HEY YOU! Yeah, YOU! Please don't turn around and leave!!! ;_; If you've decided to stay and read (I'm very grateful ^^) Here's an introduction to get things started. 


First a disclaimer: I do not own Sailor Moon (yeah I wish) Naoko Takeuchi does, nor do I own DragonBall Z (in my dreams) because it is owned by the Akira person (I forget his last name, or is it a her?). :-p Anyway, this is A LONG chapter, and I'm not planning on doing the 2nd chapter UNLESS I get a certain amount of reviews. 


In this story, everyone is a certain age: Hotaru is just turning 5, Gohan is 8 years old, Haruka, Michiru, and Setsuna are all 21-22, Usagi and the Scouts are 16-17, and Kami and the Z team are all their normal ages, like in the episodes. 


Sorry, there's no Rini or Tuxedo Mask. BUMMER, DUDE. But keep reading! And ENJOY!!! :-) Oh and this also: *telepathy* and <thinking> so you don't get confused. ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ Behold The Glaive 


by: Sailor Aphrodite/Rami 


Haruka closed her eyes, her blonde hair scurrying about in the wind. <I love it here, she thought. The VROOMING of the race cars. The cheering of the crowd. The smell of the race track, the burning tire rubber. The heat. And most important of all, the wind.> 


"Would you like your windows open, Mr. Tenou?" Haruka opened her eyes to the sound of her disguised name.


"Yes," she told the automechanic, "leave 'em open." "Yes, sir," he turned around and went back to work. 


Haruka sighed. <I wonder what Michiru and Hotaru are doing right now.> 


"All ready, Mr. Tenou." Haruka nodded to the worker again, as she hopped into her race car. After all of the other competitors had approached their cars, all got quiet. < Time to blow the wind,> Haruka thought as she put on her helmet. The checkered flag was waved, and the noise exploded up again. Haruka was in the lead, at 300 mph. Haruka loved the taste of victory. It was like proving to herself that she COULD be powerful, despite her sex race. < Someday, I bet I will go so fast, that the wind will carry my body far up to the clouds.> Haruka only had one more lap to finish, when suddenly something didn't feel right. She frowned as she frantically steered her race car off the track, screeching at a stop. The wind had changed directions. And this was a very VERY bad omen for Haruka and Michiru. It meant bad luck and misfortune in the future. Something bad was going to happen. 


"Haruka Tenou!" shouted a worried sponsor as he ran up to the car window."Whats wrong? You were doing great!" 


"I....I suddenly don't feel well." she said in her coolest voice. 


"Should I get the paramedics?" 


"No, it's ok. I'll just go home. See ya next week, Mr. Crest." Haruka took off her helmet and exhaled. <Michiru, did you feel that?> 


~~~~~*~~~~~ 


Michiru dropped her cup of lemonade from which she was drinking. It wobbled over, spilling its contents all over the wooden table. "Michiru-Mama! You had an accident!" "Huh?" Michiru looked at Hotaru, startled. "Oh, I guess I did. I better get a washcloth." Michiru went and opened a drawer. Hotaru giggled as she tried to soak up the juice with her napkin. "Michiru-Mama never has accidents." 


"Yes, you're right." Michiru Kaiou smiled sweetly at her 'daughter'. "Are you done your sandwich? I'll take care of this mess." 


"Hehe, 'kay Mama. I'll be in the bookroom, reading." And with that Hotaru scampered off. Michiru just stood there, staring at the puddle of lemonade that had begun to drip to the floor.


 <What was that?> she thought. The kitchen window was wide open when suddenly the wind had stopped blowing through. <What ever it was, it certainly wasn't good. Haruka.>


 ~~~~~*~~~~~ 


Goku chowed down on his living room sofa, getting rice everywhere. He was glad that for once he didn't have his hands full with battles, enemies, and stuff like that. It was nice to just to kick back and relax. Goku's attention was caught when the peace was interrupted by a long creak. 


"Gohan?" he turned to the front door, where his son was trying to sneak out. "Ssssh, Dad. I don't want Mom to hear." Gohan was the splitting image of his father, except for the fact that Gohan had long black hair, while Goku had short spikey black hair. "But aren't you supposed to be studying? You know Chi-chi is worried about your education." 


"Aww, Dad," Gohan clutched his hands together. "I've been studying all morning, and I desper- ately need some fresh air. Please, can I go out?" he begged. 


"Oh, okay." Goku smiled. "But if Chi-chi gets ahold of you, don't say I let you out." 


"Thanks Dad! I promise I won't tell." And Gohan left. <I hope Gohan remembers that Chi-chi's more dangerous than any enemy he's ever encountered,> Goku chuckled at this thought. Goku slowly closed his eyes. <So peaceful, so relaxing.......>. 


*Goku!* 


"HUH?!" Goku jolted up, startled. "Kami, is that you?!" he exclaimed, telepathetically.


*Yes, Goku.* Goku flopped back down, relieved. "For a second there, you startled me."


*Sorry about that, but I'm afraid we have another predicament on our hands.* 


Goku silently groaned. He had had a feeling that this peace wouldn't last long. But it was his duty as a Saiyen, let alone Super Saiyan, to protect the world. "What is it?" he asked his old friend. 


*Come to my palace, and I'll explain it all.* said the Guardian of Earth. 


"All right. I'll there in a flash." Goku stood up. <I have to tell Piccolo.> He turned for the garden, where Piccolo usually trained. He opened the back door, revealing the namek, Piccolo. He had green skin, with big pinkish-orange patches all over his arms; he had antennaes right above his forehead, and he had pointy ears. He wore a battle suit, along with a long white cloak, and a white turban. 


"I got the message," he said with the usual stern voice of his, never showing any emotion whatsoever. 


"Right." said Goku. "Let's go!" Gohan, not too faraway, also heard Kami's message. "Hey, wait for me!" he flew up into the sky, catching up with Piccolo and his father. Vegeta had recieved the message through telepathy, too. He was at the Capsule Corp. , training in 200 times normal earth gravity. 


"Oh, great," he grumbled, zooming into the sky. "Now what?" 


At Goku's house, Chi-chi had come home from grocery shopping. She looked around the quiet house con- fused. "Goku? Gohan? Piccolo? WHERE THE HELL IS EVERBODY?!"


 ~~~~~*~~~~~


Hotaru looked up from the book she was reading. It was the mirror. One half of the wall in the bookroom was a frameless, full length mirror, instead of a ceiling-high book shelf. Michiru and Haruka never did mind it being there, even though a library was a strange place to find a mirror. Anyway, Hotaru walked over to the mirror and put her ear against the cool glass. She could hear voices, but she couldn't tell what exactly what they were saying. She backed away from the mirror, as if it were an alien. She continued to stare at her reflection. Something was in there.


 Haruka came rushing through the front door. "Michiru!" "Haruka!" cried the aquamarined haired woman. "Thank God, your safe." "You felt it too?!" 


She stared into her friend's beautiful twinkling eyes. "Yes." she said in a worried voice. 


~~~~~*~~~~~ 


"Why did you call us here?" Piccolo asked with his arms crossed over his chest. They all stood there at Kami's Place, waiting for an explanation: Vegeta, Goku, Gohan, Piccolo, and Kami. Mr.Popo stood nearby, listening. Kami was also a namek, his green skin wrinkled from old age. He wore a priest-like robe, and he held a wooden staff. 


"I've heard that there is a new threat to my planet. Only this is more serious. There is a person, with a deadly weapon, called 'The Glaive'." 


"And what, may I ask, is so threatening about that?" asked Vegeta, slightly annoyed that his training was interrupted for this. Kami continued. "This is a weapon that has the ability to wipe out an entire planet within a nano-second." 


Everyone's eyes widened. Vegeta kept cool. "And......?" 


"Oh, yes. This weapon is only available when it's owner reaches his warrior like form. And this form can be obtained in just a matter of time, unless you prevent it from happening." 


Gohan spoke up. "If we had the Dragonballs, we could wish this away." 


"True, but we don't have them, nor the time to find them." said Piccolo, deep in thought. 


"We have two other options," explained Kami, "One: either prevent the person from reaching his fatal form, or if we're too late in doing this, two: we get ahold of the glaive." 


"But Kami," said Goku, "how do we find him?" Kami reached into his robe and fished out a piece of paper. "This symbol is my only clue." 


Everyone studied the sketch. It looked like a cross between a wierd looking "h" and a "t". "It is the symbol of orbiting planet, Saturn. That is all I know." 


"Well, that's a real help," Vegeta complained. "Another scavenger hunt." 


"Kami!" Mr. Popo shouted from the palace, worried sick. "Come quick!" Kami rushed over to him. "What is it?" 


"Look!" Mr. Popo pointed to the mirror on the veranda wall. A huge symbol, just like the one on the paper, glowed through Kami's and Mr. Popo's reflections, as if it had been carved on there. The Z warriors saw it too. 


"You men come here," Kami ordered, "This portal hole just might lead you right to the Glaive."


 ~~~~~*~~~~~ 


Haruka stared at her hands. "This isn't any bad omen, Michiru, this is a red alert! I feel it. They're coming...." 


"Who's coming?" Michiru was so scared that she was close to snapping. 


"Men.....very strong.....stronger than all of our powers put together.......and they are different from others...." she clenched her fists as she concentrated. "They're looking for someone...." 


"Princess?" Michiru had suggested. Alot of her past enemies were usually after Princess Serenity. 


"No....." Hotaru still stood there, waiting for the feeling about the mirror to go away. Suddenly, Hotaru 's reflection got very blurry and mangled. It kept moving, this way and that, always taking a different shape than the last. A huge, muscular arm reached out. This time Hotaru really backed away. She kept silent, because in no time at all 3 srange looking men and a boy were standing in her library. 


"I sense some strange power coming from somewhere in here...." Vegeta murmured. "Yeah, me too," Goku looked around for anything out of the ordinary. No one noticed the small, frightened girl backed up against the wall. Something began to flicker on her forehead..... 


Haruka suddenly gasped. "They're in the house! HOTARU!" Haruka turned and ran down the hallway, with Michiru running behind her. Gohan felt the power coming from--her! "Dad, it's her! Look!" 


They all turned to the girl for the first time. She had shoulder-length, blackish-purple hair; she wore a pair of dusty overalls, and she was a tad bit shorter than Gohan. She kept silent as she stared at the unexpected guests with her round, purple eyes. And the symbol on her forehead glowed like a headlight. 


Haruka ran down hallway so fast that she practically missed the doorway to the bookroom. She stared at the huge men in horror. 


"Hotaru, RUN!" 


"Grab the girl!" Vegeta ordered as he disappeared to the other world through the mirror. Piccolo did as he was told. 


Hotaru began to cry out, "Haruka-Papa!" The highpitched sound of her voice practically broke the pure hearts of Goku and Gohan. Reluctantly, they walked through mirror, trying not to look back. 


"Give her back!" Haruka began her desperate martial arts attacks on Piccolo. Piccolo fought with one arm and carried Hotaru with the other. He quickly dodged every move she tried on him. But when Haruka finally kicked Piccolo sharply at his waist, he finally blasted Haruka into the opposite wall, knocking over a few books. Haruka lied there unconsious, blood trickling from her mouth. Michiru ran to her beloved's side. Piccolo was halfway through the mirror, when Hotaru shouted over his shoulder: "Mama!" 


Michiru frantically took off her high-heeled shoe. "Take this, you %@#&!" she threw her shoe at the mirror. The men were gone, and the mirror cracked. Michiru fell to her knees, sobbing. For the first time in her life, she felt totally helpless. 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Well, did you like it?! It may sound like the S season in a way, but it's not totally that way! Besides, this is my first time at a fanfic. ^__^ If I do put up a 2nd chapter, it will have WAY more action! So stay tuned! 





