Sailor Moon – Mixed up Magic Show

Note: This would be set in the first season of Sailor Moon, just after the episode ‘Ice Princess’. The Ginzuishou is the original name for the ‘Silver Imperium crystal’. It’s an obvious idea, but one I’ve never seen done, so…

In the throne room of Queen Beryl, a voice rang out. 

“Kunzite, attend me!”

The white haired bishonen materialised in front of the throne, head bowed before his dread mistress, who was looking even less pleasant than usual. Her staff floated before her, glowing with an evil energy.

Queen Beryl frowned. “I am displeased Kunzite. You have so far failed to capture the Moon Princess or the Ginzuishou. Despite all your boasts, you have fared no better than your predecessors. Do you wish to share their fate?”

Kunzite was both evil and powerful, but at that tone he felt fear. “No, my queen! I would have succeeded with the Ice Skating ploy, if it hadn’t been for the meddling of Prince Endymion. His loyalties are… uncertain.”

“You accuse _me_ of incompetence?” The crystal sphere at the top of the staff flared crackles of black lightning.

Kunzite back-watered. “Of course not, my Queen, I say only that his conditioning should be intensified so that he will truly befit your purpose.”

“Hmm… Possibly. But it is not his actions I called you to discuss. What is your new plan to capture Sailor Moon?”

“The Earth people have no true magic, but are fascinated by it. People who call themselves magicians perform illusions based on misdirection and fakery as entertainment. I have suborned one such magician, binding her with a youma. Her magic will be very real. She is running a series of performances in the Juban area, the Moon Princess magic show, with free entrance for parties of five girls…”

Queen Beryl fumed. “But this is a minor variation on your Ice Skating plan! The senshi brats will spot it as a trap.”

“Which is part of my plan. They will be unable to resist springing it, in the hope of rescuing Tuxedo Mask. But he will be here, undergoing conditioning. The other plans concentrated only on the Moon Princess. In this all the senshi will be lured into a position where they will be in my minions power. All shall be captured in a single sweeping action, leaving none free to spoil the plan.”

“It had better work, Kunzite, for your sake.” Queen Beryl stated, grimly.

&&&

“And now, I need a party of five volunteers from the audience.” Miss Marvel declaimed. She was a tall dark-haired lady in her mid twenties, wearing a top hat and tuxedo with a skirt and fishnet stockings. She held an ornate staff, with which she had gestured as she did a number of smaller, but very impressive, illusions.

 Her youma half interfaced with the magical sensors within the ticket office. Group 12 showed the highest probable correlation with known data, high enough to test them. If they turned out to be ordinary humans, they, and the rest of the audience, would be mind controlled to make them forget it. “Will the ladies in seats 12 onwards of row F come up on stage please.”

“Yay! We get to go up on stage!” exclaimed Usagi Tsukino, sometimes Sailor Moon , and full time clutz, glutton and cry-baby.

“Can it, dumpling head,” hissed Rei Hino, the short tempered shrine priestess, the one called Sailor Mars. “Luna thought this was a trap, and that’s why we’re here.” She started to get up. 

Ami Mizuno, the genius student also known as Sailor Mercury was, consulting her Mercury computer, a pocket sized notebook device. “Definitely a trap. Miss Marvel is filled with Dark Kingdom energy. She’s either a youma or bound to one. And there’s no stage hands.”

“Then we have to free her!” stated Minako Aino, Sailor Venus, striking a heroic pose before realising they should really be low profile until they transformed, and un-striking it.

“That’s right! It’ll be good to get a workout taking down Dark Kingdom goons.” Makoto Kino, Sailor Jupiter grinned and cracked her knuckles.

“Alright, we’ll transform as we go through the wings.” Usagi groused.

They trooped up through the sidings and did their transformation phrases. “Moon Crystal… Mars… Venus… Mercury… Jupiter power makeup!” Since no-one had seen it, no-one would later connect them with their civilian forms, part of the transformation magic. They bounded out onto stage, lining up to oppose the lady magician.

“Hold it right there, youma!” called out Sailor Moon, striking a pose. “Magic shows are for entertainment, not for evil. You’d better give up now, or in the name of the moon, I'll punish you!"

The crowd cheered, clearly thinking this was all part of the magic show. Miss Marvel grinned with far more teeth than she should have, and warped, skin growing dark and eyes glowing as her manicured hands became claws. 

The transformed lady magician laughed and waved her staff. “Are you forgetting? You came up on stage, and that makes you my assistants!” With puffs of smoke various props appeared on stage, and streamers of cloth started spouting from the staff. The streamers looped around Sailor Moon, binding her legs together and her arms to her body, as well as gagging her. She struggled to free herself, overbalanced and landed on her rump.

The other Senshi were just as unlucky. Manacles on chains sprung from each prop and grabbed them hand and foot, dragging each one into a different piece of equipment before they had a chance to wind up their attacks or dodge. “As soon as you are part of my spells, you will all be transported to the Dark Kingdom! Kunzite will be so pleased, maybe even give me a tour in Las Vegas!”

The youma mage sashayed over to the box holding Sailor Jupiter. It was raised on four stilts to thigh height, and was basically a box, currently open front and back, showing the trim fuku clad body inside. Jupiter’s head stuck out the top, and her feet were pulled up against the bases of the front two stilts. “Now what shall we do with you?”

Jupiter snarled. “I can take whatever your twisted mind can come up with!”

“Funny you should mention that…” She waved the staff again. A similar open box appeared framing the senshi’s head, and clamps wound in from the sides, holding her head in place. Doors slammed round, covering the main box, and the top one started to turn. Jupiter’s head was being turned right round several times, though her legs were clearly fixed in place. Their frantic squirming showed they were quite real.

“Ta da!” The youma tapped the box with her staff, and the doors sprang open. They revealed what looked like a green and white barber pole. Sailor Jupiter’s body had been twisted up like a dishcloth being squeezed out to dry. There were twin short pink sections leading up into a wrapped and bunched green skirt, and white twisted cloth alternating with the pink of her arms up to the green collar. Her green gem studded bow still poked out front, and her hands stuck out the sides of the column, the manacles lying loose now that they were no longer needed. Her hands waved frantically and uselessly as she glared at the youma. 

“If I could just get my hands free I’d Supreme Thunder Dragon you back to the Dark Kingdom!” She felt really weird. It didn’t hurt, but she could feel the different parts of her body rubbing against each other in ways they normally couldn’t.

“Not unless you get a job as a lightning rod.” The magician said in a syrupy tone. “Next, the self proclaimed sailor scout of love and laser beams, Sailor Venus! Give her a big hand!” The crowd did so. 

“If you think you’re going to win, you’re out of ducks!” yelled the golden haired senshi, getting her sayings scrambled as usual.

The youma just smirked. “That’s luck dearie, and you need it more than me. But enough penetrating criticism.”

Venus’s prison was similar in shape to Jupiter’s, but with solid walls on front, back, top and bottom made completely of clear plastic. The entire front half had hinged open when she’d been pulled in, and now her head poked out of a tight hole at the top, and her legs through twin holes in the bottom. “Lets throw a little light on the matter!” The youma cackled. 

Twelve spots of light appeared on the back surface and started to extend into shafts, moving forward. The youma stood behind it and pulled it round 45 degrees, so they got a partial side view as the beams reached the body and kept on going. After a few seconds they poked out of Sailor Venus’s front, seeming to have penetrated all the way through. They stopped against the front face of perspex, an array of solid bars of light.

There were four rows of three, the first just below the shoulders, the second poking through each breast, and the centre one springing from the orange bow on her costume. The third row was at the height of her navel, springing from the white fabric, and outer pair of the final row pierced her thighs, while the centre one was right through her crotch. You could see this because the rods hadn’t penetrated the front edge of her orange skirt, which instead rested on their tops like an awning.

Venus could feel the bars sticking through her, like cold metal against her skin, but in the same way she could feel a large meal after she’d eaten it. The bottom middle bar was _very_ distracting. She could move her head enough to look down and see herself. She squeaked and blushed, trying to pull her hands down from the top front corners they were manacled to. The youma grinned nastily. “Feeling a little light headed are we? Or maybe a light something else…”

She strode over to the prisons of Mars and Mercury, standing side by side. The two boxes were identical, each made up of stacks of five smaller boxes, each enclosed except for the front. The manacles held their hands at chest height on either side of the box second from top, and their feet were held against the bottoms of the lowest section.

“Fire and ice. Since you’re both so together, let’s give you a more mixed up view of things.” The youma waved her staff once more, and multiple doors, really just rims with open spaces in the middle, swung closed on each section. She made a production of making pairs of wide blades appear, and slamming them into the slots between each section on both boxes. 

Mercury gasped as she felt the first one plunge through her. But she found she could still feel the rest of her body, even though by all physical laws her head was completely separated, possibly some sort of dimensional bypass. Mars just gritted her teeth, refusing to show any weakness. Eventually they stood, each split into head, arms and torso down to just below the chest, abdomen down to the waist, bottom and thighs, and the legs from the knees down.

People who thought this would be a slight variation on the standard mis-made girl illusion were then surprised. Rather than simply stacking them in two scrambled columns, the youma took down every box, the separated body sections still moving inside them, and started stacking them into an open pyramid. The bottom row was Mercury’s surprised head, Mars’ torso, Mercury’s feet inverted, and Mars’ thighs. The second row up was Mars’ wiggling feet, Mercury’s thighs, and Mars’ head inverted. The next row was Mercury’s torso with folded arms, and Mars’ abdomen, and perched on top like a cherry was Mercury’s abdomen, reversed with the back taken off so you could admire how the blue skirt hung on her buttocks.

The youma reached down and patted Mars on the cheek. “Now that’s what I call boxing clever.” She pulled back her hand as Mars growled and bit at it. “Play nice.”

She strode over to Sailor Moon. “And finally an old favourite, pulling a rabbit from a hat.” She pulled off her top hat and laid it down in front of the bound heroine. “But in my version, before you take anything out, you have to put something in!”

With that she grabbed the ends of Sailor Moon’s long pony tails and fed the ends into the hat, which came alive. The hole at the top came together like a mouth, the brim forming a pair of lips. It started sucking and nibbling the long bangs into it as greedily as Usagi sucking up noodles from a bowl of free ramen. The girl in question struggled to pull away, but the hat seemed fixed in place, and strong enough to keep going despite her efforts.

Sailor Moon was pulled forward until her head was right over the maw. Her eyes widened as it stretched and warped to engulf her entire head in one go. Her body was pulled over onto her front as if doing a forward stretch, and it continued to stretch to take her shoulders, swallowing her little by little. Her breasts squished as they squeezed past the rim, then her waist, but as it got to her hips, it slowed and stopped.

Sailor Moon was now just a pair of white booted, wiggling legs and a bottom, poking up out of the brim of the hungry hat. Her skirt had fallen down exposing the inverted leotard bottom of her fuku. The magician stepped over and examined the scene for a moment. “Looks like someone has been eating too many ice cream sundaes!” She reached down and placed her hand right between the legs, and gave a push. With a popping sound, the buttocks disappeared inside the hat, and the tops of the thighs with them. 

The legs were now sticking straight up in the air, and slowly sunk, still flailing, into the hat. Seemingly purely for showmanship, the youma picked up the hat with the legs still visible, and passed a hand underneath the base to show it was really off the floor. As the feet vanished, the hat seemed to give a satisfied sigh, then burped. Sailor Moon’s tiara flew out and landed on the ground ringing tinnily. 

There were claps and cheers from the audience, but the youma, surprisingly held up a hand. “I still have to pull out the rabbit.” She picked up the hat and carried it over to a small table. Then she reached down deep inside the hat and got hold of something. She pulled out a lop eared rabbit with golden fur, and there were ‘awwwws’ from the audience as well as a few giggles because the rabbit was wearing Sailor Moon’s trademark head ornaments at the base of each ear.

“Now you are all trapped, I can sent you to the Dark Kingdom!”

Usagi was frantic. Her rabbit body wiggled as she tried to break free. She could feel the grip on her sensitive ears, the pressure of the youma’s body on her rear and puffball tail. It would have been kind of cool, if things weren’t so desperate. She couldn’t use her Moon Crystal wand like this, or any other attacks. Then she saw the discarded tiara. She’d been able to guide it by will after throwing it, almost since she first became Sailor Moon. Maybe she still could, like that guy in those Star Wars movies.

The staff seemed to control things. If she could get to it, maybe she could change back. She focussed the way she’d normally only do over a cute boy and willed the tiara to move. It flipped into the air and spun towards her. She envisioned it striking the staff out of the youma’s hand, and rebounding to strike the hand holding her. 

It slammed into the staff, sending it flying. “No, my staff… Arrgh!” She let go of the gold haired rabbit, who dropped to the floor. Usagi tried to run to the staff and fell on her face, tripping over her big feet. Then she tried to hop, and it came as naturally as running no longer did. She repeated it, enjoying the feel of the bound as she pushed off with her powerful legs, and the easy landing of a four legged gait. She still had some part of her Sailor powers, because two bounds was all it took.

She grabbed the staff between her forepaws and willed herself human. She suddenly felt like a full body sneeze, and she warped back into human form, still clad in her costume (to the vocal disappointment of some guys in the audience).

The youma shrieked, but it was two late, Sailor Moon was already doing the wind up and pose as her own Moon Crystal wand came out. “Moon… Healing… Elimination!”

“Nooooooo….” The item washed a glow of radiance across the stage, and evaporated the youma out of the magician, who slumped to the floor. There were whistles and cheers. The special effects on this show were brilliant. Usagi took a bow and posed, only to hear, “When you’re finished showing off, dumpling head, come help us!”

She turned round to see the other senshi still in their various predicaments. She ignored Mars and went over to Jupiter, still holding the magicians staff in the other hand. “Help!”, exclaimed the senshi of thunder, ”I feel like a pecan plait!”

Sailor Moon nodded. “This magic stuff makes me hungry too. Let’s go to a coffee shop afterwards.” She couldn’t help but touch hands with Jupiter. She could feel the warm flesh, her friend really was twisted up. How had the youma done it? She tapped the box with the staff and that seemed to work. The doors closed and Jupiter’s head started spinning in reverse. After about 20 seconds, the box opened like a clamshell and a restored Jupiter stepped out.

They went over to where Venus was multiply encardinated. “Ahh! Get me out of this thing, I feel like a split roast!”

“You mean a spit roast!” said Jupiter, the cook.

Venus blushed.. “I know what I mean!”

Sailor Moon quickly tapped the box and the bars of light vanished. Venus visibly relaxed and her box hinged open.

She went over to the pile of Mars and Mercury parts. With a quick consultation with and help of the other two senshi, she separated the boxes, and put the divided girls back together.

Mars stepped out of her box and stretched. “It feels good to be me again…” There were laughs from the audience. She looked down and realised her bow and skirt were blue. “What?”

The others had swapped the chest and thigh boxes, so each senshi now had the others breasts and bottom. Mercury took it with the aplomb of a true scientist. “I wonder if my Bubble Blast would now produce superheated steam?”

Mars huffed and glared at Moon, who was snickering. “I’m going to steam some dumplings if someone doesn’t fix this right now. And no putting my hips on backwards!”

Sailor Moon was getting the hang of the staff. She stood them back to back and waved it, and a large black sheet flew from the tip and wrapped them from the neck down. Then it fell away, leaving them fully restored.

There was claps from the crowd, and a few mutters. Moon realised they were waiting for a big finish. She bounded over to the fallen magician, palming her disguise pen. “Disguise power, make me look like her, and her like me.” There was a flash, and the lady magician stood there in her original form. 

The doubly transformed senshi turned to the audience. “Thank you everybody, I hope you’ve enjoyed the show!…” Suddenly she had a brilliant idea. “Today’s show was a special tribute to those heroines of Tokyo, the Sailor Senshi, and I hope our act was convincing. Thank you everybody!” She waved the staff and the curtain came down.

&&&

The girls were at the Hikaru shrine, Rei’s home and Ami was examining the staff with the Mercury computer with Usagi’s mentor Luna watching disapprovingly. “You should have left it at the theatre. What if it can be traced.”

“Chill out, Luna!” exclaimed Usagi, flumping down beside the little black cat.. “It’s a way cool magic item, and it didn’t disappear with the youma. Even with the Ginzuishou we need all the help we can get.”

Ami nodded, then went on. “Interesting…It seems to be a power focus, rather than a power source. It shows no traces of Dark Energy.”

“But it was used by that youma, we saw it!” exclaimed Minako.

“And she was focussing Dark power through it. But when Usagi was using it, she used her Moon power to reverse the effects. It seems to have flushed the residual Dark power away, so there’s no way for the Dark Kingdom to trace it. In theory, anyone able to apply magic power through it should be able to use it. In fact…” She dismissed the computer and picked the staff up. She tapped her free arm at the elbow and it dropped off, leaving pink skin across the severed surfaces.

Usagi’s eyes showed stars. “Wow! That’s so cool!”

“And very useful. Imagine we were all made permeable like Minako was. The Dark Kingdom could throw projectiles at us all day and they wouldn’t touch us. Or being able to shape shift into non-human forms.” Ami picked up the severed arm and put it back against the stump, then realised she couldn’t touch it with the staff at the same time. “Um… will someone please put me back together?”

The white moon cat Artemis, Minako’s mentor, was too busy having a rather perverted daydream about Minako being turned into a cat, until he got a paw round the ear from Luna.

“You know what this means?” Makoto Kino, grinning, as she did the honours.

There were puzzled expressions from the others.

“Now we really are magical girls!”

Mass face-fault.

[To be continued?]

