Setsuna’s Story

Meiou Setsuna walked out of her office and down the long corridor of Meiou Fashions Inc. She paused at the tall mirror by the exit and checked her make-up. ‘Looking hot, Setsuna. You are a champion of business,’ she told her reflection. Setsuna remembered that she had to go over some designs with her secretary, Rinko. She turned around and strutted to Rinko’s office. 

“Hello, Rinko. I hope today’s patterns are not butt-ugly like last week’s,” she addressed coldly to the pretty little girl behind the desk. 

“Really, Setsuna. I think you should unchain me. I don’t think I did anything wrong. Please,” Rinko pleaded.

Setsuna shook her head in exasperation. “Rinko, if I unchain you, you’ll be able to get to the phone and call the child welfare department. I’m not that stupid Rinko. Now, may I see the patterns?”

“Yes, Setsuna.” Rinko got out of her chair and hopped to the filing cabinet. She pulled open a drawer and hefted several tubes of papers out and hopped back to her chair. She popped the caps from the tubes and displayed the sheets of designs to Setsuna. Setsuna scrutinized them carefully. She was silent for a moment. Rinko got nervous.

“Well, Setsuna?” she jiggled her chains in fear. Setsuna looked her straight in the eye and smiled. 

“I like them, Rinko!” she declared.

Rinko sighed in relief. 

“Do you like ice cream, Rinko?” Setsuna continued. Rinko’s eyes lit up.

“Of course I do, Setsuna. I love ice cream!” Rinko smiled broadly. 

“That’s great, Rinko, cause I know of something just as cold as ice cream, and it costs only pennies!” Setsuna loved toying with children’s emotions. 

Rinko’s face fell, but she managed to hold a fake grin.

“Rinko, you’re in for a treat! Tomorrow, since I like these designs so much, I’m bringing you frozen milk,” Setsuna cheered. ‘Not again,’ Rinko said to herself. She was getting tired of frozen milk. 

“You know, Setsuna, the people who make Meiou Fashions great are the children who design the clothes and work in the factories. Maybe you should give them frozen milk.” Rinko looked at Setsuna hopefully. 

“Oh, Rinko, you have a lot to learn. If I give the workers a treat, they won’t work as well.”

“Buy they might stop collapsing from starvation at the sewing machines.”

Setsuna lay a reassuring hand on Rinko’s shoulder. 

“It’s a small price to pay,” she cooed wisely. Rinko just sighed again.

Setsuna walked back to the door.

“Setsuna?” Rinko chirped.

Setsuna turned around. 

“May I write to my family? I miss them.”

Setsuna gave Rinko a warning look and walked out of the building.

*~*

Setsuna walked down the street to her beauty parlor. She plotted all the way.

‘I’ve become incredibly successful. I have fame, money, power. There’s only one more thing I need:’

Mamoru walked past her, reading a book. He didn’t even see her.

‘Endymion.’

Setsuna continued without looking at Mamoru twice. She turned into her beauty parlor and hailed her regular girl. A tall woman with a light blue wedge walked over to her.

“Hello Setsuna! What are ya in for today?” she said cheerfully. 

“Just a facial, Hairball,” she said loudly. She lowered her voice. “And some evil advice.”

Hairball snickered. “Will do!” Setsuna went to the back of the parlor to the private rooms. She sat down in a chair. Hairball walked in with a cart of cleansers and creams. 

“I won’t be needing those,” Setsuna said in shock.

“I know, I brought them in for effect. It makes this visit look natural,” Hairball assured her. 

Setsuna got down to business. 

“I need to steel someone’s boyfriend.” Hairball pulled a green bottle from the cart and tossed it to Setsuna. 

“Knock yourself out. Directions are on the back.” Hairball walked out of the room. Setsuna put some money on the cart and left the parlor.   

*~*

The next day Setsuna followed Mamoru to his apartment, careful to stay twenty paces back. She felt her face. ‘Silky soft,’ she thought to herself.

Mamoru unlocked his door and waked into his apartment. He closed the door behind him. Setsuna heard the lock click. ‘No problem.’ Setsuna walked to the door and stared at the knob. The metal melted away and evaporated into the air. Setsuna cooly pushed the door open and strode into the hall. She scanned the room for Mamoru. She heard movement in the kitchen. 

Setsuna tiptoed into the kitchen (the way they do in Scooby Doo), so as not to bring her presence to Mamoru’s attention. Mamoru had his back turned to her, and appeared to be chopping something. Setsuna slipped off her seven inch heals and walked into the kitchen in her stocking feet. She looked around for a weapon. Many frying pans hung from hooks on the ceiling. Setsuna stared at one hook until it started melting. The material vaporized and the pan dropped silently into Setsuna’s hand. She gripped the handle tightly and padded towards Mamoru. He kept chopping. Chop chop, step step, chop chop, step step, chop, step, chop, step, chop, step, chop step. Setsuna stopped right behind Mamoru. She held her breath so he wouldn’t notice her. She stealthily raised the frying pan high over her head. Mamoru chopped a piece of food extra loudly. Setsuna let out a tiny gasp in surprise. Mamoru’s head shot up and he turned around, knife in hand. His eyes widened when he saw Setsuna and the pan. Before he could make a sound, Setsuna flung the pan at his head. It made a loud “bong” sound and Mamoru fell to the floor with a thud. Setsuna made sure he was unconscious. 

Setsuna tidied up Mamoru’s apartment so it didn’t look like he left in the middle of something. She took a suitcase and filled it with his clothing. ‘He’ll need clothing, after all,’ she reasoned. She stopped short. ‘Or will he?’ Setsuna shrugged and continued loading the suitcase. She took extra care to get all of his underwear. 

Setsuna dragged the suitcase into the hallway and went back into the kitchen. She dragged Mamoru in to the hallway and flopped him next to the suitcase. She stepped back and stared at him and the suitcase. Instead of melting and steaming away, though, they shrunk down to tiny dollhouse size. She picked up the little suitcase and the tiny Mamoru and put them both in her pocket. She took Mamoru back out and held his torso with her index finger and thumb. She jiggled his little floppy legs and knocked his tiny head back and forth. She dropped him back in her pocket. 

‘I hope no parts of him experience lasting effects when I make him normal size again,’ she worried. She dismissed the thought, though, because this isn’t a hentai story.

Setsuna double-checked the house. She spotted her weapon pan and the nice knife. She picked them up and placed the knife back in the knife rack, but couldn’t find a place to put the pan because she had destroyed the hook. She looked at the pan. It was a pretty nice pan. It was non-stick and had heat-resistant handles. She’d been looking for one like this for a while. 

Setsuna focused her eyes on the pan and shrunk it. She dropped it into her pocket, but was careful not to hit Mamoru’s little head. 

Setsuna walked to the door and realized that it had no handle. ‘A sure sign of a break-in,’ she thought. Setsuna looked all through Mamoru’s drawers and cabinets, but could not find a replacement. Setsuna ran to the hard-wear store across the street and bought a brass doorknob. She put it on the door and left the apartment building. She took the long way back to her house so it did not look like she had come from Mamoru’s place. 
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