Lullaby for a Hanyou
  King Inuyasha has had insomnia since the death of his parents. One night, he was saved by a cloaked girl, whom sings him to sleep. He sets out to find her, making a mistake. Longer summary inside.

Longer Summary: King Inuyasha has had insomnia since his parents died. One night, he’s saved by a cloaked her, who sings him to sleep. When he searches his kingdom for her, she is forced by her owner, Kikyou to help her pose as her. What will she do? IY/KAG.

Chapter 1: A Voice Like Yours.

    He rode his horse as fast as he could through the forest, trying to escape the sound of the snarls and crashing trees that fell behind him. His charcoal, black hair flowed rapidly behind him, whipping him in the face when he’d look back.

“Kuso!”

   He grunted as he saw the shadows of the monsters in pursuit of him.

  “You can’t run, hanyou! We’ll get you soon enough!”

Which he feared, since they were catching up quickly. Why tonight of all nights. He wished he had his Inu Youkai senses to help guide him on this moonless night.  They came into a clearing, earning his enemies a clear advantage. One huge bear-looking oni with horns jumped in from of him, causing his horse to rear-up in fear. He managed to stay on, but when he turned to go around, the other identical oni swatted him off of the horse, causing him to fly a few yards and tearing his beautiful, red silk royal sleeping kimono. All he wanted was a moonless ride to calm his nerves from it being his most stressful night. His servants and keepers would lock him up in his room to protect him from vulnerable attack, unaware that the stubborn, hanyou-turned-human hated being cooped up, even if it was his “night of weakness”. He skid on the ground, landing on his shoulder, instantly dislocating it. Curses flew as the pain shot throughout his body, his ribs getting bruised, maybe broke in the process.  He tried to scurry into the shadows as one of the oni searched for the escaped horse. He hit in the shadows for a while, also noticing the wounds on his chest from the swipe of claws. He gritted his teeth, praying to neglected Kami-sama to protect him.

X-X-X-X-X-

  She snuck out of her window as graceful as she could onto the moist grass outside of her quarters, attached to the main house. Thank Kami these slave kimonos were looser and easier to move around in then the formal ones her Mistress wore. On this chilly night of the third month, she draped herself with a wool cloak for better protection on the wind. Tonight she would do it, she’d run away from that witch that called herself a half-sister, Kikyou-sama. She hooded herself and adjusted the quiver and bow on her back as she snuck into the forest.

X-X-X-X-X-

   He was thrown again like a cat-toy and yelped out in pain. His face was badly bruised and bloodied. Every inch of his body ached as he tried to escape. That’s all he could do. His sword is father gave him was useless on moonless nights. He stared at the oni. They were toying with him like a tiger toys with a fawn before the final blow. He cursed under his breath. This is how he, Inuyasha, outoumo-sama* of the Eastern lands, has ended his life early…
  In a blur, and with a high-pitched whistling sound, he saw as a purple light shot acrossed the clearing, striking the approaching oni in the chest. After the light faded, Inuyasha’s eyes stared,

“A Purifying Arrow? Who…”

He squinted to see a dark figure standing a few yards away, beside him. The cloaked figure notched another arrow and shot the oni again with a Purifying arrow, causing the oni to cry in agony as the holy power began to tear him apart. The other oni watched this and fled, roaring in fear. Inuyasha studied the figure who still stood in a defensive archery pose, her bow still held out. He heard her gulp and swallow, but then she turned to see him. She gasped and rushed over to him, as blood pooled around him, soaking into his beautiful kimonos. He weakly stared up at her as she fell onto her knees beside him, gently asking,
  “Oh Kami-sama! This is bad... How are you doing?”

The concern in her voice almost voided the fact that, to him, it was a stupid question. He scowled up at her and haughtily said,

   “I’ve been slashed in the chest, maybe some bruised…even broken ribs and a dislocated shoulder… How the hell do you think I’m doing!?”

Her face was shadowed under her cloak accept for her lips, which frowned in a scowl and she lay her bag by her,
   “You are well enough to insult my concern, so I take it you are surviving.”

“Keh”

Was his response. She looked around and said,

“It’s to dark to see your wounds here. I think I saw a cave back there…”

“Oh a cave has so much more light!”

He chided sarcastically, but his voice was weaker. The girl growled through her teeth,

“No! It will give us shelter and I can build a fire!”

He seethed weakly, cringing at the pain in his chest as he argued,

“How dare you! Do you know whom you are talking too?!”

She concentrated on figuring out how to safely move him as she casually said,

“Should I?”

She looked at him as he fell unconscious. She sighed and took off her cloak, laying it on the ground, placing him on top of it.
X-X-X-X-X-X-X-

Inuyasha woke up slowly, noticing he was on a bed roll, covered in a tatami mat. He was topless, but his sleeping Hakama was still on. He looked at himself, most of the blood and mud were wiped from his body and face, but his wounds were still untended.
‘How dare she…’

He seethed in his mind. He looked around for her. As she said, she had built a fire. He heard a noise, as in the dark corner, he saw her cloaked figure grinding something in a bowl. He watched her. Though she was cloaked, she displayed slender fingers, and tendrils of thick, ebony hair spilled out of the hood, over her chest. He couldn’t quite make out the kimono she wore though, which would be helpful to address her status. Her head turned over to him. He gruffly said,

“Oi, onna. What are you doing?”
All he still saw in the firelight was her mouth. She gently smiled as she got up to return to his side, cloth and the bowl in hand. Slowly kneeling, she replied,
“I’m mixing herbs for your wounds”

He couldn’t help but to notice how gentle her voice was, and her lips were pouty and red.

 “Herbs? Are you some sort of Miko? With the arrows and all, now healing me?”

Thank goodness the shadow of her hood covered over her cheeks. He was extremely handsome. His hair was so beautiful, even now with dirt and blood it shone like black silk as it spread around him. His face wasn’t chiseled, it had more a rough pretty-boy look to it, dark eyes shone in the firelight, cautiously watching her. His body wasn’t skinny, but not muscular either. It was lean, firm and defined. He was very handsome indeed, but also very arrogant. She continued to answer him.

  “Perhaps. I do come from a long bloodline of Miko. I was trained in the arts until… well till of late.”

He saw the sad smile that placed on her lips.

“Oh.”

He said in understanding. The girl added a bit of water from her canteen to the crushed herbs and dipped a cloth in it. He then asked,
“What are you then? Just some girl that wanders in the forest saving people?”

A gentle smile was placed on her lips, but she first warned,

“This will sting for a moment… but I’m of no one important.”

She placed the cloth onto his chest wound. He seethed and groaned a bit. He hated being human. His pain was always intensified.

She quickly lifted the cloth and blew gently on it, a hand rested on his stomach. He froze still, feeling the gentleness of her breath, the delicate softness of her touch. It sent shivered to him, intense electricity he had never known. She sat up and with a concerned shape on her lips, she asked,

  “Does that feel better?”

He just stared at her in gentle shock, trying to make out her face in the shadow of her cloak. He could barely make out her nose and all he saw of her eyes were the light shine from the fire. He gulped and said weakly,

  “Y…Yes…much…”

She continued to work on his wounds as such, each breath to ease the sting of her disinfecting herbs, sending a jolt of electricity through him. How dare this mystery woman to such a thing to her king. As she took the wash cloth to wipe more blood away from the stomach wound, she asked,

  “What about you? From your kimono, I’d say you are a noble, ne?”

He watched her closely. No one outside of the palace had ever seen him in this state, so of course she would not recognize him. He did not want to reveal he was the King. She might take him back, kidnap him… even kill him. So all he replied was,

 “I guess…you?”

She sighed,

“I ran away… I won’t go back…”

How many times had he ran away, and he knew the pressures many young woman of the court endured. It wasn’t uncommon for girls to run away.

“What do you plan to do?”

She shrugged as she absently cleaned off his stomach. It was very firm, but she wasn’t really thinking of that right now. He shuddered inside as once again, her feathery, silken fingers brushed against his skin. Never, out of all the Princesses or noble women he had encountered has a touch like her’s. She sighed and shrugged.

   “I don’t really know. My talents are in archery and…”
He cringed as she accidentally touched his side too firmly. She panicked,

“Mou! I’m so sorry.”

He groaned and shook his head. She acted fast, laying her hands over his ribs, a hand over each side. He froze as the intimate touch, watching her bite her lip, closing her eyes as she began to cringe and hiss in strain. He saw a purple-blue light come through her hands and throughout his body. Relieving the pain of his bruised and broken ribs. He just watched her in awe, then suddenly, she collapsed onto her side, coughing. He yelled out weakly,

  “Oi, you! What did you do?!”

She got back up onto her knees, resting herself forward onto her hands, sucking for air as she kindly smiled at him,

  “I healed your insides. I underestimated your injury. You had 4 broken ribs and a bit of internal bleeding. I told you I’m not very strong. Healings like that take a lot out of me…”

He stared at the girl as she heaved. 

“Why are you doing all this?”

   She straightened herself up,

“You were in need… I can’t just let you die or get eaten when it’s in my power to help you.”

He nodded, wondering which family in his kingdom possessed such spiritual power, not to mention kind hearts. Most were arrogant and selfish, only helping if they can gain. He wanted to ask her, but had a feeling she would not answer, which annoyed him. He was the king! If he asks someone to answer him, they should! But he did not want her to know who he was. She weakly smiled at him.
“Are you doing better?”

He nodded,

“Yes, a lot. By morning, these will be healed.”

She looked puzzled as he cringed, but then smirked at her,

“You’ll see in the morning.”

By then, if she tried anything, he’d have more then enough power to kill her…if…. 
She slowly nodded, blushing from his smirk, and went over to her side of the cave, laying on her side, using her pack as a pillow, since he had her bed roll.

   “Get some rest. You need it…”

She yawned,

“And so do I…”

“I don’t sleep.”

“What?”

He looked over at her, a sad, solemn look on his face,

“I don’t…rather…can’t sleep…falling unconscious was probably the closest thing to sleep I’ve gotten…since…since…”

She sat up, listening contently as he looked into the fire,

“Since my mother died.”

She sighed and drew her knees into her chest, saying softly.

“My mother died when I was eight”

He looked at her as he saw the shadowed look of solemn understanding. He asked,

“How?”

She stared into the fire.

“I don’t know what it was from, but all I remember was her coughing up blood…tons of it… She threw up blood until she…”
Inuyasha felt her pain. The girl didn’t seem as attached to her mother as he was to his. He quietly continued,

   “My mother was murdered…right in her bed….”

The girl covered her mouth, her eyes already shone through the shadow because of brimming tears. Inuyasha continued,

“She was the only person in my life that truly loved me…for me… I’m not what you see before you… I’m forced to be liked. But my mother….She didn’t care… She would sing me to sleep every night, and after she died… sleep did too…”

  He couldn’t believe he was telling a complete stranger this. She was just some run away teenaged girl with minor holy powers, but yet…

They sat in silence for a few minutes. The girl sat and contemplated. It wouldn’t hurt, would it?

Inuyasha’s head turned quickly as the girl began to sing. He could tell that she made it up as she went.
“Starlight wishes of better days,

currents of the wind

carry me, carry me away…”

 He was going to get angry and yell at her to stop. Who was this girl, trying to replace the comfort only his mother could bestow…until… He felt all his muscles relax. He watched her sing a smooth, light melody. Her voice was a smooth as silk and flowed as flawless as a flute or stringed instrument. 
“Lead me to the place

where our souls can meet.

Take me to the river…

Carry me away…”

It wasn’t high-pitched like most girls sang- whom most sounded very nasal, but she sang lower, smoother, soothing and she sang with very little vibrato*, only using it at the end of long notes. It was the same key his mother would sing in. His eyes became heavy as he watched her sway back and forth to the melody, her eyes closed. Her words were very peaceful as well.

“…Take my hand, 

Let us fly to the stars

in the clouds, in the wind,

Carry us, carry us away…”

He was convinced her voice was from Kami-sama himself. This girl…was she an angel? He’d have to contemplate that after he woke up. For the first time in 12 years, he fell into a deep sleep.

“…Carry us….carry us…away…”

X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X- X-
A/N:

Outoumo: King of a territory.

Vibrato: musical term for a wavering/wobbling note. (Used too much, the singer sounds like a sheep :P)
The song belongs to me actually :P
