If there is no Dark Kingdom 
there is no command structure. Ifthere is no command 
structureñóJedite picked some of the manure off the
ground, òñthen you can eat THIS!óHe threw it in 
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Nephliteõs face with enough velocity to topple the taller 
man over. 

Crossing the property line, Jedite looked at Haruka and 
Michiru. òSo whoõre the Sailor Senshi? You two, I 
suppose?ó
òUranus,óHaruka said defensively, making a fist. 
òNeptune,óMichiru replied cautiously.
òAhh,óJedite mused, seemingly unconcerned. òWell, 

warõs over. I did my job,got frozen for it, that sort of put 
me off the whole Dark Kingdomthing. Sodo either of you 
know a place where a noble ex-general such as myself can
get a job around here? Iõm rather glad to not be living in a 
dark cave
filled with youmañóhe surveyed the landscape, òñnot 
that this filthridden cesspit seems to be much betterñ but 
itõs something, I suppose.ó
òWhat are your skills?óMichiru asked.
òOh, the usual,óJedite replied. òSlaying, torturing, 

fearmongering, energycollectionñó
Haruka and Michiru shook their heads.
òñthreats, cooking, intimidationñó
òWait!óHarukaõs head snapped up to alert attention. 

òDid you just sayôcookingõ?ó
Jedite nodded.
òReal cooking, with human foods, not with youma 

fingers or something likethat?óThere was a light of hope in 
Harukaõs eyes. 

Jedite chuckled. òI used to be a General of the Earth 
before Beryl got herclaws into me, you know. Yes, real 
human foodñ although,óhe ponderedreflectively, òin the 
Dark Kingdom ôhuman foodõmeant something else
entirelyñó
òWhatever!óHaruka exclaimed. òYouõre hired! We need 

a cook in the worstway!ó
òAnd what will you pay him with,óNephlite coughed

mockingly from his yard,sitting up and spitting out some 
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manure, òsome of that fertilizer off the ground? Youõre 
poor, pathetic peasantsnow, remember?ó
òI will pay him,óHaruka replied coldly, locking her gaze 

on Nephliteõs own, òwith the chance to get constant, 
unrelenting, sweet delicious revengeon you for as long as 
you liveé next door.ó
òSold!óJedite declared, sneering at Nephlite. òSee what 

you get for talkingdown to me in front of Beryl?ó
òTreacherous DOG!óNephlite snapped. òYou havenõt 

seen the end of this!ó
òWell, everyone, it looks like we may have some money 

after all,óMichirusaid proudly. òIõve just finished my latest 
work of art.ó

Pointing to her still-veiled canvas, Michiru waited for 
sufficient interestto build, and then she hauled off the 
cover, revealingñ
òIs that what I think it is?óJedite asked curiously.
Haruka nodded dumbly, a sweatdrop forming on her 

head.

SETSUNAõS SECRET LAB

òWHY?!ó Setsuna screamed, turning up the labõs 
Tantalus Ray to òmindmeltingólevel. òWhy is it that every 
two-bit monster and demon queen inthe universe has had 
their way with your mind, Chiba Mamoru, but I canõt even 
get you to accept a SIMPLE HYPNOTIC 
SUGGESTION?!ó
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PREVIEW OF NEXT EPISODE

Who says itõs bad to beat up a dead horse? No One? Oh well! 
Michiruõs newpainting is revealed, but no one likes it! Hotaru and 
Haruka take a breakfrom the action as we take a special look into 
òThe Secret World of KaiohMichiruó, next time on Suburban 
Senshi! You better get ready!
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