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	Sorrow. The only emotion that lasts in my heart, lingering like rain clouds. The only thing living in my soul was darkness, and the only thing thriving in my heart was hate. Hate for the world that treated me so cruelly and pushed me down into the depths when I couldn’t go any lower. Hate for the people in the world who cared nothing for the sorrows of others. Hate for the lasting entity of my heart. 


	I couldn’t breathe, but at that moment, all I wanted was to die. The world only wanted me unhappy, therefore keeping my sad life going, hanging on to a single thread. I wanted so much to leave it all behind, without a word, without a trace. I didn’t want to live for anything because there was nothing to live for. Just when I had found something, someone, to live for, it was taken away from me. It was the only thing I had keeping me alive, and it had slipped away without warning. I was tormented, living, no not living, existing in a world that simply didn’t want me. God had tortured me in every way possible, this being the final blow. She was all I had, all I wanted, all I lived for. She was all I ever lived for in the end. 


	Like sickness spreading through a child, emptiness consumed my very being. I was nothing, just a dead blade existing in a meadow full of grass. God wanted me dead, wanted me to die in the worst possible way: slowly and painfully. He wanted me gone the moment I was born, sending me down, away from my mother and sister, away from love. All through my life, I was tortured, tormented and chastised. I became hateful, and cold, and had no friends at all. I wanted no friends, I needed no friends. Friends were just a crutch for the weak, and I was not at all weak. But then I learned of her, and my thoughts changed. 


	I wanted so much to see her, and talk to her. I wanted to protect her, and watch over her in her times of need. I began depending on her, without her knowledge, and I became her personal guardian. No one dared touch her, until a few years later, when she was captured by another demon. I went after this demon, and rescued her, almost killing the demon in the process, but she stopped me before I could finish it. She asked me not to spill any more blood on her behalf, and I couldn’t object to her sad face. I never once admitted to her my true identity as her twin brother, for fear that she would reject me because of who I had become. I wanted, yearned, longed to tell her the truth, but she was better off not knowing anyway.


	I wanted her to be happy, which is why I let Kuwabara near her. She cared for him, much to my dismay, so I didn’t come between them. Years after the Dark Tournament, when we were released from the Reikai Tantei by Koenma, the two became engaged. When I found out, I lost all feeling. I was going to lose the only person I truly cared for, and all to a mindless moron. I locked myself up, and spoke to no one for days, not even Kurama, my closest and best friend. I came out of my box long enough to attend the wedding, as Yukina’s escort down the aisle.


	We had become very close in those past years, Yukina and I. She had accepted me as her ‘substitute brother’, and confided in me completely. I loved her dearly, and it was apparent among the rest of the group. Only Kuwabara remained oblivious, which wasn’t surprising. She had asked me personally to escort her down the aisle at her wedding, seeing as I was the closest thing she’d ever had to a brother. I was very grateful, and accepted immediately. 


	As I led her down the aisle, holding her soft arm gently, I kept thinking, if only you knew, Yukina, if only you knew. She would never know, for she was content enough with the life around her. 


	After the wedding, I left for Makai, and began working for Mukuro. All the while, I thought of Yukina, and even considered visiting her many times. But my pride got the better of me, and I declined. I wanted so much to see her, and see the new life she was surrounded in, but work continued to pile around me like mounds of dirt, and I found that I couldn’t escape. 


	I worked for four long years, without any contact with the people I knew and cared for. I eventually escaped Mukuro’s obsessive grasp long enough to visit them. They were holding a reunion party, and I decided to attend, in spite of myself. Everyone was there: The original Team Urameshi minus Genkai, Yukina, Keiko, Shizuru, Botan, even Koenma was there for a short while. I arrived at Kuwabara’s house, where the party was held, second, Kuwabara being the only person there. 


	He greeted me much like we had always greeted each other, not coldly, but not exactly friendly. We simply said a short ‘hello’, and Kuwabara invited me in. He disappeared into the kitchen, and I sat quietly in the corner, waiting. The very next couple to arrive was none other than Yusuke and Keiko. When they entered the house, they were holding hands. Yusuke parted with Keiko momentarily to come over and say hello. We conversed shortly like very old friends, as Yusuke and I had become. We had both come to respect each other greatly, and I considered him to be very close.  


	Yusuke and Keiko sat around the coffee table in the living room, and we talked for a short while. The next to arrive was Shizuru, and shortly after she arrived, Kurama walked in. Then Botan appeared, alongside Koenma.  The whole was finally there, and Kuwabara walked in from the kitchen carrying food, closely followed by Yukina, carrying drinks. 


	We all sat around talking, laughing, eating, and drinking. I spoke privately with Kurama as well, and also with Yukina. The party went on late into the night, and continued on through until dawn. Everyone had left except for me, and Kuwabara had gone to bed. Yukina and I sat talking all night, and I began to notice that Yukina looked ill. She hadn’t had much to drink that night, yet all the same, she looked about ready to pass out. 


	“Yukina, are you feeling all right?” I asked gently, putting up a hand, to comfort her. 


	“Oh, Hiei, I do not feel well at all.” She replied weakly. I helped her up, and put her on the couch, and covered her with my cloak. She shivered, then spoke again. “Hiei, I just wanted to say that I really appreciate you being here for me. You really have become my brother, though not through blood. I am happy that I never found my brother, because I wouldn’t want it to be anyone else but you.” She said.


	“You talk like you’re going to die.” I pointed out, only half joking. She nodded her head, and her beautiful eyes flickered in pain.


	“Hiei, I am sick, and my sickness can’t be cured. My time is now up, Hiei.” I felt tears welling up in my eyes, and my heart began to beat furiously. 


	“Yukina, why didn’t you tell me sooner?” I whispered.


	“I didn’t want to worry you when there was nothing you could do to help me. Kuwabara doesn’t even know. I wanted you to be happy.” She replied.


	“I can’t be happy if you’re dead.” I whispered, so low that even I could barely hear myself. She nodded again, and her eyes became wet. A small tear gem formed, and dropped into my lap. I picked it up, and looked at it sadly. A single tear fell from my eye, the first tear I had ever cried, and it formed a black Hiruseki stone. It fell solemnly down to the couch, and Yukina took it. Her face formed a small smile, and she knew. She knew she had found her lost brother...her long lost twin.


	Each with our sibling’s teargem in hand, we smiled to each other, and I embraced her. To my surprise, she returned the affection and kissed me sweetly on the cheek. In my ear, she whispered, “I will always love you, brother.” She slipped away, and died in my arms. Her last moment on Earth, and she chose to give it to me. 


	At her funeral, I gave a eulogy. Everyone felt it was my right to do it for her, and even Kuwabara agreed. Afterwards, he came to me, crying.


	“You knew her well. I’m glad she finally found out that you were her brother.” He gave me a smile, for the first time ever.


	“I still am her brother, and you are still her husband, and I accept that now. I accept you now, my friend.” I smiled, and left. 


	I saw the others occasionally after that, visiting Kuwabara often. I wandered Makai, feeling a sense of loss. So, I quit working for Mukuro, and isolated myself from the rest of the cold world. I grew old and tired, living out my life in utter loneliness. The one thing I had left to love, had gone away within the blink of an eye, and my life was no more. My soul left my body that day, leaving me to exist amongst the fog. 


	There was always something in the way, in the way of love. I was blind, blind to caring and compassion. Only hate existed, and that eventually consumed me. God had gotten what he wanted, as he always did, and I died slowly and painfully.***   


