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Truth

By: Falconess and Moondust

Prologue


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Who are you?” Hiei asked.


“I waited all my life to meet you,” the figure continued, as though Hiei had not spoken. “It has been twenty-five long years since I was born, and I made sure I would be strong enough to earn your respect before I came to meet you. It has been hard work, but I have made myself a name in Makai and a few other places as well.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


The man was identical to him.


“I am called Kaigan,” he said. “I am your son.”

Chapter 1


It took Hiei several minutes to process what the man had just said. He stared blankly at Kaigan, wanting to think him a liar but unable to deny the proof. First, Kaigan, though younger, was almost physically identical to himself—the hair, the eyes, and Hiei could see that they were within an inch of each other’s height. The only difference was that Kaigan did not have a cloth tied about his head—which made sense, seeing as how Kaigan would not have a Jagan eye. Second, their voices sounded very similar, and if any that did not know them well were to hear them speak, they would not be able to tell the difference. Hiei could see this man right before his eyes, but somehow, he refused to believe it.


“Hn,” Hiei sneered. “I have no son.”


“You do,” Kaigan replied. “I was conceived the night you and my mother first admitted your love.”


“Why should I believe you?” Hiei snarled.


“Aside from the fact that I could be your clone?” Kaigan shot back, smirking, a mockingly light laugh tinting his voice. 


Hiei, not really knowing how to reply to this, stayed silent.


“If you have any doubts,” Kaigan whispered softly, something twinkling in his eye, “I can give you proof that will cease any distrust.”


With this, Kaigan reached to his neck and removed a string from it. This he handed to Hiei, who took it without comment and began to study it silently. With a barely hidden gasp, Hiei recognized what it was that was attached to the string—it was identical to his own personal amulet of sorts, that held his mother’s tear gem. The only difference was that the tear gem on Kaigan’s string was the color of ebony. It was Hiei’s own Hiruseki stone.


“How did you get this?” Hiei demanded, almost angrily.


“My mother, Tir, gave it to me,” Kaigan said calmly, replacing the gem around his neck and showing no sign of concern at Hiei’s temper. “She told me that if I kept it with me, I would always have your spirit near me.”


In spite of his shock and incredulity, Hiei smirked.


“That sounds like Tir,” he said wistfully, glancing at something hidden beneath his cloak.


“You have something left of her?” Kaigan asked hopefully.


Hiei looked at this man—still not able to think of him as his son—and nodded. Feeling like this was not of his own free will—as he had so often felt when in Tir’s presence—he drew his cloak aside and took out a pair of daggers. These were not the swords that Kurama had presented Tir with before she and Hiei sought out Yukina’s cure, but her original ones that she had first used on Hiei when they sparred at the Bara Shrine.


“These were my mother’s,” Kaigan breathed reverently, staring sadly down at the pair of short swords that Tir had so favored.


“Tir loved those swords,” Hiei put in tonelessly, taking back the daggers and returning them to their place strapped to his belt.


Kaigan nodded, a grieving, haunted smile gracing his handsome face.


“You know,” Kaigan said suddenly, “I only knew her for ten years, but I still have the fondest memories of her. I remember her at the Temple, training me and telling me stories and teaching me all I know…I truly miss her.”


Hiei realized with a pang that Kaigan was very much like Tir. Around him, Hiei couldn’t seem to control his actions, but his lips moved of their own accord and revealed things that he would have normally kept to himself.


“As do I.”


Kaigan looked up at Hiei in shock. Apparently, this was what Kaigan had least expected Hiei to say.


“But you know,” Kaigan said, his voice carrying a hint of resentment, “I think you are dishonoring her memory by still disbelieving. I have proved to you that I am indeed your son, but I can see that shadow of doubt in your eyes. You must not yet realize that I serve Seira, I come from a line of high priestesses to the Goddess, and I can tell when you are lying or feeling doubt. You were once her servant, were you not? Can you not see that I speak the truth?”


Hiei did not reply—mostly because the boy was right and he did not want to be proven wrong. After all he had ever been through, Hiei still had enough ego to want to be proven right.


“Your pride is what my mother said,” Kaigan said, bursting into sudden, hearty laughter. “She told me you were unmanageable when your pride got the better of you.”


“Hn,” Hiei grunted. Suddenly, a thought hit him.


“Nani?” Kaigan asked, his brow furrowing in concern over Hiei’s sudden silence.


“If you are truly my son as you say,” Hiei said slowly, picking his words carefully, “then why did you not reveal yourself sooner? Did it truly take you over twenty years to become strong enough to impress me? As far as I can see, I am not impressed.”


This was a taunt and meant to be. Hiei was testing this boy without realizing it—he wanted to see if he would react as Tir would have. 


“Not impressed?” answered Kaigan, smirking suddenly. Hiei was hit with a sharp pang when he realized that Kaigan was replying exactly as Tir would have. “Then let me demonstrate just what is so unimpressive to you.”


Kaigan crouched and would have sprung at Hiei, but Hiei held up a pale palm.


“Do not be foolish, boy,” Hiei spat. “I could kill you in an instant.”


Kaigan grinned, standing up straight. He nodded.


“I thought you might say that.”


“Why have you come?” Hiei asked.


“So you now believe me?”


“I did not say that.”


“Answer my question.”


“Answer mine. I asked first.”


Kaigan snickered.


“You sound like my mother,” he sighed wistfully. Then, dropping his nostalgic mannerism, he scowled. “I have come because it was my mother’s wish that I eventually meet you. I knew that I would only be able to face you without embarrassing myself if I were strong—so I became strong, someone of whom you could be proud. Now that I am, I have come to see you.”


“I still have doubts as to your sincerity,” sneered Hiei, continuing his words to cut off any retort from Kaigan, “but I also sense that you are much like Tir. If you are, then that is not the only reason you have come. What is it that you want from me?”


Kaigan’s face lit up and he laughed with the air of someone finally proven correct in a long-standing uncertainty. 


“Kassan always said you were a clever man,” Kaigan said mockingly. “Throughout our conversation, I figured you were nothing of the sort, but I am beginning to think otherwise with that.”


“Get on with it,” Hiei snarled, losing patience quite abruptly.


“As you wish,” Kaigan nodded, as though consenting. “You were correct in assuming that I have other reason for seeking you out besides just wanting to become acquainted with my father. I need your help.”


“That much is obvious,” Hiei grunted, raising an eyebrow in a condescending manner that implied, “You either think me a fool, or you are one yourself.”


“Well, would you be willing to give it?”


“That all depends.”


“On what?”


“On what I get out of this.”


Kaigan stared at Hiei with something resembling disbelief, but closer to just shame.


“My mother always spoke so highly of you,” Kaigan hissed fiercely. “I can see now, in that you wouldn’t help your own son by the only woman you ever loved, that she was wrong. You did not deserve her.”


In a flash, Hiei’s katana was out, and Kaigan was pressed to a nearby tree, the blade almost cutting into his neck. If Hiei had moved a fraction of an inch forward, he would have sliced open Kaigan’s throat.


“You’re right,” Hiei snapped, his harsh temper belying the regretful and melancholy taint in his voice. “I was not good enough for her. However, it is not your place to speak to me in such a manner. If I was good enough for Tir or not, that is none of your business, and you would do well to remember that, lest I decide to be less merciful and slit your throat.”


Hiei backed away, sliding the katana gracefully back into its sheath. Turning around, he began to walk away, determined to leave this boy and all the painful memories he unwittingly brought about far behind him.


“Matte!” Kaigan called, dashing forward and placing himself in front of Hiei.


“Get out of my way, fool!” Hiei flared up, whipping his katana out and pointing it once more toward Kaigan’s throat.


“Iie!” shouted Kaigan desperately. “If you help me, I can guarantee that you will have revenge on someone that has done you a great wrong.”


“And who might this be?” Hiei inquired cautiously, slipping his katana away but keeping his hand there as though preparing to slash it out once more at an instant.


“A woman that has done a terrible injustice to you,” Kaigan whispered. “I don’t know if I can reveal who it is yet, but I can assure you that you will want to slaughter her. Only help me.”


“I can almost believe now that you are Tir’s son,” scoffed Hiei, “when you keep something from me, such as the identity of an enemy…or of a son.”


Kaigan froze on instant.


“I know my mother never spoke to you of me,” said he, miserably. “But she had reason. She knew if you were told about me, you would do something stupid…and now that you have been willing to kill me several times and denied everything, I can fully believe her. Do you know what it was like? Living every day in that damned Temple, never allowed to leave for fear that you would come and see me. I have no real idea why they wouldn’t let me leave—they told me it was the will of Seira. I thought it all bullshit. I had as a father one of the greatest legends Makai ever produced. You are Hiei Jaganshi, Forbidden Child of the Koorime, Wielder of the Dragon, Mukuro’s head general, heir to one third of Makai, one of the strongest demons ever to exist. Every night I heard stories of your adventures, whether from when you wandered Makai alone or of your time with the Reikai Tantei of Yusuke Urameshi. I wanted so badly to meet you, to see you for myself, to make sure it was real. I couldn’t do that…do you know what it’s like to be shut inside constantly, never allowed to see the light of the sun simply on the off chance that someone would come along and see you that shouldn’t? Almost all my life, I stayed inside that Temple. I saw the sun once…other than that, I was pulled from windows and told not to go near them again, because someone could look through and recognize me and somehow pass on to you that I existed. I never left the Temple until I was almost to manhood by the standards of the Temple. Seventeen years I spent locked up. After that, I could leave. I did. I left without saying goodbye or even leaving a note. I just up and left. I wandered for a while, training with demons willing to help me. I sat in with bands of thieves who respected me and listened to their stories, learning what I could. Now, eight years after I left the Temple, I find you, and I am a man you could be proud of. I happen to know that Reikai ranks me as an upper A class strength. That’s only one rank below you.”


“Nani?” Hiei stammered, caught unawares by Kaigan’s last statement. Last he knew, he was only ranked at the middle of A class, not at lower S class.


“What, Koenma never told you?” Kaigan blinked, his confusing showing plainly. Then, he smirked. “Ah. I can see now that Koenma was quite keen to keep not only my existence from you, but also your true power. He really fears you, you know. He is always afraid that if given the chance, you may revert back to your old ways and try, in your grief over my mother and lonely years, to destroy Ningenkai. I always thought him foolish for this, but he wouldn’t listen to me.”


“So,” Hiei barked, “everyone knew.”



“No,” replied Kaigan matter-of-factly. “Just Reikai, and those at the Temple. Any groups of demons I happened to fall in with in Makai either did not realize the resemblance, hadn’t seen you before, or chose to keep it to themselves. I never heard a word spoken that would tie me to you through physical appearances; I heard tell of you through further tales and legends of you—you are quite famous—and that was all. Never did I hear a demon remark on my resemblance to you. But we got off topic. Will you help me?”


“Not unless I know who this woman is,” Hiei said with a firm finality that gave Kaigan a choice of acquiescence or abandon. He could tell Hiei, or he could walk away. “If I do not know her identity, then I will simply slice your head from your shoulders and let that be that.”


Kaigan sighed in resignation.


“Fine,” he spat, obviously feeling he got the short end of the stick and bitter with it. “I will tell you her identity, but you must promise to hear me out afterwards, and do not interrupt me when I tell my tale.”


“Agreed,” Hiei nodded, feeling tired. This was just too similar to how he was pulled into his last two adventures with Tir…and it was happening again.


“The woman is…”


As Kaigan paused, Hiei waited. Kaigan looked at him full in the eye, a burning hatred in their not directed toward him. Hiei almost cried out in shock as Kaigan spoke the woman’s name.


“Asahi.”


“I don’t give a damn what’s going on, I want to go visit him.”


“I as well.”


Yukina, Kuwabara, Kurama, and Botan were seated on a large couch in the house that Kuwabara and his family lived in. Standing in front of them were two young women, each approximately twenty years. The first was Hina, Yukina and Kuwabara’s daughter. Twenty years old, she was strong for her youth. Her hair was much like Yukina’s in style, but it was pure black with white strands at the sides of her prettily angular, ashen-skinned face. Her crimson eyes were blazing with anger that Yukina could never possess: this being so, she looked strangely like her uncle, Hiei. She stood at no more than five feet, but her anger made her seem much taller. She was slim—indeed, rather thin—but when she flexed her muscles were quite impressive. She clenched and unclenched her fists unceasingly, her temper flaring characteristically. She wore a training gi the color of blood, and at her back was strapped an ebony-handled kodachi, which had been a gift from her uncle. At her throat was a stunning necklace, seemingly out of place in her rough warrior’s appearance. It was a choker consisting of three strands of rubies. Between these rubies, creating a regular pattern, were soft, silver-white Hiruseki stones that had come from her mother upon her own birth. Her uncle had made this necklace and given it to her upon her eighteenth year, and she never took it off. It was quite a beautiful trinket. Hina was the one who had spoken first, her voice sharp and fast, cutting through the air like a hot knife. It was a mix between the voices of Shizuru and Hiei, both low and smooth but also edged and opprobrious.


The woman who had spoken second was standing tranquilly beside her companion—indeed, she was so calm as to indicate a particular coolness, a detachment that left no one in question of her equanimity and indifference to absolutely everything that she found tedious. Two years older than Hina, Mitsurin, Kurama and Botan’s daughter, stood several inches above the height of the younger. She was stunning—startlingly beautiful. She had inherited the attractive characteristics from both her parents and they had been combined to create an astonishing appearance that gave her an idea of how her father had felt at school as she analogously avoided countless would-be admirers appetent for her attention. Her hair was vermilion, falling in flocculent tresses about her softly featured, heart-shaped face. Her unusually large eyes were emerald, also an attribute her father passed to her, scintillating with the frightening intelligence she possessed, and she had a full, sensuous mouth that was slightly parted in her unruffled impartiality. She was graceful, supple, and slender; her physique superlatively proportional, amply ripened, and chiseled to leave the most courteous, tactful gentleman alive openly salivating in abandon. Her flawless skin was the color of cream, and could very well be the texture of cream for all its delicate luminescence. Her long eyelashes fluttered as she blinked wearily, as though implying that she was tiring of the foolish caprices of her younger companion and entreating it to be over with. She donned a low-cut, rather close-fitting halter of what appeared to be clinging, gossamer silk, which left her slender, graceful arms exhaustively uncovered, the malachite fabric matching her eyes. Her loose, gauzy breeches were a darker hue of peridot, distinguishing attractively from the fabric of her shirt. As she raised her hand to brush a strand of hair out of her face, her silver bracelets clinked against each other, glittering in the light. In her ears and around her neck were stiff, thin rings of silver, each enhancing the gentle radiance of her skin as they reflected the light. Yet, for all her exquisite, staggering loveliness and demure aloofness, there was a sensation of impatient danger lingering about her, as though she were commensurate in energy and resentment to her hotheaded associate but just intractably disinclined to exhibit it to such assemblage as she was in. Her voice, low and bland as honey, was beyond her years, the resonance insinuating that she maintained a sapience unascertained to those in her company, and to the rest of the world, which led to an unintentional yet ostensible condescension and contemptuousness. She was, physically, paragon, but, with her idiosyncrasies, she was manifestly puritanical.


“Look, Hina-chan,” Kuwabara began, but his daughter cut him off sharply.


“No, Toussan,” the girl snapped disrespectfully. “I will not be drawn away from Jisan like this. You told me that I would never have to feel trapped here. I’ve reached the age where I am a legal adult—“


“That doesn’t mean you are mature enough to make your own decisions,” Kuwabara shot back, equally as angered as his daughter now.


“Look, Kuwa-san,” Mitsurin slipped in smoothly, shrugging with an irritating grace, “Hina and I are in this together…we both want to go visit Hiei-san. We’re close to him—you know that well enough. Is it so bad that we want to seek out someone who has been closer to us than any but our parents and just visit him for a while?”


“That’s precisely the point, Rin-chan,” Botan replied. “We don’t want you two wandering to who-knows-where in search of Hiei. He could very well be in Makai and we don’t want you to get yourselves in a bad situation while searching for him.”


“Your mother is right,” Kurama cut in, his eyes hard with anger at Mitsurin’s intentional tone of superiority to Kuwabara. “You are not to go into danger such as this. If Hiei doesn’t want to be found, he won’t be found, and you are not to get into trouble by seeking him out. He will come eventually.”


“You just don’t understand,” Hina burst out. “I am closer to Jisan than I am to any of you, you just don’t get why I want to see him.”


“Don’t we?”


It was the only thing Yukina had said in the argument thus far. She looked up at her daughter with tears forming in her eyes.


“He is my brother,” Yukina whispered miserably. “He is also my closest friend. None of us have seen him for well over a month, and that is just going to have to do for you two. I understand completely what you are feeling—I want to see Hiei just as badly as you do. But I know him better than you two do. If he doesn’t visit at least once in a while, he has perfectly good reasons. He loves you two like his own daughters—he is so fond of you. If he hasn’t come for a while, then that is his business, he has reasons. Why must you seek him out? He’s been absent for longer than this before. Why not wait and stay safe?”


“I know why,” Kurama said, standing and facing his daughter with a quiet fury that no one among them had sensed in him since he last transformed into Youko. “You are not going to visit Hiei purely out of the goodness of your hearts. You are going to him to train…or maybe you are not going to him at all. Perhaps you just want to go to Makai and wander, as you’ve always wanted to. You want to explore—to live an exciting life in a dangerous place. I can see why you want this—it’s part of your heritage. Mitsurin has it from my blood, and Hina has it from Hiei’s. It may pain you to stay in one place for very long. I can comprehend these feelings. But I’ve dealt with them; now you can do the same. Grow up and deal with it—we can’t always have what we want, especially since it puts both your lives in mortal danger and possibly the lives of all your family and friends, seeing as how there is no telling what kind of trouble you may get into in Makai.”


Hina gasped, staring at Kurama in incredulity. How had he figured them out so easily? However, Mitsurin simply stared back at Kurama with a cold glare that did not fail to reach the sharp senses of her father.


“Toussan, you think we are weak,” hissed Mitsurin, for once showing her vexation. “You think we can’t do anything by ourselves. You say I have your blood—well, you were about seven years younger than I am now when you decided to go on your first big adventure since entering your human body. Am I so immature as to not have earned the right to make my own choices so long after you yourself had done so in your youth?”


“Do not speak to me like that,” Kurama seethed, his gaze growing harder. “The situations are not the same. I reentered a life of danger, not entered it for the first time. Leaving that, I was doing it for a good cause…you are doing this for your own selfish amusement. Don’t think that I do not know you well, Mitsurin. You don’t care about travel or adventure, you simply want to break the monotony in any way possible. A little venture into Makai would break that monotony nicely, ne? Well, you can find your entertainment some other way. You will not put your own life and the life of your best friend into jeopardy simply for a game.”


“Oh, so suddenly everything is a game to me? I take nothing seriously?”


“That is exactly the case,” replied Kurama waspishly.


“Well, fuck you,” Mitsurin snarled, whipping around swiftly and storming out of the house. Hina, sensing that her friend should not be alone at such a time, glared one final time at her parents and Mitsurin’s before turning and following her out of the house, Kurama’s look of regret and overwhelming pain at his daughter’s words not passing by her awareness entirely.


“Rin-chan!” Hina called out, chasing after her friend. “Matte!”


“Iie,” Mitsurin called. “I will not wait. I am going to Makai whether they want me to or not.”


“Why are we doing this anyway, Rin-chan?” inquired Hina, grabbing the older girl’s arm. “We can wait until Jisan gets back—they’ll let us go into Makai then.”


“Iie,” Mitsurin stormed, stamping one foot impatiently. “I’ll be damned and double damned if I let them control my life. I don’t care if you come—I am going.”


“No you’re not.”


Mitsurin and Hina both whirled around at the familiar voice, their anger and frustration forgotten, grins spreading on their pretty faces. Hiei was standing not ten feet away.


“Jisan!”


Hina jumped into Hiei’s arms, embracing him tightly. Hiei returned the embrace, breaking off to repeat the gesture with his oldest friend’s daughter.


“Where have you been, Hiei?” Mitsurin demanded, not unkindly, grinning broadly.


“Obviously in the wrong place, since I needed to be here to keep you out of trouble,” Hiei replied, a sudden, wry smirk spreading on his face as he glanced at Hina. “I may have expected this from you, Hina-chan, since you are sadly more like me than your mother, but not from Mitsurin, whose father is so frustratingly calm and patient that it makes my skin crawl.”


Both girls laughed, thoroughly pleased that Hiei was not going to yell at them.


“Why were you so eager to go to Makai, Rin-chan?” asked Hiei, still smirking wryly. “Am I that wonderful that you needed to defy your parents to see me? Or are you trying to prove something?”


At this, Mitsurin, never able to lie to Hiei, frowned.


“I don’t care anymore,” she snarled. “I am fed up with following my father’s cautions. ‘Stay here, don’t get into trouble, be careful.’ I was not meant for this, being locked up day after day.”


“Hear, hear.”


Hina jumped, but Mitsurin only snapped her head toward the source of the voice. That was Hiei’s voice, but somehow…younger. Where did it come from?


Mitsurin’s questions were answered as soon as the thoughts came to her mind. Out of the shadowy forest nearby stepped a young man—and not just an ordinary young man. It was…Hiei?


“What the hell!?” Hina blurted out, gaping at the man walking toward them for all the world as though nothing were out of the ordinary.


Mitsurin’s instant reaction, being a reasonable and stolid girl, was to believe that Hiei had a brother. Then, seeing his youth, she dashed that idea. Something else, entirely perturbing, entered her head before she could reason out who he was. She was attracted to him instantly. 


“What the hell am I thinking about?” she thought to herself, blinking and shaking her head slightly. The man, mistaking this for something else, grinned and spoke up.


“I can assure you that I’m real,” he chuckled. “My name is Kaigan.”


Mitsurin felt herself blushing. When she was a young teenager and didn’t know much better, she had had a schoolgirl crush on Hiei. That had absolutely faded—Hiei was like an uncle…or rather, a father, since her own father seemed to be so different from her that it created contrariety. This man, however, was her own age—or not much older—and she could not deny that, in regards that Hiei was a handsome man, also handsome. He looked exactly like Hiei without the weathered, tired look Hiei bore from such a hard life—the hair, the flawlessly ashen skin, the capturing ruby eyes, the rock hard muscles…he was gorgeous. Mitsurin felt herself react instantly, but in shame she pressed it down, hoping against hope that this Kaigan did not sense it.


“Kaigan,” Hina said blankly, stepping up to face him. Blinking a few times, she turned to Hiei. “Mind explaining, Jisan?”


“Jisan?” Kaigan broke in, glancing at Hiei. “I have a cousin.”


Hina twitched from utter surprise and turned back to him, her brows drawn together in confusion, her mouth hanging open in shock. Mitsurin, quicker to draw conclusions, even one so simple as this, instantly started.


“You’re…Hiei’s son?”


Kaigan looked over at Mitsurin, gazing straight into her eyes for quite a long time before replying, simply, “Of course.”


When Kaigan saw this stunning girl, his reaction was the same as any man, without he was blind or disinclined for girls, would have had at the sight of the red-haired girl. However, Kaigan had been raised by Tir as a gentleman, and he had studied her closely from the trees instead of waiting for a closer look and shaming himself by ‘checking her out’, as the ningens would have called it. From the trees, he had suppressed his natural reaction, and he had been hard put to do so. Her slender body was so amazingly perfect that it was all he could do to stop himself glancing back down at it now. Her clothes hardly helped him—they clung so closely to her ripe curves that it only enhanced the effect of her beauty and failed to hide much of the woman beneath—which was one hell of a woman, from Kaigan’s point of view. Her delicately featured face was shuddering, with her sparkling green eyes, full lips, and frame of scarlet hair. Kaigan’s sense of reason all but diminished for an instant before he regained self-control. She was so unarguably beautiful that no other woman could ever be her equal—not even his mother had been her equal, and she had been rumored to be the most beautiful woman to exist. This girl far surpassed Tir. Shut in a Temple for seventeen years with priestesses all older than his mother or so young as to be his age but unobtainable by Temple standards was a hard life for a warmhearted, ardent male such as Kaigan. Afterwards, he had met many beautiful and incredible women, but none of them felt right. His mother had always told him that it had been certain from the start with herself and Hiei—that she had been absolutely free of doubt when she first saw him that he would be hers eventually. Kaigan wanted what his father and mother had had—and none of these women sparked that instant knowledge, that ‘love at first sight’ cliché that the priestesses were always on about when speaking of Tir’s romance with the legendary Hiei. But now, looking into this woman’s glorious emerald orbs, he held no doubt in his mind that she would be his. He would make her his, no matter the cost.


“This is Mitsurin,” Hiei said dryly, obviously sensing the strange sparks between his son and Kurama’s daughter. “She is the daughter of Kurama and the Reikai girl Botan. The other is Hina, my niece, daughter to my sister.”


“It is good to meet you both,” Kaigan greeted cordially, bowing his head and smiling charmingly. It was strange to see a warm, endearing smile on a face they were so used to seeing pulled into a disdainful frown or derisive smirk. “I heard much about your parents from my mother. I am pleasantly surprised to discover that I have some kin I did not know of, Hina-san, and I am also equally delighted to discover that such amazing beauty truly exists in such a cruel world, Mitsurin-san.”


With any other man, Mitsurin would have found this vainglorious and pathetic—“Who the hell do you think you are, supposing the likes of you could actually win my heart?”—but coming from Kaigan, she only smiled graciously at the wonderful compliment.


Hiei, interrupting her thoughts, coughed once, so as to gain their attention.


“There are things we need to discuss with the others,” the Koorime said, glaring at Kaigan. “I think it’s best if we all go back to the house.”


Being only a short distance from the house, they turned and walked back. When they got there, it appeared that Kurama was being comforted by his friends.


“—just don’t know how I could say that,” he mumbled, his arms rested on his knees, his head in his hands.


“Stop bitching,” Hiei snapped as he walked in, nevertheless smiling slightly as he entered.


“Niisan,” sighed Yukina, jumping up and hugging her brother.


“Konbanwa, Hiei-kun,” Botan laughed, grinning up at him. “You have wonderful timing.”


“In your point of view, yes,” Hiei agreed, “but from my point of view I should have come much earlier to save you all this grief.”


“You wouldn’t have been able to, with a will like Mitsurin’s,” replied Kurama blandly, looking up at his friend with tired eyes. Hiei smiled, and Kurama managed half a smile in return, much less than he would have given if he hadn’t been so worn.


“Who is that, Niisan?” Yukina inquired quietly, spying Kaigan standing at the door. At this, Kaigan came forward of his own accord.


“I am called Kaigan,” he said, bowing his head politely. “I am the son of Hiei and Tir. I am pleased to meet all of you, after hearing so much of you from my mother.”


“But…didn’t she die?” Kuwabara blurted out.


“Tactless,” Hina hissed, throwing up her arms in exasperation. In spending so much time with Hiei, she had picked up on his impatience with the rather slow ningen, despite the fact that he was her father. 


“Hai,” answered Kaigan calmly, unperturbed. “My mother did die fifteen years past—but she was alive before that, for the first ten years of my life. It was during that time that I learned of you and of everything else.”.


“I suppose you are having trouble with this, Hiei,” Kurama whispered quietly, standing next to his friend and speaking so as to keep the others from hearing.


“There’s no proof that he is not my son, but rather the contrary,” Hiei replied, equally as hushed. “He has given me every reason to believe him, but I cannot.”


Kurama only nodded, knowing his friend well enough to know to leave it at that.


“Kassan?” Hina croaked tentatively, looking worriedly at her mother.


Yukina was standing perfectly still, staring in disbelief at Kaigan. Kaigan met her gaze unwaveringly, his face wiped blank of emotion. Suddenly, Yukina stepped forward, pulling Kaigan into a tight embrace. Kaigan, looking slightly surprised for a moment, instantly recovered himself and embraced her in return.


“Throughout my childhood,” Yukina began softly, still hugging her nephew, “I had no family that I knew of. All my life, I wanted to have a large family to make up for that. When I found Hiei-kun, he was a replacement brother until I found out that he was my real brother all along. I have a family with Kazuma, and I thought myself happy. Now I have more family, and I feel happier.”


Stepping away from Kaigan’s embrace, Yukina smiled at him with tears in her eyes. They did not fall, but they stood for quite a while as everyone watched the two in silence.


“I know how you feel,” Kaigan replied, his eyes free of tears but his voice carrying obvious conviction. “When my mother died, I was a mere ten years old. I wanted to find my father, but I couldn’t until the Temple let me leave. Now I have family. I would feel elated if it weren’t for the circumstances.”


“Circumstances?” Yukina stammered, looking nervously at Hiei.


“Kaigan explained to me another reason he is here besides finding me just for the sake of finding me,” explained Hiei calmly. “I think we should all sit down.”


They did so. Only Kaigan remained standing, returning to his spot away from the others at the door. Mitsurin, seating herself next to her father, spoke softly to him without looking in his direction, but rather fixing her gaze on the floor.


“Gomen nasai, Toussan,” she whispered. “I shouldn’t have lost my temper. I feel terrible about what I said to you.”


“No apologies are necessary, Rin-chan,” Kurama replied, putting an arm about her shoulders. “I said equally awful things and we are even. Agreed?”


Mitsurin nodded, still staring at the floor. Truth to tell, she was no longer looking there to keep her eyes from her father, but from Kaigan, whom she could scarcely stop staring at when she saw him. To keep herself from any embarrassment, she stared determinedly at the carpet. 


“Explain these ‘circumstances’ please,” Yukina requested shakily, shifting her gaze from Hiei to Kaigan and back again.


“I dare say my father told you of what happened in Makai when he and my mother sought out your cure, Yukina-san?” asked Kaigan. When Yukina nodded, he resumed his story. “Then you must have heard of Asahi.”


“What of her?” Hina snarled. Her anger was not directed at her cousin, but at the memory of the woman who had murdered Junsui—who, for the short time she knew him, Hina had been quite fond of—and attempted to finish Tir and Hiei.


“Well, you know how some people have this habit of coming back from the dead?” Kaigan smirked wryly, casting a short glance at Hiei before returning his eyes—which, as they seemed to Mitsurin, were more focused than any she had seen and had a strange glint in them that could have been anything (and oh, how beautiful they were!)—to Hina. “Asahi seemed to pick up on this.”


“Tir buried her…she buried her and Junsui,” Hina cried desperately, ignoring her father’s attempts to quiet her. 


“Yes, Junsui is buried, and still is, but Asahi decided that she needed to stop being dead, I suppose,” said Kaigan blandly.


“I stabbed her,” Hina burst out, “I stabbed her in the back, she should have died.”


“My mother was stabbed by a Makai blade in several places by Yonaka. She survived.”


“Who would have helped Asahi? Shinjugai helped Tir, who would have helped Asahi? She couldn’t have survived on her own.”


“That brings me to the problem.”


They all sat in uncomfortable silence. Kaigan, sensing that this silence was in part due to doubt, lost his temper.


“What would you like me to do to prove it to you?” he cried, for the first time since before seeing Hina and Mitsurin raising his voice. “I can’t bring her here for you. But I can tell you that I saw her myself. I was at Kangei visiting old friends of my mother’s when I saw her. It was only for an instant, but then I heard rumors—stories from demons that the dead Asahi stalked the halls of Kangei. She spoke to me. Now she curses everything about me and my family and friends. I am here to help you all survive her as well as ask your help to defeat her to bring about that end. You want proof that I’m telling the truth? I don’t have any. The only way to find out is to come with me and see for yourself. I can’t defeat her alone, for all my strength. Something in her grew stronger when she came back—her hatred has driven her to new levels. She will do anything to harm Hiei, even go after his loved ones. That means you.”


“No.”


Everyone jumped, for it was Mitsurin who screamed that one word. Mitsurin was perhaps the most level-headed of them all, not prone to outbursts (save for the occasional loss of temper she showed with her father) and often the only one who thought things through before anyone else could think to. She glared at Kaigan with a burning anger that was, to say the least, frightening.


“I will not let you take Hiei away from us,” she hissed, her anger burning bright in her normally soft green eyes. “If we lose him, I will never get over that. You can’t take him away from us.”


“Rin-chan,” Hina soothed, taking her friend’s arm. “I really do agree with you, but we can’t stop Jisan if he wants to go. And if he does, we go with him. Just to make sure he doesn’t get killed, ne?”


Hiei smirked at first, but then scowled.


“Not a chance in hell,” he stated smoothly. “You are not coming with me if I choose to go.”


“Yes we are,” Mitsurin shouted, facing him full on. “You are like a second father to me, Hiei. You are my godfather, closer to me than almost anyone. If you do by some awful fate die, even if I can’t help you, I want to be with you there. But I won’t let that happen. You will not die on me, you won’t! I won’t let you!”


Hiei stood and faced Mitsurin.


“Rin-chan,” said he, his voice low and comforting, quite unlike the normal Hiei, “I feel that I cannot stop you. I do ask you to consider the fact that I am a big boy and can handle myself.”


At this, poor Mitsurin could not help but laugh slightly.


“I have considered this already,” she said, recovering her dramatic demeanor. “I won’t let you go unless you bring me.”


“And if you bring her you are bringing me as well,” Hina demanded. “Besides, if you go without us, we’ll just follow you. You couldn’t stop me when you went to Kangei the first time and you won’t stop me now.”


Hiei smirked.


“I wonder what their parents have to say about this,” he mused aloud, turning his head to look at the four sitting on the large couch.


“We raised our daughter to be too much like you, Hiei,” Kuwabara said, a dry tone lacing through his voice. “We can’t stop her.”


“Nor can we stop Mitsurin,” Botan confirmed. “We turn the other way while you leave.”


“We’ll let you go, Rin-chan,” croaked Kurama regretfully.


“Getting too old to come and keep an eye on her yourself?” Hiei teased, noticing for the first time the flecks of gray in Kurama’s fiery red mane.


“I’m afraid that is wholly untrue,” Kurama replied firmly. “You are free to go if you wish, Rin-chan, but I am going with you all as well. I am not yet so old and tired as to let myself stay here while you have all the fun, Hiei.”


“No one should be going,” Mitsurin broke out.


“But you were so keen to go,” Hiei returned sarcastically.


“I’ve had time to think this over,” answered she. “I can’t stop you going, Hiei, if you go, and then and only then will I go. But you can still refuse.”


“I would refuse,” Hiei stated, “if it were anyone else. I owe Asahi a good slice in the throat.”


“I’ll be the one to kill Asahi if anyone does,” Hina snarled immediately. “I thought I killed her already, but since I didn’t, no one will rob me of the chance to do it a second time after all she’s done to me and mine.”


Hiei nodded his silent consent, though in his mind, he knew he would be the one to kill Asahi. He would not let Hina expose herself to any more violence than absolutely necessary. Besides, he had some serious issues to take up with Asahi… issues he could not look past. 


“We should leave immediately.” Hina stated. Hiei shook his head sternly, finally showing his refusal. 


“We are not pressed for time Hina-chan. We have no deadline for this certain mission, and we should at least rest the night. I understand your loathing towards Asahi, but we cannot over-exert ourselves. It is pointless.” Hiei assured her. She pouted slightly, then nodded. 


“So then it is settled,” Kurama said. “We shall leave first thing in the morning. I suggest we now get some rest.” He then turned to Kuwabara and Yukina. “Do you mind if we stay here for the remainder of the night?”


Kuwabara nodded silently, and Yukina smiled. “You are always welcome here.” She confirmed. Then, Kuwabara and Yukina left to fix the guest rooms, and Botan went into the kitchen. Kurama followed Botan silently, and the remaining four sat in the living room patiently. Kaigan was leaning up against one wall; stealing secret glances over at Mitsurin, who was seated on the couch next to Hina. Hiei sat in the little armchair off to the side of the couch, pondering on all the night’s events so far. It was the very same chair he sat in when it was revealed that his beloved Tir was alive. He ran his fingers over the wooden arms, and it was as if it were back at that moment. A flash of sorrow leapt into his ruby eyes, then just as quickly as it came, it was gone. He wished furtively that Tir once again stood in front of him, so he could see her bright eyes and elegant face. 


Hiei shot a glance at Kaigan, who was staring up at the ceiling blankly. Kaigan was just like Tir in so many ways, yet Hiei refused to see the truth. He denied truth, since all it gave him was pain and heartbreak. He knew in the back of his mind that Kaigan was his son, but Hiei chose not to believe it. It was a constant war waging inside his mind, a never-ending maze of confusion. His torment and agony pulled at his heart, but his reason and sanity remained locked in his mind. Hiei wanted to forget all of the sour memories of his long lost love, banish all traces of her beauty from his mind. But when Kaigan arrived, it had all changed. It was different now. 


Kaigan could feel eyes boring into him, reading him like the pages of a book, though he dared not seek out those eyes. They could very well belong to the breathtaking Mitsurin, a woman of many beauties, and even more mysteries. She fair took control of his mind…he had never seen such incredible beauty before. He hoped that if it were she who was looking into his soul, she saw something she liked and wanted.


“Is there some kind of curse on us?” Hina wondered aloud. “Since before I was born, terrible things have happened to you, Jisan, and they seem to keep occurring. Why does this happen to you? So many times has something gone wrong.”


Hiei stood and moved to where Hina sat. Kneeling next to her, he took both her hands into his own.


“Hina-chan,” he said affectionately, “I don’t know about a curse, but you know very well that I am hard pressed to keep out of trouble for very long. This is the reason things keep happening to me—I am too reckless and turbulent to keep danger. It seems that I have passed this unfortunate trait to you, and Rin-chan seems to have picked up on it as well, so now you two are getting into trouble. Either you can embrace this and get ready for an extremely interesting life, or you can press it down and live your lives in utter tedium. Whichever you choose, the outcome will be the same, inevitably. So, what will it be? Danger and excitement, or safety and boredom?”


“Do you have to ask?” Mitsurin replied coolly, smirking mischievously. “No matter how much our parents seek to govern us, they will have little success, since, obviously, we take after them more than they wish to admit. It’s slightly surprising that they haven’t understood the fact of the matter, yet. In telling us the tales of their adventures in their youth, they only spurred us on to want adventures of our own. It seems that all our petty trials have been training, and this is our first trial by blood. If we succeed, they can never hold us back again. If we fail, we won’t be around to cause any more vexation to the previous generation, now will we?”


“I don’t care to hear you talk like that, Mitsurin,” Hiei said, his almond-shaped eyes narrowing.


“Nor does anyone else, but it seems there is no one to check my words since I have a mind of my own.”


“A trait I am sure causes Kurama to grow more gray hair each day.”


“You noticed?”


“Oh, ah,” Hiei agreed. “Losing his pretty looks must be hard on Kurama.”


At this everyone except Kaigan shared a chuckle. Either he didn’t find it funny or he was never told of Kurama’s vanity. 


“Well, either way,” Hina broke in, “this is wrong to me.”


“Everything is wrong,” Hiei remarked. “You’d best learn that now.”


“If we could only have someone else with us,” Hina mused.


“Like who?”


Hina looked like she was about to crack up.


“Someone very special.”


Hina snickered, immediately trying to hide the blush that crept to her cheeks. Hiei raised an eyebrow.


“She’s talking about Shorai,” Mitsurin blurted out before Hina could stop her. “And I think they make an adorable couple.”


Hina blushed deeply, her face now close to matching the color of her eyes.


“Shorai…well, at least he’s not a pathetic weakling,” sneered Hiei, a twinkle in his eyes. Shorai was Yusuke and Keiko’s eldest son, who was a year younger than Hina. He was a handsome boy, looking almost identical to his father save for the color of the hair, which was light brown, and also acting almost exactly like a younger Yusuke. Hina had grown quite fond of the boy over the years, and everyone was quite sure that something would happen.


“Jisan?” Hina gaped, blinking, as though asking if he gave his blessing. Hiei did not reply, but returned to his chair.


“Personally,” Mitsurin snickered, “I would like the shinobi to join us.”


“Really?” asked Hiei wryly, barely containing a grin. Jin and Touya were some of his oldest friends, some of the only demons he got along with at least fairly well. He wondered how Mitsurin could possibly have spent time with them.


“Oh, they visit Toussan from time to time,” Mitsurin offered, seeing Hiei’s confusion. “I’ve grown to like them quite a bit…Jin is particularly entertaining. I think they would be fun to have along, as well as a good asset.”


“We can’t ask them,” Hiei said immediately.


“I know,” Mitsurin smirked, her impish glow brightening, “but…well, you see, I happen to know that they are coming for a visit tomorrow, to see my father and probably Yusuke. I mean, if they just heard about the situation, I’m sure they would love to help…”


“No,” Hiei commanded, and Mitsurin frowned, but said nothing more.


They fell into a slightly uncomfortable silence. Hiei felt a wry sense of nostalgia, remembering fondly the times when Tir had dragged him into her adventures at risk to everyone’s life, working toward the end of saving someone or something. How sorely he missed Tir, longed to see her softly featured face framed by tumbling ringlets of raven hair, to hear her carefree, spontaneous laugh, or to feel her hands clasped within his own, her body pressed to his. Her sparkling eyes haunted him, and he felt a deep sense of sorrow clinging to his mind like the last drops of morning dew still striving to cling to the grass as the sun dried it away.


Mitsurin was feeling torn. She saw Hiei’s eyes mist over, their crimson depths apathetic, blank and distant as he became lost in his own thoughts. A shadow of sorrow clouded their glinting life, and Mitsurin knew he was thinking of Tir. She had vague memories of Tir from the one time she had seen the priestess, and could recall most of her features, but above all her eyes. They were soft and kind, but also, and quite inversely, dark and secretive, shimmering with intelligence and wisdom that overwhelmed a deep grief and a passionate love. Hiei’s eyes seemed to take on that dark, secretive look, the emotions raging in his mind locked behind a wall of indifference. It annoyed her, somewhat.


Her glance shifted to Hina, her closest friend. Her relationship with the girl had been similar to Hiei’s friendship with Kurama in that they were closer to each other than any other, confiding openly to one another and almost no one else. Mitsurin felt that if anyone in the world she could place her trust in safely was real, it would be Hina. The girl sat hunched over, her arms clasped about her middle, as if to shield herself from the confusion brought about by Kaigan’s arrival.


Kaigan. Mitsurin looked at him sharply, her mind ripped apart by this man, whom she felt most confused about. She was attracted to him—there was no denying that—yet, at the same time, she bitterly hated him. This man, undoubtedly Hiei’s son, had come to seek aid from his father against an enemy known to some of this group, this huge family that had formed tighter bonds than those of blood. She felt like she wished he had never come, despite her inclination toward him. She wanted him to leave, to disappear, something. She did not want to lose the only person besides Hina that truly understood her, that did not treat her like a child. Kaigan had come with that purpose. Asahi—she had heard stories of the nefarious demon, who had so wounded parts of her family with her wickedness. But that did not matter. Kaigan wanted to take Hiei away. She could not let that happen.


Mitsurin came to a decision. Just as Hiei stood and declared that they should all get some rest, and Yukina came in to escort them to the rooms she had prepared for them all, Mitsurin made her choice. That night, sneaking out of the room she and Hina would share, she would go to Kaigan’s room. It did not matter how she did it—but that night, she was going to kill Kaigan.

Chapter 2


The night was dead silent, leaving no room for mistakes on Mitsurin’s part. The doors even creaked slightly as she passed over to Kaigan’s room. He was alone inside, hopefully sleeping. Mitsurin, a dagger clutched tightly in her hand, walked on silent and steady feet, and stopped at Kaigan’s room. Her delicate yet firm hands gripped the doorknob and turned it slowly. The door gave way, and she pushed it open only enough to let her through, then with her back to the door, she closed it again. She took a brief look around, and then her wicked eyes stopped on the sleeping form of Kaigan. He was lying in bed, breathing deeply and slowly. 


Mitsurin noticed that Kaigan looked nothing like Hiei when he slept. Kaigan had a different look about him, younger maybe, or even peaceful to some degree. Mitsurin’s eyes softened slightly, and a small smile twisted on her lips, she felt fond for him again. She then remembered what she had come to do and still planned to carry it out, no matter how handsome and mysterious Kaigan was. Her eyes lost their innocence as she edged to the side of the bed. Dagger held above her head, and stopped next to Kaigan. A pang of regret hit her, but she did not cease. She wondered how Hiei would react to his son being murdered. She shook her head, and brought the blade down swiftly. Within the blink of an eye, Kaigan’s eye to be exact, Kaigan had taken hold of Mitsurin’s arm and twisted it so the dagger fell. He stared at her, no hate or resentment in his eyes, and she stared back in astonishment. 


“I thought I heard you leave your room.” He simply said. She was taken by surprise. How could he have heard her? She hadn’t made any noise leaving her room and entering his. 


“You bastard.” She snarled. His eyes flickered something dangerous, and with incredible speed, he had her pinned to a wall, his hand still twisting her arm slightly. 


“I don’t believe that is a valid insult, my dear. You see, my father is sleeping in this very house, only a few rooms away.” He replied almost mockingly. He did not seem at all angry, and he never once lifted his voice.  He seemed to be teasing her, as if she had not just tried to murder him. “Now tell me,” He continued, “why have you come into my room this late at night? It couldn’t be to kill me, for you really did not make much effort, I can see that in your eyes. So it must have been for a different reason. Possibly to seduce me further?” He was making fun of her in every way possible, and all she could do was stare at him in shock. 


“I would not grace you with such the pleasure.” She sneered, yet Kaigan could see in her eyes that she was flat out lying. He smirked, and chuckled quietly.


“Then why is it I see a different truth in your eyes and in your smile?” He let go of her arm gently, and merely stood before her, his arms pressed against the wall, one on each side of her head. She lost all her intentions of hate, and gazed into his captivating eyes. Something burned inside of her, but it wasn’t anger anymore. It was passion. As he stared at her, she could imagine what his lips tasted like, and it pressed her further into wild passion. 


“Truths come in many disguises.” She whispered, inching closer to him. Kaigan saw every thought in her head through her deep eyes. Her eyes were her weakness, but also her strength. He loved her eyes so dearly. He too, felt the desire to have her that night, and he rarely turned down his inner desires. He was about to move in, but this time it was he who was surprised. Mitsurin kissed him, not innocently or timidly, but deeply. Her lust overtook reason, and she practically gave herself to him. It almost threw Kaigan off, but he recovered immediately and brought her close to him. She pressed herself to him, never leaving his lips, and her arms coiled around his neck. 


Kaigan picked up Mitsurin, her seductive and perfect body all his for the taking. He took her to the grand canopy bed he was just pretending to sleep in, and set her down gently. He brought himself upon her, and kissed her again before slipping her robe off, revealing a short gossamer gown. He threw her robe aside and began to peel off her gown, staring at her. He then took off his own clothes, and tossed them away. He was once again upon her, and he parted her legs sweetly. She ran her hands along his arms, feeling over his well-built muscles. He entered her, and she dug into his arms. Pain rushed through her body, but she pushed it away as he brought himself in and out. Just as the pain went away, pleasure followed. It flew through her veins, and she couldn’t help but cry out slightly. He too, felt the same pleasures she did, but he suppressed his cries. 


He moved faster and drove into her harder, and Mitsurin snapped her head back. She moaned quietly, and a smile crossed her full lips. She braced herself against the unbearable burst of pleasure that came, and gritted her teeth. Another cry escaped her, and from Kaigan as well. She pressed against him further, clutching his back and moving with him. She tickled his back teasingly, and chills surged through Kaigan’s spine. He shuddered, and pressed her further. He drove into her, and another burst came into her. She snapped her head back again and writhed under the pleasure. The only thing running through Mitsurin’s mind at that time was Kaigan, and the lust she felt for him. But was that all it was? 


She took his hands, and gently turned him over, so she was sitting astride him. She pinned his hands down and began moving up and down, back and forth. He closed his eyes and drew in the jolts of pleasure. He hugged her close to him, her curved body teasing his built body. They moved together, indulging in each other. Their sweat mingled, just like their bodies tangled in each other. Kaigan turned Mitsurin over again and drove harder and faster than ever before. The last and deepest surge of pleasure went into them, and Kaigan collapsed on Mitsurin. She panted heavily, and kissed his forehead sweetly. He gently put his head down on her chest and closed his eyes. He pulled out of her, and she groaned. He slipped off of her, and pulled her into his arms. She pressed herself against him, and fell asleep in exhaustion. Kaigan’s mind was swimming in thoughts and questions, but he hadn’t any time to mull over them, for he too fell asleep. 


A single thread of light entered the room, rudely disturbing Kaigan’s blissful slumber. He cracked open an eye, stared straight at the sun, and snapped it shut again, the pain from the light and the desire to sleep again overtaking him. Then, he suddenly remembered the events of the previous night. Mitsurin, lovely and dangerous, entering stealthily into his room with the intention to kill him and ending up doing something entirely different. The stealth she used was incredible—Kaigan had a suspicion Hiei taught her—and it would have worked, had it been anyone else. Now, he forgot all that as he felt the warm, soft body pressed to his and the delicate, slender limbs wrapped about him. Mitsurin’s face nuzzled into his collar, her beautiful scarlet tresses tumbling onto his chest, caressing his skin teasingly. She was so perfect. He had never realized. Her face was so amazingly proportional and soft and beautiful that he was breathless for a moment. He grinned in a rather wolfish manner, remembering with a certain devilish glee how the girl—no, woman—wrapped around him had cried out, suddenly losing her somewhat irritating inhibitions and then taking control herself, ignoring the pain of the first time and taking matters—so to speak—in her own hands. As this thought passed Kaigan’s mind, he chuckled slightly. He could barely believe that even after the events of the previous night, he could make inappropriate jokes like the ones that had vexed the priestesses at the Temple in his mid-teenage years. Remembering this time fondly, he chuckled again.


Mitsurin woke to the sound of the chuckles. She turned her lovely face upward and beamed at Kaigan, her eyes soft instead of hard as they were last night. Thoughts of murder left her head entirely—she didn’t want this man to die, she wanted him to be by her side forever.


“Morning,” she murmured, a somehow impish smirk crossing her face.


“Indeed,” agreed Kaigan, his wolfish grin returning.


Mitsurin could not resist that wonderfully eager look in his eyes. She turned onto her side, pulling him onto his side, and slipped over him, her breath becoming sharp. He felt her warmth, felt all of her, feeling that burning rush of need as they strained against each other, struggling like two runners in some wonderful race until they reached the finish line, collapsing in a tangle of sweaty arms and legs and souls. Kissing one another intensely, they relaxed (for the most part) and grinned their satisfaction.


Kaigan was amazed. He had thought about things like this since reaching manhood, much like most males of his age, and never really understood how different it would be from fantasies. He suddenly realized, with that thought, that it was all a fantasy to him. He did not take Mitsurin because he loved her, as his father did his mother their first night together, the night he was conceived. No, he took Mitsurin simply because she was there, her ripe curves pressed against his, her mouth burning near him, her flesh searing into his mind like some wonderful flame leaping in his heart. But still, he took her before he even knew her, simply because she was beautiful and kindled his desire. She did not kindle his heart—only the part of him he satisfied the previous night and right when she woke up. Not his heart—his manhood, but not his heart. He was ashamed. He fancied himself in love with her, but he was only in love with her beauty, not her heart. He suddenly pushed her away, burning shame replacing burning desire and disgust replacing lust. How could he do that? He had vowed to take a woman only when he knew she was for him and he for her—when they were in love. He was not thinking last night—her body and face had burned through his cold reason like an arrow through paper. He did not take her from love, he took her from sexual desire. What a bastard he truly was! Not only this, but also both their virginity had been taken. That was not something to be taken lightly, especially mindlessly and when love was not present. How could he do that? What kind of bastard was he? He had probably won Mitsurin’s heart, but she was not truly in love with him for him—just his body, as he loved her body. No. How could he do that?


“I’m sorry,” he whispered harshly, backing away. “Mitsurin, I don’t want to hurt you—“


“What?” she hissed, pushing herself away, quickly wrapping a blanket round her body. What was he doing?


“Mitsurin, listen to me,” Kaigan all but pleaded, trying to grasp her shoulders and make her listen.


“No,” poor Mitsurin cried, rolling away, keeping the blanket tight round her body. She bolted up and out of the room, returning to her own room and slamming the door behind her. She fell onto her bed, sobbing into the pillow, not caring who heard her.


“Rin-chan?” Hina asked sleepily, her rest disturbed by her friend bursting into the room.


Mitsurin did not answer, but sobbed wretchedly into her pillow. Hina, sensing something was terribly wrong and taking in her friend’s clothing (or lack thereof), went out of the room to fetch Botan, whom Mitsurin could talk to about such things.


Minutes later, the door creaked open again, and Botan entered the room cautiously. Behind her followed Kurama, who took one look at Mitsurin and then went into a flying rage, stammering on about everything and nothing and cursing Kaigan and everything remotely related to the man. Botan, laying a hand on her husband’s arm, gave him a warning look.


“Kurama,” she said softly, grasping his hand in hers. “Mitsurin is obviously in pain, but we don’t know exactly why this is. Why don’t you go talk to Kaigan—only talk, do not kill him yet—and see what happened? Maybe there is a perfectly good reason for all of this.”


Kurama, still angered but unwilling to snap at his wife for being completely right, stalked out of the room with darkness in his eyes, heading toward Kaigan’s room with a stomp for each step. Botan closed the door quietly behind her and then tiptoed to the bed, sitting lightly on the edge. Wincing slightly when she heard the slamming door from down the hall, Botan sighed.


“Rin-chan?” she cooed, laying a hand on Mitsurin’s bare back. “Rin-chan, look at me.”


“Iyada!” the girl cried, turning her head away.


“Rin-chan,” Botan repeated soothingly, rubbing her daughter’s back gently. This made poor Mitsurin break down.


“Kassan,” Mitsurin sobbed, turning over and flinging herself into her mother’s embrace. “Oh, Kassan, I…I can’t…”


“Daijoubu ka, kodomo?” Botan whispered, holding her daughter and rocking her to and fro. 


“Kassan, I…I can’t believe I gave myself to him! He just…”


Mitsurin fell into helpless sobs, unable to control her emotions. Botan, sensing her daughter’s overwhelming stress, decided to fall back on what would work best with any in this kind of situation—flattery.


“Well,” the former deity sighed. “I can imagine that you at least gave him a very good time, ne? Come on…I bet it was as easy as swimming, right? Remind me how well you swim—I forget.”


It was said lightly, almost jokingly, but it got Mitsurin to crack a small smile and look up. This one statement penetrated the girl’s hysteria.


“I’ve swum four miles without tiring before. Anything an otter can do, so can I.”


When one is plunged into hopeless distress, it affords some sense of relief to give a correct answer to a question—any question—even one that seems to have no place in our tribulation. Superstition could be the cause, in that in some unforeseeable way the correct answer may help. It does no harm, and grants respite.


“Well, sweetheart, I bet this was little different than swimming for you,” Botan offered.


“Not really,” Mitsurin admitted. “I just…let my body take over. My mind followed the rest.”


“And when morning came, something happened to make your mind take back over, am I correct?”


“He…” Mitsurin almost burst into tears again, her mortification of the events of the morning playing over and over again in her head.


“What is it?”


“We woke up this morning, and after…”


“You made love again,” Botan prompted, seeing the hesitant look on her daughter’s face.


“Yes,” Mitsurin went on. “After that, he was looking into my eyes, and he looked so happy, but then something else appeared in his eyes. He looked ashamed, even terrified. He pushed me away and wouldn’t look me in the eye. He said he was sorry, that he didn’t want to hurt me, and I knew he was about to—“


Botan cradled her daughter once more as Mitsurin cried again.


“Do you think there may be a perfectly good reason for him doing that?” asked Botan.


“I…don’t know,” Mitsurin admitted, “but he seemed so ashamed, like he didn’t want me with him.”


“I have a small theory, and I’d like to share it with you,” Botan said. “Will you listen?”


“Hai.”


“Twenty-five years ago,” Botan began explaining, “Hiei met Tir. You know the story? Yes, of course you do. Well, they fell in love. When they finally admitted that love and spent the night together, as you and Kaigan did just now; but they were already in love. It was destiny for them, and I think that Kaigan wanted what his mother and father had with a woman. There’s no denying he was attracted to you—every man is—“ (poor Mitsurin grinned at this) “—and that can’t be helped. But you were attracted to him as well. However, love does take time, even if the sparks of it appear right away. Love at first sight is not necessarily love, Rin-chan. It’s more a feeling that you will be in love, but for the moment you are not, just incredibly sure that you will be in love someday. It’s not love—it’s attraction that grows into love with time. You feel in love with Kaigan, am I correct? Every girl feels herself in love with the man that first takes her to some degree. I’m sure Kaigan feels something for you. When he woke up this morning, however, I am positive he realized he didn’t feel love, just desire. That made him feel ashamed: he took you without thinking of anything but the lust he was feeling. That was not the special bond his mother and father shared, the bond he wanted. It was just mindless sex, wasn’t it? Yes, I can understand that.”


“You can?” Mitsurin asked without thinking, disbelief and sarcasm lacing her voice.  “I thought you and Toussan fell in love first.”


“We did,” Botan agreed. “And he was and is the only man who has ever made love to me. But I have to admit something that I’ve never told anyone—want to hear it?”


Mitsurin nodded. Being given trust in a hard time is also a respite, the thrill of learning a large secret and being the only one who knows overtaking grief and giving you a feeling that you have something more than everyone else, that you need not feel as much grief because you know something they don’t.


“All right, I’ll tell you, but you must promise never to tell a single soul,” Botan said gravely, and Mitsurin promised never to tell. “Fine. Keep that promise, Rin-chan. The secret…ah, yes. Well, when you’re father and I first met, we were technically enemies, you know that. Once we were allies, however, we developed a friendship and I felt like I could be in love with him, even though I wouldn’t quite admit it right away. He was a criminal, I an innocent ferry girl, that old nonsense. Little did I realize what an amazing man he was, yet. Then, I met Hiei. While Kurama is the kind of man you see and sigh at, feeling like you could have a long-term relationship with him, and all that good stuff, Hiei was different. He was the kind of man you hear about in stories, the kind that would give you a spectacular tumble in the sack and move on. He is a gorgeous man, on quite different terms than Kurama, but still quite good-looking. He has that kind of look that would last for about five minutes if you weren’t in love with him. Tir was in love with him, though, and that’s why she always remembered his face—she once told me she thought of it every night. Anyway, I got a bit off track. I wasn’t in love with Hiei, but I admit that once he and Kurama were considered clean and innocent because of their services to Koenma, right after Maze Castle, I had a little crush on him.”


“Nani!” Mitsurin laughed, staring at her mother in disbelief. Mitsurin might have been able to tell that her mother was not joking by the nervous and playful giggles interspersed with her story. Most girls—and women—giggle when speaking a secret. It is always amusing to tell a juicy secret that includes men.


“It’s true,” Botan giggled. “It didn’t last for long, though. Once I began talking to Kurama again, getting to know him better, Hiei became simply a friend to me. Of course, he didn’t consider me a friend for a very long time, but he was to me nevertheless.”


“So, you’re point is…?”


“I’m getting to it,” Botan scolded jokingly. “Hiei and I were never anything—but I did have that small crush on him. What I am saying is last night, you had a small crush on Kaigan, didn’t you? But what I want to know is whether or not it is just a crush, or something that could grow into love.”


“I…I think it could grow into love.”


“Well, Kaigan knew that, but he knew also that it hadn’t grown into love yet. It was still just a crush, right? Yes, it was. He was ashamed because he let his body take over and his mind hide away, and he took you without being in love with you. He ruined that special feeling for himself, the one that Hiei and Tir shared in their first night together.”


“You make it much clearer, Kassan,” Mitsurin said, wiping the tears away. “I…I guess I should talk to him, shouldn’t I?”


“I think you should wait,” Botan replied rather nervously. “I don’t think your Toussan is done yet.”


“What the hell gave you the right to do that to my daughter, you little bastard? Answer me now!”


Kurama cried this out at the top of his lungs the moment he entered the room, slamming the door loudly behind him. He looked angrier than he had ever been—even angrier than when the Reikai Tantei had faced Sensui in Demon’s Door Cave, Kurama still wracked by regret of killing Amenuma, the Game Master, and then faced Gourmet, who was taken over by the elder Toguro. He had been beyond angry then—he had not been thinking straight. But this was worse—this time, Kurama was downright pissed. 


Kaigan, who was dressed now in his black pants and boots and sitting on the bed, looked up at Kurama without fear, without anger. He looked…sad.


Kurama saw that regretful look in Kaigan’s eye and instantly calmed, though he was still in what the others called ‘the danger zone.’ He pulled up a chair from nearby, placed it in front of Kaigan, and sat in it. He folded his arms and crossed over his legs, looking much like some imperious boss at a large company about to fire a clumsy new worker. He looked down his nose at Kaigan, anger seething from him, he eyes hard and piercing, his face pulled into a dangerous scowl.


“You had best explain yourself this instant,” Kurama said, very quietly, his voice somehow even more threatening than when he yelled. Now there was quiet death in his voice, a faint but manifest promise of endless pain should the explanation not be adequate. “And be careful what you say.”


“Kurama-san,” Kaigan began slowly, picking out his words and taking heed of Kurama’s last warning. He leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees and burying his head in his hands as he continued. “I did not want to hurt your daughter. It was…it was a mistake to do what we did, but…”


“But what?” Kurama urged on, his voice still very dark and threatening. It was so quiet that Kaigan looked up with a raised eyebrow, a slight smirk appearing on his face.


“I know where your daughter gets her temper,” Kaigan commented blandly, then remembered that this was no time to joke and continued. He completely missed the small smile that almost appeared on Kurama’s frowning face. “Yes, it was stupid what we did—“


“Indeed.”


“—but we weren’t thinking. Wait, wait, let me explain. She came in here, and, I think to protect Hiei, she tried to murder me.”


“What?”


“She tried to murder me,” Kaigan repeated. “She came in with a knife and was going to kill me, but I could tell by something in her eyes that she didn’t have it in her. I’ll admit, I was very attracted to her from the moment I saw her—she’s a beautiful woman. She looked even more beautiful then, I saw the warrior in her, the part of her that had no fear of what the future could bring. I respected that. That made me want her even more. I know as a father that may be hard to hear, but I am not going to hold what I felt back so that you can get a full view of what happened, and of what went through my head. You deserve a very clear explanation and I’m going to give it to you.


“When she held the knife to me, I could see in her eyes that she felt the same about me—that she wanted me. I did taunt her a bit, goaded her on—I was blinded by what I thought was emotion. It was really just senseless desire. I see that now. But she was there, and I felt her body near me, and I wanted her. So I took her. She did not fight, she let me. Then…”


“You had better skip to what happened this morning to make her upset like this,” said Kurama. Truth to tell, the kitsune was starting to understand what happened better, and was much less angry, though he kept up a threatening facade. He would never admit it, but he was beginning to like Kaigan for his honesty and genuine concern for Mitsurin’s state. But he wanted to hear the rest.


“When we woke up, she seemed happy,” Kaigan said. “But I wasn’t. I enjoyed our time together more than I can say, but…”


From there, Kaigan proceeded to explain what Botan had explained to Mitsurin, about his regret for taking her without love and the hate of himself for losing the one thing his mother and father shared above all else—that special bond that brought them closer no matter what.


At the end of the explanation—it was quite long, and Kaigan was slightly out of breath—Kurama nodded slowly, as though accepting all that Kaigan had said. After a long, tense moment, he sighed and shook his head sadly.


“I probably should have seen that,” he remarked ruefully. “I should have noticed how much like Hiei you really are, not counting the physical resemblance. Hiei would never have taken Tir if they didn’t love each other—and you would never have taken Mitsurin had it not been for the blinding desire she inflicts on most men. I know it was not your fault, nor hers.”


“Beauty is a curse, ne?” Kaigan joked grimly, smirking wryly at the former bandit.


“Indeed it is,” chuckled Kurama, feeling a strange new affinity with this man. Kaigan was a part of his daughter’s life now, whether he would admit it or not. There was no stopping that. “Mitsurin faced the same thing I did at school, a virtual fan club following her wherever she goes. I feel sorry for her on that level.”


“Ah,” Kaigan agreed. “I know the feeling. The temple was not known for its sense of discretion. Many of the younger priestesses made a fool of me in front of other demons by their constant swooning and stalking. It was embarrassing.”


The two men smiled. There was an understanding between them. Suddenly, Kurama’s smile faded and the scowl took its place.


“However,” Kurama whispered, his voice deadlier than ever, “what you two did was still not something that should be fooled with—you know this. You will both take responsibility for your actions, and no one will help you if she is pregnant or anything else goes wrong. You will not walk out on her either. You made a commitment last night that you cannot betray. I have known Hiei most of my life, and he had a nasty habit of hiding his feelings—but he could never hide his eyes, which betrayed the truth. It is the same with you. I can see in your eyes that you care about Mitsurin and could come to love her. But if you ever, in all of your life, hurt my daughter in any small way, I swear to all the gods that you will feel pain beyond anything you have ever experienced. You will be wishing for death as a release from the torment of the hell I will put you through. Do you understand me?”


“Hai,” Kaigan nodded, the grave look in his eyes telling Kurama that he would keep his daughter safe.


“I think you should speak with Mitsurin now,” Kurama suggested commandingly, standing up and walking out. “You have much to discuss.”



Kaigan nodded, however to himself as the door was shut. He exhaled deeply, dreading the conversation to follow. His hands went through his hair, then covered his face in stress. He wasn’t sure what he would say to Mitsurin, much less what he might do. His mind strolled into a thousand different pits of despair, and many more pits of confusion. What if she really was pregnant? A groan escaped his lips; he couldn’t handle that thought. Not only had he made blind love to this woman without thinking, but also she could also now possibly be pregnant. If that was true, he would be a father, and he certainly wasn’t ready for that. He could barely impress his own father, let alone be one. He shook his head in his hands, and then looked up, a hint of sorrow tracked in his eyes. 


Mitsurin was feeling much the same at that time. She stood up, finding clothes quickly. She slid them on, just as her father walked into the room, the slightest hint of a smile on his face. Mitsurin looked at him in slight horror, hoping he didn’t do what she thought he did.


“Toussan, there’s still enough of him left for me to speak with, right?” She asked doubtfully. Kurama then laughed a bit, giving Mitsurin her relief. 


“Go on, you two need to talk.” Botan urged her daughter kindly. Mitsurin looked back, doubt and submission in her face. She straightened herself up a bit, and then went out the open door, leaving her father and mother alone. Botan stood, looked to her husband in a worried manner, and then smiled. Kurama held his arms out, beckoning silently to his beautiful wife. He embraced her, wrapping his arms gracefully around her waist.


“Somehow, this brings back memories. Don’t you think?” He smirked at Botan, and she returned the grin. 


“Indeed. It brings back wonderful memories.” She kissed him lightly on the lips, standing on her tiptoes, and then took his hand and they left the room. 


Mitsurin stepped up to the very same door she had last night, different intentions running through her mind at that moment. She sighed inwardly, and knocked gently, waiting for an answer. Kaigan called to her to come in, and she opened the door rather reluctantly. She entered the eerily familiar room, and closed the door quietly behind her. She shifted on her heels, and stared at the man before her. He seemed deep in pensive thought, his ruby red eyes that so resembled Hiei’s lost in haze. He looked up to her with respect, and stood. They both took a step forward, then stopped uncomfortably. 


“I believe there are some things that need clearing up.” Mitsurin stated quietly. Kaigan only nodded his consent, allowing her to continue. She cleared her throat, “I… I’m not quite sure what to say… I feel awkward.” She admitted.


“I wish to apologize.” Kaigan started immediately, and then picked up again before she could respond. “I acted shamefully, letting my desires push past reason. I’m not entirely positive why I did what I did, but I know I felt something for you then. I felt a spark, not quite love, but something edging towards it. I am frightfully ashamed at myself, and I ask your forgiveness, although the results may turn out to be more permanent than a simple apology.” He lowered his head, wishing for her to slap him, punch him, anything but stand there silently. She did none of these things. She went over to him, and lifted his chin with her finger. 


“I cannot be saved without blame.” She assured him. “It was mutual, so we both owe our apologies, and our explanations.” She finished. 


“Mitsurin—“


“No,” the girl cut in, holding up a finger to his lips. She smiled into his eyes and she was more beautiful than ever. “I will not let you take the blame onto yourself. And if, as you said, the results of our little tryst end up to be quite permanent, I will expect nothing from you. You were right—it was not love, it was desire. I will not expect you stay around and see if it turns out to become love, nor do I mind if you do stay. But I will not let you take all the blame. I must offer more apology than you. I came here with the intention to kill you, Kaigan. I see now that it was a childish maneuver and a mistake. However, no matter how stupid we were or what apologies are owed, I do not regret last night. We acted as we did and there is no helping that. It is best to move on to more pressing matters.”


Kaigan nodded. They had not forgotten the task at hand.


Asahi was still alive.


“Well, that explains the strange sounds last night. I figured you two were getting your nightly exercise.”


Hiei was sitting in his room with Kurama and Botan, a strangely wry grimace on his face. He had woken to the sound of a knock on his door. He had been sleeping lightly—hell, he’d never had a good night’s sleep in over fifteen years—and answered the door immediately. When Kurama and Botan told him to sit down for what they had to tell him, he figured he’d let them explain it instead of using his Jagan to figure it all out from Botan, since Kurama’s mental barriers were perhaps too strong. He regretted not finding out for himself, since the two stammered out the story unevenly, trying to avoid Hiei’s temper. Their worries were misplaced. When they told him of Kaigan and Mitsurin, he only smirked and shrugged. The last comment left Botan and Kurama quite flabbergasted.


“Hiei, don’t you—“


“Care?” Hiei cut Botan off. “Not particularly. They are adults; they can do as they please. This just proves that Kaigan is as careless as Tir was when I first met her.”


With that, Hiei swung his legs over the side of the bed where he had been sitting and lay back, his arms behind his head and one knee bent up. A wistful smile appeared on his face, and it almost looked like there were tears forming, giving his already large eyes an appearance of being even larger and more beautiful. Botan and Kurama, sensing that Hiei was lost in thought over Tir, stood and left him alone. Besides, he had just given Kaigan unparalleled praise in comparing the man to his mother, and that was enough for the kitsune and his deity.


For a long time after the pair left him, Hiei lay deeply withdrawn into his own mind, his thoughts plagued by sweetly tormenting visions of Tir, so beautiful and carefree, her laughter like a soft breeze and her smile like a gentle rain. Her face was impressed on his memory so entirely that it was as though he could reach out and stroke her cheek. Often, when one is separated from someone they love deeply, they can remember every single detail, every gesture and mannerism, the voice and the way they smile, the way they walk and blink. Every detail appears in detail so perfect that it’s painful. Hiei’s face was so calm and peaceful, his smile small and wistful, his eyes half closed and clouded over with memories and approaching tears. He opened them to their fullest and wiped them quickly, not willing to let himself cry. If he started, he was not sure he would be able to stop.


Standing and dressing, Hiei stalked out of his room and down to where the others were sitting around the living room, talking quietly about everything and nothing, using idle chatter to pass the time until something could happen.


“Good morning, Nissan,” Yukina greeted, beaming. “How did you sleep?”


“Fine,” Hiei lied. He had, in fact, been awake most of the night, dwelling on the past as he had vowed never to do endless times.


“What are you planning to do now?” Kuwabara asked shortly, grimacing slightly. 


Hiei, noticing that Kaigan was standing very far away from everyone and carefully avoiding Mitsurin’s eyes (which were directed toward Kaigan though Hiei could tell that the girl would wish it otherwise), just shrugged and stood in the same spot, casting his eyes to a random point on the opposite wall.


“Well, perhaps we should establish the circumstances of this,” Kurama suggested. “We obviously must go to stop Asahi from what she plans to do, which could be anything at this point given her notoriously broken trains of thought. Of course, Hiei must go, as shall Kaigan—“


“Rin-chan and I are going, no arguments please,” Hina murmured in a strange monotone. She was staring at something in her hand—Hiei recognized it as a useless ningen contraption called a cell phone. She was clicking through it feverishly, bringing it up to her ear from time to time. She huffed with frustration and slammed it shut, dropping it angrily onto the table in front of her. Noticing the stares now directed at her, she shrugged and folded her arms, staring at the phone as though expecting it to do something and readying herself to stab it when it did.


“I am going also,” announced Kurama. “I feel that I should, and I don’t think it would be healthy for anyone to defy this.”


The tone in which Kurama said this left little room for argument. He sounded so much like Youko that no one thought to defy him—they were all too afraid of what he might do. Even Botan was afraid, for she knew her husband better than any.


“Kurama,” Botan whispered, gave her husband a small look.


“Hai, koiishi,” Kurama replied, equally as quiet, as though answering her unspoken questions. “No need to worry.” 


Botan nodded, her eyes low, and sat back in her consent, although it was half a lie. She still did not want to see her husband go. Kurama did not see this half nod that Botan gave him, else he might go further into her state of sadness. The room was silent for a moment, as no one felt anything that would be said could be appropriate. Kurama looked at no one, he simply stared at the ground before him. 


Finally, Kaigan spoke up. “Well, now that we know who is going, we should get ready and depart as soon as we possibly can. Asahi can move quickly, and we don’t want to lose sight of her, do we?” At that, Hina looked up to the young man so resembling her uncle, and sneered her hatred for the woman they hunted. Mitsurin nodded with Hina and her gaze left Kaigan’s general area to search for a random point on the floor. Everyone was quiet for a bit, almost forgetting Kaigan’s last statement. 


There was a faint buzzing noise in the silence; it seemed even silence itself could find no peace and quiet. Everyone’s head seemed to be spinning with their own thoughts, quite different from the rest, although all related distantly somehow. Hiei continued to think of Tir, as he promised himself so many times he wouldn’t do, and finally, he could not take it anymore. He stood, and looked at everyone in the room.


“You heard him. We should get moving, rather than sit here pointlessly.” Hiei growled in his usual way. When he said ‘him’ he seemed to grimace slightly, as if pained to even bring attention to his alleged son. Hiei still couldn’t bring himself to acknowledge that Kaigan was, in fact, his son. “We will leave here in about an hour. I suggest you all get together what you will need, and only what is needed.” He shook his head, and went back to his own room to retrieve a few things. 


The rest agreed in their own way, and went off to their rooms one by one to go pack a few things. Mitsurin and Hina left together, passing Kaigan on the way. Mitsurin brought her gaze up, giving Kaigan a serene look, then returned her gaze to the front. Kaigan returned her look with a look of slight confusion. He then shook his head, just as Hiei had done, and went to his room. The only two left in the room at that point was Yukina and Botan. 


“Botan-chan, do you get the feeling that something will go wrong?” Yukina looked to her friend in a pained way. Botan sighed deeply, then nodded.


“Yes. I feel like this is a big mistake, a really big mistake. But we cannot control our daughters anymore. They have their own will, and they are old enough now, hopefully to make their own decisions, and their own mistakes.” With that, Botan and Yukina went into the kitchen, as mothers would normally do to drink coffee and chat or something along those lines. 


Hiei stood before the window of his room, simply staring pensively outside. There were so many unresolved things flowing through him, making inner conflicts he could not begin to fix. He sighed, then brought his eyes to the open door without moving his head. Standing in his doorway was Kurama, simply looking at Hiei and leaning against the door frame. 


“Still thinking of her, old friend?” The scarlet haired kitsune took a few steps into the room, then stopped. He already knew the answer to his question, but he wanted a verbal answer from Hiei. 


Hiei looked again outside, his eyes moving slowly over the scenery. “I can’t possibly forget her, now that he is here. He brings back so many memories.” Hiei whispered, using the tone he had when he was confiding in Kurama. Kurama nodded once, then came to Hiei’s left side to also look outside. He didn’t look at Hiei, nor did Hiei look at him. They simply knew of each other’s presence and answered each other’s statements. 



“He is a fine young man. I know he doesn’t come to bring pain directly, although to you he is simply a distraction. But you must remember, he is your son, and you are his father. You at least owe him kindness. He needs that right now in his life, just as he needs his mother alive. You both do.” Kurama put one hand on Hiei’s shoulder, letting him know that he was there. At Kurama’s last words, Hiei could feel warm tears finding their way up to his ruby eyes, so worn and tormented. He wanted to break down and cry on Kurama’s shoulder, but he felt he needed to keep his forlorn tears to himself from now on. 


“I am not his father. His father died long ago with his beloved. I am simply the shadow of a once happy man, never to know joy again.” Hiei replied, his cracking voice barely above a whisper. 


“You may not have her anymore, but you have her memories, and a form of her reincarnated into Kaigan. If you want her back, learn to find her in your son.” Kurama now faced Hiei, turning him to look him in the eye. “Do it for Tir. I know she would’ve wanted it.” Hiei turned his head stubbornly, realizing that his friend was right, but not accepting it.


“It hurts so much.” Hiei closed his eyes, his voice shaking, and tears nearly falling down his aged cheek. “I need her more than I need air, and right now, I’m suffocating.” He drew in a sharp breath, suddenly finding himself at a loss of words. 


“I’m sorry, my friend. Truly, I am. I can’t heal your wounds, else I would have long ago to free you from this prison you live in. The only one to help you out of this hole is yourself, and I know you can pull through. I’ve seen you triumph over your fears and wounds before, this time is no different. But I do know that you must make amends with your son. You don’t have to be friendly, but for Tir’s sake, you have to at least clear things up.” Hiei looked up to his best friend, and nodded. Kurama half-smiled, patted Hiei’s shoulder, then left the room.


“Thank you, old friend.” Hiei whispered after the kitsune. He turned away from the window, took a deep breath and took up his sword. He walked out of the door, turned to look around his room, then closed the door behind him as he went down to the living room. 


The others were already downstairs, sitting in the living room or leaning against walls. Hiei entered the room, and they all turned their attention to him. Kaigan stood against the furthest wall, keeping his eyes low. Kurama sat on the couch looking through a large bag, filled with dried foods and water for all of them. Mitsurin and Hina stood in the doorway leading into the kitchen and dining room, both dressed nicely, but not so elegant for the trip. Mitsurin wore a deep green suit, loose pants and a sash, and a tank top. Hina wore a black training suit and carried nothing with her except for her weapon. The only person carrying extra was Kurama, as he was carrying the company’s food and extra necessities. Mitsurin had her weapon carefully concealed, as did Kaigan, Hiei and Hina. Kurama’s weapon, they all knew was stored in his fine hair. 


The company stood around, once again, in the deafening silence for a few minutes, until Botan and Yukina came in carrying quick breakfasts. They all ate quickly, also in silence. 


“Time to go.” Hiei stood, and nodded to his companions. Yukina went over to her brother swiftly, and hugged him tightly.


“You be careful, and you take care of my daughter.” She scolded him kindly. “I love you niisan.” She kissed him on the cheek and smiled. Hina then moved to her mother and embraced her tightly. They exchanged a few encouraging words quietly, and then it was Botan’s turn. She went to her daughter, hugged her, gave her a few tips, then looked to her loving husband. She let out a small whimper as she ran to him and embraced him tightly. He smiled warmly and stroked her hair in comfort, then brought her chin up and kissed her. It was so touching, it left most in awe. For Hiei, it brought more memories, and he winced. 


The two mothers saw their husbands, daughters, brothers and nephews to the door, and the company of five left towards the portal to Makai. 

Chapter 3

The group was silent for about an hour as they walked through the portal, then across a meadow. The meadow was so familiar to Hiei, it was the same place where he and Tir had made up from a fight, and then made love in the rain. Hiei passed the same spot, eyes fixed on that one place as if he were there again with her, sharing his passion and his heart. The memories of the words said drifted through his mind.


“Why can’t you see my pain?”


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


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


“I had nothing!” Tir screamed.


“I had nothing,” Hiei whispered, remembering the pain of that conversation, the pain when he realized how much he truly had cared for Tir, how much love he had felt for her. Now, the words, she used to describe her life without him was the same choice of words he used now to describe himself without her by his side. The pain was unbearable—it always is, when there is nothing for comfort.


“Did you say something, Jisan?” Hina asked, her gentle voice laced with concern. 


“Iie,” Hiei replied, gazing at the ground. He fell back on changing the subject. “Again—where are we going? Kangei?”


“For a start,” Kaigan corroborated. “That’s the most likely place. I’m sure you’ll be interested to meet the new ruler of Kangei, given that Junsui…well…”


Kaigan trailed off, the pain in his voice revealing that he, too, had known Junsui, and was probably closer to him than ever Hiei or Hina had felt themselves—though, Junsui was close with anyone he came across, for his charm and charisma drew others to him like moths to the flame. He had certainly been an interesting character.


“Anyway,” Kaigan resumed, “the new ruler is actually quite like Junsui in many ways—mostly because she is Junsui’s niece.”


“A woman?” Kurama put in. “I thought that Kangei only had male rulers, and women as secondary rulers or stand-ins?”


“Normally, yes,” Kaigan confirmed, “but…this woman is…er…quite exceptional. You’ll see what I mean,” he added as the confused stares headed his way.


In a short time, they reached the entrance to Kangei. As once before, they waited until the earth seemed to just crumble beneath them, and then stepped down into the stairwell that suddenly opened up.


“Who’s there?”


Hiei recognized the voice, that of the guard that was there fifteen years previous. He would recognize that voice, though he had heard it only briefly and so long ago. He was remembering every detail of his time there with Tir.


“It is I, Kaigan…you know me as ‘the son of the servant.’ “


Hiei tensed and relaxed, all in an instant. The servant…that could only be Tir. He remembered how she had entered with him, that day…


There was a long silence, and then the voice replied.


“I sense more—how many?”


Kaigan paused, as though mentally counting.


“I have four companions,” Kaigan replied. “They are Hiei Jaganshi, Kurama, and two young ladies of relation to me. Let us pass. We have business with Mikata.”


“Give it a moment,” the guard replied, and then, after several moments, he added, “Now.”


Kaigan stepped forward, and his party followed behind him. They passed the guard, whom Hiei knew to be staring at him the entire way.


They entered into the main chamber, at which the two among them who had not seen it gaped.


“It’s…so beautiful,” Mitsurin whispered, blinking up at the beautiful stone walls and the shimmering pool.


“Indeed,” Kaigan concurred, though Kurama could sense that Kaigan was no referring to the chamber as his gaze carefully pointed anywhere but toward his daughter.


“You’re due to see Mikata-sama,” a young girl whispered, pointing them through the hallway toward Junsui’s former rooms. Hiei could only assume that this Mikata had taken those rooms for her own when she took rule of Kangei.


“Arigato,” Kaigan said with a nod, leading his companions down the hall.


In the chamber, Asahi grinned.


“Those whom I’ve wish to meet, what a surprise for the liking.”


Hiei instantly knew what Kaigan had meant when he had called this girl exceptional. She was so much like Junsui that Hiei could not resist a slight grin.


Tall, dark-skinned, and shockingly white-haired, Mikata was walking toward them, all smiles. Her eyebrows slanted up her smooth forehead, and her pyrite-colored eyes were warm and generously directed at all of them. Her pointed ears had large silver hoops hanging from them, and she wore a shimmering, silver dress. Her shocking white hair was piled on top of her head, bound with a fine gold chain and several ornamental combs. She appeared to have known they were coming—no ruler of such a place would look so much like a princess if they hadn’t prepared.


“I notice you’ve picked up on the fact that I have specially prepared for your arrival,” she noted, smiling widely. “I supposed that such a group only deserved the best.”


With a formal bow, she grinned further.


“I am Mikata,” she said, “and I am unduly honored to meet you all, of course. I unequivocally extend my commiseration for your losses, Hiei-san, and beseech that you acknowledge this emblem of my veneration for Tir. I was very fond of her, and I am truthfully repentant that she is now with her Goddess, though I am incontestably confident that she would not want us to dwell.”


Mikata was as charmingly eloquent as her uncle had been. Seeing that Hiei thought this, she winked.


“I would only entreat that I could be as wonderfully mellifluous as my late uncle. He was a phenomenal man.”


Hiei found himself in agreement.


“Well,” Mikata sighed at last. Hiei noticed that she was a bit less confident than her uncle had been. Hiei instantly pushed this out of his mind. He didn’t need to be thinking on the past too much—he wanted to focus on the present.


“Well,” he echoed. “If you are as annoyingly correct in assumptions as your uncle—“ (here, Mikata smiled) “—then you will already know of what help we seek.”


“Indeed, I do,” she nodded remorsefully. “I apologize that the witch is still such a nuisance. Never liked Asahi, really. She was too full of herself and the men she tried to snag.”


The girls giggled at this. Mikata was, in all appearances, about their own age.


“I’m glad to have you here as company, despite the circumstances,” Mikata said cordially. “I hope that we can do something, but at the moment I see you are all tired and I wish you to have rest. If you would like to speak in the morning, I will have you awake first thing and we’ll drone forever onward then. Please, follow Rinju, she will guide you to your rooms.”


The young girl—she was perhaps eighteen or nineteen—stood humbly at the door. She was a pale, frightened-looking thing. Her fair hair was gathered into several thick, tight braids about her head, giving her the appearance of having thick clumps of hair stuck about her head. It was nevertheless strangely attractive about her long face. Her eyes were an odd contrast to the pale features of her entire body—they were a dark, shimmering blue, as deep and calm as the night sky.


“Hai, Mikata-sama,” the girl whispered, her voice shaking slightly. She looked terrified of the newcomers, and of her mistress.


They followed the young girl to their rooms, though Hiei noticed Mikata had been tactful enough to give them different rooms than he had had when with Tir. Hina smiled at the familiar things she saw.


“I like this place,” she announced quietly to Kaigan. She had taken a rather large liking to her cousin in the short time she had known him. She sighed, looking over at the man.


“I do as well,” he whispered back, also smiling. Hina was happy to see the face of her uncle on his son, and smiling. It was odd, but it was nice.


They were given their rooms, and they settled. Mikata had been tactful so far, but in one aspect, she had failed to realize some things and had put everyone in an awkward situation.


There were five of them, but only three rooms. She had placed Hina with her uncle, Kurama alone, and, for the awkward situation, Mitsurin with Kaigan.


Before anyone could say anything, Hiei spoke up.


“Hina, switch with Kaigan,” he said blankly, thus saving anyone the uncomfortable task of admitting the awkwardness and taking action on it. Hiei didn’t care—he knew someone would have to, so he did. It was all one to him.


“I guess that works,” Kurama remarked coolly. He had seen the situation and had been about to explode. He was glad Hiei jumped in and saved him from ripping Kaigan’s head off.


They went to their respective rooms, the young Rinju standing to one side, her head bowed and hands folded before her as humbly as any slave for thousands of years.


Hiei settled on the cot that he had been given, while Kaigan did the same across the room. After a few moments, Kaigan spoke.


“You are still in denial, are you not?”


Hiei ignored him.


“Answer me.”


Ch’… Hiei thought. He certainly acts like Tir.


“Answer me, Hiei.”


 “Be quiet,” Hiei snapped. “I need rest, and so do you.”


“I want you to answer my question.”


“We all want what we can’t have sometimes, boy,” Hiei sneered. “Now go to sleep.”


All the while, someone was watching them.


So you and your brat aren’t so close, she thought wickedly. Well, I can play that. That is perfectly fine. You will suffer soon, Jaganshi.

Asahi smiled, and sank back into the shadows.


Hina awoke an hour before sunup. Her head was throbbing uncontrollably, and she sat up in bed. The room was spinning about wildly as her eyes focused slowly. When her hues adjusted to the dark, Hina turned her head to see Mitsurin still asleep soundly next to her. Hina gave Mitsurin a secretive sympathetic look, then found herself crawling out of bed. She stood looking at the closed door leading out, and as if she were possessed, she began to move towards it. A look of surprise and slight fear came over Hina’s pretty face as she tried desperately to control herself. 


“What’s going on?” She whispered so quietly, it was as if she were asking some unknown being in her head. Her bewildered expression only got worse as she touched the cold doorknob, and twisted it to open the wooden door. She lost all fear when she looked out into the corridor and curiosity filled every inch of her mind. 


At that moment, Hina regained full control of her body, but she didn’t move back into her room. Being her uncle’s niece, she crept down the corridor toward the door that used to be Junsui’s office and was now Mikata’s. Her breath came to her in short and sharp bouts, and when she exhaled, she could just barely see her steam rising up against the cold air. There was something about that door and the room behind it that mystified Hina greatly. 


She’s there… I can feel her all around… I felt her as soon as we arrived.


Is she? 


I’m certain she is…


Maybe you’re just making it all up so you can have your moment of glory again… did you ever think of that little Hina? 


She shook her head as she constantly fought a battle in her mind with an unidentified presence leading her in circles. Hina was standing idly in front if the door leading into Mikata’s room, her hands trembling madly as she held them out to the doorknob. She hesitated for many minutes while trying to decide whether to open the door and bust in or just walk back to her room silently and forget it all. 


Hina’s memories played back in her head, taking her back to the day fifteen years ago when she had so brutally slain the witch Asahi… or so she thought. She remembered the touch of the silver dagger in her little hands and the feel of Asahi’s blood running over her hands and down her arms. Hina could remember feeling triumphant, and secretly, she felt good. She never told anyone, but she enjoyed the hell out of killing the witch. She knew if she told her uncle, he would surely scold her and lecture her to no end. 


Shuddering with sick pleasure and with disgust as well, Hina stared icily at the little doorknob. It was like a face, pretty, yet evil, grimacing back at her. Mocking her. Hina hated it so. She took the doorknob in her hand, squeezing it tightly as if trying to suffocate or smother it. With a pang of guilt and a feeling she was making a huge mistake, Hina opened the door. 


“I was wondering when you were going to move. You had been standing there for a considerable amount of time.” The voice was easily familiar and coming from the back of the room. Mikata sat behind a desk, a single candle burning next to her face. She was eyeing Hina with a warm smile on her face. “Be not alarmed. I have no intention of lecturing you for your curiosity.” Mikata stood, all sense of her uncle had escaped her. 


“You… you’re not the same as you were today.” Hina spoke her thoughts quietly, her voice rising and falling with fear and surprise. 


“Oh, you mean in speech?” Hina confirmed by neither shaking her head nor nodding, but staring at Mikata with a somewhat innocent and childish look. “I try my best to make sure no one has noticed my uncle has gone by acting just as he did. Although at night, when alone, I drop my flowery vocabulary and laze around like the irresponsible girl I am.” Mikata jested, her smile widening as she laughed quietly. Hina didn’t laugh, but a grin pulled at the corner of her lips. 


“Now, I must ask, why is it you are awake at this hour? Is something uneasy in your mind?” Mikata seemed to be pulling into Hina’s deepest thoughts just as she was thinking them. 


“I… I’m terribly…” 


Sorry? No…you’re not the least bit sorry for bursting in. 


“No need to apologize. You obviously need someone to talk to. Since you’re in here,” at this a smirk crossed Mikata’s lips, “why not talk to me?” 


“I just have a lot on my mind… with this whole situation.” Hina did her best to keep from spilling everything she was pondering, but there was something, or someone controlling her. 


“You mean Asahi. It is a very unfortunate thing that she has come back.” Mikata leaned against her desk and folded her arms across her chest. 


“I don’t think…” Hina stuttered.


“She did horrible things… she should’ve been punished.” Mikata seemed to be a whole new person; totally different from when Hina met her the day before. Now she was egging Hina on, pressuring her to blurt what she wasn’t supposed to say.


“She was supposed to stay dead! I meant for her to suffer with every last breath!” Hina covered her mouth quickly, her voice reverberating through the dimly lit room. Mikata grinned, though it was not completely warm. There was something wicked behind it.


“It was you, was it? You, who gave Asahi what she deserved, must’ve been only a small child when you killed her. I thank you.” Those last words struck Hina with shock. She was only a child when it happened, yet she had felt so much joy in killing… she was starting to feel sick thinking about it. 


“You are so much like your own uncle, it’s uncanny. Not only in physical being, for you are his image in a new gender, but in his life patterns.” Mikata confirmed the look of confusion in Hina’s garnet eyes. “I was told much about him, for many people know the basic life that he went through, though none of us can even guess as to the gory details. He was a warrior at a very young age, or so the story goes, and you have seemed to pick up on that trait, starting with that witch. You are both fiercely independent, sometimes too much for your own good. Stubborn and also hard-headed; you two share every trait. But there is one lovable quality that is very hard to find: the loyalty to your friends and family that you keep so secret, yet hold so strong within your hearts. I know for you, it’s not a secret as much as it is for him.”


All of this seemed distant to Hina. She had never really realized how alike she was to her dear uncle until now. She suddenly felt hate emanating from the room, very strong and it seemed to be centered on her. 


“Excuse me, I’m sorry for intruding. Please forgive me.” Hina half-apologized as she hastened out of the room. She had said too much, and she knew it. She hurried back in shame towards her room, but she had the eerie feeling that she was being watched very carefully from the shadows. She found her room, and closed the door behind her as she went inside to try and get some sleep before the approaching dawn. 


That’s right little one… scurry off for now. Time is slowly coming to a halt… and he will pay dearly for what happened… oh, will he pay. Starting with his favorite possession. 

A sliver of piercing golden light fell on Hiei and wrenched his cold ruby eyes open. The morning had just come, pouring in from his window. He sat up and adjusted his eyes to the light, then looked to see Kaigan still asleep. 


Hiei almost wanted to gasp. Kaigan was exactly like Hiei in physicality. Of course, he knew this already, but seeing him asleep made it even more of a reality now than it had ever been. Although they looked alike, Kaigan seemed to have picked up on his mother’s traits in personality. He was not cold and aloof as his father was, but rather straightforward and persistent like Tir. The reason for that was obvious: He had only known his mother. He never knew how his father was and didn’t pick up any traits from Hiei. For that, Hiei was relieved.


Although he still kept it to himself, Hiei believed Kaigan to be his son, though he was shocked. He still couldn’t believe Tir would’ve kept it from him for so long… it’s not like he would’ve shunned the boy or left. He simply wasn’t given a chance to know his son. So, he would have to keep it that way. Hiei was getting old, there was no denying it, and if he couldn’t raise his son, he would stay away. It was twisted logic, but in Hiei’s mind, it seemed perfectly right. 


Hiei rose out of bed, and went over to a small ledge. He sat on a ledge as he had done so many times before, and looked blank. As he ran these things through his head, he could faintly hear Kaigan stirring from his slumber. Hiei turned to gaze at Kaigan coldly for a moment, then he looked back out the window without a word.


“Ignoring me still, Hiei? Are you going to further deny what is right in front of you?” He sounded so much like Tir, that it hurt Hiei. 


“Hn.” Hiei grunted his usual reply.


“I don’t understand why you would distrust me. It hurts to know that after all this time of trying to impress you, you still won’t give me a second glance. Is this what my mother would have wanted?” Those words struck Hiei hard, as if Kaigan himself had punched Hiei in the jaw. Hiei turned with such intensity, that it made Kaigan jump slightly. 


“Don’t you dare speak to me in that way, boy. You’ve no idea the pain I went through, and you’ve no right to bring that up.” Hiei spoke very quietly, in his deadly tone that always seemed to persuade others to shut their mouths. 


“And why don’t I have the right to speak of her?” Kaigan persisted, trying Hiei to go as far as he would.


“You know very well what I meant.” Hiei shot back, his eyes never leaving Kaigan’s. 


“All I know is that I have come in search for two things from you… and only one you have granted me. I’ve not asked you for anything in my life. Hell, I didn’t even know you at all! And now I come, seeking out the only family I have left, and you turn your back on me. Why, Toussan?” Kaigan looked hurt, in his eyes and in his expression. It was the first time he had directly referred to Hiei as ‘father.’


“You’ve come to gain my love and trust, is that it? Well, you sure as hell aren’t going to get them.” Hiei simply folded his arms, preparing for argument. 


“Why not? What is it that I have ever done to you? I had not seen your face once, save for the descriptions mother gave of you and my own reflection in the mirror. I had never spoken to you or written to you, but I knew I wanted so much to meet you. I trained long and hard for years, perfecting myself as best I could so you would be at least a little impressed of your own son when we finally met. I traveled all over to hear stories of your life; stories I had not earned from Kassan. I finally get up the courage to meet you, and when I do, you won’t even address me as your own son. You treat me like a rat come off the streets, not worthy of your love of trust. I don’t understand, Toussan! Why do you hate me so??” At this point, Kaigan was standing not far from Hiei, almost shouting at him and pleading. 


“Because it hurts so much, can’t you see?” Hiei blurted out, just as he did with Tir so many times. It was like talking to Tir, only this time it was his son he was hurting. “Tir gave me everything. She was the one thing in my life I needed, and when I had it, I was complete. I could act myself finally, and stop hurting everyone. I could speak kindly, instead of insulting. I was finally free from the torture that the gods had given me since my very birth. When she ‘died’ the first time, I was broken once more, and even colder than before. But she came back to me ten years later, and everything was right again. I felt free and happy as I once did, then more trouble rose. And when she left me for the final time, when she died in my arms, I died with her. I simply wandered the sad world afterwards… knowing that I would never be happy again. The gods had wanted me to be miserable and tortured forever, probably even after death! But then you showed up, when I thought I couldn’t be worse off, demanding my respect and love. You, who are so much like Tir, that it pains me to speak to you even a moment. You are just like her in every way… and it hurts so damn much.” Hiei felt the hot tears forming, but he pushed them back so hard, he was straining. He wouldn’t cry… not anymore. Unlike Hiei, tears had formed in Kaigan’s eyes, and one fell down his ashen cheek. 


“But I’m not her. I’m your son.” Kaigan let a few more tears fall, then he brushed them coldly away and left the room. This was the breaking point for Hiei. He finally realized what he had done… that he had broken his son without even giving him a chance. He was pushing away again, just as he promised to Tir and Seira that he would never do again. Yet here he was, pushing his own son so far away. 


There was a tiny click as a black stone fell and hit the floor. It was Hiei’s… it was his tears. It seemed in that tiny gem, all of his life lived, all of his pain and sorrow, and all of his happiness. 


Hiei jumped down from the ledge. He was getting weaker—he hated to admit it, but he was—and he needed to speak with someone. He was upset, and there was only one person he could talk to now.


He started heading toward the door when he stepped on something and almost slipped. He knelt down and picked up the offending object. It was a black Hiruseki stone. But it was not his own.


It was Kaigan’s.


Hiei, shaking with suppressed emotion, clutched the stone in his hand and stormed out of the room, his mind set on finding Kurama.


Kurama had been awake for some time, sitting on the bed with his knees drawn up and his face set in a pensive scowl. His scarlet hair seemed even more shot with gray as he ran a thin hand through it, sighing wearily.


When will it all end? He thought quietly, biting his lip and suddenly missing Botan very much.


“Kurama.”


Kurama looked up and saw that Hiei had entered the room. Without knocking.


“Hiei, what can I—“


Kurama paused, his face falling at the expression on his best friend’s face. Hiei looked devastated about something.


“—do for you,” he finished lamely, the sentence coming out as more of a failed statement than a friendly question. “I infer that something untoward has occurred. Would you like to discuss it?”


Hiei’s face twitched strangely as Kurama spoke. His way of speaking had been deliberately altered to sound ironic, and Hiei’s humor, despite his current state of mind, appreciated that. Kurama decided that the strange twitch had been Hiei suppressing a smirk.


“Hai,” Hiei replied after a moment, his right hand clutched tightly. He clenched it tighter as he noticed Kurama looking at it.


“Well, come in, sit down. Tell me what’s happened.”


Hiei sat on the edge of the bed, and Kurama swung his legs over to sit next to him. It took Hiei a very long time to speak, but when he finally did, Kurama got the feeling that Hiei was not there willingly. He had had no other place to turn.


“I…” he began, clearing his throat. “I spoke with Kaigan this morning…well…”


“Ah,” Kurama interjected. “You need say no more, Hiei. I gather you got into an argument of some sort, perhaps of your rejection of Kaigan?”


Hiei’s eyes widened as he turned to look his friend full in the face. He should’ve known the clever bastard would figure it out the moment he walked in the room…


“Well, all I can say is—“


Hiei never found out what all that Kurama could say was. There was a loud knock at the door and Mitsurin’s voice called out excitedly.


“Get out here, Toussan!” she called, knocking frantically. “There’s something you’ve got to see!”


Kurama and Hiei jumped up and flew toward the door, following Mitsurin, who had broken into a run down the hall. They ended up in the main cavern, where Hiei and Kurama stopped dead and Mitsurin flung herself at something.


“ARGHHHHHHHH!”


There was a large yell as Mitsurin collided with one of two people standing in the hall. With a dull thud, they landed on the ground inches from the water.


“What’re ya doin’ ya crazy lass? Tryin’ to do me in, are ya?”


Hiei’s eyes widened and Kurama’s grin widened as they saw that the two newcomers were none other than Jin and Touya, two of the Makai Shinobi and good friends of Kurama’s.


“What on earth are you two doing here?” Kurama laughed, stepping forward and opening his arms to embrace his friends. “I had no idea you knew Kangei.”


“Same here,” Touya grinned, hugging Kurama roughly before the kitsune turned to embrace Jin. “We were quite surprised to find young Hina out here, looking rather forlorn, if I’m any judge.”


“She was contrite as a couple’a rottin’ apples, she was,” Jin giggled, his wide grin growing even larger. “Looked like she’d died’n seen hell all over n’such nonsense as that. Who’s that I see?” he suddenly added, looking over at Hiei and making a joke out of putting an exaggerated hand over his eyes, as though searching over a long distance. “Why, if I’m not crazy—well, crazier n’what I already am anyway—that’s gotta be Hiei over there!”


Jin walked over, happy as could be, and grabbed Hiei into a tight embrace, dropping him and standing back.


“You look mighty upset there, Hiei,” Jin said, cocking his head to one side and looking suddenly serious. “Could’a thrown ya in a grave n’no one’d think twice, much a corpse ya look. Ya look like ya could use somethin’ to eat, yer getting’ so damn twiggy n’all. Mustn’t carry on er nothin’ but you look like you could use some plumpin’, that’cha do.”


Hiei cracked a small smirk in response to Jin’s usual rambling nonsense, and then turned to Touya, whom he liked better than the over-energetic wind master.


“It’s good to see you again, Hiei,” Touya nodded, grasping Hiei’s hand temporarily in his own. “It’s been quite a while, hasn’t it?”


“Indeed,” Hiei replied, also nodding. “I always seem to miss you when you…er…drop in.”


Hiei had, in fact, been present when the shinobi had last visited, an occasion that no one was likely to forget. They had been celebrating Hina’s sixteenth birthday when suddenly, the ceiling had crashed in and Jin had come tumbling down after it. He had decided to sneak through the upstairs windows and surprise everyone while Touya went to the door, but he jumped in a little too enthusiastically and had fallen through the floor, landing directly in front of Hina, to whom he wished a hearty happy birthday before promptly passing out. Touya, entering through the front door, had woken Jin and the party had continued in another room. Kuwabara had taken a week to fix the hole, which still was not quite right.


“That’s true,” Touya laughed, recalling the occasion. It had been Jin’s finest day, as they called it, and the entire group broke into uncontrollable laughter upon remembering it.


The ice master looked like he was going to say more, but before he could, Hina decided to latch herself onto his back and smother his cheek with kisses.


“How did you get here?” Kurama asked, laughing as Touya fought to get Hina off his back and only succeeded in bumping into a giggling Jin.


“Well,” Jin said, taking up cue and sweeping the dust off his pants from all the falling down. “It goes like this, y’see. A couple’a years ago, young Touya n’I were just walkin’ along—“ (there were knowing smirks from the group. Jin and Touya were rarely just ‘walking along’ unless it involved some form of mischief) “—when suddenly, we comes upon this odd patch o’ground. Well, says I, let’s sit about for a while and see if it comes to anything. So’s we sit, and I says that we should start trying to open the funny ground, since I thought there might be somethin’ hidden underneath it. Well, long story short, after a short bit o’time the ground just—whoo!—opens up n’swallows us down. When we reached the bottom—oh, how m’darling buttocks smarted—there comes this voice that asks us who we are, and so’s we reply, and we’re brought to pretty little Mikata, head o’this damn rathole.”


“If there’s a moral to this monotonous parable, please discontinue it forthwith.”


Mikata was standing in the room now, all smiles. 


“Well, well,” Jin giggled, stepping forward and giggling delightedly. They could all see that his ears had become rather pointy. “If it isn’t the queen rat o’this dump. How’s life been treatin’ ya, beautiful?”


Mikata raised an eyebrow at Jin as though he were a fool, and then grinned widely.


“Existence, perpetually, is drab and dreary. Come to lighten matters up a hue?”


Touya laughed a bit, smiling adoringly at Mikata.


“It’s good to meet you again as well, Touya,” Mikata said warmly, spreading her arms for embrace but closing them before Touya had even thought of stepping forward to accept the embrace.


“I would thoroughly relish taking company with you all,” Mikata said, a tone of mild regret in her voice. “But, alas, I cannot. I have exhortative matters as queen rat, and I am compelled to conclude these proceedings before reposing. Please, excuse me.”


With this, she headed back to her office and they were left.


“What in the hell?”


Jin had just blurted this interjection out. He was staring, wide-eyed, at a doorway in which Kaigan was now standing.


“Well,” he continued. “Unless I had too much to drink earlier today’n I’m seein’ doubled, I reckon there’s a second Hiei lurking over yonder!”


Touya inhaled rather sharply as he looked over to where Jin was staring, blinking a few times as though to clear his vision.


“That’s rather odd,” he noted quietly, still blinking rapidly.


“Etto,” Hina muttered, stepping forward to grab her cousin’s hand and lead him to the others. “This is Kaigan. He’s my cousin.”


“Cousin?” Jin echoed, scratching his head and then suddenly lifting his expression. “Oh, I’ve got it now. Hiei went and knocked someone up, did he? Must’a been quite a time ago by all appearances, unless it’s a clone.”


“Hello,” Kaigan said, stepping forward and bowing his head slightly in greeting. “I am Kaigan. I am what you think—and no, not the clone.”


Jin and Touya continued to blink for a few moments, and then Jin recovered himself and stepped forward patting Kaigan on the shoulder so that Kaigan was pushed forward slightly from the unexpected gesture.


“Well, then, lad, if yer one o’his,” the wind master said in his quick jabber, jerking a thumb toward Hiei, “then yer lucky enough to be part of the group, I would suppose. We c’n see where you get yer good looks, but I’d bet me own toasty buns that you happened to get the attitude from yer mother, for I’ll be jiggered if Hiei was ever that pleasant.”


Jin had put as much irony into the word ‘good’ as he could. Hiei scowled slightly but let the comment slide.


“I think we forgot something,” Kurama noted suddenly. “We haven’t told each other why we are here at this particular moment in time. Care to go first?”


Touya smirked and took this to himself.


“I think we can manage revealing this little secret,” Touya said slyly, as though sharing a wonderfully scandalous joke. “It just so happens that we dropped by your place, Hina, when your mother said you weren’t there—you’d gone to take care of a bug problem.”


Hina couldn’t contain a slight snicker. Yukina had said that!?


“Well,” he went on, “anyway. We figured that, since we’re so good at taking care of bugs, we thought we’d help. What’s this problem we’re talking about?”


Before anyone could answer, a new face appeared in the doorway.


“Ah,” Jin snickered. “This’ll give ya a good kick in the arse, nothin’ to shake a stick sideways at, no less.”


In the threshold to the room was a stunning young man. He was tall, lean, and spare, but muscled nevertheless. He had a shock of sweeping, golden blond hair that stuck out at all angles. His eyes were narrow and secretive, their silver depths attractive in the final degree. They made Hina shiver and her knees turn to water. His nose was short and pointed smartly, with a sensuous if rather thin mouth. His cheekbones were slightly prominent and high on his pale face. His skin was golden and pale. His shoulders were broad and his waist slim, his long thighs tapering to long calves and quick-moving feet. His arms, taut and strong, were folded across his chest, and he stood expectantly with his legs spread to shoulder-width, one fine, pale eyebrow quirked quizzically. He had an air of arrogance and self-confidence that exuded from every inch of him. Touya smiled at him—which seemed more of a grimace—and Jin laughed delightedly. 


“This, me friends, is Shiek,” Jin announced. “He’s a new Shinobi with us, no doubts o’that. Quite a talented lad. Got n’eye fer deception. A bit queer in the mind but all the better fer us!”


Hina and Mitsurin were staring avidly at the newcomer. Kaigan started seething at the obvious interest Kurama’s daughter showed.


“Shiek!” Touya called out, waving. “This way!”


Shiek gave a droll sort of smirk. He walked gracefully toward them, his piercing eyes passing over each one. They settled on Hina particularly, eyeing her curves, with a decidedly predatory fashion, like a dog sizing up some juicy red meat.


“Konbanwa,” he greeted, his deep, smooth voice instantly melting. The girls were shivering at the voice, Hina especially, who was already feeling slightly strange.


“Konbanwa,” she replied quietly, staring into his eyes as if she had never seen a man before and was liking what she first saw.


“Jin, Touya,” he murmured in a drawling voice, as though bored by their presence. “Well met.”


“And you,” Touya said, grasping the man’s hand briefly in his own. Jin slapped the man on the shoulder heartily, grinning from ear to pointy ear.


“Good lad, Shiek,” he grinned, giggling slightly.


Shiek nodded silently, placing his hands in the pockets of his black pants. His shirt was snowy white, barely more than a slight covering. It was sleeveless and utterly and deliciously tight. His every taut muscle showed clearly.


He smiled charmingly at Hina.


“To what do I owe this pleasure of a meeting?” he asked eloquently, taking Hina’s hand in his own and planting a rather lingering kiss on the smooth skin. His smiled, still holding her hand to his mouth. Hina could feel his breath hot against her skin and knew she was blushing. “Perhaps there is a beauty of a name for a beauty of a woman?”


“Hina,” she replied, her mind spinning. He was so handsome, so charming. She entirely forgot that she was involved with Yusuke’s son Shorai.


“A beauty for a beauty,” he answered, releasing her hand with obvious reluctance. “How reassuring that the world can harbor such incredible beauty indeed. I assume you’ve heard my name spoken, or have Jin and Touya neglected to tell of me?”


“I have heard nothing,” Hina admitted, smiling sheepishly. “But am I correct that your name is Shiek?”


“Indeed it is,” he replied. His name was as mysterious as he was, Hina decided.


“Ahem.”


This was Kurama. He coughed politely a few more times, until Hina and Shiek turned their attention to him.


“We were discussing something,” he reminded Hina, and she nodded, blushing profusely. Jin, at that point, smirked childishly and nudged Touya with a snicker. Touya grinned faintly, a glimmer of mischief in his eyes. Hina didn’t notice them; she was simply staring with adoration at Shiek, who smiled rather stupidly and in a conceited manner. 


Hiei had seen the obvious flirting going on between his precious niece and the large and odd man, Shiek. He was rather against the young man at first, but there was something there that amused Hiei. He decided to keep a close eye on Shiek, and maybe have a talk with Hina later on.


“As we were saying,” Touya continued, “Jin and I decided that you were in need of our help.” He smirked, as did the others. “So, we popped by, but obviously, Jin had other things in mind.” Touya raised an eyebrow at the wind master, who was looking about in a confused manner, his ears sticking up. 


“Well what in the good green earth are you babblin’ on bout’?” He scratched his head, and then suddenly realized what was going on, and his ears pricked up considerably, and he blushed. “I don’ know what yer talkin’ bout’.” He smiled sheepishly. Touya laughed quietly, and then shrugged comically.


Mitsurin, smiling, turned to Hina and whispered, “I think there is a little chemistry going on here.” She grinned, and snapped her head to the side, for she knew it had not only been heard by Hina. Kaigan was looking at Mitsurin, his head canted slightly. Something stirred again in Mitsurin, but it wasn’t the same lust she knew. It was a new feeling, something far more painful, yet at the same time, blissfully exciting. Love? There was no true measure or signal for love, no alarm bell. It was a simple calculation or guess. And that was all she had to go by. 



Kaigan also felt a strange feeling inside when he saw that glimmer in Mitsurin’s beautiful eyes. He remembered how he felt when Shiek appeared. Misturin had completely lost herself over him, and Kaigan knew what he felt then. Pure jealousy. But now, this feeling was not a positive, nor a negative, only a twisting and flittering feeling inside the very pits of his stomach. 


The two might have stared at each other for years and years if not for Hina, who had taken notice to this. She subtly rammed her elbow into Misturin’s side, and smiled. The kitsune woman turned and inhaled sharply, but smiled anyway, rather girlishly. Kaigan continued to stare for a few moments, then regained his composure and turned his eyes to watch Jin, who was now talking quickly and excitedly to Touya and Kurama. 


“Well, I am sure Mikata will give you two a room to stay in here. We would be happy to have you come along with us.” Kurama smiled, and Touya nodded. Jin had already shifted his attention to the doorway again, in which the esteemed queen rat herself stood.


“Will I?” She smirked, and walked over to Kurama, putting a hand on his shoulder. “I’m sure we could possibly accommodate the fine ice demon over there, but as far as this pointy-eared dwarf is concerned, we have no room.” Mikata grinned, and looked over to Jin, whose ears pointed up rather wolfishly. 


“Well, what a sad thing. But, I wouldn’ suppose on me pointy ears that I might be able to settle into yer room, now would I?” Mikata, although she covered it up immediately, was blushing slightly. She shook her head while giggling, and then suddenly remembered something.


“I’m afraid that this encounter must again be cut awfully short. I still must attend to certain business that requires the queen rat’s attention.” She bowed very politely, and rushed off eloquently towards her office. 


As soon as she had gone, everyone burst into laughter, and Jin, once again was blushing madly. His ears perked down as he smiled sheepishly. 


“Smooth.” Touya laughed and clapped Jin’s shoulder. Even Hiei managed to laugh. He caught himself, and then realized that he was still able to have those joyous feelings that he once shared with Tir. But now, she was the shadow of a phantom, the wisp of a memory falling away. He couldn’t even recall her voice clearly any longer. He stopped laughing, and fell slightly deeper into his ever-increasing despair. 


“Hiei.” It was Mikata, once again, in the doorway, looking to him. He looked over to her and waited for her to say something. “Would you please grant me a miniscule favor and accompany me to my humble quarters? There is a small matter to which I wish greatly to address with you.”  The way she sounded, it had to be bad. She wore a grave look on her young and beautifully graceful face. He nodded, and followed her as she walked down the corridor and turned into her office. He stepped inside quietly, and waited for her to speak. 


“Close the door, if you would. I’m sure you will not want our conversation to leak out to the others residing in the main hall.” She instructed kindly, yet sadly. He did so, with a somewhat curious disposition. What in the world could she want to talk about?


“First of all, I know that coming here to these great halls of the gods must have been a great weight on your already saddened shoulders. I must sincerely apologize and send my condolences on your heavy loss.” Hiei exhaled in an exhausting manner. He really didn’t want to talk about her. Anything but the one woman who plagued his dreams every night. But nevertheless, he felt he could not be rude to this woman who accepted him into their very secret and holy place. It was the least he could do. So, he nodded his thanks. 


“Stop me at any given moment if you find our conversation grows far too painful for you to bear.” She advised, with a slight smile. “But there is something that deeply concerns and disturbs me. It relates to the one who bears so much likeness to yourself in physicality. You know I speak of Kaigan.” Hiei narrowed his eyes, wondering what in the world was going on. 


“What do you mean? What has he done?” He asked sharply. Mikata shook her head. 


“He has not done a single thing to upset the balance of this holy shrine. But, it is his mannerisms that do give me discomfort. He seems to have years of burdens piled upon his shoulders, yet he keeps up the most cheerful and pleasant disposition. It’s not like a normal, or shall I say, good-intentioned, person to do so. Please excuse me, for this is only an impression. I have no concrete evidence to give you behind this blind statement.” She stood in front of the desk Hiei had seen her working at before. She truly and sincerely looked to be concerned, yet not upset. But even so, this angered Hiei, and he wasn’t sure why. 


“Why do you think so?” He asked, with a scowl across his lips. “He is my son, do not forget.” This seemed to sound more threatening, but Mikata did not change her countenance. 


“It’s only a thought. Please forgive my intrusion. It was wrong of me to say so.” She bent her head down in deep regret and respect for Hiei. “But, may I ask you a rather personal question?” Hiei calmed slightly and nodded suspiciously. 


“I suppose.” He replied. 


“He bears absolutely no physical likeness to his mother, whom I do miss dearly, but he seems to carry none of your inner traits. Why is this so?” This began to sound more like a lecture, and she already knew the answer to this rather painful question. She seemed to be toying with him. 


“Why do you ask such a pointless and rather stupid question?” He snarled. But before he could press it further, he felt someone moving behind him. He whirled around very suddenly and had his sword in one hand, and his other clamped tightly around the person’s arm.  


It was Rinju, the young servant girl. She looked truly terrified, her eyes shot wide open, but her mouth closed tightly. Hiei immediately released her, and she moved back with only the faintest of whimpers. He sheathed his sword, and nodded a small apology. 


“Rinju, what is it that you have come to see me about?” Mikata asked. The girl was trembling. 


“There is someone here to see you.” She said very quietly, in a timid voice, stealing fearful glances at Hiei every now and again. 


“Who, my dear girl, is it that has paid me such a visit?” Mikata pressed. She still leaned on her desk, awaiting an answer. 


“The priestess.” Rinju whispered, and then bowed her head to announce that she was finished. Mikata nodded, and straightened up. 


“Thank you Rinju. You may leave. I will be there to see the visitor presently.” Rinju left rather quickly and quietly, and closed the door. “Such a timid one she is.” Mikata pointed out, more to herself. She then fixed her gaze on Hiei again. 


“Forgive me for my aimless chatter earlier. I realize how painful it is for you. I only wanted to try and help you and your son. I know little of him, and I apologize once more. I only say that you may want to speak with him at some time to find out what ails him in his heart. That is all. But, I do have something I truly wished to address with you. I feel that Asahi, the witch you pursue, is not far off. She was indeed last seen in the holy village, Tir’s village, not long ago. But, I fear she only stays to lure you there. So, take caution. I have yet another matter,” At this she shook her head rather exhaustedly, “that I have to see to. We will speak again later on.” Instead of leaving, she bowed, and then stared at Hiei, apparently waiting for him to leave. He cast her a short glance, and then left the room in an angry manner. 


Mikata was left alone. She peered out the door to make sure Hiei was gone, and then called Asahi back into her chambers.


“What is it you covet me to do now?” Mikata asked. “That was meticulously unnecessary, I must say, and besides every point I have ever heard of—“


“Keep your mouth shut, whore,” Asahi hissed. “We will take our time. You will get revenge on your uncle in time. Just remember…they were the ones who killed him. Hiei was the one who murdered him.”


“Yes,” Mikata shot right back. “But I will no longer remain inactive should I become impatient. Is this understood?”


Asahi glared, and then smiled.


“I will show you a way,” Asahi grinned. “I will take care of it soon. Then you will have your battle and your revenge.”


“I want it now, and you will have nothing for it—“


“Don’t speak to me like that, you little worm!” Asahi screeched, slapping Mikata across the face. “You’d better be glad that I don’t kill you now! As of yet, I have need of you…you won’t be useful much longer, though, and I’ll dispose of you then.”


With a final loathing glare at Asahi, Mikata left the room.


Hiei stormed off down the hall, thinking. What had that been about? It seemed really useless, in all events…

And where did she get the nerve to tell Hiei what he should and should not do with his son? Hiei knew that he needed to speak with Kaigan… to at least act like a father. He knew about his responsibilities… but he needed his time. He was still healing from the wounds that were re-opened in his heart a second time the moment Kaigan showed up. 


Of course…it was within his mind that Kaigan was his son. Of course it was. Yet…Hiei knew deep within himself that he would rather chew off his own hand than admit that fact aloud. He was absolutely unable to divulge this ostensible actuality.


He returned to the others, who were chatting carelessly. However, among them was someone new.


“Greetings, Hiei. It has been quite a long time.”


It was Shinjugai.

Chapter 4


Hiei’s jaw must have dropped to the ground for the laugh that Shinjugai let out when she was observing the Koorime’s reaction.


“Don’t look so shocked, old friend,” Shinjugai whispered, embracing his still form warmly. “Did you really think you’d never see me again? After such a dreadfully long time?”


He remembered Shinjugai well enough, but she had changed. Age had not done any better for her as youth, for she was always a plain sort of girl. She might’ve looked the same as ever accept for minor differences. Her eyes had small wrinkles on the sides, and her skin was no longer as smooth and glowing as in years gone by. She had a weathered look to her face that was one of the few signs of age demons showed. She was the same short height, but there seemed to be more of a weight on her shoulders now. Her dress had altered with her age—instead of the rather seductive outfit of the younger priestesses, this older priestess wore a white, loose tunic and large black pants. She smiled at Hiei’s observations.


“Yes, Hiei,” she said kindly. “I’ve gotten old. I am also no longer the head priestess at the Temple, having seceded when Tir came back and then deciding not to take the position again when she truly died. My position was taken by a younger girl; I forget her name—not a bad sort of girl, but never anything up to the standard of Aneria or Tir. I now live at Temple still, but am not tied to it as thoroughly as in days gone by. I came to see you, for in the Mirror of Ummei I saw strange things.”


Hiei almost laughed aloud. So the ever-irritating priestess still looked into her little puddle, did she? He had always trusted the Mirror of Ummei—the Mirror of Fate—in the abilities of Tir. However, he didn’t quite like that Shinjugai was spying on him with such a powerful tool. It was essentially a pool of water, but within it, a servant of Seira could see wondrous things in its depths: the past, the present, the future…anything, really. It all lay in the power the servant had in themselves to truly see. It was almost essential for one seeking their Truth.


“And what did you see?” he all but snarled, feeling irritated already by the woman. She had grown more mature, surely, but she was still exasperating.


“I will not discuss that now, Hiei,” Shinjugai smiled condescendingly, as though he should’ve known better than to ask that. “There are those in this place that could easily overhear and use it to their advantage.”


“Charming,” Hiei snapped, just as Mikata walked into the room.


“Ah, Shinjugai,” Mikata said, suddenly all smiles. Her arms were spread like a lovely host welcoming an old friend as a guest. “You are everlastingly well received here, verily.”


“I would hope so,” Shinjugai replied blandly, “after the service I rendered you but a month past.”


“I will kindly thank you not to mention that particular episode, thank you,” Mikata answered back, equally smooth and cool.


Hiei got the distinct impression that the two women were on less than friendly terms, so the speak. He felt a kind of cold, subtle tension between them, as though there had been something between them that was not quite so pleasant but, in view of manners, were not inclined, either of them, to bring it up. This certainly manifested itself in their tone of speech and glances toward one another.


“Well,” Mikata said after a moment of uncomfortable silence, “I shall see to it that you are well put through in terms of hospitality. You shall have some of our best rooms for yourself, Shinjugai, and I much hope it will be to your satisfaction.”


Mikata clapped once or twice, and the shy, nervous Rinju came scurrying in like a mouse.


“Rinju,” she said, a tone in her voice that caused Hiei and Kaigan to exchange suspicious glances, “please, if you will, escort our dear priestess Shinjugai here to an empty room, thank you.”


Rinju bowed, trembling, and turned, scurrying back into one of the corridors and leading Shinjugai along.


“That was rather awkward,” Hina whispered to Mitsurin, raising an eyebrow. She cast a glance at Shiek, who winked at her. She instantly turned bright red, turning away to hide the blush and grin foolishly.


Mitsurin, who had gotten a measure of Shiek and found that she was impartial to him no matter how good he looked, smiled at the man and tugged Hina’s arm, leading her over to the wall, several feet back from where they had been standing.


“Excuse me, you little slut,” she hissed, her eyes flashing. “What are you doing flirting with Shiek? What happened to Shorai?”


Hina jumped slightly, as though startled. She had been staring at Shiek and had not taken in a word Mitsurin had said.


“Wha?” she murmured, but then recovered herself and realized what her friend had said. “Don’t worry, Rin-chan…nothing’s going to happen between me and Shiek…I care about Shorai, I wouldn’t do anything to hurt him.”


“Bullshit!” Mitsurin countered. “You’ve been eyeing Shiek like he’s a tasty treat. If you hurt Shorai you know Yusuke’s going to be on your ass, and probably Keiko too…and everyone else. What kind of nonsense is going through your head, Hina? Quit staring at Shiek!” she hissed in a waspish voice, turning Hina toward her with a forceful hand. “Listen to what I’m telling you—“


“Forget it, Rin-chan,” Hina snapped back. “I’ll do what I wish with—“


The girl blinked a few times, her head spinning. It felt as though she were in a swirling vortex, spinning around and around on some sick carrousel.


“Rin-chan—I—come—over—funny,” she gasped, her palm pressing her forehead. Her words came out slightly slurred, broken and strained. Her eyelids were twitching.


“Hina!” Mitsurin called, taking her friend by the shoulders. “What’s wrong?”


The others had noticed by now, too. They all came over hurriedly, but were instantly shoved away by Hiei.


“Back off,” he snarled, gently pushed Mitsurin away from his niece. He took Hina by the shoulders now, and looked into her eyes.


“Hina-chan,” he said softly, looking at her and becoming very concerned. “Tell me what’s wrong.”


“I—I can’t—can’t—“


Hiei shook her, causing her to twitch once or twice.


“Jisan,” she sighed, almost collapsing. She fell forward, into her uncle’s arms. 


“Hush, Hina-chan,” he said, casting a look over at Kurama, who instantly understood. 


Hiei, picking his niece up into his arms, carried her like a child to the room she shared with Mitsurin. He laid her gently, carefully, on the bed, and Kurama immediately bent down, feeling her forehead and pulse and checking about her.


“I see nothing wrong,” he remarked quietly, his brow furrowed. “It’s…rather strange.”


Hiei nodded, wondering.


That evening, things were unusually quiet. Even Jin hadn’t said much of anything after the incident, but only remained in silence. Unfortunately, Mikata had come in to check on Hina, but could find no source of her sudden illness. She had gone, a sense of confusion and slight frustration in her stride. The others were still pondering in melancholic solitude about Hina and what could’ve happened to her. The group sat around Hina’s room, her sleeping form lying in her bed. 


Hina’s arms were right by her sides, and every few minutes, they would twitch slightly. Her breathing wasn’t heavy, but rather rapid and sharp, and Hiei found himself worrying more and more at every minute that ran by. 


Though one thing startled Hiei. Kaigan, who hadn’t said a word since, had now taken to pacing the room, and every so often, he’d look over to his cousin’s sleeping figure worriedly. He kept shooting furtive (or so he thought) glances to his father, hoping that he would come up with a solution. Finally, Hiei could not stand it any longer. He stood up rather violently and everybody in the room jumped. Kaigan looked over and his eyes met his father’s, as Hiei nodded his head towards the door. Hiei left the room, followed closely by Kaigan. 


Kurama, who had been noting Hiei and Kaigan together, gave a little smile. So ironic that Hiei, who couldn’t admit that Kaigan was his son, was acting more fatherly than Kurama had ever expected. In his own way, Hiei had accepted Kaigan and grown to tolerate the boy. The motions with the eyes made Kurama’s smile just a little bit wider; he knew that Hiei only spoke with his eyes when it was important. 


Outside the room, Hiei had taken Kaigan aside into the main hall, and spoke just barely above a whisper. 


“What are you thinking, boy?” Hiei snapped. Kaigan, who at first had looked hopeful, had dropped his head slightly, as if in shame. 


“What’s wrong with Hina-chan?” He asked quietly, head still bowed low in respect towards his father. 


“I haven’t a clue. Why are you asking me?” Hiei shot back. “And why aren’t you looking me in the eye? Afraid?” Hiei felt a little bit better, speaking like that. Although, inside, he couldn’t help but feel the aching deep in the pit of his gut. He was pushing away again, but now wasn’t the time to keep up his pride. He knew that. 


Kaigan shook his head and replied, “A son should always pay his respects to his father, even if they do not see eye to eye.” He did not say it mechanically, but rather, in a kinder tone, a tone of genuine truth. 


“Who told you that?” Hiei tried to keep his patience. 


“Mother did.” Kaigan replied, sadly. At that moment, Hiei’s scowl was wiped clear off his face. He found that he didn’t have the heart to brush away his son when he carried out the will of Tir on his shoulders. Hell, at that point in his life, he didn’t have much of a heart at all. Still, Hiei couldn’t help but feel bad for Kaigan, and hateful towards himself for not consoling his son in his time of need and pain. 


“You miss her very much, don’t you?” The words seeped out of Hiei’s mouth, even before he could think of stopping them. He didn’t find himself regretting those words, as he usually did, but he was relieved to have them out. 


“She was all I had. Of course I miss her. Don’t you, father?” Kaigan summed up all of his emotional strength to look Hiei in the eyes. Hiei, not sure of what to say, let his head hang for a minute. They stood in silence, before Hiei let out a sigh and nodded. Instead of looking in anger, an ebony tear rolled down Hiei’s cheek, and clicked as it impacted with the floor. He brushed away all other traces of tears, and then knew what to say. 


“Tir, your mother, was all I had as well. Seems she had the potential to fill everyone’s life with joy. I do miss her, with every ounce of my being, but the thing is, we still have our own lives to finish before we worry about seeing her again. If nothing else, we have our own breath to carry out, in her memory. We have to be strong in these times, but never forget her.” It felt so much better to open up to his son, but his pride… damn, how he wished he could will that pride of his way. 


“I’m sorry for all of this…” Kaigan found himself whispering. Hiei looked startled for a moment.


“You needn’t be sorry. If anything, you’ve been something I hadn’t seen in a while. You have every attribute your mother carried, every detail written into your genes. You’re so much like her in many ways… it’s been a reminder of who I used to be when I was with Tir. But now I realize that I have a son to take care of,” Hiei nearly choked on those last few words as he said them, “And your mother wouldn’t have me acting like a stubborn fool. She’d want us to spend the rest of our time here sharing our memories to fill out the holes in both of our lives. You are here to tell me of the ten years I never knew you, and I am here to tell you everything I knew and loved about your mother.” To top off all of the strange acts Hiei had just committed, he held out his hand to Kaigan. Kaigan took it reluctantly, tears just barely falling from his garnet hues. 


“Thank you, Father.” Then, Hiei snapped back to the reality of what was going on around them. He lowered his voice even more.


“Now, what have you done to upset Mikata?” Hiei asked, his tone a bit more harsh, though nothing like before. 


“The temple mistress?” Kaigan looked confused. “I have done nothing to harm her in any way.” He replied honestly. 


“Oh really? She had the nerve to pull me aside today and lecture me on your behavior. Said something about you acting too damn cheerful for your own good.” Hiei reported icily, though after a few moments of silence, Kaigan realized the anger was not directed towards him. 


“Is there anything wrong with that?” He asked good-naturedly. Hiei shook his head.


“No. But there is something wrong with that woman, nice as she may seem. I feel some odd presence around this place, and it’s a presence I’ve not felt in years. Be on your guard.” He warned, his lips bent to a scowl of distrust. 


“Do you think it has anything to do with Hina-chan’s illness?” Kaigan questioned. 


“I think, and this is just my thought, that it may have everything to do with her so called ‘illness’ “. Hiei’s tone was very final, and he nodded once, proceeding back to Hina’s quarters. 


Kaigan stood in the empty room for a moment, letting every point of their conversation sink in. He dared to glance down, seeing the tiny gem that Hiei let fall earlier. Kaigan bent to pick it up, and held it in his palm for a moment, before fussing with something about his neck. He too walked away, heading back. 


 The moment Hiei reached the door to Hina’s room, he knew something was wrong. His eyes jerked towards Kaigan, and Kaigan, in some moment of understanding, knew exactly what was going through Hiei’s mind. Hiei snapped the door open, Kaigan right behind him, ready to strike if needed. 


False alarm. Hiei thought. Hina had awoken, and was now sitting up as Kurama asked her questions. The others were in the room, watching intently as Hina spoke clearly, as if nothing had ever occurred. As soon as Hiei and Kaigan entered, Hina looked over and smiled brightly. But, instead of running towards Hiei and hugging him tightly, she instead went to Kaigan. 


“Cousin!” She threw her legs over the side of the bed, stood quickly, and strode over right up to him, embracing him sweetly. She drew out of her embrace, and then looked Kaigan in the eyes. There was something way off in her gaze, something eerie and poisonous lurking behind her venomous smile. 


“I’m feeling so much better. Thank you all for taking care of me.” With that, she turned to the group, smiling wickedly to them all. One arm was down at her side, but the other was suspiciously fingering some silver object tucked into her belt.

In that instant, Kaigan looked to Kurama, who in turn looked to Hiei. The three connected, and just as quickly, acted. 

In the split second it would take to drop an object, Kurama and Hiei had bolted to Hina, and grabbed her arms, pushing her down to the floor and holding her body still. She let out a curdling scream, a scream that Hiei knew to be the one he heard many years ago… years ago when Asahi was slain… or so they all hoped. Hina struggled like a madwoman, thrusting her body forward and back, kicking her legs in every direction. Upon her pretty face was a scowl, and from her soft lips came a cry only Hiei would recognize.

“You had your chance, Jaganshi! But instead, you chose that whore priestess! Now, it’s time for you to pay dearly for your mistakes, all of them!” Kaigan was standing behind Hiei and Kurama, just watching Hina struggle, and the moment she uttered ‘whore priestess’ he was seething. He knew full well who the witch was talking about, and he wouldn’t let it go unpunished. 

“Repulsive wretch! SHOW YOURSELF!” He let out a billowing scream, shocking nearly everyone into silence. Hina’s violent growls could be heard, and her deep breathing kept a pulse in the room that everyone seemed to be hanging on. Kaigan, in an uncharacteristic act, stepped around to Hina, crouching so he could reach her face, and took it firmly in his hand. 

“Leave Hina alone!” He shouted, looking straight into her eyes, willing the monster inside to fight back. 

The door behind them creaked suddenly.

In the doorway was the dead body of Shinjugai.

Chapter 5

Hiei bolted up, leaving Kurama to restrain the struggling Hina. He stared into Shinjugai’s unseeing eyes, watching the blood trickle from her delicate mouth in a sad parade. He found himself clenching his fists and letting out a vicious growl.

“Your temper is as fiery as ever,” a meek-sounding voice said from behind Shinjugai’s lifeless form. “That is what was so incredibly attractive about you—your fire!”

Shinjugai’s body dropped, and behind it stood Rinju.

“The servant-girl?” Jin whispered, nudging Touya and standing up swiftly. 

“Asahi,” Hiei hissed.

“Indeed,” Rinju hissed, and then, as a mirage fades upon being approached, Rinju faded to be replaced by Asahi. She was as beautiful as ever, but her beauty was hollow and vile. Her soft golden skin was paler than it used to be, and her silver hair hung longer and slightly less lustrous than it was last time he had seen her, but she was still quite stunning. Her lithe body was not quite covered by a blood red corset and black shorts that were barely more than underwear. Her boots, black with red lacing all the way up, ended mid-thigh, and looked deceptively hard to walk in—however, Asahi seemed gracefully at ease. Her eyes, violet and sharply alert, stared about her like the eyes of a hawk, taking in all detail with frightening precision and understanding. She was beautiful—and hauntingly disgusting.

Hiei almost gasped when, after taking in Asahi’s appearance after fifteen years, he saw who was standing behind Asahi. It was Shiek and Mikata. Neither looked like they were on any side but Asahi’s.

“Traitor,” Kurama whispered softly.

“Who is the traitor?” Mikata replied smoothly, folding her arms. “You are the ones who killed my uncle.”

“What?” Hiei snarled. “Asahi killed Junsui. He was a friend—I wouldn’t have wished him any ill.”

Mikata’s eyes seemed to falter in their righteous anger, but she regained it in an instant.

“You lie!” she said. “Asahi has shown me the truth!”

“There is no truth in that vile wretch!”

“Oh, Hiei,” Shiek cut in. “Would you mind stepping aside and continuing your argument outside? I have business.”

He lifted a hand, and Hina instantly stopped struggling against Kurama and threw him off easier than one would throw off a loose cloak. She seemed to float past everyone and directly into Shiek’s arms.

“NO!” Hiei called, Kaigan inhaling sharply and letting out an angry growl.

“What’re ye doin’ ye crazy bastard?” Jin demanded, but Shiek gave him one look and Jin immediately collapsed. Touya called his friend’s name, sinking to the ground beside him with desperation in his eyes. 

Hiei stopped for a full ten seconds, trying to sort things out while the madness continued. Asahi was back. Mikata was brainwashed. Shiek had Hina. His friends were slowly being tapped off. There was only one way to do this, and it was systematically.

He picked his first target.

“Would you like proof of Asahi’s betrayal, Mikata?” Hiei snapped. “See what happened.”

Hiei had never really done this before, but he had no time to hesitate. He felt a strength within him, growing and blooming like a beautiful flower that could prick and poison those who dared try to destroy it. It was a feeling he associated in the past with protecting Tir.

He ripped off the cloth protecting his Jagan, and the third eye opened immediately, glowing a strange, greenish-purple. Mikata’s eyes misted over, and Hiei began to transmit a memory.

It was the memory of Junsui’s death…at the hands of Asahi.

When Mikata came to, Hiei had broken off mental contact and he could tell she knew the truth. Asahi, sensing the danger coming from two sides, disappeared down the hall, Shiek on her heels after getting the picture.

Hiei and Kaigan were the first ones out. Mitsurin and Kurama were shortly behind, and the shinobi trailed behind. They reached the main hall and Kaigan, Hiei, Mitsurin, and Kurama had just reached it when the door sealed off, leaving Touya and a newly recovered Jin to watch, unable to help.

Shiek was at the edge of the pool, kneeling next to an unconscious Hina. He was caressing her calm face, his tenderness laced with a strange, acid tinge.

“She was beautiful, but she served her purpose,” he whispered, and took out a knife. Raising it high above his head, he brought the weapon down and struck.

“NO!” Hiei shouted, but it was too late.

The weapon had not hit Hina. It had hit the one who had jumped in front of the weapon just in time to save Hina.

Kurama, a large, gaping wound now in his right shoulder, fell into the pool and lay prone there, a pained groan escaping before he lost consciousness.

Shiek seemed startled out of his possession. Kaigan, darting forward with god-like speed that surpassed even Hiei’s, grabbed Hina and Kurama and brought them to the sidelines, near Jin and Touya.

“Keep an eye and yell if anything goes on,” he said in a quick whisper, rushing forward to be at Mitsurin’s side.

She looked oddly pale and clammy. She was sweating, and breathing heavily. Had it been that much of a strain on her? His thoughts for anything else were banished, however, as she leaned to the wall behind them and quietly retched.

“Mitsurin!” he gasped, holding her shoulders to steady her.

“I’m fine,” she said, and looked back.

Hiei was tangled in a bloody whirl with Asahi.

While Shiek was preparing to kill Hina, Mikata had Asahi cornered. 

“You bitch!” Mikata shrieked. “You lied to me, manipulated me! I will KILL you!”

She raised a dagger, and Asahi let it fall.

“It is not I who will be killed.”

Asahi, with a dangerous flash in her eye, caught Mikata’s hand and swiftly turned it toward its owner. Mikata, barely realizing what had occurred, drove the dagger into her own heart. With a gurgling scream, Mikata fell back, the life leaving her eyes before she even hit the ground.

“Bitch?” Asahi muttered. “Yes. Dead? Not a chance.”

“Not for long.”

Asahi turned about and saw Hiei, standing before her with drawn katana and Jagan fully open, glaring evil at her. However, it was an evil that was far dwarfed by her own dementia. 

“Is that so?” she hissed. “Then prove it.”

When they met, Hiei’s katana clashed with her unprotected palm. He could barely believe it. His sword, which was sharp and strong enough to slice through the thickest bone, stone, or steel, was stopped by this monster’s bare flesh.

“What the holy hell—“

Asahi did not pay heed to his outburst. She flung him back and aimed a deadly kick at his temple, which he just dodged.

“Not bad,” she chuckled viciously. “Time to teach you what I’ve accomplished in the past fifteen years!”

She lunged forward, clawing at his throat. He ducked, but was met full in the face by her steel-shod boot. Cursing, Hiei was thrown backwards, but was instantly up and advancing on Asahi, who was cackling madly. Hiei aimed a savage punch at her head, and it hit her in the side of the neck as she slipped out of the way. She countered with another kick, but Hiei caught her foot and spun her away, throwing a stream of black fire at her recovering form. She managed—beyond all reason—to block it.

“You are no match, Jaganshi!” she said, still laughing like a maniac. 

He realized that, although he had this strength holding him up, it was not enough.

It was not enough…but it would have to be.

Hiei watched carefully as Asahi stood in front of him, watching his every move in turn. He saw Kaigan and Mitsurin off to one side, and Hina and Kurama by Jin and Touya. Everything seemed fine by what he said.

Suddenly, without taking his eyes off Asahi and thus not knowing why, he was thrown sideways with a burning pain and a stream of blood staining his right side.

Kaigan watched as Hiei faced Asahi down. However, his father’s attention could not be everywhere at once despite the Jagan, and Hiei did not see Shiek slinking up behind him.

“Father!” he called, but Hiei was stabbed by Shiek and went flying.

“Will you be all right?” he asked Mitsurin in a rush, and when she had nodded he wasted no more time and engaged Shiek.

The fight lasted for what seemed forever. It was not a battle of strategy—Kaigan vaguely realized it was a contest of who could stay standing the longest. It continued this way until the very end.

Behind him, Hiei was landing on the ground, Asahi now looming over him. He dodged out of the way, and ended up at the edge of the water. Kaigan, watching his father be slowly trapped, ended his fight with Shiek by breaking the rules of a simple brawl.

He drew a small dagger from his pants, shoved it between the fifth and sixth rib from the bottom rib, and hit Shiek’s heart. The little bastard didn’t even have time to scream.

Now, Kaigan engaged Asahi. Hiei was safe—for the moment.

“So you want to dance, little boy?” she hissed at him, blocking and countering his every attack. He was slowly losing as she clawed and punched and kicked at him, lunging with fierce strength and speed that he could not match.

Finally, he was knocked into a wall. Asahi, advancing, raised a sword—retrieved from a sheath at her hip—and proceeded to lunge it down directly toward Kaigan’s throat.

Just like with Hina, the wound was inflicted not upon the target, but upon who protected the target. And in this case, the protector sustained more than just a minor wound.

Hiei dodged in front of Kaigan just in time to be stabbed just above his stomach. The sword came out his back, and made a sickening ring as it was wrenched out by a lunatic Asahi, who was laughing harder than ever.

“I got you, Jaganshi!” she laughed. “My only regret is that you don’t get to see your whore’s precious son killed as well! Or will you?”

She threw a mad glare back at Kaigan, who was suddenly standing.

“I WON’T LET YOU GET AWAY WITH THIS!”

Kaigan, after this bellowed statement, let out a scream so full of righteous hate and anger that all who heard would never forget the sound the rest of their life. It was so heart wrenching, so pained…

He lunged at Asahi. They fought, and it was so violent and so bloody. But in the end…in the end…one would win.

Kaigan heard his cousin’s voice in his head, sweet and happy. He heard Mitsurin, his love, whispering to him, yes, and groaning beneath him on that fateful night. He heard Kurama berating him, but realizing deep down that Kaigan would be in his daughter’s life. He heard his father, scornful and confused, but still his father…

And in this perfect rage, he stabbed Asahi straight in the heart.

Tears were pouring down his face, and they fell down as pure Hiruseki stones, the color of newly fallen snow. She fell, cursing him with her last breath, and rolled into the water. He waited patiently until the bubbles of released air stopped for a good five minutes before moving. 

None had dared approach him. He now moved over to his father, who was still lying on the ground, his blood draining and his body trembling. The wound was fatal.

“Father,” Kaigan sobbed, sinking down beside Hiei with tears rolling down his face.

“Don’t…cry…died…happy…”

Kaigan could not understand what was happening. His father…dying happy. How? How could he die happy when his greatest enemy inflicted the final blow?

“I…saw the Truth.”

Hiei smiled one of his beautiful, real smiles. It was so beautiful that Kaigan sobbed brokenly, realizing that it would be the last smile to ever grace Hiei. He could see blue tingeing Hiei’s lips and all his hope died.

“It wasn’t enough,” Kaigan countered, his tears still falling.

“Wrong,” Hiei gasped, a trickle of blood still flowing down his face. “It was always enough. You were—“

Hiei coughed wetly, blood spattering slightly over him. Kaigan felt his father’s blood smear his own face, felt the droplets hit his clothes. 

“You can’t die,” Kaigan protested, his tears now bitter and desperate. 

“I can,” Hiei said, suddenly very clear. “I have a reason to go.”

“One that is greater than staying with me?”

Hiei eyed his son carefully, smiling still.

“I am going to see your mother,” he whispered, his breath coming short. “I will…miss you…and love you…my son.”

With a final shudder, Hiei saw what Kaigan would become. He would become a great man, with a family and a place in his heart for his father. And it was enough. He watched his son’s face, a bloody hand caressing it just once before he left as the breath escaped his body one last time.

Kaigan, realizing his father’s passing, screamed to all heaven his pain. It was a sound that made all of heaven weep.

The others had watched. They had seen all. And they had all shed tears for the passing of their oldest and best friend. Their family member. Hiei.

There was nothing left for them at Kangai. It was no longer their concern, this beautiful but deadly place where so much slaughter had occurred. They left, with Hiei’s body carried along.

When Hina woke, she was too shocked to speak. Kurama, realizing what had happened when he woke, trailed off by himself and never spoke a word on the return to Ningenkai. He shed many tears, and all of them over Hiei. His beloved friend. 

They burned Hiei on a high, bright pyre at sunset of the next day. It was in Makai, but all were there—all his old team and friends and family. It was Kaigan who set fire to the heap of wood, who said the final goodbye to the father he had barely known.

He was dead…but not gone from their hearts.

Hiei, carried to Reikai an unknown ferry girl, arrived at Koenma’s office to find, to his surprise, the Reikai Prince in full tears. 

“It was your time, Hiei,” he said, his voice shaking with emotion. “I just wish that you could’ve been happier in your life.”

The explanations were short. Asahi had come back through a short ritual done by Shiek, who turned out to be her son by her own brother. Hiei, disgusted but accepting it, offered no sympathy for the two, but only pity and hatred. 

“Do not condemn them so easily, Hiei,” he said. “Remember your past, and remember what you were like before you were saved by your loved ones.”

Hiei could no longer condemn them. Their lives had not allowed for much else.

Koenma had mentioned a surprise. Upon asking, Hiei was not surprised to see a door open to one side. He was, however surprised he was not, beyond happy to see who lay beyond the door.

“I’ve been waiting for you, koiishi.”

It was Tir.

Hiei and Tir rushed to each other, clasping immediately in each other’s arms, silently declaring their love for another in their kisses and caresses and mere presence so close to each other. Hiei could hardly believe he was with her again.

“I waited for you,” he said. “I came as soon as I could.”

“I’m glad you met our son, Hiei,” she whispered. “I’m sorry I couldn’t reveal—“

“I know,” he replied, placing a gentle hand on her lips while kissing her soft hair. “I know.”

“We can be together now,” she said. “For the rest of time.”

“Yes.”

Koenma, standing, smiled at them.

“You’ve a place to yourselves,” he said. “Life after life is not as bad as some make it out to be. You both, being such exceptional people in life, have been granted the ability to retain your bodies for the after life. I wish you both an eternity of happiness.”

Hiei glanced at Tir. An eternity of happiness was what he intended. The only thing missing was his remaining family.

“We can wait,” Tir said, reading his mind as easily as she had always done.

“Yes, we can wait,” he answered, smiling at her. “We can wait.”

The wait was nothing compared. They would wait—and they would all be together again…one day. One day.

That day would come. But not yet…not yet.

Epilogue

The sun was setting. The sky was colored golden, with streaks of deep ruby along the horizon. The sun had set many, many times on that horizon, the sky lighting up in varying shades of brilliant copper or dusky red. Shadows cast along the ground, hiding some of the land from the beautiful dusk.

Kaigan sat on the ground at the top of a small hill, staring out at the sunset through eyes nearly seven years older than the eyes that had seen his father perish. His eyes, though slightly tinted with sadness, were still bright and alive, though no longer young. Yet, these eyes, so much older than the face about them, lit up and appeared young again at the sight of his wife Mitsurin, whose hand was holding another that belonged to a very young boy.

“Toussan,” the young boy said quietly, his voice somewhat deep for his six years. He sat next to Kaigan, cross-legged, his hands on his knees. He looked up at his father through intelligent lavender eyes, half-hidden beneath a mop of black hair. The face was Kaigan’s, but the smile that broke onto his charming face was his mother’s.

“Hiei-kun,” Kaigan whispered, kissing his son’s forehead. The young boy climbed into his father’s lap and leaned back into Kaigan’s chest, his solemn eyes looking out at the dimming horizon. Mitsurin sat next to her husband and son, brushing some hair out of Kaigan’s face and flashing him a dazzling smile.

Over the years since the elder Hiei’s death, the boy asked much of his namesake, ever since he could understand whom his grandfather had been. He was an unusually bright child, both his mother and father passing their best traits onto him. He wanted to know everything about his grandfather, whom he had never met; but he had even, at such a young age, voice his regret at this fact.

“Toussan,” he said now. “Tell me more about Oojjisan.”

“I don’t know if there’s anything more to say,” Mitsurin mused aloud.

“Wait,” Kaigan broke in. Smiling and putting one arm about his wife, he added, “There’s one thing I have left to say.”

“What is it, koiishi?” Mitsurin asked.

“Tell us, Toussan,” little Hiei corroborated.

“He had a good father,” Kaigan replied, just as the sun disappeared behind the horizon, leaving the world in darkness, “and I loved him.”

It was enough.

--

