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Setting Sun

By: Falconess


Cold, alone. The wind swept around his still form, shaking wisps of hair but never the detached expression across his face. His somewhat handsome features remained like stone, unmoving and emotionless. He was still as death yet something was so alive about him…something that wasn’t easy to place. His eyes were cold and sharp, bloodred rubies that could stab the heart of the bravest soul. They betrayed the powerful feelings that created a whirlwind in his mind, a mix of sadness and confusion and even something like pain. They seemed angry, the very word to describe their owner…a fierce warrior and thief who fought ruthlessly for his honor alone. But deeper than the rage those crimson eyes expressed, there stood a haunted and sorrowful gleam…he seemed to be in great pain, but also seemed to be skilled at pushing these thoughts away. 


He stood abruptly, faster than a normal eye could follow, and turned…someone was behind him.


“Why are you out here alone like this, Hiei?” a soft, gentle voice said.


Hiei…the dangerous fire demon, possessor of the Jagan—a powerful third eye that was hidden beneath a white bandanna on his forehead, just beneath stray strands of his black and white hair. This was the source of most of his power. It gave him incredible mental powers and the ability to summon energy from the pits of the darkest realms. 


“What’s it matter?” Hiei replied simply, in his aloof and almost harsh voice, having an almost toneless quality to it.


“Koenma has sent for all of us,” the gentle voice said. “Botan couldn’t manage to find you so I came to look myself. We have a mission.”


Hiei watched as the owner of the voice stepped forward. He was a handsome young man, a tall, lean ningen boy appearing to be about sixteen or seventeen years. He had fierce red hair and emerald eyes accenting a soft, attractive face, with a kind of charismatic and mild manner about him…Suicchi Minamino was his ningen name. Hiei, however, knew him to be Kurama, the legendary kitsune thief that was feared throughout the whole of Makai, the demon world. Kurama was a spirit fox, reincarnated into Suicchi through necessity when he lost his energy after a dangerous raid. Kurama stepped forward slightly, looking at his friend.


“Something’s wrong,” he said, his soft voice showing no concern.


“What makes you say that?” Hiei asked.


“I know you better than most, Hiei. You won’t fool me,” Kurama replied, not moving an inch.


“Think what you want. What does Koenma want us to do now?” Hiei inquired, changing the subject.


“I’m not sure. Yusuke and Kuwabara are on their way to Reikai to find out now and we are going to join them,” Kurama said.


“Fine,” Hiei responded bluntly, and they set off.


When they came to Reikai, or Spirit World, the Deity of Death, Botan, greeted them.


“Oh, good, you’re here,” the bubbly woman said. “Koenma is inside with Yuu-kun and Kuwa-chan. They’re waiting for us.”


Botan was a pretty woman. She had long blue hair and purple eyes, and always acted enthusiastically and a little overoptimistic. She opened a large door and the three walked through into the room beyond.


Yusuke Urameshi and Kazuma Kuwabara stood in the center, in front of a large desk, behind which was Koenma, Price of Reikai. Yusuke was a young man, slightly younger than Kurama appeared to be, with black hair and deep brown eyes. Kuwabara was Yusuke’s age, tall and lanky with bushy red hair and small black eyes.


“Finally,” Yusuke said, and turned back to Koenma. “So, what’s this mission you’re sending us on? And why’d you have to drag us up here? Couldn’t Botan have delivered the message like usual?”


“You’re getting ahead of yourself, Yusuke, as usual,” Koenma replied coolly. “I have a very special assignment that is more dangerous than anything you’ve ever faced before.”


“What’s new about that?” Yusuke remarked under his breath.


“Be cocky if you want,” Koenma said, getting slightly irritated, “but it’ll be your funeral. I have to explain your mission now, so if you don’t mind…


“There’s some big trouble. Now, you all know that there are portals between Ningenkai and Makai. Well, something terrible has happened, and it’s going to get worse by the second. Some kind of rip between dimensions has opened up, and Makai has been connected with another dimension somehow. You see, this wouldn’t be a problem, normally, because we could just send someone in to close the rip before any demons could get it in their heads to go through it. But there’s a serious problem.


“The rip opened up on this side in a remote cave…nothing serious. But on the other side, you see, it opened up in another Spirit World. You must understand that this other dimension does have Earth much like yours, but there are strange beings that our dimension does not have. They have no Makai, and many strange people, but I’ll get to that in a second. The problem with their Spirit World is that the rip opened up in the deepest pits of Hell, where the highest powers of the universe were keeping an incredibly powerful and troublesome creature. While everyone’s backs were turned, this creature escaped through the rip and is now causing quite a stir over in Makai. He’s a force to be reckoned with, and I believe the other universe’s unofficial ‘protectors’ had some trouble with him over many places in time before he was finally killed.”


“So, we have another psycho monster on our hands. Big deal,” Yusuke sneered.


“You’re missing the bigger picture, Yusuke. On the other side, there are other races…aliens, to be precise. One particular race is called the Saiyan race, and they are a race of born warriors. The Saiyans are unbelievably powerful, more powerful than you can imagine. The Saiyans, however, were killed by the monster, leaving, in the long run, only two full-blooded Saiyans and a couple half-bloods left. This monster that escaped to this side gave these Saiyans a lot of grief at one point, and is a source of a painful past to one in particular. The thing is, this monster, upon entering Makai, seemed to draw off the energy…something weird happened, I have to admit. He’s hundreds of times stronger than he was when he died, and he knows it. This monster is no mere idiot, either. He takes pride in his skills for torturing people and destroying their pride. He’s a great tactician and seems to motivate anyone with a dark heart toward following him. A lot of Makai demons are on his side already. All of you are underestimating him already…you can’t possibly imagine this creature’s power.”


“This sounds pleasant,” Hiei remarked coldly.


“Well, I think the other dimension has some brains at the top. They’ve sent two of their warriors to this side, and we have them waiting in another room. One is Saiyan and the other is half-blood—half Saiyan and half ningen. Both are stronger than you might think. The Saiyan has a very short temper and seems determined to destroy this monster…I believe he is the one who this creature destroyed through his life. The other is a much younger boy, a little older than Yusuke here. He’s gentler than the other one, and quite a bit easier to get along with as well. We’re going to go back and see them now if you don’t have any questions.”


“Just one,” Kurama said.


“Yes?” Koenma replied, looking at the kitsune.


“What is this creature’s name?” he asked.


Koenma looked incredulously at Kurama for a moment, and then replied.


“His name is Frieza.”


Gohan was uncomfortable. It had been less than 24 hours since Dende had called them up to the Lookout with that terrible news.


“Look, I need to make this as quick as possible,” Dende had said, fear paling his green face.


“What’s wring, Dende?” Gohan asked, worried for his friend.


“It’s Frieza. He’s escaped Hell somehow and is now in another dimension. You see, this other dimension has humans, but they don’t have things like Saiyans or Namekians. They have demons, from a kind of sister dimension called Makai. It’s kind of like the Chamber of Spirit and Time to us, but things live here…demons. A demon from that side opened a rip in the wall dividing this dimension and that one, and somehow, Frieza escaped through the opening…which just happened to be right where they were holding him. He got through and is now terrorizing this Makai and the earth on that side. I need to send you and Vegeta through the rip to go defeat Frieza…but there’s a catch now. Something about the demon world is making Frieza stronger…he isn’t the same Frieza we fought all those years ago. He’s incredibly strong now, stronger than we can ever imagine. The Kais have now discussed this—we’re sending the best we’ve got over there to defeat Frieza and close this rip. We’re sending you and Vegeta, and the other dimension has a little group of warriors of their own that are going to help.”


Gohan almost couldn’t believe his ears. He didn’t want this to be true…Frieza again? Hadn’t he caused enough trouble? But something was happening to Vegeta. Hot, black rage swept from his body. He clenched his fist till blood ran and was powering up uncontrollably.


“Where do we have to go?” Vegeta growled ferociously, making the Guardian flinch.


“I’ll show you,” Dende said, and he had.


Now, they were sitting in some room, in the Other World of this new dimension. They called it Spirit World, or Reikai, and it was only slightly different from their own Other World. There were ogres running around, and there was an Enma-daiou, but they didn’t come face to face with him…they met his son, a young man who called himself Koenma. 


He had explained about their world pretty well, and it made Gohan feel like nothing could ever be normal. Koenma had a pretty woman named Botan bring them here. She had reminded him a little of Bulma, but only because of the blue hair. She and Bulma probably couldn’t have been much more different. Everything was strange…stranger than what he had faced before, and even that had gotten pretty creepy…


Gohan silently wished his father could have gone, but he had been dead for six years…he had sacrificed himself in the Cell Games to bring a self-destructing Cell somewhere else…Cell had returned, but Gohan had defeated him with the voice of his father guiding him. Gohan felt a small smile come to his face at the thought of his father, but he wiped it off as four new people walked in, accompanied by Koenma and Botan.


Hiei walked into the room with Botan, Koenma, and the others, to find two men sitting there. They both stood up as everyone entered the room, looking solemn. One was a boy about Yusuke age, maybe slightly older. He had short black hair and matching coal eyes. He was very tall, maybe over six feet. He was pretty well built, and seemed to be strong enough. The expression on his face was kind and smiling, but Hiei could tell that this boy was worried about the whole ordeal. The other was an older man, shorter than his companion. He had an upswept flame of hair even taller than his own, all black. His eyes were also dark ebony, but they held anger and hatred toward everything and everyone. He had his arms crossed…he seemed particularly strong as well. Their clothes also caught Hiei’s eye…the boy was wearing a uniform of orange and blue, and the other was wearing a simple blue outfit with white gloves and boots. 


“These are our guests,” Koenma said, breaking into Hiei’s thoughts. “This one is Gohan,” he continued, pointing to the boy, “and the other is Vegeta. They are the Saiyans I was telling you about.”


“Hi,” the boy Gohan said politely. Vegeta grunted and scowled deeply.


“This is our group of warriors, gentlemen,” Koenma said then, talking to the Saiyans. As Koenma pointed to each and said their names, the man Vegeta seemed to have a darker look on his face.


“This is Yusuke, Kuwabara, Kurama, and Hiei.”


“Enough with the introductions already!” Vegeta snapped, his energy rising fractionally. “Where’s Frieza?”


“Calm yourself, Vegeta. We’ll get you there soon. You are all going to be working together so you should know each other first. I’ll come back in a moment, I have some paperwork to do before you can leave, so try not to blow anything up, alright?” Koenma replied, and turned to walk out. Botan followed him and shut the door. The silence left was unbearable.


“So, you guys come from another dimension?” Yusuke said, trying to start some kind of conversation.


“Uh, I guess so. Are you guys kind of like this dimension’s protectors or something?” Gohan said unsurely, appearing nervous, almost.


“You could say that,” Kurama replied softly, leaning back against a wall.


“Are you guys aliens?” Kuwabara said, sounding particularly stupid.


“Where’s that brat that was just here? If you all don’t mind, I’d like to get the hell out of here and deal with Frieza,” Vegeta growled.


“Come on, Vegeta, he said he’d be back. We might as well do as he suggested and get to know these guys. We’re going to be fighting Frieza with them so we should at least know who we’re fighting with,” Gohan said, his voice changing from the adolescent tone to a kind of firm, calm voice, one that was far beyond his years. Vegeta snarled momentarily and then set himself against a wall away from everyone else.


“Sorry about him,” Gohan said, his voice becoming higher again, “he’s usually angry like that.”


“That’s ok. We have our own hothead,” Kurama said casually, laughing and glancing at Hiei.


“Yeah, he’s really difficult to get along with,” Kuwabara said quietly to the young man, but not quietly enough.


“Do you have a problem, idiot?” Hiei hissed, glaring daggers at Kuwabara.


“You wanna make something of it, shorty?” Kuwabara retorted, stepping forward towards Hiei.


“Hey!” Yusuke said, stepping between them. “Koenma just said not to blow the place up. I think he was speaking to that Vegeta guy over there, but don’t you think that applies to us too?”


“Yusuke’s right,” Kurama said gently. “Fighting amongst ourselves will do us no good once we’re up against Frieza.”


“You don’t know a thing about Frieza,” Vegeta said darkly, his voice holding a more hate-filled tone than when he snapped at them.


“Well, what’s he like?” Yusuke asked.


Vegeta didn’t reply, but only scowled silently down at him. Yusuke looked to Gohan for help, but Gohan shook his head warningly. Yusuke dropped the subject.


“We heard this dimension has demons…have you met any?” Gohan said, making everyone glad for a change of subject.


“Met?” Hiei asked, holding back a chuckle. Koenma had not told them…


Gohan looked confused.


“Hiei and I are demons, Gohan,” Kurama replied. “Hiei is a fire demon and I am a fox spirit.”


“Oh,” Gohan said, scratching his head. “You’re fighting against your own kind?”


“We are quite different from the other demons,” Hiei said quietly, sounding slightly annoyed.


“Hiei’s quite right. We aren’t everyday demons. My demon soul is in me, but my body is ningen. Hiei looks like a ningen, but he is not…”


“Damn right,” Hiei whispered, the words just reaching Gohan’s ears.


“Anyway, demons don’t normally act like ningens do. They care only for themselves, mostly, and are concerned only with living longer than the demons around him. They have no regard for life, but rather take it for granted and accept death with no question. They’d betray each other without the slightest hesitation. Hiei and I are very different, now that I think about it, but that’s to be expected. Most demons call us traitors for being in a Reikai Tantei with Yusuke here. He’s quite famous for his job.”

“Hm. What kinds of powers do you have? I’d like to hear about them,” Gohan said, getting curious.


“You want to see something powerful?” Yusuke asked.


“Sure!” Gohan replied happily. Kurama noted with something like amusement that the boy was excited about seeing something strong. Vegeta even seemed to take a slight interest in what Yusuke had to show…but Kurama knew it was not the time.


“Yusuke, don’t waste your energy,” he said. “We may need it before long. And you heard Koenma…don’t blow the place up.”


“Come on, I’m only going to show him,” Yusuke said. He held up his finger, as though he were going to shoot a Rei Gun, but he only held the energy on the tip of his finger.


“That’s all you can do?” Vegeta asked nastily.


“What do you mean?” Yusuke asked, growing angry with this arrogant son of a bitch.


“Hm,” Vegeta said, and started to bring his hand up.


“No, Vegeta,” Gohan said, taking on the calm, measured, almost commanding voice again. 


Hiei caught something from Vegeta’s lips that sounded vaguely like “stupid half breed” but decided not to heed it.


“Do you have any other powers?” Gohan asked again. He seemed to be trying to keep everyone talking so that Vegeta couldn’t do any permanent damage to anyone.


“I can use my energy for a sword!” Kuwabara said proudly. “But that’s nothing compared to the others…”


“What can you guys do?” Gohan said, turning to Kurama and Hiei.


Hiei didn’t pay attention to him, but Kurama spoke up in his place.


“I can manipulate plants with my energy to make them into deadly weapons. Hiei is a master swordsman and can use dark energy from the pits of Reikai, and many other things, using his Jagan.”


“Jagan? What’s that?” Gohan asked.


Hiei snorted suddenly.


“Would you really like to know?” he said.


“Hiei, don’t cause trouble,” Kurama said in a warning voice.


Hiei unwrapped the bandanna from his head, and held it tightly as he opened up his third eye, the Jagan.


“Whoa!” Gohan said. “I have a friend back in my dimension with a third eye…but I don’t think it emits as much power as yours does. His is just there…this one seems to have use.”


“Of course it does,” Hiei said, getting cocky. “I could do many horrible things to you with this if I so choose.”


“Hiei, put it away,” Kurama said, stepping toward the other demon. “Now is not the time to show off…”



Hiei laughed mirthlessly for a second, and then tied the bandanna back on.


“Is that your sword?” Gohan asked, looking at Hiei’s katana.


“Yes,” Hiei answered shortly, drawing back from the others.


The door opened again. It was Botan.


“Come on, everyone! Time to go,” she said cheerily, smiling brightly.


“About time,” Vegeta muttered darkly, walking toward the Deity of Death along with the others.


“So, what kind of thing is this Frieza?” Yusuke asked Gohan on their way out.


“As far as I know, he’s the leader of a race called Tsiru-jin. He was their ‘Holy Lord’ and pretty much their deity-made-flesh. He was pretty strong when we faced him the first time, about twelve years ago. We’ve all gotten a lot stronger, but knowing Frieza, we’re going to be in for a rough time,” Gohan replied darkly, his kind face dropping into a scowl that made him look very much like Vegeta.


“How bad was he the first time?” Yusuke inquired.


“At the time, bad. He killed my friend Krillin and Vegeta, and almost killed me, too. My dad defeated him, but when we came back to Chikyuu…I think you guys call it Ningenkai?…well, it’s along story, but Frieza came back, but he was killed by…see, it’s a very long story. I’ll tell you later if we have time and you feel like being bored.”


“That sounds weird. You weren’t on Earth?” 


“No…part of the long story.”


“Why were you on another planet? And if these guys died, how did they come back?” Yusuke asked, wondering if they had to go through what he had to come back to life.


“Uh…it’s complicated. I’ll explain everything later, I promise. Right now, though, I think Koenma wants to talk to us.”


He was right. Koenma was sitting at his desk when they arrived, going through some papers. 


“Alright,” he said calmly. “Frieza hasn’t been seen lately, but we know that he’s causing quite a bit of panic. We can follow his trail, but I don’t think we can catch up to him. He’s just blowing up entire cities over Ningenkai and Makai, but there’s no pattern. There’s no way to track him.”


“Yes there is,” Vegeta whispered sullenly. 


“And just what is that?” Koenma replied, putting the papers down.


“Can’t you feel his energy?” It was Gohan speaking now. “It’s so…black.”


“You can just sense his energy, even from here?” Kurama asked in surprise.


“Of course,” Vegeta snapped. “How can we not feel it?”


“Remember, these people don’t have the same powers as you,” Botan said quietly, cringing away from the angry Vegeta. “They may be able to sense things from thousands of miles away, even.”


“But I can’t sense anything,” Kuwabara said.


“Well, maybe a weakling like yourself just isn’t smart enough to pick something this strong up,” Vegeta growled.


“Weakling? Who are you calling a weakling?” Kuwabara shouted.


“I think he was talking to you, moron,” Hiei snickered, smirking.


Kuwabara snarled and muttered something like “you two belong together” while looking from Hiei to Vegeta and back again.


“Hey, we don’t need you fighting between yourselves,” Koenma said angrily. “There’s enough going on without that, so just stop.”


“Koenma’s right,” Kurama said softly. “We should try to focus on our current problems. Settle whatever’s between you later.”


“Fine,” Hiei muttered. Vegeta grunted and Kuwabara stayed silent, but looked as though he would like to hurt the fire demon and Saiyan very much.


“That’s better,” Koenma sighed, looking round at them.


“I suggest you find somewhere to stay for a while,” he said, looking at Gohan and Vegeta. “We may need to wait some time before we can attack Frieza.”


“Are you insane?” Vegeta snarled, making Botan jump behind him. Kurama smiled reassuringly in her direction, and she seemed to calm down slightly as Vegeta went on. “Frieza won’t stop until everything’s destroyed. Do you want everyone to die?”


“Hey, calm down, buddy, it’s ok,” Yusuke said, putting a hand on Vegeta’s arm.


Vegeta whipped his arm away.


“What do you know, brat? You don’t know what Frieza’s like! You’ve never faced anything this dangerous before!”


“Vegeta, calm down, now!” Gohan said, his voice firm. “Either you calm down right now or blow this place up, and killing these people won’t help us defeat Frieza. Power down!”


Gohan’s calm, measured voice did what no others’ could. Vegeta, though reluctantly, stopped his raging and relaxed slightly, standing still over the black pile of ashes that had once been a carpet.


“Bakas,” Vegeta muttered under his breath, crossing his arms and deepening his perpetual scowl.


“Alright then,” Koenma said, breathing heavily. “Find a place to rest. Train if you want. I’ll send Botan with word of what’s happening when necessary.”


Taking the hint, Yusuke, Kuwabara, Kurama, Hiei, Vegeta, and Gohan left, heading out to go prepare for whatever lay ahead. 


The six warriors walked together for a while, discussing whatever came to mind.


“So, where are you guys going to stay?” Yusuke asked the Saiyans as everyone prepared to go their own ways.


“I think Vegeta and I are going to go train somewhere secluded. We don’t want to kill anyone while we’re training,” Gohan said.


“You guys are going to train? Hm,” Kuwabara mumbled.


“And what’s wrong with that?” Vegeta sneered.


“Nothing,” Kuwabara growled, losing his temper. “I just figured you might want some rest is all.”


“I think they know what they’re doing, Kuwabara,” Hiei said quietly. 


“Who asked you, shorty?” Kuwabara snapped at the fire demon.


“And what’s wrong with being short?” Vegeta said, smirking arrogantly.


Kuwabara couldn’t seem to find an appropriate answer. He just sputtered dumbly and muttered something inaudible under his breath.


“Well, I guess we’ll see you guys later,” Gohan said, turning around and walking slowly toward the forest behind them.


“Wait a second,” Yusuke said.


“Hm?” Gohan muttered, turning his head.


“Uh, is it ok if I come train with you tomorrow? I have to go do some things first, but then can I come train with you guys?” Yusuke asked, looking hopeful.


“Sure,” Gohan replied kindly. “I’ll come find you tomorrow morning and we’ll go train.”



Yusuke laughed, looking happy.


“Alright, I’m going home,” Kuwabara said, yawning.


“See you guys,” Gohan said, waving as Kurama, Kuwabara, and Yusuke each went their own ways.


“Aren’t you going home?” Gohan asked Hiei as the fire demon made no move to go anywhere.


“What home?” Hiei snorted.


“Uh,” Gohan stuttered, unable to find an answer to that. “Do you want…to come train with us?”


“Fine,” Hiei said.


Gohan started to walk away.


“Oh, wait, do you know how to fly?” he said suddenly, turning around.


Hiei looked interested. 


“No,” he said, wondering…


“Uh, ok, let me teach you,” Gohan said.


And he did.


In a matter of minutes, Hiei had mastered flying. The three warriors took off, heading toward somewhere isolated, where they stood no chance of blowing someone up by accident.


“Ok, this looks good,” Gohan said, landing and looking around.


“So, let’s see what you can do,” Vegeta said arrogantly, looking to Hiei.


“This’ll be interesting,” Gohan said. “I’ll just watch for a while.”


Gohan went and sat next to a tree.


Hiei smirked, pulling out his sword and untying his bandanna.


“So, you want this to be a serious fight, hm?” Vegeta snickered.


“I’m glad you’re excited. Let’s see your amazing powers,” Hiei mocked.


Vegeta laughed shortly, powering immediately up to Super Saiyan.


“Nice hair,” Hiei laughed, staring at the golden hair and turquoise eyes that had once both been black.


“Let’s go,” Vegeta said, leaping into the air.


Hiei also leaped into the air, and flashed out of sight. He brought his sword down right next to Vegeta’s arm. He left a small scratch before jumping back.


Vegeta growled, throwing a ki blast in Hiei’s direction. Hiei tried to dodge it, but got caught in the leg. The Jagan flashed and Hiei held up his hand.


“Think you can handle my attacks?” Hiei said, laughing.


“Let’s see,” Vegeta said, becoming overconfident.


“Fine!” Hiei laughed harder. “Fist of the Mortal Flame!”


Hiei’s hand came to light with a black energy.


“Whoa!” Gohan said. “What power!”


Hiei jumped forward, hitting Vegeta square in the stomach, over and over. Vegeta doubled over, coughing.


“Nice,” he chuckled. “Let’s see if you can handle my attack.”


Vegeta put his hands up.


“Galick Gun!” he shouted, throwing a huge energy blast at Hiei.


Hiei braced himself and brought up his katana. The blast flew at him, but he caught it on his sword and deflected. It flew back at Vegeta, knocking the Saiyan back. Hiei took that advantage to slash Vegeta across the chest.


Vegeta cried out softly in pain, but held most of it back. He held his chest a moment, and then rushed Hiei. He slammed a fist into the demon’s face, sending him flying back.


Hiei laughed and stopped himself. 


“Is that the best you can do?” he chuckled.


Vegeta growled angrily. 


“How dare you mock the Saiyan Prince?” Vegeta snarled.


“Prince? Well, I’ll be sure to bow later,” Hiei shouted, slashing his sword at Vegeta again.


Vegeta caught the sword, almost snapping it in two. Hiei pulled it back just in time, but Vegeta whipped it out of his hands and threw it unceremoniously to the ground.


“You’ll pay for that,” Hiei mumbled, slamming a fist into Vegeta’s face. Vegeta flew into the ground, creating a large man-sized run in the ground. Vegeta powered down, trying to get up.


“Try that again,” he whispered to himself, throwing energy blasts at Hiei in one of his ‘trademark’ moves. His hands moved forward and back alternately, throwing ki blasts all around Hiei. Hiei looked around him, watching the ki fly at him from all directions. Hiei closed his arms about his face, trying to block the blows. When the smoke cleared, Hiei fell to the ground, burns across his body.


“Ok, that’s enough for now,” Gohan said softly, shoving something into Hiei’s mouth.


“Eat that,” Gohan said, looking at Hiei’s wounds.


Hiei chewed the thing obediently. It was disgusting, but he swallowed. Immediately, he felt his strength return in full and his wounds close up.


“What was that thing?” he asked, looking down at his newly healed body.


“It’s a senzu bean,” Gohan said, walking over to give one to Vegeta.


“It just heals you?” Hiei asked in surprise, wondering what other strange things these people had.


“Uh, yeah, I guess,” Gohan replied, putting the pouch of senzu beans away at his waist, tucking it through his belt.


“Think you’re up to fight me?” Gohan asked, smirking and looking much more like Vegeta.


“Of course,” Hiei said, jumping up, grabbing his katana quickly.


“Hey, Vegeta, think you can stand yet?” Gohan asked, laughing.


Vegeta growled, but smirked at the younger man.


“Getting cocky, brat? Why don’t we see just how strong you’ve become? I’m sure all the studying has made you hundreds of times stronger.”


Gohan scowled. 


“Don’t push that, Vegeta. Come on, both of you at once,” Gohan said, jumping into the air and falling into a battle stance.


Vegeta laughed, and Hiei jumped up at the young man.


“Fine, I’ll just fight Hiei while you stand there,” Gohan shouted to Vegeta, bracing himself for the oncoming assault. This was going to be fun...


After having many small spars and going through a couple senzu beans, Gohan, Vegeta, and Hiei sat down to rest.


“I’m hungry,” Gohan said, yawning.


Vegeta grunted, smirking.


“You sound exactly like Kakarott,” the Saiyan said, earning a confused glance from Hiei.


“That’s my dad’s Saiyan name,” Gohan explained. “His human name is Goku. Uh…he died six years ago.”


“Don’t you have some means of bringing people back to life?” Hiei asked. “You said that Vegeta and some other guy were killed, but you brought them back.”


“Well…” Gohan said. “Dad didn’t want to come back. There’s a lot to explain, but long story short, he didn’t want to draw any more enemies to Earth. He had kind of a habit of drawing in trouble.”


Vegeta chuckled quietly.


“Yes, Kakarott was always a silly fool,” he said.


Gohan’s face went blank…this seemed to be a common trait for these Saiyans.


“How do you bring these people back to life?” Hiei pressed.


Gohan and Vegeta exchanged solemn glances. Vegeta nodded shortly, and Gohan turned back to Hiei.


“Alright, it’s a long story, but I’ll tell you, starting at the beginning. Now, my dad told me this story a while ago, so I might get some of the details wrong, but bear with me. 

“A long time ago, there was a tribe of people living among themselves…I don’t know where. They had a large city, but the pride of this city was a temple in the very center. This temple guarded a huge statue of a dragon, but that wasn’t the amazing part. The part people worshipped there was what the dragon held in its mouth: a large, glowing orb. 


“Now, one night, a group of thieves broke into the temple and tried to steal the orb, which was rumored to grant wishes.”


“I would want to steal anything that granted wishes as well,” Hiei muttered with a small chuckle.


“I don’t blame you, but let me get on with the story. Well, these guys tried to steal the orb…but that was a failed attempt. The dragon statue opened its mouth and the orb floated up above everyone, up to the sky. Up there, it split into seven smaller orbs, all orange with a star marking their number. These orbs, which we call the ‘dragonballs’, flew out in different directions and became dormant. The robbers weren’t seen after that.”


“So what does this have to do with anything?” Hiei interrupted.


“These dragonballs do exactly what they were rumored to do in the first place: they grant wishes. If you collect all seven of the dragonballs while they aren’t dormant—if their maker is still alive and they haven’t been used recently, that is—you place them in the correct order and call up the dragon. Then, you’re wish is granted. Then, when you’ve made your wish—or two, or maybe three, depending on the dragon—the dragonballs once again fly to different ends of the planet and become dormant for one year. Now, the only people who can make dragonballs are a race called Namekians, green aliens with great wisdom. Depending on how much of their spirit and energy the makers put into the balls, the amount of wishes is determined. Our first Guardian of Earth was a Namekian named Kami, but he…well, he fused with his other half, my teacher Piccolo. Nevermind that…anyway, we needed another guardian to make the dragonballs, etc., so a young Namekian named Dende, a friend of mine, took over and made a dragon that had two wishes. Kami’s dragonballs only had one wish.”


“So you can bring people back to life using the dragonballs?” Hiei inquired.


“Yes, as long as they haven’t been brought back once before. Also, depending on the dragon, there is a time limit to bring them back. With Earth’s dragon, Shenron, there is a one year limit. With the Namek’s own dragon on their home planet, who is called Porunga, there is no time limit, but you can only bring back one at a time. Shenron can bring back everyone at once. It really all depends on the dragonballs.”


“That’s a very interesting thing…” Hiei commented. “How do you find them, once they are thrown across the planet? Do you spend months searching for them?”


Vegeta grunted and smirked with something like pride in his eyes. Gohan laughed.


“No. Thanks to my dad’s friend Bulma, we have something called a dragon radar, which shows where each dragonball is. We can collect them in less than a day if need be. Bulma is a brilliant woman, and her inventions have saved us numerous times,” Gohan said. “Bulma also happens to be Vegeta’s—“


“Shut up!” Vegeta snapped.


Gohan chuckled mischievously. 


“Bulma and Vegeta have a son together named Trunks. There’s a lot to do with him…well, not specifically him, really. We’ve had quite a few strange experiences.”


“Like what?” Hiei asked, growing more interested with these tales by the second.


“I think I’ll save that for when everyone is here. It has a little to do with Frieza.”


“Tell me about Frieza,” Hiei said.


It was Vegeta who spoke up then.


“Are you sure you want to know?” he asked, his features growing very dark.


“Yes,” Hiei replied.


“Fine,” Vegeta replied. “I’ll tell you.


“Frieza is the head of a race of ice lizards called Tsiru-jin. He is their god-in-flesh, their messiah, their Holy Lord by title. They follow him to every end of life itself…when they found out he was dead, they slew themselves to the man. Frieza is the strongest of them, stronger than his father, King Cold, had been. That icy bastard stayed in Hell, thankfully, but Frieza came here for some reason. I was put in Frieza’s service when I was four standard years, and stayed in his service almost all my life. He destroyed the entire Saiyan race save two: Kakarott and myself. Kakarott, of course, had to be noble and get himself killed, so now I am the only true Saiyan left. Frieza will stop at nothing when he gets his hands on what he wants…I have a feeling…”


Vegeta cut off, but then went on once more.


“Frieza, if he gets his hands on any one of us, will do things more terrible than you can imagine. He will torture you and break your pride and will not stop until you are broken. You’d be lucky to die once taken by Frieza.”


Hiei did not ask how Vegeta knew this…he did not want to find out, yet somehow knew anyway. 


“How did Kakarott die?” Hiei said, changing the subject. Gohan answered this question, almost sadly.


“He sacrificed himself to bring an android named Cell to somewhere else…he was blowing himself up, so Dad used shunkin idou, which is instant transmission—travelling between two places immediately as long as there is an energy signal to follow—to bring him away from Earth. Cell came back anyway, though, because he could regenerate…”


“Who defeated him?” Hiei asked as Gohan trailed off.


“I did,” Gohan said sheepishly, lowering his head to try and hide the proud smirk he couldn’t hold back.


Vegeta seemed to be struggling to hold back anger, but he kept it in check. Suddenly, just as Hiei was about to ask another question, Gohan’s head snapped up.


“Yusuke’s coming!” he said brightly, and took off into the air.


Hiei looked after him, and then turned to Vegeta.


“How can you sense energy so far away?” 


“It’s a sixth sense, stronger than that ugly brat we met earlier. I knew he had it, it was obvious, but his is nothing. You are all very ignorant of the powers you could use.”


“Like what?”


“You learned flying easily enough, and you could very well use sensing powers. I am surprised, though, to find that the stories were true…”


“What stories?”


“I heard stories that one could use energy from your spirit. Apparently, this rumor was true, seeing as how you can do it. But it’s a harder, less efficient way to attack something. You would do better to use your body energy.”


“That would kill us—“


“No,” Vegeta interrupted. “If you know how to use it right, you can use it many times without even having to rest.”


“What was that thing you did with your hair? It turned gold.”


“That is something restricted to those of Saiyan blood, called Super Saiyan. When Saiyans reach a certain level, they power up unimaginably. However, Saiyans did not know that there is more than one level of Super Saiyan…and I know that there is a third. We’ve reached the second, the first to do it being Gohan, but I know that there is a level of Super Saiyan beyond that…”


“You seem very ambitious,” Hiei commented tonelessly.


“It was my birthright to be the Super Saiyan. It was foretold that I would the Legendary, the first in a thousand years. But that fool Kakarott took my birthright! And then his brat taking it from me yet again…”


Vegeta was growing angry.


“Well, it seems that they are returning,” Hiei said in an attempt to check Vegeta’s anger for him.


Vegeta did calm down as he saw Gohan returning, with not just Yusuke but Kurama as well.


“Hello everyone,” Kurama said amiably, smiling slightly.


“Hey,” Yusuke said shortly.


“I thought we’d walk,” Gohan said, his smile looking rather goofy.


“What other way is there?” Yusuke asked.


Gohan smiled. Time to give more lessons.


The next morning, when they had all rested after their training and lessons, Kurama suddenly lifted his head up. 


“What is it, Kurama?” Gohan asked, looking at the kitsune.


“Someone is coming,” Kurama whispered.


“Where? I can’t sense anything,” Gohan said, equally quiet.


“There,” Kurama said, fixing his eyes on one spot.


Then, out of the air, the Deity of Death appeared.


“Hello everyone!” Botan said cheerfully as she landed and jumped off her oar. The oar disappeared suddenly.


“How did you do that?” Gohan asked Kurama. “She has no energy level and you don’t know how to sense it, do you?”


“I’m not sure, really,” Kurama said calmly. “It was just a feeling.”


Gohan narrowed his eyes in confusion, but then a thought seemed to come to him. He kept his mouth shut, however, when Botan started to talk again.


“Alright, boys, I have news, but it may not be good news. Frieza has been found, but don’t get too excited. He’s got a huge base somewhere in Makai, and he’s got tons of demon slaves. He’s also got a very powerful demon on his side, the one that let him through the barrier…her name is Poh, and she’s a Koorime.”


“A Koorime?” Yusuke asked. “They aren’t fighters by nature, are they?”


“Well, Hiei is,” Botan said. “I’m not sure about the rest of them, but this one is as well. She’s pretty strong, but not as strong as Frieza. Anyway, he’s held up in Makai, and he sent a message to Koenma that I think you should hear.”


“What?” Vegeta snapped. “What did he say?”


“He said that he would be waiting for you and Gohan, Vegeta. He said that he would enjoy your company again.”


Vegeta’s body was radiating black rage again, and this time Gohan could not calm him down. They all tried to stop him from setting everything around them to destruction, but nothing worked.


“Vegeta, do you think destroying the forest will do you any good?” Gohan said.


“Get away from me!” Vegeta growled. “That message may mean nothing to you, brat, but it does to me!”


“Stop it, Vegeta! You’re acting like a child! What would Bulma think?”


Gohan’s words hit home. Vegeta froze, like he had been turned to stone, and the only clue that this hadn’t actually happened was the fire in his eyes.


“How dare you speak to me like that? I am Vegeta, Prince of all Saiyans, and that includes you, you little—“


“Please stop it!” Botan interrupted. 


“Shut up, low-class wench!” Vegeta snarled, raising a hand.


Botan cringed away, looking hurt. Vegeta dropped his hand slowly.


“That was unnecessary, Vegeta,” Kurama said quietly, placing a soft hand on Botan’s shoulder.


“What do you know?” Vegeta raged on.


“Well, this has been pleasant, but don’t you think it’s time that we go find Frieza?” Yusuke said.


Vegeta glared at Yusuke, and then, without warning, took off.


“Vegeta!” Gohan yelled, and took off after him.


“Well,” Yusuke sneered after they had gone, “that Vegeta sure has manners.”


Kurama muttered something like an agreement to his sarcasm, turning to Botan and smiling warmly.


“Are you alright?” he asked her, his hand still on her shoulder.


“I’m fine,” she whispered softly, straightening herself up and breathing shakily. “I really thought he was going to hit me.”


“He won’t do that again,” Kurama said gently.


“You better hope so,” Yusuke said. “Here they come.”


Gohan was returning, an angry looking Vegeta shortly behind him.


“Sorry about that,” Gohan muttered before Vegeta was in earshot. He looked over at Botan, and seeing that Kurama’s hand was still on her shoulder, smirked slightly and turned away.


“Where’s Hiei?” Gohan asked, looking around for the Koorime.


Kurama looked around.


“I don’t know. He must have left while we were calming Vegeta down,” he said.


“I’m going to find him,” Gohan said, getting ready to take off.


“Wait,” Botan said. “I need to tell you where Frieza is.”


“We know where he is,” Gohan said. “We can sense him, remember?”


“Well, then, you should go get Kuwabara first,” Botan replied.


“Maybe we better not bring Kuwabara with us. I have a feeling he would be more hurt than help,” Yusuke said, looking slightly ashamed at his words.


“Perhaps you’re right. Kuwabara would cause arguments,” Kurama agreed, his hand dropping from Botan’s shoulder.


“I can’t go with you guys,” Botan said. “I’m not allowed in Makai.”


“We wouldn’t have let you go anyway,” Yusuke replied.


“Now wait a minute—“


“Yusuke’s quite right, Botan,” Kurama said. “It’s too dangerous. From what we’ve heard of Frieza, it’s too much of a risk to bring you.”


Botan looked disappointed, but accepted it.


“Are you done talking yet, or are we going to stand here for another day or two?” Vegeta growled.


“Should we find Hiei first?” Kurama asked, glancing into the forest for signs of the Koorime. 


“I’ll see if I can find him,” Gohan said. “You guys go ahead and make your way to Frieza…I’ll catch up.”


Gohan looked around for a second, his eyes distant, and then took off. Vegeta, grunting shortly, looked to the others.


“Well? Are you coming or not?” he spat.


“Uh, I need to show you were the portal is…to…to get to Makai,” Botan said, her eyes not meeting Vegeta’s.


“Then show us,” Vegeta said slowly, his voice dark.


Botan put her hand out, and with a small pop, her oar appeared once again.


“This way!” Botan said cheerily, smiling sweetly.


The Vegeta and the others, with their new flying abilities, took off after Botan, heading toward the portal to Makai and the location of Frieza.


“Hiei?” Gohan called, hovering above the trees some distance off. 



No reply. Hiei’s energy signal disappeared suddenly, and Gohan had tracked him as best he could without the signal to follow. Gohan wondered how Hiei could mask his power…he didn’t know how, did he?


“Hiei!” Gohan shouted again, feeling slightly annoyed. The forest was empty below, and there was not even the slightest movement. Where could he have gone?


“This is ridiculous,” Gohan muttered to himself. “Where is that guy?”


Gohan felt something a little ways off. There was a small movement. The Saiyan flew swiftly to that spot, and looked around to see what the movement had been.


“Whoa,” Gohan said, stepping past some bushes. He suddenly felt sick.


Hiei was on the ground, alive but unconscious. Something felt wrong. The demon’s sword was thrown off to one side and there was some blood coming from the side of his head. What could have done this to someone as strong as Hiei?


“Hello, monkey.”


Gohan looked around for the source of that voice. It was so familiar…the slightly rough, mockingly sweet voice that was laced with something beyond his comprehension. It was like a sense of evil and malice, and something else he couldn’t even put a name to. It was so black…


How could he not have sensed that? The energy signal was masked…that was how. But though Gohan could not feel the actual energy, something washed over him and made him shiver, even on a warm day such as that one.


“What’s wrong? You were such a fiery little brat when we last met. Hmm…you’ve grown to be a very pretty little thing…” the voice said softly, the gentle quality laced with hatred.


The voice’s owner suddenly stepped forward. Gohan felt his stomach twist and he felt like screaming at the mere sight of him…


Frieza, in his final form, was standing not three feet away. 


“Dear me, I do believe that you are in some trouble, hm? Your dear father is not here to fix things up when you fail, is he? I would very much like you to come to my new home. I think I will take this one with me. Tell Vegeta that I miss him very much…and to remember all the good times we had when he was in my service…”


Frieza laughed mockingly, earning a low growl from Gohan.


“You aren’t attacking me…should I anger you so that I can see that wonderful power you showed as a brat?”


“Don’t you dare—“


Frieza’s long, white tail wrapped around Hiei’s neck and lifted him up to the Tsiru-jin’s face.


“This one is quite handsome as well…reminds me a little bit of Vegeta. And such a temper! I wonder how many other pretty things I could add to my collection? You see, once I have finished here, I will most certainly travel back over to our own universe, and visit all my old friends. What do you think?”


“You better put him down, Frieza,” Gohan said, his voice low and dangerous.


“No, I think I’ll keep him. Of course, if you want him back, feel free to come visit me…”


Frieza vanished. Gohan couldn’t sense anything, not even the sickening feeling that he had felt just earlier. And Hiei was gone as well. His sword still lay a short ways off, so Gohan walked to it and picked it up, rage moving his energy up to a new level. Gohan felt his power rising of its own accord, as it had done many times before. Frieza…


Gohan, with Hiei’s sword in hand, flew toward the others as fast as he could possibly go. He needed to warn them.


Vegeta pulled up short in midair, calling to the others with him to stop as well. 


“What is it?” Yusuke asked.


“Something’s wrong…Gohan is powering up,” Vegeta said.


“What could possibly—“


“He’s coming this way. He’ll be here shortly, and we can see what happened,” Vegeta interrupted.


He was right. Gohan arrived moments later, a deep scowl on his face and a deadly look in his normally kind eyes.


“Gohan, what—“ Yusuke began, but then his eyes fell to what was in Gohan’s hand…Hiei’s katana…


“Frieza just payed me a little visit,” Gohan said, rage almost choking his words. “I don’t know why Hiei had walked off, but Frieza found him and knocked him out. He left me with a message and then vanished, taking Hiei with him.”


“What did he say now?” Botan asked, her voice shaking.


“He said that he misses you, Vegeta, and wants you to recall the time you spent in his service. He said he’s going to destroy this world and then go back to ours and finish what he started when he was last there.”


Vegeta didn’t power up with rage this time. But his eyes went very dark and his fists clenched.


“Show us this portal before I rip your head off,” Vegeta whispered dangerously to Botan, earning a frightened whimper.


“Stop it,” Kurama said, narrowing his eyes. “There’s no need to talk to Botan like that.”


“And what do you care, weakling?” Vegeta snapped, whipping his head toward the kitsune. 


“Vegeta, you’re wasting time,” Gohan said. “We have to find Frieza and save Hiei.”


Botan nodded and started to fly forward, faster than before. The others followed, making their way to a small cave.


“This is the portal to Makai. You should come out very near to Frieza’s location. Be careful,” she said, her cheery manner vanishing.


Kurama looked at her with emerald eyes, longer than he possibly should have. Gohan walked ahead to prevent Yusuke from taunting him as he was about to do, and looked into the cave.


“How do we know where the portal is?” Gohan said.


“I can show you. I’ve been through this portal before myself,” Kurama said, blushing slightly as he realized that he had been staring. 


“Then lead the way,” Gohan replied, looking at Vegeta shortly. He was looking determined, and Gohan really couldn’t blame him. He felt that he should do something right then himself. His glance shifted to Yusuke, who was following Kurama, and then to Botan.


“See ya,” he said to the Deity of Death.


Botan didn’t reply. She was looking past him, at Kurama’s moving form.


“Don’t worry,” he whispered, starting to walk away. “He seems to care about you.”


Botan gasped, but said nothing. Gohan was already walking away, heading toward Frieza once again.


“Here’s the portal,” Kurama said as Gohan came up to him a little ways into the cave. He was pointing to a boulder. He then moved toward it, and looking at it shortly, he pushed it out of the way. 


“Let’s go,” Yusuke said, jumping down into the hole that had been beneath the boulder. It was filled with green-looking smoke.


Gohan jumped down after the others, feeling a kind of rush as he was pulled somewhere else.


He landed hard on the ground. When he looked up, there was just a grey, clouded sky, darker than any he’d seen. He looked around for the others, and found them looking around nearby.


“Can you feel Frieza, Vegeta?” Gohan asked the older Saiyan.


“Yes,” Vegeta said bluntly, his eyes darting to the side.


“We better get going. There are some demons on the other side of the hill,” Kurama said, pointing to a nearby hill.


“Lead the way, Vegeta,” Gohan said.


Vegeta leapt into the air, turning his head toward a large mass of energy signals, and few off in that direction. Shortly afterwards, the others followed.


Hiei had listened to the argument between Vegeta and the others when Botan had appeared. Feeling that the whole thing was incredibly stupid and starting to get a headache, he had walked off, wanting some time alone. The others could find him if they wanted to.


He had wandered some distance when he heard some rustling in the bushes.


“Who’s there?” he asked quietly, drawing out his katana.


There was no answer. 


“Come out!” Hiei snapped.


Then, from out of the bushes in front of him, a strange creature appeared. It was about his height, and had bone white skin. It had no hair, and a long, thin tail. The ruby eyes looked at him with mocking sweetness, and the thing looked amazingly weak despite the strength Hiei could sense. Its mouth was curled up into a feminine bow, smirking at something only it could know.


“Who are you?” Hiei asked, readying himself to fight this creature, whatever it was.


“I believe you are a friend of Vegeta’s, are you not?” the creature said. Its voice was high and sharp, and very annoying.


“What’s it matter to you?” Hiei demanded.


“Dear me, I’ve been incredibly rude, haven’t I?” the creature said, ignoring Hiei’s question. “I must introduce myself. I am Frieza.”


“Frieza? Hmph. I figured the one making all this trouble would be a little bit…stronger,” Hiei sneered, smirking.


“Hm…” Frieza grunted, his smile disappearing. “Perhaps you should be more careful of what you say.”


“Why? Are you going to do something? Please…”


Frieza looked angry, but then the smirk returned as suddenly as it had left.


“Well, now, you have quite a mouth, don’t you?” the Tsiru-jin tittered. “You know, you could join me. You are quite a beautiful creature, much like Vegeta in some ways. He and I have quite the past. I miss him so much.”


“I’m sure he can hardly say the same about you.”


“That was a mistake, saying that to me. Not smart at all.”


Frieza’s tail lashed out with great speed. Hiei dodged gracefully out of the way, moving swiftly and surely.


“My, my, you are quite fast, aren’t you? Too bad…”



“What do you mean?” Hiei asked.


“Oh, nothing,” Frieza said with feigned innocence.


His tail came back, but Hiei was not fast enough to dodge it this time. It caught him across the right temple, knocking him forcefully to the ground. Hiei felt his consciousness leaving him slowly, and the world was becoming black. And where was his katana?


“See now, what happens to those who defy me so? You are such a pretty thing, I think I will keep you…you know, if you would apologize to me, I could lay worlds at your feet…”


Hiei spat in the Tsiru-jin’s face.

“That was a mistake,” Frieza hissed.

Hiei could just see Frieza’s head snap up, and then his eyes became blurry as the Tsiru-jin backed into the shadows. Hiei faintly heard a small gasp…Gohan was near him. He fell to blackness then, slipping into a state of unconsciousness. Frieza had come, and he hadn’t been quick enough…and now that Gohan had come, would he be able to stop Frieza or at least get away to warn to the others? Hiei couldn’t think anymore as the pain overtook him and he slipped away…


Some hours later, Hiei felt consciousness return to him, bringing the pain in his head with it. He opened his eyes, blinking to rid himself of the blurry images and bring in the scene around him. He was inside some kind of cell. It was dark, and he could feel the cold stone below him. Someone had removed his cloak and there was something around his neck…when he reached up to touch it, he felt cold metal, and then a huge shock. He cried out in pain at the shock sent through him…


“It wouldn’t be wise to do that, Hiei, master of the Jagan, Forbidden Child of the Koorime…”


Hiei snapped his head up, moving through the incredible pain. That voice was light, mocking almost, but it was kind as well, in a way.


“Who are you? How do you know me?” Hiei asked, straining to sit up.


“My name is Poh. I know you because I watched as you were cast from your birthplace. I heard your mother Hina’s cries, saw Ruri put the gem into your binds, everything. I died shortly after and then was reincarnated into a ningen body, but I still have a lot of my powers. I know everywhere you’ve been, as well as everyone else in the Reikai Tantei. I’ve been kind of a hired investigator for you and your friends. I’m the one that let Frieza through to this universe, and now I am serving at his right hand. He intends to keep you, Hiei. I suggest you do something about it.”


Hiei’s eyes adjusted to the dark, and he saw a girl no older than Yusuke sitting cross-legged near him, her elbows rested on her knees and her head in her hands. She was a pretty little thing, with straight black hair falling into her blue eyes and tanned skin. She wore a dark blue training gi, and at her side sat a long staff. 


“Why are you in here?” Hiei asked, his face crunching up to try and bear the pain as he sat up against the wall behind him.


“Frieza sent me to watch you. I actually want to help you, but there’s no way I can do that if you hurt yourself trying to take off the ki collar.”


“Ki collar?” Hiei repeated, confused.


“It dampens your ki. You know, ki? Energy?”


Hiei smirked and nodded…but he didn’t use ki for anything but flying…


“Of course, I know that you don’t use ki,” Poh said, seemingly reading his mind. “And there are things about you that I know that Frieza does not. But you really should listen to me now if you want to live. Frieza will be coming here soon, seeing as his ego has no limits and he will want to gloat at getting you here.”


“What do you want to say, then?”


“Good. You’re smarter than you look.


“Frieza is starting his own little tyranny in Makai. He’s killed the Makai leaders, and there’s a lot of confusion now. He’s getting your friends as we speak, and they’ll be in here soon. Frieza’s no fool, I’ll give him that, but I hate him.”


“Then why’d you let him through the portal?”


“I didn’t mean to, actually. I wanted to get to the other side myself to get the dragonballs…I’m sure your friends have explained them to you by now. Anyway, I wanted them, but before I could get through the portal, Frieza comes through and starts thanking me for freeing him. I didn’t know what to do, but I could sense his power and thought it to be prudent to keep on his good side for a while. Well, it will probably work out a lot better, seeing as how I am here and I can get that ki collar off of you, as long as you stay quiet…”


“Now, now, my dear Poh, are you sure you want to betray me?”


Frieza was standing in the corner, staring at Poh. 


“Lord Frieza!” Poh yelled, standing up and looking frightened.


“I’ll see that I punish you severely for your treachery, little one, and you’ll be made to see who is master and who is servant.”


Frieza’s tail snaked out and wrapped it around Poh’s little neck. He threw the girl against the wall next to Hiei, earning a growl from the fire demon.


“Oh, Hiei, have I angered you? Yes, I know your name now…thanks to your friends…I have them in my custody, and they will be thrown in here as well. It’s too bad that I don’t have separate prisons, you could have watched them die slowly and have nothing to do about it. But it may be better this way…I can throw them in here with you and you can all suffer together! How exciting!”


Frieza chuckled like a maniac, and then walked off toward a door.


“I would suggest seeing to it that Poh does not die. It will give you something to do, I dare say, and maybe I will come and take that collar off of you if you behave…”


Frieza slammed the door behind himself, and left Hiei alone with the injured Poh.


“Are you alright?” Hiei asked Poh, who was just on  the edge of consciousness.


“I’m fine. This isn’t the first time he’s beaten me. I’ll survive.” 


She crawled over to him and snapped off his ki collar. 


“There,” she whispered, and leaned down against the wall again.


Hiei felt a twist of pity in his stomach. She hadn’t even meant to bring Frieza to this side? Somehow, though he knew he shouldn’t, he believed her.


“Wait,” Kurama said, holding up his hand to stop the others.


“What is it, Kurama?” Yusuke asked.


“Something’s…wrong,” Kurama said, his voice dropping to almost a whisper.


“Of course something’s wrong. You’re probably sensing Frieza,” Vegeta sneered.


“No…not entirely,” Kurama replied. “It’s something more than that. I can’t tell exactly what, but it’s something else…”


Kurama looked around, his eyes darting from side to side. 


“Kurama? Are you ok?” Gohan asked.


“Fine.”


Gohan look at Kurama, feeling slightly worried about the kitsune.


“Let’s go already,” Vegeta said impatiently. “Unless, of course, you want to leave your little friend to die.”


This made the others focus on getting to Frieza. They flew on, until they came to a kind of town.


“That’s it,” Gohan whispered. “That’s where he is. I can feel him from here.”


“Then what are we waiting for?” Yusuke asked, starting toward the mass of buildings.


“Wait,” Vegeta said. “There’s someone down there.”


Vegeta was looking at the gate into the town. There were six demons to be seen, and possibly more within the gate.


“What are they?” Gohan asked, looking at their strange appearances.


“They’re demons,” Kurama said calmly. “They were sent for us, I believe.”


 “Well, that’s obvious. The question is, are they strong enough to defeat us?” Vegeta said, his voice sounding eager.


“Care to find out?” Gohan asked the others, a mischievous gleam in his eyes. 


The four warriors flew to the ground, landing in front of the six demons. From what they could see, there were five more within the gate, and a couple more beyond that.


“Look, a welcome party!” Yusuke said sarcastically, smirking at his own witticism.


“Well, it would be rude to just stand here, wouldn’t it?” Kurama replied, playing with Yusuke’s joke. “Why don’t we go say hello?”


“Sounds good,” Yusuke answered, cracking his knuckles.


“Wait a second, guys,” Gohan said, narrowing his eyes. “There’s something funny here.”


“I don’t see anything wrong,” Yusuke said, his eagerness for a fight growing. “But if you’re so worried, why don’t we investigate?”


Yusuke chuckled roguishly.


Gohan hesitated, then smirked and nodded.


“Let’s go,” he said, taking off toward the demons, Vegeta and the others tailing closely behind.


When they reached the demons, they pulled up short, glancing around at each of them.


“This is pathetic. They have no energy to speak of,” Vegeta chuckled confidently.


But Gohan still felt hesitant. However, feeling that his worries were silly, he kept them to himself and continued to smirk.


The demons then gave a start, having just noticed the group of warriors that just arrived. They all jumped up, laughing maliciously, and readied themselves for battle.


“Well, well, enthusiastic little bakas, aren’t they?” Yusuke muttered, grinning.


“Hmm…it appears that they want a fight. What do you think we should do?” Kurama asked, clearly ready to battle the group of demons before them.


But something happened. One of the demons had knocked on the wall beside them, and now Vegeta, Gohan, Yusuke, and Kurama were all enveloped in some kind of smoke. Coughing, they tried to see what was going on, but before they could discern what was happening, they collapsed.

Shortly afterward, when the smoke had cleared, a group of demons, fifteen in all, were walking into the demon village, dragging four unconscious bodies behind them.

Hiei heard the door open sharply and saw the large group of demons that were behind it. With a couple of thumps, some bodies were heaped into the cell and the door was shut again, leaving Hiei once again in darkness.

“Looks like they caught your friends,” Poh said, crawling over to the mass that the demons had left.

Hiei went over to where Poh sat and knelt next to the bodies. Through the darkness, Hiei could not make out any faces, but what caught his eye was a long lock of fierce red hair.

“So it seems,” Hiei replied after a long silence, dragging the bodies to lay apart from each other. They had been knocked out somehow, but were still alive.

When everyone was laying apart from each other, Hiei heard something stir. He looked to Poh, but it was not she that had stirred—it was Gohan, who was laying next to her.

“Uh,” he moaned. “Where am I?”

“You’ve been caught by Frieza,” Hiei replied, standing up. “We’re in some kind of cell.”

“Hiei?” Gohan asked, sitting up weakly.


Hiei nodded and gave a short “hn” to acknowledge Gohan’s guess at who he was.

“Oh, here’s your sword. I picked it up after Frieza knocked you out,” Gohan said, handing Hiei his sword and rubbing his forehead.

“Are the others ok? What happened?” the Saiyan asked abruptly.

“I was hoping you could tell me that,” Hiei replied. “They’re fine, just unconscious.”


Soon afterwards, the others stirred and woke, sitting up and inquiring as to where they were. Hiei answered all of them, leaning against a wall and closing his eyes.


“What was that they knocked us out with?” Yusuke asked, rubbing his head and groaning.


“I’m not sure what it’s called, but I’ve seen it used before,” Vegeta said. “I should have seen that coming!”


Vegeta slammed a fist into the ground, but then composed himself and stood up.


“Well, this is a fine mess,” Hiei remarked coldly, snorting at his own words.


“So, how do we get out of here?” Yusuke asked.


“We don’t,” Vegeta said. “If we touch the door, it automatically drains our energy…and that includes the kind of energy you use. Even if we manage to get past the door, there are guards everywhere that could just throw us back in here. The only way to possibly get out would be to blast our way through the wall and hope that it lead directly outside.”


“It doesn’t,” Poh said suddenly, speaking up for the first time. “You’ll be lead right into Frieza’s main hall.”


“Who the hell are you?” Yusuke asked, glancing over to the source of Poh’s voice. His eyes hadn’t adjusted to the darkness quite yet.


“I’m Poh,” Poh replied calmly, “and I believe you’re Yusuke Urameshi? And that one beside you is Suicchi Minamino, or Kurama. I don’t know the other two, though.”


“Poh? Aren’t you the demon that let Frieza through?” Yusuke demanded, his voice rising.


“Not on purpose,” Poh answered, looking innocently up at Yusuke.


“I don’t care if it was on purpose or not. You’re the one that’s causing all this trouble!” Yusuke stormed.


“Calm down, Yusuke,” Kurama said, looking at Poh. “She may be able to help us out of here.”


“I would if I could, but I can’t,” Poh replied. “The only chance you’ve got of getting out of here is to wait until Frieza comes in here on one of his visits and kill him. But you might have some trouble with that.”


“You little baka, how dare you—“ Vegeta began, but cut himself off.


“Hn?” Poh mumbled, turning her head towards Vegeta.


Vegeta growled, but said nothing more.


“Wait a second,” Gohan said suddenly. “You said that Frieza’s rooms are through that wall?” 


Gohan pointed to the wall Vegeta had been thinking about destroying.


“Yes,” Poh said.


“What are you suggesting, Gohan?” Kurama asked slowly, his eyes moving cautiously to the wall.


“That we take Frieza by surprise,” the half-Saiyan replied quietly. “If we blast open that wall, there’s a very good chance that we’ll stumble right into Frieza. I don’t think he’d be expecting anything, so we could take him off guard.”


“That won’t work,” Hiei said calmly.


“Why not?” Gohan asked, his eyes widening with curiosity and slight annoyance.


“Haven’t you noticed something? Frieza didn’t put any kind of restraint on you. He put some kind of collar on me, but Poh took it off. Normally, I would say that from what I’ve experienced of Frieza’s mind, he would expect you to blast the wall open and put the collars on you to prevent it. But I don’t think that he wants it that way with Vegeta. He wants you to blast your way through the wall and fall right into his hands.”


The others knew that the Koorime was right.


“Hold on,” Gohan said. “If Frieza wanted to see us so badly, why did he throw us in here? He could have just brought us to wherever he would be and watch us wake up. Then, he would probably send some people to fight us, and then after that fight us himself. From what I know, Frieza would want to see Vegeta when he first woke up, when he was weakened from that gas and too tired to fight back.”


“I see your point,” Hiei replied, “but something doesn’t feel right about that. When I woke up, Frieza was in here, too, probably waiting for me to get up. Before he left, he said that he wanted to have us all in one cell just to see us suffer together. Wouldn’t it be the same case here? He would want to watch us sit here and try to figure something out and fail, and he would be able to watch us and laugh his ass off at our efforts.”


“He’s right,” Vegeta said darkly. “I wouldn’t be surprised if Frieza was watching us now. But Gohan is right as well. Frieza would want to watch us wake up, and mock us while we were still helpless. But I think that he wants us to blast through the wall and see our power…then his ego would get a boost when he beat us down after our little display.”


“I know that this may sound strange,” Kurama said quietly, almost in a whisper, “but something feels wrong on the other side of this wall.”


Kurama walked up to the wall in question and placed a hand on it. 


“I feel like there’s something worse than Frieza on the other side…I don’t think it’s an enemy, but there’s something there that could very well make us falter in some way. I can’t tell you exactly what this feeling is like. I don’t know why or how I feel it, but there is something on the other side of this wall that I don’t think we want to see.”


Hiei looked at the kitsune. He had never heard Kurama talk like this. It was disturbing to hear Kurama abandon his normally calm demeanor and take on this worried, dark manner.


The Koorime looked to Gohan, who seemed to be the most level-headed person in the cell at the moment. 


“What do you think?” he asked the Saiyan.


“I think that Kurama is right, somehow,” Gohan replied. “I can’t feel it, but I don’t think he would lie about something like this. I’ve learned to trust instinct by now, and I think that Kurama has some kind of sense about this.”


Secretly, Gohan hoped that his ideas weren’t correct. He had remembered Kurama’s feeling when Botan had appeared, and this was something like that. If he was right…


“Well, there’s only one thing to do.” It was Yusuke who spoke this time, cutting into Gohan’s thoughts.


“What’s that?” Gohan asked.


“Well, it’s not use just sitting here and wondering what’s going to happen. The only option I see is blowing up that wall and taking our chances. The worst that could happen is that we all wind up dead, but that’s going to happen anyway if we just sit here.”


Poh spoke up then.


“Urameshi is right,” she said, sighing. “Frieza will probably be on the other side, but we’re going to have to go through that wall unless we all want to rot here. Shall we?”


Poh stood up and put up a hand, facing her palm toward the wall.


“Kurama, I suggest you move. Get ready, everyone,” Poh said.


Kurama ran back to the others, standing behind Poh. Hiei had moved from his spot on the wall, and was now standing ready near Vegeta.


“Hold on a sec. It’s been a while since I’ve used my energy. Don’t anyone interfere…I want to be the one to blast open this wall,” Poh murmured. 


“I think you and I are very much alike, demon,” Vegeta mumbled to Hiei.


“How’s that?” Hiei asked, smirking.


Vegeta just chuckled, looking eager to get a good fight.


“You have a very dark past, don’t you?” the Saiyan whispered, so the others could not hear.


Hiei nodded shortly, the smirk fading.


“We’ll talk about that later,” the fire demon said, watching the energy pour out of Poh’s hand.


Vegeta nodded, flying forward into their new-made door.


Gohan was the first to reach the room outside of their prison. He looked to the end of the hall and felt the same sick feeling as when he saw Hiei unconscious on the ground.


Frieza was kneeling in front of what looked like some kind of makeshift throne. Below him, laying in a pool of blood, tears, and filth, was a young woman. Gohan didn’t recognize her until he saw her hair…it was blue.


“Botan!” Kurama yelled hoarsely.


“Oh, my, it appears we have visitors,” Frieza said. “Welcome, old friends. And some new ones too, dear me, I have quite a few guests, don’t I? Well, the more, the merrier…”


“Frieza,” Vegeta snarled under his breath, glaring at Frieza.


“My dear, sweet Vegeta,” the Tsiru-jin tittered. “It’s been so long. I’ve missed you dearly.”


“Fuck off, you disgusting bastard!” Vegeta spat, his energy rising.


“Oh, dear me, have I angered you, Vegeta? How incredibly rude of me. I should have welcomed you in a warmer manner.”


Frieza turned his head slightly, still looking at Vegeta.


“Come, my pretty ones, I have some meat for you. Just leave the two in the back for me,” he said happily, laughing slightly.


Gohan looked around. He and Vegeta were the ones in the back.


“Well, if it isn’t Goku’s half-breed son again, Gohan,” Frieza said. “My, it appears you have brought me some pretty little things. And I have just caught this beauty outside the barrier. A lovely little treasure, don’t you agree?”


He kneeled down in front of Botan again, stroking her cheek. She struggled slightly, coughing up some blood, and moaned in pain. Tears were falling down the side of her face.


“You sick—“ Kurama began.


“Oh, my, I’m ever so sorry. I’m being so rude to all of you,” Frieza interrupted. “Was this yours?”


Frieza looked to Kurama, pointing down at the Deity of Death. Kurama growled, earning a tiny smirk from the others.


“I don’t think what you did was wise, Frieza,” Hiei chuckled. “You don’t want to be around Kurama when he’s this angry.”


“Oh? Well, now, why don’t we anger him a little more? I’d like to see his power when he’s angry very much. Perhaps he’s like Son Gohan here.”


“Don’t provoke him, guys,” Gohan said quickly, rage threatening to choke his words. “He’ll only try to make you angrier, and he won’t hesitate to do something pretty nasty.”


“You’ve grown so smart, little monkey,” Frieza snickered, his tail running along Botan’s leg. “You know how I like my diversions to be intelligent as well as pretty.”


Frieza’s tail whipped quickly and slammed into Botan’s leg. She screamed in pain. Very likely, Frieza had broken every bone in that leg.


“I’ve had enough,” Kurama whispered. But his voice was not calm, or gentle, or even remotely civil. His eyes had gone from the soft, amiable emeralds that they normally were and were now sharp, piercing daggers, aimed straight for Frieza.


“Rose Whip!” Kurama yelled, pulling one of his roses out of his hair.


“What a delightful trick!” the Tsiru-jin Holy Lord beamed, looking at Kurama’s newly-made weapon.


Kurama rushed forward, slashing his whip in every direction.


From the walls, Frieza’s demon followers fell to the ground, bleeding in several places.


“Well, you’ve managed to kill my guards,” Frieza noted. “I couldn’t help but notice, though, that you wouldn’t attack me? Oh, I see now! Are you afraid you’ll hit this little girl right here?”


Frieza’s white finger stroked the side of Botan’s face again. 


“Little ones!” Frieza yelled, tilting his head to the side, shouting out before he would hear the retort that was about to come out of Kurama’s mouth. “Go get your meal!”


Hundreds of little demons swarmed toward Vegeta, Gohan, Hiei, Yusuke, and Kurama. Gohan fought off tons of them, blasting bunches of them at a time into ashes.


“Wait a minute,” Yusuke said, slamming his fist into some of the little creatures. “Where’s Poh?”


Gohan fought off some more demons and looked for her…and found her.


She had her staff out, and slammed it right into the base of Frieza’s skull.


“Poh!” Gohan yelled, warning her.


Frieza’s tail snaked out and grabbed the girl around the neck.


“Why, you traitorous little wench,” Frieza hissed, dropping his mockingly sweet behavior.


Gohan heard Hiei growl, slamming through the demons, and rush toward Frieza. Gohan, his mouth gaping as he threw some blasts at a group of demons, could not keep track of Hiei’s speed.


Frieza’s chest suddenly had a gash in it, and then a dent appeared in his face. The Tsiru-jin went flying into a nearby wall. Poh dropped to the ground as Frieza’s tail went with him, clutching her neck and coughing. She jumped up and readied her staff, attacking some of the demons that were headed toward Kurama.


Kurama wasn’t fighting the creatures Frieza had sent after them. He was kneeling over Botan, wiping some blood and tears off of her face.


“Yes!” Yusuke yelled as he slammed his fist into the last of the tiny demons. They were all in heaps on the ground, either unconscious or a pile of ashes.


“Stupid little bakas!” Frieza screamed, standing up and clutching his face. “You’ll pay!”


Frieza flew forward, aiming a blast at Hiei. Hiei dodged, leaping in to the air and holding up his hand.


“Dragon—“


A fist slammed into Hiei’s stomach. Frieza had jumped up with him as he was readying his trademark attack.


“No,” Vegeta said as Yusuke was about to go help Hiei.


“What? You stupid—“


“Stop,” Gohan said, putting a hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Hiei wouldn’t want you to interfere.”


Yusuke knew he was right. But something caught his eye…both Gohan and Vegeta had gold hair and blue eyes instead of black for both.


“What the…” Yusuke began.


“Nevermind, we’ll explain later. Look,” Vegeta sneered, looking up at the battle between Frieza and Hiei.


Hiei had just knocked the Tsiru-jin into the ground, holding up his hand for his attack again.


“Dragon of the Darkness Flame!” Hiei yelled, shooting black energy out of his hand.


The energy flew toward Frieza, setting the Tsiru-jin’s eyes wide.


“NO!” he yelled, throwing up his arms against the attack. 


The blast hit, and smoke went up in huge clouds.


“Nice shot, Hiei!” Yusuke laughed, smirking.


“Don’t celebrate yet,” Gohan said.


“Watch out!” Vegeta shouted, trying to warn Hiei.


But it was too late. Frieza’s fist, holding a ki blast bigger than his own head, went into Hiei’s chest…and through it.


“Hiei!” Gohan yelled, his fists clutching. 


Frieza turned after, and sent a hair-fine blast at Vegeta. It went through his shoulder.


“No!” Gohan whispered, looking down at Vegeta, who was kneeling and clutching his shoulder.


“Well?” Vegeta croaked weakly. “Go…get…Frieza…”


“Huh?” Gohan said, dumbstruck.


“Stop fooling around!” Vegeta snarled, using his strength to tell Gohan what to do. “Don’t you remember how to use your power?”


Gohan turned his head and looked at Hiei’s body, now lying useless on the ground. Kurama was kneeling nearby, weakened by the demon creatures Frieza had sent after them. Yusuke was staring straight at him, nodding. Poh was waiting for something as well.


Gohan, digging into his memories, felt the power grow within him.


::Gohan, you have to let go!::


His father’s voice, though only a memory, flowed through his head. This was like the Cell Games…this was the same…


::Use the Power of Loss, son. I believe in you…::


“Frieza!” Gohan screamed, shouting until his voice ran dry.


The boy, Vegeta noticed, was changing. His power was pouring out, just as it had in the Cell Games. The Saiyan Prince uttered a dry chuckle, and used his energy to stay awake. He wanted to see what Gohan would do.


Gohan had ascended…again. Yusuke looked at him with awe and a little fright when he saw that Gohan’s hair had grown to his knees. It was still golden, but his eyes…they were different. They were just black. He had no eyebrows…there was something very weird going on here.


Gohan flew up into the air, knocking a shocked Frieza in the face with his elbow. Frieza stuttered something unintelligible, but his next words were clear.


“Stupid monkey! You can’t be this strong! You can’t!” he shrieked, trying to dodge more of Gohan’s blows…and failing. Frieza was stuck in the wall when Gohan flew in front of him, hovering just above the ground and looking like he was on a killing frenzy.


“I’m sick and tired of you, Frieza,” the Saiyan said, his voice low and dark. “Over and over, you have caused my family and my friends grief. You’ve killed more people than I care to count, including my friends! You’ve almost ruined Vegeta’s life, and you keep trying to finish what you started. You’re not worth killing, and I don’t want to clean up your mess, but I think I’ll go against my feelings and blow you to ashes like I should have the last time you showed your ugly face. I never want you see you again, you perverted bastard. If you ever show your face anywhere other than the hell you deserve, I will be determined to make sure that not even hell accepts you.”


Gohan put his hands up, his fingers curling at his sides.


“Remember this one, lizard?” Gohan snickered, blue-white energy forming between his palms.


“No! You can’t beat me! It’s not possible!” Frieza said.


“I’ll bet anything that’s what you said to both my father and to Trunks…just before they destroyed you,” Gohan said, sounding more like his father than ever.


“Ka…”


Gohan, screaming the words that his father had taught him and used so many times, using his memories from six years past to guide him, his anger pushing him on, stayed true to his word and destroyed Frieza. There was no coming back from the blow that Gohan dealt…there weren’t even ashes when Gohan finally powered down from exhaustion and fell to the ground, chuckling weakly.


“How’d I do?” he asked as Yusuke’s face appeared over his own.


“Really good,” Yusuke said, helping Gohan up and supporting him as he stumbled with his own weight.


Gohan looked around. Kurama was carrying Botan in his arms, cradling her like a child. Vegeta was walking up to Hiei’s body, lifting into his arms. Poh was looking at the ground, her face streaked with tears.


“Vegeta, we can’t do anything for him,” Yusuke whispered, looking at Hiei’s lifeless face and feeling a twist in his stomach.


“Yes there is,” Vegeta said, smirking. His shoulder was burned and bleeding slightly, but Gohan reached to his waist and pulled out a small, round bean.


“Here you go,” he said, handing one to Vegeta and taking one for himself.
“One more,” Gohan said, looking to Botan.


“What is that?” Kurama asked. 


Gohan sighed.


“It’s a senzu bean,” he said, putting it into Botan’s mouth, and whispering to the Deity of Death, “Eat that.”


Botan, though very weak, chewed the bean gratefully. She swallowed, and soon, all her wounds began to disappear. She snapped open her eyes, her energy returning to her, and began to cry silently.


Kurama set her on the ground, but held both her hands in his own.


“What happened?” the kitsune thief asked, looking at Botan’s face.


“I…I led you to the portal, and after you left I heard something in the bushes. I thought it would be just a bird or something…demo…”


“It was Frieza,” Gohan asked.


“So desu,” Botan whispered, closing her eyes against the tears.


Kurama, his eyes softening, wrapped his arms around her and let her cry into his chest. 


“We have to go,” Kurama whispered to the Deity of Death softly, smiling. “Vegeta says he has some way to bring Hiei back.”


“What?” Botan asked, her curiosity overcoming her tears for a moment.


Vegeta just chuckled. 


“You’ll see,” he said.


“We have to go back to our dimension, though. You guys should feel free to come, so you can see Hiei come back,” Gohan said, smiling at the others.


“Alright. I think we can do that,” Yusuke said.


“Uh,” Poh said, walking up behind them.


“What is it, Poh?” Gohan asked, looking at her tear-streaked face in surprise.


“Could…could I come with you? For good, I mean. I don’t want to stay in Makai and there is nowhere else for me to go,” the girl said shyly.


“Sure,” Gohan said. “Hey, Vegeta, think you might be able to convince Bulma to give her a place?”


Vegeta snorted. 


“I’m not asking her anything. If you want to give the girl a place, you convince her. I’m not even going to try,” the Saiyan Prince sneered.


Gohan laughed. “That’s Bulma, alright.”


“So, when can we go?” Yusuke asked eagerly.


“The portal is somewhere around here. Vegeta, think you remember where it was?” Gohan said, turning to the older Saiyan.


“Yes,” he said.


Gohan took Hiei’s body to give Vegeta some freedom. Together, the six took off, Hiei’s body limp in Gohan’s arms.



“Don’t get comfortable in Reikai yet, Hiei!” Yusuke said to the body, laughing and flying by Gohan.


Poh, who somehow knew how to fly, was staying close to Gohan.


“What’s wrong?” Gohan asked.


“Well, I don’t know if the others will trust me. Hiei did, so I want to stay near him. If he’s alive soon, as you say he will be, I want to be close by.”


Gohan turned his head ahead of him and tried to veil his smirk. Poh appeared to have a little crush on the Koorime…


But there was time to think about everything later. Now, he was going home.


“Please, Bulma!” Gohan begged, looking at his father’s oldest friend.


“Hmph! Fine, but you owe me, Gohan,” Bulma Briefs said, looking Gohan square in the eye. Even though she was about a foot shorter than he was and so fragile, Gohan, and almost every one of the Z Senshi, cringed at the sound of her voice when she became angry or annoyed.


“If you two are quite done,” Vegeta chuckled. “I believe it’s time to call up the dragon.”


Bulma nodded at Vegeta, smiling and holding up her hand in sign of victory.


Kurama watched Bulma put her hands forward and start yelling to the seven orange balls on the ground in front of her. Botan was standing just in front of him, her eyes wide at the strange scene. She was recovering from her traumatic experience, but she was ok.


Suddenly, the kitsune’s thoughts were interrupted by a large gust of wind. The sky was darkening, and the seven ‘dragonballs’ as they were called were glowing. Suddenly, from out of the orbs, a great green light shot up into the sky, winding around and stopping hundreds of feet into the air. The light had taken the form of a large, green dragon.


What is your first wish?


The dragon’s voice was booming. Kurama stared up in awe at the massive thing. Yusuke’s eyes were even wider and he had shouted in surprise when the dragon had leaped out of the balls, less than a foot away from his feet. Gohan and Vegeta were laughing at the looks on everyone’s faces…they were apparently used to this.


“Shenron, please revive the one called Hiei!” Bulma shouted, her voice louder than Kurama would care to hear again.


The dragon’s eyes flashed red, and suddenly the voice rang out again.


Your wish has been granted. What is your second wish?


Hiei’s body stirred slightly, and sat up abruptly. 


“What the hell?” the Koorime whispered, looking around, his eyes resting on the dragon above him.


You try my patience. What is your final wish?


Bulma thought, but then just shouted.


“That’s all for now, Shenron. Thank you!”


The dragon disappeared with a huge burst of light, and the seven dragonballs flew off in different directions above them.


“Hiei, you’re back!” Yusuke laughed, hardly believing it as he watched the fire demon stand up.


“Where the hell am I?” Hiei asked, looking around with his eyes narrowed.


“You’re on Earth, silly,” Bulma said, smiling at the Koorime.


“You died, Hiei,” Kurama spoke. “Gohan and Vegeta, along with this woman here, brought you back with the dragonballs.”


The dragonballs…Gohan had explained those to him.


“Thanks,” the Koorime said to the Saiyans and the woman with them.


“Hey, no prob,” the woman said. She was pretty, with blue hair like Botan’s and blue eyes to match. This must be Bulma…


“Hiei?” a voice said from near him.


He turned and saw Poh. He smirked and nodded in greeting.


“So, what’s been going on since I died?” Hiei asked.


“Well, Frieza’s dead,” Gohan said.


“Who killed him?”


Gohan looked sheepish, as he did when he confessed that he had killed Cell.


“Oh, you did,” Hiei said, chuckling when Gohan’s goofy smile appeared.


“Well? Anything else I should know?” the fire demon pressed.


“Poh will be staying here with Vegeta and Bulma,” Kurama said quietly. Poh nodded and smiled.


“Uh, this has been really fun, but what now?” Yusuke said, interrupting the short silence that had followed Kurama’s words.


“I’m hungry,” Gohan said, the rumbling in his stomach proving his words.


“Like father, like son,” Bulma said, sighing. “You’re so much like Son-kun, Gohan.”


Gohan smiled sadly and nodded.


“Uh, I kind of want to go home now. This has been good and everything, but I think Keiko will be really mad at me,” Yusuke said, blushing slightly.


Gohan laughed.


“I understand. Boy, I can just imagine what Kassan will say to me when I get home,” the Saiyan laughed.


“I’ll show you guys where the portal is on this side, I know where it is,” Poh said, smiling and waving to Bulma and Vegeta.


“I’ll be back. Arigato,” she said, leaping into the air. “You guys coming?” 


She looked at the Reikai Tantei, cocking her head to one side.


Everyone said their goodbyes, waving and smiling.


“Hey, what’s going to happen to the portal?” Yusuke asked no one in particular before taking off.


“Oh, Koenma will be leaving it open, but guarded,” Botan answered.


“Hey, Gohan,” Yusuke said, “why don’t you come over to our side sometime and teach me some more moves? It’ll be fun, ne?”


“Sure! I’ll come over sometime. See you guys!” Gohan replied, waving.


“Bye!” Yusuke said, following after the others.


Poh led them to the portal that led over to their side. 


“I’ll see you guys later,” she said quietly, almost sadly. 


“See you, Poh,” Yusuke said.


“Come visit us sometime,” Kurama said on his way out.


Hiei, upon going to the portal, stayed silent for a moment. Then, without a word, he nodded and stepped through.


“Bye, Hiei,” Poh whispered when he had gone through.


On the other side of the barrier, Hiei was acting more detached than usual.


“Is everything alright, Hiei?” Kurama asked, looking at his old friend.


“Everything’s fine,” Hiei replied without even thinking about it.


Kurama accepted this, but Hiei began to think again. Was everything fine? He wondered slightly whether he would see Gohan or Vegeta again…or Poh for that matter. She had acted strangely around him, different from when they were in the cell together.


Hiei, realizing that he was falling behind the others a little too much, brushed these thoughts out of his mind. He could think about those things later. It was still a long way until he was home…

Home? He didn’t even know where that was, but it didn’t really matter…he had a feeling that he would find it yet.

--

