A/N: This is my new story.  It’s not exactly action-packed, but it’s good from my standpoint. As you’ll see, the chapters are a little bit strange: I’ve put the name of a character from the show in each. This character in the chapter name is the character who narrates that chapter. It’s 1st person narration throughout the whole story, but the character who narrates switches every chapter. Fun, ne? The chapters are pretty short, but I hope you like the story anyway. Have fun with it, email me with anything but hate mail (falconessYYH@yahoo.com). 

To Dream
By: Falconess

Prologue: Hiei


It’s so cold. My breath is visible as I exhale, clouding in front of my face before thinning and vanishing completely. Everything is in darkness. All I can see is my breath freezing in midair. I can’t see my body, or move any part of it. I can’t even move my eyes. Do I have a body? Has it vanished with the light that I once, for the briefest moment, knew? Did I ever have a body, even? Or was everything I ever experienced just part of my imagination?


I try to move, but I can’t feel my body. So all I can do is think. Where am I? Is this a dream, or is this real? It can be neither—if it was a dream, I wouldn’t have such clear thoughts…I wouldn’t feel my senses, excepting touch, working so sharply. Yet, if this was real, I could move, or, at the very least, feel my body. If this was real, the silence wouldn’t be here, enveloping me. This silence in tormenting…it’s such a god-awful sound. So this place is neither a dream nor reality. What, then, could it be? There are too many answers, and, at the same time, none at all.


This knowledge established (or, rather, the contrary), another question begins to haunt my curiously aware mind—do I have a body? Of course I do…if I can think, see (if only little), feel cold, and breathe, I must have a body. But why can’t I feel my body? I can feel cold, but not my body. It’s a strange sensation, and so completely surreal in its contradictory nature.


So where am I? I try to pull at my memory to recall how I got here. If I can figure that out, maybe I can understand better where I am. But…I can’t seem to remember who I am. I know I’ve had a life…but what was it? I find myself working out a way to remember. In theory, my plan should work, so I try to use it. I can recall certain emotions, I find, so I can at least try to link each emotion with an event in or time in my life. I can feel confusion, pain, hurt, betrayal, pain, paranoia, instinct, hate, weakness, pain, hate, bitterness, apathy, pain, confusion, anger, pain, pain, anxiety, rage, indifference, worry, pain, loneliness, frustration, pain, pain, above all else pain! Yet, mixed in with these terrible feelings, I can sense something different—something to contrast with the darkness that overwhelms most of my recalled emotions. I can sense…happiness. The feeling of not being alone. Friends, people to care for and to care for me. Yet, somehow, I don’t think these lighter emotions are true. Are they really false, or did something happen to just lead me to believe that they were false? Was that belief well founded or foolish?


A picture suddenly flashes in my mind. A girl…young, perhaps about twenty or so years of age. She’s pretty, her gentle and large red eyes radiating with kindness. Her long hair, blue-green as ice on a lake, is tied back. Her pale complexion is soft and sweet, smiling with all manner and appearance of caring. I feel a strange twist as I see this image in my mind. I can feel love for her: not a romantic love, but more of…something else…I can’t quite place it, but it is definitely not a romantic love. It is more like a love between a brother and sister…


Another image flashes. A man appears in the center of my wearied mind this time. He’s very handsome, if somewhat feminine. His amiable, softly featured face is framed by long, scarlet hair that contrasts with his emerald eyes. He’s grinning softly, in a friendly manner, even somewhat knowingly. Just from his smile I can tell he is wise beyond his obviously few years…but when I think this, I am strangely convinced that he is not as young as he appears. I once again feel love, but once again, that love is not romantic. This man was a very close friend, probably.


I think over these images, trying to put a name to their faces. I can almost remember…almost, but not quite. It’s like reaching for something through a wire fence: you can only stretch your arm so far before you can stretch no further, as result of the wire or your own arm’s lacking length, but you are only inches from what you’re reaching for. I can almost reach the memory…just—a little—further…


I sit bolt upright, staring wildly around me. Where am I? This room…it’s bright. I can move my body freely. I look around cautiously, examining the room. It’s a bedroom of some kind…how did I get here? This…this proves that the abyss was just a dream…


My thoughts are cut short as I hear a noise from in front of me. I look up and stare as the door opens, revealing whoever was behind it. My eyes widened in shock as I saw who it was.


The two people behind the door were the two people I saw in my dream…the ones I saw in that abyss. And I can’t remember anything about them.

Chapter 1: Kurama


When I found out that Hiei was badly injured in Makai, it was a shock. A messenger from Mukuro came to my apartment and bid me to come with him. I was hesitant at first, but after hearing that Hiei was near death, I was begging the messenger to hurry up and lead me on. When I finally arrived at Mukuro’s stronghold, I was led directly to Hiei by Mukuro herself. He was feverish, wounded, and getting worse. At Mukuro’s permission (which was more of a plea on her part), I brought Hiei back to Ningenkai with me and healed him as best I could. He slipped into a coma, and stayed like that for a week. He wasn’t getting any worse, thankfully, but he wasn’t getting any better either. I feared for his life…but Yukina saved him. The Koorime, who had discovered her relation ot Hiei about two months ago, came to stay at my apartment, refusing to leave until her brother was completely better. She healed him as well as she could, telling me that he should be alright in a little while, but could have some temporary mental damage from the trauma his injured caused. But, then, another week passed, and he was still in the coma.


I woke up one morning to smell something delicious. I rose from my place on the couch (Hiei was in my bed and Yukina had my guestroom) and walked to my room, where Hiei was still out. I got dressed quietly, checking Hiei’s temperature quickly, and walked to the kitchen, where Yukina was cooking.


“Good morning Kurama-kun,” Yukina said gently, smiling in my direction. I grinned back.


“Are Kuwabara and Yusuke coming over again today?” I asked casually, leaning against the doorframe. My apartment had become like a clubhouse as of late. Yusuke and Kuwabara, unless they had other things to do, were here every day, checking on Hiei and just visiting. Botan stopped by once in a while, but her job in Reikai pulled her away before she could spend too much time with us. Botan and I had become close friends after we were released from Koenma’s service as Reikai Tantei over two years ago. Every moment she had to spare, she would spend with me. Every time I saw her, we grew closer.


“Hai,” Yukina replied. “Botan will be spending the day here as well. She told me that she took the day off.”


Yukina piled some pancakes onto a plate and put it on the table. She smiled knowingly at her own words, placing two plates at the table. Out of all my friends, Yukina was the only one who could notice the relationship forming between Botan and myself. Yukina possessed the rather disturbing gift that was also present in her brother—being frighteningly aware of everything. That was how she finally found out about her relation to Hiei. One day, Kuwabara told everyone (except Yukina) that he was going to propose. We had dinner at my apartment, and then he proposed. She said yes, and at that, Hiei left the room, declaring he was tired. Yukina was the only one beside myself to catch the lie. She followed him to my room, where he knew he would have privacy, and discovered him sitting in the window—crying. When he noticed her, it was too late—she saw the pile of black tear gems in his lap. She had closed the door and said his name, nothing else. He confessed the truth after long minutes of enduring her silent stare. Foolishly, he had turned his head away afterwards, waiting for her to blow of in anger or become sick. When nothing happened, however, he turned around to discover her weeping with joy. Kuwabara was not happy, but he accepted it very well.


Presently, I smiled at Yukina as she transferred two pancakes to my plate and then some to her own.


“Arigato, Yukina-chan,” I said, grinning and eating the delicious food.


“Do you think Hiei-kun will be able to take solid foods?” Yukina inquired absently, staring into space. “He took some soup the other day.”


I considered.


“Iie,” I replied truthfully, but then added, “but what’s the harm in trying? I may be wrong.”


Yukina smiled in a rather forced, doubtful manner. My voice must have been not entirely convincing. After a moment, however, she nodded and stood.


“Let’s take him some,” she agreed, putting a single pancake onto another plate and following me to my room, where Hiei still slept.


But when I opened the door, he was not asleep. He was sitting bolt upright, staring wide-eyed at the door where we stood. 

Chapter 2: Yukina


“Hiei-kun!” I cried. I saw my brother sitting up in bed, and I was overcome with happiness that he was getting better. For two weeks, I was constantly frightened and worried that he wouldn’t make it, but when I saw him sitting there, awake and well, I couldn’t help myself. I knew that Hiei-kun didn’t like outward affection much, but I rushed forward and hugged him anyway. However, he wouldn’t return the embrace…when I looked up, I cringed in fear and backed away. His eyes…they…


He didn’t recognize me at all.


“Hiei-kun?” I said, trying to convince myself I was just seeing things. “Oniisan?”


“Hiei-kun…?” my brother repeated, looking at me strangely.


I cried more. There were tear gems everywhere from my weeping as I backed away, not wanting to believe that I had lost Hiei-kun again. I thought he was going to die, and now, when I had finally been given the hope that he was going to get better, I saw that he didn’t know who I was at all…and it hurt more than anything.


“Where am I?” he asked Kurama. I saw Kurama recoil a bit and then control himself as he answered Hiei’s question.


“You’re in my apartment,” he replied shakily. “Do…do you…”


“What?” Hiei pushed on, his tone completely unfamiliar. 


“What do you remember?” Kurama asked him quickly. I couldn’t bear the sight of Hiei like that anymore…I sank to my knees in grief. Thoughts of what was so wrong were running through my head. I had lost Hiei-kun too many times. When he was banished while we were infants, I lost him. When he wouldn’t tell me our relation, I, in a sense, lost him. When I thought he had died during the Ankoku Bujutsukai, I felt that I had lost him. So many times after that I thought that I had lost him…I knew that I had lost him when I found out about his terrible injuries, and desperately tried to heal him, and then, when he woke, I thought that I could finally rest, knowing that I had not lost him this time. Now, when I saw that he didn’t know who I was anymore, I just couldn’t bear it. Deep down, I did know that the damage was only temporary and things would be back to normal sometime soon, but I was too overwhelmed with the present state of mind my brother was in to realize this fully.


Then, something penetrated my haze. A hand was lifting my chin up from where it was pointed down, so that I could hide my face. I found myself looking into Hiei-kun’s eyes, I could see his mind working at something. Then, as I calmed myself sufficiently, he spoke to me.


“Yukina…my sister.”


“Oh, Hiei-kun,” I said, leaping into my brother’s embrace. He remembered me! I hadn’t lost him!


“Hiei,” he said uncertainly. “Is that…”


He seemed hesitant. He looked at me in embarrassment, a slight blush creeping into his pale cheeks. I felt both sadness and joy flow through me. Sadness stemmed from the fact that he couldn’t remember his own name. Joy came from the fact that he had remembered my name before his own, and that stemmed more sadness because I realized that he cared more about me than he cared about himself.


“It’s…it’s your name, Oniisan,” I replied, smiling at my brother. He was not lost…I just kept repeating that in my mind. I had him back again…


Kurama excused himself to answer a knock at the door. Knowing that Yusuke and the others were here, I stood up, lifting Hiei up onto his feet as well. 


“Oniisan,” I began softly. “Our friends are here. We should get you dressed and ready for them.”


He put his clothes back on, and when he reached uncertainly for his katana, I took it away, shaking my head. He gave me a strange look, but didn’t protest. 


“Hiei-kun,” I started to explain, “you know that our friends are here, and they won’t know you lost your memory. Just listen to what they say closely, and if they say something you can’t reply to, just don’t say anything, or just shrug, ok?”


Hiei nodded. I noticed that Kurama had come in the middle of my sentence. I looked back at Hiei and saw his mind working, much as it had when he remembered my name.


“Kurama,” my brother said slowly. Kurama looked overjoyed, but glanced over at me questioningly to see if I had told Hiei-kun his name. I shook my head, shrugging slightly, indicating that Hiei had done it all on his own.


“Come on. They’re waiting,” Kurama said. “What are we going to tell them about Hiei?”


“Nothing,” I replied, “for the moment. If the time comes when we do have to tell them I’ll do it.”


Kurama nodded, understanding why I had to be the one who broke the news, if anyone had to. I was closest to Hiei-kun, and I wanted to be the one who told everyone anyway. I didn’t know why, but I just had to be. Kurama knew that this was so. He opened the door to the other room, and we walked out.


There was an uncomfortable silence until Yusuke stood and patted Hiei on the back.


“Good to have you back, Hiei,” he said warmly. Hiei, however, was following my advice perfectly. He wasn’t replying…he probably couldn’t remember Yusuke yet. At least he didn’t shrug…that might have slighted Yusuke. Yusuke shrugged, scratching his head, and, probably taking Hiei’s silence for his regular attitude, sat back down.


“I’ll be right back,” I whispered to Hiei. I had spied Kazuma standing a few feet away, smiling at me.


“Ai shiteru yo,” he whispered to me, giving me a quick kiss.


“Watashi mo ai shiteru,” I replied, grinning up at him. 

”So,” Kazuma asked, “now that Hiei’s awake, are you going to be coming back home?”


I turned and looked at Hiei. He looked slightly desperate, as if he didn’t want me to go, but trying to hide it. He also looked incredibly uncomfortable among his friends whom he could not recognize. I turned back to my fiancé.


“I don’t know,” I answered. “I think I’ll stay here another night and see how things go…that’s if it’s alright with you, Kurama-kun.”



Kurama looked up suddenly, probably caught at unawares with the question.


“Of course,” he answered courteously. He smirked kindly, warm and polite as always. We had become good friends over the course of the time I was staying with him. Our mutual love for Hiei had brought us closer while we worried about him all at once. He had learned to read me, and I him…that’s probably how I knew that he was starting to care for Botan as more than a friend.


“You’re awfully quiet today, Hiei,” Shizuru said. “Is everything alright?” She threw her finished cigarette out the open window.


Kurama seemed to know exactly what to do. He placed a soft hand on Hiei’s shoulder and said, “Hiei’s a bit tired. I’m sure you can understand that.”


“Oh, sure. The guy’s been asleep for two whole weeks and now he’s tired.”


I had to admit to myself that Yusuke didn’t know when not to comment.


“Yuu-kun,” Botan said, disappointed, “give Hiei a break. It wasn’t his fault he was in a coma.”


“She has a point, Urameshi,” Kazuma said, smirking. “But I’d like to know what happened myself. So what did happen, shrimp?”


“Kazuma, please—“ I began, slightly upset that the first thing he would say to his future brother-in-law was to insult him like always. It wasn’t appropriate, but Hiei-kun rose to the occasion like his old self.


“Call me that again, baka, and I’ll rip out your tongue.”


“Oniisan!” I scolded, secretly amused that Hiei could at least remember that he enjoyed insulting Kazuma.



“Well, Yukina-chan, at least Hiei insulting Kuwabara is a sign that he’s recovering,” Kurama put in.


I noticed that Kurama had said ‘recovering’ slowly and slightly louder, and I caught his meaning. He gave me a significant glance and then froze as he saw that Botan had noticed what he was trying to convey to me.



“Botan-chan,” he said instantaneously, “may I speak with you privately, please?”


I nodded ever-so-slightly in understanding. Botan would hear our little secret, but she wouldn’t tell anyone.


“Hai,” she said, joining Kurama.


“We’ll only be a moment,” he announced quickly, leading Botan out of the room by the hand.


“What was that about?” Yusuke asked incredulously.


“No offense to those two, but they can be a little strange sometimes,” Shizuru commented blandly.


“So desu,” Yusuke agreed. “I wonder what they’re talking about.”


“Or if they’re talking,” Shizuru replied.


“What was that about, Neechan?” Kazuma questioned immediately, giving her a strange look.


“Oh, please, don’t tell me you didn’t notice,” she replied impatiently, rolling her eyes. “Those two are going to get together any day now, if they haven’t already.”


There was a short silence. Then, Yusuke spoke up.


“They do look at each other one hell of a lot,” he noted to no one in particular. 


“Yeah, they’re always staring at each other when they think no one’s looking,” Kazuma added.


“Well, they do make an adorable couple,” Shizuru said, almost wistfully. I remembered that she had never had much luck with relationships, and was probably a little jealous of what those two shared.


“You’re right,” Yusuke said contemplatively. “Hey, you know what? If they get together, that leaves only Hiei…and you, Shizuru.”


Hiei shifted uncomfortably. I had almost forgotten that he was still standing where Kurama left him…he hadn’t spoken a word.


“Shut up, Yusuke,” Shizuru said coolly, staring out the window. Hiei still didn’t speak.


“Hey, earth to Hiei!” Yusuke shouted, waving an arm in front of my brother’s face. “Why aren’t you talking to anyone?”


“I think it’s like Kurama said, Yuu-kun,” I said calmly, hiding my apprehension at what Hiei might do. “Hiei’s tired. He’s been sick, after all.”


“Yeah, well,” Yusuke said in resignation, sinking back down into his chair and staring at Hiei suspiciously. I could tell that he was starting to catch on to our secret, so I acted.


Hiei-kun, I spoke in thought.


Hiei stared over at me quickly, narrowing his eyes very slightly.


I’ll explain how I am talking to you later, but for now, just insult Yusuke a little bit…he’s the one who just waved his arms around in your face.


Hiei smirked a little to show that he understood. Turning to face Yusuke, he spoke.


“If you want to know why I’m not talking, fool, it’s for two reasons. One, I am recovering, though I could still kill you anytime I wanted, and two, because I don’t want to waste any words on an idiot like yourself.”


These words had a perfect effect. Yusuke started cracking up in laughter, grinning from ear to ear. Shizuru giggled a little bit, shaking her head and rolling her eyes. Kazuma snickered softly.


“Looks like he is recovering,” he said.


Hiei smirked and looked over at me, giving the slightest shadow of a wink. Yusuke finished his fit of laughter, wiping a tear of hilarity out of his eye.


“That’s our Hiei,” he laughed, causing another, calmer fit of laughs to escape. He calmed himself, and I saw that Hiei looked rather pleased with himself for that imaginative insult. 


“Well, we should go, I’m hungry…where are those two?” Yusuke began, standing up. Kazuma looked around for them.


“Probably still talking, Urameshi,” he replied.


“Thanks, genius,” Yusuke shot back dryly, earning a snort from Kuwabara.


“Ok, children, let’s go,” Shizuru spat, sighing. “You going to come, Yukina?”


I considered, and then nodded, casting an apologetic look at Hiei.


“Ja ne,” Yusuke said to Hiei, and then Botan and Kurama entered. Catching sight of Botan, he added, “There you are. You want to come get something to eat with us?”


“Sure,” she answered, smiling.


“Kurama?” Yusuke offered.


“No thank you, Yusuke, but maybe another time.”


Yusuke shook his head at the kitsune and spoke.


“Yeah, yeah, sure, sure, I’ll see you later.”


“I’m going with them,” I told Kurama, glancing over at Hiei momentarily. “I’ll be back later.”


I turned and walked with Kazuma toward the front door, mouthing “I’ll be back soon” to Hiei as I walked by him. I stopped at the door to wait for Botan, and caught sight of something interesting. Botan had just kissed Kurama right on the lips. Not wanting to be caught witnessing this sight, I grinned and hurried Kazuma down the hall and toward the stairs, heading down and out of the building. Just as we were climbing into the car, Botan came rushing out, blushing and smiling uncontrollably. So they were finally together, ne? Took them long enough…

Chapter 3: Kurama


“Hiei-kun!”


Yukina all but shrieked his name, rushing forward, putting the plate on the bedside table, and dropping to her knees beside the bed. She took his hand into both her own, tears pouring down her cheeks and bouncing off the carpet as they solidified.


“Hiei-kun, I can’t believe you’re awake!” Yukina sobbed, leaning forward and hugging her brother. However, when he tensed and didn’t return her embrace, she pulled back, hurt shining in her tear-reddened eyes.


“Hiei-kun?” she asked tentatively. “Oniisan?”


“Hiei-kun…?” he echoed, staring at her in confusion.


Yukina stood up and backed away a few steps slowly, more tears falling down her face. Hiei, with an incredulous look, turned to me.


“Where am I?” he asked. I found myself wanting to back away as well, though I held myself away from the overwhelming urge. I looking into Hiei’s eyes, staring deep into those bloodred rubies. I was disconcerted to see no recognition in those eyes.


“You’re in my apartment,” I replied after a moment. “Do…do you…”


I paused, trying to collect my thoughts.


“What?” Hiei pressed, his voice cold and unfriendly.


“What do you remember?” I asked him quickly, the words escaping my lips before the sight of Yukina sinking to her knees could upset me too much.


Hiei looked at me blankly, giving no sign that he heard me.


“What do you re—“


“Nothing,” Hiei interrupted, glancing over at Yukina with contempt and concern warring in his eyes.


“Can you please try to remember something?” I asked helplessly, staring over at Yukina in a pleading manner.


Hiei narrowed his eyes and looked down at his hands. Then, abruptly, he moved off the bed and stood uncertainly. He walked slowly over to where Yukina knelt sobbing over her brother’s fate. He knelt in front of her and lifted her chin with his bandaged right hand. She stopped sobbing and stared sadly at him, and he stared back with an air of determination. They stayed like that for a long time before Hiei finally spoke.


“Yukina,” he whispered, and then even more quietly, “my sister.”


Yukina smiled and burst forward, wrapping her arms around her brother’s neck and crying softly into his shoulder. He returned the embrace after only a moment’s hesitation.


“Oh, Hiei-kun,” Yukina said after a while, sitting back and wiping her eyes.


“Hiei…is that…” he began, cutting himself off with embarrassment. 


“It’s…it’s your name, Oniisan,” Yukina replied kindly. Hiei gave the slightest hint of a smile, helping Yukina to stand again.


At that moment, a knock on the front door sounded. I excused myself to Yukina and Hiei and went to answer the door. Just as I reached it, I heard Yusuke voice from the other side.


“Oi, Kurama, you going to open up anytime soon?”


I opened the door just as the last word escaped his lips. I smiled and stepped to the side to allow not only Yusuke and Kuwabara in, but Botan and Shizuru as well. 


“Hey, Kurama,” Shizuru said as I closed the door. Taking a drag from her cigarette, she added, “It’s been a while.”


“So desu,” I agreed, grinning at her. I led the group into my living room and told them to take a seat. I then walked into my room, ignoring Kuwabara’s inquiry after Yukina.


Yukina had gotten Hiei fully dressed in his normal attire—black boots, black pants, and black cloak—in the space of time from when I went to answer the foor until before I returned. I noticed, with a wry humor, that she didn’t let him wear his katana. She was talking to him as I entered the room.


“—here, and they won’t know you lost your memory. Just listen to what they say closely, and if they say something you can’t reply to, just don’t say anything, or just shrug, ok?”


Hiei nodded, glancing over at me and staring intently.


“Kurama,” he said suddenly. I looked over at Yukina, who shook her head innocently. I smiled turned back to Hiei, and nodded. Hiei returned the nod, the faintest shadow of a smile playing on his lips.


“Come on,” I quietly said. “They’re waiting. What are we going to tell them about Hiei?”


“Nothing, for the moment,” Yukina replied, looking up at me seriously. “If the time comes when we do have to tell them I’ll do it.”


I nodded in agreement and opened the door, leading Yukina and a hesitant Hiei out into the living room where our four friends sat talking quietly. As we entered the room, an awkward silence fell. Everyone’s eyes were on Hiei.


“Good to have you back, Hiei,” Yusuke said, standing up and patting Hiei’s shoulder. Hiei raised an eyebrow at him and said nothing, causing Yusuke to scratch his head and then shrug, sitting back down.


Yukina whispered something to her brother and walked over to Kuwabara, kissing him quickly.


“Ai shiteru yo,” he said.


“Watashi mo ai shiteru,” Yukina replied.


”So,” Kuwabara asked, “now that Hiei’s awake, are you going to be coming back home?”


Yukina turned and looked at Hiei before turning back to Kuwabara.



“I don’t know,” she said. “I think I’ll stay here another night and see how things go…that’s if it’s alright with you, Kurama-kun.”



 “Of course,” I answered, jumping. I had been taken unawares by the question, not because I hadn’t expected the courtesy, but because I wasn’t paying attention. I had been glancing at Botan, completely oblivious to what I was doing as I did it. I saw Hiei give me a quick, questioning glance, but it disappeared as he fell to focusing his attention on my rug.


“You’re awfully quiet today, Hiei,” Shizuru said, throwing her cigarette butt out the open window. “Is everything alright?”


I acted quickly. Placing a hand on Hiei’s shoulder, I replied, “Hiei’s a bit tired. I’m sure you can understand that.”


“Oh, sure,” Yusuke put in dryly. “The guy’s been asleep for two whole weeks and now he’s tired.”


“Yuu-kun,” Botan scolded calmly, “give Hiei a break. It wasn’t his fault he was in a coma.”


“She has a point, Urameshi,” Kuwabara said. “But I’d like to know what happened myself. So what did happen, shrimp?” he asked, looking over at Hiei.


“Kazuma, please—“ Yukina began, but Hiei interrupted her.


“Call me that again, baka, and I’ll rip out your tongue,” the fire demon threatened, glaring over at Kuwabara.


“Oniisan!” Yukina snapped, looking disappointed with her brother.


“Well, Yukina-chan,” I interposed, “at least Hiei insulting Kuwabara is a sign that he’s recovering.”


I put a particular emphasis on the word ‘recovering.’ I gave Yukina a meaningful look and then turned to the others, instantly freezing.


I looked around at everyone’s faces, and when I saw Botan’s, I saw that she had caught my ‘message’ to Yukina.


“Botan-chan,” I said immediately, “may I speak with you privately, please?”


“Hai,” she replied curiously, rising out of her chair.


“We’ll only be a moment,” I said to the others, taking Botan by the hand and leading into the kitchen, and then out onto the terrace.


“What was that all about?” she asked firmly, looking up at me. When I didn’t reply, she said, “Kurama-kun, answer me.”


I sighed, vaguely aware that her hand was still clasped in mine.


“Botan-chan,” I began, “you can’t tell anyone what I’m going to tell you unless Yukina says otherwise. Promise me you won’t speak a word to anyone.”


“Until Yukina says otherwise?” she repeated. “Why—“


“I’ll explain in a moment. Please, just promise me you won’t say anything to anyone, not even to Koenma.”


This last part caught her. She nodded.


“You can trust me, Kurama-kun,” she promised. “I give you my word.”


“You know that Hiei was injured two weeks ago,” I explained. “He woke up a while before you came. Yukina ran and embraced him, but he didn’t know who she was. He’s lost his memory, Botan.”


Botan stared at me with an open mouth, too shocked to speak. I went on.


“Since then, he’s remembered who Yukina is and he’s remembered my name. I don’t know how much else he’s remembered so far.”


Botan put her free hand over her open mouth, squeezing my hand with her other.


“Will…will he be alright, is it permanent, how—“


“Botan-chan, please calm down,” I said soothingly, releasing her hand and placing my hands on either of her shoulders. “I don’t know if he’ll be alright, but I’d guess he will soon. If he can remember as much as he has in such a short period of time, he can probably remember the rest soon enough. It’ll just take some time.”


For her own comfort, my comfort, or both, Botan stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my waist, her head resting on my shoulder. I responded instantly, my arms snaking around her shoulders. I realized she was crying and looked down at her in surprise.


“What will happen if he doesn’t get his memory back? Or what if he when he does he gets hurt in Makai again? What if—“


“It won’t come to that,” I said gently but firmly, stroking her hair with one hand as she held me tighter.


After a long time, she let go of me, wiping her eyes and trying to stop crying.


“Gomen nasai, Kurama-kun,” she whispered. “I’m just worried about him.”


“So am I,” I replied, wiping a tear off her cheek. “You don’t have to be sorry.”


I pulled a rose out of my hair and handed it to her.


“Arigato,” she said, taking the rose and kissing me on the cheek.


She walked back inside, with myself not far behind. The others were leaving.


“Ja ne,” Yusuke was saying. He saw Botan and said, “There you are. You want to come get something to eat with us?”


“Sure,” Botan replied.



“Kurama?”


“No thank you, Yusuke,” I answered, “but maybe another time.”


“Yeah, yeah, sure, sure, I’ll see you later,” Yusuke replied.


“I’m going to go with them,” Yukina said to me. “I’ll be back later.”


She left. Botan gave me another kiss, this time quickly on the lips.


“Ja ne,” she said quickly, smiling and blushing, and left, closing the door behind her.


Hiei was giving me a strange look.


“Nani?” I inquired, tilting my head to one side.


Hiei didn’t reply. He just turned and jumped to the window, sitting down and staring silently out the window…at least he remembered his favorite pastime…I thought for a moment, and then told Hiei I would be in the shower.


I cast one last glance at the front door, the kiss Botan gave me still filling my mind.


“Ja ne,” I whispered, smiling and closing the bathroom door behind me.

Chapter 4: Botan


“Koenma-sama, please,” I begged the Reikai Prince. “I haven’t been able to see my friends in so long, and I want to check up on Hiei-kun. Please, let me go for today.”


Koenma, his brown hair falling into his topaz eyes that regarded me curiously, sighed heavily.


“Botan, you realize that I know about how you feel around your friends,” Koenma replied. “Certain ones in particular…your feelings for Kurama may get in the way of your job, Botan…”


“Kurama? What?” I asked incredulously, my mouth dropping open. “What do you mean?” 


“Botan, I’m not blind,” Koenma replied blandly. “I can see your feelings for him. You have to ask yourself if he’s worth losing your job over.”


“Koenma-sama!” I cried, my eyebrows drawing together into a frustrated scowl. My feelings for Kurama? What feelings for Kurama?


“Kurama served me well as Reikai Tantei, and has been pardoned for all his past crimes,” Koenma went on. “He’s gained my trust and the trust of many others despite his past. But you have to ask yourself if you should lose your job over someone who will just leave for Makai when his ningen body dies.”


“Koenma-sama, you don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whispered, trembling. “May I please have the day off? I want to see my friends and check on Hiei-kun.”


Koenma stared at me sadly and shook his head in surrender.


“Alright, Botan, you can have today—only today—off. I’ll expect you back here by tomorrow at the latest, do you understand me?”


“Hai!” I rang in happily. “Arigato, Koenma-sama.”


Koenma sighed and sat back in his chair, staring at me in a disappointed manner. 


“I hope you can realize your feelings, Botan, before you are hurt,” Koenma said, “though you will be hurt even if you do realize them. Go on.”


I ignored his last comment and nodded, thanking him again. I flew down to Ningenkai, landing at Yuu-kun’s door. With the flick of a wrist my oar was gone and my clothes changed from my pink kimono to a white wife-beater, an open, dark blue blouse, and a khaki skirt, topped off with some black boots. I knocked on Yuu-kun’s door.


“Whoa, you look good today, Botan-chan,” Yusuke said, opening the door. Kuwabara was behind him, accompanied by Shizuru.


“Hey, Botan, long time, no see, ne?” she said, smirking and pulling out a cigarette, lighting it quickly before stuffing the lighter back into her pocket.


“Well, we’re all ready to go here,” Yusuke remarked. “Let’s go, I want to get there.”


“Isn’t Keiko coming?” I asked, looking around for Yusuke’s girlfriend.


“Nah, not today,” Yusuke replied. “She has classes.”


“Oh, that’s too bad,” I mused. “She would want to see how Hiei-kun was doing.”


Yusuke chuckled reflectively.


“You know, I don’t think we ever told her that Hiei kidnapped her once,” the half-ningen snickered. “I wonder how she would react if we let her know now.”


It was a pretty funny thought. Kuwabara and Shizuru were curious about the situation, having never heard it before, but Yuu-kun and I just shrugged and laughed. It was good to laugh again.


We got into Yusuke’s car and made our way toward Kurama’s apartment. I was secretly apprehensive, thinking over Koenma’s words. What feelings did I have for the handsome kitsune? I shoved these thoughts away, feeling the car suddenly stop and realizing that we were at our destination.


We got out of the car and took the elevator up to Kurama’s floor. Yusuke, knocking, called out to the kitsune when the door was unanswered. At that moment, however, the door opened to reveal our long-time friend.


He stepped aside without a word to admit us into his apartment. I stopped a little ahead of him to wait as he allowed Shizuru in and closed the door.


“Hey, Kurama,” Shizuru said from behind me. “It’s been a while.”


“So desu,” Kurama agreed, leading us to the living room. He told us to sit down and excused himself, walking into his room and closing the door.


“Where’s Yukina?” Kuwabara asked Kurama, but the kitsune had already closed the door. “Well,” Kuwabara added, “that was kind of rude.”


“He probably had something he needed to do in there, little bro,” Shizuru commented. 


“I wonder what?” I thought aloud.


“Who knows? Kurama was never one to explain himself all that much.”


Shizuru was right at that. Kurama didn’t explain himself too often. He usually acted without telling us what he was going to do first and the consequences be damned.


After a few minutes of some quiet chatting with my friends, I glanced at the door to Kurama’s room, which rapidly opened to reveal Kurama, Yukina, and…


There was a collective gasp through the room as Hiei stood in the doorway, staring at us…and looking very much recovered. However, there was an uncomfortable silence, broken only when Yusuke walked up to Hiei and patted him on the shoulder, greeting him warmly.


“Good to have you back, Hiei,” Yuu-kun said, but fell to a confused silence when Hiei only stared at him without a word. Yuu-kun, shrugging and taking the fire demon’s attitude for his usual manner, sat back down, forgetting the minor incident. It did not, however, leave my mind.


Yukina greeted Kuwabara, kissing him shortly. Hiei, I noticed, didn’t seem to object to this at all…he didn’t even scowl deeply as he usually did. He just seemed to ignore the whole matter and stare aimlessly at the carpet. Shizuru made a comment about Hiei’s lack of words, which Kurama jumped in to reply to. Then, Yusuke, making a bitter joke, faced a scolding from me, at which Kuwabara took my side in. At an unnecessary comment about Hiei’s height from Kuwabara, however (he called Hiei “shrimp” like in the old days), Hiei spoke up in his usually sharp temper with the ningen.


“Call me that again, baka, and I’ll rip out your tongue,” he threatened, glancing dangerously in Kuwabara’s direction. 


“Oniisan!” Yukina scolded. I, however, found this far from a terrible thing. I couldn’t help thinking, in a rather “Yusuke” manner, Good times…good times…
Kurama said something then that surprised me, however, and certainly caught my attention.


“Well, Yukina-chan,” he said, “at least Hiei insulting Kuwabara is a sign that he’s recovering.”


I thought that it was only too true, but what disturbed me was the look Kurama was giving Yukina, who seemed to get whatever message the kitsune was sending. Kurama glanced around the room to see if he had been caught in sending this hidden message, only to see the questioning look I was giving him.


Taking me suddenly by the hand and excusing the both of us to the others, he led me out onto his terrace, looking like a child caught stealing from the cookie jar.


“What was that all about?” I inquired intently, looking up at Kurama from my lesser height. When he wouldn’t answer me, I persisted. “Kurama-kun, answer me.”


The kitsune sighed. I noticed at that point that our hands were still clasped together, but found myself not altogether regretting that fact.


“Botan-chan,” he said cautiously, “you can’t tell anyone what I’m going to tell you unless Yukina says otherwise. Promise me you won’t speak a word to anyone.”


“Until Yukina says otherwise?” I echoed. “Why—“


“I’ll explain in a moment. Please, just promise me you won’t say anything to anyone, not even to Koenma.”


I was surprised at the fact that he didn’t want me to tell Koenma…surprised me enough so that I nodded and spoke.


“You can trust me, Kurama-kun. I give you my word.”


Then, he told me…about Hiei…and I was worried sick. Was it true? How could this happen to him? It couldn’t be…I knew at that moment that although Hiei was alive and healthy, I still wouldn’t be able to stand it if he couldn’t remember me or any of the others…and no one else would be able to stand it either.


“Will…will he be alright, is it permanent, how—“ I began, but Kurama interrupted me softly.


“Botan-chan, please calm down,” he consoled, releasing my hand and placing his hands my shoulders. “I don’t know if he’ll be alright, but I’d guess he will soon. If he can remember as much as he has in such a short period of time, he can probably remember the rest soon enough. It’ll just take some time.”


I found myself, at that moment, walking forward and embracing my old friend. I needed comfort, yes, but he looked upset as well. It must have been even more horrible for him than it was for me…Hiei was my friend, yes, but I never grew close to the Koorime. Kurama had been his best friend, the only one the fire demon ever truly trusted. Kurama must have been devastated to learn that Hiei could remember nothing of this.



“What will happen if he doesn’t get his memory back? Or what if he when he does he gets hurt in Makai again? What if—“ I began my worrying again, but again, Kurama stopped me.


“It won’t come to that,” he said firmly, and at the sad note hidden in his voice, I hugged him tighter.


I tried to stop crying, but it was a few minutes before I succeeded, pulling away from Kurama in a slightly embarrassed manner.


“Gomen nasai, Kurama-kun,” I whispered. “I’m just worried about him.”


“So am I,” he replied, wiping a tear off my cheek. I felt a kind of electricity where he touched me. “You don’t have to be sorry.”


At this, he reached into his hair and pulled out a dark red rose. I felt tears begin to well up in my eyes again at this gesture.


“Arigato,” I said. Then, I did something that I found completely natural, which Kurama seemed both surprised and pleased at. I kissed him lightly on the cheek. Then, I walked back inside, and felt Kurama not far behind me. 


“Ja ne,” Yusuke was saying. He saw me and said, “There you are. You want to come get something to eat with us?”


“Sure,” I answered. I wanted to get out.


“Kurama?” Yuu-kun said, turning to the kitsune.


“No thank you, Yusuke,” Kurama replied, “but maybe another time.”


“Yeah, yeah, sure, sure, I’ll see you later,” Yusuke replied.


“I’m going to go with them,” Yukina said to Kurama. “I’ll be back later.”


Yukina left. I felt a sudden courage course through me that I had never felt before as I realized something…I realized that Koenma may have been right. And I tested this by leaning up to Kurama and kissing him quickly on the lips.


Before I pulled back, I could feel him almost responding to the kiss, so I blushed, said my farewell to him, and left, feeling both embarrassment and pleasure at what I had done. Kurama didn’t seem to disappointed with my actions, so I felt good with myself. At that moment, when I kissed Kurama, I realized that Koenma was absolutely right…I did have feelings for the beautiful kitsune…and I wasn’t about to forget those feelings, either.


I rushed down to Yuu-kun’s car, where the others were just getting in. I hopped in the back seat next to Yukina and Shizuru, smiling rather foolishly and knowing that I was unable to stop. I hoped that the others wouldn’t notice.


“Is something amusing, Botan?” Shizuru asked curiously, smirking in my direction. “You can’t stop smiling.”


Kuso, I swore mentally. I’d been caught.


“Oh, it’s nothing,” I replied immediately. I put on my silly act and went on. “I’m just happy to see Hiei-kun up and about again.”


“Yes, it’s very good that he’s well again,” Yukina said, but something in her voice was less than convincing. I remembered suddenly that she knew about Hiei’s actual condition…and how much that must have hurt her.


“Well, he may have a little bit more recovering to do,” I said meaningfully, just enough so that Yukina would be the only one to catch it, “but with time I think he’ll be as good as new!”


I grinned at the others, cocking my head to one side. Yukina, looked over at me in a shocked manner, regained possession of herself and smiled back, saying nothing. I knew that she had caught the meaning behind my words.


“We’re here,” Yusuke announced unnecessarily, as the car stopped. We got out and went into the restaurant. 


“Please don’t mention anything to anyone,” Yukina whispered as we reached the door, so as to keep the others from hearing.


“I won’t, I promise,” I replied. I broke out into another grin as I remembered that I had said pretty much the same thing to Kurama just a little while ago…


Maybe…Koenma was right…but I knew something else. Koenma was wrong about something too. Kurama was worth the risk…there was no doubt in my mind about that.

Chapter 5: Hiei


I only remembered Yukina’s identity while staring into her eyes. I didn’t let on to this to anyone else, but I secretly looked into her mind while kneeling next to her. Searching, I found a memory that told me exactly what I needed to know.


“Hiei-kun?” 


She was looking at me—or, rather, the pile of black tear gems in my lap. She stared at me for a very long time, her mere look a way to draw the truth out of me.


“Yukina-chan…I—I…”


I looked over at her, and saw that she was standing firm, her face an emotionless mask.


“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier,” I said. “I knew you deserved better.”


With that, I turned away, closing my eyes against more tears that, to my chagrin, were threatening to fall again. However, upon hearing no disappointment of any kind from Yukina, I turned around and looked at her. She was crying, but not with displeasure—she was crying with joy.


“Why didn’t you tell me?” she asked quietly.


“I…you deserved better than me, Oneechan,” I replied. “I didn’t want to take away your happiness by telling you that your brother was really—“ 


“The one person I had always dreamed would be my real brother, and the only one out of my friends who truly felt like family?” she finished. I saw the look in her eyes and knew that I had been a complete fool for feeling that she would be upset at the truth. Her words showed me that.


“Oneechan…I…”


I was at a loss of what to say. There was nothing to say. So I didn’t say anything. Ignoring my tear gems spilling on the floor, I jumped down from my place at the window and embraced my sister.


“Oh, Hiei-kun,” she sobbed into my shoulder. “Oniisan…”


She looked up at me, smiling into my eyes.



“I love you, Oniisan…I wish you would have told me earlier…”


Against everything that I ever believed, and much to my annoyance, I spoke…but my throat constricted slightly…but I got the words out.


“I love you, too, Oneechan, and the past is gone,” I said. “I regret not telling you sooner, but it can’t be changed now.”


She nodded in acceptance.


“I have a favor to ask you,” she said quietly. “Will you give me away at my wedding? Please?”


I hesitated, but nodded, smiling fully for the first time that I could remember. It felt good to smile…


“Yukina,” I said presently, pulling at that one memory for her identity, and then whispered, “my sister.”


It was then that I heard a knock at the door. The other, going to get it, left Yukina and me alone. She prepared me for the visit from what she told me were our friends, also giving me advice on what to do if someone said something I couldn’t answer to. Then, the other came back in, and I was caught at attention.


I could just remember…that same face, the hair framing it, the kind green eyes, the warm smile…his name…what was his name…


“Kurama,” I blurted out, barely knowing what I said as I said it. Yes, that was his name…Kurama. My closest friend…I could just remember him, but only just.


We then went into the next room. I looked around at those who sat there, desperately trying to remember them but not recognizing any of them. One, a boy of about eighteen, stood and greeted my kindly, patting me on the back. Following Yukina’s instructions, I stayed silent, but this must have been a common thing for me to do, as it was accepted without question.


I endured the strange stares coming from the others in the room. Yukina, standing over with some tall, rather ugly man, was smiling reassuringly at me every few seconds. After a few comments that I ignored from the others, that man said something.


“She has a point, Urameshi,” he said. “But I’d like to know what happened myself. So what did happen, shrimp?”


I glared at him, and a sudden memory came to me.


“Hey, shrimp,” he said.


“Hn…baka…”


I went with my instincts then and replied sharply, “Call me that again, baka, and I’ll rip out your tongue.”


Yukina scolded me quickly, but I felt sudden relief and amusement at my own words. I realized that I probably enjoyed insulting him…I certainly did at that moment.


Kurama, sending a hidden message over to my sister about my condition, led a blue-haired woman he called “Botan-chan” out of the room, leaving me alone to stand silently as Yukina, so far the only person in the room whom I remembered, conversed with the others. As Yusuke (I heard him called), the boy who greeted me in the first place, said something and waved his arm in my face, I felt sudden annoyance and anger rush through me. I was about to say something when I heard a voice in my brain…Yukina’s voice…


Hiei-kun…I’ll explain how I am talking to you later, but for now, just insult Yusuke a little bit…he’s the one who just waved his arms around in your face.


I smirked and spoke up.


“If you want to know why I’m not talking, fool, it’s for two reasons,” I said with self-satisfaction. “One, I am recovering, though I could still kill you anytime I wanted, and two, because I don’t want to waste any words on an idiot like yourself.”


I felt a wry humor in me as I watched Yusuke start laughing uncontrollably and the others snicker quietly. Obviously, my insults were a form of comic relief among this group.


“That’s our Hiei,” Yusuke said after a moment. That was confirmation for me…I was known to insult them at any given point in time.


After a while, Kurama returned with the blue-haired girl. Everyone, except Kurama, left, Yukina silently promising to be back soon. Before she left, however, the one called Botan kissed Kurama, and my friend looked surprised, but pleased. They bade each other farewell, and then Kurama looked over at me and said “Nani?” as I stared back. I didn’t answer. I did leap up to the window as Kurama announced rather absently that he was going to take a shower.


Suddenly, and alien thought came to me.


Baka ningens…

That was…something that I didn’t willingly think. It had just come to me, and I had no control over it. Was…was that something I said often? Was it…what was it?


I continued to stare out the window, trying to pull at my memories. Nothing came…I could only try harder and not even come close to reaching my goal. I wanted to remember more about my past, who I was, what I’d done, where I’d been…but nothing was coming. It was like there was a barrier of some kind around that part of my mind, either protecting my thoughts from me, or protecting me from my thoughts. Something was disturbing me about that latter idea…protecting me from my thoughts…why would that happen?


I shivered, unexpectedly and for no apparent reason. I dropped the matter within my mind and settled myself to just stare out the window, thinking of other things…like everything that had happened, both in my dream and since I woke up. I pondered the memory of Yukina. She didn’t know that I was her brother? Why did I keep it from her? I had said something about not wanting to take away her happiness, but upon hearing that part of the memory, I didn’t believe myself. Why didn’t I tell her?


I felt slightly drowsy…I was probably exhausted. I felt a reluctant admission that I was still weak from whatever injuries I received and needed rest. But before I could get up and go lie down, I drifted off right where I sat in the window…and I dreamt.


I was lying down on a cold, hard surface. I tried to move my arms and legs, but they were strapped down by something. There were bright lights in my face, and a cold voice sounded in my head, telling me about “the pain of the operation” and mocking me about my screams, asking me what I would scream…where was I? What was this operation?


“Ready?” the cold voice asked. I saw two eyes flash, but the light behind the figure was too bright for me to make out this figure’s features. Something above me started to move and make noise, and a strange device lowered down, down, almost touching my head, and then…


“Yukina!” I screamed, breathing heavily and sweating. I looked around wildly, wondering where I could possibly be…then it came back to me. Ignoring the pain centering right around the middle of my forehead, I lifted one of my hands in front of my face and watched it shake uncontrollably. What had that been about? I knew that it was a memory, and not a pleasant one. I had screamed Yukina’s name when I woke…what was that!?


“Hiei, are you alright?”


I looked around. Kurama poked his head from behind his bedroom door. I had probably been asleep through his shower and he had gone in there to get dressed. He walked out, fully dressed, his damp hair brushed down. 


“Hiei?” Kurama pushed. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing,” I lied.


“Then why did you scream Yukina’s name?” he inquired.


Damn…I was caught.


“I…I…”


“Did you have a dream?” he asked. It suddenly hit me that he knew me very well…damn again.


I nodded shortly, turning back to the window to hide that confession.


“Was…what was it about?” he said, checking his first word. He must know the dream…I must have had it before…and he was trying to spare me from this knowledge. I looked over at him and narrowed my eyes. He sighed and shook his head.


“You’re too aware of everything, Hiei,” he noted smoothly, taking a seat on a chair nearby. “Yes, you’ve had this dream—or nightmare, rather—before…many times. It’s a memory from your past. Do you know what is under that cloth on your forehead yet?”


My hand strayed up to my forehead. I had barely noticed that cloth. I untied it and looked in a mirror across the room…and saw what was beneath that cloth.


“What is that?” I asked, staring at the eye that was on my forehead.


“It’s your Jagan eye, Hiei,” he explained cautiously. I could feel he was holding some knowledge back. “It…it gives you some mental powers you didn’t possess before you got it.”


“I was given this?” I asked. “By who?”


“You had it implanted, Hiei, by a demon named Sigure. You got it for…well, a few reasons.”


I looked over at him, not speaking the words that threatened to escape my lips.


“I think you need to remember the rest on your own,” Kurama said, reading past my silence and into my thoughts. He must know me very well…but he continued speaking. “Memories like that aren’t something I have the right to tell you. You must remember them on your own. But you should eat something now, Hiei. I’ll fix something up.”


He was spared the trouble as the door opened. I tied the cloth about my head quickly.


“Kurama-kun? Oniisan?” It was Yukina…followed by Botan.


“Hello, Yukina-chan…Botan-chan,” Kurama said, blushing slightly as he looked over at Botan.


“Hello, Kurama-kun,” Yukina replied. Botan was blushing silently. “Is something wrong, Oniisan? You’re very pale.”


I looked over at her. She knew me well, too, I supposed. It didn’t surprise me much. 


“I’m fine,” I said, partially lying. I was alright after Kurama’s poor excuse for an explanation, because it did explain something, but I was still a little disconcerted from the dream…memory…whatever it was.


“Well, we brought home some food for you. Would you like some?” Yukina asked.


I looked over at Kurama, who shrugged. I nodded and Yukina led the two of us into the kitchen, fixing up plates for us. I ate, savoring the food, and suddenly realizing that I probably hadn’t eaten while I was in a coma…and I had yet to find out how long I was in the coma. I heard it mentioned, but I wasn’t really listening and couldn’t place the number.


“I think we should go out tonight,” Yukina suggested suddenly, her eyes bright with what I was coming to recognize as her having an idea. “To celebrate Hiei’s recovery. We should do that, ne?”


Botan nodded immediately, smiling. Kurama tilted his head to one side in contemplation, and then nodded slowly, smirking over at me.


“Would you like to see one of our old ‘rituals’ Hiei?” he asked me mischievously. A large part of me wanted to say no, but I was curious as to what he meant, so I nodded.


My three companions giggled knowingly, setting off my suspicion. What was this ritual they were laughing about?


“You’ll find out what it is tonight,” Kurama said. I was once again caught by his bizarre ability to know exactly what I was thinking. Disturbing… 


I finished my food, automatically putting the dirtied plate in the sink across the room. I sat back down with the others, noticing their quiet smirks.


“Why are you smiling like that?” I inquired quietly, not trusting the looks on their faces.


“Oh, no reason,” Botan replied, feigning innocence. “We just…like having you back. You’ll like it tonight, I promise.”


Somehow, her promise only made me more reluctant to go with them.


“It’s nothing bad, don’t worry, Oniisan,” Yukina soothed, but she, too, was smirking roguishly. “It’s just a fun thing we all do together, and we’re smiling like this because it will be funny when you remember what it is.”


When I remember…not if I remember…I found comfort in my sister’s confidence in me. I nodded tentatively, wondering what I was possibly getting myself into.


I caught Kurama staring at me in an odd way. I looked at him and realized exactly how well we knew each other…I knew him just as well as he knew me. It was strange to know exactly what he was thinking just by looking at him, but I did. I saw his thoughts…


“Tell them,” I said permissively, as though he had asked me the question that he had left unsaid. He smiled as he, in turn, read my thoughts and saw that I had realized the mutual, almost frightening understanding we had of each other.


Kurama sighed and looked at our two companions.


“Yukina-chan…Botan-chan…I hope you can recall that when you walked in, you saw that something was bothering us?”


They nodded. Kurama went on.


“Well, there was something going on…Hiei fell asleep while I was in the shower, and as I was dressing, I heard him scream something. It was your name, Yukina-chan. I came out to see what was wrong, and found Hiei shaking, pale, and sweating. He told me…or, rather, didn’t tell me…that he had had a dream. He had the dream about…his operation.”


He put particular emphasis on the word ‘operation’ which I found puzzling, until I remembered that the dream was about an operation…for my Jagan.


“Oh, my,” Botan gasped, putting her hand to her mouth. Simultaneously, Yukina said “Nani!?”


Kurama nodded.


“What…did you remember anything else?” Botan asked. Kurama had told her about my condition…I knew it.


“Well…no, I don’t think he did,” Kurama replied, glancing over at me. “He hadn’t remembered about the Jagan at all, so I asked him if he knew what was beneath the cloth on his forehead. He took it off and looked at the Jagan, and I told him that it gave him mental powers, and so on, and that he had it implanted for a few reasons.”


“And?” Yukina pressed.


“And I told him that he would have to remember what those reasons were—along with the rest—on his own,” Kurama went on. “I think it’s best.”


Yukina and Botan nodded. I looked around at them, finding myself uneasy, but at least satisfied that they had forgotten their unnerving smirks.


“Yes, it is best that he remembers on his own,” Yukina said, smiling over at me. “You’ll remember soon enough, Oniisan. I know you will.”


“I don’t think anything could keep him from the truth,” Botan said. “You were always too stubborn to let anything keep you down, Hiei.”


Kurama nodded absently in his agreement, shooting a tiny glance over at Botan before blushing and looking back down. Botan, who had caught the glimpse Kurama gave her, blushed and looked down also. Yukina and I exchanged furtive glances, smirking at our friends’ embarrassment.


“Well…uh…we have a good few hours before we leave for the—“


“Place we’re going tonight,” Yukina finished. Botan had apparently been about to reveal where we were going, and I was suddenly hit with the recollection that Botan let things slip quite often if no one was there to check her.



“So, what do we do?” Botan said quickly, trying to cover up her near-err. 


“I have a question,” I said, “though I think that it is answered already. Oneechan, you spoke to me through thought a while ago…and you said that you’d explain how later. What’s your explanation?”


Yukina seemed caught off guard, but regained possession of herself quickly.


“Well, since we’re brother and sister, we share a mental bond, and your already-powerful telepathic abilities helped a little bit.”


I nodded shortly. That’s what I had thought.


“Hn,” I snorted. Kurama gave the others a knowing glance, and then clarified, sparing me the trouble of asking the question.


“You used to say ‘hn’ quite a bit, Hiei,” Kurama said. “It was your reply to almost anything. I think it was your favorite word, besides ‘baka’ of course.”


This last comment earned laughs from Yukina and Botan. Yes, I had called…what was his name…Kuwabara?…I had called him a baka. I felt the urge to laugh along with them coursing through me, but I instinctively held it back.


“I have an idea what we can do,” Botan suddenly chimed in.


“What’s that, Botan?” Yukina inquired, as though on cue. 


“Well, Yukina, why don’t we go shopping for something new to wear tonight? I have a little bit of ningen money with me, so we could…what do you think? We could get something to wear, and the boys could go pick something out, too, with our help, of course.”


“I think that sounds good,” Yukina said. “Kurama, what do you think?”


“I suppose I could pull out some money,” he said. “Hiei, are you in the mood to shop?”


“I don’t know,” I replied, and feeling that a little self-directed joke would top off this conversation nicely, I added, “I can’t remember the last time I went shopping, so I can’t really say.”


The others caught the light manner behind the joke, and laughed, standing from the table. Kurama went to his room and returned a moment later with his wallet. My sister went to the guestroom, returning with a purse, and Botan grinned and patted her pocket, indicating that her money was in there. I raised an eyebrow.


“I have a good amount of money, Hiei,” Kurama said quietly. “I can afford two outfits. You’re going to deserve it after you spend a few hours with these two…it’s not going to be easy to endure.”


I gave Kurama an apprehensive look, but he just grinned and shrugged, following Botan and Yukina, who were chatting relentlessly, out the door. I followed soon after, regretting ever making that joke and agreeing to this madness.

Chapter 6: Kurama


I knew as soon as we left the apartment that Hiei was already starting to regret agreeing to the shopping Yukina and Botan had in mind. We walked instead of taking my car, enjoying the beautiful day. We arrived at the shops not long after leaving the apartment building, and it was then that Hiei must have realized that he had made a near-fatal mistake.


Botan was someone that anyone would expect to enjoy shopping, but Yukina didn’t seem to be such a person. However, that appearance was deceiving. She enjoyed shopping just as much as Botan, though she wasn’t as free with her spending. We walked into one store, and it was then that the chaos began.


Hiei and I walked uncomfortably behind our companions as they browsed through clothes, jewelry, and beauty products, stopping ever few feet to show each other something else and debate over whether it was worth the money to buy. Hiei began to look slightly sick when the girls decided to put on perfume, so I told him he could go wait by the doors. He walked over and leaned against the wall uncertainly as I interrupted the girls’ little perfume spree, telling them which one I thought was best. They took my advice, seeing as how they were only buying it to please their friends, and bought two different scents, both of which were mild and didn’t make Hiei nauseous. 


After that incident, they hit the clothing stores. After about two hours of shopping for their clothes, which they spent quite a bit of money on, they decided to get something to drink…and I was left to buy us something. After their thirst was quenched, they set about dressing us. Hiei looked sick now, but not to his stomach…more just revolted at how enthused the girls were about something he had always considered vain and pointless. At least he recalled his feelings on that.


We went to a mens’ clothing store, and the girls set about their work. After about ten minutes trying to convince me to try something on, I acquiesced and tried some things on for their enjoyment. However, it took a little bit more convincing to get Hiei to comply. He had to watch me go through the torture before going through it himself, and even then he wouldn’t leave the dressing room willingly, and only did once Yukina led him out. He was quiet and dark, probably holding his temper in for Yukina’s sake and the sake of the lives of everyone in the store. After that bit of tribulation, the girls picked out an outfit for each of us and ushered me to the cashier, a male teenager who cast me a pitying look and mouthed ‘condolences’ when Botan and Yukina weren’t looking. I paid and smirked at the cashier, who raised an eyebrow at Yukina and Botan, and we left, heading back to my apartment. Hiei and I were loaded with bags that the girls had forced upon us.


“That was fun!” Botan declared as we took the elevator up to my floor.


“So desu,” Yukina nodded. “What did you two think?”


“Etto…” I began, but Hiei cut in for me.


“Hn,” he said, pushing his normal reply onto them. They accepted his inarticulate grunt for an answer, and led us into my apartment. Hiei and I all but dropped the bags onto the ground in the living room and sank onto the couch, laughing at our actions as the girls chatted themselves into the guestroom.


“I’m not completely sure, but that had to be the most painful experience I’ve ever had,” Hiei commented dryly. I laughed.


“No doubt it was,” I agreed, smiling over at my old friend. “It was particularly painful for me, having to be the ‘willing model’ that you wouldn’t consent to become.”


“Hn,” Hiei replied with the slightly hint of a chuckle. “You liked it, admit it.”


“No, I didn’t,” I whispered, snickering. He joined me in laughing outright. It was rare for Hiei to actually laugh, and I thought that, although strange, it suited him well.


“Hey, you two, we’re going to get ready,” Botan said, poking her head in. “Why don’t you put on the clothes we picked out? We’re leaving for the…uh, place in an hour!”


She went back into the guestroom with Yukina, and the sound of giggles drifted to where Hiei and I still sat slumped on the couch.


“Think we should get dressed?” Hiei inquired after a good ten minutes of not moving.


“Probably,” I said. “Go and put your outfit on. I’ll be back in a moment.”


I went into the kitchen and got myself a glass of water. I was parched after walking for so long and carrying those bags. I was feeling regret at complying with the girls’ whim to shop, but I was also satisfied with their content.


Hiei came out a few minutes later, and I was surprised to see that he actually looked natural in the clothes that Yukina and Botan had picked out for him. He was wearing black slacks with a black belt that fit him well, once the bottoms were rolled up a few times. He was also wearing a black, tight t-shirt which he tucked into the pants. He was wearing his own boots, as he had downright refused to buy new shoes. He looked pretty good, and I was sure the girls would approve.


“Your turn,” Hiei sneered ironically, scowling. He obviously didn’t like his new ‘look’. I put my glass down and went to my bedroom, looking into the bag to see what the girls had ultimately decided I should wear. Squinting a little at the choice of clothes, I put them on, looking in the mirror to see how it looked.


Although the clothes were a bit uncomfortable, I felt that I looked nice enough. I was wearing black slacks much like Hiei’s, also with a black belt. My shirt was a white wife-beater, covered with a black shirt that I left unbuttoned. I threw on some regular shoes and ran my fingers through my hair, feeling that I looked at least decent.


I walked out to find Hiei sitting back down on the couch, his arms folded and his scowl more pronounced than before. 


“Hn,” he grunted in greeting. I felt that, somehow, he was using that word more often to try to trigger some memory or other. However, I dismissed this thought as the door to the guestroom opened. 


Yukina came out first. I had to admit that she looked good. She was wearing a red, long-sleeved shirt, and a black skirt that reached her knees. Her black shoes, though formal, were not high-heeled, and looked good with her attire. She had her hair tied back like usual, but wore makeup and the slightest hint of perfume. She smiled at me and then sat beside Hiei, complimenting her brother about his look.


Then, Botan came out, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was absolutely stunning. She wore a close fitting, sleeveless, white Chinese-style dress than ended mid-thigh. The black trim and frog-and-toggle buttons ran diagonally down the neck and down the entire side of the dress, giving it a bit of decoration. In her hand, she carried a black, long-sleeved, open front shirt, probably to wear over her dress if she so decided. She also wore white, high-heeled shoes that she looked a bit uncomfortable in, but she moved gracefully all the same. Her hair was in a half-ponytail, some strands hanging down at her back and in her face. Her makeup was applied perfectly, and she wore the scent of roses.


“You look handsome, Kurama-kun,” she smiled, and then complimented Hiei as well. With that, she looked at the clock and smiled wider still.


“We should go. The others are meeting us at our first destination in about ten minutes,” she said.


“Let’s go,” Hiei suggested tonelessly, grabbing a jacket that the girls picked out for him and looking like he wanted to get this over with as soon as possible. Ordinarily, he would have probably gone along with this with no protest or comment, but it was now new to him since his memory was still lost, and he had to get used to it again. 


I grabbed my jacket and locked the door behind me, leading my friends down to my car and climbing into the driver’s seat. Hiei and Yukina sat in back, talking quietly about something which I could not hear, and Botan climbed in front quietly, looking slightly self-conscious to be sitting next to me. We still hadn’t talked about the little incident from earlier that day.


We arrived at our first destination…a restaurant. Yusuke, Keiko, Kuwabara, and Shizuru were already standing outside, waiting for us.


“Part one,” I said to Hiei. “We eat dinner.”


I parked the car and we got out, joining our friends. All were dressed nicely, and we fit in with them well. We went into the restaurant, taking our seats at a table, and reading our menus.


“You two look pretty good,” Shizuru commented as we sat down. She looked annoyed that this was a non-smoking restaurant. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you wear clothes like that, Hiei.”


“Yeah, Hiei, you look good like that,” Keiko put in. She smiled warmly at Hiei, whose mouth twitched slightly, but did not return the smile.


“Kurama, you don’t look half-bad either,” Shizuru added admiringly, smiling at me from across the table. She then cast a strange look at Botan, who blushed profusely and hid behind her menu.


We ordered and ate our food, conversing about various things throughout the night. Hiei said a few words now and then, though not many, as he could not really follow the conversations all that well, but no one seemed to take notice. Hiei was strictly anti-social as a rule, and never truly chatted. He said a few words, but then a question from Yusuke caught him off guard.


“So Hiei, when are you going back to Makai?” 


Hiei looked up at Yusuke, keeping his true thoughts carefully concealed. I, however, could read past this act, and came to his rescue.


“Well, Yusuke, Hiei wanted to go back sometime soon, but I suggested he should stay in Ningenkai and rest for a while. Besides, we wouldn’t want him to miss tonight, ne?”


“Yeah,” Keiko put in. “His first night back with us.”


I nodded. It was especially lucky that Hiei didn’t talk much in the first place. If he had been a social person, such as Botan or even myself, he would have been in trouble…or more resourceful with his answers to questions he couldn’t know the answer to.


We finished our meal and then paid, leaving the restaurant. Botan, Yukina, and Hiei got back into my car, while Yusuke and the others took his car. We were off to our next destination.


“Where are we going now?” Hiei inquired. I let out a very short, quiet laugh.


“You’ll see,” I replied impishly, smirking, and driving off behind Yusuke, trying to keep up with the other while sped away.

Chapter 7: Hiei


I was sincerely anxious when we left the restaurant. I had made the most of the dinner, but I was slightly worried after my close call with Yusuke’s question about Makai. I know that name from my memories, and I know about it, but I can’t really remember what’s there for me. I had caught on to the others’ names pretty quickly—Yusuke, Kuwabara, Shizuru, and Keiko were those I didn’t know at first, but did after the restaurant. Kurama was the biggest help to me, as he saved me from Yusuke’s question and a few other awkward inquiries from those that were my friends. When we drove off, and I was among those who knew my predicament, I spoke my fears.


“I don’t think I can avoid many more brushes with the truth like that and keep the secret from them,” I announced coldly, bored and tired and wanting some rest.


“We’ll try our best,” Yukina said soothingly. “You never talked much anyway, so nothing seems wrong, but just try to go along with what they say, alright? Remember what I said about just shrugging or staying silent.”


I nodded, looking uncertainly over at my sister.


“It’ll be fine, Hiei-kun,” Botan tried to reassure me, turning in her seat and smiling at me. “Someone will help you out.”


“And what if I don’t want to rely on someone to come to my rescue every time I get asked a question?”


Botan looked uncomfortable and turned back around. I could feel her slight shame at her foolish words, but Yukina said something then that must have made her feel better.


“I know it’s hard on you, Oniisan, but it’s hard on us, too,” Yukina said. “We’re just trying to help. Please, just cooperate, maybe something someone says will trigger a memory, who knows? We just need to have time for you to remember.”


I nodded in relent, as I was given no other real option short of jumping out of the moving car there and then. We reached the next place and Kurama parked, smirking.


“We’re here,” he said, getting out. 


I looked at the building as we approached, and could find no real distinct details. We went in, finding the others waiting up for us just inside.


“Welcome back, Hiei,” Yusuke said, patting me playfully on the shoulder, staring out at the scene before him eagerly. I, however, felt a certain abhorrence at the sight.


We were in a large room with flashing lights and pounding, fast-paced music. There were booths along the walls and a bar on the far wall, but a large, open space in the center where many ningens were dancing, or what truly was a group of people moving around randomly and trying to keep pace with the music. I snorted, and Yusuke laughed, hitting me on the shoulder again.


“Glad to see you still think we’re inferior,” he joked, and took Keiko by the hand, leading her out onto the dance floor. Ignoring the others, I moved forward until I found an empty booth, and I slid into it and fell to staring directly ahead and crossing my arms.


“The others have gone to dance,” a voice said from beside me. “I don’t think I could stand it.”


Shizuru sat across from me, lighting up a cigarette. I had a flash of a memory, which showed me this same girl lighting up a cigarette and smoking casually, blowing some of the smoke into Kuwabara’s face as he complained. I could swear we were in a hotel somewhere, high up…


The memory faded, but still stayed in my mind as Shizuru looked thoughtfully at a device at the table.


“Interesting,” she mumbled, picking up a bottle and part of the device and shooting what looked suspiciously like something I recognized as sake into her bottle.


“Cheers,” she said shortly, draining the bottle in one sitting. “Well, at least I can get drunk.”


I smirked and snorted shortly at this comment. Everything seemed so familiar, but I could barely put my finger on it. The lights were also giving me a headache, so I had to squint to keep from going blind.


“Don’t you just hate it when people do that?” my companion asked suddenly. I glanced over at her inquiringly, wondering what she meant…and if she was always so bitterly vague.


“Do what?” I pressed.


“Bring their friends to a place their friends hate and abandon them to have fun while their friends drinks themselves to sleep,” she clarified.


I considered, and went on Yukina’s advice and shrugged.


“Look, I know your not very social, but the others wandered off and I have no one to talk to. I’m going to get something to drink besides sake, you want something?” she sighed.


“Fine,” I replied absently, thinking over the comment she made before announcing she was going for drinks.


“Be back, then,” she said, and leaving her cigarette in an ashtray, she got up and pushed her way roughly through the crowd toward the bar, and past my sight.


I had a strange feeling then. I somehow knew that I rarely spoke to this girl, and if I did, it was only in passing, like earlier that day when she asked why I was quiet. Now, we were the only ones out of our friends to sit bitterly down and just drink…and she was talking to me sincerely. I figured that it was just the sake talking.


“Got ‘em,” she said, placing a drink down in front of me and taking one for herself.


“Thanks,” I mumbled, sipping at the drink. It was sharp and bitter, but I enjoyed it. 


“Something’s been up with you, Hiei, even if you won’t admit it,” Shizuru said suddenly. “Look, I know that you don’t like to talk and you like to stay mysterious and all that, but why don’t you tell me what’s been going on with you lately? Ever since you woke up from your little coma you’ve been even more reclusive than usual…plus, Kurama and Yukina have been answering almost all the questions that the others ask you. What’s going on?”


I looked up at her and saw that she was on the edge of discovering the truth herself. I sighed, and then explained quietly what was going on. When I finished, I drained my drink with a small gasp, swallowing hard. I eyed the sake, and took a drink of that, too, while Shizuru let the news sink in.


“So that’s why,” she said in a kind of sickened awe. “You will get your memory back, won’t you?”


“I don’t know,” I replied truthfully. “I’ve gotten a little bit back on my own so far, but not much."


“Did you remember everyone’s names on your own?” she inquired doubtfully.


“No. Just Yukina’s and Kurama’s. The rest I caught from someone else saying it.”


Shizuru nodded in understanding, taking some of her drink quickly and staring out into space.


“That does explain one hell of a lot,” she noted loosely. She seemed to be feeling the effects of the alcohol. “Hiei…I have to say that I really feel bad about this.”


“Why?” I asked. I hadn’t asked anyone else that, and I was beginning to wonder, though I couldn’t exactly say why. Why did everyone care about me so much? I really didn’t know why I was thinking this, but…somehow, I was.


“Well, for one, I think losing your memory is a pretty awkward and painful experience, though I can’t say that from experience myself. Secondly, Hiei…this is kind of hard to say, but from what I know of your past, even though it’s very little, I would not want to live that kind of life a second time.”


She looked at me, tipsy and concerned, and took another drink. I considered what she said and nodded.


“I’ve remembered only one thing from my past,” I said. “It wasn’t pleasant.”


She looked at me with a worried expression.


“I know that you and I have never been close or anything, and you and my brother don’t get along so well, but I hope I’m your friend, Hiei. I’ve never really been able to relate to anyone before, but I think we could…besides, my brother is marrying your sister…we’re both going to have to make an appearance to the wedding, and I’m betting you are only going for Yukina’s sake. Otherwise, you wouldn’t go. Am I right? Or can’t you remember?”

I pulled at the memory of Yukina asking me to give her away. I nodded.


“I can remember. You’re right.”


“Well,” she went on, “I am only going because Kazuma is the one getting married. If he wasn’t, I would probably skip it. You’ve as good as said the same. We’re a lot alike, I think.”


This last note on her part was a different tone. She had been speaking in fast, high, slightly troubled tones, but the last part was more in a meditative, calm tone. It sounded like her as I could just barely remember…I could see the memory…she was in a…room with the others and myself…I could just see her…and the others too, they were talking about something.


“What’s up? You’ve gone pale,” she said, looking over at me.


“Nothing,” I lied. I was having strange, tangled memories, and it wasn’t particularly pleasant. It was adding to the headache that the lights were giving me. 


Shizuru was suddenly shaking her head.


“I really don’t want to be here,” she announced miserably, sipping at more sake. I pulled the shooter away before she could reach for more.


“I think you’ve had quite a bit already,” I said.


“You’re probably right,” she agreed, leaning back and staring into space once more. Then she broke out, “I just want to go.”


I paused, and then said, “I don’t think you can, unless you want to walk.”


“It’s not far,” she said, standing up shakily, stumbling slightly.


“You’re drunk,” I shot back, standing with her and grabbing my jacket.


“So?” she replied, holding a hand to her head. “Fine,” she said in defeat, walking next to me and out the door.


I put my jacket on to shield the cold. It had grown dark and windy. I looked over at Shizuru, who was shivering. I took my jacket off again, thinking secretly that I was too damned nice, and handed it to her.


“Arigato,” she said, her eyes wide in surprise.


I walked on with her, my hands in my pockets. She turned a corner, and I went with her. My head was filled with thoughts of what my past could possibly be. I remembered the emotions I felt in that abyss I had been in before I woke, and I came to the conclusion that Shizuru was probably right, and I wouldn’t want to live it twice. But I had no choice…


I suddenly had a strange recollection. I had never been close to Shizuru, it was true, but I remembered a short conversation we had once…I couldn’t recall when or where, but I could hear her words…


“Look,” she said. “I know that you’re not the warmest guy in the world, but this is dangerous.”


I raised an eyebrow, thinking that it was obvious enough.


“I just want you to watch over my baby bro, alright? He’s too confident, and it might get him killed. I didn’t want to ask any of the others, because they might start feeling pity for me or something, but I know you won’t. Promise me you won’t let him die and you won’t pity me if he does.”


I nodded shortly, staring momentarily out a window and at a beautiful sunset.


“Thank you,” she said, and turning back, added, “Good luck with the finals tomorrow.”


I stopped short,  my breath catching in my chest.


“Hiei, what’s wrong?” Shizuru asked.


“I…I…”


I stumbled over words that would not come out. Finals? What finals? I…I could almost reach the memory.


“What were ‘the finals’?” I asked tentatively.


Shizuru gasped slightly.


“You had a memory,” she stated, looking at me even more wide-eyed than before. I nodded in reply.


“You…were asking me to watch over your brother and not to pity you…and wishing me luck at the finals…”


Her mouth was slightly ajar as she breathed heavily, staring at me in both amazement and distress.


“You…you’re remembering the Ankoku Bujutsukai,” she whispered, almost to herself more than to me.


“The Ankoku Bujutsukai?” I echoed.


“I don’t think I should tell you about that,” she said. “I don’t know if I can.”


I saw that the memories for her were very painful. To avoid the disconcerting situation we had placed ourselves in, we walked on in silence.


“Well, we’re here,” she said, stopping before a house and handing my jacket back. “Thanks for walking me home.”


I nodded absently, my thoughts on that memory.


“Goodnight,” she said, turning and hurrying into the house. I turned and headed back toward where we came from. The Ankoku Bujutsukai…memories that were painful…everything became confusing as I walked back. I reentered the building to find that Kurama, Botan, Kuwabara, Yukina, Yusuke, and Keiko were all seated at a large, round booth in the corner. I walked over and stood in front of the table. Keiko moved over and I sat next to her.


“Where’d you get to?” Kuwabara inquired. “And where’s Shizuru?”


“She went home,” I replied. “She was drunk, so I walked her.”


“That was nice of you,” Yukina commented.


“Very gentlemanly,” Botan put in.


“Is something up, Hiei?” Yusuke asked. 


“Yeah, you look kind of preoccupied,” Keiko added.


“Nothing,” I said, glancing at Kurama, who, out of everyone, I knew would catch the message. He nodded in understanding and then turned to Botan, whispering something in her ear.


“Fine, then, keep your secrets,” Yusuke said lightly, catching the silent messages Kurama and I exchanged. He leaned across Keiko and pushed me playfully, which, to my annoyance, almost shoved me out of the booth.


“Well, we’re going to go back on the floor,” Yusuke said. I stood to let them out and then sat back down.


“I’m going to go get some drinks,” Kuwabara said, getting up from the other side of the booth. This conveniently left me, Kurama, Yukina, and Botan in the booth, all who knew my secret.


“Shizuru knows,” I said blankly.


“How?” Botan asked.


I shrugged.


“Well, Shizuru does notice a lot,” Yukina said wonderingly. “Was she alright when you left her?”


I nodded shortly.


“I had another memory on the way,” I declared, and told them of the memory. At that moment, Kuwabara came back with some drinks.


“Well, Hiei, that sounds interesting,” Kurama said. “Maybe we can come up with something for it later.”


“What sounds interesting?” Kuwabara asked.


“Oniisan was just telling us about a thought he had…it doesn’t matter…I think Kurama can handle it,” Yukina said, almost evasively, but she avoided more questions as Kuwabara shrugged.


“Whatever,” he muttered, taking a sip of his drink. “So, Hiei, how do you enjoy being back?”


I raised an eyebrow at him from across the table. 


“I’d enjoy it much more, fool, if you’d leave me the hell alone,” I shot back, feeling a strange satisfaction in insulting him.


“Oniisan, please don’t start anything,” Yukina pleaded softly, giving me a disappointed look.


“Hn,” I snorted, staring to the side grimly.


“Well, I don’t know about you guys, but this is getting boring. Come on, Yukina, let’s dance for a while,” Kuwabara said, obviously accepting the insult without question.


Yukina took his hand and went out to the floor, and I ignored the conversation between Kurama and Botan.


“I’m leaving,” I announced quietly, grabbing my jacket and standing up.


“But…Hiei,” Botan started, but I interrupted her.


“I can take care of myself,” I sneered, throwing on the jacket and turning around, walking toward the door.

Chapter 8: Botan


Kurama looked absolutely gorgeous. Dressed in black pants, a black belt, a white shirt, and a black, unbuttoned blouse, I couldn’t believe what I saw. Kurama was always handsome…but…here, I couldn’t find words to describe how incredible he looked. I suddenly became very self-conscious, wondering if my short-skirt Chinese-style dress was too fancy or shameless. But judging from the way Kurama was looking at me, I became almost certain that my worries were not justified.


I had to admit that Hiei looked handsome as well, but not in the elegant, soft way that Kurama was. Hiei was different. He wore black pants and a black belt like Kurama, but a rather tight black t-shirt was tucked into his pants. It fit him very closely, showing off his muscular torso. He was scowling, which only added to his strange, enigmatic appeal. I began to realize how mysterious Hiei was, and had always been. He was never open, he never revealed his thoughts, and then only people who could truly read the meaning behind his words were Kurama and Yukina. Sure, the rest of us had some idea what was going on in Hiei’s mind, but it was only a notion—Kurama and Yukina really knew what he thought. But I could barely believe that this was in fact Hiei standing in front of me, looking almost as good as Kurama.


Kurama acted like a gentleman all night. At dinner, he pulled out my seat for me before taking his own seat. He spoke casually but politely, and I was amazed at how chivalrous he truly was. I got to see the mannerly side of him quite often at our dinners, but he was being especially courteous that night. He opened and held the door for everyone on their way out, earning an almost disgusted look from Yuu-kun. 


Kurama was still very polite at the club, but not as much as when we were at the restaurant. He took my little mini-jacket and placed it with his own on the rack, and then turned to me, a playful smirk playing on his lips.


“Would you care to dance?” he asked quietly, his hand extended toward me in invitation.


I grinned and took his hand, and he led me out onto the dance floor. He was a good dancer, and I felt slightly ashamed that I had really never taken the time to learn how to dance. I just hope that my natural grace, if there is any, took over and I didn’t look like a complete fool.


During a slow song, he courteously asked me if I wanted to sit, but I thought it over and shook my head. I was having the time of my life. He smiled charmingly and offered his hand to me, which he held, and then placed at his neck. He wrapped his arm around my waist and then grabbed my other hand with his own, still smiling down at me. I felt myself blushing, and I could sense that he was holding back a chuckle…but I didn’t feel embarassed, as I usually did if I was caught blushing. I felt so comfortable with him. 


About halfway through the song, Kurama let go of my hand and put his around my waist, so that they were clasped at my back. I instantly put my other hand around his neck, sighing very slightly, but not really enough to be noticed.


“Strange,” he said suddenly, almost in a whisper.


“What?” I asked, caught off guard.


He nodded to the left, staring in that direction with a small smile on his face and a wondering glint in his eye. I followed his gaze to see Hiei and Shizuru conversing quietly.


“That is strange,” I agreed, my eyebrows furrowing first in confusion and then in curiosity. They looked like they were deep in the conversation, and I was slightly surprised when Shizuru suddenly stood and stumbled, and Hiei stood with her. They walked out together, and I heard Kurama exhale loudly.


“I wonder where they’re going,” he thought aloud, frowning. Then, his expression lightened and he smirked again. I ignored the almost roguish look on his face…and then I realized why…the song was changing to a faster paced one, and it sounded like something that came out of Latin America.


“Well, they miss out on the fun,” I grinned, almost winking at Kurama. Even though I held back from this tiny urge, I believe Kurama caught the slightest hint of the gesture, and we continued to dance until that song was over.


After that, sweaty and breathless, we went to a round corner booth where Yusuke and Keiko were already sitting, drinking away.


“You guys know where Hiei and Shizuru went?” Yusuke asked as soon as we sat down.


“They left a while ago,” Kurama answered. “I can’t tell you where they went…we were dancing at the time.”


“Yeah, you two were out there for a long time,” Keiko noted. “You looked good together.”


At this hinting suggestion, I was saved from an awkward moment when Yukina and Kuwabara sat down on our left. We were crushed into the center…and I could feel Kurama’s shoulder rubbing mine, and felt a little embarassed at it, but had my mind taken off of it by Hiei suddenly trudging in with a troubled look on his face that I could barely read.


“Where’d you get to?” Kuwabara asked. “And where’s Shizuru?” He sounded almost angry.


“She went home…she was drunk, so I walked her,” the Koorime answered, obviously preoccupied with something else.


“That was nice of you,” Yukina commented. I felt I needed to agree somehow, so I put in, “Very gentlemanly.”


“Is something up Hiei?” That was Yusuke. Always to the point. Keiko agreed with him, and then Hiei denied any problem and glanced over at Kurama. Kurama nodded suddenly, and then leaned over and whispered in my ear.


“I think he had another memory,” the kitsune whispered against my ear. His lips just brushed my ear, and I never found out if that was intentional or not.


“Fine, then, keep your secrets,” Yusuke snorted. He had seen Kurama lean over and whisper to me. Then, after shoving Hiei playfully, he added, “Well, we’re going to go back on the floor.”


Kuwabara, announcing he was getting drinks, left the table, and it was just Kurama, Yukina, Hiei, and I.


“Shizuru knows,” Hiei abruptly announced.


“How?” I inquired, earning a shrug from Hiei.


“Well, Shizuru does notice a lot. Was she alright when you left her?”


Hiei nodded at his sister’s words.


“I had another memory on the way,” he told us, confirming the message he sent Kurama and that Kurama relayed to me.


Kurama said something to keep Kuwabara out of the conversation, and after a few muttered explanations of this and that, Kuwabara made a stupid move.


“So, Hiei, how do you enjoy being back?”


I cringed slightly as I waited for the blow to fall.


“I’d enjoy it much more, fool,” Hiei snarled, “if you’d leave me the hell alone.”


That was our Hiei.


Yukina scolded Hiei slightly, which I was sure he ignored, and then followed Kuwabara out onto the dance floor. Hiei then announced that he was leaving and stood up.


“But…” I intervened. “Hiei.”


“I can take care of myself.”


I knew that, but Hiei was still lacking in memory and I didn’t want him to go wandering around at night. I was left with no choice but to accept it as he turned and walked away, leaving no room for a reply to his claim.


“Let him go,” Kurama whispered. “This might help him remember something…he’s gone walking around at night several times before.”



“Why does he do that?” I asked exasperatedly. 


“I’m not sure,” Kurama replied slowly, considering his words. “I think he just likes to wander…it helps him think. Or maybe it just gives him more to think about…Hiei does like thinking quite a bit. I remember when I asked him the same question, he told me ‘because I’d rather avoid being stuck inside when I could very well be free of these goddamned walls’ or something like that. Maybe it makes him feel he’s free.”


“But…he is free,” I said in a confused tone. What did he mean, ‘it makes him feel he’s free’?


“No, that’s not what I meant,” Kurama corrected. “I meant that something in him…he traps himself, I suppose. Not even I have fully understood Hiei…neither has Yukina. He keeps things very well hidden when he wants to, and one thing he doesn’t want anyone to find is this secret of his. I came to the conclusion that it has to do with some memory of his past, but I can never really be sure. I can read him, yes, but not that well.”


“Can’t Yukina? They are twins, I know they share some kind of bond.”


“If they do, and Yukina does know, she’s never told me, and probably for the better. Hiei likes to keep his little secrets, as I’m sure you know.”


That was true, but Hiei’s secrets were rarely ‘little’. They were usually enormous issues, much like his ‘little secret’ about being Yukina’s brother that he kept all his life until a few months ago.


“Well,” Kurama broke out, “there’s no use wondering about something we’ll never find out.”


“So desu,” I whispered, barely realizing I said it and contradicting my words by further mulling over what Hiei could possibly be keeping from us.


“Would you like to dance again, or would you rather return home? I’m sure Kuwabara is giving Yukina a ride, and Hiei has already left, so if we leave we probably won’t be missed.”


I nodded. There was a strange moment of silence, and then I looked over at Kurama, wondering why he wasn’t speaking or moving. Then I realized my mistake. Oops…I hadn’t said which I was nodding at. Laughing a little at my ditsy moment, I spoke.


“Sorry. I think I’d like to call it a night.”


“Very well,” he said amiably, smiling and slipping out of the booth. He moved around to the side I was getting out of and offered his hand, which I took. He helped me put on my jacket at the door, and, putting his own on, held open the door for me. He was such a gentleman.


It was very cold, and as soon as we got outside, Kurama paused.


“Here,” he said, handing me his jacket. 


“Oh, no, Kurama, you need—“


“Please, take it,” he said, putting it over my shoulders. I knew he would never stop if I didn’t accept it, or he would and then not speak for his confusion or embarrassment at what he thought was probably being too polite. So I took it and climbed into the car, smiling at Kurama as he shut it after me.


“Maybe we could…” he began, but he stopped.


“Maybe we could what?” I asked.


He looked nervous, but then covered it up.


“Never mind,” he said. “Just thinking aloud.”


“Kurama…” I started cautiously, trying to summon up my courage. Gods, this was hard! “Um…do you mind if…I mean, would you like to…could…well…”


“Yes?” he asked reassuringly. I glanced over at him and saw he was smiling. This gave me a little courage.


“Would you like to go for a walk?” I asked quickly, before I became too afraid. “We could just go for a walk in the park or something…but if you don’t want to—“


“I think I walk would be nice,” he said. “I’ll drive over to the park instead.”


Our ride after that was silent. I was looking down at my feet the entire time, feeling both pride and shame flowing through me at gathering enough courage to ask Kurama that. He didn’t seem to think I was some silly little girl…to think that he would think that was foolish, but I was too caught up acting like a school girl with a crush that I wasn’t thinking very clearly.


“We’re here,” he said, parking the car. I looked out the window and saw that we were, in fact, at the park. I nodded silently, opening the door at the same moment as Kurama and stepping out. We closed our doors and then fell into step together at the front of the car, walking forward. Soon, we were walking aimlessly around, passing the same place over and over, walking on and off the path various times, and just talking quietly. He was very pleasant to talk to, and I felt entirely comfortable. I was also feeling excited, mostly because I was just near him, and he didn’t think I was some stupid ditz. I was almost breathless as we walked, feeling so happy that we were just walking together and talking silently. I realized just how true Koenma’s assumptions about my feelings for him were, and I began to wonder just how Koenma had known my feelings for the kitsune before even I knew. Was I obvious? Did everyone know?


“You know,” Kurama said suddenly, his voice slightly nervous. This surprised me, as Kurama was always calm and rational and rarely looked or sounded nervous. “I was…wondering…would you like to go do something tomorrow night? I mean, without the others this time…if you would like to, that is.”


I was shocked into silence for a moment. Regaining myself, I smiled and looked up at him.


“I would love to do something,” I said quietly, holding down to urge to jump around and scream in joy. “What did you have in mind?”


“Oh, anything that suits you,” he replied. I sensed, much to my surprise and doubt, that he was tense about it. He was actually nervous about asking me out! “A movie, perhaps, or maybe dinner.”


“A movie sounds good,” I said. A nice first date…at least, I hoped it was a date.


“Good,” Kurama said. “What time is good for you?”


“Anytime,” I answered. I began to realize that our current conversation was sounding like a cheap chick flick. “How about…oh, I don’t know, six?”


“Six it is,” he agreed, grinning at me. 


We walked on for a while longer. I looked up at the sky and saw that the waxing moon was fading, and the eastern horizon was tinged red.


“It’s almost dawn,” I realized out loud, watching the sun just begin to shine.


“So it is,” Kurama replied, sounding partly amused and partly alarmed.


“Oh, no,” I blurted out. “I have to go back. Koenma wanted me back last night!”



“Well,” Kurama said. “I’ll see you tonight, at six.”


“I’ll come to your apartment around then,” I replied. “Ja ne.”


“Ja ne,” he replied. I summoned my oar, and flew off before I could act on the urge to kiss him.


I reached Reikai with apprehension. I landed, flicking my wrist and making my oar disappear, my clothes change into my normal kimono, and my hair lift back up into the normal ponytail. I rushed inside, heading toward Koenma’s office at a near-run to report.


“Koenma, sir,” I said as I entered. He looked up at me from his desk, slight disapproval shining in his topaz eyes.


“You’re late, Botan,” the Reikai Prince said coolly as I lowered my head in obedient respect.


“I know, Koenma-sama, and gomen nasai,” I apologized. “I lost track of the time.”


“While with Kurama, I assume?” he inquired, just as coolly. 


“Hai,” I said, suddenly feeling ashamed. I should have paid attention to the time.


“Botan, I hope you remember what I said to you before you left yesterday.”


“Hai,” I said again. “I really am sorry, Koenma-sama, please believe me.”


Koenma sighed.


“I understand that you lost track of time,” he said, his voice slightly warmer this time. “Make sure it never happens again.”


“Hai,” I said a third time. Then, realizing that I had something to ask him, I raised my head slightly, biting my lip.


“Koenma-sama,” I began slowly. “I…I want to ask for tonight off as well. I know I just took last night off, but…the thing is…I…”


I couldn’t go on. I was ashamed of forgetting my job so easily simply because I was with Kurama. 


“Yes?” Koenma pressed, his voice colder than ever now.


“I…That is, Kurama…he asked me to spend tonight with him…we were going to go to the movies or something…and I accepted…that’s why I want the night off…please, Koenma-sama, can I have it off?”


I looked into his eyes and saw that he was seriously considering this. I lowered my eyes again, hoping that he would allow me to go with Kurama that night.


“Fine,” Koenma acquiesced. “However, after tonight, Botan, I want you to seriously consider what I asked you to consider yesterday…is Kurama really worth losing your job over? If you truly love him, then I can’t force you to stay, but I want you to think on this.”


Feeling that I could do nothing but comply, I nodded and told him I would think it over, and he gave me leave to go.


“One more thing, Botan,” Koenma said just before I left. “Be careful. You may go.”


I knew that as he said ‘you may go’ it was meant as a signal that I was not to reply. He didn’t want me asking why he wanted me to be careful. Yet, for all his efforts of avoiding the question, he could not stop it from forming in my mind. Why did he say to be careful? Didn’t he trust Kurama? Didn’t he trust me? What was he thinking was going to happen?


I went about my duties, a knot forming in my stomach as six o’clock approached. When it neared, I flew down to Ningenkai, just catching Koenma eyeing me disappointedly as I left, listening to the well-wishes, assurances, and envious remarks from the other Spirit Guides. I landed and flicked my wrist again, my oar once again disappearing and my outfit changing. I wore a casual outfit, with jeans, a white sweater, and a jacket. I went up to Kurama’s apartment and knocked on the door. When the door opened, however, I was surprised to see Hiei behind it…he looked strange…tired, exhausted, really…as if he was tired of life.


“Hello,” I greeted cheerfully. “Is Kurama here?”


Hiei said nothing, but nodded once, walking back into the apartment and leaving the door open. I walked in slowly, closing the door behind me, and stepping slowly into the living room. I saw Hiei sitting at the window, and then my attention was shifted as Kurama’s bedroom door opened to reveal none other than Kurama himself.


“Konbanwa,” he said casually, closing the door and smiling. He said something to Hiei that I was too preoccupied to catch, and then turning to me. He looked preoccupied, glancing at Hiei every few seconds, but he hid whatever was bothering him and smiled wider.


“Shall we go?” he asked. I nodded, and we left. We went to the car, and then drove off.


We spent the night at the movies, and afterwards went to grab some ice cream. We walked around, eating our ice cream and talking. I was sure to check my watch every once in a while to make sure I didn’t overstep my boundaries this time. When it near midnight, I smiled at Kurama sadly. I knew I had to go, but I wanted to say something else…I just couldn’t place what I wanted to say into words. I was saved the effort by hearing Kurama speak to me.


“Would you like to get dinner sometime soon?” he inquired. “Tomorrow, or the day after?”


I considered, and then answered.


“I think the day after tomorrow would be good, if it’s fine with you,” I answered. He nodded.


“Kurama,” I said quickly, knowing what I had to do. “Koenma…isn’t happy about this.”


I was terrified that I would have to explain what I meant, and then be in danger of being presumptuous in assuming that we were a couple of any sort, or sounding stupid. However, he simply nodded and said five simple words.


“I should have guessed that.”


I gave him a questioning look and stopped walking.


“Botan,” he said quietly, looking decided about something, “I am hoping that we can continue to see each other…like this, I mean. I am hoping that we aren’t just friends anymore. I care for you as so much more than just a friend…and I am hoping you feel the same way.”


He paused here, and I looked up at him. I wanted to tell him that I did feel the same way, but the words wouldn’t come out. However, he must have read through the silence, because he smiled softly and nodded.


“Well, I knew that if we were to continue seeing each other, Koenma would want to intervene…and if you have to chose between me and your job, Botan, I don’t want you to chose me.”


I looked up at him wide-eyed. He looked very sad all of a sudden. Taking my hands in his own, he looked down and then straight at me, his beautiful emerald eyes both sad and decided.


“I don’t want you to lose your job over me,” he said softly, sadness tingeing his low, smooth, beautiful voice. “If you are forced to choose, which I fear you will be, I want you to chose your job.”


“Why?” I demanded suddenly. “I…Kurama, I want to stay with you. I care about you a lot and if I have to lose my job over it…I will. I can have a second chance at my job…but I will not expect you to wait for me for any period of time. There won’t be a second chance with you, Kurama, and I don’t want to lose you.”


I felt strange after saying that, as if I didn’t give a damn if Kurama rejected me or not. I think I lifted a weight off myself by admitting to him that I cared about him.


“Botan,” he said. As he said my name, I saw that he was seriously torn. He wanted me to keep my job because he knew I loved it, but he wanted to be with me as well. I heard Koenma’s voice ringing in my head, telling me to consider what I wanted carefully. Well, considering be damned! I knew what I wanted, and it wasn’t my job anymore.


I leaned up, my arms wrapping around Kurama’s neck, and kissed him. I kissed Kurama.


This was not like the short, soft kiss I gave him the previous morning. This one was deeper, and this time, I gave him time to respond. He didn’t need much time, though, because the instant our lips met, he was responding, his arms wrapped tightly about my waist. The kiss was deep, passionate, and absolutely wonderful. I was lost in that single kiss…it was a kiss worthy of legends. I knew that no matter what Kurama asked of me, I could never chose my job over him…never.


We broke the kiss at the same time, looking into each other’s eyes afterwards, both of us smiling.


“I think I have to go,” I said softly, kissing him shortly and gently stepping out of his embrace. “I’ll see you at six the day after tomorrow.” I smiled, summoned my oar, and flew away, grinning from ear to ear. I knew Koenma was going to be angry…but I didn’t care. All I could think about was one thing that Kurama had said.


I care for you as so much more than just a friend.


And I you, Kurama…and I you…

Chapter 9: Kurama


Botan…when we left after the club and walked around in the park, I felt so good around her. In the car, I admit that I was fairly nervous at the idea of asking her to spend more time with me, but when I couldn’t get the words out, she made me incredibly happy and hopeful as she asked me instead. We went to the park, and everything just felt right.


I was quite nervous asking her to spend time with me the next day. I felt like a young boy with a foolish crush, but there was more to it than that. Botan was one of my best friends, but I didn’t want her to be just my best friend anymore…I wanted more. The question was, did she want more from me?


The span of hours before our date were troublesome…something happened with Hiei that I could barely handle…but I made it, and I held my worries about our friend in that night.


We watched a movie that night, and went for ice cream afterwards. While we were walking casually down an empty street, she suddenly slowed to an almost unbearably sluggish pace, and then I felt the urge to speak…I wanted to ask her out again, and so I did.


“Would you like to get dinner sometime soon? Tomorrow, or the day after?”


There was a terrible pause in which I thought she was going to reject me, but she did nothing of the sort.


“I think the day after tomorrow would be good, if it’s fine with you.”


I felt unbelievably relieved. I felt so unsure around Botan, though I was usually very calm around females…Botan made me feel differently…


“Kurama,” Botan said suddenly, continuing to walk at that too-slow pace. “Koenma…isn’t happy about this.”


I was in awe. Botan was saying it like there was something between us, and I felt joy that she did. Then, a kind of resigned acceptance of some annoying inevitability took the place of my happiness.


“I should have guessed that,” I said, knowing fully well that Koenma would not want to lose his chief Deity of Death to a lowly kitsune thief.


At this, Botan stopped walking, and I was afraid I had said something tactless or stupid.


“Botan.”


I said her name, and then continued with what I was going to say before I lost my nerve, saying, “I am hoping that we can continue to see each other…like this, I mean. I am hoping that we aren’t just friends anymore. I care for you as so much more than just a friend…and I am hoping you feel the same way.”


I looked into her eyes, and saw that she did feel the same way, but just couldn’t put it into words. I nodded understandingly, saving her from saying something that she couldn’t. I then came to a decision.


“Well,” I said conclusively, “I knew that if we were to continue seeing each other, Koenma would want to intervene…and if you have to chose between me and your job, Botan, I don’t want you to chose me.”



She was staring up at me with an incredulous, shocked look over her beautiful countenance. I knew that I looked grieved, because I just couldn’t hold it back, but I knew that I wanted what was best for her, and that was her job, which she loves.


“I don’t want you to lose your job over me. If you are forced to chose, which I fear you will be, I want you to chose your job.”


“Why?”


This firm demand caught me almost off guard, but Botan spoke again and surprised me further.


“I…Kurama, I want to stay with you. I care about you a lot and if I have to lost my job over it…I will. I can have a second chance at my job…but I will not expect you to wait for me for any period of time. There won’t be a second chance with you, Kurama, and I don’t want to lose you.” 



“Botan.”


 I said her name once, that single word carrying all the emotion I felt. I really cared about her, I loved her, really, but I would not be willing to have her lose her job over me. That was just too selfish.


But Botan didn’t seem to think so. She looked resolute, and then she did something that I think surprised us both. She kissed me. 


I didn’t take long to respond. I pulled her closer as she threw her arms around my neck. We kissed for a long while, deeply, and it spoke all the words that were too painful or confusing to say. I knew that I would never forget that single kiss…it was simply amazing. I was disappointed when it ended, but we broke it simultaneously, staring deep into each others’ eyes.



“I think I have to go. I’ll see you at six the day after tomorrow.”


Botan spoke those words and kissed me quickly, flying off on her oar before I had a chance to even see her summon it. I would have stopped her for another kiss before she left, but…no matter. I would see her the day after tomorrow, if not sooner, and I could show her how much I cared all I wanted then.


And I was sure it was going to take a very long time.

Chapter 10: Hiei


I walked out of the club, and wandered the streets aimlessly, more than a few times hearing some ningen or other speak to me about things I wasn’t paying attention to. I ignored every single one of them, my thoughts on other things. I wandered, pondering my strange experiences since I woke up. I began to think over that abyss I was in while in the coma…I remembered all the dark emotions that I could feel from my past. Few were pleasant…all were confusing. I felt so much pain…and I began to become convinced that Shizuru was right in saying that I would not want to live that kind of life twice…but it looked like I was going to be forced to.


As I reached a large building in a place I didn’t recognize, I felt a strange urge overcome me. Looking around and checking to see if there were any ningens around to notice me, which there weren’t, I bent my knees and sprang upward, leaping onto a ledge of the wall. I did it repeatedly until I reached the twelve-story high roof, standing on the edge and looking out over the scene below. Well, I knew one thing now…I’m fast, and a good jumper. 


The sight was pleasant, if not entirely amusing. There was a city below me, bright lights blinding me when I looked at them. I glanced up from my high position, my eyes scanning the skies. I could just barely see something glittering the in the night sky…the stars. There was a faint moon as well, but it was just a pale sliver that could hardly be seen in the glaring light. I sigh, sitting down on the ledge and swinging sideways, laying down on the small edge wall, my right arm dangling dangerously off the side. I closed my eyes, and thought.


I tried to recall something, anything, but it just wasn’t working. I remembered talking to Shizuru, and our incredibly short conversation (more like a passing note) about the Ankoku Bujutsukai…whatever that was. I knew what it must be, but I had no idea what it had to do with anything. Was I in an Ankoku Bujutsukai? I suddenly felt some connection from the Ankoku Bujutsukai to myself, Kurama, Yusuke, Kuwabara, and…the others, but then another figure. Masked, small, strong…who was that?


My mind began to drift, as I somehow knew it always did, and I had no more control over my thoughts. Memories began to tangle, random memories…they were confusing, painful…just a tangle…


…a snowy scene, and then a whirlwind of cold, and a woman staring down at me as I was dropped off some high place…


…demons, beating me and leaving me to die…


…howling winds inside a dark, damp cave as I sobbed relentlessly for my pain…


…a strange man above me, laughing maliciously…


…a 14-year-old Kurama, fighting me uncertainly…


…Yusuke, smirking at me as he launched his attack…


…Kuwabara, snarling at me as we held up a falling ceiling…


…Yukina, trapped in a prison with wounds on her hands…


…a powerful flame erupting from my hand, and flying toward a terrified demon…


…a giant machine, trying to kill Kurama and me…


…a prison of energy, and a masked fighter at my side…


…Kurama transformed into Youko, hidden in a cloud of smoke…


…a tall man, pushing my Black Dragon back at me…


…a boat, sailing away from an island in the distance…


…a strange house, and darkness everywhere…


…Yusuke chasing a truck, and a boy trying to wound him…


…Yusuke fighting a strange man with unbelievable power…


…the woman from the cold world, sobbing at the foot of a grave…

…a woman, half-bionic and sneering at me…


…a battle, between many demons…


…Kuwabara, proposing to Yukina…


…Yukina, discovering our relation…


…the half-bionic woman, staring at me strangely…


…a strange demon, speaking to me in dull tones…


…pain, and blood everywhere…


…blackness…


I sat bolt upright, gasping for breath. I was on the edge of the building, and I grabbed the ledge to keep myself from falling. I looked to the eastern horizon, and saw that the sun was just beginning to rise. I jumped down to the ground level by level, stealthily avoiding being seen. I walked on, past the club where I was the previous night, and onward toward where I knew Kurama’s apartment to be, all the while thinking over what I saw with what I knew to be a troubled, preoccupied look on my face. I reached Kurama’s apartment, and as I came to the door, I saw Kurama just reaching it as well.


“Hiei,” my friend said in surprise. “You’re just getting in?”


“I could ask you the same question, Kurama,” I replied coolly. We went inside.


“So, where did you end up going last night?” Kurama asked casually, looking tired.


I shrugged. “Some building.”


“The roof, I suppose?”


I raised an eyebrow. How did he know that?


“You love heights.”


Oh. That’s how.


“So…did you remember anything?”


“Nothing specific,” I replied. “I saw flashes and tangles of memories, but nothing absolutely certain.” I told him about the flashes, and he listened to me gravely before replying, his voice fighting to stay even.


“Hiei,” he said, “you’ve just had flashes of your life. Not your entire life, but almost. The details aren’t there, but the basic idea of it is what you saw.”


So…that was my life…that mess of pictures? It didn’t make sense…everything that happened must have been much more complicated than that. It had to be.


“I need to ask you something,” I said slowly, uncertainly. Something I had wondered last night was beginning to bother me.


“Of course,” Kurama replied, looking up at me from where he had collapsed on the couch. I sat carefully down beside him, staring determinedly at the floor and nowhere else.


“Why…why does everyone…care about me…so much?” I asked, stumbling over the words. Why was it so hard to ask?


Kurama wasn’t replying. I risked a glance over at him…he was leaning forward, his head in his hands, his elbows rested on his knees. His eyes were closed, and he was shaking his head sadly.


“Hiei,” he began sadly, “this isn’t the first time you’ve asked me…and it’s just as difficult to say this as it was last time, for one reason only.”


“Well?” I persisted.


“We care about you because you are our friend,” he said firmly but gently, looking over at me. “The reason this is difficult to say is that it’s hard to believe that you can’t realize that, even if it’s you, Hiei.”


“What is that supposed to mean?” I demanded coldly, glaring over at Kurama.


He sighed.


“Hiei, I’m going to tell you a little bit about…well, you. This is something I think I can tell you, and that you shouldn’t remember on your own. You have trouble with many things, but above all else, you have trouble trusting people. For some reason, you just don’t want to believe that we actually care about you, and no one has any idea why. I don’t know if it’s your past or what, but something has caused you to believe that no one can ever care about if they’re in their right mind. You find it so hard to believe that you can trust someone and care about them and that they can care about you without wanting anything in return. It gets frustrating because you are so blind. You won’t accept that we care about you so much and we don’t want you to do anything for us in return, and that we won’t betray you or reject you. Something has stopped you from realizing this, Hiei, but I can’t tell you what it is. You’re too withdrawn. You won’t tell anyone how you feel about anything because you are afraid of betrayal. You won’t tell us about your past, you won’t tell us how you’re feeling, you won’t let anyone see that you are remotely emotional. You are so afraid of betrayal or rejection that you lock everyone out and it feels as if you don’t care about us. We don’t want anything in return for caring about you, Hiei, but it hurts when you don’t care about us as well.”


Kurama took a deep breath after that lot. I took it in, slightly puzzled, mostly annoyed. As if I could remember my goddamned past! It wasn’t my fucking fault that I couldn’t remember a damned thing and I couldn’t very well answer his shit thoughts on something I didn’t know. Kurama, you bastard, why are you telling me this load of shit? I DON’T GIVE A FUCK!


I froze. These thoughts weren’t mine…or were they? They were so angry, so full of hate…from what Kurama just told me, that’s what I’m like…angry, hateful, and cold. What was I doing? Why am I even alive? I realized that I was a terrible person, I don’t deserve to live! I looked frantically around, looking for something to just end my life there and stop the trouble I’ve caused over my life. 


“Hiei.”


Kurama’s hand was firmly on my shoulder, and his eyes were locking mine in place. He knew what was running through my mind, and it pissed me off to see that he knew every single thought.


“What the hell do you want?” I snapped, wrenching away from him and standing up sharply, backing away until I hit a wall.


“Hiei, please calm down,” Kurama said calmly, holding his hand in the air as a sign for me to stop. I was breathing heavily, flattened against the wall and wanting to back further away…to just fall out the window and down until I hit the ground and never got up again.


“Don’t think like you are, Hiei,” Kurama said dangerously. He was threatening me so I would stop thinking that I wanted to die! Ha!


“You have no right to tell me what to think, you fucking bastard!” I all but screamed, bearing my teeth and gasping for breath. Something was wrong in my mind, I couldn’t control it…


“You have had a terrible life, Hiei,” Kurama said slowly, “but you are not a bad person. No one wants you to die.”


“I WANT ME TO DIE!” I cried, and then froze again. I sank to my knees, tears pouring out of my eyes silently, but beyond my control. Why was I acting like this? Why couldn’t I just die and end all the confusion and pain? I don’t want to be here anymore! I don’t want to remember! I don’t want to live anymore! There’s too much pain, I can’t bear it anymore!


Kurama was reading my thoughts…I knew he was. He placed a gentle hand on my shoulder, closing his eyes briefly.


“Hiei,” he said soothingly. “Life is hard sometimes, I know…but you can’t give up. There are those that still need you…those you may not be able to remember yet…but they do. There are more people who care about you that you don’t know about yet, or at least can’t recognize. I know it’s hard, but you have to endure and survive. If for no one else, do it for Yukina. You care about her most. She’d be devastated if she lost you…you’re not a bad person Hiei. You’re just a little broken.”


A little broken? A little broken? I had just screamed obscenities in my mind and declared my desire for death and he was saying I was a little broken? Ch’…he was letting me off easy with that. I was shattered into a million shapeless fragments, and there was little hope of piecing me back together…it was just too much.


“I don’t want to hurt anymore.”


These words bubbled from my lips unheeded, small, weak, and frail. I curled myself into a ball and let the tears flow even more freely, hearing clicks as they solidified and turned into black tear gems. I barely felt it as Kurama lifted me off the ground and carried me into his bedroom, laying me on the bed and covering me with a blanket, his concerned eyes looking at me all the while. My closest friend…and the only one to whom I had shown my pain…and possibly the only one who would ever see that pain. I had broken down for the first time, and he had been the only one to witness it. That was a bond that would not break…even if I never remembered anything again, that one fact would stay with me forever.


I fell asleep, the last of my Hiruseki stones falling onto the bedsheets as I slipped into the darkness of a dreamless sleep.

Chapter 11: Yukina


After everyone left the club, I went with Kazuma for a while, back to our home in Genkai’s temple that we now watched over after her death. We spent some time together, slept, and the next morning, I bade my fiancé farewell, telling him I would be at Kurama’s apartment. I wanted to spend some time with Hiei-kun, and Kazuma understood…though he and my brother still didn’t get along so well, they had a mutual acceptance of each other and a strange friendship between them that I think not even they could fully comprehend. 


I arrived at Kurama’s apartment around noon. When I knocked on the door, it was immediately answered by Kurama, who sadly let me in and told me that I should sit down. Feeling worried about what could possibly be causing Kurama to act so strangely out of character, I sat shakily on the couch, watching nervously as Kurama sat on the edge of his coffee table and bent his head.


“Hiei…spent last night wandering around the city, like he used to,” my friend began, almost absently. “He came back this morning, just as I myself was getting in. He…he told me that he had had flashes, and when he described them, I realized that they had been flashes of his life. They were the basic idea of everything that had ever happened to Hiei, I’d guess, but they weren’t in great detail…just a few flashes and that’s it, from what he told me. After that, Hiei asked me something that he’s asked me before, when he was depressed a while back. He asked me why we cared about him. I could see in his eyes that he really didn’t know why he was asking, but something in him unconsciously rose up from his past. I explained to him about what he was like…about how he was always cold and aloof around everyone, even if he didn’t need to be, and about his fears of rejection and betrayal that come from his past. After…after I explained, Hiei…Hiei started to get angry, like he would have…back then…before he lost his memory. He…he got up, he was swearing like a sailor, and he backed up against the wall, and I could see that thoughts of suicide were running through his mind. I…I told him not to think like that, that no one wanted him to die…and he screamed at me that he wanted himself to die. With that, he sank to his knees, and broke down. I’ve…never seen him break down before. He was sobbing, and his tears were forming tear gems everywhere…I cleaned them up, but there were so many…and he just completely flooded over. I think that he’s finally reached the end of his rope. He’s faced too much…he…he collapsed, and I put him in bed, and he’s been sleeping ever since. He…he’s been through so much and he just broke down. I…I don’t know if he’s going to be alright…”


There were tears on Kurama’s face, and I felt tears welling in my own eyes. For Kurama’s sake, however, I pushed them back at the thoughts of what could possibly make someone as strong as Hiei break down. I took Kurama’s hands in my own and looked into his eyes, seeing the pain in them. It must have hurt him so much to see his best friend in so much pain. I know that I was a kind of solace for Hiei when he was upset or hurt, but before he ever found me, Kurama was the only one there. He spent his entire life utterly alone, and Kurama was his first friend, the first one he could ever trust, and I knew that Kurama had never truly made a real friend as Suiichi until Hiei came. They shared a strange bond that I couldn’t understand, but accepted, because I knew that it helped Hiei live without the grief that was so cruelly placed on him so early in life. Hiei is the same age as I, and I could barely imagine what he must have gone through when I was still learning to talk. We were just shy of twenty years old when I was kidnapped and I met him for the first time…and in that short space of time, I could see in his eyes that first time I saw him that he had not had a good past. But Kurama…Kurama somehow helped to carry Hiei’s weight, even though the kitsune could have no idea what Hiei had been through, because Hiei wouldn’t tell him. But…he did help carry the weight, just by being there for Hiei, and that made them close. Now, the closest person to my brother was sitting in front of me, his eyes red with tears, his shaking hands in mine, telling me that Hiei was thinking of killing himself and had broken down for the first time in front of anyone, and I could see that Kurama was about to crash under the burden of caring about his best friend.


“He’s still asleep?” I asked quietly, tonelessly.


Kurama nodded, his eyes still red but no longer leaking tears. I nodded in return, stood slowly, and turned, heading toward the bedroom. When I opened the door, I spied Hiei-kun sleeping soundly on the bed, turned on his side, his mouth slightly ajar. He looked more peaceful than I had ever seen him, the scowl that was normally present on his face smoothed out. He looked so young…


“Hiei-kun,” I whispered, kneeling next to the bed, and wiping a strand of hair out of his face. 


“-kina,” he mumbled, his eyes opening slowly.


“Hush, Oniisan,” I said more quietly still. “Go back to sleep. I just wanted to check on you.”


“Tell…” my brother muttered, his voice barely audible.


“Tell…” I repeated, guiding him along to what he was going to say.


“K’rama…” he began. “…sorry…”


I picked up the meaning, and was about to reply, but Hiei whispered something suddenly.


“It hurts.”


My eyes widened, but I realized that Hiei had not consciously spoken those words. He had fallen back asleep, and had spoken through the veil of his slumber. I felt the tears start to swell within my eyes, and I wanted to hold them back, but as small, ebony gems caught my eye, they fell beyond my control. I wiped them away gently, smiling very slightly at my brother’s sleeping face. He looked so innocent…I remembered that, as my twin, he was my age…he was still so young…when he was awake, he looked older than he truly was. He was only twenty-four…he looked so much older than that when he was awake. Here, he looked his age—younger, really. I almost felt more tears come to my eyes at the thought that this had come from his childhood…while I had lived a reasonably good childhood, he had been fighting for his life almost before he could talk.


“I love you, Oniisan,” I whispered, kissing his forehead gently. He didn’t stir as I stood and walked out of the room, returning to the couch and sitting in front of Kurama, who hadn’t moved. 


“He…” I began, my throat constricting. I would not cry! “He said he was sorry, Kurama. To you.”


“He’s awake?” Kurama inquired.


I shook my head.


“Not anymore,” I explained. “He woke for a few seconds, but fell back asleep. He was awake only long enough to ask me to tell you he was sorry.”


Kurama considered this briefly, and nodded once.


“Did he say anything else?”


I was caught off guard by this question, and I swallowed hard.


“Nothing while he was awake. But…”


“But…”


I realized that Kurama was not going to allow me to slip past this. I sighed heavily, closed my eyes, and took his hands in mine again.


“After he fell asleep, he whispered something to me. He said ‘it hurts’ and nothing else.”



Kurama inhaled sharply, his head snapping up. 


“There…there was something I didn’t tell you earlier,” he said guiltily, but the concern in his voice overruled the guilt. “Something he said. After he had broken down, he told me that he didn’t want to hurt anymore.”


Tears flooded my eyes at this. Kurama looked like he was beyond tears now, and his concern for Hiei was just too much for crying. I, however, was not at that point yet, and I barely noticed as Kurama, who had become a close friend of mine over the years, moved over next to me on the couch and wrapped his arms gently around my shoulders. I sobbed into his shoulder for a long time, thoughts of what had gone wrong flowing through my mind. I was so upset when Hiei-kun was injured, because he was all I had left of my family. I had my friends, yes, but…Hiei-kun was my flesh and blood, and the only one left of it. I had him back again, and then I lost him to whoever injured him. He didn’t recognize me at first, and even after he did, I still felt so terrible that he couldn’t remember those closest to him. I also knew that Hiei would have to live his life over to regain his memory, and even though I never once doubted Hiei’s strength, I knew that no one, no matter how strong they were, could endure that kind of suffering twice. I secretly feared that Hiei would try to end his own life if he remembered what horrible pain he had gone through, and when I saw Kurama crying openly and heard his words about what Hiei had said about wanting to die, my worst fears had almost come true. It is a truly terrible feeling—to live your life essentially alone, and then, when you finally find the one person who could banish that emptiness, you lose them, simply because they’re life was too much to bear and they took their own life because of the suffering. I cared about Oniisan so much, beyond anything, really, and I was about to lose Hiei to himself. No one should face that, and no one should face what Hiei had to face.


I gathered myself after a long time of seeking comfort in Kurama’s presence. I wiped my eyes, looking up into Kurama’s eyes, and saw that he had cried as well.


“I know exactly what you’re feeling,” he said quietly. His voice was so full of sadness that I could barely stand it. “However, I don’t think that my grief can match yours. I care about him because he was my first real friend since Kuronue…my only friend for a while. But he is your brother, whom you lost so early in life and then had to endure having him right under your nose and not know it for foolish reasons. When you gained him back, I saw that you were tremendously happy. I know Hiei means more to you than anything…and if you lose him in that manner, you won’t be able to stand it. But neither will I…”


We both stood, sharing a mutual knowledge that if the worst were to happen, we would be able to share our grief and find comfort in that fact that we were not alone. Kurama was like a brother to me…I knew then that if I lost Hiei, though I would never be able to heal, I would find some solace in Kurama, who would be like a brother to me. He would find solace in my friendship…I just hoped that the others would understand our grief so that we would not have to endure their lack of any compassion, though they would hide their ignorance.


“I want you to promise me something, Kurama,” I said, standing and folding my arms. “Promise me that if…the worst were to happen…promise me that I can talk to you. Promise me that we won’t keep anything. I won’t be able to bear it alone if Hiei…”


Kurama saved me the trouble of speaking more by interrupting my painful words as he also stood.


“I promise,” he said. “And I assume you would promise me the same.” I nodded. “Good. I wouldn’t be able to bear it either, and we both know that the others couldn’t understand this…”


“We’re…the only ones who knows Hiei well enough and…”


Kurama held up a hand.


“You don’t have to put it into words if it’s too painful,” he said soothingly. “We both know what the other wants to say.”


We both nodded then. I smiled at Kurama, who smiled in return.


“I should go,” I announced.


He nodded.


“I would ask you a favor,” he said, “if it didn’t put you out.”


“It won’t. What is it?”


“I…well, I am going out tonight…with Botan,” he said hesitantly. “I just want you to come over and spend some time with Hiei.”


“I was going to come over tonight whether you liked it or not,” I whispered, and we laughed.


“Well, then, sayonara for now,” Kurama said.


“Sayonara,” I returned, smiling and turning. I let myself out.


I returned to the temple, my thoughts running over our strange conversation. Though the words were too hard to say, we both knew the truth. We were the only ones who could truly appreciate everything that Hiei was feeling, and if he did decide what we feared and took his own life, we would be the only ones who would feel the full pain of it. The others would grieve, of course, because they were his friends…but they wouldn’t be able to understand the pain that Kurama and I would feel. In a sense, Hiei was all I had left, and all that Kurama had left as well, since Kurama’s ningen mother Shiori had passed away a year ago. He had stayed ningen for his friends’ sake, and even now, he still carried a haunted, sad look in his eyes at the memory of she whom he had loved so much. Hiei was all he really had left, and the same for me. We loved our friends, of course, but Hiei…was always different. I began to know that this was slightly foolish to everyone but Kurama and myself.


That didn’t matter, though. As long as we both knew the truth of it, it didn’t matter if the others thought we were crazy or not. We knew the truth. Hiei was all that was left for us, and if he left us, it would be beyond grief. We would have nothing but each other. Our other friends just weren’t the same. Hiei was an irrevocable part of us forever, and no one could replace that.

Chapter 12: Kurama


Yukina and I were the only ones to understand the full weight of what was happening. We knew that we could lose Hiei to what was happening, and we were the only ones to appreciate this. This is why we were so emotional that day…the weight became too heavy to carry, and we were beginning to bend. It was our promise to each other that we would be there for each other should our fears come to pass…it was that promise that made the weight lighter and our souls stronger, that we could carry it further still.


This was also why I was slightly preoccupied when Botan came, but I all but forgot what had happened when in her presence. After our night together, and our kiss and then farewells, I returned home, my mind refusing to think about anything but her.


“You’re being obvious,” Hiei said bluntly as I walked into the apartment and sat down next to him on the couch. He was staring blankly at the wall, and I had not seen Yukina yet…but I sat down next to him, and he told me that almost before I was seated.


“Whatever could you mean?” I wondered wryly, smirking. It was then that Yukina entered.


“How was your date with Botan, Kurama-kun?” she asked, her voice absent and strained. She was still disturbed about something, I could tell.


“It was fine, thank you, Yukina-chan,” I replied pleasantly, smiling up at her. She dropped her tense manner immediately and smiled back, folding her hands in front of her.


“Well, it’s late, but we wanted to wait up for you,” she said lightly. “Are you tired, or would you rather stay up a while?”


I could sense that Yukina was not in full control of her words. She seemed to be saying these things automatically, almost as though she were being controlled somehow. Knowing that this was not even a likely possibility, I dismissed it as being a defense mechanism against the confusing and chaotic emotions that had troubled us both earlier that day.


“I think I’d like to sleep now,” I answered, turning away from her and feeling my happy grin fade. “I’ve been up since yesterday morning.”


“You mean the morning of the day before yesterday,” Hiei corrected, nodding at the clock. It was almost 3:00AM. Had Botan and I spent that long saying goodbye and…


“Well, I’ll see you both soon, then,” Yukina said. “Kazuma is coming to pick me up in a few minutes, so I’m going home for a while.”


“Of course,” I nodded. “Forgive me, Yukina-chan, if I am being impolite, but I must excuse myself. I’m very tired.”


I stood, giving Yukina a very quick kiss on the cheek, and then, nodding at Hiei, I walked to my bedroom. I knew that Hiei had caught my quick message…I was going to sleep in my own bed that night. He could have the guestroom…I wanted to sleep.


However, it was a long time before I finally fell asleep…Botan was filling my mind, and I found that I could not rest. When I did eventually drift off to sleep from pure exhaustion, though, Botan had still not left my mind. She filled my dreams all night.


When I woke up, the sun was shining with painful brightness through the window, blinding me almost before I was fully awake. This shock of light caused me to wake up very quickly, however I had a terrible headache as I got up and dressed.


I walked out of my room and into the living room, only to see Hiei sitting on the couch with his arms folded and his face set into an angered scowl. He didn’t spare me a glance as I walked by, heading into the kitchen and making myself a cup of coffee. I finished it, and returned to the living room, where Hiei had not moved an iota.


“Good morning, Hiei,” I said pleasantly, leaning against the doorframe and smiling at my old friend. I waited for an answer, hoping for one of Hiei’s common replies to my greetings, but none came as he continued to stare ahead blankly and just frown. I decided then that I needed to find out what was bothering my old friend.


“Hiei,” I said slowly, kneeling down next to him. “Is something the matter?”


For the first time that morning, Hiei looked over at me. And I saw why he was scowling.


It was to keep his tears from falling.


When I looked up into his eyes, I saw that the scowl had been to prevent the tears welling in his eyes from falling. His already large red eyes seemed to me to be unusually large, and the pain in them was magnified by the tears.


“Hiei,” I said softly, placing a hand on his knee. He folded his arms tighter, and I realized that he was not just folding them in anger—he was hugging himself.


“Hiei,” I repeated for the third time, looking up into the pain in his eyes and barely holding myself under control. The pain was so…intense…so huge that I could barely comprehend it. What had happened to Hiei in his past to make him so shattered?



“If you could tell me what happened—“


“I was born,” Hiei whispered wretchedly, snapping his eyes shut and tensing, a single tear falling slowly down his face and falling into his lap in the form of a black Hiruseki stone.


Oh, gods, I thought. What had Hiei seen?


I spoke these thoughts aloud, and Hiei’s reaction neither surprised nor delighted me. 


“What is Koorime?”


I inhaled sharply before I could check myself, and this caused Hiei to flinch horribly. He turned his head away from me to hide his emotions, and silently waited for my answer…an answer that I knew would be painful, awkward, and exactly what Hiei needed to move on. He needed the truth…finally.


“Koorime is used to describe two things,” I began with a heavy sigh. “One, it is used to describe the floating ice realm that lies above Makai. Two, it describes the race that lives there. For the first, this is where you were born, and from where you were banished. For the second, you are Koorime, Hiei, but only half Koorime…your mother was a Koorime ice maiden, but your father was a fire demon, whose identity is unascertained. Yukina is also a half-breed in this manner, being your twin. However, she was born as an ice apparition, like her mother before her. Yet, you were born as a fire demon, like your father. As a result of your race, your mother was seen as a deliverer of a curse, and you were a bad omen…a sort of prophecy of doom. For this, they bound your energy and cast you off the floating realm and into the harsh demon world below, when you were barely a day old. Your mother, sobbing, tried to stop the woman appointed the task of banishing you, but all she succeeded in doing was leaving her tear gems everywhere. Ruri, the woman who cast you from Koorime, gave you one of these gems on a string so that you could remember what had happened and come back should you live. You did eventually go back, but you took no revenge. You saw your mother’s grave, which was created to hold her after she took her own life, and talked to Ruri herself, who begged you to take your revenge. You did not—you simply walked away and never returned.”


“What happened to…to my mother’s tear gem?” Hiei asked, his voice strained and trembling.


“You lost it when you were fighting. You couldn’t find it. Yukina returned it to you later on, though she didn’t know she was actually returning it to you. You hadn’t told her about your relation yet, and she thought she was asking a favor of a friend…she wanted you to return the gem to her brother, should you find him somewhere in Makai. She hadn’t any idea that she was, in fact, doing exactly as she wanted.”


“But…that’s the…reason…for…my…” 


Hiei glanced up, giving me the idea that he was talking about his Jagan. I nodded.


“One of three reasons. Can you remember the other two, or at least draw conclusions from the story I just told you?”


Hiei pause, considering.


“To find Koorime, to find the tear gem, and to find Yukina,” he answered.


“Yes,” I replied, “and no. The first two were right, but you knew where Yukina was the entire time. You just wanted to keep an eye on her. When all your goals were accomplished…you thought you had nothing left to live for, and that led to the next stage of your life—the one you were in before your injuries and loss of memory.”


“What stage of life is that?” 


I hesitated a moment, but decided on what I would—or rather, would not—tell Hiei.


“Well, Hiei, you recall the flashes you had recently…think of those. You told me about the flashes. You said you saw the woman from the first flash sobbing at the foot of a grave. Now, with the information that I’ve given you, you can conclude that this woman is Ruri. When you saw her, and Koorime, that’s when you thought that your life was meaningless. What was the flash after that?”


Hiei’s brow furrowed, his eyes narrowed in thought. Then, his head snapped suddenly up, his eyes widening.


“A…a woman…half her body made of…metal…” he said uncertainly, as though he only half-believed himself. At a reassuring nod from me, however, he seemed to accept this. Then, he blurted out a single word that gave me both confusion and overwhelming delight.


“Mukuro.”


I smiled, and nodded.


“Can you remember who Mukuro is, Hiei?”


My friend thought hard for a moment, but then shook his head in disappointment.


“Well,” I said consolingly, “you will remember in good time. It’s amazing what you’ve recalled already, but you were always one to get what you wanted, Hiei.”


Hiei nodded absently, and I could tell that he was still trying to remember who Mukuro was. 


“Don’t try too hard, Hiei,” I warned. “You will remember in time, I assure you. Don’t exhaust yourself.”


I stood to go, but Hiei stood quickly as well, his eyes shining with a set decidedness that made me stop, even before he said “wait.”


“Yes?” I inquired, looking amiably down at Hiei.


He looked hesitant, but as I smiled in encouragement, he looked even more resolute than before.


“Kurama,” he said intently, “I…”


He paused. Apparently, he was losing his nerve as he spoke. At no words from me, he whispered the thoughts he was so determined to speak in a frail, shaken voice.


“I’m sorry.”


I was silent for a moment, but then I spoke to save Hiei from any feelings of rejection.


“For what?” I replied, lifting my shoulders helplessly.


“For…what happened…” he said in an even softer, almost inaudible voice. He both sounded and looked so small and forlorn, and I could feel nothing but sadness at the grief he was facing.


“You don’t have to be,” I said. “After what you’ve been through, you deserve a meltdown once in a while. You were due for your next one anyway.”


I grinned, but Hiei was not amused.


“What do you mean, my next one?” he demanded. “I’ve had one before?”


I bit my lip, but nodded all the same.


“About a year back, you had a minor breakdown,” I admitted. “It was over a few things, but you got over it quickly.”


Hiei nodded, his eyes suddenly shining with tears that he adamantly pushed back.


“Arigato,” he whispered, and before I could reply, he turned and walked into the guestroom, closing the door behind him. I heard the unmistakable sound of a lock turning before shaking my head slowly and running a tired hand through my hair. Well, I thought, on the bright side, Hiei knew the truth of some things. He wouldn’t have to live in the dark much longer, but I was afraid of what that meant…if, when light was reintroduced to his life, he would truly be out of the blackness.


I spent the day resting, and the day after, I began to feel a bit of apprehension in the hours before my scheduled date with Botan. I spent much time pacing about the apartment, earning annoyed scowls from Hiei ever few minutes when I would pace back into the living room where he was sitting silently. Ignoring his angered protests to my restless state, I stalked into my room and lay down on the bed, my mind filled with images of Botan over the years that I had known her.


She was not the woman I had initially thought I wound end up caring about so much. When I first saw her, cowering behind Yusuke with an angered, almost defiant expression at the thought of who was in front of her, asking for a favor, she seemed to me to be nothing more than a somewhat silly and sightless girl. However, at the time, I was laden with grief at the thought of my mother lying terminally ill in the hospital, and I was being held up simply because of the two strangers sent to stop me. It was ridiculous. Yet, when I went to help Yusuke in return for his aid to me, I announced I was going to help “the girl” and I did not mean Keiko…I meant Botan. I had remembered Botan and was unconsciously intrigued by her fighting spirit trapped inside a rather weak body. I went to help her and she was grateful for my assistance, though she seemed a little more than surprised at the thought of a criminal like myself aiding her against my former accomplice. And then, afterwards, when Koenma had called myself and Hiei to Reikai in order to appoint us part of his Reikai Tantei with Yusuke, I saw Botan again, and greeted her as a friend. This earned a few nasty comments from Hiei, but he dropped the matter when he found out exactly why we were there, and decided to act surly at the prospect of “doing sickeningly noble deeds” as he put it. But my friendship with Botan took its start…and it grew every time we saw each other…and took a surprisingly large upward lunge at the end of the Bujutsukai, in the wake of all the terrible and disturbing trials we had been forced through. I think she had become closer to me after witnessing so much of my pain during my fight with Karasu, and she was trying to ease my pain by being my friend…and that eventually grew to more than friendship, though this fact lay dormant until that night…that night just less than 48 hours past…


I looked at the clock and saw that it was time. I straightened myself out, and went to the living room to wait with Hiei. He said nothing as I sat next to him on the couch, but only stared blankly ahead. I looked sideways at him once, and he growled “what are you looking at?” only to earn a shrug and a nervous sigh from me.


I glanced at the clock again—it was already 7:00PM, and Botan was an hour late. Where was she? Did I hear the time wrong in the wake of my excitement at our kiss? Did I forget that I was supposed to meet her somewhere? These thoughts ran foolishly through my mind, but Hiei was there to save the day.


“Stop worrying,” he said simply, he voice mercifully devoid of any mockery or contempt. Strangely, it was devoid of any emotion whatsoever…it was rather toneless, but that was Hiei. “You’re going to get grey hair and then you won’t look so pretty.”


At this silly little joke, my thoughts lightened and I chuckled.


“I think I am beginning to like you better without your memory, Hiei,” I jestingly replied. 


Hiei grunted slightly, and I glanced at the clock again…7:10. Where was she?


I ended up waiting until past 9:00 until a soft knock finally came at the door. I threw it a confused look, and Hiei mumbled something about going for a walk before jumping out the window. I gave him a strange look but then hurried to the door, where another, more urgent knock was sounding.


When I opened the door, I was shocked to see Botan standing there, but what shocked me even more was that her face was streaked red with tears. She was wearing regular clothes, and she was trying—however unsuccessfully—to hide her tears.


“I’m sorry for standing you up and just barging in like this, Kurama-kun,” she whispered, trembling. I forgot any anxiety I had felt at what had kept her slip away and become replaced with a kind of frustrated anger at whoever caused her this pain. I gathered her into my arms and held her tightly, letting her sob into my shoulder for as long as she wished. I began to think how comfortably she fit against me, but pushed these thoughts away at the idea of how insensitive this was. A deep, quiet, mocking voice in my head told me that she couldn’t hear my thoughts anyway, but I pushed that away, and settled myself to simply hold her in her grief. Still, I was a little disappointed when she pulled away, wiping her tears away forcefully and staring up at me gravely.


“I’m so sorry for this, Kurama-kun,” she said quickly, looking ashamed. Her face turned a deep scarlet color when I smiled and titled her chin up to look into her eyes. I took her hand and led her into the apartment, closing the door behind us, and guided her to the couch, where we sat down slowly. I gave her an inquiring glance, and she sighed heavily.


“I…I had an argument with Koenma-sama today,” she said. “I asked if I could have the night off to…to go on our date. He didn’t want to, but I persisted, and…and he asked me to choose. I…I couldn’t choose my job, Kurama…I just couldn’t. I don’t want to lose you.”


I looked into her eyes, feeling both overwhelming relief and disappointment in me. I felt torn, but I couldn’t show Botan that.


“Botan,” I said in a slightly scolding manner. “I thought…I thought you were going to choose your job. I don’t want you to lose it over someone like me.”


The words slipped out before I could check them. What had that been about? And suddenly, I knew.


I had truly believed that the reason I wanted Botan to choose her job over me was that I wanted her to be happy…to be happy with the job she loved so much. That was true…I did want that, but there was a deeper, more internal reason that I wanted her to choose her job, and it was not up until that point that I realized it. I had a subconscious, unrecognizable idea that I was not good enough for her, and I believed that without even realizing it. I had no idea that I felt that way until I said those words, which left my mouth automatically, against my will. Still, even when I realized it, I felt that I was not good enough for Botan. All my demon life I had been a thief who cared nothing for anything or anyone else. Nothing mattered but my next raid. My next treasure. My next step in the life I believed would go on forever. But it didn’t. That’s when I came to be ningen, and I accepted this life for the sake of those I came to care for. My Youko half was disgusted by the Suiichi half’s actions. I was quarrelling with myself, simply because I was torn in two, and believed two different things. I could fully appreciate now why Hiei did not tell Yukina he was her brother…he felt that he was not god enough…that she deserved better. He kept it from her for her own happiness. I could now understand this…as I felt that I wanted to keep my feelings about Botan from her for her own sake…but it was too late. She was sitting in front of me now, and I saw that she had figured me out.


“What do you mean, ‘someone like you?’” she demanded, her eyes shining with a fierce clarity at her sudden comprehension of what I said.


Yet, I found that I could not answer her wholly justified demand. My throat constricted and my mouth just refused to move. Why was I doing this?


“Answer me,” Botan commanded, staring me down with an angry glower. 


“I…” I began, suddenly feeling that I had something else in common with Hiei. We had trouble expressing our emotions when they ran highest.


“Kurama!” Botan cried, her eyes filling with frustrated tears. 


“Botan,” I whispered, looking into her eyes and trying to convey all the things I wanted to say, but just couldn’t form words for.


To my surprise and perhaps her own, Botan recoiled at my voice. Her tears fell silently, trailing down her already tear-streaked face. She shook her head a few times, slowly, not taking her eyes away from mine. 


“Oh, Kurama-kun,” she said, her voice small and quiet. “I…Gomen nasai, I should go…I…”


I felt at a loss. I wanted her to stay, but…something in me…just…couldn’t…


“Matte,” I blurted as she stood. I looked up into her eyes, once again, trying to communicate my emotions without words. I saw that this worked…I wanted her to stay, but I couldn’t say it because something in me was blocking my voice. But I couldn’t let some silly unconscious fears stop me…I couldn’t let the one person I truly loved slip past me. I would break if she did.


Botan saw these things and more as she stared sadly down at me. I stood next to her, taking both her hands in my own. 


“Botan-chan,” I whispered, staring down at her calmly, and a bit sadly. “I…can’t take away your happiness for my own.”



“Kurama, don’t be so stupid,” Botan said suddenly, frowning at me. “The only way you could take away my happiness would be to abandon me now.”


I saw the full truth of this statement in her eyes, and knew that no matter what I did, I could never stop loving her so much. I wouldn’t want to take her heart away from something she loved—such as her job—and keep it for my own, but from that moment, I didn’t know if I could help it. And somehow, I still thought that I wasn’t worthy of her heart. So foolish was my own.


“I love you, Kurama,” Botan whispered, staring up into my eyes and showing me all the love that she truly felt for me. I held back a gasp as I felt the weight of her words and what I knew I had to do.


“Botan,” I replied softly.


She didn’t answer me, and I knew that what I was about to do would seal our fate.


“I love you,” I said quickly, pulling her to me until our lips met and kissing her.


Somehow, after long minutes of passionate, almost frenzied kissing and desperate exchanged of wordless emotion, we found our way to my room, and it was then that our fate was finally sealed. I knew that her heart was mine, that I could keep it for myself.


And yet, I felt no regret. She was mine…nothing else mattered.

Chapter 13: Botan


I opened my eyes to a bright room. I suddenly recalled my surroundings and the events of the previous night as I felt strong, warms arms wrapped around me. I felt a bare, lean body pressed against mine, and soft, steady breath against my face. I looked up and saw Kurama, still sleeping peacefully. 


“Ai shiteru,” I whispered, not waking the beautiful kitsune who so soundly slept in my embrace.


As I remembered everything that had transpired the night past, my thoughts trailed further back, to what led to those events.


When I returned to Reikai after my kiss with Kurama and our confession of our feelings for each other, I was silent and withdrawn, my thoughts constantly on him. The other Reikai girls were forever tormenting me with inquiries as to what happened, wondering if I had done anything worth mentioning with the kitsune who, to all of them, was so gorgeous and appealing. I said nothing of what happened, but the next day, when I was about to go ask Koenma’s permission for another night off, I was summoned to him instead. I went to his office, and immediately knew something was wrong.


“Konbanwa, Botan,” Koenma said casually, a slightly colder note beneath the usually warm, albeit business-like tone. 


“Konbanwa, Koenma-sama,” I replied, casting a wary eye around the office before bowing to the Reikai Prince.


“Please, Botan, relax,” he said slowly, staring at me curiously with bright topaz eyes.


“Arigato, Koenma-sama,” I answered, straightening my posture. “Gomen, but may I ask why I was summoned?”


“Yes, Botan, you may do anything you wish now,” Koenma replied mysteriously.


“Nani?” I blurted, greater confusion swirling in my already bewildered mind. 


“I’m sorry, Botan,” the Reikai Prince said in an informatory tone, “but I am relieving you of your duties. I’d like you to finish any business you have here, and then return to my office…I will give you back life so that you may spend it with those you love.”



“But…Koenma-sama!” I protested, but Koenma held up a calm hand.


“You needn’t call me Koenma-sama anymore, Botan,” he corrected. “I am not your formal boss anymore. You can refer to me by my name only, like the others. I am nothing more than a friend now, I hope.”


“Ko…Koenma!” I cried. “Onegai!”


“Botan, I have seen you with Kurama…and I see the way you look at each other. I have seen that you truly love each other. It’s a terrible thing to live an eternity without love, Botan, and I fear this will be your fate if you do not take this opportunity.”


I ran this bit over in my mind, seeing the sense, but I still felt particularly pissed at being fired.


For hours, we argued, Koenma staying calm and rational, myself bursting out into angered cries. When I was finally at the end of my rope, and reduced to silent tears, Koenma sighed and stood. He surprised me by walking over to me and hugging me silently.


“Botan, I truly wish you well in ningen life,” he said sadly. “You were the best of my girls, and your absence here will be regretted, but I cannot keep you from the one you love simply because you are good at your job. Ayame will take over your duties as Chief Spirit Guide, and she will become the prime Deity of Death. I hope we can still be friends, Botan, but should we not meet again, I wish you a good, happy life. It has been an honor to work with you.”


He stood back and nodded softly to me. I knew this was it…the day that I would cease to be Deity of Death and pick up as a ningen. The question now was this: would Kurama accept me when I went against his wishes? I was so afraid of rejection…


“He will not turn you away, Botan-chan,” Koenma said. I was somewhat startled by the affection change in how he addressed me, but it was pleasant. “Go to him.”


I nodded, and then jumped up to embrace my former boss.


“Thank you so much, Koenma,” I said, stepping back once more. “I hope I can see you again.”


“There will be a place for you here after life, should you wish it,” Koenma replied.


I nodded.


“Ja ne,” I said, waving. For the last time, I summoned my oar, but I was determined to make an exit. I flew straight out of Koenma’s office, the door flying out in front of me. I stopped as soon as I saw that most of my co-workers from Reikai were lined up to say their farewells.


“We’ll miss you, Botan,” George said, hugging me shortly. I began to cry, and realized what I was giving up.


“But imagine what you’re gaining,” George whispered in my ear. I looked at my old friend, and smiled at the ogre through my tears.


“Goodbye, George,” I sobbed, and then flew out of Reikai with a final silent farewell to the times I had there. I flew down to Ningenkai, my oar disappearing into nothingness as I landed in front of Kurama’s apartment building.


As I went up to his floor and apartment, the tears began to flow freely. I was devastated to lose everything I had in Reikai, but I remembered George’s words.


But imagine what you’re gaining…


And I did gain something. I gained Kurama, what I had always, since the moment I met him, wanted, though I never realized it until two nights passed. I could not lose him! I would not, and even when I realized the truth behind why Kurama would not accept me at first, I would not let him go. And I didn’t…and he didn’t reject me.


I felt a soft kiss on my forehead. I looked up and saw that Kurama was awake…I had been to absorbed in my thoughts to realize this right away.


“Good morning,” he whispered, smiling his charming smiled at me.


“Good morning,” I echoed, but was cut off almost as soon as I finished speaking by Kurama. He kissed me softly, pulling away after a long time to look into my eyes. He wiped a strand of hair out of my face and grinned.


“Ai shiteru,” he whispered, and I repeated the words back to him.


“Shall we get up?” he suggested. “I’m sure Hiei is back, and Yukina may be coming over today.”


“Hai,” I agreed, and we rose and dressed, breaking off to kiss each other every few moments. I felt elated…last night was so amazing! I could still feel his hands on me, his lips against mine, his body above me. It was so incredible.


My thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. Kurama opened it to reveal Yukina, who was looking slightly unsure, but smiling anyway.


“Good morning,” she greeted us, her hands folded. “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything.”


“No, nothing,” I replied, smiling at her.


“Good,” she answered, smiling back. “Kazuma, Hiei-kun, and I are in the kitchen. We’d like you to join us out there whenever you’re ready.”


“I think we could join you now,” Kurama said, taking my hand and leading me out, following Yukina into the kitchen.


“There you two are,” Kuwabara said as soon as we entered and took a seat at the table. “We were wondering if you were ever going to get out of bed.”


“Kazuma!” Yukina scolded, but Kuwabara shrugged apologetically and the matter was dropped. 


 I spied Hiei standing in a corner, glowering at us.


“You look cheerful this morning, Hiei,” Kurama grinned sarcastically, earning a deeper scowl from his old friend.


“Well, the reason we’re out here talking right now is because we’re discussing the wedding,” Yukina clarified. Oh, yeah. I had almost forgotten about that.


“We’re trying to figure out when we can have it,” Kuwabara noted glumly. It seemed Hiei was rejecting everything they put out.


“We were thinking sometime soon,” Yukina said, “but we wanted you two to try and help us…Oniisan can’t seem to find a good date.”


She grinned at us wryly, casting a sideways glance at her brother, who turned his head away. Apparently, Hiei had remembered his disgust on the subject of his sister’s marriage to someone he disliked.


“We wanted it in about two weeks,” Kuwabara said. “But Hiei doesn’t seem to want to have it then.”


“Or anytime soon, I assume,” Kurama put in, earning a small chuckle from Kuwabara and Yukina.


“That’s the idea of it, I guess,” Kuwabara agreed.


“Have it whenever you like,” Hiei snapped, obviously down to his last inches of control. They had probably been going at it for hours on the subject. It was almost noon already.


“Would two weeks be alright with you, Oniisan?” Yukina inquired. “We won’t have it then if you don’t want.”


“I don’t know,” Hiei returned. “Have it tomorrow for all I care.”


“Two weeks it is!” Kuwabara declared. “Now, Urameshi is my best man, and Keiko is Yukina’s maid of honor, but we want you two up at the altar, too.”


Kurama exchanged a glance with me, and I nodded, giving him my approval.


“We would be honored, Kuwabara, Yukina,” Kurama said amiably. “I assume Hiei will be up there as well?”


“And Shizuru,” Kuwabara added. “She’s going to be up there, too.”


I nodded, and smiled.


“Then it’s set!” I announced brightly. “You should get set on the preparations.”


“We’ve already got where we’re going to have it,” Yukina said. “We’re going to work on decorations sometime soon.”


“It’s going to be a modern, traditional wedding,” Kuwabara said.


“A modern, traditional wedding?” Hiei hissed from the corner. “What, is that like having an old, new level of stupidity?”


Kuwabara and Hiei glared at each other, trying to refrain from throttling each other here and now. 


“Please, you two, don’t argue,” I protested, shooting disappointed looks in both men’s directions. “Try to be happy for them, Hiei, and don’t start anything, Kuwabara.”


“Fine,” they both muttered at once, folding their arms and staring off to the side.


“I believe I’ve said this before, but to think, they’ll one day be in-laws,” Kurama mumbled in my ear.


“I think you have said that before,” I giggled, putting a hand over my mouth. “And to think, that day is two weeks from now.”


Kurama laughed slightly with me, but we cut off as the others stared at us incredulously.


“What are you two laughing about?” Kuwabara finally asked.


“Nothing, Kuwabara,” I replied, and then regained possession of myself. “Well, then that’s settled. A modern, traditional wedding in two weeks.”


Kuwabara nodded and cast Hiei a triumphant look. Hiei narrowed his eyes dangerously, and Kurama cut in to save anyone else the trouble of a warning.


“I suppose you’ll be wanting to discuss something with Yusuke and myself, Kuwabara?” Kurama said, casting Kuwabara an impish look.


“Oh, yeah,” he grinned, and then caught Yukina staring at him oddly, and stopped smiling. However, I caught the furtive glances he exchanged with Kurama.


“Well, we should get to it,” Kuwabara said. “Why don’t you, me, Urameshi, and Hiei go get to business, ne, Kurama?” 


“So desu,” Kurama agreed, standing up. “I suppose you and Yukina will want to get to your own matters, won’t you?” he added, addressing the inquiry at me.


“That’s if Yukina wants,” I said, and she nodded. Kurama gave me a kiss and he, Kuwabara, and Hiei left, going to their own matters.


“Men,” Yukina whispered softly, and we both broke out into giggles.


“Shall we plan?” I said, refraining from giggling more.


“Hai,” Yukina replied enthusiastically, and we planned. We would plan right up until the wedding day.

Chapter 14: Hiei


Two days before the wedding, Yusuke and Kuwabara held the “bachelor party” with the help of Kurama. As they drank and talked with their other friends, I stood silently in a corner, ignoring all small talk some ningen friends of the others tried to initiate with me. Eventually, I was avoided entirely. I witnessed the news travel around Kurama’s apartment where the party was being held…”don’t go near that guy in the corner. Something’s up with him, he just glares at whoever tries to be friendly. Think he’s a serial killer or something? Hey, Urameshi, how do you know that guy? He’s strange.”


I endured the night, and then escaped quickly as midnight approached. I wanted to walk around again.


“Make sure you’re back by 8 o’clock tomorrow morning, Hiei,” Kurama said as I approached the door. “We’re going to get our tuxes and other things ready then, and you need to be there.”


I snorted at him, promised blankly that I would be back soon enough, and stalked out, avoiding the loud shouts of farewell from Yusuke.


I wandered aimlessly for a long time. I could barely remember where I went, but I ended up at a strange place…it looked like a warehouse, abandoned. I wandered inside, but then jumped back. I saw the floor open beneath me, and beneath was just smoke.


I raised an eyebrow, and then let instinct take over. I jumped down the hole.


I landed lightly on the ground below, right in front of a wall of some sort. There were two demons sitting there, glaring at me.


“Oh, it’s you,” one said roughly, nodding respectfully up at me. “Go ahead.”


I walked past them and into a stronghold of some kind. I walked past guards of all sorts, who directed me to “her rooms” ahead. I stalked on, wondering who “she” could possibly be. 


I came to a large set of doors. A demon with a scar on his face gave me a salute of some kind, and opened the door.


“Mukuro-sama’s been waiting for you,” he declared, and I walked in, utterly bewildered.


“It’s about time.”


The smooth voice from ahead of me rang out like a bell in my head. So familiar, but still so strange.


“Why are you just standing there?”


I looked to the source of the voice and…was shocked. I recalled my flashes of two weeks past, and saw the woman in front of me from one of the flashes. She was fairly well built, though thin, with locks of ginger hair falling into her eyes…correction, eye. She was half-bionic, her arm and one thigh made of metal. She had scars on her visible skin, and her name came back to me.


“Mukuro.”


“Where have you been these past four weeks? Still recovering?” She demanded, though her voice was warm and a wry smirk was present on her face. I realized then that I would have to explain everything.


“I have something that I need to tell you,” I announced, and her smirk faded into a suspicious scowl. “Something important.”


“Go on,” she said slowly, carefully. She was no fool, I could sense that.


So I went on. I told her what had happened to me and the condition I was in, and she listened gravely, her face betraying no emotion.


“I see,” she said grimly when I finished. “So you have no recollection of your place here?”


“None,” I replied, “I have only remembered your name, and nothing else.”


She nodded seriously.


“Then I’ll tell you your place,” she said. “First, I am the ruler of one-third of Makai. You are my heir and head general. Most demons in this place look upon you with fear and respect, as they should. This is how they look upon me, though I am seen as far more superior than you.”


She smirked again, but this last statement, which was obviously in half-jest, was lost on me. She shook her head, scowling again.


“You really can’t remember,” she said, speaking not to me, but to herself. “Your injuries were severe…are the physical wounds healed?”


“As far as I can tell, yes,” I replied. I could feel memories coming back simply by being here, and they settled to their rightful place in my mind so that I could further investigate them at a later date.


“If you cannot remember anything, then how did you get here?” she inquired slowly. “You wouldn’t have remembered the portal, and you wouldn’t have remembered anything else.”


“I didn’t do it on purpose,” I shot back, a small shadow of a smirk making its way to my lips. “I just started walking and this is where I ended up…though I can’t say I’m pleased.”


I cast a glance around the room and then smirked at Mukuro.


“Well,” she replied. “It appears you can at least recall your disrespectful manner.”


We exchanged a smirk and a knowing glance, and she seemed satisfied.


“Do you need more time to recover, or are you capable of returning to your duties?” she demanded.


“I could probably return to my duties if I remembered them,” I joked, but on a more serious note, I added, “But I couldn’t even I did. My sister’s wedding is day after tomorrow, and I need to be there for it.”


Mukuro nodded slowly, even somewhat sadly.


“Ah, yes,” she mused quietly. “I was given a message a few days ago requesting that I be present for this. Kurama sent it.”


I smirked. Figures. 


“Since you have this to attend to, and you still need time to recover,” she said suddenly, becoming completely serious in the space of about a nanosecond, “I will give you leave to return to Ningenkai. However, once your matters there are settled, you will be expected to return here immediately, understood?”


I nodded.


“The demon that attacked you and caused your injuries was captured,” she broke out suddenly, in an almost conversational tone. “We still have her in custody. Would you like to speak with her?”


I nodded once, curtly. I wanted to see who caused all this grief.


She led me to a dark, damp room with chains on the walls. Attached to these chains was a small girl, who looked rather like Yukina. However, she was glaring at me with bared teeth, growling.


“She was captured just outside the borders, trying to enter a rather well-defended cave,” Mukuro explained, waving to the guard, dismissing him. “She admitted to the deed and then ranted on about something having to do with you for a while. Then she said one thing and hasn’t spoken since.”


“What did she say?” I inquired, and Mukuro lowered her head slightly, as though considering.


“I said, ‘The Forbidden Child will see his wrongs,’” the wretched being in front of me sneered. “And he has! He must live his life over and see that he was not meant to be born!”



I narrowed my eyes at her. She was beginning to aggravate me.


“You may kill her if you wish,” Mukuro said calmly. “It is your right, and we have nothing to gain by keeping her alive or setting her free.”


“Hold on,” I said, kneeling next to the disgusting creature. “Why did you really do this?”


“What, are you thick or something?” the girl spat. “I did it to show you what a horrible creature you were. You are an abomination!” 


Recollections of the same words rang through my head. Where had I heard that before?


“You dared to come back to our realm after being banished,” she continued, paying no heed to the threatening glares from Mukuro and myself. “So I left our realm to find you and destroy you. It took over two years, but I found you, and my servants did as I wished them to…they tried to kill you, but like a disgusting roach, you came back again! You won’t escape them this time! No, you won’t!”


“What is she babbling about?” I asked Mukuro, turning my head slightly toward her but never taking my eyes off the girl before me.


“She was found with two Shades,” Mukuro clarified. “The Shades are creatures of darkness, found dwelling only in the most vile places. They have special abilities, the most destructive of which is driving anything it touches to madness by showing it the worst memories. They use their victims’ minds against them. You were knocked out by the Shades and then beaten by this girl when you were already out. We found the Shades she was commanding and destroyed them.”


“No!” the girl screeched.


“What is your name,” I asked dangerously, drawing my cloak aside to reveal my katana, which I stole from the closet Kurama was hiding it in.


Looking at the sword and then up at me, possibly recalling my skill with a sword (which I had discovered the night Kurama and Botan got together, having taken the sword out of the closet and practicing on the roof of Kurama’s apartment building), she shuddered and cringed.


“Jugoya,” she snapped, glaring up at me and casting a nervous eye at the sword every few seconds.


“How old are you?” I demanded. Choosing life (or at least a quick death) over a slow, painful death, the girl replied.


“Seventeen.”


“A mere child,” I snapped harshly. “She probably heard my story from some hag in Koorime and decided I needed to be ‘dealt with.’ Too bad she failed.”


I felt a sharp cruelty rise up in me as I drew my sword faster than the eye could see and pushed it through the girl’s chest. With a soft cry and a spurt of blood from her mouth, she died. It was quick, but painful.


Mukuro summoned a guard and had him take care of the body. She led me back to the room we were in before.


“So you know now why that happened,” she said softly, a spark of sympathy shining in her eye.


“And I have regained the last of my memories,” I whispered. As I was in that room with her, I felt all my remaining memories return to me.


“Hn,” Mukuro though aloud. “Apparently, you just needed to kill the one who robbed you of your mind to regain it. Revenge is taken, and you seem well enough now.”


I nodded absently.


“You were never a stable man, Hiei,” Mukuro whispered suddenly. She seemed to have hit upon an upsetting idea, as she was not holding back any emotions as I had sensed earlier. “I fear you’re far more unstable than before after having to live your life over.”


She was right. I had regained some particularly painful memories over the past two weeks, and had quite a few minor breakdowns because of them. I had almost resorted to my last option, but Kurama had taken away my sword before I could do any irreversible damage. Besides that, the weeks had been uneventful, consisting of planning for the wedding, which I financed. I had broken down so many times that Kurama had a great amount of my Hiruseki stones, which he sold for a fortune to some demons in Makai, and exchanged the currency with a small Reikai ferry girl who had come to visit Botan…Hinageshi, I believe her name was. Yukina and Kuwabara were eternally grateful, but I felt that it was all I could do.

“You may leave now if you wish,” Mukuro said suddenly, her voice now steadier than before. “I will see you at your sister’s wedding, and I expect you to return here shortly after that.”


I nodded, and left. I returned to Ningenkai, and to Kurama’s apartment, where he was just leaving.


“Hiei!” he said, shocked. “You’re back!”


“Hn,” I grunted, earning a small smirk. 


“I’m off to meet Yusuke and Kuwabara to get our tuxes,” Kurama explained. “Are you coming?”


I nodded once, and we left. When we were in the car and on our way, Kurama broke in with the question I had been expecting.


“Where were you? And why do you have your katana?”


Damn. I was hoping he wouldn’t notice it.


“Makai,” I said. That should explain both questions. “I gained the rest of my memory back.”


Kurama almost stopped the car immediately, but kept driving, his hands shaking very slightly.


“Anything…”


“No,” I replied, knowing he was about to inquire if there were any painful memories among the remaining. “Just flashes of you and Yukina and the others. Nothing unpleasant.”


“I see,” Kurama answered back.


“I met the demon that caused my injuries and found out how she did,” I said, and then explained what happened.


“Oh, my,” Kurama breathed. “Shades? They are famed assassins, but only if one is serious enough about their intended target. I’ve met Shades before…not pretty.”


“The ones that came after me were destroyed by Mukuro’s men,” I noted. Kurama nodded.


“We’re here,” he said. We went in.


We went through all that we needed to that day, and went home that night. I slept soundly for the first time in a long time…but something didn’t feel right. Something felt…unfinished. It wasn’t anything with the wedding…I just felt like something was missing.


I had no time to think about it the next day. I was too busy preparing for the greatest loss of my life.


We went through the wedding the next day. I gave away Yukina at the altar. She kissed my cheek softly, and I took my place in the ceremony. I led Shizuru away from the altar and down the aisle and out, as was rehearsed, spying Mukuro smirking wryly at me from the back row. I heard a picture snap and saw that some of Yusuke’s old friends were sitting in the back few rows…Jin had a camera that Yusuke taught him to use, and he just took a picture of me. He was now grinning triumphantly and holding up the camera, laughing with Touya at his side. I saw many that I had known through the Bujutsukai and the Makai Tournament, and a few others that I had met otherwise. It was a beautiful ceremony, overall, and Yukina was happy.


“You okay?” Shizuru inquired as we left the ceremony. She leaned up against the wall and lit a cigarette, much to my amusement. It was inappropriate…but funny.


“Hn,” I replied softly, and then added, “Iie.”


“Well, you will be,” she assured. “Yukina’s not leaving you out at all. You still have her and all your friends here, I guess.”


Guess? Hn…I had changed much through the pain of reliving my life. 


“Still healing?” she said cryptically, but I understood. I nodded slowly, and then smiled. I had rarely smiled for real, but this was one instance when I did. Shizuru looked surprise.


“I’ll live.”


Yes, I would.


It was then that I saw a flash out of the corner of my eye. If Jin just caught me smiling…


But he didn’t. Kurama did. I ran after Kurama as he dodged me, holding the camera out of my reach and then tossing it back to Jin, who held his pants open and threatened to drop it down them. I stopped dead as he dropped them, earning a burst of laughs and moans from those around him. I laughed with them, narrowing my eyes dangerously.


Yes…I would live. I would live just fine.

Epilogue: Kurama


The wedding was beautiful. Yukina was beautiful. I led Botan up the aisle, and we took our places for the ceremony. Hiei led his sister up the aisle and placed her hand in Kuwabara’s, like we rehearsed. Yukina, tears in her eyes, kissed her brother on the cheek.


“I love you, Oniisan,” she whispered as she took her place next to Kuwabara and Hiei came over and stood next to me. 


When the ceremony was over, I was leading Botan out right behind Hiei and Shizuru, who led the way. Behind me, Yusuke was joking with a few friends as Keiko tried to hush him, telling him it was inappropriate. I saw Jin take a picture of Hiei, and then grin at Touya. He then snapped a picture of me, muttering, “how cute” as we walked by. The two chuckled, and then we left the room.


I saw Hiei discussing something with Shizuru, and then ran back to where Jin sat and took the camera from him. I snapped the shutter just as Hiei was smiling, and I caught it. Hiei chased me, but I threw the camera to Jin, who dropped it down his pants and grinned. Hiei, surprisingly, chuckled with the rest of us. 


We finished up, and I saw Hiei sitting on the steps of the church where the wedding took place, alone. Everyone had left. Botan had gone with Yusuke and the others to celebrate at the after-party, but I had stayed behind, noting that Hiei was looking depressed. Presently, I saw beside him on the steps, and stared out into the night, as he was doing.


“That was a beautiful ceremony,” I whispered. Hiei didn’t respond, but as I was about to continue, he broke out into soft, almost inaudible words.


“She’s happy.”


“So desu.”


He looked over at me, something completely unfamiliar in his eyes…content. I had never seen Hiei look so calm and content with life.


“I’m going back to Makai tomorrow,” he said.


“Hai,” I replied. “I knew Mukuro would want you back. Who knows if she’d be able to handle things on her own for long.”


We shared a short chuckle, but Hiei cut off.


“I heard your conversation with Shizuru,” I announced smoothly. “I think you will live.”


He nodded. 


“I’m not going to the after-party,” he said. “You should. Your friends are there.”


“They’re your friends, too, Hiei,” I noted. He nodded. 


“I’ll see you another time,” he whispered, standing. “I hope you and Botan are happy.”


“We are,” I replied. “You talk like you’re not coming back, Hiei. What’s going on?”


“I’ll come back,” he said. “I promise. But I have other things to take care of.”


I nodded in understanding, standing up with my friend.


“Take care of yourself, Hiei,” I whispered, casting him a farewell look. 


“And you,” he replied, turning and walking away. I watched as he faded into the distance…and wondered if I would see him again.


Of course I would. Hiei rarely broke a promise. He had promised he would return. I sensed that he just needed time to himself, to see if he really was healed. Even if he wasn’t, he would. He just need time. That was fine…we would give him time. His friends would give him time…correction, his family would give him time. He was family to us, and he could have time to recover so that we could see him again.


He had all the time in the world. But he would return…he would return. We could only wait for that day.


I turned and walked toward my car, preparing myself to tell the others at the after-party that Hiei had left. As I drove away, I could only imagine what they’re response would be. I arrived at the party, and saw Botan waiting for me outside.


“Is everything…alright?” she asked.


 I paused, smiled, and kissed her softly.


“Yes,” I replied. “Everything’s fine.”
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