Always

By: Falconess


Look at them. They’re so disgusting, wallowing in their grief. Why do they waste their time with worthless tears? I suppose it’s fitting that way…to shed worthless tears over a worthless person. It makes perfect sense. Yet I still find them weak. What do they have to cry for? They don’t have a reason to cry. It’s shameful and it makes me sick.


Then why am I still here? They can’t see me anymore, and if they could sense me, they weren’t bothering to pay attention. I could walk among them for hours without them getting the slightest touch of my presence, even if I was no longer a corporeal being. If these petty weaklings can cry over something as futile as this, I shouldn’t be bothered with them…but still, I linger, watching them cling to one another and try to console themselves. It’s pitiful. I’m not worth their meaningless tears.


All my life, I was worthless. I was cast from my home because I was a bane to all that is, had once been, and what was yet to come. I was raised by a band of thieves, beaten several times a day for sport. I grew strong and rebellious because of my ill treatment, but I was still seen as a good-for-nothing child, the bastard son of a secluded race. I left their midst, and wandered the breadth of Makai many times, killing all that stood in my way. I had more blood on my hands than the most seasoned warrior before I reached manhood. And because of all this, my mind began to become vulnerable to vile ideas that wormed their way in, poisoning all thought to the brink of insanity. By my tenth year, I was all but raving, clutching my sword constantly in a sleepless hell of paranoid fear. I killed everything I saw. 


But one thing saved me from absolute madness. I remembered the things I had seen in my short time before I was cast from my home. I remembered my twin sister, who was only my twin by definition. She was sweet, innocent, and untouched. I was violent, exposed, and defiled. Still, I felt the urge to watch over her, and so I sacrificed all my strength and had a way to watch over her always given to me…the Jagan. It was my only link to her when she didn’t even know I existed, and no matter where I was, I could make sure she would never be subject to the horrors I had endured for so long. This was the prime motive to have the Jagan implanted…to warrant her continuing amnesty from the torment of the harsh world of which she was only vaguely aware. I vowed to protect her all my days, however long or short they may be, and never to disclose her association with a criminal like myself.


By my nineteenth year, I had formulated a plan within the darkest chasms of my mind. I would forge an alliance with two other demons that I would so carefully select, and then plunder the Great Vault of Reikai, and retrieve the three ancient Reikai artifacts, which I would bend my accomplices to use for my cause. For the safekeeping of the Orb of Baast, I chose a demon of mediocre strength and almost nonexistent wit, Gouki. But for the keeper of the Forlorn Hope, I went on a special quest. I had remembered an incident concerning a ningen boy who aided me after a misunderstanding that led to my injury. He called himself Suiichi Minamino, but I knew that Suiichi was only a shell for the remnants of the widely known and feared spirit fox Youko. The boy imparted his true identity to me, and I henceforth knew him as Kurama. I chose Kurama for his limitless knowledge of traps and thieving, and I knew that the restless soul within would be eager for such sport as destroying and controlling Ningenkai. Kurama agreed to become the caretaker of the Forlorn Hope. And the final, most deadly artifact, the Shadow Sword, I kept for myself. I chose this for myself not only because the other artifacts were weaker, but because I would have an advantageous edge over any idiots that Koenma would inevitably send after us for our crimes…I was the most skilled swordsman in all of Makai, and the Shadow Sword would be even deadlier in my hands than in the hands of anyone else. So we broke into the Great Vault and plundered our prize, only to have it all snatched away by a mere child, a new Reikai Tantei by the name of Yusuke Urameshi. I had come so close to victory, I was inches from destroying the little bastard, but a chance of sheer luck caught me off guard, and my plan was shattered.


However, in place of being thrown to oblivion for punishment, Kurama and I, being the only ones alive after the breaking of the plan, were given a choice. We could go on to oblivion as planned, or we could repent for our crimes by serving Reikai as Reikai Tantei…and we would aid none other than Yusuke Urameshi, the detective I sorely despised and vowed revenge on for his fluke triumph over me. We joined Yusuke and his idiot friend Kuwabara to overthrow the Four Saint Beasts in Maze Castle. I had been to Maze Castle before, as had almost every wandering demon in Makai, and the Saint Beasts knew of Kurama and myself. After Kurama destroyed Genbu and Kuwabara almost defeated Byakko, we faced Seiryuu, who had just slain Byakko. I was angered by this, for I had heard rumors all my life of a creature that could attack using simply his voice, and, being a warrior, I was eager to test my skill against this legendary power, and it was snatched away by a weakling who called himself an icemaster. I slaughtered the cocky idiot quickly, and with barely any effort whatsoever. It was then that I saw Yusuke and I were beginning to become friends.


After that little venture, Koenma sent Yusuke and Kuwabara on a mission, but would not reveal what the purpose of their assignment was. I read past the baka’s pathetic attempts at secrecy, and knew that the one thing most precious to me was in danger, just as I had always feared and sworn I would prevent. Even though Koenma was afraid his “valuable asset” would have to be punished should I kill any ningens, I ignored every precaution he took to ensure that I would not go anywhere near my sister’s prison. I raced to where she was held, and let Yusuke and Kuwabara, who were ahead of me, take down the obstacles leading to Yukina. When I reached her, Yusuke and Kuwabara were just finishing off (so we then thought) the infamous Toguro Brothers. I would have gone against every message my own mind was sending me about the consequences of killing a ningen, but Yukina, feeling regret over the blood shed for her cause, begged me to stop before I killed Gonzu Tarukene. She almost discovered our relation, but I slid past the question and kept her in the dark on that subject. Going off to care for Kuwabara, the one man that annoyed me the most, Kurama appeared. Leaving Yukina with the others for care, Kurama and I left.


During the Ankoku Bujutsukai, I grew to a strength that no other could possibly possess. I had mastered the Darkness technique, as no one before me could. I was the wielder of the Black Dragon, and it was inside me, at my disposal. It gave me power beyond any I had ever experienced, and I knew nothing would ever stop me as a cause of my weakness again.



On all of our missions after that, I slowly discovered that I was becoming one of “the group” that Yusuke had formed from all his friends and partners in the Reikai Tantei. I was a part of a group that did not wish to harm me in any way, and it was almost too hard to believe. So hard to believe it was that I refused to admit that I was unwittingly starting to care for those that cared about me. I had schooled myself against this sort of weakness since before I could say it in so many words. But then, I was given a chance to redeem my strength lost on this group that had became a sort of replacement family against my will.


At one point, I set myself to return to Koorime and take my revenge, as had been promised to me by the woman who cast me out…Ruri. I returned, and when I spoke with Ruri herself, she did not realize who I was. We visited my mother’s grave, and I learned of her death. She had supposedly been slain by her own hand, because of me. I had caused my mother’s death. I had longed to see her again, just once, just so I could see why I had been banished. Why was I such a curse? Did my race really matter all that much? I wanted to ask her, but I couldn’t. No longer feeling the desire to take my revenge, I left Ruri, who had finally realized my identity, and Koorime forever. I never returned, and thoughts of revenge left my mind forever.


I was summoned by Mukuro, one of the three rulers of Makai. I was to become her heir…but I saw no reason to do this. I had nothing left…I had my mother’s tear gem, which I had lost so long ago. I had found Koorime, and Yukina was safe. What else could I do but end my life there? I allowed her current heir and head general, Sigure, who also was the demon who had implanted my Jagan, mortally wound me. I fought back, not wanting to be so pitiful as to allow a weakling like him to beat me without countering. I was fatally injured, yet, despite this, Mukuro tried to appoint me heir anyway. Refusing her attempts at this and resigning myself to my fate, I was surprised to wake up and find that I was not dead. Mukuro pieced me back together, and I was alive…and her heir.


So many years after that, after serving her all my days, my life was taken. I was growing into a state of weakness as a result of inaction, having nothing to do but go on small missions for Mukuro every so often and otherwise just yell at lazy soldiers and guards. One day, as I was patrolling the borders of Mukuro’s land, as I was appointed to do as a result of being a semi-finalist in the first Makai Tournament, I was attacked, and beaten. Before Mukuro could piece me together as she had done all those years ago, my life ended, and that was all there was to it.


To my own shock and chagrin, I refused to go to Reikai immediately. I went to my “funeral” that was being held, and watched as my friends, whom I had never shown my feelings for, broke down in grief stemming from my passing. Did they really care so much? My life’s story was nothing important, I never did anything that changed anyone…ever…did I?


I still watched as my friends moved on with their lives. I avoided any and all of Koenma’s attempts at having me sent to Reikai, feeling reluctant to leave. I didn’t want to go without having said goodbye…even though I wouldn’t admit it even to myself.


Finally, after a long time of avoiding my fate and wandering Ningenkai as a spirit, Koenma himself came to speak to me.


“Hiei,” he said, calm but firm. “You are causing a lot of trouble for Reikai by refusing to take your place there. You can’t haunt Ningenkai forever.”


“Watch me,” I replied coldly, watching my sister’s sleeping form. I was watching over her, just as I had always done…but now, I would never be able to hear her sweet voice without the knowledge that I would never be truly near her again, and the sweetness was replaced by a bitter pain that was worse than any I had ever faced. 


“If you don’t willingly come, my father has decided to cast you into oblivion,” Koenma said to me, sighing and speaking in a calm, grave tone. He was truly worried that this might come to pass.


“Then let him,” I snapped, not looking at the Reikai Prince.


“Hiei,” he repeated. “Say goodbye to Yukina…we have to go.”


I felt anger and hatred as I realized that Koenma had read through my feigned indifference. If I resigned and let Koenma take me to Reikai, I would at least be able to watch over my friends from a distance and eventually see them again when they came to Reikai, but if I was cast to oblivion…


“Would you like me to come back in a little bit?” Koenma inquired kindly. I nodded. I needed to be alone to say my goodbyes. So, understanding this, he left.


I knew how to communicate with Yukina from Yusuke’s stories, and so, as I approached her sleeping body, I felt a twinge of pain. I sat beside the bed and wiped a stray hair out of her face, my hand gentler than I could have imagined. I placed it on her shoulder, and said her name.


“Hiei-kun…” she muttered in her sleep. I closed my eyes, and was transported to her dream.


“Yukina-chan,” I whispered, seeing her within her own dream.


“Hiei-kun?” she said through tears. “You’re…here…”


“Not for long,” I replied, wiping a tear off her face. “I have to go now. I’m going to Reikai. I wanted to say goodbye.”


I knew that if my will was strong enough, I could create tangible things within a dream, and they would become real in the waking world. I steeled myself, and summoned every ounce of strength I possessed to reach for the tear gem hanging around my neck and place it around hers.


“You…didn’t find my brother…” she whispered shakily, more tears pouring from her eyes.


I shook my head.


“No…I didn’t have to search for him,” I said, and despite the circumstances, my throat still constricted…almost. “I am your brother, Yukina-chan. I never told you so you would be safe, but I can’t keep it from you any longer.”


Yukina, much to my regret, started to cry more. I embraced her, holding her tightly, and felt tears running down my own face.


“I’m sorry for never telling you, Yukina-chan,” I whispered, and then, even quieter, I said, “Oneechan.”


She sobbed into my shoulder for a minute or two, but then looked up at me.


“I…I never guessed, I never got to spend time with you, I—“


“Oneechan,” I whispered, holding a hand to her mouth to hush her.


“I don’t want you to leave me alone,” she pleaded, realizing that I was about to leave.



“I won’t,” I replied. “I will always be with you.”


My tears were hitting the ground along with hers. I willed just one of them to be real, and as I kissed my sister’s cheek and said goodbye, I knew that my time was up.


“Oniisan! Oniisan!” Yukina cried, falling to her knees within the dream. I felt pain beyond anything as I heard those words, so full of desperate heartache that it brought more tears to my own eyes.


I left her dream, and as I looked down on the bed, I saw that, among the pearly white gems that belonged to Yukina, there was a single ebony gem on the top of the pile.


“Oniisan!” Yukina shouted, sitting bolt upright in bed. She looked wildly around, and I sensed she knew it was a dream…until she felt her neck and looked at the Hiruseki stone tied to it. She then spied the black tear gem sitting on top of the others, and she picked it up.


“No,” she sobbed, clutching it tightly, and crying for her loss. It hurt to see her cry like that, but…I had to go. I knew Koenma was behind me, but he was allowing me the courtesy of staying with my sister a little longer.


“I love you, Oneechan,” I said, reaching forward and moving my hand down Yukina’s tear-streaked cheek. Though my hand would have gone right through her, she put a hand up to that cheek and whispered my name, lying down and sobbing painfully again.


“We must go, Hiei,” Koenma said, and as I turned, not caring that I was crying openly, I saw that tears also soaked the face of the Reikai Prince.


“Hai,” I whispered, nodding once. Looking at Yukina one last time, and speaking in thought, I went with Koenma.


::I’ll always be with you, Oneechan…I love you::


I left with Koenma, knowing that those words were the last I would speak to her before her time to pass on would come. Hoping that it would be a very long time until that day, I followed Koenma through Reikai into his office, still indifferent to the tears pouring down my face and solidifying before they reached the ground.


“Hiei,” Koenma said, regaining possession of himself with a little difficulty at the sight of my uncharacteristic show of grief. “You have served me as Reikai Tantei and repaid the debts formed from your crimes. You have a permanent place here, and I hope that you can finally find some rest.”


I didn’t respond. I still felt a wrenching loss in my chest at leaving Yukina. Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I was shocked to see Botan there, tears in her eyes. 


“Hiei-kun,” she said. “I have to lead you away now. You will be able to see the others if you wish when you get there. I’m so sorry.”


This last statement was just above a whisper, and audible to only myself. I nodded, and she led me away. Holding back the tears that threatened to fall now, I followed, and settled myself in Reikai.


“I’ll come visit you later on, Hiei-kun,” Botan said, still crying. 


I nodded once, and she left me. I closed my eyes and though of Yukina, and found that I could see her clearly. This is what Botan meant when she said I could see them if I wished. I held back my tears as I saw Yukina rise and tell our friends of her dream. 


They cried. More tears were shed for me. I wasn’t worth it…was I? I couldn’t be. My life was a waste, and the only thing I was ever good for was destruction. 


But as I looked down at my friends, seeing their sincere grief at their loss, I couldn’t believe those words. I had spent my entire life trying to convince myself that I was never good enough, but now, I just couldn’t convince myself. I wouldn’t believe those words anymore. It would be a crime to deny that I had finally found what I had always wanted, and always thought I never had…a family. I was a damned fool for thinking that I never had one. I had a family all along.


And I would always be with them.
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