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Rising Moon

By: Falconess


The sun was now gone, hidden by the hills scattered across the darkened horizon. The sky, which had gone from bloodred to deep blue, was accented by the pale moon. The world below was still in the silent night, creating an almost surreal feeling of loneliness and quiet. The only sound to be heard was the soft breeze, which was dying as time passed. There were wisps of cloud around the sky, but they were moving slowly, seeming to be as still as the night itself.


One single movement could be seen, but it was subtle and almost unnoticeable. There was a man sitting on the edge of a cliff, his face blank as the stones around him. He was breathing slowly and calmly, his chest rising and falling faintly with the rhythm of his breath. He was looking indifferently down at the scene below him, his face betraying no emotion. He was soon joined by another man; taller, and seemingly gentler. 


“Sitting out at night alone again, Hiei?” the second man asked.


Hiei did not answer. He kept his bloodred eyes toward the ground, taking no notice of the man beside him.


“Hiei?” the man said again.


“What?” Hiei replied. His voice, though firm, held no real tone. He didn’t seem to want to say anything, or even move.


“Something is wrong, I can tell,” the man said.


Hiei snorted.


“Something always seems wrong to you, Kurama,” he said coldly, smirking.


Kurama gave a short laugh.


“That does seem true, ne?” he laughed, smiling kindly.


Hiei shook his head, sighing inaudibly. His black, spiky hair moved slightly, but not enough to be noticed. His smirk faded, and he went back to the detached, nonchalant manner he had used earlier.


“You’ve been acting strange ever since we came back here,” Kurama said, his voice carrying a calm, gentle note, with the slightest hint of concern masked within its tone.


Hiei didn’t reply. He still remained silent.


“The others worry about you,” Kurama continued. “They think you’re depressed since you can’t see—“


“See who?” Hiei asked slowly, turning his head toward Kurama, his eyes blazing with anger.


“No one,” Kurama said evasively, sighing.


“See who?” Hiei repeated.


“You want to hear the truth? The others think you’re depressed because you can’t see Poh anymore.”


Hiei’s eyes narrowed. 


“Why would I want to see her?” he asked.


“Well, she did save us, and she seemed to like you most out of us all,” Kurama said, smiling again.


Kurama was a young man, perhaps seventeen or eighteen years old in appearance, though he was over 300 years old. He was the reincarnation of his previous soul, the demon fox Youko Kurama. Now, in his current ningen form, he was Suicchi Minamino, though still Kurama to his friends. He had scarlet hair that fell just past his shoulders, framing an amiable and handsome face. His eyes were emeralds that held the gazes of others, trapping them in their depths. His smile was warm and charming, imitating his charismatic, mild manner. He had no trace of anger or hostility about him, though these things and more could come out when he battled. Now, he regarded his friend with an incredulous stare.


“What do I care if she cared about me in the least? That’s her business,” Hiei said, his voice rising slightly.



Kurama shrugged, hiding his smirk so he would not anger his friend further.


Hiei grunted. He seemed to be young, slightly older than Kurama, though even his friends did not know his age. He had a handsome face, but it was not as soft and kind as Kurama’s. His eyes were garnet in color, the only things that would betray his emotions, and that was seldom. Those eyes were almond-shaped, but they were often narrowed, and he had high cheekbones. His hair was a mass of black spikes, all sticking up in a backward slant. Near his face, some white hairs could be found, creating a kind of pattern of smaller spikes around a tinier section of black. Wisps of his hair fell into his face, brushing the bridge of his nose and a white cloth tied about his forehead. To those with no knowledge of this man, it would just seem to be a regular bandanna. But to anyone else, it was there to conceal the Jagan, a powerful third eye that gave its possessor great mental powers. However, this was only a small part of Hiei’s real strength. He was a fierce warrior, an ex-assassin in the demon world of Makai. He had great speed and strength, and was a master of the katana that was concealed beneath his cloak. Hiei was cold, detached, and sometimes brusque with those around him, though his friends seemed to see something past this harsh demeanor. He was, though he appeared to be human to a less observant eye, a fire demon, born into a clan of ice apparitions in the ice world of Koorime. When he was born, he was cast out because of his race, and was given the title of “forbidden child of the Koorime”. He grew up wandering Makai, and soon became known throughout the demon realm as a dangerous assassin and thief. He lived by his own honor code, and fought for his pride and honor alone. Though he was known to be cold and cared nothing for the lives of others, he showed fierce loyalty to those who had earned his trust and he called “friend”.


“Is there anything else you want?” Hiei asked Kurama curtly.


“Well, yes, actually, there is,” Kurama replied, not the slightest hint of impatience or annoyance at the Koorime’s attitude.


“Well?” Hiei said shortly as the kitsune didn’t continue.


Kurama chuckled, and then went on.


“I just wanted to come and tell you that Gohan is about to arrive from the other side. He’s coming for a visit and the others are going to see him. We were going to invite you to come with us, of course, but no one could find you. I knew where you were, though, so I offered to come and get you. So, will you be coming with us? The others are waiting.”


Kurama paused, looking intently at his friend.


“Hiei—“


“I’ll come,” the Koorime said bluntly, and stood up with the kitsune.


“Let’s go,” Kurama said, smiling slightly, and took off with Hiei toward where the others were waiting, ready to greet their Saiyan guest.


Yusuke waited impatiently, leaning against a tree. Gohan was coming from the other side, and it would be good to see him again. The last time he had seen the half Saiyan, they had all been fighting Frieza, who had escaped into Makai from hell through a dimensional rip. Koenma kept the rip open, for reasons of his own, and now Gohan was arriving through the barrier to visit them. Kurama had just flown off to get Hiei from wherever he was…the kitsune seemed to be the only one able to find Hiei when he didn’t want to be found.


“Where are those guys?” he asked impatiently, for perhaps the third time in the past five minutes.


“They’ll get here, don’t worry,” replied Kazuma Kuwabara, who was pacing back and forth.


Yusuke smirked. Kuwabara hadn’t gone with them on the mission to destroy Frieza as planned…at the last moment they had left him behind in fear that he would cause trouble. Kuwabara held a grudge about this, but was leaving that anger behind as he waited to meet Gohan again, seeing as how he had only known the half Saiyan for about ten minutes before they departed and was never seen by him after that. 


Kuwabara was tall, lanky, and, to be frank, slightly ugly. He had a broad, pale face with small, beady eyes. His hair was orange and bushy. Yusuke, on the other hand, was quite handsome. He had thick black hair that normally fell into his eyes, but he had gelled it back so as not to have it in his face. His eyes were large and deep brown, with a mischievous, eager gleam in them. He smirked as Kuwabara sighed for the hundredth—or was it thousandth?—time. 


“And you tell me not to be impatient,” Yusuke said with a small snort. He glanced apprehensively at the portal where Gohan would be coming out shortly…he would come through the dimensional barrier in Makai, and then make his way to Ningenkai through the portal in the cave before them. Yusuke’s thoughts, however, were interrupted as two shapes landed a short ways off.


“Hey guys,” he said tonelessly, glancing over in the direction of the disturbance. Kurama emerged from the trees, smiling warmly, and Hiei followed shortly after, his hands in his pockets and a slightly annoyed look on his face.


“Well, Hiei, you look cheerful today,” Yusuke remarked sarcastically, earning a snicker from Kuwabara. Hiei cast a withering look in both of their directions’ before jumping into a tree, making him invisible to those below.


“I hate it when he does that,” Yusuke said, watching the leaves fall to the ground from the branches that Hiei had stepped on while climbing swiftly up the tree.


The waiting went on for several minutes. Kuwabara still paced back and forth, sighing ever couple of seconds. Yusuke sat down against the tree, cocking his head to the side and staring into space. Kurama leaned up against a tree, crossing his arms and leaning his head down, so that his bangs hid his emerald eyes from sight. Hiei still sat up in the tree, his hands behind his head and his eyes closed for a short rest.


Then, suddenly, a small light flashed within the cave beside the now impatient Reikai Tantei. All heads turned simultaneously toward the mouth of the dark cavern, the tension in the air peaking. 


“What’s wrong, guys?” said a smooth, slightly adolescent voice from the edge of the cave. 


Son Gohan, the half-human, half-Saiyan, stepped out into the light. He was tall, perhaps six feet. His hair consisted of short black spikes, and ebony eyes to match. His face was kind and soft, with a kind of youthful glow in his eyes. He was muscular beneath an orange and blue training gi, but was gentle despite his obvious power. He smiled widely at the ones before him, looking at them each in turn.


“Hello?” he said, chuckling softly.


“Nothing’s wrong, Gohan. We’re just happy to see you again,” Kurama said, returning the Saiyan’s smile and walking forward.


Yusuke laughed.


“Sorry for not answering, I just didn’t think I’d see you so soon! What’s up?” he said happily, grinning from ear to ear.


“Hey Gohan. Remember me?” Kuwabara said, smiling slightly.


“Yeah. Hey, Kuwabara,” Gohan replied.


A soft sound interrupted their greetings. Gohan glanced behind Yusuke, who was now standing right in front of him, and saw that Hiei had just jumped down from the tree. Hiei looked at Gohan and gave a short nod. Gohan returned the nod, his face looking different when he saw Hiei. The half Saiyan didn’t seem to think that a loud welcome would suffice for greeting the Koorime. He respected the fire demon too much for that.


“So, come on, let’s go back to my house,” Yusuke said. “Keiko’s waiting for me there, so you can meet her.”


Yusuke blushed a little bit.


“Your girlfriend?” Gohan asked, smirking.


“What? Her? Me? No!” Yusuke said, but he blushed deeper.


Kuwabara snickered.


“Botan’s at Urameshi’s house, too. She’s going to be happy to see you,” the ningen said.


“Alright,” Gohan said. “Let’s go!”


The five took off, heading to home once more.


Vegeta collapsed next to the wall, sweating heavily. In the middle of the room, a young girl knelt, clutching her stomach and laughing weakly.


“You’re improving, but you still need to work on controlling your ki,” Vegeta said roughly, standing up and folding his arms. He smirked, stalking out of his gravity dome and shutting the door behind him.


The young girl shook her head wistfully, as if pitying the Saiyan. She laughed to herself then, limping over to a computer against the wall and typing something in. A computerized voice told her that the gravity had returned to normal, and she sagged to the ground, sitting against the wall and closing her eyes.


It had been two months since she had come to Chikyuu from the other side of the dimensional rip. She had opened it in hopes of coming to this side and seeking the dragonballs, but had accidentally opened it right where Frieza was, in the deepest pits of Hell in this side’s Spirit World, or Other World to the Chikyuu-jins. She had, in the end, betrayed Frieza and joined the side of the Reikai Tantei, and was given a place in the Capsule Corp. household. Now, she trained daily with Vegeta, becoming stronger by the second.


“Poh-san, Kassan says that dinner’s ready,” called a young voice from the door.



Poh opened her eyes and gazed wearily at the door. Trunks, Bulma and Vegeta’s son, was standing there, his face pulled into a scowl identical to his father’s. His hair was lavender, falling into his young face. He was no older than seven or eight years old, but he walked as though he owned the world. That had most likely come from his father’s side of the family.


“Tell her I’ll be there in a second, Trunks-kun,” Poh replied.


“Alright. Can you spar with me later?” the young Saiyan asked hopefully.


“I’ll think about it,” Poh said, grinning.


“Yes!” Trunks yelled.


“I said ‘think’ Trunks, not ‘agree,’” Poh replied.


“Yeah, but saying you’ll think about it always means yes,” Trunks announced.


“I can always change that,” the girl said warningly, smirking.


“Alright, but dinner’s going to be gone if you don’t hurry up,” Trunks answered, walking away as he said it.


Poh got up, having no doubt in her mind that dinner would probably be gone in mere seconds, as well as most of the refrigerator. Two months living in a Saiyan household had taught her to eat before everything “mysteriously” disappeared.


Poh was young, maybe fifteen or sixteen years old. She had straight black hair and beautiful blue eyes. Her face was heart-shaped, the skin tanned and smooth. She was well-built, and usually wore a blue training gi. She walked gracefully, with the air of a warrior, toward her destination, a distant look in her soft eyes.


She entered the kitchen to find that there was only a little food left. Grabbing some quickly, she sat down and ate it, trying to hide a grin at the others eating at the table. Vegeta was shoveling down all kinds of food at once, and Trunks was hitting his chest, probably trying to force some food down that had caught in his throat. He stopped hitting himself and proceeded to wolf down some bread.


“I don’t know how you were able to adjust so quickly to their eating habits,” Bulma said, looking at her from across the table. “It took me years to get used to seeing Son-kun eat like that, and even now I’m not fully used to it.”


“I’m not used to it, I suppose,” Poh replied, smirking mischievously. “I’m just a really good actor.”


“I wonder when Gohan’s going to get back…” Trunks said to no one in particular, his mouth full of chicken.


“Trunks, don’t talk with your mouth full,” Bulma chided.


“Sorry, Kassan,” Trunks said, swallowing hard. “But I was just wondering when Gohan would get back. I want him to come spar with me and Poh.”


“He’ll be back sometime soon,” Bulma replied, clearing away some empty dishes. Poh got up to help.


“I’m surprised you didn’t go with him, Poh,” the Capsule Corp. president continued. “I was thinking you might want to see everyone…”


Bulma winked knowingly at the younger woman, giggling.


“What are you talking about?” Poh whispered as they were out of earshot of the Saiyans.


“I saw the way you were looking at that one guy…what was his name? Hiei?”


“I was not!” Poh said, despite her heavy blushing.


“You were too. Don’t deny it, I know you like him,” Bulma said, holding up a finger and shaking it in her face.


“I don’t,” Poh retorted, whirling around and heading toward the shower. She still smelled like sweat from her training.


But halfway down the hall, something became very…depressing. She couldn’t seem to place it, but she stopped in her tracks and tried to put a name to the feeling. It was strange…like nothing she had ever felt before…


Oh, little Poh-chan, whispered a sweet voice in her ear, you will have so much fun…I promise…

That was Frieza’s voice…she knew it anywhere…but he couldn’t be here…how could he be here?


She looked for the source of the voice. She saw nothing, and the feeling swept away. She took one last wary look around her, and then stepped into the bathroom to take a shower. She had probably imagined it…she was tired…



But something in that idea just didn’t satisfy her.


Gohan and the others arrived at Yusuke’s house in good spirits. Being among friends made Gohan feel happy…it wasn’t the same with these guys as it was with Krillin, Yamcha, and the others. He fit in a lot better here…


“Come on, Gohan, what are you waiting for?” Yusuke called out. Gohan realized that he had stopped walking, so deep in his thoughts that he had forgotten where he was temporarily. But looking at Yusuke and Kuwabara waving at him and laughing pulled him out of his own mind and gave him a shove forward, heading toward the house with the others.


As he entered the house, Gohan was given only seconds to look around before a flash of blue blinded him and small arms locked around his neck. Botan had run forward and hugged him, faster than he thought she could have accomplished.


“Oh, Gohan, I am so happy to see you!” Botan said, letting go of his neck and cocking her head to the side.


“It’s good to see you to, Botan-san,” Gohan snickered, scratching the back of his head.



“Well, you look handsome,” Botan whispered, giggling.


“Uh, arigato, Botan-san,” Gohan whispered back, blushing.


Gohan walked past her, heading into the next room, where Yusuke was talking to a pretty girl with short brown hair and Kuwabara was looking quite surprised at something.


“Hey, Gohan, come over here a sec,” Yusuke said, smiling slightly. “This is Keiko.”


Gohan smiled at the young girl, feeling awkward. She was a very pretty girl, probably Yusuke’s age. She had pretty eyes that were accented by some hairs falling into her face.


“Konbanwa,” she said, waving shortly at him.


Gohan turned around at the sound of a new voice. It was small, sweet, and very pretty. He looked for the source of the voice and saw a very pretty woman sitting on the couch on the other side of the room. She was slightly short, but still very beautiful. She had bluish green hair that fell into her eyes—ruby orbs that were soft and kind. She wore a pale blue kimono, which hung delicately over her frame. She moved very gracefully, and smiled gently at everyone.


“Gohan, this is Yukina,” Kuwabara said, pulling Gohan over to the couch.


“Hello,” Gohan said to Yukina, looking at her and seeing something familiar.


“Oh, hello,” she replied. She looked up at him, her eyes innocent and kind. Her voice was high, but was like a song. Gohan, as he looked at her, recognized her from somewhere, though he didn’t know where.


“Yukina-chan, this is our friend Gohan, the one I told you about,” Kuwabara said, looking adoringly at Yukina. “Gohan, this is Yukina.”


Gohan noticed that Kuwabara seemed completely devoted to and in love with the girl. Yukina seemed also to care for Kuwabara, looking on him with affection and even something like slight confusion, but love all the same. 


“Yukina’s an ice maiden,” Kurama said from behind him. Gohan turned, and found himself staring right into emerald eyes, with a tinge of something sad in them.


“What’s up, Kurama? Is something wrong?” Gohan asked quietly, so as to make sure the others did not hear.


“I think there is something you should know, before you talk to anyone else. Could you please come with me? I don’t want the others to hear,” the kitsune said, sounding grave.


“Alright,” Gohan agreed, following him out of the room.


“Gohan,” Kurama said, as soon as they were out of earshot of the rest, “I must ask you…do you see anything familiar about Yukina?” 


Gohan’s eyes widened at the question.


“I was just thinking that. I’ve never seen her before, but she looks so familiar…”


“Well, what I am about to tell you, you cannot tell anyone. Yusuke, Botan, and I all know this, but the others do not. Yukina cannot hear this either…especially not her, or Kuwabara.”



“What about Hiei?” Gohan asked.


Kurama smiled wryly.



“He knows…but this is about him, and Yukina as well.”



“Alright, I won’t tell anyone. What is it?”


Kurama looked past him, to where Hiei was sitting by the window.


“Look at Yukina, and then look at Hiei. Tell me if you see what I am going to tell you.”


Gohan complied. He turned around, looked first at Yukina, and then at Hiei. Then, suddenly, it came to him.


“Are Yukina and Hiei related?” Gohan blurted out before he could think about it.


“Yes,” Kurama said. “Hiei is Yukina’s brother. But Yukina cannot know, do you understand? It’s a very long story.”



“Well, no, I don’t understand,” Gohan said. “How could Yukina not know Hiei was her brother? Why can’t she know?”


Kurama looked at Gohan for a long time. Finally, after a good many minutes, Kurama sighed and sat down.


“You should sit down,” the kitsune said, pointing to a chair.



Gohan sat, feeling bewildered.


“As you know,” Kurama began, “Hiei is a Koorime. But what you don’t know is what Koorimes are. They are ice apparitions.”


“But isn’t Hiei a fire demon?” Gohan interrupted.


“Yes. That’s the point. You see, Hiei is a fire demon, but he was born into a clan of ice apparitions, hence the problem. The Koorimes had been told that a child would be born…a fire demon, to be precise. This was a bad omen. It told of the destruction of their world. 


“One day, an ice apparition called Hina had a child…a boy. This boy was Hiei—a fire demon. Because of this, he was cast—literally—from the village, banned from ever going back.”


“What do you mean ‘cast?’” Gohan asked slowly, almost fearing the answer.


“A friend of Hina’s, an apparition named Ruri, bound Hiei—who was still an infant—in some cloth sealed with a spell to keep him from using his energy. She tucked a tear gem that had come from Hina into his binds, whispering to him to survive and come back. Hiei, though still small, remembered that. She threw him from the village, which was part of the realm of Koorime…a floating realm, to be exact. He was thrown off the cliff and landed on the ground below…but he survived. He was found and raised by a band of thieves, but soon cast out of that as well. He wandered Makai as an assassin and a thief, feared throughout the demon world. One day, he lost the tear gem of his mother and became determined, almost to the point of obsession, to get it. He went to a man called Sigure and asked him to implant him with the Jagan—his third eye.”


“Is that why he has that?” Gohan asked.


“In part. I think the whole ordeal still haunts him. But he had the Jagan implanted for three reasons. One, to find Yukina, his sister. Two, to find Koorime again. Three, to find that gem.”


“But wait…what’s a tear gem?”


“They are called Hiruseki stones by some. Koorimes, when they cry, form valuable gems out of their tears. Yukina was kidnapped by a crime lord for those tears, and that is how she met Kuwabara and Yusuke. Kuwabara fell in love with her, though I don’t think Hiei liked that much.”


“Can Hiei make…Hiruseki stones?” Gohan said, stumbling on the word.


“I’m not quite sure. I’ve never seen him cry, to tell the truth,” Kurama said, his voice becoming distant and wondering.


“So why can’t Yukina know?” Gohan asked, trying to get to the point.



“Hiei doesn’t want her to know. You see, Hiei is—as he put it—a wanted felon in Reikai. Yusuke himself was sent after Hiei when he stole one of the Reikai Treasures…a sword called the ‘Demon Slayer” to be exact. Of course, Yusuke was also sent after me for that same crime, though I stole something different. But that’s another story.”


Gohan waited for Kurama to go on. The kitsune seemed to be deep in thought. When he spoke again, it seemed he was speaking only to himself, and was not even aware that Gohan was sitting right next to him. His voice, as he spoke, became deeper and quieter.


“Hiei wanted Yukina to be happy. She came to the Ankoku Bujutsukai to seek her brother, but even then it was kept from her. She still has not found out, I believe, but she still considers Hiei a ‘replacement brother’ of a sort. That is, even though he is her real brother. But again, she does not know that…”


“Kurama,” Gohan said, pulling the youko out of his thoughts. “Did Hiei ever find that gem?”


“Actually, Yukina gave it back to him without knowing it was his. Before the Makai Tournament, she asked him to find the fire demon that was her brother and give him the gem. Hiei still has it somewhere, but he does not let Yukina see that.”


Gohan looked over at Hiei. He noticed that, although he was putting up a good act of detachment, the Koorime was keeping a close eye on his sister. 


“He’s protective of her, isn’t he?” Gohan asked.


Kurama nodded.


“It’s obvious, though, isn’t it?” the half Saiyan went on.


“Actually, it isn’t. They may look somewhat alike, but anyone who had talked to them knows that they are very different on the outside. Yukina is a very sweet, gentle girl. As you know, Hiei is very detached and somewhat emotionless on the surface. But for all I know of him, I am fairly sure that there is something beyond that…some kind of compassion.”


“I saw it,” Gohan said. “When he saw Poh get hurt, there was something in his eyes…I couldn’t place it then, but I can now…hn…”


“I think, for some reason, he doesn’t want to let others see his emotions. I think he believes them to be an unnecessary burden.”


To Kurama’s surprise, Gohan laughed quietly. 


“Vegeta does the exact same thing…” he whispered, wondering suddenly how much Vegeta and Hiei really had in common.


“Well, then, you know what I am talking about,” Kurama said.


Gohan nodded.


“Hn…then there is proof that Hiei has emotions, ne?” the kitsune laughed. “There had to be something under his cold manner.”


“So desu,” Gohan muttered.


“Well, I suppose we should get back now. The others will be wondering where we are by now,” Kurama said, standing up and walking out of the room.


Gohan, deciding that he wanted time to think on what he had just heard, stayed where he was. If all that was true…it must have been a terrible life for the Koorime, Gohan knew then. The Saiyan felt the compassion stirring in his stomach, but he pushed it down, knowing that someone like Hiei, who was very much like Vegeta in many ways, would not want pity. Shoving the troubling thoughts out of his mind and feeling determined not to let the story surface any kind of sympathy for the demon, Gohan stood up and walked back into the room beyond. There was time to think about other things later…now, he wanted to spend time with his friends.


Poh walked into her room, her hair wet from her shower. She threw on a fresh gi, sitting down on her bed and closing her eyes momentarily. She pivoted her body around and lay back, ready for some sleep at the late hour. Her head hit the pillow, feeling comfortable against the soft sheets. She fell into a dream-filled sleep, restless and light.


“What a pretty little thing you are, Poh-chan,” a voice whispered in her head. It was a high, sweet voice, though it was somehow wrong…


“I am going to have so much fun with you, little one…but don’t worry. I don’t like to break my toys completely. You’ll be nice and whole when I’m finished, so that you can come to me another time, hn?”


Poh shuddered involuntarily as a bone white finger traced down her cheekbone, burning like a flame of ice.


“Are you afraid of me, Poh-chan? There’s no need to be afraid…I promise that you won’t feel a thing in the morning. Just enjoy it…”


The finger traced her collarbone, but Poh stood still, willing herself to raise her eyes to those of the creature in front of her. The finger traced lower, reaching the edge of her gi, and going further down. Poh, trying with all of her might not to tremble, raised her gaze from the finger to the face in front of her. The red eyes pierced into hers, the wine colored lips bowed in a feminine smirk. The lips pressed against her cheek, like a kiss of death, cold and sharp. A small whimper escaped her lips, though she held back every sound with every fiber of her being.


“You are afraid, aren’t you? Of course…I am fear, child. Fear that you will absorb and feel for all of your life. Have I not told you that? I know this for a fact…there is one other that has already used this fear and dreams about it still…”


A realization came upon Poh…where she was, what was in front of her, everything…


“This is a dream…you’re not real anymore. Gohan killed you,” Poh whispered.


“No, child…my dear little one,” the voice whispered, gentle and evil in the same instance, “this is not a dream…this is real…look over there, and see.”


Another of the long, sickening fingers pointed to her right while the other traced her stomach. Poh followed the direction, and saw…saw what she had feared in that cell only short months ago…


Every single one of her new friends lay against a nearby wall. Each had a wound, the warm life’s essence trickling slowly from their bodies. Poh, abandoning all reason and fear, ran to them. Kurama, Yusuke, Vegeta, Gohan, Botan, Hiei…all of them were dead…


No…not dead. Dying. They were dying—slowly, painfully. And she could not help them. She was bound. She could not reach them anymore. They drifted away, and her arm reached out, seeking their bodies so that she could will them to live. Her hand lightly brushed Hiei’s body, which was fast turning cold. She could not lose them, when she had lost everything else…


“No!” she screamed, watching the faces fade away in the distance.


“Did you really think that they would stay with you? I am your only friend…and true, I am dead, but I will always be with you, Poh-chan. You shall never escape me…”


“NO!”


Poh sat straight up in bed, the instant shock of waking filling her mind. She was drenched in cold sweat, her breathed fast and shallow. Her heart was beating so fast that she could feel it thumping against her ribs. She looked around, her eyes passing over the clock…2:14 AM flashed on the clock, lighting the dark room with its green light. She put a hand to her head, wondering if she had a fever, and found that she was normal. 


But suddenly, she felt a cold breeze sweep over her. She jumped up, walking to the window and wondering how the window could possibly be open…she hadn’t opened it. But the window was closed…and yet the breeze continued to wash over her.



She heard a hoarse cry from a nearby room, followed by a frightened scream.


“No,” she whispered, wondering if her dream had possibly come true…how? How could this be?


But when she reached Vegeta and Bulma’s room, she did not see Frieza, as she had feared…she saw Vegeta, laying on the ground. For a moment, she wondered dryly whether he was dead or not, but then saw his chest rising and falling heavily. Bulma was kneeling beside him, her hand on his head, her voice whispering his name over and over.


“Bulma, what happened?” Poh said quickly, rushing to Vegeta’s side.


“Kassan?” Trunks said from the doorway, his eyes wide.


“Go to bed, Trunks. Now,” Poh snapped, glaring at the small boy.


“But—“


“NOW, Trunks,” Poh yelled.


Trunks, looking worried, hurt, and slightly angry, hesitated. But then, at the site of Poh, her eyes telling of the urgency that he leave, stalked away, heading toward his room but no longer feeling tired.


“You have to tell me what happened, Bulma,” Poh said urgently, putting a soft hand on the older woman’s shoulder.


Bulma, her eyes never leaving Vegeta’s face, started to whisper hoarsely, slowly becoming louder as the shock washed away.


“I woke up when Vegeta started to stir. He was whispering something in his sleep, but I couldn’t hear what it was. Then, he cried and woke up, staring around the room and putting an arm over me as I tried to get up. I looked around, feeling very cold, and then I saw something in the corner. I don’t know what it was, but Vegeta ran to it, trying to get at it. But he collapsed, and the thing disappeared. After that, the room became very warm, and Vegeta started to breathe again. That’s when you came in.”


Poh nodded.


“We have to see what Vegeta saw. He’s alright, I think, his ki isn’t disrupted, but he’s not in good shape right now.”


“Bul—“


Poh’s eyes snapped down to Vegeta’s face. His eyes were half open, staring ahead yet not at anything in the room…his eyes were distant, as though he were still dreaming.


“Vegeta?” Bulma whispered, her hand on her husband’s cheek.


Vegeta sat up, wincing in pain.



“Vegeta, what happened?” Poh asked, checking the Saiyan prince for any wounds. “Did you have a dream about Frieza, too?”


“Get ready,” Vegeta said to Poh, and then turned to Bulma. 


“You and Trunks are going to stay here and not leave the house. Do you understand?”


“Vegeta, where are you two going?” Bulma demanded, her fear seeming to drift away quickly.


“Do as I say. You have to trust me. Don’t leave the house. If anything does go wrong here, get to Gohan’s house as fast as you can, and stay there. Poh and I are leaving.”


Vegeta cast Poh a meaningful look, and Poh instantly knew where they were going.


“Bulma, don’t argue with Vegeta. We can’t tell you where we’re going, it would be too dangerous,” the girl said quietly, standing up slowly.


“Now wait a minute,” Bulma raged. “You are not going to just leave this house and give me no idea where you’re going. I’m not going to tell anyone, if that’s what you’re afraid of—“


“It’s not our safety that we’re worried about, Bulma-san,” Poh said, looking the Chikyuu-jin straight in the face. “It’s yours and Trunks’.”


Bulma, weighing these words in her mind, still looked unsatisfied, but kept her silence. Vegeta, pulling on his clothes and stalking out of the room, gave Poh a look. She followed him out, saying nothing to Bulma as she left. She reached into her room and grabbed her staff swiftly as she passed it…but Vegeta was too far ahead. She ran up to him, falling into step with the Saiyan.


“What is it?” Poh said, meaning whatever had been in his room and probably hers as well.


“I don’t know. I have a feeling that the others will, though. Come on,” he said, as they stepped out onto the lawn and leapt into the air, flying as fast as they could.


Hiei felt something strange stir within himself. He looked around, wondering what could possibly be wrong, but saw that everything was fine. Gohan was talking with Yusuke and Keiko. Kuwabara and Yukina were discussing something inaudibly. Kurama and Botan were having some kind of conversation as well. Everything seemed to be fine, but the Koorime still felt uneasy.


Kurama, on the other side of the room, stood up in the middle of Botan’s sentence.


“Kurama?” the Deity of Death said, confused and hurt at the interruption.


“I’ll be right back,” the kitsune said quickly, walking over to the window where Hiei sat.


“Did you feel that?” he whispered as he reached the fire demon.


Hiei said nothing, but nodded.


“What could it have been?” Kurama asked.


“I don’t know,” Hiei said tonelessly.


“Something’s happening. You know it as well as I do. Could something be happening on the other side?”


“There’s no way to be sure.”


“Should we go check?”


“No,” Hiei said instantly. “If anything goes wrong, Vegeta and Poh will handle it.”


“You can’t believe that Hiei,” Kurama said. “Not after that.”


Hiei looked at Kurama, his eyes locking onto the kitsune’s.


“If anything were wrong, we would know.”


“Then what was that feeling just now?”


“So you guys felt it too,” said a voice.


Hiei looked past Kurama and saw Gohan, who had just heard the last words come out of the demons’ mouths. 


“Do you know what it is?” Kurama inquired, facing the half Saiyan.


“No. But I can feel Vegeta and Poh coming closer…I think they’re on this side of the rip.”


“Then something must be wrong,” Kurama whispered. “They wouldn’t leave their home unless something had happened.”


Hiei said nothing, but stared at Gohan. The Saiyan looked back, meeting his gaze unflinchingly. There was some kind of silent exchange happening, and suddenly Gohan nodded. Hiei, understanding, nodded as well. Kurama looked from one to the other, and nodded along with them.


“Come on,” Gohan whispered.


“Where are you guys going?” Kuwabara asked as they headed toward the door.


“Just going to get some fresh air. We’ll be right back,” Gohan said, and walked out the door before anyone could answer or follow. The two demons followed, shutting the door sharply behind them.


Poh and Vegeta arrived at the portal between Makai and Ningenkai almost an hour later. They had crossed the rip and made their way to the portal, with no real action.


“Can you sense them from here, Vegeta?” Poh asked, getting ready to cross through the portal.


“Yes,” Vegeta replied shortly. “Now get going.”


He gave Poh a short push, and Poh decided to comply and jumped.


The sudden rush lasted only seconds before she hit the ground. Mere moments later, a dull thud told her that Vegeta had crossed over as well. She picked herself up, grabbing her fallen staff, and began to make her way out of the cave.


“Well?” Poh said as Vegeta caught up with her outside of the cave. She obviously wanted him to tell her where they were to go.


“Come on,” the Saiyan replied, jumping up and flying forward.


Poh let out a small growl of frustration and flew forward, falling just behind Vegeta.


“Look,” Vegeta said, pulling up short just above the trees. “Someone’s coming.”


Poh held up her staff, readying herself for a battle, and then came to her senses. There were only a couple people on this side of the rip that could possibly know how to fly…and as she saw who was coming toward them, she felt rather foolish and smiled. The shapes coming toward them were revealed to be Gohan, Kurama, and Hiei.


“Hey guys,” Poh said, feeling relieved.


“Why are you on this side?” Hiei said bluntly.


“Nice to see you, too,” Poh snorted, smirking.


Hiei looked straight at Vegeta.


“Well?” the Koorime persisted.


“Something’s going on on our side,” Vegeta said, straight-forward and short. “Both the girl and I are having visions about Frieza, and they aren’t just dreams. Something came into the room early this morning, and I’m pretty sure that was what was giving us the visions. I went to go see what it was and I was knocked out…I didn’t catch what it looked like, but it didn’t even touch me.”


“Everything felt cold,” Poh said, staring down at nothing and shuddering as though the feeling were there then, though they were not.


“Cold?” Kurama asked carefully, his face twisting into concern and confusion all at once.


“Cold,” Poh repeated, looking the kitsune square in the eye.


“Well, it’s not going to do us any good to wait around here,” Hiei said, looking round at them. “Let’s get back to the others and tell them what happened.”


“But we’d be putting them in danger as well,” Poh shot back, glaring at the Koorime.


“We’re only going to tell Yusuke and Kuwabara, Poh,” Kurama said gently.


“So? They’ll still be in as much danger. We shouldn’t drag them into this.”


“What were you expecting?” Hiei answered coldly. “That you’d come over here and say ‘Sorry, something’s wrong, but we won’t tell you. Excuse us for bothering you, we’ll just go home now’? Is that it?”


Poh looked at Hiei for a long time, and realized that he was right.


“No,” she said, meeting his cold gaze without flinching. 


“Then what?” 


“Look, I get it now, alright? Fucking—“


“Poh,” Vegeta cut in.


“What?”


“Don’t get into any arguments.”


“What the hell—“


“Do as I say.”


“Look—“


“Do as I say,” he repeated.


Poh glared back at him, challenging his words without voice. Vegeta glared back, his fists clenching in frustration.


“Come on, guys, just tell us what’s wrong,” Gohan burst out suddenly. “Both Poh and Hiei are right…we aren’t going to do anything standing here, but the others shouldn’t get into danger. Poh was wrong to think that she would just be able to come here and keep the others from knowing, and it was kind of rude seeing as how she doesn’t mind that we’re in danger instead of the others.”


“That’s not what I meant,” Poh retorted.


“I know. We just happened to be here. And Hiei was right to say that you should have thought this over. I’m sure Vegeta had thought it over and knew that everyone would have to know, and you should have done that. But you’re right not to want to get the others into this as well. The five of us can probably handle this…Poh, I have to say that you got lucky. We don’t have to get the others into the danger.”


Poh didn’t reply. She looked off to the side, staring at nothing in particular. Hiei didn’t say anything either, but he looked straight at Gohan.


“Well, if we aren’t going to let the others hear this, then it’s out of the question to go back now,” Kurama said finally. 


“Fine,” Hiei said. “But we shouldn’t hang around all the same.”


They landed in the forest below, and Gohan recognized it as the place where he, Vegeta, and Hiei had trained all those months ago.


“What happened? Don’t leave anything out,” Gohan said.


Poh, taking a seat against a tree, started to speak.


“It first happened after dinner. I was just walking down the hall, and I heard Frieza’s voice. I felt really cold. But then, as suddenly as it came, the whole feeling went. Later, when I had fallen asleep, I had a dream—vision, whatever—about Frieza. He was talking to me, telling me that I was afraid, and then he pointed to the side. When I looked, all of you—as well as Kuwabara, Yusuke, and Botan—were laying there. You weren’t dead, but you were dying, and unconscious, as far as I could tell. You started to drift away as I reached out to you…and then you disappeared. I woke up with a start, and felt really cold again. Then I heard some yells coming from Vegeta and Bulma’s room, and I went to see what had happened…”


Poh trailed off, looking to Vegeta to pick up there with his story.


“I fell asleep shortly after I heard Poh go into her room,” he began. “I dreamed about my time with Frieza as well…he was talking about fear, and how that was what he was.”



“What?” Gohan asked.


“Fear, brat. Fear,” Vegeta growled, continuing. “He showed me all of your bodies as well, but they did not drift away. They bled faster, filling up the room. Frieza laughed and plunged my head into the blood, and I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe, and Frieza was laughing the whole time—“


Poh put a steadying hand on Vegeta’s shoulder. He was powering up uncontrollably, his ki burning the grass beneath them.


“Then?” she pushed, her gentle hand still on his shoulder. He shrugged it off, snarling, and spoke.


“Then, I woke up, and saw…whatever it was…walking around. When I went up to it, I collapsed; when I came to, you were there, and we left.”


“You said you were cold…did you see any of this creature, Vegeta?” Kurama said. 


“No…just a blur. It was black…blacker than anything I’ve seen in my life.”


Kurama tensed. All eyes were upon him, now.


“I think I know what it was that was after you,” the demon began slowly.


“What is it, Kurama?” Gohan asked.


“There is a legend in Makai that I was told by a traveler some time ago,” the kitsune said. “He told me about a race of creatures called Shades.”


“The Shades? How can you think that the trouble is some myth told to frighten demon children?” Hiei snapped coldly.


“They aren’t a myth, Hiei,” Kurama replied patiently.


“Tell us about them,” Poh said, trying to stop further argument as well as find out what was happening.


“They are creatures that are formed out of others, though none have been around long enough to witness their original form. The best way to start is to tell you their powers.

“The Shades have the power to see your past, your mind, your beliefs, your fears, your doubts, anything. But they use it against you. These creatures are made of shadow, and can only attack someone called the ‘target’, at the command of a summoner. They take the form of their target, and attack them by putting them into a kind of sleep, and then they throw any of those images—fear, doubt, mistakes, everything. The Shades are made to judge your soul, and were once good. But now, after they changed somehow, they like to cause pain, and will not hold back any painful images they can find. It is told that when you can accept the images the Shade gives you and move on, then the Shade cannot affect you and will attack you physically or just back off. But if they do attack you, which they most likely will, it will not be easy to win. They not only take your form, but they gain your powers and strength. You’re fighting against something that is exactly equal to you in power and state of mind…it would almost always end up in a stalemate or a very close finish. I do not know how to defeat them if they are exactly equal to the one they are attacking…there would be no need to track down weaknesses, because they attack exactly as you do, but they know all your weaknesses, and would use your own power against you. I’ve never seen this at work, but I don’t imagine it would be a pretty sight.”

“That doesn’t sound good,” Gohan said vaguely.

“Well, the only way to escape having to face the Shades is to find out who sent them. I don’t think that is an easy task, however,” Kurama said.

“Why don’t we ask Botan? Maybe she or Koenma will know,” Gohan suggested.

“But—“ Poh began, but Gohan cut her off.

“I know you don’t want to get anyone in trouble, but won’t Koenma find out eventually? And when he does, he’ll probably tell Botan. She is kind of involved with this group, professionally and personally.”

He cast a short look in Kurama’s direction, but no one noticed in the tension.

“So these things are after me and Vegeta,” Poh said, stating it as a statement rather than a question.

“It appears so. It could be after any of us, or all of us. There’s no way to tell,” Kurama noted.

Poh nodded.

“So, what do we do?” 

“We go get Botan,” Gohan said. “That’s the first thing.”

“Well, how do we get her without letting the others know?” Poh asked.

“I’ll get her,” Hiei said. “I can get in and out faster and I won’t call as much attention as will the rest of you.”


“Go quickly, then. We don’t know what could happen while you are gone,” Kurama said, watching his friend as he jumped up and took off in the direction in which they came.


Poh’s eyes followed the lessening shape of Hiei’s body against sky, which was slowly becoming lighter with the approaching dawn.


“You care about him, don’t you?” Kurama said quietly, so as to keep the others from hearing.


Poh turned to him, keeping her face in a study of blankness that she had perfected from two months with Vegeta.


“What are you talking about?” she asked, her voice steady and even convincing.


“Don’t lie. You know perfectly well what I am talking about,” the kitsune replied.


Poh began to become angry. What did he know? He was just some stupid bastard—


No. He knew what he was talking about, and she knew that she had no right to become angered with him.



“Fine, I do know what you’re talking about, but I won’t answer such a ridiculous question,” Poh sneered, knowing that her voice was becoming slowly less steady.


“Why is it ridiculous?” Kurama inquired.


“Listen to yourself, Kurama,” Poh replied. “You sound absurd. How could you possibly believe—“


“It’s in your eyes,” he interrupted.


“My eyes?” Poh repeated.


Kurama did not reply.


“You’re cracked,” Poh stated simply.


“You know as well as I do that you’re lying,” Kurama noted.


“How do you figure? And if you say anything about my eyes I swear you will become physically cracked as well as mentally.”


Kurama laughed lightly at the threat.


“That’s quite creative,” he chuckled. “But you should know that I have a…talent…for knowing when something is wrong. You’re acting strangely whenever you see him or even hear his name. You become distant and silly.”


“Why do you even talk to me about this, then?” Poh said, deciding to drop her act. “You have no idea how I feel about him.”


“Don’t I?”


“You know very well how I feel, Kurama, fine, but can’t you see any other feelings? You couldn’t recognize suffering if it danced naked in front of you.”


“I can recognize suffering as well as you can, Poh, and I respect it when I do.”


“Then respect it now!” Poh said, her voice rising slightly from her former whisper.


Kurama looked at her, his eyes taking on a sad kind of quality, and stood up.


“Very well,” he said frankly, and walked across the little clearing and into the forest beyond, standing against a tree with his eyes to the brightening horizon.


“Why do I have to do these things?” Poh whispered to herself, inaudible to those around her. She passed her hand across her face and looked at it. There was a slight shine on her palm where she had wiped a tear. She sniffed lightly and turned her head away from the others. She would be damned before she let them see her cry.


“Poh?” Damn, someone had noticed.


Gohan came up to her, sitting down beside her and putting a hand on her shoulder.


“Why are you crying?” he whispered, trying to, as Kurama had, keep the others from hearing.


“Have you ever felt such pain that could not be healed yet always gets worse? It gets worse every second and yet never better, and whenever I think I’ve found a cure the pain rises tenfold and I can no longer think straight. And yet, when I see what the pain is being caused by, it should lessen the pain, and still, it continues to become more agonizing and I am left to bleed on the inside so that no one can see my broken soul and help me to heal.”


Gohan looked at her, his eyes wide, his mouth slightly ajar, and his hand still on her shoulder.


“That has to be the most beautiful and sad thing I have ever heard. Do you really feel that way?” the Saiyan asked.


“If I didn’t, would I be able to put it in words that do the pain justice?” Poh replied.


Gohan considered.


“No. And you certainly did it justice. Why don’t you tell Hiei how you feel?”


“Am I that obvious?” Poh laughed, wiping her tears and looking at Gohan.


“No. Kurama is the only one who has figured it out fully. But you have to remember…Saiyans have good hearing. Fortunately, Vegeta is too angry at the world to notice, but I caught your conversation earlier. Sorry, but even with you whispering it sounded kind of loud.”


Poh raised her eyebrows and laughed, her tears now stopped. She looked down at her hand, which, however, had her tears in it.


“Why can’t I do it?” she whispered to herself.


“Do what?” Gohan asked.


Poh looked at him, sighing in defeat.


“In my past life, I was a Koorime. You know, like Hiei is despite the fact that he’s a fire demon. Well, Koorimes, when they cry, form little stones called Hiruseki stones out of the tears. Anyway, I’ve always wondered how everyone else who has remembered their past life can do what they used to and I can’t. I can’t turn my tears into the Hiruseki stones and it hurts when they don’t. I feel like I’m losing my real self.”


“You’re not losing your real self, you just lost a part of your old self. There’s a difference between real and old.”


“You don’t understand…when a Koorime’s tears form into stones, it’s viewed in many different perspectives. I think that they form into the gems because tears of any race are precious…they are not to be wasted. So the Koorimes, whose blood understood this, I guess, form their tears into gems. These gems are so precious that they are worth millions of ningen dollars, I would guess. They aren’t to be wasted on something trivial…just like the tears.”


“That’s something I’ve never heard before, but then again, I am new to this world. Why don’t you tell Hiei that? If you don’t, you won’t stop me from doing it. And don’t worry,” he said at the look she was giving him, “I won’t say a word on how you feel. That would be tactless, ne?”


Poh nodded and laughed a little, still kind of nervous.


“I won’t even let on that you know about my telling him,” Gohan said, reading her expression.


“Whatever,” Poh said, wiping the tears on her pants. “But now’s your chance…here he comes.”


The faint shape of Hiei approaching could be seen just above the trees. Slightly behind him was Botan, riding on her flying oar and looking slightly confused. They landed, and Poh stood up to greet the Deity of Death.


“What’s going on?” Botan said without preamble. “Hiei sent me a telepathic message telling me that Vegeta and Poh were out here and not to tell anyone anything. Why are you two here?”


“Listen, Botan,” Poh started to explain. “There are some things after us…we think they’re Shades. I’m sure you know what they are. They came after me and Vegeta and now we’re over here. I really think that we should go back to the other side and fight them there, because that’s probably where they are now. We should make the first move.”


“Poh, you didn’t understand,” Kurama said, his voice slightly dark. “You can’t just fight the Shades. You have to accept what they show you and then defeat them. There is no way that we can survive if we do not have a strong will…the best thing we can do is accept everything beforehand and then go and face the Shades.”


Poh looked as though she was going to reply, but had obviously decided not to as a silence followed Kurama’s words.


“So what now?” Gohan asked as no one said anything.


“We wait until they come to us. If they attack anyone else, there is no way we can really stop them, but if they were really sent by someone, they won’t be attacking anyone else. This will keep them away from others who may be affected by their presence,” Kurama said.


“Well, then, no use just standing here and looking stupid. I’m getting some rest right here,” Poh said, sitting back down and leaning against a tree again. She closed her eyes and pretended to sleep.


She could feel the rest of the group following suit and laying down somewhere nearby. She felt two people lay near her, and knew that Gohan was one of them. Something in her gut told her that the other was probably Hiei.


“Hey, Hiei,” Gohan said…she was right. 


“Hn?” the Koorime grunted.


“You know, Poh was talking to me earlier, and something she said made me think. Look, I know that you’re a Koorime, and she was talking about something with that…think you want to hear it? It’s bugging me and I don’t know why.”


“Fine,” Hiei said, apparently unconcerned that Gohan knew that he was Koorime.


“She said that when she was a Koorime, she, like the others, could cry gems. She said that she thought there was a reason for the tears turning to gems…she told me that if anyone cries, even if they aren’t Koorime, the tears are priceless and precious, that they shouldn’t be wasted. This is what she believed: she believed that the tears turned into the Hiruseki stones because they were as precious as the stones themselves…that they were as priceless, and like the stones, shouldn’t be wasted on something trivial and worthless. I was wondering if you could agree with this…if you had ever cried solidified tears, that is. I don’t know if you did or not.”


Hiei stayed silent for a couple minutes after Gohan had spoken, but just as suddenly as Gohan had began, Hiei spoke.


“If I’ve ever cried, I don’t remember it. But from what I know anyway, she sounds right.”


“You know, she really hurts now. She says that every day that she can’t cry the gems is hurting her. I think she believes her tears are useless now that she can’t turn them into gems like she used to. She told me that others that could remember their past life could still do things that would otherwise have not been in their power to do…and that she didn’t understand why she couldn’t. Her exact words to me were, ‘Have you ever felt such pain that could not be healed yet always gets worse? It gets worse every second and yet never better, and whenever I think I’ve found a cure the pain rises tenfold and I can no longer think straight. And yet, when I see what the pain is being caused by, it should lessen the pain, and still, it continues to become more agonizing and I am left to bleed on the inside so that no one can see my broken soul and help me to heal.’ Those were exactly the words she used.”


“How could you remember all that?” Hiei asked with slight awe in his voice.


“Good memory,” Gohan said simply. “But she hurts inside…she wants to feel like she’s worth something, I suppose…I just thought you might understand this more than me…I can’t cry gems.”


Hiei gave something like a cross between a snort and a laugh. 


“Obviously,” he said.


“What do you think?” Gohan said.


“I think that she’s right about the worth of the gems…that seems wiser than I would have expected of her. It was wiser than Kurama could have come up with. As for the pain she’s feeling, I don’t see why she would want the gems anyway…they’re just a reminder that one has shed tears and it’s worthless to do so. Nothing should be so important as to cry over.”


“You sound exactly like Vegeta, except Vegeta would have said that crying was for little babies who were weak. I’m sure that’s what you mean, but Vegeta’s not one to be considerate, is he?”


“Not really,” Hiei agreed.


The Koorime looked at the girl on the other side of Gohan. She was asleep, or else very good at acting like it. Her hair fell in her face, and her breathing was slow and steady. Her eyes moved slightly under the lids, and Hiei could see that she was dreaming or doing a believable impression of it. He had the feeling that she was awake and just pretending to sleep, but could see no indication that that was the case.


“I don’t think she’s asleep either,” Gohan whispered, almost as though he had read Hiei’s mind.


“Shall we test that?” the fire demon whispered.


Gohan nodded, a mischievous gleam in his ebony eyes. He leaned over, his face right near Poh’s, and started to tickle her mercilessly.


To his and Hiei’s surprise, she didn’t even stir. Gohan looked down at her, expecting her to actually be asleep, but she cracked open a weary eye and sighed.


“What the hell are you doing, baka? Can’t you see I’m trying to rest?” Poh snapped, turning over and closing her eyes.


Gohan whispered his apology, and turned to Hiei, a smirk on his face.


“Guess she was asleep after all…and not ticklish.”


Gohan snickered, and Hiei smirked.


“So…you could be a little less obvious, you know,” the Saiyan said, smirking more than Hiei.


“Hn?” Hiei grunted, raising an eyebrow.


“You can’t stop staring at her,” Gohan said slyly.


“What are you talking about?” Hiei said.


“Hn…” Gohan said shortly. “That’s exactly what she said to Kurama when he told her almost the exact same thing. G’night.”


Gohan sank down further to the ground, closed his eyes, and almost immediately fell asleep.


“Bakayaro,” Hiei whispered, crossing his arms and leaning back. Him? Stare at her? Ridiculous…


He cast a sideways glance at Poh, and then growled at himself. It was absolutely absurd…and yet, no matter how many times he thought that, it seemed to make…sense…


Hiei had drifted off sometime during the night. The dawn had come, and the sky was red. There would be a storm today…


“Good morning,” Kurama said softly, turning from the conversation with Vegeta. They had been deep in talk about something.


Hiei nodded at both of them, sitting up and staring out at the sky.


“Hiei, would you mind taking a walk with me? There are some things that I need to speak with you about,” Kurama whispered, standing up slowly.


Hiei didn’t reply, but stood up and looked at Kurama.


“Shall we?” the kitsune asked carelessly.


Hiei nodded again, still not saying a word.


The two walked off in the forest, not saying a word. Hiei glanced sidelong at his friend, wondering why he had brought him out here.


“So?” Hiei finally asked, after they had walked a ways and the others were no longer in sight.


“I just wanted to talk to you about Vegeta,” Kurama said.


“Well?” Hiei inquired, looking over at the kitsune.


“He and I were talking just before you woke up. He was telling me about Saiyans and his adventures, along with some of the other warriors from the other side of the barrier. They have had quite exciting lives. Apparently, they have managed to save their entire universe at least half a dozen times or more.”


“So?” Hiei asked again.


“Well, I was just thinking…we could learn quite a bit from these people. Now, my idea was that you and I could go to their world for a period of time and train…of course, when this business with the Shades is over and done with. But I believe that you and I should live over on that side and learn from these people. There are many different things to learn there that we could never have known if the rip had not appeared. Yusuke and Kuwabara will hardly be able to…they have too many people to worry about here. However, you and I could very well go there, and learn something, and possibly teach them a couple things we know.”


Hiei mulled this over as they walked on. He noticed that they must be walking in a circle…he could just hear the sounds of the rest of the others waking up a short distance off, just beyond the trees. It sounded like a reasonable idea…


“Whatever,” Hiei replied simply, his voice coming over colder than he would have wished. However, this mattered nothing…to anyone else, he would have had to say it differently…only Kurama would understand what he really meant.



“Good,” Kurama replied. “Vegeta said that he would probably allow us to stay at his home, with Bulma. They have quite a bit of room, I understand, and we could train with Vegeta in a ‘gravity dome’ that Bulma built.”


“A what?”


“A gravity dome. You can increase the gravity inside and get in some harder training. I was quite interested myself. I figured you might be as well.”


“Hn.”


“Shall I take that as agreement?”


Hiei nodded.


“Well, we should get back. But the up side of this is that we can train with Vegeta, Gohan, Poh, and a couple of others that Vegeta told me about.”


Kurama suddenly stopped walking.


“You know, he told me about something they have on their side that interested me above all else…even over the dragonballs.”


“What?” Hiei asked.


“It’s called the Hyperbolic Time Chamber, or the Room of Spirit and Time. If you go in there for one day, on the inside one year passes. A year in a day…the down side is that you can only use it twice in a lifetime before the door to this room disappears and you are stuck there forever. It’s like a parallel universe…kind of like Makai to us, but nothing lives there and the time passes so quickly. It’s just white, I suppose, judging from what Vegeta said about it. You could train there for an entire year, and it would only equal up to one day on the outside. Do you realize how valuable something like this is?”


Hiei nodded, his mind swirling. All these different thoughts, ideas, and feelings were swimming around in his mind, creating a kind of whirlwind that was making his head hurt.


“Hiei, are you alright?” Kurama asked, his eyes narrowing in concern.


“I’m fine,” Hiei lied. He didn’t really feel so well…he was kind of cold…


A blackness rushed over him…something was pushing him to the ground…it was so cold…cold…


“Hiei…”



Where was that voice coming from? Where was he?


“No! Please, don’t! Hiei!” 


That voice…it was…familiar…where? Where did it come from? Who was it?


There were hands on him…warm hands…but still, they stung…they stung like ice…


Two eyes were looking down at him, kind and sad. They were blurry…he could barely see. He was so cold…


Something was binding him…he was bound, he could not move, could not summon his power, he could barely think…


“Survive…and come back,” a small voice said in his ear, and he felt a soft hand putting something around his neck. He tried to look at what it was, but he could barely see it. There was something shiny on his chest…there was a string around his neck…


He was falling…falling fast. He hit the ground, crying out in pain, feeling it as though it were actually happening to him. And then, things changed…


There was no longer light on his face…it was dark. He was tied down. There were suddenly lights again, but they were bright and they hurt his eyes. There was something strange above his head. He recognized it…what was it? Where was he?


“So, Hiei, are you sure you can go through with this?” a deep voice said from beside him.


The face of Sigure came into view. He was back…back…


“Yes,” Hiei said defiantly.


But Sigure was changing…he was no longer bound, but he still could not move…he was weak…weaker than he had every been.


“Oh, Hiei, I was sure you would make a nice toy,” Frieza said, staring down at him. It was colder than ever. A white finger traced his lips, and he tried to bite it, but it was pulled away.


“Hm…a feisty one…you are so pretty…you and your beautiful friends are going to have so much fun with me…”


Hiei spat in the monster’s face, like he had in the forest over two months ago.


“Get away from me,” Hiei snarled.


“Now, now, is that any way to talk to me? I could very well kill all of your friends in a second…” Frieza tittered.


“Fuck off,” Hiei replied, his temper rising and breaking.


“Ah, ah, ah, that’s very naughty. Why don’t you look at your little friends and see what I mean? You could very well end up like them…”


Hiei couldn’t control it. He sat up weakly, looking over the where Frieza was gazing. He saw Kurama, dying on the ground. No! Then, he stood, staring accusingly at Hiei.


“Why?” was all the kitsune said, his voice hurt and betrayed. 


Then, Kurama turned and saw Botan on the ground, as he had two months ago. And before Hiei’s very eyes, they shifted. Kurama, as he was walking to Botan to lay her head in his lap, changed into Hiei…he just changed. Hiei looked down at Botan, but she wasn’t Botan any longer…she was Poh. He seemed to drift over to his other self and Poh, and merged with himself there so that he was holding Poh’s head in his lap. He hurt everywhere…there were wounds all over him. Poh was covered in blood, even more so than he himself. She was trying to say something, but the words were not coming. He looked down into his hand…he felt something there. He tried to open it, but a hand was keeping it shut…Frieza’s hand.


“No, no,” Frieza said in mock gentleness. “You won’t be able to see that…you weren’t worthy for the first one you got and you aren’t worthy for this one. Poh is mine, Hiei. Don’t you see that? I would much rather have you than her, but I will settle with her if I must…”


“Take me instead of her,” Hiei said, the words bubbling from his lips before he could even think to stop them.


“Oh! This is an exciting deal. Alright…she can go, but you must stay…that’s perfect for everyone…”


Hiei looked at Frieza, barely keeping himself from growling. Frieza placed a hand over Poh and readied some ki to kill her.


“What are you doing? You said she could go!” Hiei snarled, trying to move but failing.



“You said that I would have to let her go. I am, dear one…She’s going. But I’m afraid that it isn’t to her home, like she had wanted. No, it’s to hell where she’ll go from here, and you will join her soon enough, pretty one. But I have things to do with you first…”


He killed Poh…but she wasn’t dead…what was going on? He tried to open his hand, but it bled…he couldn’t open it…


“Hiei!” 


Hiei felt a warm, soft hand on his shoulder, waking him from the horrible nightmare he had just been in.


“Hiei, what happened?” It was Kurama.


The kitsune was calling to him, trying to wake him, his voice harsh with the worry. He had probably been yelling very loudly.


“I’m…” Hiei started, but he could not say ‘fine’. He was not fine. 


“Hiei, you have to tell me what happened,” Kurama said, helping Hiei to sit up. Hiei, for once, dropped his pride and allowed Kurama to help him. He felt incredibly hot all of a sudden, a strange feeling from the contrast to the cold he had just felt. He could tell he was shaking badly, and he was sweating.


“Hiei—“


“I don’t know,” the Koorime said, feeling a pang of annoyance when he heard the crack in his voice. “We were just talking and then I collapsed…It was…cold…”


“The Shades are here, then…” Kurama whispered.


“Then why weren’t you effected?” Hiei asked nastily, trying to stop his hands from trembling.


“I’m not sure. I felt the cold, but I didn’t get any visions or anything like that. What did you see?”


“I…” Hiei tried to say, but he could not say it. Something was stopping him.


“I…” he said again, but still, his voice would not work and he couldn’t say a word.


“We should get you back to the others to rest. You’re probably in shock,” Kurama said, helping Hiei to stand.


Hiei was thoroughly disappointed when he found that he could barely walk. When he stood, he fell sideways into a tree. Kurama put Hiei’s arm over his shoulder and put his own arm around the Koorime’s back, helping him to move forward toward the others.


“Hey Kurama…What the hell happened?” It was Gohan speaking, going from being friendly to worried in half a second at the sight of the weakened Hiei.


“Something happened to Hiei…it’s the Shades,” Kurama said, earning a small gasp from Botan. 


“Wha—“ Hiei tried to begin talking, but his voice still would not work. He tried to look around at the others, but his eyesight was slightly blurry and everything seemed to blend together.


“I think he’s in deep shock. He was screaming when the Shade got him…something was really hurting him in the visions,” Kurama said, laying Hiei down on the ground and putting a hand on his head.


“His temperature rose quite a bit,” the kitsune said, his voice a worried whisper.


“We have to do something about this…we…” Poh began.


“What?” Gohan said, looking from Hiei to Poh and back again.


“We have to get him to Yusuke’s,” Poh said in defeat. “It doesn’t matter whether the others know or not now…we have to get him somewhere safe where he can rest.”



Everyone looked to Kurama, as though he would be the one to make the decision.


“Let’s go, quickly,” he said, lifting Hiei with help from Gohan. The Koorime was just conscious, but could not fly. Gohan took Hiei and carried him alone, while the others attempted to race ahead. Gohan, however, was a great deal faster than the rest of them, and was far ahead of them by the time they reached the edge of the forest. 



They landed at the edge of the trees, catching up with Gohan as best they could. They reached Yusuke’s house in mere minutes…they had gone faster than they normally would have. When they reached Yusuke’s house, he was waiting at the door already.


“Gohan just rushed in here with Hiei. What happened?” Yusuke asked as they all rushed in.


“I’ll explain everything in a moment, Yusuke,” Kurama said. “Is there somewhere Hiei can rest?”


“Yeah, Gohan just took him up to my room. Is he going to be okay?”


“We’re not sure,” Kurama replied truthfully. Poh, who was just behind him, looked extremely distressed. “We just need to have him rest for a bit.”


“Alright, he’s in here,” Yusuke said, walking into his room and being followed by the others.


“You shouldn’t all come in here,” Gohan said. “He isn’t breathing too well, can you do something, Kurama?”


Kurama nodded and walked over to the bed, where Hiei had fallen into unconsciousness. Kurama put a hand on Hiei’s head again, and feeling the warmth beneath the cloth and figuring that it was in fact not the Jagan radiating the heat, removed some of the heavier blankets and Hiei’s shirt.


“Get me come cold water and a cloth,” he said quickly, and heard someone rush off to get it. Hiei breath was indeed shallow. Kurama could barely tell if the Koorime’s chest was rising and falling until he would give a tiny cough once in a while and breath heavily for a moment or two before breathing lowly again.


Botan came over and handed Kurama the cloth and water. He put the cloth into the water and started to dab Hiei’s burning face, which was flushed with the heat. 


“We need someone to watch him until he wakes,” Kurama said to the others, not stopping his task. “I’m not sure why the Shades effected him like this, did it do this to you two?”


Vegeta and Poh, to whom he was talking, both voiced their answer at once.


“No,” they said at the exact same time.


“Something must be wrong…I can’t tell what it is. Yusuke, do you have a thermometer? We should take his temperature to make sure he isn’t too badly fevered.”


Yusuke came back within seconds, holding a thermometer to Kurama. 


“We can only wait,” Kurama said.


“I’ll watch him,” Poh volunteered, stepping forward and kneeling next to the bed.


Kurama looked over at her, said nothing, and nodded. He handed her the cloth and water, his eyes inquiring.


“I know what to do,” Poh said, as though reading his thoughts. He had in fact been about to ask her if she knew what she was doing.


“Everyone else should leave the room,” Kurama said, signaling them to leave with him. He then turned to Yusuke, “I should explain everything.”


“Yeah,” Yusuke said slowly. 


He looked over at Poh, who was kneeling next to Hiei, and then turned and walked out of the room with the rest.


Poh looked down at Hiei, who was becoming slightly restless. Why had he reacted like this to the Shades? Maybe they were meant only to go to humans? No, that didn’t fit. Vegeta would have reacted differently than she had and he hadn’t. Maybe they effected demons worse than others. There was no way to tell…she wasn’t demon anymore, she just had her memories of her past life. She was ningen now…


She didn’t listen as she heard conversation drifting from the other room. She saw Hiei begin to toss around, almost to the point of being violent.



“Shh,” she said softly, placing a cool hand on his shoulder and placing the cloth on his cheek. She looked at the thermometer and saw that his temperature was much higher than anyone’s should have been. It was even too high for demon standards, she was sure…


“Is…alright?” Yusuke’s voice drifted over.


“Be…tell…recover…” Kurama’s voice.


“I…him?” Yukina’s voice now. “Feel…help…”


“Needs…want…moment…” Kurama said.


Poh heard soft footsteps behind her. She didn’t turn to see who it was, as she felt that she could piece together the missing parts of the conversation.


“Hello,” Yukina said softly from the door. Poh murmured something between “Hey” and “Nice to see you” but nothing intelligible had come out.


“Excuse me?” Yukina said politely.


“Hey,” Poh said, this time clearly.


“I heard about what happened to Hiei,” Yukina said, kneeling next to Poh and looking down at the Koorime.


“Do you have any idea why this could have happened?” Poh asked.


“Well, Kurama told us about the Shades, but I’m not really sure. They have been known to attack demons, but none of them have ever been this bad,” the ice maiden said, as though she knew what Poh had been wondering.


“So you don’t know why he is so bad?” Poh whispered, staring at the now peaceful face of the fire demon.


“Not really, but I could guess a couple things,” Yukina replied. “I was thinking that maybe he got a particularly bad vision, but there’s no way to tell but to ask him…”


“I had a terrible vision when they came to me,” Poh said. “His couldn’t possibly be any worse, could they?” 


Yukina thought this over.


“Well, I don’t know. I don’t know that much about Hiei, really,” she said. “He’s so quiet and mysterious…but I feel like I know him from somewhere…I did from the first time I saw him.”


“When was that?” Poh asked, trying to keep the conversation from steering in the wrong direction but still trying not to seem as though she was changing the subject.


“When Kazuma and Yusuke saved me from Toguro,” the maiden replied. “He got rid of my guards and was about to kill Tarukene…I stopped him, though. I didn’t want anyone else to get killed. He didn’t kill him…I felt much better after that. He never told me his name, I had to find out from Botan at the Ankoku Bujutsukai. I felt like I really knew him…”


“What did he say to you when he saved you?” Poh asked.


“I asked him who he was, and he said that he was no one…’just part of the team’ he said. I left after that to go see Kazuma…he was wounded…I didn’t see him until the Bujutsukai.”


Poh said nothing after that, but kept trying to cool Hiei down. It was working. His temperature had lowered significantly, and his face was no longer flushed.


Yukina looked over at Poh incredulously.


“You care about him, don’t you?” she asked, smiling.


Poh looked at Yukina, readying herself to deny it, but something in Yukina’s smile was disarming and she found that she couldn’t lie. So she settled herself to just nod shyly, looking down at the Koorime’s face.


“I don’t understand why Kazuma doesn’t like him,” Yukina said wistfully, in a vague kind of voice that made Poh believe that Yukina was talking to herself more than anyone else. “He’s always nice to me, and even if he is kind of quiet, he seems perfectly friendly.”


“Well, I’m sure that there are two Hiei’s,” Poh said in good humor. “He can be friendly at times, but his other side kind of dominates. He’s quiet, yes, but he’s just…detached, cold…it’s like he doesn’t want anyone to know him…”


“It’s ok,” Yukina said, standing up and still smiling sweetly. “I’m sure he cares about you too.”


Without another word, Yukina turned and walked away, leaving Poh looking slightly stunned, her mouth slightly open and her eyes wide. She laughed softly, turning back to her ‘patient’ and checking his temperature once more. He seemed fine now, just asleep. She put the bowl and cloth down and contented herself to just watch over Hiei.


“How is he?” she heard Kurama say.


“His temperature is down again,” she replied, feeling like the words were coming out of their own accord. “He was restless earlier, but he settled down. I think he just needs to sleep.”


“You should get some rest yourself,” Kurama said, earning an immediate shake of the head from Poh.


“I’m going to keep an eye on Hiei,” she said stubbornly, not looking at Kurama, who had walked further into the room.


“Hiei’s lucky to have someone who cares about him so much,” Kurama said quietly before walking out again.


Hiei was in hell. The darkness surrounding him was too much to bear. When he saw the faces of those around him in the forest, he had just blacked out. His eyes were open yet he could not see. He heard their voices, but the words were slurred and he could not make them out. He was burning, more than he ever had. It had hurt worse than anything he had ever faced before. His heart was beating so fast that he thought it would burst out of his chest. He had felt Kurama’s hand on his forehead and the cool cloth, and he knew that he was being taken care of. But then, his consciousness slipped slightly, and he struggled to get to the surface. A soft hand, gentler than even Kurama’s, was on his shoulder then, and he felt that he was going to be fine. He was on the very edge of consciousness…he could just hear voices, just make them out.


“I heard about what happened to Hiei.”


Hiei almost ripped his way to the surface of consciousness to hear this. Yukina was there, but there was someone else.


“Do you have any idea why this could have happened?”


That was Poh. Poh and Yukina were watching over him. He listened to the conversation, slipping away little by little but still clinging to consciousness to hear what they were saying.


“You care about him, don’t you?” Yukina asked Poh…what? Hiei stopped struggling to get to the surface for a moment, and just listened from where he was.


Poh didn’t answer. What was going on? What was her answer?


There was some more conversation, and then Yukina spoke again.


“It’s ok. I think he cares about you too.”


She cared about him? Why? How could she actually care about him? Why? Whywhywhywhywhy?


He heard Kurama come to check on him, and then leave again. Kurama mentioned something about Poh caring for him again. She cared about him? He had done nothing but scorn her since she came back, and barely spoke to her when they had been united against Frieza. 


He began to wake, feeling that at least some of his strength had returned. He didn’t think he could mull over what he had heard about Poh while unconscious.


“Poh,” he whispered, his eyes clearing slightly as he opened them.


“Hiei!” she all but shrieked, her eyes wide and staring.


“You look…ridiculous,” Hiei struggled to say, just barely getting the words out.


“Oh, thanks,” Poh said acidly. “You’re up, I can’t believe you’re up so soon…”


“Don’t call Kurama,” Hiei said, as Poh was just about to turn around and call to the kitsune.


“Well, he probably heard me screech when you woke up,” Poh said, blushing slightly. “He’ll come anyway if he did.”


“If he had, he would have come by now, so keep your voice down,” Hiei said. Poh nodded.


“What happened to you?” Poh asked.


“You should know better than I would. I was unconscious,” Hiei said, wondering whether that was a lie or not. He had been unconscious…kind of…


“Well, why don’t you want me to call Kurama over anyway?” she said, leaning close and whispering so low that it was just broken wisps of breath, but Hiei heard them loud and clear. He didn’t reply right away, but closed his eyes and breathed deeply, steeling himself for what he wanted to say.


“I could hear the last couple minutes of conversation,” he said quietly.


Poh looked like she had just been dealt a painful blow, and was in shock from it. The color drained from her face, but she straightened it almost immediately and became toneless.


“What conversation? I’ve been the only one in here since we got here,” she said, putting on a very good act, though the color still hadn’t returned to her cheeks.


“Don’t lie to me,” Hiei whispered calmly, his temper, for once, not rising.


Poh didn’t reply, but pushed him back down from his half-sitting position and proceeded to dab his face with the cool towel.


“You probably dreamed it, Hiei. No one has talked since—“


“I thought I just said not to lie to me,” Hiei interrupted. “Besides, it would have been smarter to ask me what I had heard and tell me that I had heard wrong. I know that I wasn’t dreaming, because if I was I would have dreamed about something entirely different, after—“


He didn’t need to finish. He trailed off, looking down at his feet, not wanting to finish the sentence even if he could. His voice had choked off when he was about to say something about what had happened to him earlier.


“Fine, what did you hear?” Poh asked.


“It’s not going to work now,” Hiei said irritably.


“Well, maybe you did hear the wrong thing. I won’t lie,” Poh said.


“I heard you taking to Yukina and Kurama…you were all talking about how you cared about me, and I want to know if what I heard was true.”


Poh froze while putting the cloth back into the water. 


“Well?” Hiei said.


“I told you I wouldn’t lie,” Poh said.


“I know you did.”


“Then I won’t.”


“Is what I heard true?”


“I won’t lie to you Hiei.”


“Then tell me the truth.”


“No…you wouldn’t understand the truth if I told you.”


“It’s a simple yes or no question. I don’t see what there is to understand.”


“I said that I wouldn’t lie to you. But I never said that I would tell the truth.”


“That’s the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard.”


“No it isn’t.”


“How do you know?”


“Hiei, how is it ridiculous?” Poh asked. “I’m obviously trying to avoid the question, so why don’t you accept that I am probably not going to answer.”


“You care about me, don’t you? Otherwise, you would have answered the question long before now.”


“I might just not want to hurt your feelings.”


“Who said it would hurt my feelings?”


Poh didn’t reply, but was obviously trying very hard not to look mortified.


“Why wouldn’t you just tell me?” Hiei asked, still keeping his voice low.


“What was I supposed to say, hn?” Poh asked, staring Hiei straight in the eye, her voice becoming angry but never louder. Her eyes blazed like an angry cat’s, vicious and harsh. “’Oh, Hiei, by the way, I happen to have a little thing to say to you…I care about you, sorry to sound so tacky.’”


“No.”


“Then what was I supposed to say?”



“You didn’t have to say anything,” Hiei replied.


Poh looked straight at him, wanting to look away but unable to do so.


“And what the hell should I have done?”


“Are you stupid or something?” Hiei asked, smirking.


“I might just change my mind at my feelings,” Poh said, smirking herself, trying not to but obviously having trouble.


“Fine by me,” Hiei said, leaning back on the bed and staring at the ceiling.


“Fine,” Poh agreed, staring down at the ground.


Hiei leaned up again, moved over to where Poh was kneeling, and took her chin in his hand. He lifted her face up to meet his, staring her straight in the eye.


“I don’t think you believe that,” Hiei said, not letting go of her chin.


Poh just looked at him, a mingled look of anger, confusion, and sadness in her eyes. Hiei looked into those eyes, feeling like he was going to get the worst round of teasing ever at what he was about to do, and knew his decision.


Hiei leaned forward, his face very close to Poh’s. Their lips met, the kiss so soft that Poh found herself surprised that something so gentle had come from Hiei. She closed her eyes, enjoying the kiss, when Hiei backed away.


She heard footsteps and understood why Hiei had pulled back, though at the same time not. She knew he had not wanted someone to see them, but why had he felt that way? Was he ashamed?


She was thinking about this when someone came running over…no, two people. Kurama and Botan were here to check on Hiei, and when they saw that he was awake, they could barely keep themselves for jumping for joy. Kurama merely smiled happily, while Botan laughed.


“Welcome back, Hiei,” the Deity of Death said in her bubbly manner, grinning.


“How do you feel?” Kurama asked calmly, though he was obviously very happy to have Hiei awake and well.


“I’m fine now,” Hiei said, sitting up and looking round at the three next to his bed, his eyes lingering on Poh’s for only seconds before turning to Kurama.


“It was the Shades, wasn’t it?” Hiei asked, knowing the answer anyway.


“We believe so, but there is no real way to tell,” Botan answered for the kitsune, still smiling. “But you’re ok now, so we can work on other things, right?”


“No,” Kurama said, his smile fading. 


“No?” Botan repeated, her smile vanishing as well.


“No,” Kurama said again, looking to the Deity of Death. “We need to find out where the Shades are, why they are after us, and why Hiei reacted to the visions like he did.”


There was an uncomfortable silence following these words. Botan broke the silence, obviously feeling awkward.


“Well, Poh, why don’t we leave the discussion to the men for now?” 


Poh was about to retaliate, wanting to point out that it hardly mattered whether it was male or female who discussed it, but a meaningful look from Botan made her agree instead.


The two women walked out of the room, and they came, eventually, upon the kitchen, empty as how Poh’s heart felt.


“What were you two doing in there before we came in?” Botan asked roguishly.


“Nothing,” Poh said, realizing the instant she said it that she had replied too quickly for a good act.


“I don’t believe you,” Botan announced, shaking a finger in her face as Bulma had when she had denied her feelings for Hiei.


Poh sighed in defeat, knowing that she could no longer keep up any of her acts.


“We…kissed,” Poh said slowly, keeping her voice down.


Botan clapped happily, smiling and laughing.


“Oh, I knew it!” she cried softly, still trying to keep anyone else from hearing even through her overwhelming excitement.


“Keep it down, Botan. You knew it?” Poh asked, trying as hard as she could not to smile.



“Well, you two are an obvious couple,” Botan said, as though for all the world it had been known since the beginning of time. 


“What do you mean? Poh asked, knowing the answer anyway.


“Oh, don’t be thick, Poh, you know very well what I mean,” Botan said reproachfully, though she was still in a very happy mood and it came over as though she were joking instead.


“Why don’t you tell me?” Poh pushed.


“Oh, fine, you know that you cared about Hiei from square one. It just took some time for him to figure out that he felt the same! You two are so cute—“

“Oh, no, Botan, don’t start with that. I’m not even sure that he does care about me at all…”


“What are you talking about, Poh? Of course he does!”


“No, I don’t think he does. Why else would he have stopped when you guys came in? It’s like he’s ashamed of me.”



“Poh, he was sparing you both some embarrassment. If Kurama had seen, he would have automatically started teasing both of you, and eventually, when the others found out, you would have both been in for a hard time, believe me. He was just worried that everyone would tease you so much that you would change your mind.”


“How do you know that?” Poh asked suspiciously. “Maybe he didn’t think about whether or not I would change my mind and just didn’t want to be teased.”


“Oh, Poh, you’re so naïve. Hiei cares about you a lot, and he’s worried! He’s scared because he’s lost a lot of things that he loved…Yukina is probably the only one left who he cares about—besides you, of course—that hasn’t died or left, but she doesn’t even know that he’s her brother!”


Botan was keeping her voice down a lot, possibly fearing that someone could hear about Yukina and Hiei’s relation.


“This is the thing,” Botan continued. “Hiei has nothing to care for in the open…maybe he just isn’t used to feeling this way about something in front of other people and wants to keep it inside. He’s not the one for emotions other than anger and hate, usually, so it may be hard for him. And he obviously cares about you very much, but he may feel confused, because he hasn’t really known you that long and he might be like Vegeta and believe that emotions are weak, and not want to admit he cares.”


“I understand this completely, believe me,” Poh said, feeling slightly annoyed, “but it seems incredibly stupid that he feels that way. Anyway, if he thinks emotions are weak, he wouldn’t have kissed me, would he?”


“Oh, there are a ton of possibilities, Poh, but the fact of the matter is that he cares about you more than you care about him—“


“Don’t assume,” Poh said quietly, earning a chuckle from Botan.


“—The fact of the matter is that he cares about you as much as you care about him. It’s just that…well, I’ve known the Reikai Tantei members since they joined the group, and the first thing the others will do before congratulate you is tease you until you’re face is so red you could have painted it that color. He was sparing you.”


Poh nodded, smiling. 


“The others are going to find out eventually, you know,” she said in a pained voice.


“Well, by that time, things will probably have leveled off for you and Hiei. It won’t bother you as much,” Botan said reassuringly.


“What won’t bother you as much?” 


Yusuke was leaning in the doorway, looking suspicious.


“Oh, go away, Yusuke, it’s none of your business,” Botan said with a dignified note in her voice.


“Come on, what were you talking about?” Yusuke pressed, stepping in to the room and sitting down with them.


“If it’s really any of your concern,” Poh said, pulling another of her acts, “we were talking about Botan.”


Botan didn’t say anything against it, but gave her a look when Yusuke wasn’t paying attention.


“What about her?” Yusuke asked, now looking at Botan, who wiped the silly face off immediately.


“You are tactless, Yusuke,” Poh said, looking like she was concerned about something. “Botan wanted to talk about her job for a moment. It’s hard, seeing all these people have to deal with being dead. It hurts sometimes.”


Yusuke looked at Botan and looked kind of guilty.


“Sorry,” he said sheepishly. “I didn’t know your job made you feel sad. You seem so happy all the time.”


“Well, I must keep cheery, but it doesn’t bother me so much as it used to. It was just my most previous job…some little girl didn’t know what death was and wanted to go to her mother, and I was sad to take her away, that’s all,” Botan said, looking anything but sad and depressed.


“Don’t tell the others,” Poh said, pulling a face full of sympathy and caring. “I don’t think that would help. I was telling her that it was really sad and she said that after time, it doesn’t bother as much. There, happy? Could you leave?”


Botan nodded her agreement, sighing and looking as sad as she could. It wasn’t as good of an act as Poh was pulling, but it was still ok.


Yusuke nodded and left the room, looking guilty the whole way. The two waited until he was out of earshot until cracking up.


“You’re such a good actress, Poh!” Botan said, giggling like a schoolgirl.


“You should have seen your face! You looked more like you were about to throw up than sad!”



They laughed over it for a moment until they heard footsteps. They looked to the door and saw Kurama, closely followed by Hiei.


“We have a plan,” Kurama said as he walked in. “Botan, you should leave. You won’t be able to go through with this plan anyway.”


“Why not?” Botan asked indignantly.


“Because we have to go through Makai to carry out this plan,” Hiei said simply. “Where are Gohan and Vegeta?”


“I’ll go get them,” Botan said, jumping up and walking out quickly.


“What were you too giggling about when we came in?” Kurama asked, taking a seat.


“Nothing really. Yusuke came in when we were talking and the look on his face at what we were talking about was pretty funny, that’s all,” Poh replied, still trying to hold back some snickers.


“What were you talking about?” the kitsune pressed.


“Botan was talking about a job the other day where she had to ferry a little girl who didn’t know what ‘dead’ meant. She was feeling kind of bad about it, but then when Yusuke came in and said something insensitive, the look of guilt was so funny that it cheered her up.”


Kurama looked as though he was hurt, but Hiei smirked and looked straight at Poh.


“Is that really what you were talking about?” he asked quietly.


::Kurama knows as well::


Hiei’s voice rang throughout her head. She took the message seriously and shook her head, giving Hiei a meaningful look.


Kurama seemed to understand, and kept his mouth shut as Gohan and Vegeta came into the room, followed by Yusuke and Botan.


“Yusuke wouldn’t be left behind,” Botan said.


“Neither would I,” said a voice from behind Yusuke.


Kuwabara stepped out into the open. He was hidden behind Gohan greater height, and barely anyone had noticed him besides Yusuke and Botan, who were behind him.


“Fine,” Poh said. “Kurama, would you mind explaining the plan?”


“Of course,” he said. “The plan is this…I am not effected by the Shades…so I think that we should use a kind of bait. If the Shade realizes that I am not effected, it may just attack me head on. You guys will only have to make sure that I don’t get killed, and help any innocent people who decide to come along. But I will be the bait, and I hope that this works.”


About an hour later, the plan had been discussed and agreed upon. Poh, Kurama, Hiei, Yusuke, Gohan, Vegeta, and Kuwabara were at the edge of the rip separating their two worlds. They had just come through, and were about to make their way to Capsule Corp.


“So, is everyone clear on the plan? Everyone knows what to do?” Kurama said.


They all nodded, a few of them smirking.


“Let’s go,” he said.


They took off, heading toward Capsule Corp. But when they got there, they had to stop.


Bulma was outside, calling frantically to Vegeta.


“Vegeta! Please come back!” she called, crying through her yells.


“Bulma!” Vegeta yelled hoarsely, streaking toward the ground.


“Vegeta!” Bulma said, as though she had been expecting him to come the whole time. “Oh, Vegeta, that thing’s in the house, and it has Trunks! Please…”


Vegeta went into the house faster than the rest, excepting Gohan, could follow. They all went into the house, and stopped dead at what they saw.


There was one single figure above Trunks, who was laying on the ground, crying.


“Toussan, no…Toussan,” he was whispering, rocking back in forth in a little ball on the floor.


The figure looked up at them…and what they saw shocked them all into complete silence…no one moved an inch…


The figure was Hiei.


Bulma had been making some lunch for Trunks when she heard her son cry out. She ran into the other room, and found Trunks on the floor, crying and balled up into a little knot. There was a figure over him, but she could just barely see his face. It was that Hiei man that had been brought back by the dragonballs, the one Poh cared about so much. What the hell was he doing here?


“Get the hell away from my son, you fucking baka!” Bulma shrieked, but instantly sank away. 


It was very cold…she had not felt this when Hiei had been here last…what was this thing? It was definitely not the quiet, serious, detached man that had come back only two months before. And there was something in the eyes…he was darker than before…blacker…she had only felt something like this once. It was when she was near Frieza, but this was so much blacker than that…


“Trunks,” she whispered.


“Toussan’s coming, Kassan,” Trunks cried out, and then the Hiei-imposter bent down again and Trunks started to cry harder again.


Bulma ran outside, screaming Vegeta’s name, hoping that her son wasn’t just having childish hopes. But then, a callused hand was on her cheek and Vegeta was rushing inside the house to help their son. Along with him was Gohan and the ones from the other side of the rip, including the real Hiei. She sagged in relief…they were here.


She ran inside with the rest, and saw that they were as shocked as she to find that Hiei-imposter there.


Then, suddenly, everyone was pushed back. She was knocked into a wall, and muttered a short whimper of pain before the boy Yusuke turned around and signaled her to be quiet. She nodded, looking past him to where Hiei and the imposter were facing each other. Trunks, taking the opportunity, ran out from under them and straight to her.


“Hiei, no,” Poh whispered from beside her, a tear glistening in her eyes.


“Everyone outside,” Kurama said, pushing them all out. “There’s nothing we can do.”


They all eventually made it outside, but Poh was struggling against Kurama and Yusuke, who were restraining her.


“No!” she screamed, trying to make it back through the door.


“Let me go!” she snarled, trying to get out of their grips.


“Poh, what will you do to help him?” Gohan asked from in front of her, rounding on her with an anger Bulma had seen only very few times, and it had scared her whenever she saw it. Poh seemed unaffected by these words, but continued to struggle, though only half-heartedly.


“He won’t benefit from you being there, Poh,” Gohan said, his voice calm, measured, and so beyond his years that Bulma had a feeling that she should not contradict him at all, ever again. He was angry, she could see that, or else very worried and incensed because of that. 


“He has to do this. We all realize this now. No plan would have worked. The Shade came for Hiei and Hiei alone. He saw this and he has to go through with it. When he lets go of what he sees, just like you did in your dream, and Vegeta in his, even though you don’t know it, he will have to fight the Shade physically, and on his own.”


“How do you know that?” Poh asked, her eyes standing full of tears.


“You may not realize it, Poh, but we all know this now. It’s just reasonable, and there’s nothing to signify the contrary. Look, he has to throw off the Shade on his own, alright? Then, he has to fight it.”


“Why does he have to fight it on his own?” Poh asked, her tears just short of falling.


“You should understand this Poh. Hiei is like a Saiyan in many ways, but there is one that beats all else. His pride. He would never let another do this job for him, he wants to fight the Shade, and he wants to prove that he’s strong enough. He wants to protect you because he loves you so much.”


Poh fell silent at these words, and her tears fell.


Something happened to them, though. The tears, as they fell, bounced back off the ground. They had formed tiny pearls…how?


“I…I can do it again,” Poh whispered, stooping down to pick up the gems. She flinched at the sound of a cry from Hiei, but looked like she believed something now.


“What do you mean?” Gohan asked. “You’re not Koorime anymore.”


“I never told you guys, did I?” Poh asked the others quietly, looking down at the gems. “No? Then I’ll tell you now.


“In my past life, I was an ice maiden, like Yukina is. But then, obviously, I died. Without intending to and without even wanting to, I was put into a ningen body…this one I have now. But all my life, I knew what my past life was. I have wanted to cry these gems and fully remember who I was and who I am so I could finally rest. I have spent my life just trying to figure this out…other people who have been reincarnated could use their powers from their past life, so why couldn’t I? And this is how I met you guys. I wanted to go to the other side because I found out that there were things called dragonballs in another universe. I went to find them so I could use them to find out why I am like this. I’m a damned soul…I can’t rest until I find out. I knew I would die eventually, but I didn’t want to before I could find out. Because this time, I’m sure I wouldn’t be reincarnated, and I would spend eternity just wondering why. And it would have drove me insane. But now, I understand. 


“Gohan, do you remember that I was telling you about how I felt that the tears should only be shed if the situation was worth as much as the Hiruseki stones?”


“Yeah,” Gohan replied, looking down at Poh. She looked back up, her eyes red and the tears falling to the ground, leaving a pile of small gems in front of her.


“Well, I think I’ve figured it out. I couldn’t cry my gems because I hadn’t found a situation worth crying over. I never had…even when my ningen family died, I didn’t love them as much as I should have and even when I cried I knew that I was only doing it to try and get the gems. But now, when I’m crying for Hiei, I don’t give a damn anymore. I don’t care if I cry gems or if I cry sand, it doesn’t matter. I’m crying because I love him and I don’t want him to die, and that’s why the tears are worth it…”


She trailed off, staring into the room where Hiei was fighting the Shade, and she let another tear fall, hearing the click as it hit the other gems, and felt like she could finally die happy.


Hiei saw everything he had before, exactly. His being cast out of Koorime, Sigure, Frieza, Poh, everything. He saw everything. And he accepted that it wasn’t important…what was done was done, and what would be would be. It didn’t matter what others said would be his fate…fate didn’t exist. He walked his own path, and he could leave it and return whenever he wished. He wasn’t destined to end up in the same place, because destiny didn’t exist either. Whatever he decided that he would do, that was what created his future. He knew that nothing was set in stone...


And the last vision he saw was of Poh. She was on the ground, crying, gems at her sides because she had cried them like she had always wanted to. She was smiling through a mask of blood and tears, her hand cold as she caressed his cheek. And he saw that though destiny and fate were nothing to him, there were some things that were set in stone. With a final, ear shattering cry, Hiei threw off his Shade for good and all.


“Who sent you, you bastard?” Hiei growled, standing up and readying himself to fight this thing like he knew he had to.


But the Shade did not answer. It attacked him full on, fists flying in every direction. Hiei reached to his back to get his sword, but realized that he had left it back at Yusuke’s house. Stupid! He would have to rely on his fists alone.


The Shade had amazing strength that could match his…but something was wrong. It wasn’t fighting up to his own full potential like it should have. That, or something was making Hiei himself stronger. 


The Shade threw Hiei against the door, and the glass shattered, throwing him to the ground in a shower of glass. 


“Hiei,” a voice whispered from behind him…Poh.


Suddenly, as she stepped in front of him, he knew why he was stronger. He heard something in his mind then, a voice that seemed familiar yet he knew he had never heard it before.


::Use your love to fight. Use the Pain of Loss::


Who was that voice? Hiei didn’t have time to find out.


“Poh!” he yelled, his voice hoarse and dry. “Get away!”


“No!” she cried.


And then she screamed in pain and sank to the ground…a hole was left in her stomach, seething smoke and the smell of burnt flesh.


“Poh,” Hiei said, realizing that the Shade could use Spirit Energy as well as he could…but the thing hadn’t bothered to use dark energy, like he used for his techniques. It had used regular Spirit Energy because it didn’t want to use the dark energy…or couldn’t.


“Poh,” he whispered again, putting his hand on her cheek. And then, the vision happened.


She was smiling, some blood on her face. It had come from him, when he had put his hand on her cheek. He took it away, realizing that some glass had gone into various body part, including his hand, which had left the blood on Poh’s cheek. She was crying, her tear gems falling to the ground beside her head. She put her hand on his cheek, struggling for breath as she said those words…


“I love you, Hiei,” she whispered, and closed her eyes, the life leaving her body for useless and cold on the ground. Hiei could see that across her face was a smile, and that showed him that she had died happy…


The Shade was laughing with his own laugh…thief. He stood up, realizing that that voice had told him to use the ‘Pain of Loss’ and he understood why he was stronger than the Shade. It was because the Shade had not lost the one thing it loved, and was not driven by this love to defeat the other, and that was its weakness.


Hiei jumped forward, punching the Shade with a strength that was not his. He hit it over and over, his energy enveloping his hand of its own accord, leaving smoldering holes all over the Shade. He just hit it over and over and never let it move or even block, he just would not stop hitting it.


And it died. It finally let out a shriek, turned entirely black, and sank into the shadows around them. Hiei spat on the ground where the Shade had disappeared, and ran to where Poh’s lifeless body lay.


“No,” he whispered, feeling what he had fought against his whole life surge to the surface.


A tiny thud sounded through the now silent area. No one was speaking, and it seemed that they weren’t breathing either. Hiei had just cried, and his Hiruseki stone had hit the other gems, Poh’s gems, and was followed by more as Hiei cried for the loss of the only one whom he had ever truly loved.


“Poh…” he whispered, his hand on her bloody cheek. She was smiling…she died smiling…


::Hiei::


It was not the voice from before, but another voice now…her voice…


::Hiei, do not bring me back, do you hear me? Don’t use the dragonballs::


::Poh::


Hiei sent his message back to her, his tears stopping and his head snapped up.


::I will not allow you to bring me back, do you understand? I can rest, finally, after so long. But you can be sure that I’ll be waiting up here for you. Think you can make it?::


::Yes::



::Promise me::


::I promise!::


::I love you Hiei…::


Hiei felt a gentle touch on the shoulder before the mental link was lost. And he looked to his shoulder, hoping to all hope that she was beside him, telling him that she had not died. But she was not there…the only thing that was there was the wind blowing by, whispering words of comfort to him that could never set his soul to rest in a million years. 


“Someone talked to me earlier,” he said to the others. “Do you know who it could be?”


“What did they say?” Gohan asked. 


“It was a man…he said to use the Pain of Loss…”


“Toussan!” Gohan cried. Hiei only half listened to him as he started wondering aloud about his father…


And he cried, his tears hitting the ground one after the other, pattering away as the others let him cry, cradling the body of the one he had loved more than anything else. He hoped that she could hear him as he whispered the last words.


“I love you, Poh,” he whispered, his voice barely more than a breath. She was the only one who heard him. She was the only one who needed to. And he cried.


No one ever found out who sent the Shade, why it was sent, or why Hiei had reacted to it the way he did.

Weeks later, Hiei sat on the cliff he favored, watching the night sky lighten slightly as the morning hours came. It was raining, just like it had ever since she died.


Hiei took something out of his pocket. It was one of her Hiruseki stones. He had burned the rest with her body. It was not right to leave her deep in the cold earth. He knew she was too free to be kept below the earth like she was in a prison. She had been sent through the fire to the sky, where she could be free for the rest of existence.


Hiei wasn’t talking to the others. He stayed at his cliff, only eating a little bit of what the others brought to him and then abandoning it to think about her again. He had never felt a pain this terrible. He didn’t cry anymore. He didn’t want to be reminded of her again in such a painful way. 


He stared into the gem, wondering if she had heard the message he had sent to her as he finally said goodbye in front of Capsule Corp. He had been in shock from the fight with the Shade and her death, so he had been given a room there until he recovered. He left in the middle of the night, returning through the rip, and going to Ningenkai to his favorite spot to just remember.


The wind blew by, and it was like her touch as he tried to think of that one kiss they shared. It was not the last…before he burned her body and set it free, he kissed her cold lips, still wishing to all the world that she be alive. But as he felt the cold and the lack of response from her, he let her go, and set her free like she had wanted to for so long.


Kurama was the last to come to him before that moment. He had given Hiei his condolences, and then left, seeing that Hiei would want to be alone to accept everything and move on. Hiei thought that it was ridiculous…to move on. To move on would mean to forget her, wouldn’t it? He wouldn’t forget her. 


And he had remembered his promise to her as well. He would not be condemned to hell and spend eternity making her wait because he had not been worthy enough to join her. He would not forget her and just live life like he had before. He would see her again.


He put his lips to the stone, swearing that he could hear her voice on the wind, and threw the stone off the cliff into a river below. He heard a very faint splash as it hit the water, and knew that she was happy again. 


He stood up, feeling like he had lifted a weight, and walked into the forest, intent on talking to the others once again. 

Just as he left, he turned and looked behind him, whispering a final farewell to the first one he had loved so much. Then, he walked on, just as the first rays of morning were beginning to shine.

--

