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FOOTSTEPS LEADING NOWHERE

By Megan Earley


“Destine!  WAKE UP!”  A splash of cold water hit Destine on the face.


Destine jumped up from the futon and assumed a fighting stance.  “<Who’s there>?”  Looking around she could only make out a few blurry forms.


“Jeez you’re jumpy.  Put your glasses on.”  Ranma picked Destine’s glasses off the floor and handed them to her.  “Not to mention your robe.”


“Ranma?”  Slipping on her glasses Destine rubbed her eyes and stared at Ranma.  “What happened?  You go back to Jusenkyo or something?”  Looking down she saw that she was wearing an undershirt and a pair of shorts.  “What’s wrong with this might I ask?”


“Nothing, just thought you might be cold.  But as for the curse, um, no, I didn’t go back to Jusenkyo, I-well-Pops and I heated up the water that you gave me.  I didn’t know that it would nullify the effects.”  Putting a hand behind her head Ranma laughed nervously.  “Do you have any more of that water?”


“No.”  Destine bent down and picked up her robe.

“Why didn’t you tell me that I shouldn’t heat the water?”  Looking next to the futon Ranma’s eyes widened as she saw the dagger contraptions. 

“Why didn’t you read the note on the bottle?”  Slipping on her robe she fastened the button on the shoulder and tied her sash around her waist.  

“I couldn’t read it.  You wrote it in Chinese.”

Destine’s head fell against her chest.  “It was in Japanese on the other side!”

“Oh, heh, silly me.”

“I told him not to heat the water and to read the bottle carefully but he didn’t listen.”  Sighing Akane looked over at Ranma and shook her head.  “Just like his father.”

Laughing Destine pulled on her pants and socks, hid her weapons away, and knelt down.  “Muu-tsuu, <husband, wake up>.”  Shaking Mousse lightly she looked up at Akane.  “What time is it?”  She looked back down and pinched his nose shut.  “<Wake up!”

“Around seven in the morning.  Ranma feels that everyone should get up early and practice, rain or shine.  Today turned out to be rain.”

Nodding Destine grabbed Mousse’s arms and dragged him out into the rain.  With a startled cry Mousse jumped up and looked around.  “<What’s going on>?  Destine!”  He turned to Destine and suddenly his anger faded and he began to laugh.  “<I guess I deserved that didn’t I?  I should have gotten up on the first two warnings>.”

“What are you saying Mousse?  Not everyone speaks Chinese you know.”  Ranma stepped out next to Destine and Mousse with a slight frown on her face.  “It’s not about me is it?”

“I simply said that I deserved to be dragged out into the rain for not getting up on the first two wakeup calls.  Don’t worry Ranma, if I’m going to say something about you I’ll say it in Japanese.”  Laughing he walked back into the dojo and picked up his glasses.  “I take it it’s seven.”

“How’d you know?”

“You used to get up at this time to practice eleven years ago.  I remember you used to run by the café cursing at your father almost every morning.  No one could sleep in with the racket you two made.”

“And just what do you mean by that?”  Ranma glared at Mousse.  “You issuing a fight?”

“No.  Unless you want one.”

Destine walked up behind Ranma with a kettle of hot water and poured it over Ranma’s head.  “How about you let us put the beds away first?”  Smiling she walked over to where Lipstick and Ryoga were putting away their bed.  “Ryoga, want to change back?  Here’s the hot water.”  She set the water next to Lipstick and walked over to her futon.  Folding the blankets she set them on the side of the dojo while Mousse folded the futon and set it next to the blankets.  “Now you guys can beat each other into a bloody pulp.”

“Daddy wait!  Mommy needs to talk to you!”  Yamato rushed up to his father and grabbed Ranma’s arm.  “Hurry!”

“We’ll finish this later, OK Mousse?”  Ranma looked behind him as Yamato dragged him away.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”  Laughing Mousse turned to Destine.  “Care to warm up?”

Removing her robe, Destine slipped a blue shirt on and fastened the button at the shoulder.  “<Ready when you are>.”  She assumed a fighting stance and grinned.

“<Then watch out>!”  Mousse lunged at Destine with a left hook.

Ducking out of the way Destine seemed to disappear and reappear a few feet away.  “<You missed>.”

“No fair using the Kachu Tenshin Amaguriken Technique.”  Mousse rushed at her with lightning quick speed and grabbed her arms.

“<Why not>?”  Destine broke out of his grasp and grabbed the sleeves of Mousse’s robe.  Falling backwards she placed her foot on his stomach and threw him across the dojo.  Jumping up she walked over and looked down at Mousse.  “<First point>.”

Grinning, Mousse spun on his back and kicked Destine’s legs out from under her.  “<Second>.”

Destine hit her hands on the floor to absorb the impact of the fall.  Arching her back she flipped herself onto her feet.  “<Nice move.  Prepare yourself>!”  Her eyes glinted to an ice blue color and she moved to kick him.  Suddenly a large ball of golden ki energy formed in front of her and shot towards Mousse.


The ball hit Mousse with full force and he went flying out into the garden.  Landing against the wall he gasped as the wind was knocked out of his body and passed out.


“Oh no, Mousse!”  Destine rushed out of the dojo and ran over to where Mousse was lying unconscious.  “Airen!”  She knelt down and lifted Mousse away from the wall.  “Where did that blast come from?  That wasn’t formed by my body.”


“<Destine!  What did you do to Mousse?  What was that blast>?”  Lipstick ran up to where Destine was cradling Mousse in her arms and knelt down.  “<That looked like the Ki Blast of the Gods!  When did you learn that>?”


“<I never did that!  Even if I knew how to perform that technique, I would never use it on my own husband>!”  Destine looked down at Mousse and brushed his hair from his face.  “Muu-tsuu, <please, wake up>.”


“It’s no use trying to wake him up Destine.  I was teaching Frost the final technique of the Amazons, but something went dreadfully wrong.”  Cologne hopped over the wall and landed next to Destine.  “You must get him to the Cat Café as soon as possible.  I will be there waiting.  Hurry!”  Jumping over the wall again she disappeared shouting something in ancient Chinese.


“<How can we get him there?  Ryoga is too tired to carry him, you’re still healing, and there is no way I can pick him up with his clothes on>.”


Destine wiped a tear away that was rolling down her cheek and closed her eyes for a second.  “{Eureka}!”  She undid the button on Mousse’s robe and removed all the weapons from his body.  Lifting him onto her back she stood up and jumped over the wall.  Running as fast as she could she skidded around the corner of the Saotome household and headed for the Cat Café.


“<Wait Destine>!”  Lipstick jumped over the wall and ran after Destine.  “<How are you doing that>?”


“<He’s actually rather light without his weapons, about 165 lbs.  I used to train with a 200 lb. weight on my back to get used to the weight of my weapons.  This is just like it.  Let’s go>!”  Destine turned the corner and jumped onto the roof of the house in front of her.  Running across the roofs she jumped back onto the street in front of the Cat Café.  “Cologne!  We’re here!”  She used her foot to push the door of the café open and stepped inside.


“Good, get him to the back.”  Cologne appeared in front of Destine and pointed to the back door.  “I’ve got everything out there.”


Nodding Destine walked after Cologne out the door and behind the restaurant.  “What went wrong Cologne?  Why did the ball appear in front of me and fire at Mousse?”


“If done incorrectly, the technique will transfer the energy to the nearest fighter and it will attack whoever they are fighting.  Apparently you and Mousse were the closest.  Set him down on that blanket and step back.”  Cologne stepped over to a fire and pulled a tea kettle off the flames.  “<Lipstick, hold her back, this will upset her greatly.  Jay, Shampoo good timing.  I am going to need the two of you to help Lipstick keep Destine away from me while I’m working.  Do anything you need to hold her still>.”


“But what are you going to do to him?  HEY!”  Destine took a step forward and suddenly found herself pinned up against the wall by Jay and Lipstick.  “Let me go!”


“<I’m sorry Destine but we can’t let you interfere.  Do you want Mousse to die>?”  Lipstick looked Destine in the eyes and Destine could see that tears were forming.  “<I don’t like it any more than you do, but to save his life I will stop at nothing>.”


“Then let me leave!”  Destine struggled violently against Jay and Lipstick.  She tried to break her legs free of Lipstick’s grasp but after a few seconds gave up.  “Don’t make me watch this!”


“You have to stay here child.  I need you for part of this.”  Cologne walked over to where Mousse was lying and poured some of boiling hot water over his chest.  Mousse let out a scream but remained deathly still.


“Airen!  <Stop!  You’re hurting him Cologne>!”  Destine turned her face away and tried to shut the scream out of her mind.  “Please!  Let me leave!”  She struggled violently to pull her arms out of Jay’s grasp.  “Let me go!”


“You can leave in a little while.  I need you to do something first.”  Picking up a small dagger Cologne cut Mousse’s hair until it was only to the middle of his shoulder blades.  Picking up the hair she set it in a pot with some herbs and placed it over the fire.  Chanting in an unknown dialect she used her staff to crush the herbs and the strands of hair into a fine powder.  Once done she picked the dagger back up and walked over to Destine.  “Let her go.  This is where she comes into play.”  


Jay and Lipstick released their hold on her arms and legs and stepped back.  Mustering all of her courage Destine looked down at Cologne.  “What do you need of me?”


“You must cut the palm of your hand with this dagger and let the blood drip into that pot.  After that you are to stir the mixture into a paste and dip the dagger into the mixture.  Then comes the hardest part, many never make it this far.  You are to tattoo this symbol over Mousse’s heart with the dagger and paste.”  She handed Destine small sheet of paper with a strange Chinese symbol drawn in red ink.  “Then you are to do the same to yourself but on your left arm, what hand do you use to write with?”  Cologne handed the dagger to Destine and led her to the pot.


“The left.”


“Then this will prove to be hard for you.”


“Whatever it takes.”  Destine looked at the dagger.  “To save my husband I would walk through Hell itself.”  She lifted her left hand over the pot and pressed the blade of the dagger against her palm.  Closing her eyes she quickly slashed downwards, cutting her hand open.  With a muffled cry she let the blood drip into the pot.  It hit the hair/herb mixture and began to sizzle.


“That’s enough.  Shampoo, wrap her hand, and do it fast.”  


Shampoo rushed up and quickly wrapped Destine’s hand with a linen bandage.  Cologne tapped Destine on the shoulder.  “Now stir the mixture.”


Her eyes glazed with tears, Destine picked up Cologne’s staff and began to stir the mixture.  Once it had formed into a paste she dipped the dagger into the mixture, knelt down next to Mousse, and began to tattoo the symbol onto his chest.  With every prick of the dagger Mousse let out a slight cry, but Destine continued on.  “Whatever it takes.”


Once finished she saw the tattoo glow and form into a red symbol as if it had been drawn on.  “Now you need to do it to yourself Destine.  Place it on the top of your arm between the elbow and wrist.  But it must be the opposite of what you put on him, in other words, you must flip the symbol backwards.”


Destine marked the spot in her mind and set to work.  Pain shot through her body with every time the dagger pricked her skin but she remained silent.  A few minutes later she finished the last part of the tattoo and set down the dagger.  Standing up she looked at her arm, she saw the tattoo form into the solid lines just like Mousse’s did, but she noticed the lines turned a bluish color.  Smiling slightly she suddenly clutched her head and collapsed to the ground unconscious.


“Destine!  <Elder Cologne, what did you do to her?  Why did she faint>?”  Lipstick rushed over to Destine and rolled her onto her back.  “Destine!”


“<She can’t hear you Lipstick.  This is all part of the spell>.  Jay, I need you to get Mousse and Destine upstairs and into two separate beds.  I will need to patch Destine’s hand back up soon as well.”  Cologne wiped the mixture from her staff and put out the fire.  Hopping back into the Cat Café she turned around.  “<Lipstick, Shampoo, help Jay carry them upstairs>.”


Destine opened her eyes to see herself floating in a black void.  Several feet away she saw Mousse lying on a bamboo mat.  “Airen.”  She looked around but saw nothing but the occasional flashes of a random image.  Closing her eyes she formed an image of Cologne in her mind.  “Cologne, where am I?”


Cologne’s image appeared in front of Destine.  “You are in his mind.  You must hurry.  The Ki Blast of the Gods does not affect the outer body as much as the soul.  It forces the soul to go into a state of suspended animation.  If you cannot wake him up soon he will slip deeper into that state and never awaken again.  In other words, he will die.  HURRY!”  

The image disappeared and Destine found herself kneeling next to Mousse’s body.  “Airen, wake up.  Please!”  She shook Mousse lightly at first but the shaking became more violent when he did not wake up.  Crying she leaned over his face.  “Airen!”  She bent down and kissed him softly on the lips.  Mousse’s eyes struggled to open but remained closed.  Sobbing Destine looked at the symbol on her arm.  Turning her arm over she set the symbol against Mousse’s chest.  A glow formed on her arm and flowed into Mousse’s chest.  

With a loud cry Mousse sat up and looked around.  “<Destine, where are we>?”

“<In your mind.  I just don’t know how to get out>.”  Destine looked around and then turned back to Mousse.  Mousse smiled and wrapped his arms around Destine, he held onto her tightly and Destine could hear him crying.  With a sigh Destine leaned against his chest and closed her eyes, feeling herself cry as well.  “<I love you Mousse>.”

“<Time for Destine to leave Mousse.  She must return to her body now>.”  Cologne’s image appeared in front of Destine and Mousse with a smile on her face.  “Congratulations Destine.  Very few who make it to the soul ever wake it up.  You are the first one in a thousand years to do so.  Maybe you will be the one to carry on the position of high elder someday.”  She waved her staff and held out her hand.  “Come on, I need to get you back to your own body.”  

There was a flash of light and Destine saw a spiraling circle appear in front of her.  Kissing Mousse on the cheek she followed after Cologne into the spiral.


Mousse opened his eyes and placed a hand on his chest.  ‘<Was that all a dream>?’  He sat up and looked around.  The room was lit by a lamp hanging from the ceiling.  “<Where am I>?”


“<Mousse!  You’re awake>!”  Lipstick rushed over and put her hand on his forehead.  “<And the fever has gone down too>.”


“<What are you talking about>?”  Mousse pushed the blankets off and swung his legs over the side of the bed.  “<And where is Destine>?”


“<Stay in bed for now, you need to regain your strength.  You are in your old room in the Cat Café.  It’s three in the afternoon and you have been out since seven this morning.  I was beginning to worry that you would never wake up.  You were hit with the Ki Blast of the Gods>.”


“<So it wasn’t a dream, it all happened.  Where is Destine>?”


“<Sleeping, I don’t know when she will wake up.  She lost a lot of blood this morning saving YOUR butt.  Cologne has ordered that the two of you stay separated until twilight tonight.  Then you may go and see her.  How’s your chest feeling>?”  Lipstick handed Mousse his glasses and sat down by the door.


“<Fine why>?”  Mousse put on his glasses and looked into the mirror he had left hanging on his wall.  “AAA!  <When did this happen>?!”  He whirled around and pointed to the symbol on his chest.


“<Destine did that to you.  That’s what saved you.  She has one like it on her arm now>.”  Cologne hopped into the room and smiled.  “<And I had to cut your hair for the spell.  It’s good to see you are awake.  Destine is truly powerful, there have only been three people aside from her who were able to bring a soul out of suspended animation in the past three thousand years, and they all died afterwards.  Don’t worry, Destine is still very much alive.  I got her soul back to her body just in time.  One like her only comes along once in a great while.  


“<Now that I think about it, the prophecy of her being the greatest fighter doesn’t mean martial arts exactly, but also in her fight to save ones she cares about.  She went to the brink of death just to save you.  Proving that her love truly is her greatest weapon>.”


“<May I see her?  Please>?”  Mousse stood up and walked over to Cologne.  

Grasping his head he gripped the door handle and collapsed into a sitting position.


“<Not until twilight, otherwise Destine’s life will become forfeit.  The spell makes it so that one person uses most of their life to save the other.  If the other person comes into contact with the one who saved their life, then they absorb the remaining life force from the person and wind up killing them.  You must wait until twilight when the spell finishes.  Then you may go and see her>.”  Cologne sighed and hopped over to the door.  “<I will have Frost bring you some food>.”


Lipstick rushed over to Mousse and led him back to the bed.  Mousse sat down and sighed.  “<She risked her life to save me>?”


“<The spell required her to cut her palm open to be able to mix her blood with your hair and some herbs.  It caused her to lose a lot of blood>.”  Shampoo stepped into the room carrying Chaos and sat down next to Mousse.  “<Are you feeling better>?”


“<A bit.  I wish I could see my wife, but, I must wait>.”  Mousse leaned up against the wall and tapped his forefinger against the bed frame.  “<It’s going to seem like forever>.”


“<That’s why I brought you a few books.  I need to go to the market and Jay is at the Saotome’s picking up Megumi.  Could you watch over Chaos for me>?”


“<Certainly>.”  Mousse took Chaos in his arms and rocked her slightly.  At first Chaos cried form being away from her mother, but soon she looked up at Mousse and began to babble.  Smiling Mousse looked over at Shampoo.  “<Don’t worry, I’ll make sure she stays happy>.”


“<Thank you Mousse>.”  Shampoo stood up and walked out of the room.  “<I’ll be back in an hour>.”


“<Take your time>.”  Mousse looked down at Chaos and smiled.  “<I’m not going anywhere for a while>.”  He waved his hand slowly in front of Chaos.  “<Gonna get you>.”  Laughing he watched Chaos’ eyes follow his hand back and forth.

 
Chaos giggled and grabbed onto Mousse’s fingers.  She pulled his hand down and smiled.


“<She’s definitely Shampoo’s daughter>.”  Mousse smiled and looked over at Lipstick.  “<Has an iron grip already.  She’s going to break my hand in a few years>.”


“<Frost was the same way.  Shampoo has good blood running through her veins, and she passed it on to her children.  Her blood carries strength, mine carries insight, and Destine’s carries pretty much everything, love, knowledge, strength, power, insight, and of course a fighting spirit>.”  Lipstick sat down on the floor and looked around the room.  “<You didn’t keep much did you>?”


“<Most of the stuff I wanted to keep is at the house in Yokohama.  I kept some stuff here because Cologne requested for me to do so.  Now I see why>.”

END CHAPTER 7

