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Chains
By: Falconess and Moondust

Prologue


It rained.

Rain. That was all that had been seen for days. Not the sun. Not blue skies. Just grey clouds stretching over the sky like a blanket, shielding all from the warmth of the sun. The raindrops hit the ground in an almost musical pattern that had no pattern, tapping away in an endless song of melancholy that the rain so represents. 


The Temple of Seira was empty that day…as empty as the heart of one that resided there. A woman, one with the appearance of youth still straining for a grasp in her life and yet the slightest hint of wisdom gained from experience, sat at a window, staring out at the grey world, her expression harder than stone and just as cold. She had a longing in her eyes, as though she were alone her entire life yet still not giving up the hope that someone would come and rid her of her solitude. She was beautiful—ringlets of rich black hair fell about a softly featured face and raven black eyes. She was rather short, perhaps no more than five feet at most, but still slim and well built. She wore a grey tunic with black pants and boots, and two small swords were sheathed at either hip. She sighed quietly, shaking her head at some memory of days gone by. She seemed isolated from the world that was so closely wrapped about her, a lone figure amidst the chaos of life in the Temple. She was alone.


Another young woman, shorter and somewhat less pretty, joined the woman at the window, not speaking. She placed a hand on the woman’s arm, smiling sadly.


“Must you sit here every day, Tir?” the new woman asked softly, looking at the other woman with intent.


“Yes,” Tir replied, still staring out the window. “I must. How is Kaigan doing?”


“Fine,” the other woman replied. “He asks many questions…all are quite sensible. He’s going to be an amazing man when he grows.”


“That’s if he continues to obey the priestesses,” Tir said. “We can’t expect him to stop training forever, Shinjugai.”


The woman Shinjugai nodded, and then dropped her head. She seemed suddenly sad or depressed, as though she had terrible news.


“He asked about his father today,” Shinjugai said quietly, closing her eyes and lowering her head.


Tir looked over at Shinjugai for the first time. 


“What did you say?” she asked.


“I told him that the question would have to wait for another time,” Shinjugai said, opening her eyes and staring up at Tir. “I was hoping that you could tell him, instead of someone else. I forbade the other priestesses from mentioning anything about the subject.”


“Thank you,” Tir said. “I should be the one to tell Kaigan about his father.”


Shinjugai nodded again.


“There is something else I came to say,” Shinjugai whispered. “The Mirror of Ummei is showing some very…interesting pictures. You should come see this.”


Tir stepped down from the window and followed Shinjugai to a small pool at the back of a room off to the side. Tir knelt down in front of the pool, staring into its depths.


“Look deeply,” Shinjugai said, stepping back.


Tir leaned forward until her black tresses almost hit the water and stared further into the depths of the pool. Suddenly, pictures began to appear, swirling around and then settling, moving with the waves of the water. Tir furrowed her brow in confusion, and then gasped as she looked into the pool. Pictures, all forming, twisting, leading up to one fact that she could not ignore and could not leave to fate. The Mirror was telling her what to do, and she could not ignore it. This was too much…she had to do something.


“What do you see?” Shinjugai asked.


Tir looked up, tears standing in her eyes.


“Yukina is sick,” Tir said. “She’s going to die.”

Chapter 1


The wind was blowing harder than usual. It had been raining for days. The ground and everything in the area was soaked, waiting for the sun to come and dry everything…but it wasn’t going to be anytime soon. The clouds stretched out farther than the eye could see. No one new what this storm could do, what damage would be done. Even in such a place as Mukuro’s stronghold, things felt…unsafe.


Hiei sat at the window, as he always did. It was another one of those boring days where there was nothing to do but inspect troops, and he had done that the previous day. He had had many of these boring days over the past ten years…nothing interesting ever happened.


Ten years ago, Hiei went on his journey with Kurama, Tir, and Mankai to Hisshi to kill the Gokkan. The outcome was victorious, though Tir and Mankai were killed. Hiei had found the Truth sent to him by Seira, the Goddess of Truth whom Tir had introduced him to, through the deaths of Tir and Mankai, and he had been changed through it. Nothing was ever the same for him. He felt that Tir would not want him to be as he had before…cold, standoffish. But that was his defense mechanism against pain and suffering, so he still used it, but not as harshly. Yet the empty hole where Tir should have been was full…filled by her memory. That was Hiei’s Truth. No one dies so long as they are in one’s heart…no matter how many are lost. That just makes the heart bigger and more compassionate. In following Seira’s teachings of truth as well, Hiei gave up his greatest secret…he went against every promise he ever made himself and told Yukina that he was her brother. She was not angry or upset…she was all but ecstatic. 

Hiei kept to himself a lot in ten years past. He suffered for the loss of Mankai, his half-sister through his father, and Tir, who he loved so much. Yet he kept them in his heart always…and that, if nothing else, followed his Truth. When he met Tir, he changed. He was not so cold or aloof, but rather warmer than before. It had disturbed him at first and then just confused him, but he accepted that change for Tir’s sake. He never thought that he could be so out of character, caring for someone like that…he was not the Hiei he once was. It was somehow…unpleasant…yet still so new and it felt right as well as troublesome. He endured through the aggravation of wondering countless nights who the ‘real’ Hiei was, and it thoroughly annoyed him. Yet, no one noticed…he was always so quiet that his behavior and change in manner was quite inconspicuous.

At the window, he was trying to listen…listen for any sign that Seira was still with him. He doubted it these days. He felt lost—abandoned and forsaken. It was nothing he could describe. It was just there. How long had he felt this way? One week? Two weeks? It didn’t matter…he just wanted the feeling to leave him. 


“Hiei, sir.”


Hiei turned his head, tilting it to see who was addressing him. It was just one of Mukuro’s soldiers.


“What do you want?” Hiei asked coldly.


“You’ve been summoned, sir,” the soldier said, turning on his heel and walking out without waiting for an answer.


Hiei felt completely aggravated. He was being summoned? Again? He had been summoned constantly lately. What did she want this time? Hiei jumped irritably off the windowsill, stalking out of his quarters and toward where he knew Mukuro to be. This was great…he had been summoned so many times he didn’t know what to do with himself anymore. It was exhausting him.


“Finally,” a voice said as he entered the room. Mukuro was leaning over a table with some papers on it.


“What do you want?” Hiei said sharply, stuffing his hands in his pockets and staring off to the side as he approached the table.



Mukuro pointed to a map on her table.


“There’s no room for this camp here,” she said, moving her hand to show Hiei something else on the map. “We don’t want to put it over on this side, it’ll cross over the border and I don’t want to deal with the demons over there. There’s nowhere else to put it besides completely hostile lands…that is, unless I put it to the north, but that’s too far away to matter. I don’t have anywhere to put it. Have any ideas?”


Hiei looked on the map and then pointed over to what appeared to be a lake or sea.


“Place it here,” he said. “It’s between the other camps, and it can guard over the waters, in case anyone tries to make trouble from a ship. It’s only a two days’ journey from here, and it’s at the edge of the borders, but not over. You can place another camp right between here and the site so if any messengers need to be sent, it won’t be too long a journey. There are some troublesome things up there, but nothing that can’t be dealt with.”


Mukuro nodded thoughtfully, staring down at the map. 


“All right, I’ll send out the orders immediately,” she said. 


Hiei turned to go, but Mukuro’s voice stopped him.


“Wait a minute, Hiei,” she said. “There’s something else you might want to see.”


“What is it this time?” Hiei asked, turning around.

“We have a demon in custody,” Mukuro replied smoothly. “She was trying to get in, but when they caught her, she didn’t put up much of a fight. She surrendered, but only asked to see you. If you want to talk to her, find out who she is and what she wants. She’s being held at the moment…if you want to see her, tell me now. If you don’t, then she’ll be killed.”

“I’ll talk to her,” Hiei replied, his curiosity getting the better of him. Mukuro nodded and turned. She led Hiei to a door at the end of a dark, dank hallway, and motioned toward it. Hiei, opening the door, stepped inside and felt his mind whirl with curiosity.

Standing against the back wall, arms folded, was a cloaked and hooded figure. The hood was large, and left a small opening just large enough to allow the one beneath it to see out but was small enough to keep anyone from looking in. 

“So I’ve found you,” the figure said. Her voice was low and smooth, like flowing like honey but laced with a slightly haunted tone.

“Who are you?” Hiei asked coldly, raising an eyebrow at the mysterious figure. Her voice was frightfully familiar, but Hiei could not place where he had heard it before…

“There is no time for questions now,” she replied calmly. “In time, I will explain all that I may, but for now, there is only one thing you need to know. I bring news of your sister, Yukina.”

“Yukina?” Hiei all but cried in shock. “What news?”

“She is ill,” the figure said evenly, her voice seeming to fight to keep still. “I fear that this illness is fatal. There is a cure, but we will only succeed in curing her if we hurry.”

The figure left the wall and let her hands drop to her sides. Hiei felt his heart start to pound and sweat form on his face. He looked to Mukuro, his eyes speaking the question he did not form with words. She hesitated, but nodded all the same.

“Go,” she said permissively. “You are dismissed until you find out what the hell is going on. You may take whatever time you need.”

Hiei, though somewhat surprised by her uncharacteristically lenient permission, nodded his thanks and turned to the figure.

“Well?” he snapped. She nodded beneath the hood and brushed past him, leaving him slightly annoyed but with no other option but to follow.

They left the stronghold, the figure still leading Hiei onward. They reached a portal some minutes later, emerging from it only blocks from the house that Yukina and Kuwabara lived in. They walked quickly yet steadily, taking more time to reach the house than Hiei felt comfortable with.


They reached the house within minutes, the figure motioning for Hiei to knock. He did, and a grief-stricken Kuwabara answered the door.


“Hiei?” he said,


“Where’s Yukina?” Hiei asked immediately.


Kuwabara paused.


“So you’ve heard, ne?” Kuwabara replied after a moment. “She’s upstairs.”


He eyed Hiei’s companion incredulously, but Hiei caught the look and spoke.


“I don’t know who it is, but she gave me news of Yukina and led me here.”


Kuwabara nodded reluctantly and led them in. Hiei rushed up the stairs and into the bedroom, and instantly felt something lock around his waist.


“Kassan is sick, Jisan,” a little girl said, hugging Hiei tightly. Hiei knelt next to her and placed a hand on her head, smiling sadly at her.


“I know, little one,” Hiei said, letting the little girl hug him again. This girl was his niece, Hina. He stroked her hair as she cried into his chest, little gems falling to the ground—she was crying, her tears forming little Hiruseki stones, or tear gems, that form out of ice apparitions’ tears. Hiei pulled back and wiped a tear away, staring into his niece’s eyes. She was a pretty little girl, only five years old. Her face was a replica of her mother’s, right down to the ruby eyes. The hair was like her mother’s in appearance, but it was black with two white locks at the front, framing her little face on either side. This made her look a lot more like Hiei than Yukina.


Hiei released his niece and walked slowly over to the bed. The sight of Yukina laying helplessly sick, barely able to breathe without pain struck him.


“Oneechan,” he whispered, kneeling next to her and taking her hand in his own.


“Niisan?” Yukina whispered weakly.


“Hush, Oneechan,” Hiei said, smiling at his sister. “I’m here.”


“How did you know I was sick?” Yukina asked, turning her head to face Hiei and meet his eyes.


Hiei nodded back toward the hooded figure, who was standing silently at the door.


“She told me, whoever she is,” Hiei said softly. 

“I don’t have long, Hiei-kun,” Yukina announced quietly, so her daughter and husband wouldn’t hear.


“Yes, you do,” Hiei retorted quietly. “I’m going to find a way to cure you. She said she could help, and I am going to trust her.”


“Oh, Niisan, it hurts,” Yukina said, leaning back and falling asleep. Hiei felt tears reach his eyes, but he pressed them down, squeezing Yukina’s hand for a moment before letting go and standing up, turning to face the cloaked figure.


“Since you seem to know so much,” he snapped harshly, “maybe you can tell me about a cure, now.”


“There is much to explain,” the figure said. “She has a month, Hiei, two at most…that is all the time that we have. But for now, we can relax. There are some things that I need to clarify.”


“Yes, there are,” Hiei agreed grimly. “For example, who the hell you are.”


“This will all come in time. I think it’s best if we have Kurama and Botan here. Is there any way we can contact them?” she inquired.


“I’ll go give them a call.”


It was Kuwabara who had spoken. He had spoken very little through the visit, choosing to remain standing in silent solitude by the wall, looking somberly upon his dying wife. He currently walked out of the room and down the stairs.


“I can help the pain,” the figure said. “It’s a temporary cure, but it will keep her from any more pain for a while.”


Hiei looked from the hooded figure to his ill sister, nodding once to signify that he wished her pain to stop. The figure knelt next to the bed and placed a hand on Yukina’s forehead, and another on her stomach. Yukina did not wake.

Suddenly, before Hiei could grasp what the figure was about to do, her hands started to glow, and silver light poured out of her hands and into Yukina. Yukina’s face crunched up for a second, but then relaxed and slipped into a more peaceful sleep. The figure stood and stumbled for a moment, but then regained composure and spoke lightly.


“I haven’t done that for years,” she said.


“How many years?” Hiei asked suspiciously, trying to dig further into this person and find out who she was. He had failed to use his Jagan to any success—her mind was heavily blocked. 


“Oh, I don’t know…about ten, I’d say,” the figure replied quickly, with an air of apprehension.


Hiei tensed. Was…was he being mocked? This couldn’t be her…she was dead…the gods were mocking him, they had to be…why were they damning him to this torture?


At that point, Kuwabara reentered the room, his face unsmiling and morose. When he spoke, his voice was lifeless, as though everything he had lived for was now gone.


“Yusuke came over,” he said. “He’s downstairs. Kurama and Botan are on their way.”


“Good,” the figure said, beckoning for the others to follow her. “Then we wait downstairs.”


She walked from the room, not waiting for Kuwabara and Hiei to follow. After a moment of silence, they walked down the stairs, with Hina tagging along behind them. When they arrived in the living room, the figure was already sitting on the couch; her head bent to further conceal her identity. Yusuke nodded in greeting from his position—he was standing against the far wall. Hiei sat in a chair, and Kuwabara likewise sat on one at the far end of the room. Hina climbed up on her father’s lap, leaning back into his chest and staring sadly out into space. She took after Hiei in the fact that she fell silent and still when she was deep in thought.


Hiei, also, was deep in thought. About an hour ago, he had been sitting at his window, deep in thought, not a care in the world. Then, someone he could not see suddenly appeared. He had no idea who this person was, though painful memories flooded him each time she spoke—and she brought him news that his beloved sister was sick and dying. Something in his heart snapped…it was not real at first. Then everything suddenly came into perspective. Yukina was sick, and once again, his world would be turned upside down. Everything was just too twisted. He felt lost, alone, and completely forsaken. He knew that he had to admit to himself that Yukina was dying, but it was too painful. Who cares what Seira wants? She shouldn’t have let Yukina start slipping from him. Damnit! Yukina opened his eyes to a new world…he saw through her that he could care about someone without fear of rejection or betrayal, and then this person was stolen away from him…she might die! Why did the gods mock him like this? Hadn’t he been through enough in his life? Were his past sufferings not enough? Did he have to feel more pain before he would ultimately just die? Why was he so chained down?


A thought suddenly came to him. Chained down…he was chained down. Like Seira in her statue. What did this mean? Hiei knew in his heart that it meant something. Either he was being lied to or he was lying to someone…maybe both. Maybe he was lying to himself. What the hell could possibly be chaining him down? Why couldn’t be released from the goddamned chains?!


Maybe it was because he was acting so weak. Why had he let himself care for someone so much? He had taught himself the contrary since before he could even talk, and now, he was just sitting here, grieving over something that could not be helped. Since when was he so weak? He had never been so weak in his life. He had kept himself aloof and cold for a reason, and it had become a rule in his mind not to let anyone see his true feelings. But look at him now…he was contradicting everything he had ever taught himself, and this happened. He was being torn apart piece by piece, and there was nothing he could do about it. Damnit!

            Some time later, after what seemed to be an eternity sitting in silence, there was a knock at the door, which Kuwabara went to get. He returned moments later with Kurama, Botan, and a little girl at their side. Hiei sent a questioning look at Kurama, who only smiled and led Botan to a small couch near the one where the hooded figure sat. 


“I’m very sorry to hear about Yukina-san’s condition,” Kurama began softly, lowering his head slightly. “It was a shock to both of us.”



“Kurama,” Hiei said, looking over at his old friend.


“Hello, Hiei,” Kurama said. “It’s been a while since we’ve seen each other.”


“Ne, Hiei, where’ve you been hiding?” Botan asked. “We haven’t seen you since the wedding.”


“Yeah,” Yusuke spoke up. “It seems you’ve been embarrassed to come see us after we saw you in a tux.”


Hiei scowled at the memory. It had been a rather embarrassing experience—Hiei had been Kurama’s best man at his wedding to Botan eight years ago, and was required to wear a tuxedo. It was the first time he ever wore one, and after being made fun of the entire night, it would most certainly be the last time as well.


“Admit it, Hiei, that was pretty funny,” Yusuke pressed.


“Shut up,” Hiei snapped, though his voice was not so cold.


“I have to say, Hiei, that I am quite upset about something,” Kurama noted.


Hiei looked at his friend questioningly.


“Well, you never kept in touch,” Kurama explained. “After the wedding, we lost contact for a while…I never got to tell you about Mitsurin.”


“Who is Mitsurin?” Hiei asked pointedly.


“Well, you see, this is Mitsurin.”


Kurama took the girl off the couch and walked over to where Hiei sat. He kneeled next to the chair and showed the child off.


It was a small child, no more than a seven years old. She was a pretty little thing—she looked like Kurama. She had the same emerald eyes, the same scarlet hair, and every feature that marked Kurama’s face was now evident in this girl.


“Is this—“ Hiei began, cutting himself off.


Kurama nodded.


“I wanted to tell you when Botan became pregnant,” the kitsune said, “but we could never find a way to talk to you.”


Hiei was speechless. Kurama had a daughter, ne? Well, Hiei could only admire the girl…she was a beautiful child.


“We’re naming you godfather,” Kurama said. “Think you can handle that?”


Hiei nodded, smirking. Godfather…hn.


“I wish I could have known,” the Koorime said wistfully. It was true—he would have been happy to know.


“It doesn’t matter. In any case, we can catch up another time,” Kurama said, joining his wife again. Hiei noticed that Kurama’s little girl hadn’t spoken a word. “Who is this person?” 


“To tell the truth,” Hiei began, “I don’t know. She showed up at Mukuro’s stronghold and brought me here. I’ve been waiting for her to explain for some time now.”


“And that time has come,” the woman said. “I think…that it would be appropriate if I revealed who I am now. Please, don’t ask questions…I will explain everything.”


The woman figure stood and shook the sleeves of the cloak out of the way, revealing pale, graceful hands that shook ever so slightly. The hands moved up to the cowl, hesitated a moment, and then pulled the hood back. 


No one in the room moved. No one took breath. The shock of seeing who was underneath the cloak took great effect. Everyone stared at who emerged from the cloak, not making a sound or moving in the least.


Hiei tensed and clutched the arms of the chair so hard he thought his hands—or the chair—would break. He could feel his heart thumping wildly in his chest, his breath was coming hard, he was sweating...this couldn’t be. He was seeing things…or it was a ghost, some shade of the past…his eyes were playing tricks on him…


But he knew that he couldn’t lie to himself…what was in front of him was as real as the chair he sat on, the house he was in, the world he was on. There was no escaping the truth, however outrageous it certainly was. He couldn’t run this time. He stared at the revealed figure, remembering every detail of his ten-years-past journey, and every detail of this figure jumped out at him: the ringlets of black hair, the black diamonds that were eyes, the olive face, the form of every curve in her body. She was alive…alive.


She was Tir.

Chapter 2


Hiei felt a strange feeling come over him.....not anger or sadness....not even happiness...it was fear. He was afraid of the Truth. If Tir really had been alive all this time...he just couldn’t think about it. All of the good - and bad- memories of ten years ago flooded through his mind like water through a sieve. He found that controlling his emotions was difficult, and he choked back every feeling that hit him. Tir...alive? But that thought triggered another feeling...slight resentment. Why did she keep the Truth from him? She knew how much she meant to him and how she changed him...so why didn’t she reveal herself sooner? All of these thoughts and feelings stirred in Hiei’s psyche and he couldn’t bring himself to speak.


Tir stood in the middle of the silent and dead room, with her head lowered to the ground. She dared not look over at Hiei, for fear of what she would see. All of these years, and not a single word from him? But, she thought, she had kept her secret from him, knowing that it would hurt him. Tir could feel everyone staring right into her as if she was just a statue....a statue chained to the ground. Chained, she thought, like Seira. She had been keeping her secrets from Hiei and her friends, and this was her punishment. Tir wanted so much to cry out, and yell for help, but there was no one who could help her. She had to save herself from this imaginary prison which was her deceit. She longed to run to Hiei and bury her soft face in his chest and cry. But there was explaining to do. 


Kurama spoke first, breaking the mind shattering silence that filled the room. “Tir? Could it really be you?” He asked in a haunting voice. Tir nodded slightly, and picked her head up. This was the time to reveal herself to everyone.


“I know it may be very hard to believe,” Tir shot a quick and uneasy glance in Hiei’s direction, but he didn’t seem to notice. “but it is really me. I am sorry for keeping this from you, but I had good reason.” She added in an undertone. Knowing that she must continue before questions barricaded her, she began again. “After the events in Hisshi, I was taken and supposedly burned, as you well know. But on the pyre was not me, but something else…Shinjugai never told me what, but it was not me. I was barely alive, and Shinjugai freed me. She healed me to her fullest extent, and I was required to serve my years as a priestess at the Temple. I was not permitted to go anywhere or talk to anyone, for fear word might get out that I was still alive. I have been at the Temple ever since, but recent events have brought me back here.” Tir said.


“Yukina’s illness.” Kurama stated, more to himself than to anyone else. 


“Yes, the Mirror of Ummei showed me that Yukina is very ill, and she needs a cure very soon. There is a cure, but me must work fast to recover it. So, I left the Temple, and went to find Mukuro and her stronghold. I found Hiei,” She felt pain sear through her body when she mentioned Hiei. “and told him what I knew. We immediately came here, and that’s where we are right now. I’m very sorry to all of you. I know you must be angry with me, but I had no choice.” Tir then found an empty place on the floor, away from everyone, and sat down. The youngest children, Hina and Mitsurin, were not affected by the conversation, for they came after Tir’s time. They merely stared at Tir in interest, then went back to staring off into space. Kurama was staring into the ground, as if trying to burn a hole in it, and Yusuke said nothing. Kuwabara was standing against a wall, a look of shock plastered on his grief stricken face. The others merely stared at Tir, not wanting to speak or do anything. Hiei’s actions were what disturbed Tir the most, though. He sat, with his hands clenched tightly around the chair’s arms, and he didn’t look at Tir once. He knew very well that it was her, but he was in too much pain to look. He didn’t look angry, or sad, but he seemed rather lifeless. Like a rag doll grasped in a little girl’s hand, he simply sat and stared at his hands. There was nothing to say, nothing to do, but wait in haunting silence.

“Is that all you have to say to me?” 

Everyone jumped as though a gun had been fired at close quarters. It was shocking enough that someone would break the silence in such a blunt, hard statement after the shocking realization that this was, indeed, Tir. Yet, it was all the more bewildering that the words came from Hiei.

He looked at Tir’s shocked face coldly. Her sparkling black eyes seemed full of tears that refused to fall, and her raven locks fell into her face, leaving her with the appearance of tired, wretched beggar left in the rain with no shelter to protect him from the impending storm. But Hiei had no sympathy. He wanted answers.

“There is nothing else I feel I can say,” Tir whispered miserably. “What about you, Hiei? What do you have to say to me?”

Hiei froze noticeably. He felt thrown completely off balance by this unexpected question.

“Well?” Tir demanded, standing up and facing Hiei full on for the first time in ten years. Her tears began to well up and fall. “After ten years, is a demand all you have?”

“Perhaps,” Kurama said uncomfortably, looking from Tir to Hiei and back again, “we should leave you two alone for a while.”

“No,” Tir said, holding up a pale hand, which was shaking slightly. “Hiei and I will speak outside.”

Hiei looked at her in disbelief. She actually had the nerve to order him around after all this? She had always been willful, but never had she offended him so with her stubborn demands.

“You know it is for the good of all, Hiei,” Tir said, as though she read his mind. He stood forcefully and marched out of the house, leaving his shocked group of friends behind.

“Why?” Hiei cried when got outside, stepping into the rain. He turned to face Tir with a hard face and a cold manner, and found that it was all he could do to keep it up. Tir was sobbing almost hysterically, her eyes pleading and desperate.

“How can I make you understand?” she sobbed, throwing up her hands in a helpless gesture. “What can I do to make this clear to you, Hiei? I have obligations to my Temple, there was no other choice.”

“You couldn’t have told me beforehand?”

“No!” Tir cried, her tears streaming, hidden by the rain. “It was forbidden. Hiei, there was little chance that I would survive. I knew what I had to do! But I did survive, and it was required that I stay in the Temple for five years after I accomplished my goals.”

“Then why did you stay ten years?” Hiei inquired harshly. He was becoming worn down, and could not bear the thought that he was speaking like this to the woman he loved. Yet he continued his onslaught in spite of the tearing feelings inside his heart.

“Why didn’t you come back after five years? Why did you stay so long? Didn’t you think I still cared? Did you think I had forgotten you? Haven’t you ever realized that without you, I am completely alone? Before you came, I was nothing to anyone, just another helpless case. Then you left and now you come back, thinking it will all be all right? Thinking that it didn’t hurt when I thought I was completely alone again? Answer me!”

Tir continued to cry harder, staring at him with an emotion akin to regret.

“I had no right,” she whispered, so he had to strain to hear her. “I never once thought you had forgotten me, and I never forgot you. How could I? I was alone as well before I met you. I had reasons for staying twice as long, but I can’t let you know those reasons. Not yet.”

“Why?”

“Hiei, please understand my position! I am forbidden to tell you these things!”

“You serve the Goddess of Truth and you are keeping secrets?”

“Can’t you see it’s killing me?”

Hiei stopped. It didn’t matter to him. He wanted answers. He wanted them now.

“You never used to be so selfish, Tir,” Hiei said coldly.

Tir started sobbing uncontrollably, sinking to her knees in the pouring rain, her soaked hair clinging to her face. Hiei felt moved at her despair, but something inside him would not let him comfort her. He knelt next to her, lifting her chin up and looking straight into her eyes. It hurt to see them so pained, and it hurt even more to remain so cold towards her. But he could not let her see his true feelings. Something in him snapped when he saw her after so long, and it was hurting him more than anything. But he could not let her see that!

“Hiei.”

Her voice was so soft, her pain so manifest, her beauty so amazing. Hiei could barely hold back. But something held him back unintentionally. It would not let him admit his feelings now. What are these chains!? his mind screamed, but he could not break past. Then, Tir went on.

“Don’t you think I would have come back if I were given the choice?” she wept. “If it were in my power, I would have given up everything—denounced Seira, abandoned my people—just so I could be with you. But it was not within my power. There were things stopping me, and it is killing me Hiei. Killing me to keep my secret, killing me to see you in such pain because of my actions. I don’t want to do this to you anymore.”

She leaned forward and brushed his lips, hoping for response. There was none.

Hiei wanted more than anything to respond, to kiss her passionately and to take her in his arms, to relive the night before they left for Hisshi and show his love again. But the chains that were keeping him from expressing his emotion were keeping him from admitting his feelings to her as well. It hurt when he pulled away, but he did not feel he had another option. As he stood up and turned to walk back inside, he paused, turning his head ever-so-slightly, looking at her sidelong and finally expressing every bit of pain coursing through his veins. Tir looked shocked at it.

“It may be killing you,” he said, his voice shaking and his hands balled into fists, “but I am already dead. I died ten years ago.”

And as he walked away, Tir remained crying in the rain. Her heart had just shattered.

Hiei sat the remainder of the night in the corner of the living room, thinking. No one dared bother him, they had all moved to the kitchen to talk without disturbing the conversation outside. Tir had not come back inside, she was still residing out in the pouring rain. Hiei began to worry if she would ever come inside, but for the time being, he was content with her away from him. He did not want to look at her beautiful yet pained face and be reminded of the cold heart he had developed. What had come over him and why was he so cold to the one woman that brought meaning to his sad pathetic life? Why had he pushed her soft lips away when he could have held her close to him again and protect her? He wanted answers, but he also wanted Tir. He had been apart from her for far too long, and he needed her. He longed and yearned for her for ten long years, abandoning all hope of touching her face again. A war was waging inside his heart, his very soul. He wanted to run outside and wrap his arms around her and keep her all to himself, but he couldn’t show her his feelings. At least not until he had replies to the questions that dragged on in his tortured mind. He would wait. 

Tir could faintly hear her broken heart beating through the pain. The rain receded slightly, only making a light drizzle. Tir was numb to the world, not caring whether it was sunny or snowing, she did not notice. All she could think about was Hiei, and the time that they shared together ten long years ago, when they loved each other unconditionally. Now she was unsure what Hiei was thinking, she was unsure about everything. There was one things she was sure about, and that was her love for Hiei. She would never stop loving him not matter how cold and rude he was to her. Why had he just walked away when she put herself out for the taking? Why was he so demanding to know about the past ten years, instead of worrying about her? She couldn’t possibly fathom what was going on inside him. She couldn’t even sense his feelings. He told her he died ten years ago...he looked to her one last time to show the constant pain flowing through him. She wanted so much to be inside with him, to be in his strong and protective arms, not a care in the world. But there were other matters to settle first...they had to find a cure for Yukina. Tir would not stand by and let Hiei’s relationship with Yukina be destroyed...even if her relationship with Hiei was gone. It didn’t matter at that moment...what mattered was Yukina. Tir gathered up her last bit of emotional strength and stood, facing the cold hard truth. She opened the door, and stepped bravely inside the safe yet haunting house. 


“Hiei.”


Hiei looked up, his eyes falling upon the face that had entered his dreams for so long. Yet, despite his overwhelming love for her, he turned cold, against all will and thought.


“What do you want?” he asked coldly, his voice not raising and not taking an angry note. It was completely devoid of emotion, and that hurt Tir more than the anger.


“I…need you to understand something, Hiei,” she said, putting all her strength forward in the terrible effort to say what needed to be said. “I want to work this out with you. But for now, Yukina is first priority. She doesn’t have long. If we don’t find something soon, she will die.”


“What is the cure…and how do we get it?” Hiei had dropped the cold manner, vying for a toneless approach. He knew that hurting Tir more would not help, and he needed to save Yukina, no matter the cost. 


“It is a root found only in Makai,” Tir explained in a rigid voice, keeping it at a tone of forced respect and the somewhat fake friendliness between those who work toward a common goal yet are not close. It made Hiei want to scream.


“Then we go find it now,” Hiei said sharply, standing up.


“No,” Tir replied instantly, holding up a hand. “We cannot go now. We wait until morning, until we have some supplies.”


“There’s no time, damn you!” Hiei cried, losing all self-control. Tir, however, with a well-hidden effort that was not lost on Hiei, kept hers.


“We have enough,” she answered calmly, her voice taking on the cold note that Hiei had recently dropped Hiei sank back into the wall, sliding to the wall and looking stonily at his knees.


“Fine,” he hissed harshly, withdrawing into his own mind.


“Let me know how you really feel, Hiei,” Tir said, her true emotion showing for the first time since she came out of the rain. Hiei looked up at her without a word, noting with a painful snap inside him how beautiful she was, her wet hair falling into her lovely face, her soaked clothes clinging to every curve in her body. So beautiful…


“Go away.”


Tir looked like someone had just slapped her. Tears welling in her eyes, she turned and walked away, failing to contain a sob.


“Why, Hiei?”


Hiei did not turn his head. He had sensed the kitsune standing behind the doorway for some time.


“It doesn’t matter.”


“Hiei, let me know how you are feeling,” Kurama pressed, sitting on the floor beside his Koorime friend. Then, his voice changed to one of regret and wonder. “We used to be good friends, Hiei. We used to be able to trust each other. What happened?”


Hiei hesitated.


“If you don’t want to confide, Hiei, I won’t force you to,” the kitsune said, “but I just wanted to help you. You seem preoccupied, more so than the Hiei I knew, and you’re acting depressed. I just want to know what’s bothering you. What happened between you and Tir?”


Hiei hesitated yet again, but before Kurama could speak again, Hiei found himself pouring out his feelings from that day in a monotone, his eyes locked on the floor. He felt that he was not really talking to Kurama, but to Seira, though he felt that to be foolish.



“Well,” Kurama said after he was done, his eyes narrowed in his deep thought, “I can see now why you’re now so tormented.”


Hiei didn’t reply. He didn’t feel the need.


“Hiei, I can see why Tir is frustrated at your lack of openness and emotion,” Kurama began, but continued talking to prevent a reply from the Koorime. “After the wedding, you disappeared—no one had spoken to you until you showed up at Yukina’s today. We’ve all been wondering what’s going on with you and why you’ve been so reclusive, but you won’t talk to us. I can appreciate now why you’ve kept to yourself, but the others are hurt that you didn’t keep in touch.”


Hiei turned his head to stare at Kurama. The kitsune’s voice was sincere, and Hiei suddenly felt some regret that his words were true.


“We’re all a little bit torn at the moment,” Kurama went on. “Do you understand how we feel?”


Hiei could understand how they felt, but not why, and he as good as said so. Kurama nodded and spoke.


“Well, then, I’ll start from the beginning and move to the end. I’ll leave nothing out. This is the story from our point of view.”


Hiei waited for his friend to speak again. After some careful thought, Kurama began his story, speaking slowly, as though considering his words, and then steadily speaking faster as he explained.


“About fifteen years ago,” the kitsune began, “I met a fire demon, weak from strain. He mistook me for someone else and attacked. I beat him, because he was weakened, but took him home and healed him. When he woke, he introduced himself and we became accomplices in a joint crime, along with another demon. This fire demon had a plan to destroy Ningenkai, and although I went along with his plan for a while, I was not planning to allow him to use me in his schemes. I stole the Forlorn Hope to revive my mother, who was terminally ill. I broke our alliance and went to save my mother. Now, I knew that our crimes would not go unpunished, but I was willing to accept this if only I could cure her. Koenma sent one of his best spirit detectives, a new recruit named Yusuke. He was a mere boy, but strong. He killed the weakest of our alliance, leaving just the fire demon and myself. I was willing to allow this detective to arrest me after I had used my wish from the Forlorn Hope, as I knew its magic and I knew what was required of me. I told the detective to meet me on the roof of the hospital where my mother was trying to recover, though in vain. I told him my life’s story, and prepared to make my wish. I knew that I would have to give my life to save my mother’s, and I was willing. However, Yusuke jumped in at the last moment, offering his life in exchange for mine, and the wish was granted. The Forlorn Hope, seeing Yusuke’s noble deeds, granted the wish without sacrifice. I was no more trouble to Koenma, as all I wanted was to cure my mother, and having succeeded, I was ready to take my punishment. Yusuke, however, still had to deal with the fire demon, the most dangerous of the alliance.


“This fire demon was no fool—” (Hiei smirked in spite of himself) “—and knew how to manipulate Yusuke’s feelings. This fire demon had stolen the Shadow Sword, which would turn any ningen it cut into a mindless demon. The fire demon cut the girl Yusuke cared about most, Keiko, and took her to his hideout. Leaving a telepathic message for Yusuke and his assistant Botan, the fire demon prepared to go to all lengths to retrieve all three artifacts and use them to his own purpose.


“Yusuke brought the two artifacts he retrieved to the hideout, willing to give them up in return for Keiko. The fire demon accepted this, but since he had already cut Keiko, she was turning into a demon and Yusuke could do nothing without the remedy, which was hidden within the handle of the Shadow Sword. He couldn’t get the Shadow Sword without defeating the fire demon, and so they fought.


“I rushed to the hideout as fast as I could, knowing the fire demon’s superior strength and his cruelty. When I arrived, the fire demon was ready to kill Yusuke. I had arrived just in time. I took the hit for Yusuke, hitting the fire demon at his weak point—a third eye, the Jagan, which was the cause of the fire demon’s weakness…the operation had drained his energy. Anyhow, I took the hit and wounded the fire demon, leaving Yusuke to finish him off and telling him about the fire demon’s weakness and tricks. I went to help Botan, who was trying to keep Keiko from turning into a demon…her energy was failing fast. I helped, though I myself was wounded, and Yusuke took that time to defeat the fire demon. You see, the fire demon had underestimated Yusuke, who used his incredibly luck to fool his enemy. Yusuke reflected his spirit energy off of the Forlorn Hope, breaking it, but also hitting the fire demon where he never expected it—from behind. The fire demon collapsed, weak and unconscious, but still alive. Yusuke gave Keiko the remedy, which cured her. She didn’t wake from her sleep, but we rested in the hideout for a while. After finding out that the fire demon’s defeat was pure luck, we parted as friends, saying our farewells for the time being.


“Yusuke went on another mission almost immediately after his encounter with the fire demon. He went to participate in the Genkai Tournament, to prevent a demon named Rando from taking Genkai’s powers, and also to gain the powers himself to help Koenma. Meanwhile, Koenma summoned both myself and this fire demon, telling us that if we served him as Reikai Tantei for a while, and served him well, he would allow us to get off for our crimes. We were starting off with a clean slate. The fire demon and I were still friends, as much of friends as we had ever been, anyway. Koenma sent us to go help Yusuke on his next mission, a very dangerous one that would take him to Maze Castle, in Makai. The fire demon and I arrived to see Yusuke and a friend of his struggling against the incredibly weak Fugaki, which fled once they sensed our energy. 


“The fire demon and I met Kuwabara, Yusuke’s friend, before we set off to retrieve the Makai Whistle from the four Saint Beasts, in the depths of Maze Castle. The fire demon and Kuwabara were far from compatible…they actually began by fighting, or close to it—Kuwabara tried to hit the demon and all the demon did was step out of the way and continue to vow vengeance on Yusuke. After that, we went to enter Maze Castle.



“At the Gate of Betrayal, the fire demon had thoughts about leaving the rest of us behind and going on himself, to take on the Saint Beasts alone, or possibly just leave. But after Yusuke placed his trust in him, the demon showed hesitation to carry out these thoughts, and did as Yusuke suggested. The demon, whose speed was abnormally fast, rushed out from under the falling ceiling, allowing Yusuke to use more spirit energy to hold it up without the demon. However, when the fire demon reached the lever that would save us, he wouldn’t pull it, and appeared to have betrayed us. The demon who was there to ‘greet’ us told him that a boulder would have hit him if he had pulled it. The demon had fooled the baka, however, and wounded it badly with his sword. He then pulled the lever, and the boulder fell. We all thought that he was crushed, but he was standing on top of the boulder, and jumped down to greet us, however coldly. He made a remark about not acting and maybe needing help, as though it were unlikely he would need aid, and his words hit home with the other two…but not with me. I had learned to read past his words and translated his harsh words into what he really meant.


“We battled the Saint Beasts. Genbu, the stone beast injured me, and Kuwabara was left weak from his fight with Byakko, the white tiger. Then, it was the fire demon’s turn to battle. He fought Seiryuu, the blue dragon, who was still quite weak compared to the demon. After freezing the demon’s arms and legs, Seiryuu was left in shock when the demon lunged forward and sliced him a great number of times…sixteen times, I believe. I had only seen the first hit and then slashes of light…Kuwabara had seen the first hit and nothing else. Yusuke, however, had seen the first eight hits before he lost count. When the demon landed, he used his energy and destroyed the ice on his limbs, watching as Seiryuu fell to pieces on the floor. We went on.


“We were held up at the entrance to the watchtower by some Cultivated Humans, which were too many to fight quickly, although they were weak. The demon devised a quick plan and put it to use—he made a kind of ladder out of our bodies, Kuwabara on bottom, then me, then himself, and then Yusuke would jump off of his shoulders and into a high window and continue to fight the final, strongest Beast, Suzaku. Then, the rest of us fought the Cultivated Humans and tried to make it up to meet Yusuke at the top of the watchtower. 


“When we finally reached the top, Yusuke had already fought and defeated Suzaku and destroyed the Makai Whistle, saving Keiko and Botan, who were in trouble in Ningenkai, from the Makai Insects, which had infected some ningens that were now attacking them. Yusuke was near death, so Kuwabara offered up some of his own energy, falling unconscious but saving Yusuke’s life. The demon and I, being the only ones left awake and alive, carried the two boys out of Makai and back to Kuwabara’s house, where Yusuke recovered.


“Afterwards, Yusuke and Kuwabara were called to go save Yukina, an ice apparition who was being tortured for her tear gems. Yukina, however, was this fire demon’s sister, though she did not know it. Kuwabara missed that part, and fell in love with Yukina. They ended up saving her by defeating the Toguro brothers, or so they thought. The fire demon rushed in and tried to kill the man who was behind her capture, but Yukina stopped him, not wanting anymore blood spilt in her name. The fire demon complied but did not tell her that he was her brother for the reason of not wanting to have her know that her long-lost brother was a wanted felon and assassin. 


“Yusuke, Kuwabara, the fire demon and I were called to the Ankoku Bujutsukai by the Toguro brothers, who had survived, faking their own death to fool Yusuke. So the four of us went to train. Yusuke went to go seek training from his master, Genkai, and Kuwabara came to train with the fire demon and myself. 


“I’ll be short now. We went to the tournament. We fought, and we were all injured in one way or another, several times. This fire demon came to trust us better in those times, being a friend, or as much of a friend as he could be. Everyone became closer—Yusuke, Kuwabara, Botan, Keiko, Yukina, Kuwabara’s sister Shizuru, the demon and myself…we were all good friends when it was finished. Genkai, having been killed by Toguro, was brought back with our wish. And yet, we all knew that, however close we were, the demon was the most secluded of us all, and only Yusuke and I were ever really sure if he was our friend or not.


“After that, Yusuke disappeared after fighting with some men in a vacant lot. Puu, Yusuke’s spirit beast, told Botan that he was kidnapped and the Deity of Death found Yusuke’s bag with a piece of paper attached to it. It had an address on it with instructions for Botan to take Kuwabara, the demon and myself to that address that night. Now, Botan knew where Kuwabara and I were easily enough, but the demon was harder to find. She blew on a special whistle that demons are sensitive to, and he fell out of a nearby tree, where he had been searching for the source of the sound.”


Kurama chuckled at the memory, took a breath, and then resumed his story.


“Botan promised the demon that if he cooperated, he would be released permanently from the containment Koenma had put on him—he had been put on a sort of probation because of the risk he ran if he left the city, so was kept inside. He agreed. The four of us went to the house, and found out that we had to face a kind of puzzle, if you will. We could not say the word “hot” or our souls would be taken. The demon immediately said one of the forbidden words on purpose. We were shocked and upset, of course, that he would do such a thing, but it couldn’t be helped. He lost his temper. Botan and Kuwabara said the words on accident, and I was the only one left.”


Kurama seemed to be just recalling the events now instead of speaking with a purpose…he kept going.


“Kaito was the person behind the forbidden word scheme. The two of us came to an agreement, though. Every minute, one letter of the alphabet would disappear. If we said that letter in any word, our souls would separate from our bodies, much like if we said the forbidden word before. Eventually, speaking would be ruled out entirely, as the entire alphabet would be forbidden. I turned the room into a type of jungle, which Kaito entered. I was determined to triumph and save my friends, you see, so I went to some drastic measures. I dropped from the chandelier upside-down, screamed the word ‘ba’ and started making rather stupid faces at Kaito. Kaito laughed, and mentioned some of the forbidden letters. His soul separated from his body, and the demon, Botan, and Kuwabara were restored. We were safe for the moment.


“We searched further for Yusuke, and came to the next room, with several doors. We each took a different door, behind which were stairs. The stairs went in all different directions—up, down, upside-down, and such. Eventually, though, we reached Yusuke. 


“Kido was stepping on Yusuke’s shadow, however…that meant that Yusuke could not move. We could not save him, for Kido might do something somewhat—unpleasant. Yusuke was given a choice: either find out which one of us was not what we seemed and hit them, or wait for something terrible to happen. After a very short time to think, Yusuke hit Kuwabara, and he was right. Yusuke gave his reasons, and the real Kuwabara appeared. Then, when everything was done, the mastermind behind it all appeared—Genkai herself. The demon knew that Botan had promised to see if he could be released from service, and we all wondered whether we could remain friends after that.


“After that, we were sent to another mission, of a sort. Long story short, Sensui was making trouble and we were to go stop him. Yusuke defeated ‘Doctor’, and Kuwabara defeated ‘Seaman’, who then joined our side. Sensui then abducted Kuwabara, and when Yusuke tried to catch them, Sniper tried to stop him. The fire demon came to his rescue. Then, when Sniper was defeated, the demon turned and attacked Yusuke, stopping just before killing him. They left, and after we all went to face down Sensui. I’m sure you know what ensued, so I won’t waste more time than I have.


“I was called to Makai by Yomi later on. The fire demon was called to Makai by Mukuro, to be her right hand, her second in command, and all that sort of thing. Then, Yusuke, who had been summoned by Raizen, came to Yomi, he proposed a tournament to decide who should rule Makai, as Raizen was dead and Yusuke was not ready to take over his father’s job. The first Makai Tournament was held, and Enki won. The fire demon, however, was a semi-finalist, and was asked to patrol Makai to help any lost ningens. The new ruler did not want to harm ningens anymore. 


“The fire demon continued to serve Mukuro as we all went on with our lives. To everyone’s surprise, he kept in touch, and went to our annual reunions, every time. Yusuke and Keiko were married, as were Kuwabara and Yukina, and that’s when some trouble started.


“The brutal truth was that the demon was devastated to lose his sister, but still would not do anything because he wanted her to be happy. He ended up hurting himself from the pain, but after an encounter with me and a rather large argument, he stopped, though we weren’t as close of friends. However, at the actual wedding, the incident was forgotten and we were friends again. He was good friends with the rest of us, and we had all learned to read his real meanings when he spoke, and it was well between the group.


“Four years after Koenma released us from service, the demon was summoned to Reikai by Koenma. He was asked to undergo some training for the benefit of Reikai. He accepted. His sensei, a beautiful half demon, half ningen named Tir, taught him more than some fighting techniques. After a long journey with her, as well as myself and a girl called Mankai, the demon started to care for Tir, and they fell in love. After a night together, they started their journey. At the end, however, Mankai was dead, and Tir was believed to be dead. The demon was once again shattered and heartbroken to lose two people he cared about…and he had been through too much. 


“For a few years after that ordeal, the demon kept somewhat in touch with his old friends, but it was rare that he would speak to them or appear at the reunions. He drew into himself, not wanting to have friends. This was a shock—we thought that he had become our friend, one of our best friends, part of the little ‘family’ that we had created from our group. But he wouldn’t see us often, only occasionally, when it suited him or when Yusuke threw a temper and dragged him to a reunion, where he would sit at the window and then leave without saying a word.


“Botan and I got married two years after the ordeal with Tir. The demon, who was my best friend out of the group, was my best man. After the wedding however, we lost contact completely, and I didn’t hear from him at all. I was hurt when my daughter, Mitsurin, was born, seven years ago. I wanted the demon to be there, as I was planning on naming him godfather to my child. It was a harmful blow when I tried to contact him and he didn’t reply, or even try to.


“Then, this morning, the demon showed up. His sister, to whom he had finally revealed their relation, was sick. He appeared, and for the first time in ten years, he said more than three words at once. We were happy to see him, after all we had been through together, but he wouldn’t spare us much time. He greeted us, and that was it. I showed him my daughter and told him I had named him godfather, and he smiled momentarily and said a few words, but then just remained quiet.


“Tir was alive, though, and had led the demon to his sick sister. She showed herself, and the demon and she stepped outside to have a talk. He came back, unwilling to speak, and left Tir out crying in the rain without the least effort to comfort her, despite his obvious love for her. And he refused to tell us how he felt.


“Can you see our point of view now? We care about you, Hiei, because you’re our friend, but you keep away from us and you still don’t seem to consider us as your friends, even after all we’ve gone through together. It hurts when you ignore us and act as though you’re superior to us, as though you are only acting as a friend to pity us or do us a favor. You pull into yourself and we want to help you, but you’re so fiercely independent that you won’t confide in us—we accept that, and understand, because we’ve come to know your pride and how deep it runs. But sometimes, you go too far into yourself. We care about you, Hiei, and you just won’t tell us what’s wrong. You don’t trust us and we all know it. The worst part is, even after such a long time not speaking to us, you can’t seem to find anything to say. You won’t tell us how you feel. It makes us feel like you don’t consider us friends and that it’s all been a waste. We’ve tried to befriend you, Hiei, tried to keep you from being alone, because you are our friend. Yet, you won’t spare us a passing glance. Aren’t you our friend? You won’t let us close to you because you are afraid of being rejected, or betrayed, and that’s another part of why we are trying to be your friend. We don’t want you to live like that. We’re showing you that we won’t betray or reject you, and that you can finally live with friends and family, but you turn us away. Do you know how much that hurts?”


As Kurama ended, Hiei felt bitter shame flowing through him. It was true…it was all true and he couldn’t deny it. He had drawn into himself and after all his friends had done for him, he kept them at arm’s length because he was afraid of rejection and betrayal. He could fully appreciate how foolish he had been after hearing the entire story of his life after meeting Kurama, his first and, for a while, only friend. Why couldn’t he see it before? They were trying to help him, not mock him. Why had he been so damned simple as to not see that?   


A single tear betrayed him as he took it all in. It fell to the stone floor, clicking as it solidified into a Hiruseki stone—a tear gem, that the Koorimes alone could create. 


“Hiei,” Kurama said soothingly, “I know that was harsh, but I had to tell you the truth. It was the final straw with the others and myself. I was brutally honest, perhaps too much so, but—“


“No,” Hiei cut in firmly. “You told me all I needed to know and that was what you should have done. Gomen nasai.”


The last two words were said at a barely audible whisper. Hiei’s eyes, to his annoyance, filled with more tears, but none fell. Kurama saw his distress and placed a gentle hand on his old friend’s shoulder. Hiei wiped the tears away roughly, before they could fall. 


“It’s understandable,” Kurama replied softly. “Your past is still such a mystery, Hiei. I know that you’ve lost so much…and life is hard like that. But if anyone could endure it, I would bet that you would be that person. You don’t have to be cold to be strong, Hiei.”


With that, Kurama stood up, offering his hand to Hiei. Hiei hesitated, picking up his tear gem and examining it. After a moment, he took Kurama’s hand, standing up and not meeting the kitsune’s eyes.


“If you ever need anything, you know where to find me,” Kurama whispered, placing a hand on the Koorime’s shoulder and squeezing it shortly before letting go and walking back to the others. Hiei remained sitting where he was, his tear gem clasped in his hand. Then he stood. 


“Are you going to join the others?” Tir said, entering the room. Apparently, she had been eavesdropping. Her eyes were red from crying.


“Yes,” he said.


“I’ll be there in a moment,” she announced softly, trying to keep distant but friendly.


Hiei nodded and did not reply, simply slipping the Hiruseki stone into his pocket and turning to walk away. Kurama’s voice filled his mind.


…We care about you, Hiei, and you just won’t tell us what’s wrong. You don’t trust us and we all know it. The worst part is, even after such a long time not speaking to us, you can’t seem to find anything to say. You won’t tell us how you feel. It makes us feel like you don’t consider us friends and that it’s all been a waste…


 “Hiei?” Tir whispered.


“I’m fine,” he said, walking out into the kitchen to join the others, leaving a confused and frustrated Tir behind.


Tir watched as Hiei walked out of the room. He did not glance down as something fell out of his pocket and clicked on the ground, rolling slightly before coming to a stop. Tir knelt down, picking it up, and gasped as she saw what it was.


Hiei had dropped a Hiruseki stone…a black Hiruseki stone.

Chapter 3


It was mutually agreed that everyone would stay at Kuwabara’s house that night. Yusuke agreed, despite the fact that his wife was waiting for him at home. That wasn’t important at the time. What was important was Yukina and her cure. The group sat at the kitchen table, which was large enough to fit at least seven people comfortably. Hina and Mitsurin were in the living room playing games and becoming close friends. 


For the first time, Hiei sat close to the group and spoke as if he were one of the family. He even went through a conversation only insulting Kuwabara once. Tir sat in a Hiei position, sitting at the windowsill in the kitchen, just in earshot of the others. She answered occasional questions that were directed to her, but besides that, remained quiet. She seemed more concerned with the falling rain, which she had sat out in many times that night. During the conversations, Hiei would sneak a glance over at Tir, who wouldn’t move or look over at all. Her face was hard to read, and equally harder to see at times. She would hide her face when, Hiei assumed, she was crying. The sad streams of rain that fell down the window reminded him of Tir’s face that night. 


Every time Hiei fell into thought, he would be jerked back, answering questions or merely speaking. The group was discussing the situation and how it was to be carried out. 


“I want to go! I have to save Yukina!” Kuwabara stated.


“It would be wise for you to stay here and look over her. That would be the most helpful thing you could do for her, Kuwabara.” Kurama countered lightly. Kuwabara nodded slight agreement, and sat back in his chair. He looked down at his hands, lying helplessly on the table. Hiei for once, actually felt a little bad for him.


“I am going,” the Koorime declared firmly. He expected someone to speak against him, but no one did. He had expected someone to say that he, as Yukina’s closest friend, should stay with her in her time of need, to say that he shouldn’t go. Yet, when he looked around, no one was telling him he shouldn’t go. Quite to the contrary, they seemed to approve of the idea.

“You’re the natural choice, Hiei,” Yusuke said calmly, giving Hiei a meaningful,

encouraging look. He had evidently read the fire demon’s thoughts on an anticipated contradiction from the group, and was setting it straight.

“I think we can all rest better if you were the one with whom the weight of

Yukina’s fate rested,” Kurama agreed softly, accompanying his prettily worded statement with a soft hand on his best friend’s shoulder. He smiled with an air of complete confidence and trust that made Hiei feel reluctantly moved.

It was a strange experience to the Koorime. He had lived most of his life with no

one at all…now, he was here, surrounded by people who cared about him despite his faults and the curse he had carried with him all his life. They paid no heed to the lives he had taken, the things he had seen and done, or the fact that he had once hated them all and had felt obligated to slaughter them.

“Jisan.”

Hiei looked down at the little girl beside him. Hina looked up at him with large red

eyes, so much like his own. She looked up at him with such complete innocence that it hurt to look at her. Nevertheless, Hiei picked up his niece and placed her in his lap, enjoying her warm body nestled against his chest, her small form wrapped in his arms. It felt good…it felt warm. He felt a sharp pain as he realized for the first time that he was truly home, with family and friends all around him. He was home…

“Hey, Hiei,” Yusuke asked quietly, “is something wrong?”

Hiei looked up at the half-demon, blinking slightly in surprise that he had been

asked this question.

“Fine,” Hiei replied shortly, nodding once. Hina snuggled closer to him, seeking

his body heat. Hiei tightened his grip on the girl slightly, sighing faintly. Kuwabara, to Hiei’s mild shock, smiled and looked over at him.

“She really loves you, Hiei,” the ningen all but whispered, his voice distant, even

wistful.

“Hai,” Hina established quietly, turning around and facing Hiei, burying her tiny

face in his chest and wrapping her small arms around his waist. This earned a collective moaning sigh from the group, indicating that they thought the scene was just adorable. Another one sounded as Hiei leaned his head forward and kissed the girl’s head, smiling against her soft hair.

“Wow, Hiei,” Yusuke said slyly, taking on the familiar smirk he wore when he was

getting ready to mock the hell out of his friends. “That’s just the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. You’re going to make a lovely father someday.”

This was apparently not the right thing to say. Hiei noticed Tir stiffening from her

place at the window. Hiei could swear he heard a quiet, compressed sob from the woman. 

Botan stood silently, walking over to Tir and placing a gentle hand on her

shoulder. The former deity whispered a few inaudible words to the half-demon, who nodded in turn and whispered something in return, equally soft so that Hiei could not catch a single word. Botan also nodded, smiling and giving Tir a quick kiss on the cheek before returning to sit next to her husband, who threw her a questioning look which she returned with a flippant shrug.

The night wore on, and slowly, one by one, each member of the little group of

friends drifted off to sleep, either in another room or right there at the table. Hiei, taking a sleeping Hina with him, went to the living room and lay down on the couch, his niece still hugging his midriff and breathing evenly against it. Hiei brushed a stray hair away from her angelic face, kissing her forehead with a feather-light softness that he had not expected from himself.

“Yusuke was right, you know.”

Hiei looked up to see Tir standing near them, watching sadly as Hiei lay with his

slumbering niece. He felt the need to reply, though no words would come out. He was saved the trouble as Tir went on.

“You will make a very good father one day.”

This Hiei would have replied to as well, but Tir turned and walked away, returning

to her place at the window. Thus, Hiei was left with nothing to do but try and rest, however unlikely that seemed to him. Eventually, after spending quite some time pondering Tir’s wistful statement, he could no longer resist the heavy pulling of his lids, and he fell asleep.

  Tir stayed awake the entire night, listening as one or other of the group went off

to another part of the house or just fell asleep where they sat. She herself feigned sleep at one point to try to avoid Kurama’s concerned suggestions for her comfort and his cleverly concealed pressing about the secret she had revealed to him in the cave on the way to Hisshi ten years ago.


Oh, yes, Tir had caught Kurama’s subtle approach to inquiring after her pregnancy. He had been the only one to know beside herself during the whole ordeal with the Gokkan.  He apparently remember it well, for Tir had caught his hints at wanting to know—inquiring after her health after everything that transpired ten years ago and everyone involved, things such as that. He had relentlessly pressed at it, growing slightly bolder when he went so far as to ask if there were any…er…complications with…oh, anything in particular. This was easy to avoid, saying she had no idea what he was on about and preferred, in her tired state, not to be riddled at. Everyone seemed to understand this, but Kurama also caught what she was implying. She didn’t want anyone else to catch on and figure it out for themselves. However, she had not missed the fact that—actually, she had not only caught it, but respected it immensely—Kurama was a very, very shrewd man.


She had felt a sharp pain when Yusuke mentioned that Hiei would be a good father. Oh, if only he had had the chance! Tir watched in a tearing anguish as Hiei tenderly lifted his sleeping niece, careful not to disturb her sleep in any way, and carried her out to the living room only to lay down with her, gazing with blatant adoration as he brushed stray hair away from her face. Tir felt a pull as she realized how much Hina looked like her own son…like Hiei.


“Yusuke was right you know,” Tir had whispered, watching as he hurriedly put up his guard to conceal the emotions he felt, so much like Hiei. It hurt to say the words, but she had to say them before they tore her apart piece by piece. “You will make a very good father one day.”


At that moment, in the nanosecond that Tir gazed into Hiei’s eyes after she said that, just before she turned away with tears in her eyes to return to her place by the window, she saw his powerful barrier on his emotions shatter. His beautiful, deeply garnet eyes shone with emotion, perhaps surprise, perhaps confusion, maybe even love in those fathomless depths. She had missed the look of love in his eyes so much…she had never fully realized in the ten years since he held her just how much she had missed him. She had just realized how much it truly hurt to spend every night in strong, warm arms, only to have them taken away and to be left to sleep in a cold, empty bed. It was painful.


Yet, when she could have told him how she felt, she turned away, keeping to herself all the pain she had faced in the past ten years. Everything that had ripped at her every night, the pain of not being held in the arms she loved, knowing they were out there somewhere, hoping they were longing to hold her, was starting to wear down on her more than it ever had before. She felt a twisting in her heart that she was unable to ignore. She glanced over at Hiei, seeing him peacefully asleep, and wondered if he had felt the same pain she felt. She wanted to be held again, and it hurt more than anything to have him fully available, still there to hold her, knowing that he could, and yet not able to because of their stupid pride and the mistakes she had made…but she couldn’t have come back. She needed to stay for Kaigan until he understood what she needed to do and why. He was still not old enough by her standards, but she was given no choice. If she were ever to find Hiei’s love again, she would have to rely on the fact that her son was in fact a very strong boy, in both mind and body. He would survive. Tir could not let Hiei’s sister die when she could have very well saved her. She could not live with that. Not if she were ever to see Hiei again.


Now she was here…and she couldn’t feel his arms around her…it hurt more than words could describe.


Hiei woke early the next morning—or, rather, that morning, since he hadn’t fallen asleep until after midnight had passed—to find that Hina was still sleeping, her head rested peacefully against his chest. He had slept for less than two hours when he woke, he knew…his sense of time was extraordinary, letting him instinctively tell exactly how long something had taken without having to keep track in any way, shape, or form. He knew that he had gotten more or less an hour and a half of sleep, simply because his internal clock was working better than anyone else’s.


He carefully laid Hina’s prone form down on the couch, laying a pillow under her delicate head and kissing her cheek before placing a light blanket from the back of the couch over her. She snuggled into the pillow, seeking the warm, comforting body that had just lain against hers while she slept. Finding nothing but the pillow, her sleeping body seemed to accept this as a good enough substitute and once again settled down. She was resting comfortably, which gave Hiei immeasurable happiness.


However, that happiness was evanescent as he turned around, seeing Tir asleep, uncomfortably, against the wall next to the windowsill. Her head was tilted to one side, her eyes closed and her mouth slightly ajar, her breath shallow and even, like it had always been in rest. Hiei was painfully struck with the memory of ten years past: her breathing while she slept, her warm, naked body pressed against his as their heartbeats slowed from a tiring experience, beating in sync with one another, symbolizing the unity of their hearts and the love they expressed. Her breathing had been shallow and smooth, flowing warmly against his chest and lulling him to sleep when he just could not fall back into slumber on his own with all the thoughts swimming through his mind in the wake of what they had shared.  



She was just as beautiful now as she had been on that night, and Hiei had to step physically back to hold himself from the threatening urge to wrap her in his arms right then and there and relive that night. 


Ever since she had died—supposedly—he had thought about her every night. He had waited in his dreams, seeing her, wanting to hold her once more. Every morning, he woke, wishing that he could hold her again, if only for a small time. He wanted to hold her, be inside her again, feel her embrace him and kiss him and…gods, he wanted her to be with him again, to whisper her declarations of love in his ear, to just be with him once more! He had seen people walk by him every day, and he wondered if they had ever lost someone like he had lost her, and he wondered also if they experienced pain like his. Gods, but Tir was alive! He felt the unwilling question come to his mind, shredding all rational thought for the moment: had she felt the same way? Every night, did she wish and pray that she could be his once more, even if only for one night? Did she still love him? 


He thought about the days he had spent, trying to live life normally. The first few weeks had been unbearable—Mukuro had almost dismissed him temporarily from duty to get his head on straight, but managed. Still, he saw her face everywhere…when he saw a glimpse of her winsome grin, he would turn to see it again to find that it had just been the leaves of a tree rustling into a painful pattern. And then, catching a glance of her sparkling ebony eyes looking lovingly into his, he would seek them once more to find that it had been simply a trick of sunlight on the water. Every night, he would look at the stars and see if she was there, looking down at him with that same love, bathing him in her presence, the only thing he needed to survive. And now she was here, gazing at him not in love, but in pain that she could not love him because his damned pride would not let him. He had as good as said he didn’t love her.


But he did. He still loved her more than anything. 


He came out of his thoughts to see that Tir had woken, and had caught him staring. He turned away quickly, his face reddening. He walked out and passed through the living room, all the way out to the hall and out of the house to leap up to the porch roof and sit there, staring at the stars once more.


This time, he did not feel her looking down at him from the heaven he supposed her to be in. This time, he saw only mocking stares of those who were truly up there, whoever they were, ridiculing him because he was too stupid to realize with his heart that she was truly alive. Did the heart that belonged to this once-heartless demon not sense it? If he truly loved her, should he not have realized before that she was alive? If the bond is strong enough, it is said to bind two together forever, but was his heart not good enough to feel that she was alive through the bond they formed on that single night together? Was he still to cold?


“Hiei.”


Hiei looked up, only to find himself staring into those glorious charcoal eyes. Tir sat next to him on the roof, looking at him with something so familiar, but hidden. She was gazing at him with love again, but she was hiding it…why? Did she not deem him worthy enough of her love now that he had proven himself so full of selfish pride and cowardice to tell her his true feelings? She saw him for the cold bastard he was, and he couldn’t blame her.


“What?” he asked, a bit too coldly. Tir looked hurt for a split second before smiling wryly and closing her eyes momentarily.


“I remember your old tricks, Hiei,” Tir whispered, looking up at him and making no secret of her love this time. Why was she doing this? Didn’t she see how much it hurt him?


“I don’t know what you’re talking—“


“—About?” Tir interrupted, smirking again. “Hardly. I think you know exactly what I am talking about, Hiei. You’re trying to cover up what you really want to say with cold words and a cold demeanor. Stop it.”


Hiei glared at her. Ordering him around already? he thought unwillingly. It hurt to think that.


“I saw you there when I woke up,” Tir said. Her throat seemed to constrict as she squeezed out the last words, unable to say them but all the same unable to leave them unsaid. “It was the sight I’ve wanted to see every morning as I woke up for the past ten years.”


Hiei froze. She…still…?


“I do still love you, Hiei, you know I do,” Tir said, answering his unspoken question. “I do.”


Hiei could not bring himself to say it…why he couldn’t, he didn’t know…but somehow he couldn’t.


“Stop!” she suddenly cried, turning to him and setting her face in a determined scowl. “Stop thinking like this, Hiei! I know what you’re thinking!”


Hiei stared back, unable to think on how she knew where his mind had been going. He had been wondering if she was simply saying this because she pitied him.


“You know how I really feel,” she said, placing her hands on either of his shoulders, forcing him to look her in the eye. “I would never lie to you! You know that!”


Hiei still could not answer.


“Why won’t you talk to me, Hiei?” she asked quietly, pulling back her hands and looking at him with a pained, obviously forced smile. 


“I…I…”


“Well, I can tell you are still wondering if I am speaking the truth,” she murmured, her eyes filling with tears. “Why can’t you see that I am suffering every moment I can’t be with you?”


“I can see suffering, and respect it when I do,” Hiei replied, feeling his emotions start to get the better of him and trying with all his willpower to suppress them, as he had always done…all his life…


“Then respect it now.”


Hiei had not expected that simple whisper, so much more painful than if she had screamed it or sobbed it. That short, heart-torn whisper had said everything that needed to be said. But Tir did not seem finished. 


“Tell me something Hiei,” she whispered, her eyes filling further with tears that she refused to let fall. “Do you know what the most painful thing in the world is?”


He could guess, but he kept his mouth shut, giving no response, verbal or otherwise.


“The most painful thing to experience is this. It’s to spend every night in the arms of someone you love, and loves you in return, only to wake up and find that it was just a dream and you were alone the whole time.”


Hiei saw a single tear fall, watched it roll down her finely shaped cheek with such pain that it hurt him to watch. So much pain…how could he endure it?


He couldn’t help it. He didn’t control it. He reached forward, placed his hands on either cheek, and pulled her toward him until their lips met. 


The kiss…oh, gods, this was what he wanted! They spent minutes, hours—who could tell how much time had actually passed?—holding that kiss, feeling the worlds of emotion flowing through it. They didn’t want to break it; forever would not be long enough to hold that kiss. It was so amazing, full of need and love and trust and everything else they shared. 


Then, suddenly, Hiei could not hold it any longer. Something in him just snapped. He pulled away, tugging back his hands as if they were burned.


“Hiei?” Tir asked in a small voice, suddenly realizing and fearing what he might do.


“Hiei!” she cried, reaching out for him as he stood and jumped away.


“Please, Hiei!” she called after him, sobbing.


Hiei could not respond to her. He leapt off the roof, ran inside the house, and sought solace in the company of his niece, who had just woken up. The girl, somehow sensing her uncle’s distress, simply hugged him, offering comfort to a man who had experienced things he wished fervently that she would never know of. She, who knew so little of life, was comforting a man who could know nothing more because he had already learned so much through terrible experience. And it made Hiei come very close to the breaking point. 


On the roof, Tir had no comfort, no solace to keep her from breaking. She hugged her knees to her chin, sobbing into them with complete abandon of self-restraint. Inside, she had shattered.


Feelings of torment, feelings of hate, they had once had a home with Tir. They had taunted her and mocked her, but she overcame them. She laughed in their faces, and she was able to move on. Then she met Hiei, and she knew, it was real, and it was eternal. Just then, on the rooftop, those feelings of torment and hate came flooding back, and she cried in spite of herself. She did not want to hold them back anymore, she did not want to keep her secrets.


Her heart was tortured, and she hated that feeling. She was caught in the middle, and she didn’t want to be. She wanted right then to die in her hate and fury, but she knew Seira would not want that. She knew, she had to overcome it, just as she had done once before. She had to do the right thing, for herself. But would the right thing bring back Hiei? It had in that single moment that their lips joined and their hearts became one. But he sensed something else, and he pulled away, leaving her heart to shatter without the support of his heart. Would the right thing mend the mistakes Tir had made? Would she be free from deceit? She could slowly feel the cold steel chains wrap tightly around her wrists, and drag her down to the hard ground. She was chained, like Seira, for the secrets she kept. She was chained from Hiei, as if she were the statue, and he were real. 


Tir looked up into the sky, and the stars slowly faded. Morning came too quickly, and the stars had gone all too soon. All was silent, as Tir stopped crying, and stared into the blank sky where she could once picture Hiei’s bright face. One single tear fell down her face, letting out all of the hate and torment, and she wiped it away, as if trying to rid herself of it for good. She stood, and gently lowered herself to the ground. She entered the house, and Hiei sat with little Hina, on the couch. Hiei did not look at Tir, and Tir understood. She simply walked into the kitchen, and sank into one of the chairs, tired and worn. Her eyes were red and swollen, and she rubbed them gingerly. She went to the kitchen sink, and turned the faucet on. She cupped her hands in front of her, and took some of the water into her frail hands. They shook slightly, and she splashed the water on her face. She felt strength soak into her, and she once again felt life. Her eyes felt relief, and soon went back to their beautiful, pristine state. She sat back down in her chair, and waited.


Hiei could hear Tir enter the house and pass him without a word. He could hear her turn on the faucet and run her hands under the stream of water. She was washing away her tears, which had undoubtedly fallen. He wanted to walk in and hug her, but he held back. It just wasn’t right for some reason. It would have been right ten years ago, but now that she had been ‘dead’, it just didn’t feel right. He knew he still loved her, but he was being held down. He was chained, and he couldn’t break free. He could sense that Tir felt the same, but he couldn’t figure out why. She had already declared that she still loved him, so what was holding her down? What was she hiding from him? Hiei just couldn’t figure it out, and it frustrated him. He had half a mind to burst in and yell at her and ask her what she was hiding, but Hina was still sitting on his lap, and he would not want her to hear that. He simply sat, and hugged Hina tighter, knowing she was his only relief. 


“Jisan, what’s wrong?” Hina asked innocently. Hiei was slightly taken aback, but he regained composure before Hina noticed.


“Jisan is just worried about Kassan. He just wants her to feel better. Come little one, let’s get you something to eat.” Hiei took Hina’s hand, and led her into the kitchen, where Tir sat silently. Hina took a seat opposite Tir, and Hiei went rummaging through the cupboards. He found some bread, and some butter, and he made her some toast. Hina took it gratefully, and ate it. During that time, Hiei found the coffee maker and started some coffee for the others who would wake soon.


“Let me take care of that, Hiei.” Kuwabara stood in the doorway, staring at Hiei. Hiei nodded, and stepped aside. He sat by Hina, and fed her the toast while smiling. Kuwabara stood making coffee, not speaking. Tir looked at Hiei, and she smiled ever so slightly. Unfortunately, Hiei looked up at Tir at that moment, and saw her smiling. He shot her a puzzled, yet angry glance, and she looked back down at the table. Hina, who didn’t notice, continued to eat her toast.


“Hiei, Yukina is awake again. You should go in and see her before you and Tir leave this afternoon.” Kuwabara looked back at Hiei warmly, and Hiei smiled back. Hiei felt himself wanting to be friendly towards Kuwabara, and it was a good feeling. Tir caught Hiei’s feelings, and once again smiled to herself. Hiei patted Hina’s head, and left without another word. He slowly crept upstairs to the room Yukina was in, and he opened the door. He turned and closed the door slightly, and felt a small sigh escape him.


Yukina lay there, completely helpless, and Hiei felt tears reach his eyes. He forced them back down, knowing Yukina would not want to see him cry. He went over and sat on the side of the bed, taking Yukina’s hand in his own. Her eyes flickered beneath their lids, and slowly peeked open. She sighed, having a hard time breathing, and smiled weakly.


“Niisan.” She whispered. Hiei put a finger to her lips gently, trying to keep her from speaking. 


“Oneechan, don’t say a word. You are not well enough.” Hiei answered kindly. She shook her head slightly, and smiled again.


“I have strength enough to speak.” She lied. She knew she didn’t have long before her body would give out again, and she would fall asleep.


“Oneechan, we’re leaving today to go find your cure. We will be back very soon, and you will be all better again.” Hiei assured her, and she squeezed his hand lightly. 


“We?” She inquired sweetly.


“Yes, me and...” He stopped. Yukina didn’t know that Tir was alive. He did not want to excite her in her condition, so he lied. “Kurama will be going with me.” He said.  She nodded, and began to breathe hard again.


“Oh, Niisan, please hurry.” Yukina then drifted off again, succumbing to sleep. Her face wore a tired and pained look, and Hiei wanted it to go away. He then remembered how Tir had healed Yukina temporarily the other day. He tried to remember how to control his ki, just as Tir had taught him ten long years ago. He concentrated, and was actually able to bring his ki back. He placed his hands on Yukina’s stomach and sent his ki into her, relieving her of pain for the time being. She shifted slightly in her sleep, and her head rested on the pillow peacefully. Hiei sat, watching Yukina, and did not notice Kurama standing in the doorway.


“Old friend, come down and have breakfast with us. We have been waiting.” The kitsune smiled warmly to Hiei. Hiei nodded, thanking Kurama silently. They proceeded downstairs, and into the kitchen, where everyone was seated. Tir had now moved from her spot at the table to the windowsill again, and Hina was now sitting on her father’s lap. Hiei and Kurama found their seats at the table, and ate the food that sat in front of them. The silence that hovered around them was broken when Yusuke spoke.


“Keiko is now aware of the situation and has agreed to let me go along, if that is okay with you, Hiei. If you wish me not to go, I shall stay here a little while longer, as I expect most of us will, and watch over Yukina.” Yusuke looked to Hiei, hoping for a reply. Hiei smiled, and knew now that these people around him really truly cared for him. 


“I am very grateful for the offer Yusuke, but you do not need to come with me. You should go back home and see Keiko, and come and visit Yukina. I think that would be best for the time being.” Hiei answered in a stern, yet kind manner. Yusuke nodded without any sign of disappointment, and continued eating. Hiei quickly glanced over to Tir, who was facing the group, rather than facing the window. She showed no signs of pain or hurt, and she seemed almost peaceful. This rather confused Hiei, and he looked away to hide that confusion.  


Why had she looked like that? Hiei wondered with a terrible pain. Could she have recovered from her own pain so quickly when he was still suffering in his own? She looked like she had not a care in the world—why did she look like that? WHY!?


Hiei felt ashamed of himself. He had seldom lost control of himself, and now, he was in a rage because Tir was controlling herself. It was ridiculous: he despised those who could not control their emotions, but was now upset because the woman he loved was keeping her feelings in check. He was giving her no way to please him. He was acting terribly. He felt that he needed to say something, to apologize for showing his feelings and then snatching them away from her, but he got the distinct impression that she did not need or want his apology. It pained him to think that she didn’t care.


“Hiei, are you all right?”


Hiei turned to see Kurama looking at him with concern. 


“Fine,” Hiei lied, looking moodily down at his hands, which rested silently in his lap, balled into unclenched fists. The Koorime could feel Tir’s eyes on him, wondering if something was wrong and probably coming to the conclusion that there was. Hiei chanced a glance at the half-demon, but she was not looking at him…it seemed she was looking through him.


Unable to control himself, Hiei shot up from his place and stalked quickly out of the room, rushing a bit too much to keep his dignity completely intact for the time being, but he didn’t care. He walked outside and jumped up into a tree that stood in front, lying down among the branches and staring up through the dark green leaves at the sky. It was still raining, and he was pelted with soft drops that clung to his exposed skin and left his clothes uncomfortably damp. 


“Jisan?”


Hiei looked down in surprise. Hina had joined him in the tree. He had always seen the potential in his niece. She had incredible agility and endurance. She was already quite skilled with a sword. Hiei, smirking at how he knew all this, was feeling quite mischievous at the thought in spite of himself. Over the years, he had not kept himself completely isolated. He had kept it to himself, a secret between himself and Yukina. Kuwabara had known, but had chosen to ignore it. Hiei had, over the years that Hina had been alive, made small trips to Ningenkai to visit his niece and sister. While he never found the time or need to visit Kurama or the others, he could not stay away from his adorable niece and his loving sister. He had secretly, even beneath the knowledge of Yukina, taken his niece out and trained her in speed, strength, and endurance. She would become a great warrior if necessity called for it. Hiei fervently hoped that necessity would stay its hand and allow Hina a life of innocence and freedom from pain. He would give anything to keep his darling niece from pain.


“Jisan, daijoubu ka?” Hina asked meekly, approaching her uncle and staring at him sadly.


“Nothing, little one,” Hiei replied softly, smiling ever so slightly at Hina. Hina, however, did not buy it.


“Don’t lie, Jisan,” the girl said scathingly. “You know I don’t like lies.”


It was true. Hiei was pleased that his niece did not tolerate lies or half-truths. It meant she had some affinity to the Goddess of Truth, his own Goddess Seira. It was immensely pleasing to Hiei to see his niece preferring truth to lies. 


“Gomen nasai, Hina-chan,” Hiei whispered apologetically. His smile faded into a frown, his mind instantly knowing that Hina would want him to tell her everything, and he was not sure that the five-year-old girl could understand.


“So what’s wrong?” Hina persisted. Hiei sighed. There was no escaping it now.


“Hina-chan,” Hiei began kindly, trying to think up what he was going to say without lying but still without revealing such complicated matters to such a young mind. “Do you know how Tir knows me?”


“She was your wife,” Hina replied shortly, nodding. Hiei cringed slightly.


“Well, not quite, but almost,” Hiei answered back, his throat constricting painfully as he squeezed out the words.


“So she was a girlfriend,” Hina concluded, looking to her uncle for agreement.


“Hai,” Hiei sighed, going on. “Ten years ago, we went on an adventure to stop an evil person who wanted to destroy everyone. We defeated her, but Tir was dead, or so I thought.”


“But how can she be here if she’s dead?” Hina asked.


“She wasn’t dead,” Hiei explained. “She was just pretending, but I don’t know why. She just did. For ten years, I thought she was dead, but she wasn’t. She was still just pretending.”


“And then she found you at the scary lady’s place,” Hina put in, referring to Mukuro’s stronghold. Hina, who had once seen Mukuro on a short trip to Makai with Hiei, had thought that the powerful female was disturbing in appearance because of her deformities. 


“Yes,” Hiei went on. “She found me there. She stopped pretending to be dead to help me save your Kassan.”


“She wants to save Kassan with you, Jisan?” Hina asked hopefully, but then her enthusiasm dropped. “You’re leaving?”


“I have to, little one. Your Kassan needs me. We don’t want her to die.”


“No.”


Hina’s eyes started to fill with tears. Hiei, sensing the danger of her impending weeping, clasped her hand in his own and pulled her to him, sweeping her into a warm, comforting hug. It was almost painful for Hiei. All his life, living with no one to hold him and keep him safe and warm. He almost cried himself when thinking of how, in his childhood, he had curled up in the small, damp cave he had called home, hugging his small knees to his chest, refusing to cry because he knew if he did, he would never stop. So, to comfort himself, he had imagined someone holding him, and had fallen asleep, warm in the arms of a wisp of memory, the memory of his mother when he was first born…whom he could barely remember. Then, upon waking, he had felt the chilling sweep of loneliness as he realized that he was holding himself, and there was no one there to comfort him. 


Hiei held back a gasp. His mind ran over and over the words that Tir had spoken just before the kiss that made him run away again.


…The most painful thing to experience is this. It’s to spend every night in the arms of someone you love, and loves you in return, only to wake up and find that it was just a dream and you were alone the whole time…


Hiei felt tears well up, but he pressed them down, as he had uncountable times before. He hadn’t really understood Tir’s words then, because he had lived with the knowledge that Tir was dead and did not want to remember how she had held him in their short time together. He had wanted to live alone in his pain, and try to move on. Now, recalling his early years when he had nothing at all but the crushing knowledge that he had nothing, he could fully appreciate what Tir had meant. 



Hiei could faintly hear Hina crying in his chest. He gently pulled Hina’s face up and smiled in spite of his darkest emotions. He took his finger soothingly across her tear-stained cheek, and tried to wipe away all of her sorrows. She sniffled, and looked sadly into Hiei’s eyes. 


“Jisan, I don’t want you to leave.” She whispered. Hiei felt irresistible tears come to his eyes, but he forced them down to the deepest points of his soul, hoping to never come to them again.


“I must go, little one. I must save Kassan. I will be back shortly, and you will get to see me again.” Hiei assured her. Hina sniffled softly once again, and nodded sadly. “Now go, get back inside. I don’t want you to get sick.” Hiei commanded kindly. Hina hesitantly nodded, and jumped down from the tree. She ran back inside, and shut the door.


Hiei brought his knees up to his chest, and tangled his arms around them. He lowered his chin to his knees, and held back his tears with all of his strength. So many things had gone wrong in his life, and he couldn’t help but wonder why his life was cursed so. What was his purpose in life? Was he just put on the cruel Earth to suffer? If that was true, then he was living his life correctly. All that he knew was torment and agony. He knew love once in his sad life, but he had been stripped of this love. Now it was back, she was back.


Tir was the only person who had brought true love into his life. He felt passion and sentiment in a way he never dreamed possible. All of his instincts which told him to be cold and aloof, they had disappeared, and he opened himself up to her. He finally knew what it was like to be loved, and he cradled that knowledge. He could finally be happy, but that wasn’t what the gods wanted. They wanted him to be miserable and lonely, as he had been all of his life.


So they took Tir away. Hiei thought he would die, wished he would die, but he somehow lasted on. He went to the only other person he knew he could give the last pieces of his heart to. He went to Yukina. He became her best friend, and her guardian. He loved her daughter as well. But now, the gods were trying to take Yukina away, too. They were cutting the threads of her life, and Hiei would be left alone once more. No, he thought, they won’t take her. I won’t let them. I will save her, and she will be free from pain.


Hiei knew that he had little time, but there was another thing haunting his thoughts. He still loved Tir, as much as he hated to admit it. He couldn’t forget the way he felt when she was gone, but he also couldn’t forget the way he felt, if only for a moment, when she returned. He knew he still loved her dearly, but he couldn’t admit it. Something was holding him back, keeping him from her. Chains, that bound him to the ground and wouldn’t release him. He was caught in a paradox. He needed to tell Tir his true feelings to free himself from the chains, but the chains held him back from admitting his love. He was eternally trapped in the cold, steel rings of deceit.


Hiei pulled his head up, and a look of understanding crossed his worn face. He jumped swiftly out of the tree, and walked to the door. Just as he was about to enter the house, the rain stopped. The rain clouds hovering over the sky slowly faded, as a sort of omen to Hiei. He smiled, and went inside. 


He could hear his friends talking in the kitchen as he entered, and when he closed the door, they stopped. He walked silently into the kitchen with a lighter step. The group stared at him intently as he walked in and sat down, and he merely brushed it off.


“Hiei, are you okay?” Yusuke asked. Hiei smiled, and he could feel everyone in the room watching him, shocked.


“I am now.” He simply replied. He looked sidelong to Tir, and she too, was grinning slightly. He pretended not to notice, and looked to Kurama. Kurama smiled warmly, and the group continued with their conversation.


Tir finally stood up after a few more minutes of talking, and looked at Hiei. Her eyes showed no pain, no signs of hate or sadness. Hiei didn’t dare try to discover what was in her head, for he knew it would only confuse him further.


“Hiei, we should get ready and leave. Our time is limited.” Hiei nodded, and stood as well. Tir proceeded into the living room, and Hiei followed. Tir took up the black cloak that she had discarded by the front door. She pinned it gracefully around her neck, and then turned to Hiei.


“The journey will be a long one, so we should get together some food and weapons, just in case.” She stated in a serious manner.


“Already done.” Came a voice from the doorway to the kitchen. Kurama stood there, smiling and holding two packs. He went to Tir, and handed her a pack, then gave Hiei his. Hiei and Tir opened their packs to find plenty of food, and weapons. In Tir’s pack was a new set of blades. These blades were very different from the ones Tir already had. The blades themselves were gold, with many symbols scratched neatly into the sides. The handles were silver, with steel vines entwined around. On the base of the handles, a single silver rose was carved. Tir smiled contentedly, and opened the front of her cloak and pulling up her shirt, revealing her older blades. She strapped the new blades in front, but did not remove the older ones. She then thanked Kurama, and he nodded.


“I made them myself last night. I hope you like them. If you take the tip of the handle off, a small healing potion should be there. Not a miracle potion, mind you, but it should help any minor wounds.” Kurama chuckled. “I even added the scent of rose to the blades. Just my personal trademark.” Tir giggled softly, and nodded her head in gratitude. 


Hiei then searched through his pack, and found a large knife. The blade was blood red, and the handle was black. The designs on the handle looked much like Celtic symbols, but Hiei did not know what they meant. He looked up at Kurama, puzzled.


“They are symbols for strength. They signify the inner strength of the heart. It was mine, long ago. I want you to have it, as a gift from a very good friend.” The kitsune looked at Hiei warmly, and Hiei smiled.


“A very good friend, indeed.” He replied. Kurama grinned sincerely, and his eyes sparkled. “Thank you for everything, Kurama.” Hiei added. Kurama nodded, and began to walk back into the kitchen. He turned, forgetting something.


“Good luck to you both. Come back soon, won’t you?” He stated.


“Hai. We will be back soon.” Tir replied. The others came in, to say goodbye. Yusuke and Kuwabara both hugged Tir, and shook Hiei’s hand warmly.


“Take care, and be back soon.” Kuwabara whispered in Hiei’s ear. Hiei smiled and patted Kuwabara’s shoulder. Botan then hugged Tir, and came to Hiei. She hugged him, and much to his surprise, kissed him on the cheek.


“You come back safely with that cure. I don’t want either of you to be hurt.” Botan said, more to Hiei than to Tir. Hiei smiled at her, and nodded.


“We must be off now. We’ll be back soon with a cure for Yukina. Take care of her while we’re gone, okay.” Tir announced. She opened the door, and walked out. Hiei waved slightly, and followed Tir out. He closed the door behind him, and Tir turned to face him. Her expression was somewhat bright, but still serious, leaving Hiei shrouded in mystery.


“We must pass to Makai, and from there, we begin our journey. It will most likely take us a little less than a week to arrive at our destination, and if we time it right, we should be back in about ten days.” She reported.


“We must make haste, for Yukina is slipping fast. I’m not sure exactly how much time she has left.” Hiei answered. His voice was sad and worried, emotions to be expected when a loved one is close to death. Tir wanted so much to grab him right there and kiss him warmly, whispering silently to him, letting him know everything would be all right soon. She knew he was still trying to piece himself together after all that had happened the night before. She was still unsure of his feelings for her, though she hoped he still loved her as much as she loved him. It wasn’t to be decided then, she thought, and she merely smiled a comforting smile.


“We will cure her. I will not let her fade into darkness. I won’t let that happen to you.” Tir immediately knew that she had stirred some sort of feelings in Hiei’s heart, for his eyes screamed it. He looked at her, thinking how much he loved her, but at the same time, how much he hated her. How could she have left him for ten years, then suddenly come back and expect everything to be perfect again? Then again, it wasn’t her fault entirely that she was gone. She was forbidden to go to him, but why then, did she stay ten years away? Why did she not seek him out after five, when her duty was done? What made her linger for five long years?


Hiei shook his head, trying to shake the thoughts away, and he too, smiled slightly. Tir took that as enough, and she began to walk down the driveway and towards the direction of the portal leading to Makai. Hiei followed, with his head low, and his emotions tired. 

Chapter 4


Tir and Hiei passed through the gate without much difficulty, landing in a barren part of Makai that not even Hiei knew. Tir, however, smiled easily, looking like she was home.


“We are about forty miles from my village,” she explained quietly, not waiting for the question that had poised on Hiei’s lips, moments from escaping. “I remember this place well…I used to travel here as a child, spend time hunting and training, the normal things.”


Hiei, though he did not say anything so as not to upset Tir, thought to himself that he did not know what she meant…he did not know what the “normal things” were, himself having no real childhood. 


“I am fairly certain of our location now,” Tir went on, more to herself than to Hiei, “and I am positive that we will be traveling south for some time. Let’s get going…we have a long way to go yet.”


And so, they traveled for two days heading south. The wasteland faded into something rare to Makai—a lush meadow. There were only a scant few meadows in Makai, where the native flowers bloomed and a few, relatively tame animals wandered. Makai was not known for its beauty, but these meadows, so scarce in the wastelands that made up most of the demon world, were a rare luxury.


“Hm,” Tir mused aloud. “We should keep south, perhaps a bit to the east as well. But let’s rest for now. We don’t want to tire ourselves out.”


Through the previous two days, Hiei had been feeling a strange twist in his mind, like that which he got when something was not quite right, though he could not put his finger on it. He had felt like they had been followed from the beginning, yet he sensed no presence nearby. Countless times he had turned as quickly as he could, trying to catch a glimpse of this clever tracker he knew to be picking their trail, but he never saw even a trace of them. They were either a figment of his imagination, or highly skilled. 


“Hiei?”


Hiei turned around, realizing that he had been staring into the distance for several minutes. He saw Tir looking at him intently, as if she was trying to read his mind.


“Nothing’s wrong,” he said immediately, sensing the question on her mind. He was hit with a sudden realization. He could still tell what she was thinking or feeling, at any given moment. Gods, after all this time, they could still read each other’s minds. It was somehow…


“Well,” Tir broke out, interrupting his thoughts, “we should set up some semblance of a camp. We don’t want to be entirely uncomfortable—we won’t get enough rest if we’re uncomfortable.”


Tir had been disturbingly lighthearted since the beginning of the journey. It seemed that nothing was ever going to bother her. She had led him on, completely unconcerned with what was truly going on. She seemed only to want to forget it and move on. It was slightly disconcerting to Hiei, who knew that she was not, by nature, a remarkably happy person. She was acting, now, like a hungry and excited child looking forward to the prospect of an ice cream cone. It was making him wonder what could possibly be going on. He brought the matter to her attention finally as they finished setting up a makeshift camp.


“Tir,” Hiei said in a low voice, somewhat uncomfortable asking her his question without really knowing why he felt so. “You know as well as I that this is not a matter to be taken lightly. I want to know why you are acting like life is all flowers and sunshine when, in a situation such as this, it could be construed as madness. We should not stop here and act so happy—it will only delay us further.”


Tir sighed and looked at him seriously. 


“Will it do us any good to brood over it?” she replied, using a tactic Hiei favored and answering with her own question. “We don’t have to be so depressed all the time. It will not help us move faster or find our way any better. It’s best not to try and think of what will happen if we fail. What will come, will come. To each day its own vexations. Therefore, why should we not rest here in this beautiful place? We have time. If we tire ourselves or wear ourselves down with dark thoughts, we may not make it to our destination. This is a secluded place—it is seldom traveled by any but know the safe routes; I am such a person. We are free from danger and we need rest, so why should we not stop now and lift some weight from our shoulders with a brief rest? Now is as good a time as any. If we didn’t stop now, we would have stopped later. What difference does it make? Today is as good as any other.”


Hiei considered her words and they were wise, but he would be damned if he said so aloud, even to Tir.


“Since you are obviously out of your mind, it will do me no good to argue, will it?” Hiei scowled.


Tir simply shook her head, smiling slightly and turning, walking away to some destination or other. Hiei, knowing nothing better to do, sat down where he was, grabbed a stone, and pulled out his katana. With that, he began to sharpen it with long, firm strokes.


Tir approached a stream about twenty yards away from where Hiei sat morosely with his sword, his grim face set in determination. Looking back one time, wishing furtively that Hiei was about to join her in her task, she stripped off her sweaty clothes and slipped into the cold stream.


The gentle current of the cool water was refreshing as Tir bathed calmly, pouring the river water over her arms and shoulders, flipping her wet hair against her back in a giant sweep. She grinned, enjoying her washing and the relief it afforded her.


What he saw entranced Hiei, from his spot on the ground, when he chanced a look in Tir’s direction. She was cupping water into her hands and letting it glide down her body in an almost playful allure. Her damp tresses clung to her round breasts seductively, though she appeared to have noticed nothing and was not ashamed of her immodesty. Then again, there was none but Hiei to view such a magnificent sight, to see the water cascade over the curves of her form, to watch the drops cling and glitter in the light when she turned ever so slightly—


Hiei snapped his head in the other direction sharply. What was he thinking? There was nothing left between them now…she had admitted her love for him, but he would not admit his love for her—he could not find it within himself. Now, here he was, watching her bathe in a stream like a boy first catching sight of a lovely woman with nothing on but a smile. Yet, was he not like such a boy? Tir had been the first woman he truly felt something for. Well, he had seen Mukuro stark naked before, but the relationship between the demon ruler and himself was nothing romantic, though Hiei had sensed a small spark on Mukuro’s part. She was his commander, and he her second-in-command. They were not involved in anything that Hiei and Tir shared. Mukuro’s shamelessness had not affected him in the least. Tir's, however…oh, how he was affected! He was hard put to suppress his natural reaction upon seeing such a beautiful woman, that could very well be his—


No. She could not be his. He was preventing that himself. And still, he could not for the life of him figure out why.


Hiei looked up as he heard a rumbling coming from a distance. As he gazed up, he saw a streak of lightening flash across the sky in sharp brilliance. He noticed for the first time that clouds were once again rolling in, darker than what had been seen throughout Makai for the past weeks. These would not leave so easily.


“K’so,” Hiei cursed softly, scowling up at the raindrops that fell into his eyes, making him blink and lower his gaze.


His gaze, upon lowering, met with Tir’s approaching form.


“Well, more rain I suppose,” she sighed wistfully, making an annoyed face at the clouds above. She sat next to Hiei, looking over at him strangely.


“Must you continue with that weapon of yours?” she smirked. “I mean, you’ve probably burnt through the metal by now…you’ve been sharpening it for almost an hour.”


Hiei held back a sigh and dropped the stone to the ground, sheathing his katana once more. Then, silently contemplating what he was doing for a moment, he pulled out the dagger that Kurama had presented him with before their departure and studied it. It was truly a beautiful weapon. Hiei looked at Tir, and she smiled.


“Kurama is a generous man,” she noted bluntly. “I wish I could find words enough to thank him for the swords he gave me.”


Hiei nodded his agreement. Kurama…the only true friend he had for the longest time. How many times would Kurama put him in debt and then never expect that debt to be paid?


“Hiei,” Tir said slowly, her voice taking on a new, serious tone that Hiei had heard a few times before. “We need to talk about something.”


Hiei did not reply, but simply stared at her through the now pouring rain.


“You know that, being a priestess, my heart is close to the Goddess,” she began carefully, picking out the best words for her obviously upcoming speech. “I can tell what is contained within the hearts of those around me to a hair’s breadth. I know you are feeling trapped somehow—shackled down. I need to ask you what you are keeping from me. I want to free you from these chains, Hiei.”


“I don’t need your help,” Hiei replied coldly, turning his head to one side and staring at a random point on the ground.


“Yes, you do,” Tir insisted, fighting to keep her voice from rising with impatience. “I’ve told you, Hiei, that I can tell what people are feeling. It’s a…talent of mine, I suppose. It comes naturally when I am a Vessel of Seira. I need you to tell me what has been keeping you from Truth.”


“I have my Truth,” Hiei snapped back viciously, not wanting to say what he would but not being able to control it. “Thanks to you, I have it. It hurts more than anything.”


Tir seemed taken aback at this abrupt confession. Hiei, his face flushing with embarrassment at such an uncontrolled outburst, stood sharply, turning his back to the woman he loved.


“Yes,” Tir said finally, her voice sadly quiet. “Shinjugai told me of your Truth. I am sorry that you are in such pain, but I am glad that you have found your Truth. I’m sure you were told what mine was as well.”


Hiei almost gasped as he recalled what he had been told of Tir’s truth.


…no one is hopeless…


Well, he was, damnit!


“Hiei, tell me what is hurting you so,” Tir pleaded. “Tell me, please.”


Hiei could not reply. Tir once again asked him to confide in her, but he would not.


“Hiei, how can you be a servant of Seira and still keep the truth from me. Why are you like this?”


“Because I can’t escape these chains!” Hiei burst out, once again unable to control himself. He spun around, the rain blinding him until he blinked it out of his eyes. “Damnit, Tir! You come back after ten years and expect everything to be all right! But it’s not, Tir, it’s not all right. I wake up every day and I wish that you were still with me, but that never happened! I woke up alone! Ten years I spent just wishing that you were still alive, still here with me. But it just doesn’t work like that! Then, you come suddenly, and then you tell me that you could have come sooner—that you could have been with me sooner. But you chose to stay away! I waited for you for so long, I never once betrayed you though I thought you dead, even though I had the chance. I loved you, Tir, but you didn’t come to me when you had the chance! How can you expect me to know this and not think that you don’t care anymore?”


“But I do, Hiei, I still love you! I can’t reveal why I stayed away so long—“


“Are you not a servant of the Goddess?” Hiei shouted back, his temper completely lost. “Why should you keep the truth from me when you’re belief system forbids it?”


“Can’t you see what I am going through?” Tir cried. “I want to tell you this secret with all my heart, Hiei, because it’s killing me and it’s killing you. But I can’t! Please, understand. There are things I can’t reveal though I do follow Seira. You know this! It’s happened before!”


“And look what turned out,” Hiei snarled. “You hurt me and lead me to believe you were gone forever, that I would never know happiness again, but then you come back, and you do it all over again! You’re lying again!”


“I have no option!” Tir shot back.


“Why can’t you see my pain?”


“I can see it, Hiei, I can! But you can’t seem to see mine!”


“Your pain? Ha! While I was thinking of you every minute, you weren’t alone. I’m sure you were nice and happy with your priestesses at your temple. Tell me, Tir, what did you have at the end of the day over the past ten years? Your priestesses, your villagers, what?”


“I had nothing!” Tir screamed. “Nothing. I listened to the silence around me every night, wondering if I could pull your voice from my memories. But I couldn’t, Hiei. I just couldn’t seem to hear you. I lost you, Hiei. Lost. And I wanted more than anything to get you back. But I couldn’t! That’s what I had at the end of the day, Hiei. I had a wisp of a memory. I had tears of pain and loss. I had absolutely nothing left to live for…but then I revealed myself and hoped you would see that it was killing me to stay away from you, but you were so blind! Why can’t you see!? What makes you think that I don’t suffer as much as you? I want to know this if nothing else, Hiei—why can’t you accept that I had to do this? Why can’t you accept it?”


“Because I love you too much!” Hiei blurted out. 


Hiei stopped dead, breathing hard from their heated argument. His eyes went wide with shock at his own words. Tir also seemed absolutely bewildered. Hiei rarely lost control…but this was beyond that.


“I wanted you back so badly,” Hiei whispered, his voice eerily soft and sad in comparison with the yells he had just belted out. “I couldn’t bear to think that I would never see you again. And when you came back, I couldn’t believe that you would choose to stay away from me longer. I thought you would love me enough to come back to me as soon as you could. But I was wrong. I obviously can’t love you enough for your own satisfaction, since you waited so long to come back to me.”


Tir stepped forward, taking Hiei’s face in her hands and looking him straight in the eye.


“You could never understand why I am keeping this from you, Hiei, but I truly cannot allow you to know yet,” Tir said, her voice cracked with the strain of anguish and tears. “If I could have come back after the allotted time, I would have. Gods, it hurt too much to stay away. I love you more than words can say—there is nothing I could tell you to express such a thing. Believe me when I say I regret not coming to you. I love you so much, I truly do.”


Hiei, acting on impulse instead of on rational thought as he had for the past few days, much to his own chagrin, did not really scold himself for what he was about to do. He had questioned himself about his motives once before, the first time this choice came to him. But there was no questioning this time. This time, there was nothing else.


The kiss was sweeter than any before. Their lips met in passionate need, their bodies instantly entwined and pressed close together. In an instant, they were shed of clothing and on the ground, the rain pounding their naked bodies, but they couldn’t notice. At that moment, nothing existed but themselves.


Hiei cried out like a man shot through the heart as he entered Tir for the first time in ten years. She gasped and clutched him, moaning. Hiei drove forward again and again, never getting enough of her even as he took all of her. She arched her back and moved with him, burying her face in the crook of his neck. Hiei gasped and sighed in his passion, the pleasure tearing through body, soul, and mind.


Hiei leant down a bit, kissing Tir’s temple. Still thrusting in increasing rhythm and strength, Hiei splattered kisses over her face and neck, hardly containing himself. The rain pattered down onto his straining back, the weight of it pressing him down onto Tir’s body. Her curves brushed up against him, exciting him even while he was rocking into her and out, each searing exchange sending his mind reeling. Their sweat mingled with rain and tears of pleasure filled Tir’s eyes, falling down as she lost self-control. Decorum be damned. There was no one but them to see or hear the union of their bodies and souls. They cried out, releasing their tension and pressing together a final time before they collapsed, gasping for breath.


“Ai shiteru,” Hiei whispered, repeating the phrase over and over. He felt himself grow hard within Tir once more, and he leaned down, kissing her neck.


“Hiei,” Tir moaned, snapping her head back. Hiei did not move, however. He kissed her breasts, catching one in his mouth and teasing it with his tongue. Tir moaned his name again and again as he expertly tortured her, finally leaning up to kiss away the tears that had fallen down her face as he plunged forward once more.


All night, the rain poured down. They could not count how many times they had each other, gasping and groaning and calling out each other’s names. When the dawn approached, the rain finally stopped, and the sun shone onto their soaked bodies, finally resting in a twisted heap. 


Hiei watched the sun rise slowly, feeling Tir’s breath on his chest. As he began to drift into sleep, he smiled at the sun. The chains that had been holding him had finally disappeared.


The sleep that enveloped the two was the most peaceful and serene sleep they had experienced in ten long years. They were tangled together, their souls snaked around each other, their hearts united as one. The sweat, rain, and tears had dried away, along with the pain and agony of ten lonely years apart. The bright morning sun, and the gentle breeze dazed the two in their peace. The sounds of songbirds filled their ears, yet they were oblivious to them. Their dreams had finally come true, and they would be together again. The shackles and cold lies had fallen away, and the only lasting emotion was love and passion. 


Tir awoke softly, but dared not move, feeling the warmth and protection of Hiei’s body against her own. He lay beside her, and his strong arms were tangled around her body in passion. She nuzzled her head against his soft and built chest, feeling desire flowing still through her. He did not wake, and his face wore happiness and love for the first time in many years of loneliness. But he would no longer be alone, for he had Tir again. She would stay by his side through thick and thin, and she knew he would do the same for her. 


Hiei’s breath was slow and steady, and Tir could faintly his heart beating against her temple. Her heart and his heart were beating together, second guessing the other. She was so relieved to be back in his arms. It felt like being out in the bitter cold of winter for many long years and finally see the warm sun, and feel its warmth and gentleness on your face. It felt that good.


But their problems were no where near over. They still had to save Yukina, and Tir knew that time was moving quickly against them. They were still far from their destination, and they had to leave soon.


Tir shook her soft hair and rubbed Hiei’s chest. His muscles were well built, and they were so attractive. She giggled slightly, trying not to wake Hiei, but to no avail. He awoke, and picked his head up from the soft ground. He gazed lovingly into Tir’s sparkling eyes, and she returned the gaze. 


“Ai shiteru.” The only words that escaped Hiei’s lips. He bent down, and kissed Tir so lovingly, she was surprised. She did not show it, but she felt it. She returned the kiss, and placed her gentle hands on Hiei’s soft ashen cheeks. She wanted so much to relive the night before, but she knew there was no time. She pulled away gently, and Hiei smiled sweetly.


“Koiishi, we must go. We have not much time left.” Tir whispered in his ear. He nodded, and stroked her hair. She pushed gently down on his chest for support, and slowly rose to her feet. Hiei stood reluctantly, and took his clothes lying in a heap next to him. He headed for the same stream that Tir had bathed in the day before. Tir took up her clothes, and decided to bathe once again. She followed Hiei, and slowly dipped her sore body in the stream. He was merely sitting, his arms draped over the dry bank, and his eyes closed in happiness. She proceeded to wash herself, and occasionally splash the watching Hiei, and she did so with slight haste. 


She dried off when she was done, and put on her dry clothes in comfort. Hiei washed himself and began to dry off as well. Tir headed back to the camp, and began packing everything away. The small fire that Tir had built the previous day was now just a pile of soggy ashes. 


Tir was done taking down camp within a few minutes, and Hiei approached her from behind. He threw his arms around her waist, and held on to her tightly, not wanting to let go. She placed her hands gently on his own, and she wished longingly to stay there for all eternity. 


“Hiei, we must go. I fear if we take any more time, we may reach Yukina too late.” Hiei took his arms away in agreement, and picked up his pack. Tir began to lead the way heading south, passing the stream.


The two continued on for the rest of the day warily, and Hiei could not shake off the feeling that they were still being followed. Tir began to look about, as if she too sensed someone close behind them. They proceeded on like this for a day or two, until Hiei could not take it anymore.


“Someone is following us, I can feel it.” He whispered to Tir. Tir nodded, but said nothing, for fear that their follower would hear. Hiei unsheathed his sword, and took off his pack. “Whoever you are, come out now!” Hiei shouted into the still night mist that was enveloping them. There was no answer, but there was a small rustling in the bushes a few feet away from Tir. 


Tir quickly took out her small swords, and took a fighting stance. Hiei stood in front of her, shielding her from any harm that could come to her.


“Come out now, or I will kill you on the spot!” Hiei yelled. He began moving towards the bushes, but he didn’t make it two steps before he felt a presence clinging to his knees. He looked down, and saw a familiar figure clutching his knees tightly. He sheathed his sword immediately, and bent down, looking into the face of the stranger. Hina.


“Jisan, you scared me.” She whimpered softly. Hiei hugged her tightly, but then pulled away harshly.


“What are you doing here Hina?” He questioned in a fatherly tone. Hina stared at the ground in shame, knowing she would be scolded for what she had done.


“I wanted to see where you were going, Jisan. I didn’t want you to leave!” She began to sob uncontrollably, and she buried her tiny face in Hiei’s chest. He wrapped his arms around her, and took her up onto his knee. He couldn’t stay mad at her when she cried like that...hell, he couldn’t stay mad at her ever. He kissed her head, and looked into her eyes. 


“Come, little one. Get on my back...I’ll carry you.” Hiei simply took Hina’s arms and draped her over his back. She was a light as a feather, and he took up his pack lying on the ground. Tir stood a little further up, smiling brightly. Hiei slung his pack around his back just under where Hina sat, and he took Tir’s hand gently in his own.


“Time to go,” Tir whispered softly, gazing into Hiei’s eyes and never wanting to look anywhere else.


“Hai,” Hiei agreed, looking ahead. “Time to go.”

Chapter 5


“Where are we going, Jisan?”


Hina, clinging to Hiei’s back, peered over her uncle’s shoulder, inquiring after their destination for the third time that hour.


“I’ve told you, Hina, I have no clue,” Hiei replied, trying to keep patient with his niece. “Though, I would like to know what our destination is,” he added, directing the comment at Tir.


“I suppose I have to tell you, ne?” Tir sighed resignedly.


“So desu,” Hiei replied firmly, but not unkindly.


“Hiei, I’m sure you’ve heard the name of the place of our destination. To those who know it well, it is called Kangei. But it is more widely known as the ‘Oasis.’ “


Hiei held back a gasp. He knew well the legends of the Oasis. It was said to be the home of the gods, a place that none could find save those who had been there before. According to legend, there were three head ‘gods’ and several others below them, each of them the owner of a strength so great it was said to surpass that of the upper S-class demons. There was also a rumor that those who dwelt within the Oasis were immortal, or very close to it. Hiei, personally, had never really believed the tales, but he trusted Tir, and she had just said they were going to the Oasis. He would not question the truthfulness behind that declaration.


“How do you know where it is?” Hiei inquired. “It’s supposed to be hidden from all but those who—“


“—have been there before, yes, I know,” Tir interrupted, finishing Hiei’s statement for him. “You must trust that I can get us there, koiishi.”


With a mischievous wink, Tir fell silent, and Hiei sensed that she somehow did not want to discuss further the location of the Oasis and how exactly she was going to find it. Hiei had a strong feeling that there was much to Tir that he had never discovered, and he found himself wondering how he could possibly have neglected to find out more about this enigmatic woman in the past. That’s done, he thought. There was no point in wondering the what ifs and questions of why. He just hadn’t asked, there was nothing more to it.


“Well,” he blurted out, sighing slightly, “how long will it take?”


Tir, considering, finally said four simple words that hid so much behind them.


“One day, no more.”


Hiei hoped fervently that he would never find out what he had seen hidden behind her eyes in that simple statement. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to take it.


They marched on without stopping for several hours before pitching camp. After sleeping for a time, they packed up and left again. They remained silent for the most part of their journey, but spoke much of other matters. Hiei, his curiosity overcoming him, finally asked Tir of her past and how she knew the location of the Oasis.


“I guess I should tell you my story, then,” she said slowly, as though wondering whether she should go on or not. After a long moment, she shook her head. “Gomen nasai, koiishi, demo…we should wait until we arrive. There is one there that will aid me in my explanation, for not even I know the full extent of my past. He does.”


For some unknown reason, Hiei felt jealousy rear inside him like a viper preparing to strike at its victim. Someone else, a man, knew Tir better than he? Better than even Tir? Hiei was her chosen mate, why should he not know her best? 


Hiei slapped himself mentally. He was being foolish. Of course, Tir had been all over in traveling, that much she had hinted at him. Naturally, she would have met many along the way that would become friends and come to know her. If one of them, even a male, were to have some strange sight about Tir, there was nothing beyond just that. Botan seemed to know Tir unnaturally well, and Hiei had no resentment toward the former deity. But Botan was not a man…not competition. Another self-directed mental slap left Hiei in a sour mood, and he trudged on beside Tir, Hina’s arms around his neck, the sun beating down on his unprotected head. He could feel himself beginning to sweat in the heat of the day. Fortunately, night would be approaching soon, possibly within the hour. It would be cooler then.


Before the sun set, however, Tir pulled Hiei silently closer to her.


“Now, we wait,” she whispered, taking Hina into her own arms. She seemed to adore Hiei’s niece, offering to carry her whenever possible. Hiei willingly allowed his burden to be shared, watching as the little girl giggled with delight. She seemed to like Tir—even love her. Hina seemed to sense that Tir and Hiei were close enough that Tir could be counted as an aunt, and the girl seemed to see it that way.


“How long do we wait here?” Hiei inquired.


“Not long,” Tir replied softly. “Just give it a moment.”


Suddenly, in front of Hiei, the ground started to crumble. It was as though the earth were opening a gigantic mouth and swallowing itself in the process. Gaping down at this strange turn of events, Hiei felt helpless as to what he should do. Tir had a firm grip on his arm, and she seemed less than concerned with what was happening. Then, out of the earth, stone steps suddenly formed, leading down into the darkness below.


“Come on,” Tir whispered, moving toward the newly formed stairway. Hiei, mystified beyond words, followed Tir in a dazed stupefaction, without even considering the safety of it. He had seen many things in his life, but to watch the earth fall away to reveal a staircase all on its own was more than he could handle at the moment.


“Don’t worry,” Tir went on softly, tugging softly at his hand as he shuffled toward the steps. “It’s safe, trust me.”


They walked down the steps, Tir in the lead, Hina clinging to her neck, Hiei being led by the hand, moving on in a lethargic stupor. Finally, they reached the bottom, and what hit Hiei was that they could no longer see the sky—somehow, the ground had closed above them.


“Who’s there?”


Hiei almost jumped at the sudden sound of the raspy voice in the dark. He suddenly realized his irrational behavior and composed himself, straightening up and smoothing his face into an expression of apathy. 


“It is a friend of Junsui, I would have you know me as Tir, though I be known to others as ‘priestess.’ I have two others with me, both to be trusted.“


Hiei was somehow shocked at Tir’s quietly confident reply. She knew what she was doing…why should that surprise him? He found he didn’t know. In any case, there was a long pause before the voice spoke again.


“All right, then. Go on in. He’s been expecting you.”


Hiei followed Tir silently once more. He sensed the presence of someone else in the immediate area, and guessed it was whoever had spoken—a guard, perhaps? Who knew?


Hiei saw a light ahead. They walked steadily toward it, and when they reached it, Hiei almost fell over in awe. They had reached a sort of underground cave, so beautiful that it would make the most ignorant man alive stumble with wonder at its splendor. It was roughly dome-shaped, seeming to be naturally so. The walls were made of a lined stone, vaguely resembling sandstone. Over the rough-hewn walls, there was a strange shimmer, and Hiei suddenly conceived the fact that there was a steady sheet of water falling down the walls. The source of this ostensible phenomenon was unknown—it came from cracks near the apex of the dome. The water ran into a large pool of water in the center, a shallow but wide pond that glittered in the faint light give off by torches set up in the ground around the perimeter of the immense cave. The ground was covered with sand much the same color and texture as the stone on the walls. Some passageways led off in different directions, twisting away so that Hiei could not look very far into their depths. There were a few demons peregrinating around inattentively, staring at the water or just looking at their feet as they walked. Tir, having paused to allow Hiei to stare around the cave and let his amazement waste its potency, squeezed his hand in a silent plea to move on. Hiei silently allowed himself to be led on.


Tir took him down one of the passageways, winding her way through the narrow corridor with practiced ease. She seemed to be utterly familiar with this place.


“I’m just going to pause here and explain something,” Tir said, holding up their progression down the hallway and staring intently at Hiei. “We are about to meet the head…well, he’s not a god, but the head demon of this place. This is the Oasis, Hiei, but please call it Kangei for now. That is its proper name. The head demon is called Junsui, and he’s an old friend of mine. Please, be civil to him, try not to be suspicious. He will aid us in our quest.”


Without another word, Tir led him onward. They paused at the threshold to a larger area ahead, and nodded their greetings to a guard posted at the entrance to the next room, and moved on. Entering the next room, Hiei saw that it was another chamber, much like the main chamber, but with no water flowing down the walls. This was also much smaller, about the size of a small room. In it was placed a bed, a desk, and various displays of swords and other weaponry—all of the weapons were exceptionally beautiful. Yet, Hiei’s attention shifted to the man at the back of the room, whom, Tir informed him quietly, was Junsui.

Junsui was basically human in appearance, but with some obviously irregular traits. His skin was very dark brown—almost black—and his hair, in contrast, was so white that it seemed to blaze with its own light. Yet, he was not an old man, but rather seemed very young. He had no wrinkles while his face was at rest, and he seemed to be strong, healthy, and in his prime. He stood tall—well over six feet. He seemed out of place with Hiei and Tir, both of whom stood at approximately five feet tall each. His eyes, the color of pyrite washed in a stream, glittered intelligently under thin, sharply angled eyebrows that slanted up over his forehead, so that he took on the appearance of the mythological elves ningens seemed so fond of, and this impression was strengthened when Hiei saw that his ears, from which hung silver loops, were pointed at the top. The smile he flashed at them was warm and charming, with white, even teeth. He wore a pale grey gi and a silver cloak, both made out of a flashy, silk-like material. He had several daggers tucked beneath his belt, but none appeared particularly deadly. His arms were covered with what seemed to be scales, so that they appeared rough and snakelike. He approached them with a disarming wink, spreading his arms in a gesture of amicable welcoming.


“You may be safe from all chance of hegira, contrariety, nisus, and disillusion here, my friends,” he said, his voice low and threaded with a natural, attractive levity. “I must ask forgiveness ahead of time for any contretemps that may occur on my part. Welcome to my home, a kingdom where you may find a melange of creatures that will pay you no heed and a few other surprises as well.”


Hiei was somewhat caught off guard by this prettily worded welcome. Junsui had a strange, idiosyncratic obverse, and somehow Hiei sensed that below this lay another personality, which he could not fully deduce. Suddenly, Junsui moved forward and embraced Tir, who fully embraced back, beaming.


“Junsui, you’d never change in a hundred years, would you?” Tir laughed, still grinning.


“Oh, ah,” Junsui replied contritely, putting on a mock facade of penitence. “I should never change, were a thousand years to pass. However, there is a saying that you should recall, my dear.”


“Hm?” Tir prompted playfully.


“I believe it says, ‘Nothing endures but change.’ Ah yes, that was it,” Junsui nodded, smirking. “Does it not apply?”


“You just contradicted yourself,” Tir pointed out coolly.


“Well, so I have,” Junsui answered, blinking petulantly. He dropped the mummery then and became a bit more serious. “But, as we all know, you are here for a reason. I believe I may help you in some way—whatever could it be?”


“We need your aid, yes,” Tir said gravely. “But we can discuss that soon—there is time enough. First, I should introduce my companions.”


Tir turned slightly toward Hiei, as though presenting him to the flippant Junsui. 


“This is Hiei Jaganshi, Forbidden Child of the Koorime,” Tir breathed, smiling warmly at Hiei. “This little one on my back is Hina.”


“It is an honor to meet such a prominent man, Hiei-san,” Junsui said formally, bowing slightly and taking Hiei’s hand in his own. “I hope that we shall be able to have a no holds barred trust, if that is not too vainglorious on my part. I speak for all of Kangei when I tell you that we would not want the situation to acerbate, when it is already so mordant. Let us all have no clandestine deceits and only have reciprocity of civility. This way, nothing shall go amiss and our plans shall not atrophy and become dilapidated.”


Hiei did not know how to respond to such a speech. He himself did not possess the eloquence just displayed by their host, and could only nod his agreement and gratefulness. 


“I must say, your intractable silence suits you well, Hiei-san,” Junsui smirked, teasing Hiei in a friendly manner. “Ah, but at least you are not like my subjects in this place…just the other day, for example, a group of my most trusted guards ventured out and sought to battle a group of those dangerously wicked spider demons that lurk in the area, and I dare say they only did so for kicks. They will keep doing silly things—“


“Not for lack of example, sir,” said the guard outside the door.


“Yes,” Junsui corroborated morosely, “I am quite the bad example.”


“What are you?” Hina asked Junsui, earning a raised eyebrow from the demon leader.


“Goodness me, I don’t know,” Junsui replied in a dismayed manner. “Whatever might you be, small one?”


“I’m…” Hina trailed off. She didn’t seem to know how to reply. She looked to her uncle for help.


“She is a mix-breed—her mother was half Koorime and half fire youkai, her father was ningen,” Hiei clarified.


“Ah, now it comes to light,” Junsui muttered. “I would assume you are somehow related to her, seeing as how you might be her father for all that she resembles you.”


“Her mother is my sister,” Hiei replied smoothly, “and her mother is the reason for our journey here.”


“It’s true,” Tir agreed, smiling humorlessly at Junsui. “His sister Yukina has fallen ill and we need your help in finding a cure. I assumed you might be the one we should go to, for all your knowledge of strange concoctions and assiduous fascination with remedies.”


“Oh, I am afraid I defected that myself a few years ago,” Junsui replied sadly. “I have a new obsession—you can see the glorious weapons on the displays. However, I’m sure you’ll be absolutely delighted to hear that Asahi has somehow absorbed my idiotic notion to study plants and cures and such nonsense as that. She may be able to help you.”


Tir scowled sourly. Hiei could somehow sense that Junsui’s sarcasm was well founded. Whoever this Asahi may be, Tir obviously did not feel too fond of her.


“How does Tir know you?” Hina blurted out, climbing to the ground and looking inquiringly up at Junsui. Junsui kneeled next to Hina, smiling kindly at her. 


“You are a heuristic child, aren’t you?” Junsui asked back, but without waiting for a reply continued on. “In point of fact, Tir is my kith and kin. You could say that she is something like my great-great-great-great-great-granddaughter.”


Hina’s eyes went wide, and Hiei himself cast a questioning glance at Tir and Junsui.


“I’m sure you know that our Tir here is half-human, half-demon?” Junsui asked. When Hiei nodded, he returned the nod and said, “Yes, she technically is. However, her human blood came from her father’s side, and he was not, in fact, completely human. About two hundred years ago, give or take a few, I fell in love with a ningen woman. After a time with her, I left, feeling that my presence endangered her life. Soon, I found out that I had gotten her with child, and she had a son. Then, when he grew to manhood, he had a child, and then that child grew and had a child, and so on and so forth. Eventually, out popped Tir’s father. But you see, the demon blood had been all but bred out of him, after so many generations of mixing with human blood. It was so diluted that it just eventually completely disappeared. Tir here has a small, immeasurably tiny drop of my blood in her, but it is faint and may not even be there whatsoever. But she is descended from me.”


Hiei didn’t even have the chance to think this over—at that moment in time, someone stormed into the room and started screaming.


“What is this, you bastard! You invite this whore into my domain and welcome her like an old friend! Ha! You know what she did last time she was here! You know what happened and still you allow her to spread her filth over this pure place like a cockroach printing new snow! She does not deserve to even have knowledge of this sacred place! Expel her at once!”


Hiei stood in shock. The person who had just entered and started screaming at Junsui was the object of his attention as he watched her raise her hand as though to strike the man before her. She was stunning, her face angled and timelessly beautiful, though twisted with rage. Her skin was a soft golden color, and her straight silver hair fell about her face like a shimmering veil. She was perhaps an inch or so taller than Hiei, and dressed in clothes similar to Junsui’s. She wore a gi of the same silky material, the color of blood, which clung to her body and failed to hide anything of the woman beneath. Her violet eyes were blazing in anger and hatred of the woman behind her, though she seemed to take no notice of the priestess. She stopped short of slapping Junsui, putting her hand down, smirking suddenly.


“You think you are welcome here, don’t you, priestess?” she snarled, rounding on Tir. “You want to make this your home and whore around it like it was your own, like your hands built it and your mind gave it its wonders.”


“You never cease to amaze me, Asahi,” Tir replied mockingly, her voice so sweet that it was obviously meant to make the other woman feel degraded. “You truly think that I would come here and try to take over this place? It belongs to Junsui, and I have no inclination to take it from him. I would suggest you apologize to Junsui, by the by, for I don’t think he appreciated much you calling this your domain.”


“I will never forget what you did last time!”


“What, save your ass?”


“You did nothing of the sort!”


“How terribly sad, you don’t even want to admit your mistakes. You’re getting more pitiful by the day.”


“Enough!”


The two women stopped bickering and looked at Junsui. 


“I will have nothing of this in my home,” Junsui snapped, his manner completely transforming. “Neither of you have the right to despise one another for the past—it is behind us. You accept each other, or you both leave. Am I understood?”


Both women nodded reluctantly. While Tir stooped down and picked up a distraught Hina, who was on the verge of crying from the mere shock of hearing the screaming, the woman Asahi turned and noticed Hiei for the first time. With a wicked smile, she winked at him.


“Hiei, this is my hedonistically sybaritic second-in-command, Asahi,” Junsui said to Hiei, directing his condescension at Asahi, casting a disapproving look at the woman. Hiei was amused to see that Junsui had picked up on his relationship with Tir. “Asahi, this is Hiei Jaganshi.”


“A…pleasure,” Asahi purred, extending a hand of greeting toward Hiei. Hiei raised an eyebrow at it and didn’t make any move to accept it. Pulling it back and hiding the obvious anger in her eyes, Asahi smiled once more. It was dazzling, but somehow nefarious.


“Is this my kismet, Jaganshi?” Asahi pouted, obviously trying to show off her beauty in any way possible. Hiei was disgusted to find that Asahi wanted to seduce him, but for what reason he could not infer. “To be disregarded by one such as yourself because of a petty argument you happened to witness?”


Hiei would have very much like to have replied that he did not associate with those who had no pride, but he did not want to start anything that would force Junsui to banish them from his home. He merely turned from Asahi and looked at Tir.


“Shouldn’t we be speaking with Junsui about our little ordeal?” Hiei asked, and then, casting a nasty look at Asahi, he added, “Alone?”


Asahi snapped her head in disgust towards Hiei, but did not make it terribly obvious. Tir smiled, and her eyes flashed Hiei a grateful and amused look. She looked to Junsui, and he nodded. “Asahi,” He said, “leave us be for just a few moments.” Asahi flipped her hair wildly, and stormed silently out of the room. Hina loosened up, and wrapped her arms around Hiei’s leg. Hiei bent down and picked her up, cradling her gently so she would calm down. He then looked to Junsui, and he smiled.


“So is there any remedy for my sister?” Hiei spoke up. Junsui nodded once again.


“There is. Unfortunately that remedy lies in the infuriated brain of Asahi. You may need to pry a bit to get it out of her.” Junsui chuckled, and hugged Tir once more. “It was so wonderful to see you once again my dear.” He then turned to Hiei and held out his hand warmly. “It was a pleasure beyond measurement to make your acquaintance.” Hiei shook his hand, and managed a smile. Junsui accepted it, and then pinched Hina’s cheek softly. She giggled, and Junsui led them out. Asahi was waiting right outside the doorway, with her arms crossed tightly around her mid-section. She wore a look of pure evil on her shaped face, and it made her look ugly beyond compare. Hiei winced slightly, then laughed mentally inside.



“Asahi, help them find a remedy for Hiei’s sister, and do not bother them. Be good to these people, for this is the present, and the past is far gone.” Junsui told Asahi in a firm manner. His eyes flashed a scolding look to her, and she recoiled slightly. She nodded sarcastically, and turned to Hiei and Tir. She motioned for them to follow her, much to her chagrin, and she led the group to a smaller room close to Junsui’s office. 


This room was not as grand as the other chambers, and it was covered in red. The bed sheets were red, the canopy veil was red, some of the pictures hanging were even red. It was too much red for one room, and this time, Tir shuddered and winced. Asahi caught it, and gave Tir an icy stare.


“Something the matter, priestess?” Asahi accented the last word as sarcastically as she could, and Tir returned with a sweet smile. 


“Just wondering what your favorite color was. I was going to guess blue.” Tir replied sardonically, but still in a very sweet and mocking tone. Hiei smiled, and tried to hold back a laugh. Asahi flipped her long silvery hair, trying to brush off the comment. She went into a corner, and hunched over a small chemist’s table. 


On the table were many beakers and vials, and many of the vials were filled with liquid substances. Asahi motioned weakly for the guests to gather around, and they did so, reluctantly. 



“What is the illness for which I must make a remedy?” Asahi asked in an impatient fashion. Tir shook her head to Hiei, and he spoke up.


“We don’t know what is wrong with her.” Hiei whispered gravely. Asahi looked up at Hiei, and scoffed loudly, while throwing her arms wildly into the air.


“You mean you expect me to make a remedy for an illness I don’t even know about? You people are outrageous!” She yelled to the ceiling. 


“Asahi, this kind of noise is not needed right now.” Tir stated firmly, looking down at little Hina, who was shaking in fear. Asahi, glared at Tir evilly, and then looked to Hiei. Hiei simply turned his head, leaving the argument for the women. Asahi cooled down slightly, and went back to the small table.


“What are the symptoms?” She asked in monotone.


“Weakness, pain, and loss of speech.” Tir replied. Asahi nodded, knowing suddenly what the illness was. 


“What’s wrong with my mommy?” Hina asked Asahi boldly. Asahi merely looked down, and went back to her work. She did not speak for maybe ten minutes, she simply went to work making a remedy. After about ten or fifteen minutes, she sighed, and handed Hiei an empty vial.


“The ingredients are here—I will assemble what is needed for now, but there is one I do not have in stock,” Asahi said tonelessly. “It’s a root. The root of the rarest flower here in Makai. The flower is called a crystal lily, and it can be found in one place. That place is here in Kangei, but it is very hard to find. I have no more in stock, so you must go find it yourselves. Tir knows where it is.” Asahi curtseyed rather stiffly, and left the room quickly before any reply could be made. Tir rolled her eyes, then took Hina in her arms again. 


“What happened between you two so long ago that made her angry?” Hiei asked Tir as he took her hand, and they began to leave.


“I’ll tell you later.” She simply replied.  


Junsui gave them a place to sleep for the night. Hiei, hoping to hear more on the matter of the enmity between Tir and Asahi, was left disappointed. Tir refused to speak of it, only answering “later” each time he made to ask. When Tir had drifted to sleep with Hina resting at her side, Hiei, finding himself unable to sleep, slipped out of the room and into the main chamber, seating himself at the edge of the pool and staring at the water in unexplainably arrested fascination. He was so rapt with the quiet, strangely harmonious movements of the water that he did not hear the catlike steps behind him until the last moment.


“Should you not be with your beloved, Jaganshi?” The voice was darkly sweet, flowing like honey laced with poison. 


Hiei looked up and saw Asahi now beside him, lowered to the ground in an erotically supine position. She was wearing a flowing gown of near-transparent silk, which not only revealed her body in its translucence but also clung to her curves in an inviting fashion. Asahi had obviously forgotten the anger she felt toward Hiei for rejecting her and was attempting to seduce him once more. Hiei felt like vomiting all over the disgusting display.


“Must you truly be so contemptuously cavalier?” Asahi sighed, inching closer to Hiei. Hiei, though he did see that Asahi was a strikingly stunning woman and any man would want her, could see that she was treacherous and wanton, and he felt revolted at her mere presence. 


“Hiei, Hiei,” Asahi pouted, sitting upright and moving so close to the fire demon that their shoulders almost touched. “I am not so terrible as you think. I have good reason to feel so hatefully toward the priestess. There is a dark past between us.”


“Swallow your own poison, snake,” Hiei sneered, “and leave me be.”


In an instant, Asahi had pressed Hiei to the ground and was now straddling his hips, bending over him seductively.


“I know you are feeling loathing toward me at this moment, but I know also of the desire you feel,” Asahi murmured temptingly. “Why don’t you indulge in this desire and leave Tir behind? I can make you forget any other woman exists…and you would not have to deal with the atrocities of the outside world. You would no longer suffer, but only revel in my heaven.”


“The only atrocity I can see is you, you sickening hag,” Hiei growled, throwing her off of him and into the water. Some demons that had been wandering the chamber laughed raucously at the sight of Asahi flat on her ass in the water, soaking and humiliated. They all listened eagerly as Hiei went on, certain that he was going to deride her further. They weren’t disappointed. “I would sooner slice my own head off than to ‘revel in your heaven’ so you say, which I can see for its true sense—to revel in your so-called-heaven would be to condemn myself to the worst kind of hell. I’d rather spend an eternity in oblivion than spend an eternity with you. You say you can make me forget any other woman exists—well, as to that, you could not make me forget Tir, for she is a real woman and you are nothing more than a sad excuse for a temptress. You were sadly mistaken when you assumed I felt desire for you, but you were dead on when you said I felt loathing—and that is all I feel. An overwhelming abhorrence whenever I am near you. Your mephitic stench will eternally haunt my nightmares, you vile wretch. Crawl back into the hole you slithered out of and, for the last time, leave me be.”


Hiei stood, casting one final glare of acid at the mortified Asahi, turned, and walked away, heading back toward where Tir was sleeping peacefully and looking forward to holding her once more. Behind him, Asahi seethed.


“If there’s ever a way to cause him pain, I swear by all the gods that he will feel pain,” she vowed, breathing heavily for all her anger. “I swear by my brother’s grave—if ever I can harm him, then harm him I will!”


When Tir woke the next morning, the first thing she saw was a pair of deep garnet eyes, staring at her in love and happiness. Instantly, she was fully awake, leaning up to kiss Hiei good morning. 


“I’m glad to see you’re awake,” Hiei said softly. “I have something for you that you might find interesting.”


“Nani?” Tir inquired, stretching and yawning while trying not to wake Hina.


“Last night, when I couldn’t sleep, I went into the main chamber and sat next to that pond, or whatever it is—“


“It’s called the Sui Pool,” Tir interjected.


“I sat next to the Sui Pool,” Hiei went on, “and Asahi decided to pay me a visit.”


Tir’s eyes went suddenly dark and angry, and her face scrunched into a disgusted scowl.


“What did she want?” the half demon sneered, her grim visage darkening as Hiei raised an eyebrow.


“She wanted me,” Hiei replied shortly, earning a soft snarl from Tir.


“That little slut—“ she began, but Hiei cut her short.


“She apparently decided that I was a lost soul in need of her help, since you were so misleading in your intentions…and my need to escape the outside world was manifest to her, I would suppose.”


Hiei’s voice was so wry as he spoke that Tir could not help but wonder where this was going.


“After a while of trying to make me feel bad about rejecting her, she pounced on me and tried to convince me to—what was it? Ah, yes—‘indulge in this desire’ and ‘revel in her heaven’ I believe was what she said.”


“What did you do?” Tir pressed, death glowing in her eyes.


“I threw her into the water and insulted her in front of everyone in the chamber,” Hiei said simply, shrugging one shoulder and smirking nonchalantly. Tir looked like she was going to laugh for a second, but then her face fell.


“Did you humiliate her badly?” she asked cautiously.


“Let me put it like this—she won’t be trying to seduce me anymore.”


Tir shook her head.


“Do you want to know what happened between us now, Hiei?” Tir sighed. “It will explain why what you did was foolish.”


Hiei, letting the comment about being foolish slide for the moment, nodded once, enjoying the fact that he would finally be hearing about what had happened.


“It was about fifteen years ago that I was last here,” Tir began. “So…it was about five years before I met you. I came on one of my occasional visits to Junsui, and it was then that I met two new members of the Kangei group—two young siblings, one of which was Asahi, the other her twin brother, Tsuiho. Now, as you have seen, Asahi is less than sane, but Tsuiho was completely mad. I don’t know what made Junsui accept them into Kangei, but I suppose that’s not my business anyway. I came, and I was supposed to stay for a week or two, so Junsui had requested. I had become acquainted with Asahi and Tsuiho, but I didn’t feel any sort of friendship toward either of them. One night, while I was trying to sleep, I heard someone walking into my room. When I lit one of the lamps near my bed, I saw Tsuiho standing at the threshold to the room. Without a moment’s hesitation he started to walk forward. I could hear his breath coming in heavy, short gasps, and his eyes were blazing with...something. Anger, or hate, or maybe just insanity. He grabbed my arms and jumped on top of me, and I started to trash about to get him off of me. I remember that he slapped me a few times, and tried to get my clothes off, but even then I was no amateur and knew how to defend myself. While I was still struggling to get him off me, Asahi came in and saw her brother lying on top of me and instantly thought that I was the one trying to get at her brother. I managed to throw Tsuiho off, and he landed on the ground and rolled a few times. When Asahi tried to help him up, he went after her and pressed her to the wall. I think Tsuiho was truly out of his mind, because he tried to rape Asahi next. However, before he could do anything serious other than hit her a few times, I threw a dagger into his back and he died. Asahi, who should have been thanking me for saving her life, couldn’t see what truly happened. She thought that everything was my fault and that I had murdered her brother out of anger that he didn’t want me instead of killing him to save her own worthless life after he tried to rape both of us. She instantly tried to get Junsui to throw me out, but when I told my side of the story Junsui believed me, not Asahi. After that, Asahi swore that she would take revenge on me for killing her brother, and she has been less than civil toward me ever since. She still insists that I was trying to seduce her brother and killed him out of resentment when he rejected me, and she vows to return the favor of killing someone close to me someday…”


Tir trailed off, biting her lip. She looked at Hiei sadly.


“Hiei, she knows how much I love you. And after you humiliated her, she now has reason to harm you. She may take this opportunity to fulfill both of her goals in one act. We have to be very careful around her, Hiei…unfortunately, we need her for Yukina’s cure, but Junsui can keep her under control for that. Still…I’m afraid about what she’ll do. She’d go to any length to get what she wants. She’s just as crazy as Tsuiho was…and I think, somehow, Tsuiho is within her cold heart, guiding her along a path to harm me that he never got to walk. I’m frightened for you, Hiei.”


Hiei had grown angry during Tir’s story. It made his blood boil to even imagine someone else touching his woman, though she hadn’t even met him when it happened. Then, his anger at the crazy, deceased Tsuiho turned to stronger love for Tir. She was a strong woman, and still, through her strength, she was able to admit that she was frightened for Hiei. Leaning forward and placing his hands on either of her cheeks, he kissed her warmly, his lips eager to meet hers. It was so sweet—he never wanted to break away. Her soft lips, stroking against his, her tongue darting into his mouth and the sweet taste she left. The way she clung to him, sighing slightly and pressing against him, made him love her even more. He suddenly wondered how someone like him could love someone so much and not explode. It was painful to love Tir so much…but he liked that pain. It…was so strange. It felt good. He forgot his dark past around her and forgot that he had never had someone to love besides Yukina…but, then, she was his sister. He needed a different love. Tir provided that. As he pulled away, he stared into her sable eyes, reading in their depths a love as extreme as his own. He could have stared into her eyes forever, he knew—no. Forever wouldn’t have been long enough for him to gaze into her eyes, reading the love she sent to him and sending back what he felt. It was something that couldn’t be measured with time—the universe wasn’t enough for this magnitude of passion.


“Ai shiteru,” Hiei whispered, kissing her softly once more.


“Ai shiteru,” Tir echoed, smiling at him in such a loving smile that she seemed almost sad.


“I think it’s time we talked to Junsui,” Hiei said, caressing her cheek with his thumb, yearning to kiss her once more and never break away.


“Then let’s go,” Tir agreed, winking mischievously. Hiei smirked at her, and kissed her one final time before standing up, lifting the still-slumbering Hina into his arms, and leading the way out of the room. They reached Junsui’s door, and Tir knocked on it gently. A small voice from behind the door answered, and Tir entered, followed closely by Hiei and the little figure of Hina in his arms. 


Junsui sat behind the desk in his room, and he looked up at Tir and Hiei. His eyes looked tired, and he looked much older. 


“Tir, is everything all right?” He asked. His voice was small and raspy.


“We need to talk to you.” Tir said sternly. Tir and Hiei sat in the chairs set neatly in front of Junsui’s desk.



“What about?” He replied.


“Asahi. We’re afraid she may be out of control. She tried to seduce Hiei last night, and when he turned her down,” She shot a small glance at Hiei, then back at Junsui, “she promised to hurt him and those he loved. I’m afraid she may try to kill me.” Tir said. Junsui nodded slightly, and his eyes flashed a look that Tir had never seen before. He looked very different, and his eyes screamed out.


“Junsui, are you feeling well?” Tir asked. She leaned forward, then he stood. It was then that she saw what was wrong with him. Asahi stood behind him, holding a knife in his back. She stood him up, and smiled evilly. Tir stood, and tried to move towards Junsui, but Asahi used him as a shield. 


“Trying to tattle on me little priestess? Well, it’s a little too late for you and your precious Jaganshi.” Asahi snarled. Junsui sighed as Asahi pulled out the blood-stained knife, and he fell to the floor. Blood was stained all over his back, and more was draining out rapidly. Tir, however, did not move, for she still had to deal with Asahi before she could help her old friend. Hiei was right behind Tir, with the sleeping Hina still in his arms. He woke her up, and her eyes lit up in fear when she saw what was going on. 


“Hina, go into the corner and hide.” Hiei whispered to his young niece. She did so, and then Hiei rounded on Asahi, who held out the knife she used to kill Junsui. Hiei drew his sword, but Tir held a hand out to stop him. 


“This is my battle. Leave this to me.” Tir commanded sternly. Hiei understood, and sheathed his sword. He backed off slightly, and Tir advanced on the crazed Asahi. 


“I have tolerated your hatred for many years, Asahi, but this is too far. Now we shall settle this old score.” Tir took out her blades, and got into a fighting stance. She was ready to attack, but Asahi spoke.


“But priestess, do you not need me for the remedy of his poor sister?” She looked wildly at Hiei, who glared at her in anger. “You can’t possibly kill me. You need me.” Tir realized this, but did not back down.


“What do you want from us?” Tir whispered, fearing the answer.


“I want you both dead! So either way you look at it, I will win this. If you kill me, his dear sister will die, but if you spare me, I will turn around and slaughter you, just like you did to my brother!” She cackled evilly, and went towards Tir. Tir backed off, knowing she couldn’t kill Asahi yet. Asahi was going to strike, when something very unexpected happened. Asahi fell to the floor screaming, and Hina stood behind her, clutching a bloody sword. Asahi’s back was covered in blood, much like Junsui. 


“Priestess, mark my words. Justice will be served to you soon enough. You just wait...” Then Asahi’s body went still, and she was dead. 


“Hina, no!” Tir screamed out. “We needed her to make the remedy...” Just then, Hina held out her other hand, showing a piece of paper. Hina ran and gave it to Tir, then ran into Hiei’s arms.


“You have been trained well little one.” Hiei smiled and kissed Hina’s forehead sweetly. “What is it, Tir?” Hiei then directed his attention to his beloved, who was looking over the paper intently.


“It’s a list.” Tir replied, not taking her beautiful eyes off the paper. “A list of the ingredients we need to make the remedy, and how to make it.” She smiled openly, as if she had just won a war.


“Asahi was foolish enough to bring that with her?” Hiei scoffed, and chuckled. Then Tir took Hina, and put her on the floor. She knelt down, and took her tiny hands.


“Hina, you did an honorable thing. I owe you my life, seeing as you saved me. You will turn out to be a fine woman one day, just you wait.” She then kissed Hina on the cheek, and wrapped her around her back. Tir tucked the paper in her cloak, and then knelt beside the lifeless body of Junsui. She held her hands together, as if praying, and kissed his cheek solemnly. 


“He was a great man, and my good friend for many years. He was like a father to me, and I will never forget him.” She whispered, directing it to no one. She stood, and Hiei took her hands in support as they left the former bedroom of the wise and brave Junsui.

Chapter 6


They wandered to Asahi’s rooms to gather the things they would need for the remedy. Hiei, blinking, stopped just short of entering the room.

Though the grief over the loss of Junsui and the triumph over defeating the pervasively nefarious Asahi were enough to take up Hiei’s emotional capacity, there was something else warring inside him, both which surrounded the subject of Hina. She had just killed a woman from behind—not an honorable thing to do in Hiei’s eyes. Yet, she had just saved the one he loved more than any other, and possibly countless others, from the raving lunacy of the mad Asahi. And within this war of how to feel, disappointed or proud, there was something else mixed in—regret. Hina was so young…and she had just killed someone without a second thought. Hiei had made his first kill when he was much younger than the five-year-old Hina, but still, she was from a different world entirely. She was supposed to live a happy life free from regret and pain. And now, this young, innocent, sweet little girl had just killed someone without showing any outward shock at her actions. It was almost as if Hina had regarded Asahi’s blood on her hands no more than a second nature, an instinct and nothing more. It didn’t bother her. Hina had quite literally stabbed someone in the back (although, Hiei had to admit, Asahi did deserve it), and didn’t give it a second thought. Her innocence had all but completely evanesced. He wanted to scream at the walls, tear out his hair, and cry blood at the injustice of it. Seeing Hiei’s distress at the whole incident, Tir quietly placed the paper on the desk and pulled him into a tight embrace, tears falling down her face in silent grief. Hiei, no longer able to contain all the emotion that had taken over him, let tears fall. Tir felt his strong arms wrap around her shoulders, and his body shook in silent sobs as his suffering flowed out of him to disappear in her silence and warmth.


“Hush, koiishi,” Tir comforted softly, silently winking at Hina to indicate that she had it under control. “Don’t suffer any more. I can’t bear it.”


“I can’t…I can’t…” Hiei stammered, incapable of forming the thought he wanted to express with his lips and voice, his feelings overcoming him and sending him into another fresh outburst of weeping. Tir did not think him weak for this, but only stronger. If he had held it in any longer, she would have thought him too weak to admit his emotions. By breaking down at this overwhelming point, he revealed that he had the capacity for caring beyond anything that he had ever expected of himself and able to show that caring through tears, the one way to express such a powerful group of emotions without words.


Hina jumped down from Tir’s back suddenly. The little girl knelt on the ground and started staring at something. She reached down and grabbed a handful of something Tir had seen only a few times before.


Hina’s tiny fist was full of Hiei’s precious ebony Hiruseki stones. 


They were beautiful. Tir had never seen something so beautiful in all her life. She had a sudden flash of what was different about Hiei. She knew that other Koorimes cried white or clear tear gems, and they were beautiful. They were beautiful in a way that expressed clarity and purity, the way every Koorime wanted things to be—clear and pure. But Hiei’s tear gems were different. They were dark, almost mysterious, just like their creator. Hiei’s beauty was one no one could seem to explain. This wasn’t outward beauty—it was undeniable that in some ways Hiei was gorgeous. But something inside of him was so incredibly glorious that there was no way to explain it. It wasn’t like a white marble statue that was amazing to see, perfectly proportional in every way—it was like a picture created naturally out of a cliff of granite, a picture of suffering and truth that no man-made sculpture could capture. It wasn’t like the song of a morning dove—it was like the cry of a wounded falcon, hurt and forsaken and yet still so enrapturing. It wasn’t like the quiet rustlings of a stream in spring—it was like the angry crash of a violent ocean storm on the rocks in the midst of winter, the snow falling in sheets and being washed away by the wrath of the sea. Hiei’s beauty was one of enigma and darkness, so enveloped in secrets and shrouded in seclusion that it was just too beautiful to understand. Tir kissed Hiei warmly, trying to forget that a five-year-old girl was watching, allowing his pain to flow into her mind by linking it to his. What she saw was beyond her wildest dreams.


Tir had vague notions of how painful Hiei’s past was, but the unaffected reality of the true nature of darkness carried within the recesses of Hiei’s mind was unbearable. Nothing could have prepared her for what she saw then. Lacing her mind into Hiei’s, she saw flashes of his childhood…terrible flashes that made her all but cry aloud. She saw a young boy—Hiei—in a corner, curled into a fetal position, covering his ears and gasping for breath. His eyes were wide and bloodshot, and he never seemed to blink. His face was twisted into an unnatural grimace, something that seemed locked between a snarl and a grin. He made growling noises and moaned every few minutes. Tir realized with a shock that the child Hiei was absolutely mad. Tears were filling the boy’s eyes, but they were blinked mercilessly away. Slowly prying his own hands away from his ears, the young Hiei brought them in front of his face. They were shaking horribly almost as if he weren’t moving them willingly and he was fighting some unseen force that was moving them instead. Then, with a gasp, the young Hiei dug the fingernails of his left hand into his right wrist, burying the nails in and pushing further until the first knuckle hit the skin, then pulled back and watched with morbid fascination as the blood flowed out. Then, grabbing a bloodstained strap of cloth from nearby, he stanched the flow and returned to covering his ears and rocking back and forth.


Tir felt hot tears falling down her face. She had no time to fully process what had happened, and before she knew it she was witnessing another memory. Hiei was still young in this, slightly older than in the erstwhile retrospection. He was with a group of demons, which were circling around him like vultures spotting a rotting carcass on the ground. They darted in continually, slashing and striking at the young, frightened Hiei, laughing when he would cringe or whimper and laugh harder when he would cry out in pain. Then, when one demon ran in, he grasped the string around Hiei’s neck, from which hung his mother’s tear gem, and yanked it off. Hiei, with a violent scream, lunged after the demon and killed him with his bare hands. Tying the necklace around his neck once more, the boy began to breathe harder, and attacked the other demons in a rage. He managed to kill eight or nine of them in his fury until they pressed him down and overwhelmed him. In a sickening show, one of the gruesome bunch ripped open Hiei’s clothing—which was really no more than a bunch of rags—and proceeded to rape him brutally from behind. Hiei’s cries rang out, sad and horrible and so piercing. The sound was like something from beyond the grave, some promise of revenge in hell should the time come. When the group dispersed, Hiei lay on his stomach, bleeding everywhere and sobbing bitterly into the ground. Gathering up the dirtied, bloody rags about his naked body, young Hiei ran to a stream nearby and tried to wash himself off, only to be kicked into the water face-first by a cruel onlooker. 


Another memory flashed. Hiei was older now, perhaps a young teenager. Tir noticed something that had been missing before—the white cloth tied about Hiei’s head. He now had the Jagan in this memory. He was standing amidst a group of demon warriors, his face completely blank. Suddenly, without warning, Hiei drew his sword and fiercely slaughtered everyone around him—and all the while, his face showed no expression. He looked like he was some priest meditating in a temple, but his body and clothes were soaked through with blood. None of the blood was his own. Then, in a sadistic display, the still-young Hiei bent down and plunged his hand into the body of a still-living victim. In a salacious scene, Hiei dropped the beating heart in its owner’s hand, his expression still the same as he cupped the cheek of his victim with one bloody hand, leaving a smear of the demon’s own blood on his cheek as he died. Then, when every single body had its heart ripped out and placed in its hand, Hiei stood in the middle and began to laugh. It was a frightening sound. It was humorless and hollow, and Tir began to fully understand how truly depraved Hiei had been, and why he was the way he was now. She listened to that vacuous chuckle and burst into pained sobs, wishing the noise would stop before she went insane.


She was abruptly pulled out of the memory as Hiei wrenched his mind away from hers. She met his eyes suddenly, and sobbed painfully as she saw the wretched hurt emanating from their crimson depths.


“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” Tir blurted, sobbing the same thing over and over and clasping Hiei’s hands in her own, then embracing him fiercely and feeling him grasp her with a vise-like grip. Hina, sensing that they needed to be left alone, had gone back to their rooms and was occupying her time with the list of herbs, which she had stolen from Asahi’s rooms. Tir and Hiei sat on the ground for a long time, clutching at each other, trying to drown out all the pain in each other’s presence. In a burning rush of need stemming from the torture of the memories, Hiei ran his hands along Tir’s back, kissing her intensely, pulling closer to her and fumbling with her clothes. Discarding their clothes, they pressed closer together as they remained kneeling on the floor, each finding solace in the sensation of the other’s bare skin caressing their own. Hiei sat back as Tir slipped over him, sitting astride his lap, facing him. He sat up, holding her tight and crying out passionately as she slipped over him.


Every other time they had made love, it had been in a rush of mad passion, a mindless swirl of sensations and emotions that made them sweat with the lust and pleasure. This, however, was different. This was not as it had been before—to show how much they had missed each other, as they had in the rain, or to reveal their emotions, as with their first time together. This was not mindless desire—they were both completely aware of what had come to pass, of the terrors of Hiei’s memories. It filled their minds, and that made this more profound, but different. This was something else—they clutched and grasped each other, striving against one another, to try and abate the pain of what they had seen. There were no words, only a mutual need of the other that heightened their emotions, brought them closer, and thus bound them together even more so than before, which in itself was a mystery. Already, they had been bound together by what they had been through, but inexplicably, this brought them closer than any two souls had been that had ever existed. This was a love that could never be shattered, that was so all-encompassing that nothing could deny that it existed. The need for comfort and love and knowledge that those horrible images were in the past created a fire within them that made this so incredible…this was no holds barred necessity. They needed each other, and they were there for each other. This terror that had created their need had made them love one another even more, and the intensity of it left them gasping.


Tir plunged over Hiei slowly, never speeding up, never strengthening her movements. She filled herself up with him, never bearing down too strongly or quickly, leaving Hiei gasping and groaning and crying out, his eyes begging for all of her then and there. She denied him what he sought. She continued to envelop him, still keeping consistent strength and speed. Hiei began to writhe, pulling her closer to him in an effort to find release; moaning, sighing, and gasping, his body shuddering with the exertion of holding himself in check, of letting Tir torture him mercilessly in her attempt to overwhelm the grief and pain with her ubiquitous love and compassion. Tir pushed him down, moving above him without altering her movements, running her hands over his chest. She snapped her head back as an intense wave of ecstasy washed over her, crying out amorously. Hiei, strained to the limit as he heard Tir’s pleasure-filled, inarticulate shout, flipped her over, pinning her arms to the ground. Growling harshly, he thrust forward, arching his back and squeezing his eyes shut to prevent tears of pleasure and pain. Wrapping his arms around her thighs, he lifted her legs up and continued to undulate against her, moving to and fro in great drives. Tir’s nails raked red welts in Hiei’s back, her moans and sobs echoing through the room. Reaching the pinnacle, Hiei captured Tir’s mouth against his own, his tongue dipping in to taste her, his arms around her back and one hand grasping at her hair to pull her closer. Tir’s hand tangled in his hair as well, the other still clutching at Hiei’s straining, bowed back. Screaming his pain and torture and pleasure and a million other emotions that had clouded his reasoning, he released, tears falling down his face in floods, his ears deaf to Tir’s whispers of comfort that she let out between sobs. Shaking dreadfully, Hiei collapsed on top of Tir, still laying inside her and holding her close, sobbing into her shoulder. 


“Shh, koiishi,” Tir murmured, kissing his temple over and over, moving to his forehead and then slipping her tongue into his mouth, sucking gently and then enclosing Hiei’s bottom lip between her own, worrying at it a little. This was a soft kiss, but then became firm as Hiei responded urgently, frantically kissing her to drown out the pain once more. His tongue pried open her soft, pliant lips and darted in, briefly touching her tongue with his own, and then pulled it back, luring hers into his mouth and then pushing it back. Hiei, the emotions overcoming him once more, kissed her more insistently, his mind swirling with the truth about Hina’s innocence and the memories he was forced to view.


…she’ll turn out just like you…


…is this how you want your niece to become? You were raving…


…imagine it, the cuts and gashes she’ll inflict on herself, all because of you…


…it’s your fault…


…ALL YOUR FAULT…


Hiei cried out painfully, slipping out of Tir and turning around to face away, his face burning with shame and regret.


“No,” Tir whispered softly, moving around to face him and placing her hands on either of his cheeks, forcing him to look at her. “It is not your fault. Hina did what she had to do, and there’s nothing that you could have done. You cannot take back the past, Hiei, you can only use it to make yourself stronger. Live on for her…for Yukina as well. Hina wants to help her mother and will do anything to accomplish this. She did it of her own free will and feels no regret because she knows that if she hadn’t, we would have been killed and Yukina would die. There’s too little time left, Hiei. You can’t wallow in grief over what you feel is your fault. Do not be so arrogant as to place this all on yourself—Hina knows what she’s doing. You taught her well, and she knows this. Both of you love Yukina, so go to her and tell her how you feel, get it over with. Then we must go find the ingredients to the remedy. It will not be easy to get this, but we have to save Yukina. If you just sit here and mourn something you couldn’t control, then Yukina will die, do you understand?”


Hiei nodded, the tears ceasing. He grabbed his clothes and threw them on roughly, ignoring his tear gems all over the floor. Tir, getting dressed and making to follow Hiei, stopped short.


“We’ll need these later,” she thought to herself, gathering up the countless gems and throwing them into a large pocket on the inside of her tunic. Then, breaking into a run, she followed Hiei back to their rooms where Hina was waiting for them to come. 


Hina sat patiently on the bed, with the wrapped up list in her tiny hand. Hiei and Tir came in, and Hina jumped off the bed, and into Hiei’s arms.


“Jisan, can we go home yet?” She whimpered. Hiei smiled, then glanced at Tir. She winked.


“Have we all the ingredients we need?” He asked his little niece.


“Yes. I found them all in the mean lady’s room.” Hina replied. Hiei laughed inside, then his inner voice stifled it. It wasn’t funny that she had killed Asahi. But he had to let that go.


“Well then young one, we will stay here for the remainder of the night, and set off in the morning.” Hiei stated. Tir nodded, and went to clean up Junsui’s office. She would bury Junsui and Asahi, out of respect. 


Hiei set Hina up in the large bed, and tucked her in. He sat down on the bed by her side, and stared at her cute little face and her pretty eyes.


“Do you remember when you were born, Hina?” Hiei asked, knowing the answer to come.


“No, Jisan. Tell me.” She whispered as she yawned and rubbed her sleepy eyes.


“Well, your mother was so happy. Her face lit up, and she held you in her arms. Tears came to her eyes, and the teargems she produced were collected and made into a necklace that you will get when you are older. I was right by her side, and when I first looked into your eyes, I saw myself somewhere in there. I saw your future, and it was bright and beautiful. Your mother and father would live to see you married and have your own children. So that is what we will make sure happens. We will guarantee that your mother will see that.” Hiei smiled. Hina had fallen asleep at those last words, and he bent down and kissed her forehead. “I love you, Hina.” He whispered. Hiei then got into bed as well, and hugged Hina. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and they looked just perfect.


Tir walked in shortly after her work was done, and she smiled as she saw the cutest scene. Hiei and Hina together, sleeping peacefully. Hiei looked so natural, cradling Hina like that. Like he was meant for it. He would’ve been great with Kaigan, had he been there for his first years. 


Her eyes welled up, and she let her tears fall. She wanted Hiei so much to see his son, but she couldn’t tell him just yet. She wanted so much to have a real family and to be with Hiei until and after death. It just wasn’t fair how everything worked out. She bit back what tears were left, and she got into bed as well. She closed her eyes, and fought back the images that invaded her mind. She fell asleep uneasily, yet her dreams were peaceful. 


Hiei awoke in the night, and sat up. His dream had been very vague and strange. All he could see were faces, and they were all the faces of those he loved. They were all sad and pensive, except Yukina and Tir. They were both in pain, and looked to be on the brink of death. Hiei knew that Yukina was already feeling like that, but he couldn’t understand why Tir was. He looked over to Tir’s sleeping form, and her face was peaceful, however her cheeks were wet with tears. 


Hiei tried to get back to sleep, but he continued to think about his dream. He remained awake until morning, when Tir woke. She got out of bed, and began packing up food items that she had brought out last night. Hiei sat up as well, and went over to her. He took her in his arms, and she jumped. She turned, and laughed.


“You frightened me.” She confessed. He smiled, and kissed her.


“Are we all ready to go?” He asked. She nodded, and she looked over at Hina. Hiei went to Hina, and woke her.


“Come young one. We must go home now.” Hina opened her eyes, and nodded. She wrapped her small arms around Hiei’s neck, and he swung her around to his back, where she could sleep. Tir grabbed her pack, and Hiei took his, and they left the underground temple. 


They emerged above ground, and it was nearly morning. Tir led the way back, with Hiei behind, humming to Hina. They went on towards the portal to Ningenkai until about midday, when Hina began to whine. She grew hungry, and Hiei had to stop to make her food. Tir set up a small fire, and they sat around eating dry foods.


“Are we almost there?” Hina asked. Tir smiled, and Hiei shook his head.


“Not yet. We’ll get home in about three days.” Hiei answered. Hina thought about it, then went back to eating her bread. 


“We must hurry. I have a very bad feeling that time is almost up.” Tir whispered so Hina may not hear. Hiei nodded, and stared off to the plains and the trees. He too, felt that time was working against them, and that they may be too late. His stomach knotted, and he was suddenly not hungry. He wrapped his food, and put it back in his almost empty pack. Tir packed up her things, and put out the fire. She took Hina in her arms, and flung her playfully on to her back, Hina laughing the whole time. Tir was wonderful with Hina, and most other kids as well. She was the perfect mother-type. Hiei smiled happily, as he hoped that one day they could have a family. Now that she was alive and back, it would be possible. 


The trudged on through the meadows and the trees, spirits fairly low. The silence the led them on was stifling, at least for Tir. She hated the silence, for it seemed almost evil in itself. Her heartbeat was slow, and it thumped loudly in her head. Hina was asleep, yet again, and her arms were slung lazily over Tir’s shoulders. Hiei was far behind, staring pensively to the sky. Dusk had approached slowly, and the wind blew quietly. It shook the leaves of the trees, and provided some comfort for Tir. She sighed, and Hiei looked back to her. He caught up, and took her hand. She looked to him and grinned slightly, but it was sad and empty. 


Hiei stared to the sunset, and thought of his future family. He could see young children with jet black hair and obnoxious personalities running around, and Tir, as beautiful as ever. She would be older, but not uglier. She would take care of the children and sing to them, and Hiei would tuck them all in. It was a perfectly happy family, and nothing could mess that up. Nothing.


Tir stopped about an hour after the sun went down, and she set up camp on the edge of the trees. She made a small campfire, and set Hina up under a blanket by the fire. She sat down, and stared into the flickering embers. Hiei began to worry, and he sat down by her. He put his arm around her, and she leaned her head on his shoulder.


“I just hope we will make it in time to save her.” She stated, answering all the questions in Hiei’s mind. 


“I hope so too.” He whispered to the wind. She buried her head in his chest, and he embraced her. He pulled her back, and they lay on the ground in silence. Tir soon fell asleep, and Hiei listened to her breathing. He gazed blankly up at the stars, and saw Yukina’s face. He just hoped that she was still alive and that they would reach her in time. He missed her so much, he wanted to cry out. 


Hiei was soon lulled to sleep by the sounds of the night, and by Tir’s chest rising and falling against his own. He dreamt of Yukina, and his mother, whom he did not know, but wished to know. 


Tir dreamt as well, but her dream was not pleasant. She dreamt that they were walking towards the portal, they were maybe 400 yards away, and they were attacked by large spider demons. They attacked Hiei, and he fought them off. Hina ran, and managed to fight off one. Then, every one rounded on Tir. They were so close, and she could feel their warm breath on her face. Then, she snapped her eyes open violently, and screamed out. She held her hand over her mouth, but Hiei was already up and at her side. 


“Tir, what is it? What did you see?” He asked urgently. He hugged her in comfort, and she slowly calmed herself. She couldn’t tell him. He would worry too much. Besides, she thought, it was only a dream. Nothing more. Nothing to worry about. 


“It’s nothing. I just had a nightmare. Nothing to worry about.” She answered. She rolled over, and Hiei accepted what little of an answer she gave him. He went back to sleep, but Tir stayed awake. 


It’s nothing. She thought. Nothing at all.  With this running over and over in her psyche, she slowly calmed herself into dreamless sleep. 


Hina had awoken from Tir’s screams, but she pretended to still sleep. She knew that something was going to happen, but she didn’t know when it would occur. She wanted to go to her uncle, but she did not want to reveal that she knew of danger. She knew how her uncle was. He would worry, and try to take another route and further delay them from saving her mother. The clever Hina also knew of another secret that Tir was hiding. She knew that Tir was keeping something from her uncle, and she knew that it was very important and it involved him.  Hina was a very skilled and clever eavesdropper, yet she only used it when she felt that something was being hidden from her. She was far more clever than she usually let on. In the office, she knew that the woman they called Asahi would kill Tir and her uncle, so she had to save them. She could only think of one way, and it was death. So she crept up behind her and stabbed her. It was painful to do, but she did it to save her uncle and the woman he loved. She only had the best intentions in mind at the time. 


With that, smart little Hina’s eyes closed, and she could no longer stay awake. She slowly slipped, and dozed off into a dreamland that children go to in peace. 


The entire group woke at the very same time in the morning, at sunrise. They managed to get down some food, and they packed quickly. Then, Tir looked about her, and realized that they were ahead of schedule. They would arrive back in Ningenkai about midnight of that night, if they hurried. But something haunted Tir, and it made her afraid.


“We are ahead. We’ll reach home late tonight, if we make haste.” She announced on a slightly happier note. Hiei picked his head up, and a smile found its way onto his face. Hina jumped up and down in joy, and laughed.


“We can save mommy!” She declared. Tir packed up, and the three headed for their final destination on the journey. 


They kept on until the sun began to fall beneath the trees, and the air became cool and damp. The air smelled like rain, and shadowy clouds floated towards the group. Tir knew that it was a warning, and she swallowed hard. She was hoping that her vision would not come true. 


The night fell quickly, much to Tir’s chagrin, and they finally approached the portal. It was still a small distance away, but they could see it. The moon was slowly rising, providing light for the group to see ahead. Hina was riding on Hiei’s back, and Tir was behind, glancing around at every small sound she heard. 


Suddenly, a twig snapped behind her, and before she could turn, a demon knocked her over. She cried out, and Hiei snapped around quickly. He dropped Hina gently, and took out his sword. A horde of spider-like demons rushed at them from behind the trees. 


They went after Hiei, who slew two of them quickly. One was brave enough to go after Hina, who ran off towards the portal. It was gaining quickly on her, and it was soon on top of her. Hina screamed and cried, but her courage got the better of her, and she pulled out her little dagger. She hurled it at the demon, and killed it instantly. As soon as it was clear, she sprinted off to get help. 


Meanwhile, Hiei was fighting off the majority of the demons, while Tir took on four. She killed one with her twin blades, and the others boxed her in. She was trapped, and the spiders advanced on her. One of the ugly creatures slid its hairy, slender leg across Tir’s legs, and tripped her. She fell to the ground with a loud thump, and Hiei turned his attention to her. The demons leaned in, and began to spin her into a web cocoon. One bent down, and injected its large teeth into her cheeks. 


“Hiei!” She screamed out in pain.


“Tir, no!” He yelled. He tried to fight off his demons, but there were too many. Just when he thought all was over, a large whip came out of nowhere and sliced the demons in half. With nothing attacking him, Hiei ran over and killed the spiders that had Tir. He knelt next to her, and ripped her out of the webs. She was alive, but she was injected with large amounts of poison.


“Hiei? Is that you?” She whispered. She held out her hands, searching blindly for him.


“Of course it is. Can you not see that?” He answered.


“I cannot see a thing. My eyes have been injected, and my sight has left me.” She wept. Tears rolled down, and then, she could not cry anymore.


“Come. We’ll get you back and we’ll fix you up.” He took her in his arms, and carried her towards the two figures standing there.


Hina was there, white as a sheet, and she stood next to Kurama. Kurama led them off to the portal, and they passed through. They rushed along to the home of Yukina and Kuwabara, and opened the door to many shocked faces.

Chapter 7

“Get Hina somewhere to rest,” Kurama said to a shocked Kuwabara, who picked up his daughter with wide eyes and stepped aside to allow the others in. Tir and Kurama darted up the stairs, and Hiei followed on their heels.


“I am glad you have returned,” Kurama said, helping Tir along, who, because of her blindness, was stumbling, despite her determination. They reached Yukina’s room, and she lay on the bed, withered and dying.


“Oneechan!” Hiei all but screamed, afraid that the length of their journey had been too long.


“Ni…ssan?” Yukina whispered, opening her eyes, which now seemed like hollows in her skull. “Hurts.”


Tir fumbled in her pack, gasping and pulling her hand out. She had cut herself on her own blades.


“Here,” Kurama whispered kindly, taking Tir’s twin blades out of her pack and studying them briefly. “The ones I gave you…remember?”


He uncapped the hilt of one sword and revealed a milky liquid and, pouring it on Tir’s profusely bleeding wound, recapped it and took everything out of the pack. He looked at the list and set everything to order, nodding in satisfaction.


“We have to hurry. Everything seems to be here. I have everything set up for your arrival.”


On a table in the corner, there were all sorts of bowls and bottles and even a mortar and pestle.


“You’ve been busy while we were gone, kitsune,” Hiei said, smirking in spite of himself. Kurama, bringing the ingredients to the table, began to work on the cure without replying.


“Hiei,” Tir whispered, lowering herself to the ground against a wall.


“Tir,” Hiei replied, kneeling next to her and stroking her cheek. It hurt beyond words to see her like this—her eyes were unfocused, once so beautiful and now clouded with sightlessness. She looked ahead into nothingness, and it pained Hiei to realize that she would never look upon him again, with the love he had looked forward to seeing in her eyes every day. Now it was impossible. “Daijoubu ka?”


“Hiei, there’s something I’m forgetting,” Tir rasped, her hands taking hold of Hiei’s. “There’s something I need to do.”


“What is it?” Hiei inquired, worried as to what was going on. This was not like Tir.


“I…can’t remember…” Tir replied, then, with a sudden start, she seemed to recall what she was doing.


“Kurama,” she called out, a determined, decided air about her. “Have you finished yet?”


“Almost,” Kurama answered, then, pouring the strange-looking concoction into a small cup, he walked to Yukina and added, “done.”


He poured the liquid into Yukina’s mouth, and the barely responsive Koorime managed to swallow with some difficulty. Then, when she had swallowed the last bit, Tir stood and made her way clumsily over to the bed, kneeling beside it and taking Yukina’s hand in her own.


“Tir,” Hiei said slowly, sensing something very wrong in her mannerisms.


Tir began whispering something in another language, a language no one in the room seemed to know. Her chant grew louder and then, abruptly, she stopped, her sightless eyes seeming to grow larger.


“I offer my life in return for this woman’s,” she said very clearly, speaking to someone—or something—that the others could not see. Hiei wanted very badly to stop her, but he had no idea what was going on. Something was…wrong. Very, very wrong…


“If my soul is judged as worthy, and the soul of the one I am replacing, then accept my offer and let this woman live.”


Everyone stood very still as Tir finished her small, confusing speech. Then, turning, she called to Hiei.


Hiei dropped to his knees as Tir started to fall over, catching her in his arms and calling her name.


“Hiei,” she said, her voice weak. “I remembered what it was. To make this specific potion work, someone who is willing to sacrifice themselves has to do so. Yukina would have died despite the potion if I had not done this.”


“Tir!” Hiei cried, tears falling down his face. He was losing her again!


“I don’t have long now…my offer of sacrifice was accepted,” Tir went on, her voice weak and her life fading gradually. “I know we just fixed everything, but I needed to do this. I won’t allow anyone else to give that sacrifice. There is no hope of me returning this time, Hiei. You have to move on. Remember your Truth. Seira is with you, believe me, I know.”

“I love you,” Hiei whispered, his tears falling everywhere. “I love you so much. Gods, there’s no way to put it in words and do justice to it. It’s too much for words.”


“I know,” Tir said. “I love you more than words can describe. But I had to do this, because Yukina needed me. I…I have to go, Hiei…I have to…”


Hiei thought she had faded entirely, but she let out one more thing.


“Find…Kaigan…he…is…your…”


With that, her sentence still unfinished, Tir breathed her final breath.


“No,” Hiei whispered, his tears falling uncontrollably. No! He couldn’t lose her! Not again! Not when he had just gotten her back! “NO!”


He continued to kneel there, cradling her body in his arms, his tears falling and solidifying, though he took no heed of them. Tir…she was gone. He had come so close to having her forever, his for eternity. Now she was gone. His hopes of living a life with her, of having a family and then dying together happily were shattered. He would live his life alone. He would never again know love in the sense that he had just thought he had. Why!? WHY DID SHE HAVE TO LEAVE ME AGAIN!?


Hiei didn’t notice as every single person in the room came to kneel by his side. They were surrounding him, all facing him and lowering their heads in respect to the dead. They were there to comfort him simply by their presence. Every single one of them…all but one.


Silently, Yukina rose from the bed. Slipping in between all the others, she knelt directly in front of Hiei, folding her hands in her lap. The room went still, the jubilation at Yukina’s return to health drowned out by the wrenching sorrow Hiei was emitting, his pain-filled sobs echoing like gunshots through their heads. Hiei, finally gaining some semblance of control, looked up and saw his sister sitting in front of him, her face streaked with tears, the black gems on the ground lingering with ones of pearly white.


“Nissan.” That was all she said. That was all she needed to say. Taking one of Hiei’s hands in her own, careful not to disturb his hold on his deceased beloved, she guided him out of the room and out of the house. The others followed. They walked, simply walked, until they came to a lonely spot in a wide field, not very far from where they had started. Yukina, still holding Hiei’s hands, knelt. Hiei, understanding now what they were going to do, placed Tir’s body in front of Yukina and stood. There was work to be done.


Hiei and the others spent the night gathering sticks and logs and the like from the forest nearby. Finally, after hours of work, they assembled a sloppy pyre, which they placed Tir atop. 


Hiei was the one who would set the fire. He stood next to the pyre, his eyes now dry and his expression blank. He leaned over the edge of the pyre and kissed Tir one final time. Her lips were cold, and there was no response, and Hiei pulled away, knowing that this time, she would not come back. There was no reason to hide her own false death this time…for this time, it was real.


“Goodbye, Tir,” he whispered, a flame appearing in his hand. He set flame to the pyre and stepped back, watching as the body of Tir was burned, her ashes floating into the night with an eerie grace. No one moved. They simply watched the fire all night. As the first rays of the morning sun began to shine, the pyre began to burn itself out, and nothing was left but ash.


No one had moved or spoken all night. Now, however, Yukina stepped forward and took Hiei into a tight embrace, whispering her thanks and condolences to him. The others gradually stepped forward, surrounding Hiei, not joining the embrace but trying to give comfort with their presence, as with in the room when Tir died. Hiei, looking around at them, saw their faces and knew he was not alone…not entirely, anyway. He broke away from Yukina, and moved to the burned-out pyre. 

Hiei, looking upon the pile of ashes and knowing that Tir was gone forever, whispered one thing that he wanted to tell Tir before he spirit would leave.


“Ai shiteru.”


In the twilight of the approaching dawn, Hiei began to cry.

Epilogue

One week later, Mukuro’s stronghold was as empty and desolate as Hiei’s heart, and the approaching thunderclouds were no help. Hiei had returned yet again in grief and pain, and yet again Mukuro could find no possible way to console him in his grief. She had shed tears herself when Hiei told her everything that had happened, and spoke no words, only placed a hand on Hiei's shoulder and then left the room, and Hiei, in peace.


Hiei sat at the window again, as he remembered doing so well. Shinjugai had paid him a visit the other day, her eyes shining with tears. She spoke of her friendship with Tir, and of how much Tir had loved him. Unable to take her attempts at comfort, Hiei refused to listen to more, and, taking the message into her head, Shinjugai left. Hiei was left alone again.


He vowed then and there never to leave his friends in the dark about anything again. He promised himself that he would not forget to visit them often, and spend time with them whenever possible. He was still heartbroken over Tir and would probably never heal from the wounds of loss, but his friends were some comfort. At least he wasn’t entirely alone. 


Whispers of Tir ran through his mind. The memories of her were of comfort—if he never forgot her, then his heart would be content…not happy, but content. She would not want him to waste his life away in grieving. But he couldn’t help it. He spent his days at the window, remembering.


Then, one morning, looking out the window, he saw the sky overcast with clouds. The rain reminded him of Tir and he looked forward to the impending storm. Sitting at the window, he remembered her beautiful face, smiling at him from behind floating locks of her rich, curling black hair. Her dark skin, her ebony eyes, all haunted him. But he couldn’t feel entirely alone, for his friends were there for him, and he knew that.


Yukina was fine. She recovered fully and spent much time just sitting and conversing with Hiei. His recovery—even if it was not entirely full—was due in no small part to her. She sat with him, visited him, just talked or stayed silent, and he gradually began to accept life again. They were closer than ever, and Hiei knew that his sister would always be there for him. Currently, he remembered something his sister said to him while they were talking once.


“Hiei-kun,” she had whispered, smiling at him. “I know Tir loved you, and you loved her. She’s still with you…I can feel it. I never knew her very well, but I feel like she was a close friend, since she made you so happy. Don’t let her go, but let go of the pain. You can still live without her and keep her in your life.”


Staring out at the bleak land about, Hiei smiled. He would keep Tir with him, but he would not dwell on the past. Sitting at the window, watching the clouds start to pour, he was able to move on, and lay his mourning aside. In his mind, Tir was smiling. He smiled, too. He was finally able to let her go.


It rained.

-- 

A/N: As you may have noticed, there were a few things left out here, with much ado to Hiei’s son by Tir, Kaigan. Though Tir is dead this time (for real), this enigmatic character still remains. The saga of Hiei and Tir would not be complete without really tying up all loose ends—such as Kaigan. Therefor, a third and final story would only be sensible. The third story, called “Truth,” will be coming out sometime in the future, and will pull everything together to conclude the adventures that began in “Empty” and continued in “Chains,” which will be finished in “Truth.” We have included below a sneak peak at the upcoming story, “Truth,” so you can just get an idea of what we’ll be throwing at you next. We hoped you enjoyed our stories and thank you for reading. Have fun with the peak below!

Truth

By: Falconess and Moondust

Prologue


The night was darker than the depths of a grace, where bones lay forgotten and life is an intrusion. The stars were as thousands of crystals, winking mischievously on a bed of velvet, not one the same as another, the beauty of it as unquestionable as the call of the wind, their inaccessibility only adding to their all but impish mystery and wonder. The moon, like a great pearl, bathed the world with its silver light. A breeze danced, sweeping almost soundlessly through the otherwise still night, its invisible hand gently tickling the trees, causing the leaves to sway with the trees’ rustling laughter. It was peaceful by all accounts—and yet something disturbed the night, like a shade rising from those forgotten bones to wander the earth in silence and despair until its terrible misery would consume it entirely.


Fifteen years was a period of time that could destroy a man. It was so with Hiei. Forgotten was his soul, forgotten was his heart. When he met his beloved, the half-demon Tir, his life changed. Ten years after she had supposedly died, she came back and helped Hiei to restore his sister’s health. In doing so, she was killed by the very cure that brought Yukina back. It had been fifteen years since Tir had truly died, and with her Hiei’s heart. He had recovered, and went about his life as he had once known it, but a great part of him was empty. The religion he had tried to adopt for the sake of his beloved was now forgotten as well, his heart too dark to bear the Truths of Tir’s goddess Seira. Hiei’s Truth had brought him nothing but pain—and he had always supposed that was all there truly was: pain. He forgot compassion, forgot truth, forgot hope, forgot love. He spent time with his family and friends, but something within him still ached for something more, which he would never find. It was a cold, desolate, lonely world and he only wanted to leave it as soon as possible.


About two years ago, he had permanently left Mukuro’s service, unable to perform his duties and remain her second-in-command and heir. It was too much of a burden upon him, and he could not continue as he was. So, without waiting to find out what the demon ruler thought of his decision, he left for Ningenkai and stayed for two years there, living in parks and the roofs of buildings, never accepting offers to stay with friends. He wanted to live a hard life—or as hard as it would get after so much pain in his life. He was not ready to let himself off so easily.


The former members of Team Urameshi had all formed lives of their own, each finding love and hope and giving themselves the kind of lives that most wanted. They lived happily, staying close throughout the years. It had been almost thirty years since they had first formed their group, and they were beginning to age. Yusuke and Keiko were married and had a son and daughter, while Kuwabara and Yukina had a daughter named Hina with whom Hiei was close. Kurama ended up with Botan, and had a daughter named Mitsurin. The group of friends were very close, and yet, Hiei was the only one who remained without happiness, due to his losses and grief. 


The night was beautiful. Hiei lay on the ground, propped up against a tree trunk, staring at the sky through the gossamer sakura blooms, thinking of the past. There were things he regretted that came to mind—all about Tir. He had lost her twice, and he would never get the chance again. Maybe it was better this way—no more pain for either of them. Their relationship had caused each other so much pain, but antithetically brought them passion and delectation as well. Losing that, Hiei became the apotheosis of mordancy, his manner often sharp and sardonic, his heart burning with pain at every snide remark he pealed out. He had returned to the way he was when he first joined the Reikai Tantei of Yusuke Urameshi, hating everyone and yearning to destroy himself. Yet, there was something even worse about his ways now—he was heartbroken, and he felt his heart could never be mended. It was not a pleasant world for him.


He jumped up and whirled around as a crunch of leaves sounded behind him. Someone was approaching. Hiei sensed the power coming from this individual, and tensed himself in preparation for battle should it become necessary.


“Who’s there?” he growled threateningly. There was no reply, but someone was standing just beyond his line of sight, hiding in the shadows as though waiting for the right time to appear.


“So this is Hiei Jaganshi. You look as I had imagined.”


Hiei was startled by this voice. It was male, low and somewhat mocking. It was eerily familiar.


“Show yourself,” Hiei demanded, but the figure stayed shrouded in darkness, making no move to come out.


“I heard much about you from those at the Temple of Seira,” the voice went on, shocking Hiei to silence with his mention of the Temple. “Shinjugai spoke most highly of you, as did the other priestesses who had the pleasure to meet you or at least see you pass by. You are legendary among my people.”


“Who are you?” Hiei asked.


“I waited all my life to meet you,” the figure continued, as though Hiei had no spoken. “It has been twenty-five long years since I was born, and I made sure I would be strong enough to earn your respect before I came to meet you. It has been hard work, but I have made myself a name in Makai and a few other places as well.”


“Who are you?” Hiei repeated, but again the figure continued speaking, ignoring Hiei.


“My mother loved you very much,” he said, and Hiei started horribly. “She was always in pain over you while she was in the Temple, crying audibly almost every night. I can’t count the times I comforted her with my mere presence. I reminded her of you, in many ways. After all, for the longest time, I was all she had of you.”


Hiei was silent now. He wanted to see what game this person was playing.


“Along with training my body, I have trained my mind at my mother’s request,” he continued, “and for fifteen years, I formed myself into a man she would have been proud of. It was a terrible turn of events when I learned of her death. I’m sure it was hard on you as well.”


“Who are you?” Hiei asked a third time.


“I will reveal that now,” he said, stepping out of the shadows and speaking as Hiei’s face slowly twisted from suspicion and curiosity to shock and horror. “I have waited twenty-five years…I think you should know of me now.”


Hiei could not believe his eyes. This was no illusion, but Hiei wished it was. Gods, how could he not have known!?


The man was identical to him.


“I am called Kaigan,” the man said. “I am your son.”

