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This is a work of fiction based upon the manga/anime characters of Yuu Yuu Hakusho.  This story was written for entertainment 
purposes only and may be freely shared (that means not-for-profit) as long as the disclaimer and the author’s name accompany it and 
none of the contents are altered. 
• Based on the facts from anime eps 1-25, manga vol 1-4.  This story depicts what happened to Kurama and Hiei after 

Yusuke recovered the three Sacred Objects from them, to the point where they meet up with Yusuke again at the land 
of the Four Sacred Beasts. 

• Note:  Most fox species associate in company with other members of their species, usually small family groups from 2 
to 5 foxes comprising a ‘pack’.  {Arctic fox, Desert fox, Fenel fox, etc}  Only the common red fox is completely solitary.  

 
Some pre-explanations about “ideas” in this story, namely:  I don’t use facts from later episodes of the manga/anime if 
they seem to contradict earlier parts.  Some of the ones to know before reading the story are: 

• From the way it looked to me in the anime and the manga – “Yoko” is used as a name for Kurama’s previous life, 
“Kurama” is a new name, and his race is kitsune (fox, spirit fox).  ((I know that later episodes call him ‘Yoko 
Kurama,’ and “Yoko” is used as his ‘species’ name, but I really think that it wasn’t intended that way in the 
beginning.)) 

• I discard the later story about Hiei and Kurama meeting five years before the beginning of the story, because it 
was introduced late in the series and in the anime Kurama says “two demons I’d never seen before…” 

• In the manga, the bit about Hiei’s jagan being implanted wasn’t mentioned until way late in the series.  I choose 
to think that the ‘implant’ was an add-on and that originally the jagan was intended to be his natural power, 
something he was born with.  ((The later series ignores a LOT of Hiei’s powers that he had in the beginning…)) 

• In the same way, I think Yukina, as Hiei’s sister, was an add-on… but I like her so I kept that part of it.  (But most 
of the rest of that storyline in the anime differs from the manga, and I follow more of the manga, especially with 
the part relating to Hiei.)  It is unclear to me if Hiei and Yukina are suppose to be literal ‘twins’ born at the same 
time, or just siblings.  With the disclarity, it’s more convenient for me to use separate birth dates. 

• I do, however, keep things from later part of the series if they don’t contradict earlier – there is nothing in the 
earlier to discount Kurama being a plant controller (and the rose whip seems to be a good indicator that it’s 
possible) so I take that as fact. 

• Originally, the series seemed to portray Hiei as a very powerful experienced demon… so that is how I choose to 
portray him. 

Additionally:  There are author notes that relate directly to this particular story following the end. 
 
NOTE:  This fanfic contains multiple Yaoi Lemon scenes in it (that means ‘adult’ content with male/male pairing).  If you 
don’t like that stuff – you can skip over those parts. J 
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Prolog:  Strings Attached 

 “That’s ridiculous!” Kurama stated flatly, his 
green gaze steady over the desk, “I’m a thief – not a 
hero!” 
 “You saved Yusuke,” Koenma pointed out, his 
small figure leaning back in his large chair, his 
enigmatic gaze firmly on Kurama. 
 Kurama took a deep breath.  He’d known it was 
going to get him in trouble.  He’d known it.  But 
this…  “Yusuke saved mine.”  Straightening up to his 
full height, Kurama spoke with dignity and reserve, 
“With all due respect, Koenma-sama, I am not a 
Spiritual Detective, nor do I have any desire to be 
become so.  If you have problems, I suggest you take 
care of them.”  He paused, waiting for a reaction. 
 Koenma raised an eyebrow, “Are you done?” 
 Resisting the urge to grit his teeth, Kurama spoke 
calmly without showing how Koenma had ruffled his 
fur, “Yes.  I will not go after escaped criminals for 
you.”  He allowed himself to grin, “On the other hand, 
if you have something you want stolen…” 
 “You are, if I may remind you, still on my parole!”  
Koenma folded his hands into a triangle, “I’m letting 
you stay in the human world…” 
 “Threats?” 
 “If you see it as one.”  Koenma abruptly sat up in 
his chair and leaned forward to pull some paperwork 
towards him, “Now here’s the situation:  There is an 
oni loose in northern China.  He got there legitimately 
– a fool summoned him – but he killed the wizard and 
instead of returning to the Demon World, is now on a 
rampage.  So far, he’s been staying in the village 
regions and the news out has been very scattered.  The 
government of China has sent soldiers in, but needless 
to say, they’re hushing up any and all rumors.  What 
we need is for the oni to be subdued.”  Koenma 
frowned, “And then I get to do damage control.”  He 
sighed, “What I wouldn’t give for the days when 
supernatural happenings were simply accepted for 
what they were.  Now we have to go around 
explaining and covering up…” 
 Kurama allowed another grin to pass over his lips, 
“You and your father were the ones who started that 
path.” 
 Koenma glared at him, “The world was evolving 
in that direction.  If we are to maintain our balance 
with the human world, we need to anticipate and 
evolve as well.  The world is more than it was and it 
has to be carefully watched so we don’t send 
everything scattering in fifty different directions.  The 
least—” 
 “Why me?” Kurama interrupted.  He didn’t really 
give a damn about the politics.  Whatever the rulers of 
the Spirit World said, he was privately sure that the 
worlds could take care of themselves.  Back when 
there was regular interaction between the worlds, 
there had been hundreds of humans able and willing 
to do the simple policing job that Koenma was 
describing. 
 The heir to the throne of the Spirit World looked at 
the red-haired thief and sighed to himself.  He was 
handling this wrong.  He’d started out on the 
assumption that since Kurama had sacrificed so much 
for his mother and for Yusuke, the fox-spirit cared 
about humans in general.  Koenma had been wrong.  
Fifteen years as a human had hardly made a dent on 
the multiple-hundred years as a care-free kitsune.  
Outwardly, Kurama was polite and friendly and 
respectful… very human.  Inwardly, though… 
Koenma pushed the documents over the desk and 
eyed the fox-spirit.  He should have appealed to the 
fox’s sense of curiosity and adventure from the start.  
Now it was a little late, but…  “You’re a Spirit who’s 
been living in the human world for the last fifteen 

years.  Do you know how unique that makes you?  
You’re the only one with a perspective of both worlds 
and an understanding of them.  A chance for a Spirit 
World Detective, like Yusuke, only comes around 
once in a hundred years.  And Yusuke has exceeded 
my expectations and performs on a level outstripping 
any other Detective.  He is a human who can act on 
the behalf of the Spirit World.”  As Koenma talked 
about Yusuke, he studied the spirit.  There it was – he 
hadn’t been mistaken.  A spark of interest glinted 
cautiously through the bored green eyes.  Perhaps… 
“If I am to pair you up with him, I need to know that 
you can work as a Spirit World agent.” 
 Long fingers reached out to tap the documents on 
the desk thoughtfully, “Why aren’t you sending 
Yusuke on this case?” 
 Inwardly, Koenma heaved a sigh of relief.  That 
was the right lure.  The kitsune was thinking about it 
now instead of rejecting it out of hand.  “Yusuke is on 
another task right now.”  One that would train Yusuke 
in spite of himself.  If he survived.  Koenma was 
nervous about all the close misses that Yusuke had 
had lately.  It was as if Yusuke having died once, the 
world of the dead was trying to claim him again.  
Which was patently ridiculous since it was Enma-
Daiou who ruled the human dead.  For the first time, 
Koenma wondered what his dad thought about 
Koenma’s actions in making Yusuke a Spirit World 
Detective; and one that reported to Koenma, not to 
Enma-Daiou.  Koenma frowned at Kurama. 
 Kurama frowned back, “I’m a thief, I’m not a 
policeman.  How do you expect me to subdue this oni 
of yours?” 
 “I leave you complete freedom in how you operate.  
As long as it does not put more humans at risk.” 
 Kurama regarded the small ruler thoughtfully.  He 
hated being manipulated.  But Yusuke…  It was 
definitely an interesting proposition.  Now if only…  
Kurama grinned to himself:  It was time to manipulate 
the manipulator.  He picked up the folder, “I’ll do 
it…” he lingered on the final word and watched 
Koenma’s eyes narrow as the small ruler tried to think 
of what Kurama might want as a stipulation.  Kurama 
let him hang for a moment longer before he brought 
out his demand, “If I can have Hiei.”  Have him…  
Kurama hurriedly added, “As a partner.”  He wanted 
more from the fire demon, but he wouldn’t let 
Koenma know that.  As it was, Koenma’s face 
wrinkled in thought and there was a faint hint of an 
aura around him.  Kurama blinked as he noticed it; 
normally, the ruler of the Spirit World showed no rei 
scent at all – to keep from overwhelming the lesser 
powers said those that were in awe, to keep others 
from knowing how weak they were said those that 
grumbled in their rule.  Kurama was of neither camp 
and simply waited for his answer. 
 “Hiei is a criminal,” Koenma finally stated. 
 “So am I,” Kurama quirked an eyebrow. 
 “You didn’t harm anybody, as well as the fact that 
you were under Hiei’s influence when you stole the 
Mirror.  Hiei is a devious, dangerous demon and I 
can’t risk him loose.” 
 Kurama bristled at the implication that he was 
under anybody’s influence.  “He is also one of the 
most powerful demons around.  I am a kitsune, and 
have little power of my own.  Hiei can balance that.”  
Kurama would let Koenma think anything about 
himself that would further his cause – no need to let 
the Powers know exactly what he could do!  Kurama 
grinned, thinking of another point, “As long as you 
don’t expect the oni back alive.” 
 “I don’t care,” Koenma said slowly as he thought.  
Hiei…  He and Hiei had been at odds now for more 
years than Yusuke had been alive.  Hiei was cunning 
and careful.  He’d never been arrested before, because 

no one could ever prove wrong-doing.  Koenma now 
had Hiei in custody and had more access to other 
intrigues the demon had been involved in – he still 
couldn’t believe the sheer number of them – but to 
have Hiei actually working for him…  It was an 
interesting thought.  And a dangerous one.  There was 
no way he could trust Hiei.  The little demon was 
powerful; yet also had the morals of the underworld.  
Hiei would think nothing of turning on Koenma with 
no more provocation than revenge for his arrest.  
“What guarantees can you give me that you won’t fall 
under his influence again?” 
 This time Kurama really did bristle, his red hair 
rising around his face and his ears starting to 
lengthen.  He got his ears under control, but left his 
hair as he responded in a tight voice, “I am under no 
one’s influence.  No one.”  Green eyes sparked, “And 
if you imply that one more time, Koenma, you will 
find out just what it is that makes me a dangerous 
enemy.” 
 Koenma tilted his head to one side as he leaned 
back in his chair.  The fox-spirit was serious.  
Koenma had to wonder just how much of the original 
plan the spirit had known.  Maybe he was making a 
mistake letting Kurama be on such a light parole.  But 
he’d saved Yusuke’s life – from Hiei.  And now the 
kitsune wanted to team with Hiei?  Koenma tested it, 
“I’ll let you have Gouki.” 
 Kurama instantly shuddered in revulsion, “No!”  
He turned around and walked three paces away from 
Koenma’s desk.  Without turning around, he stated, 
“Hiei.  Or there is no deal and I will not do it.” 
 “I will let you in to see Hiei,” Koenma placed his 
hands flat on his desk, “And you will do the job for 
me.  Whether Hiei is with you when you go depends 
strictly on you.  I will want his promise, and a 
compact – I will not let him loose without them.  And 
when he is not on a mission with you, he will be back 
here.  These restrictions are not negotiable.”  Koenma 
studied the back of the thief, wondering what he’d 
say.  Kurama had to know that Hiei would never 
agree… 
 “Agreed.”  Kurama swallowed, his throat dry.  If I 
can get the chance to talk to Hiei… 
 
 
 Hiei studied the red-haired thief in front of him.  
With the wards everywhere and his jagan bound as 
tight as they could do so, he was left with mere sight.  
A pathetic way to see things.  And, he had to admit, 
interesting.  Kurama looked… human.  And delicate.  
Hiei wasn’t used to seeing him like that.  Normally, 
the fox spirit was so obvious to Hiei that the body got 
ignored.  Except when he was putting a sword 
through it.  Idiot.  What sort of an idiot gets in the 
middle of a fight?  The one standing in front of him, 
frowning. 
 “Are you even listening to me?” 
 Hiei raised his eyebrows sardonically and gave the 
only answer he’d spoken for the last two hours, “I 
don’t talk to traitors.” 
 Kurama’s mouth pressed in a thin angry line, 
“You talked enough when you went hauling after me!  
Damn it, Hiei…” 
 “Are you done yet?”  Hiei didn’t really want to go 
back to his cell, but this was getting boring.  A 
change of pace, but the longer he stayed away, the 
more the other prisoners would wonder what he was 
up to.  Even without rei power, Hiei could handle 
most of them, but it was a complication he didn’t 
need.  If they were all watching him, there was less 
that he could actually do.  And he didn’t plan on 
being in this prison for the next fifty years.  
Considerably less than that if he could get his plans 
moving beyond the basics… 
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 “You really aren’t listening to me.”  Kurama 
sighed.  And sat down, running his hands through his 
hair in an exasperated gesture. 
 Hiei stifled a groan.  Obviously the thief was 
determined to keep him here until he got an answer.  
Fine.  “No.” 
 Kurama’s head lifted up and he stared at the 
demon across from him, his green eyes shading dark, 
his scent smelling of fear, “What?” 
 Fear?  Hiei blinked at the odd reaction.  He let the 
silence go on for a moment just to study Kurama a bit 
more, then clarified his answer, “No, I won’t join with 
you to help Koenma hunt down spirit criminals.” 
 “You were listening!” 
 Hiei rolled his eyes – obviously this one wasn’t, 
“What part of ‘no’ don’t you understand?”  As he 
bantered, Hiei wondered… the fear he’d seen was 
because Kurama was worried that he wasn’t listening.  
Wasn’t paying attention… to his words, or to Kurama 
himself?  What exactly was the fox spirit up to 
beyond the obvious?  Hiei firmly suppressed a 
glimmer of fear of his own and waited. 
 Kurama’s head tilted to one side as he studied the 
demon, his eyes starting to sparkle, “I like a 
challenge.” 
 Oh wonderful – a challenge.  Hiei sighed.  It was 
going to be a long night.  Mentally, he started 
rearranging some of his plans to take into account the 
prisoners distrust of him when he finally came back.   
 Hiei let Kurama ramble on, ignoring the reasoning 
and the bargaining and the pleading.  Why the hell 
did the fox want him so much?  He wasn’t going to do 
it.  There was no way in nine hells that Hiei was ever 
going to help Koenma, even by proxy. 
 Then something Kurama said caught his attention 
and Hiei blinked, “Idiot.” 
 At the first sign of life in hours from the demon 
across from him, Kurama paused mid-word, and had 
to redirect his thoughts, “What?” 
 Hiei grinned without showing it as the fox spirit 
obviously had to try and remember what he’d been 
talking about.  Hiei’s reaction had been involuntary 
and he shook his head, “There’s no way a kitsune like 
you could defeat an oni like Nakatau.  He’d rip you to 
shreds.  The only chance you have is if he dies 
laughing at your challenge.” 
 Kurama growled low in his throat, “I’m not 
helpless.” 
 Hiei leaned back, “Oh?  It seems to me you gave 
up without much fight.  You might be a good thief, 
but obviously nothing more.” 
 Kurama laughed outloud, dispelling Hiei’s 
satisfied smirk.  “Hiei, Hiei…  Why should I have 
bothered to fight Yusuke?  All it would have done 
was gotten another mark on my record and me thrown 
in jail same as you and Gouki.”  Kurama studied the 
demon smugly, “I’m where I want to be – in the 
human world with my family.”  He grinned 
provocatively, “You’re the one in jail, Hiei.” 
 A low growl involuntarily came out of Hiei’s 
throat.  He stopped it when he realized what he was 
doing, but he couldn’t control the angry sparks in his 
eyes.  Despite the wards, the room started to get 
warm. 
 “Ah, there we go,” Kurama’s grin became more 
light-hearted, “a reaction.” 
 The air cooled down and Hiei growled at himself 
for letting the fox get to him.  Abruptly, he was tired 
of the whole damn game.  The fox wasn’t going to let 
him go, and Hiei couldn’t get the guards to take him 
back down without the fox’s say-so.  How long was 
he planning to keep this up?  “What the hell do you 
want, fox?” 
 Kurama studied him sadly, “For you to use my 
name, for one thing.” 

 Fangs glistened as Hiei’s lips drew back in a snarl 
as he enunciated carefully, “What-do-you-want…,–
Kur-a-ma…?” 
 The red-haired thief leaned forward, so close that 
he was only an inch away from Hiei’s face when he 
spoke, “I want you to join me.”  He leaned back, the 
green eyes mischievous, “Come, now – you don’t 
seriously want me to get angry, do you?” 
 Hiei remembered the fox spirit’s reaction when 
he’d first approached him with the job to steal the 
three treasures.  Hiei had planned everything 
carefully, down to the last detail.  Even to the right 
lure to get the former Yoko to help.  And Kurama had 
gotten angry.  The anger was mixed in multiple 
reactions, most of which Hiei had anticipated.  But 
the way the anger had been expressed…  “No,” Hiei 
said calmly, “No, I don’t want you to get angry.” 
 Abruptly deciding to end the stupid game the fox 
was playing, Hiei uncrossed his arms, “Kurama – this 
is ridiculous.  I’m never going to help Koenma and 
you know it.  So stop it already and let me go back to 
my cell.” 
 Kurama tilted his head to one side, “Is that what 
you want?” 
 Hiei blinked, “Kurama, enough already.  I’m not 
going to help you!” 
 “Help me, or help Koenma?” 
 “Huh?” 
 Kurama leaned back in his chair and folded his 
fingers in an imitation of Koenma.  “I don’t want you 
to help Koenma – I want you to join me.” 
 Hiei rolled his eyes, “If you’re doing Koenma’s 
job for him, than it amounts to the same thing.” 
 “Does it?”  Kurama sighed and dropped the pose.  
He tapped the table between them, “Hiei – I agreed to 
go on this mission whether you joined me or not.  If 
you don’t come, I’m still going to fight that oni to the 
best of my ability.” 
 Involuntarily, Hiei’s face lost most of its blood.  
He felt it drain away and cursed himself internally for 
letting the reaction show.  Desperately, he tried to 
retrench, to find a way to not care, “So?” 
 Kurama was grinning with satisfaction, “I thought 
so.” 
 “Damnit, Kurama!  Go out and get yourself killed.  
I don’t bloody care!” 
 “Umm…” The green eyes didn’t change 
expression, “For Koenma’s compact, I thought we 
could use my life.” 
 For a long minute, Hiei found himself unable to 
say anything.  He stared at the thief in disbelief.  “I 
haven’t agreed to anything, you stupid fox!!  And 
what the hell are you talking about anyhow – for a 
compact, it has to be something that binds me!” 
 Emerald eyes.  Green eyes.  Eyes that were the 
color of chlorophyll, a plant’s life and blood.  They 
studied Hiei, and Hiei couldn’t look away.  
 Kurama answered calmly, secure in his answer, “It 
doesn’t have to be.  Koenma isn’t the one who will be 
doing the binding, so I can switch the forms and put 
mine in instead.” 
 “Impossible.” 
 “I stole the three sacred treasures, didn’t I?” 
 Hiei closed his eyes.  How did it get to this?  He 
didn’t remember agreeing to anything.  He will put 
his life in place of mine…  Kurama, moving between 
him and the Spirit Detective.  The grin on his face and 
in his eyes as he flung his blood in Hiei’s jagan.  
Kurama, moving between him and Yusuke.  Giving 
Yusuke his life.  As Yusuke had given Kurama his?  
Hiei had been watching, that night.  Kurama, talking 
for seventy-six hours straight.  Talking just to get Hiei 
to… what?  ‘I want you to join me.’  He hadn’t said 
for the mission, he hadn’t said to help him.  To join 

him.  Join?  What did the fox want from him?  What 
did Kurama want?  
 Wearily, Hiei spoke for the last time, “You don’t 
need to do that.  I will give Koenma his compact; and 
my word.  Now, go away.” 
 Not opening his eyes, Hiei listened until he heard 
the sound of Kurama’s footsteps recede out the door.  
Then he put his head down in his arms.  If he could 
have cried, he would have.  What did the thief just 
steal from him?  Hiei didn’t know, but he feared.  He 
feared Kurama like he feared no other.  For the thief 
had just taken something Hiei thought had been 
locked and sealed away forever.  And Hiei hadn’t 
even seen him do it.  “Kurama…” 
 
 
 “He agreed?” Koenma sputtered.  “Hiei actually 
agreed?”  Unprecedented: That was what it was.  Hiei 
would never agree…  “He agreed?”  Koenma shook 
his head, there it was, in writing, on his desk, the 
document binding Hiei’s soul for the tasking.  He 
agreed…  Hiei.  I have Hiei under my control.  That 
changed a lot of things.  There was much, now, that 
Koenma could do.  With Hiei’s power under his 
control, Koenma could…  Hiei would never work for 
me.  It’s impossible.  Koenma shook his head again 
and rolled up the document, placing it on a pile of 
other important things to file.  He glanced up at the 
viewscreen and watched for a moment before pressing 
a button on his remote. 
 The door to his office swung open and Kurama 
walked in. 
 “Kurama,” Koenma addressed him dryly, 
“Congratulations, you have Hiei as your partner.  
Though I don’t know why you wanted him in the first 
place.”  Which was a very real sentiment; Koenma 
couldn’t figure that one out.  It was true, the thief 
didn’t have much rei power.  But to trust Hiei?  No 
one could trust that fire demon.  Capricious and 
selfish as all demons, of mixed heritage and history 
unknown, Hiei was master of many of the black arts.  
He killed demons and humans with no thought or 
compassion.  He masterminded the operation to steal 
the sacred treasures just to…  Koenma stopped that 
line of thought.  Hiei may have been captured, 
mitigating the circumstances, but he hadn’t failed 
completely in his intentions.  No.  The demon was not 
to be trusted.  Koenma eyed Kurama thoughtfully, 
“You have Hiei.  Now tell me how you did it?” 
 “Filibustered,” Kurama replied absently, most of 
his attention on the viewscreen, “Koenma – what is 
this?” 
 Filibustered?  Koenma blinked.  He talked Hiei 
down?  When he’d let Kurama go to the Tower last 
week, Kurama had been in the prison for a long 
time…  Koenma hadn’t been paying attention, intent 
on other important tasks.  Silently, he counted the 
time.  Three days?  He was in there for over three 
days?  Talking?  The fox’s voice was a bit rough…  
He talked Hiei into it.  That must have been some 
talking.  Koenma wasn’t sure if he himself wouldn’t 
have given in with that much determination!  
Absently, he answered Kurama, “The competition at 
Genkai’s.” 
 “Competition…” Kurama studied the group, “Oh, 
to choose her heir.  What’s Yusuke doing there?” 
 “I sent him.  When he wins, Genkai will train him 
– which he’s too proud to take from anybody else.” 
 “You sent…” Kurama turned away from the 
viewscreen and faced the small ruler, “Koenma!  You 
idiot!  Rando said he was going to go!” 
 Koenma’s eyes narrowed, “I don’t appreciate 
being called an idiot in my own office.”  His voice 
was calm, but there was a sudden swirl of displaced 
air through the room. 
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 “Uh,” Kurama blinked a couple of times and then 
decided that his best bet was to pretend that hadn’t 
just happened and he hadn’t just said what he had to 
the heir to the Spirit World.  “But if Rando is–” 
 Interrupting, Koenma went back to Kurama’s last 
statement, “Rando ‘said’?  Just when was the last time 
you talked to Rando?”  Koenma wasn’t going to let 
Kurama get off that easy, though he let the wind die 
down. 
 “Uhh…  It was just something I heard in passing – 
I didn’t actually talk to Rando myself.”  Though he’d 
gotten the information from Hiei while they were 
planning the original break-in, and Kurama was 
willing to bet that Hiei had talked to Rando directly.  
“You’ve got to pull him out!  Yusuke can’t handle a 
demon of that power!” 
 Koenma shrugged, “Yusuke defeated Hiei.”  He 
leaned forward in his chair, “Now listen to me, 
Kurama.  I do plan on letting you help Yusuke, but 
you’re going to have to remember that he will be the 
one in charge.  You have to let him do it his way and 
not interfere.  Help.  Don’t hinder.  And that includes 
not frightening him off with scary tales!  Botan does 
more than enough of that, thank you.” 
 “But…” Kurama trailed off.  There wasn’t much 
he could do about it.  Not now, anyhow.  Yes, Yusuke 
had defeated Hiei…  but Rando…  Rando was very 
different from Hiei.  He was sneaky.  And 
underhanded.  And didn’t fight fair.  In fact, he 
delighted in changing the odds to suit his whim.  He 
liked a challenge, but he liked to win even more.  
Kurama studied the viewscreen.  If Rando was 
there…  “Which one is he?” 
 Koenma settled back again, “Don’t know.   He’s 
almost definitely there, but so far he’s keeping a low 
profile.” 
 Yusuke…  Kurama watched.  “Who’s that with 
Yusuke?”  Strong.  Strong in more than physical.  
That one could be dangerous – if he wasn’t with 
Yusuke. 
 “Kuwabara.  He goes to the same school as 
Yusuke.”  Koenma thoughtfully turned his own 
attention on the picture of the tall ruddy-haired figure.  
“I hadn’t paid much attention to him before.  But I 
think perhaps I will.”  Koenma shook his head and 
returned to the main point.  “Here’s your list and 
directions.  Hiei will be taken to meet you at the 
transfer spot.”  He gazed at the red-haired fox-spirit 
thief in the human body.  Enigmatic is a good word 
for him.  How did he get Hiei to agree?  “Good luck,” 
Koenma was talking about more than the mission – 
Kurama would need all the luck he could get, with 
Hiei along. 
 
 
Chapter One:  Inimical Partners 

 The short black-haired demon glowered at the tall 
red-haired spirit.  Kurama sniffed the air delicately – 
the prisons weren’t known for their cleanliness and 
obviously the guards hadn’t dared do anything like 
haul Hiei into a shower before bringing him out.  
Hiei’s lips lifted in a silent snarl as he noticed 
Kurama’s action.  Kurama blinked at the hostile 
reaction – he’d just been curious.  The week before, 
when he’d been talking to Hiei, the demon hadn’t 
been in such rough shape.  Cheerfully, Kurama 
remarked, “Well, the first place we’re going is a bath-
house.” 
 This time, Hiei’s snarl was audible. 
 Kurama grinned at him and then switched his gaze 
to the portal operator, “Ready?” 
 The demon nodded, “Yes, sir.  Programmed to 
Koenma-sama’s direction.” 

 “Humm…”  Kurama wandered over and looked 
over the technician’s shoulder.  “Redirect that about 7 
degrees south-south-west…  Yes.  There.” 
 The technician made the changes and Kurama 
stepped up on the platform.  He raised an eyebrow at 
Hiei, who still stood silently where the guards had left 
him.  Still not saying anything, the short demon 
walked over and stood on the furthest transfer point 
from Kurama.  Kurama shook his head but didn’t 
remark on it – at least the demon was there.   
 He nodded to the technician and the world 
refocused around them, two balls of power and 
energy, one blue, one red, circling and searching.  
Kurama found the spot he wanted to land and 
rematerialized in his human body.  Idly, Kurama 
wondered if he should use one of these transfer modes 
to reshape into his Yoko form.  Then he dismissed the 
thought – his mother wouldn’t know what had 
happened to her Shuichi and he wouldn’t do that to 
her.  With another switch of thoughts, Kurama looked 
around for Hiei. 
 After a search, Kurama finally found him over at 
the small lake, wringing out his cloak and laying it on 
the rocks to dry.  Hiei’s hair was still spikily up in a 
black point, but shining with water drops and the 
white star brilliant.  Now completely clean, Kurama 
could even see blue highlights at the edges of the 
black hair, showing how dull it had been before. 
 Without looking at Kurama, the demon 
unsheathed his sword and started testing the angle and 
balance, muttering under his breath complaints about 
the quality. 
 Kurama shook his head – the demon didn’t waste 
any time.  Kurama hadn’t even known it was possible 
to take a bath in less than a minute.  But the demon 
was certainly clean now.  I guess he didn’t like being 
dirty.  Kurama grinned at the thought.  Who could 
have guessed that the rough-and-tough fire demon, 
the terror of those who knew him, the scourge and 
bane of those who crossed him, a blur of death and 
destruction – who would have guessed he was so 
fastidious? 
 “Stop laughing.” 
 Kurama looked down at Hiei, the grin still upon 
his lips, “Why?” 
 Red eyes glittered up at him as the demon 
growled.  Then he looked down at the sword again 
and cursed. 
 Kurama grinned and reached into his personal 
space to find what he’d hidden there.  “Here.” 
 Hiei automatically caught the sheathed sword that 
Kurama causally tossed at him.  The red gaze eyed the 
fox spirit suspiciously for a moment before pulling 
out the sword and inspecting it carefully.  This time, 
there weren’t any complaints.  Eventually, Hiei 
looked up, “Where’d you get it?” 
 “Stole it.” 
 With a nod, the demon belted it around his waist, 
testing the balance and using the two belts to position 
it exactly right.  Then he glowered at the sword on the 
ground and a burst of demon fire flowed from his 
hand to melt it into a puddle of metal.  “Cheap 
bastard.” 
 That remark had to have been directed at Koenma.  
Kurama laughed lightly as he looked out around the 
land.  “The oni is out this way.” 
 Hiei scooped up his cloak and shook it out with a 
snap.  Then he let it settle back around himself.  
Silently, he accompanied Kurama. 
 Kurama kept sneaking glances at his short partner 
as they walked.  Hiei wasn’t being very friendly.  Nor 
was he acting like he had when they had stolen the 
treasures.  Of course, then, Hiei had been the one in 
charge.  And Kurama had been the sulky, reluctant 
one.  Kurama figured it was Hiei’s right to be silent 

and bad-tempered if he wanted, but a little 
conversation would have been nice!  He’d gone to so 
much trouble to talk Hiei into this… 
 They went through another grove of trees and saw 
a village in front of them.  And the oni.  
 “There he…” 
 That was as far as Kurama got before the oni 
dissolved into a hundred sliced body parts, blood 
gushing out in an explosive fountain.  Then Hiei was 
standing next to Kurama again, sheathing his sword 
and putting his cloak back on. 
 “That’s over,” Hiei grunted. 
 Kurama glared at him.  The stupid demon wasn’t 
even ruffled!  It didn’t look like he’d gotten a single 
drop of blood on him, and he was standing there 
calm, not breathing hard, looking like it had been a 
stroll in the woods. 
 “What?” Hiei glowered back, “I finished the damn 
job.  You said we could kill it!” 
 “You’re too damn fast!” Kurama snapped.  Then 
he sighed, “Fine, the next one—” 
 “Next one?????  What next one?  You said one 
mission!  One!  I can go back to the prison now – this 
one is DONE!” Hiei yelled, his hair fluffing out in 
waves around his head and nearly dividing into two 
points like horns, but it never quite settled there.  His 
skin kept wavering colors from the pale-hued flesh of 
his normal form to the bright green of his jagan 
power. 
 Kurama grinned, not worried.  None of the jagan 
eyes had appeared on Hiei’s skin yet, so he was just 
upset, not angry.  “One mission,” he replied calmly, 
“We’re still on it.  I got the list of targets from 
Koenma before we left.”  He pulled it out of his 
pocket and studied the scroll carefully, “Several of 
them are here in China and the closest is just seventy 
miles that way,” he pointed to their right.  “We should 
be able to get there before nightfall.” 
 Hiei opened and closed his mouth a few times, his 
skin still shifting colors.  Then he snatched the paper 
out of Kurama’s hands and looked at it.  Finally, he 
glowered up at Kurama, “There are over three 
hundred targets on this list.”  For his evident anger, 
his voice was remarkably calm.  The eye of the storm. 
 Kurama grinned down at him, “Yeah.  I figure it’ll 
take us about a month to finish up this batch and then 
we can go get another list.  If Yusuke doesn’t have a 
mission for us by then, that is.” 
 In the act of putting the scroll in his pocket, Hiei 
paused.  Slowly, he looked up, “Yusuke?” 
 If he’s even half as intrigued as I am, it’s as good 
a lure on Hiei as it was on me when Koenma used it.  
Kurama feigned surprise, “Didn’t I mention that?  
When we’ve done a few jobs for Koenma, he’s going 
to partner us with Yusuke.” 
 The red eyes turned remote and cold, “You.” 
 “Huh?”  That hadn’t been a reaction Kurama 
expected. 
 “Koenma was going to pair you up with him.  
Don’t even try and assume I was included in that.” 
 Well…  It was true, Koenma hadn’t said anything 
more about it after Kurama had brought Hiei in…  
But Kurama could talk him into it; he knew he could.  
After all, he’d talked Hiei into joining him, hadn’t he?  
Kurama was the best thief there was – and he always 
got what he wanted.   
 “Hey!”  Kurama started running, “Wait for me!”  
The fire demon was a barely seen blur in front of him. 
 
 Kurama dropped to his knees, panting heavily.  In 
between pants he glared at the black-clad demon 
calmly standing on the hill overlooking the ravine.  
The demon didn’t look even the least bit winded!   
Kurama was exhausted.  They had run the entire 
way…  And he was sure the short demon had been 
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keeping the pace to exactly the fastest limit Kurama 
had.  He’d thought several times of stopping and 
walking, but he didn’t put it past Hiei to have killed 
the rouge demon before Kurama could even get there. 
 Eventually, he got his breathing under control.  
Kurama stood up and gave a pointed look at the 
demon.  Hiei turned around, his expression mildly 
innocent, “The demon is over by that cave.  It looks 
like it had a good feed yesterday and was sleeping, 
but it’s rested now.” 
 A good feed?  Kurama stepped up to look.  There 
were bones and skeletons tossed out neatly in a 
rubbish pile to one side of the cave.  Human bones.  
The demon was sitting on a rock, sunning itself in the 
early afternoon light.  It hadn’t bothered to take a 
human form and the lizard-like creature’s scales 
gleamed in the light.  Its tail beat gently on the ground 
next to it. 
 Kurama turned back to look at Hiei.  The demon 
was sitting on a tree branch and looking bored. 
 Kurama tapped his foot on the ground. 
 Hiei looked over, puzzled, “What?” 
 “The demon?” 
 “I got the last one.” 
 True…  Kurama glanced down in the ravine.  It 
had been awhile since Kurama had really had a 
chance to play the way he liked to.  And Hiei was just 
too fast.  Kurama grinned.  Okay – he’d show the 
little fire demon what a real hunt was like!  And he 
would dance like he hadn’t for years. 
 As Kurama walked down in the ravine, Hiei 
watched.  ‘Glided’ would be a more accurate term.  
The fox had taken the tasking to heart and his hair 
was fluffed out and if he had his fox ears, they would 
be perked up.  As it was, Kurama’s youki wrapped 
into and around the plants in the area, masking his 
movements, camouflaging the stealthy approach. 
 Kurama stepped out in the rocks and waited for 
the demon to notice him. 
 So what was the point of the sneaking?  Hiei 
shook his head. 
 The demon laughed.  Kurama stood there calmly.  
The demon taunted him.  Kurama replied with easy, 
piercing barbs.  The demon flexed its claws and 
sharpness flew from his fingers at Kurama.  Kurama 
leaned to one side and let them pass him by.  The 
demon used both hands and angled the targeting.  
Kurama leaped up in the air and somersaulted over 
the mobile claws.  The demon rushed to attack 
directly.  Kurama dodged.  The near-misses were 
numerous. 
 Hiei snorted in disgust.  That fox.  He’s limiting 
himself deliberately.  He’s waiting for each of those 
until the last possible moment.  All he’s done so far is 
bounce around – what’s the point in that?  But Hiei 
continued to watch.  He watched the smooth, graceful 
movements.  The contained power.  The flexibility 
and elegance.  The economy of motion that still 
flourished dramatic precision.  The grin on the 
delicate face and the bright green eyes.  Is he ever 
going to attack? 
 The demon turned and paused before rushing in 
again.  Doubt flickered over its features almost too 
quickly to be seen.  Confidence replaced it and it 
rushed to attack again.  This time, as Kurama stepped 
to one side, he struck out with the side of his open 
palm.  There was a brief glow at his hand as he 
focused his rei in the instant.  The blow surprised and 
staggered the demon, leaving an opening. 
 But instead of pursuing, Kurama stepped back out 
of the way and waited again. 
 Hiei raised an eyebrow. 
 The demon paused for a moment while it studied 
Kurama.  Then, apparently deciding the blow had 
been by chance, it rushed again.  Kurama dodged 

again.  Once, twice, then another strike.  This time, 
the look on the demon’s face was between 
astonishment and anger.  And then it started again. 
 The dance had changed now.  The demon tried to 
retreat.  Kurama would not let it.  Pinned in, 
contained, taunted.  The supremely confident arrogant 
look on the demon’s face turned to tremulous fear.  
There was nowhere it could go.  The fact of its defeat 
was in its eyes long before the end. 
 Hiei watched grimly as the demon went down 
under Kurama’s attack. 
 
 Kurama came back laughing, green eyes sparkling.  
He found Hiei seated next to a crackling wood fire 
that was burning with slightly transparent green 
flames.  Kurama raised an eyebrow as he settled 
down, “That was fun.” 
 Hiei said nothing, staring into the depths of the 
flames. 
 Finding a plate near the fire, Kurama pulled the 
food to him.  “Now, that was a proper fight!” 
 “Took too long,” Hiei grunted, not turning his 
gaze. 
 Kurama paused in mid-bite, then shrugged and 
continued eating.  In-between bites, he stated, “It’s all 
part of the dance.  One must work up to it, set it up, 
watch for the proper reactions – and only when you’re 
absolutely ready, then…  then is the moment for the 
kill.” 
 “Still took too long.” 
 Kurama wrinkled his nose, annoyed.  Actually, 
he’d rushed the fight a bit.  Because of nightfall 
coming up, and because Hiei had worn him out 
making him run the whole way here.  The demon 
could show some amount of appreciation for a proper 
dance!  The rest of his meal was eaten in sulky 
silence. 
 Kurama lazily stretched near the flames.  The 
demon fire was more than simple flame and he 
enjoyed the feel of the rei licking between the 
boundaries of there and not there.  Burning and not.  
Deadly and invisible, impossible and silent.  Unless 
you could hear what was not there – the crackling of 
flames burning combustibles that were not physical.  
If you could hear that, then it was a fire like any other.  
A part of the demon world, contained in the human.  
Idly, Kurama wondered how Hiei had managed to 
tame it down to something resembling a campfire.  
But after all, Hiei was part fire-demon.  That much 
was obvious to anybody who could read Hiei’s aura.  
Hiei didn’t use his fire power often, but it was as 
much a part of him as the jagan. 
 Hiei got up and started to blur away. 
 “Where are you going?” Kurama roused himself 
out of his abstractions.  There was still another point 
he had to make to the demon.  He’d been putting it 
off, but… 
 Hiei glanced at him, motionless, not shifting any 
further away.  His face was near invisible in the night 
air, and attention focused instead on the sharp white 
star in his hair.  “Tree.” 
 “Huh?”  Kurama sat up and crossed his legs. 
 “I’m going to be sleeping up there,” Hiei pointed 
at one of the tall trees next to them. 
 “Umm…” Kurama’s gaze drifted up and up…  
“How high?” 
 Hiei shrugged, “To a good watch-station.” 
 So – he wasn’t planning on cutting out.  He was 
going to spend the night and the next day spend 
another day of target hunting with Kurama.  But the 
demon didn’t look happy.  Not that Kurama could 
read anything from the impassive face.  But he 
knew…  “Before you go,” Kurama rustled around in 
his private space. 

 Hiei frowned in annoyance.  What the hell was the 
stupid fox up to this time?  And then he froze in 
complete shock as Kurama brought out a document.  
It wasn’t that the document looked terribly familiar.  
It was that Hiei could feel his youki on it.  He could 
feel his soul.  Hiei hissed in amazement and 
involuntarily took a step closer.  With an effort that 
had sparks flying from his skin, he stopped himself 
and forced himself to look at Kurama and not the 
document. 
 The spirit fox was looking sadly but steadily at 
Hiei.  He hadn’t really wanted to do this, but he knew 
there was no other way.  Not if he wanted to 
accomplish the rest of his real tasking, his challenge 
to himself.  Kurama held the document out, “Here – 
this is yours.” 
 Hiei swayed forward another step and forced 
himself again to stop.  Nervously, he licked his lips as 
he glanced from the roll of paper to the fox.  “Did 
Koenma give it to you?” 
 Kurama barked a laugh, “Of course not!”  His 
hand was tired from holding it still.  Reaching out, he 
laid the paper down on a rock between them.  Then he 
settled back to wait. 
 Hiei’s hand reached out to touch the paper and 
then he jerked back.  His gaze focused on the emerald 
eyes of the fox and stayed there.  “Why?” 
 Why indeed?  Kurama held the red gaze steadily as 
he answered, “Because you should be free.” 
 Lips curled back from gleaming fangs as Hiei 
snarled in a manner that would have done a cougar 
honor.  He batted the paper into the fire and watched 
it burn. 
 So did Kurama.  The flickering green flame 
became shades of purple and black as it ate at the 
substances within the document, burning the compact 
into nothingness.  It was no more.  When Kurama 
finally looked up, Hiei was gone.  With a long weary 
sigh, Kurama rolled up next to the fire and tried to go 
to sleep.  When he finally did, his dreams were of a 
silver fox running free in the woods. 
 
 
Chapter Two:  Alone? 

 Kurama eyed the yoma measuringly.  And then 
gestured with his hand.  The patch of plants it was 
standing in grew up around it and tightened.  The 
yoma fell to bits on the ground.  Kurama watched it 
with no satisfaction, only weary irritation.  He had 
abandoned the dance for efficiency.  Ten down on the 
list and 297 left to go.  It was going to be a long 
boring month.  There was no one to see his dance.  
Kurama glanced up to the rooftops in the town but he 
saw nothing.  Nothing… and no one.  Hiei.  It didn’t 
really matter anymore, but Kurama felt that he should 
at least finish the task.  With a sigh, he pulled out his 
list – the one Hiei had taken was a duplicate – and 
looked for the next target.  Then he turned and left.  
Leaving the body behind him. 
 
 He heard the crooning before he saw anything, but 
he was well guarded against the song of a siren: There 
wasn’t much that could get through the bleakness of 
despair.  Kurama pulled seeds out and disinterestedly 
looked for the demoness. 
 A blur of darkness flicked between him and her.  
Then the movements slowed and a small compact 
demon with shining black hair was diving towards the 
siren.  She wailed and reared back on her tail, lashing 
out with her tongue and song.  The demon effortlessly 
slipped by both and then the silver sword sliced the 
demoness in numerous small pieces. 
 There was stillness and silence for a long moment 
and then the figure blurred and was gone again. 
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 Kurama blinked.  And blinked again.  He looked 
around but didn’t see anybody.  Certainly there was 
no short, bad-tempered fire-demon in sight.  Yet there 
was a dead siren in front of him.  And…  a rose?  
Kurama reached down to his feet and picked up the 
black rose.  Black as night.  An apt description as 
Kurama narrowed his eyes and studied it more closely 
– it wasn’t actually black, but rather was the midnight 
blue that shaded so darkly as to be mistaken for black 
but still held hints of its true color in the light.  
Kurama stared at it.  It didn’t feel quite… right, 
exactly.  As Kurama reached out to it with his mind, 
suddenly he knew it wasn’t a rose that grew in the 
human world or the demon world.  Yet it smelled 
sweet and light as a rose should.  It looked like a rose 
should look.  And it was a gift, as roses should always 
be.  Kurama handled it carefully, though he sensed 
that the rose was not as delicate as it looked.  With a 
smile, he put it in his hair.  “Thank you,” he said to 
the emptiness around him. 
 Then he proceeded on with a lighter step. 
 
 
 It could have been a dream and was most likely 
just his imagination.  He’d imagined the siren and 
everything that went along with it.  Except that the 
rose was real.  Every night, Kurama took the rose out 
and looked at it just to make sure.  It had been seven 
days since Hiei had left the campfire and in all that 
time, there had only been the one glimpse of him on 
the third day.  Not another sight or feel of him since 
then.  If Hiei was around but hiding, surely Kurama 
would have felt his youki… but Kurama knew that 
Hiei was gone.  Hiei had taken the life Kurama had 
given him and left, leaving only the rose. 
 Maybe this is the only thing I’ll get in exchange 
for my life – this rose.  Kurama sighed; it looked like 
he’d miscalculated.  He’d really thought…  But Hiei 
was truly gone and not coming back again.  He had 
his freedom now, and Kurama had lost his.  But 
Kurama didn’t know what he would have done 
differently.  It had to have been done; Hiei would 
never have trusted him with the compact between 
them.  But without the compact… 
 Koenma wouldn’t let this go.  He had had Hiei in 
jail.  Captured.  Contained.  All that power and 
strength, subdued if not beaten.  And Kurama had 
talked Koenma into letting it out.  Koenma hadn’t 
really expected it – Kurama knew that.  But Koenma 
had agreed as long as his leash was on the wild beast. 
 But Kurama had taken off the leash; and now the 
wild demon was gone like the animals of the forest, 
free.  As Kurama was not:  He hadn’t given Koenma a 
compact, but he’d given his promise, and his mother 
still lived in the human world over which Koenma 
had domain.  Kurama would finish this job and go 
tamely back to Koenma’s office.  And would die there 
– for letting Hiei go. 
 He’d known this was a possible outcome.  He had 
thought of it.  And had dismissed any concerns.  
Wasn’t he the great Kurama?  Able to talk anybody 
into anything?  Able to steal the three Sacred 
Artifacts?  Able to steal a demon compact off the very 
desk of the heir to the spirit world?  Surely he should 
have been able to steal one little demon as well. 
 One little demon.  A mystery.  Koenma thought 
that Kurama was an enigma, but truthfully, that was 
Hiei.  Kurama hadn’t lived for six hundred years 
without learning anything about demons.  And Hiei 
didn’t truly fit the pattern, though Kurama hadn’t 
noticed, at first.  At first he’d seen nothing but what 
Hiei had allowed him to see:  A demonic creature of 
the night, intent on destruction and chaos, cunning 
and hateful.  Power incarnate. 

 And then Hiei had played with Yusuke…  Kurama 
owed Yusuke not just his life, but his mother’s as 
well.  For Yusuke had trusted him with the Mirror of 
Utter Dark, one of the three Sacred Treasures of the 
spirit world.  Yusuke had trusted him, so Kurama had 
to help him.  He’d gotten there barely in time, no time 
to do anything but place himself between Hiei and 
Yusuke.  And he’d felt the sword running through his 
body.  The metal slipping between skin and bones and 
organs like they weren’t even there.  Slipping through 
his soul as well.  Sliding between the bonds that made 
Kurama mortal and in control of his very self, killing 
his spirit.  Kurama had felt it.  And could do nothing 
about it.  That was, after all, the power of Ghost 
Slayer.  It captured human souls.  And killed spirits 
with one stroke.  Kurama was dead.  A normal sword 
he could have recovered from.  But not Ghost Slayer.  
One of the three Great Treasures of the Spirit World.  
Kurama was dead without the chance to slip away. 
 Or so he’d thought.  Until he felt the soft tentacles 
of a powerful mind wrapping around the sword and 
untangling the threads of Kurama’s soul from it.  
Shoving Kurama back where he belonged as a hoarse 
voice screamed at him. ‘What the hell are you 
doing!?’ 
 Kurama had wanted to yell back, ‘What are you 
doing?’  Hiei…  Yusuke had to finish the fight.  So 
Kurama had provided the means.  But he was left 
with a new interest and a mystery.  Why had Hiei 
saved his life?  Why did he care one way or the other 
what happened to Kurama?  Simply a thief.  One who 
was in a human body.  One that had betrayed Hiei.  
Turned away from the group.  Left to follow his own 
path.  Steadfastly standing against all that Hiei stood 
for. 
 And Hiei had saved his life. 
 So. 
 So here Kurama was. 
 In the woods.  Staring at a very normal campfire 
burning yellow and red – no sign of green flames.  
Staring at it and preparing to die.  Koenma would not 
let this pass by.  He could not, and still be ruler of the 
Spirit World.  For letting Hiei go, Kurama’s life 
would be forfeit. 
 But then, he only had his life because of Hiei 
anyhow.  Hiei and Yusuke.  Two mysteries that 
Kurama wanted to know more about.  But now… now 
he would never know.  Hiei… 
 Kurama had thought it wouldn’t come to this.  He 
had confidently planned out all the little traps and 
maneuvered his way around all the barriers he could 
find.  He had thought he’d found them all.  
Obviously, he’d missed some.  Either that, or in the 
end, the treasure room was empty.  Sometimes that 
happened.  The thief would go through all the 
motions, slip through every guard.  And find only a 
bankrupt merchant who had sold everything yet kept 
up the pretense of having something valuable.  Or the 
real jewel had been replaced with paste long ago.  
Cunning paste good enough to fool casual inspection.  
It was only when one looked at it closely that it was 
revealed to be worthless. 
 With a sigh, Kurama curled into a small ball and 
cried himself to sleep. 
 
 
 The dragon was beautiful.  So beautiful and yet so 
deadly.  Kurama, on the verge of using his plants 
again, hesitated.  Then decided to dance.  He had no 
audience but the dragon itself.  Yet, he felt the dragon 
worth the dance.  Too beautiful for simple efficiency.  
This one required beauty even in death.  So.  Kurama 
would dance for the dragon.   
 Kurama danced. 

 A final slice and it was done.  The pine tree was 
chopped down.  As it fell, the rough bark turned back 
into scales and the dragon assumed its form in death. 
 Kurama shook his head as he looked at the dead 
dragon.  At the end, it had tried to hide in the shape of 
a pine tree, and that came closer to Kurama’s heart 
than the dragon would ever know.  Yet, it was also 
what Kurama knew best.  Kurama had been tempted 
to let the dragon go, but that would have stopped the 
dance – and his mission.  There were still 200 list 
targets to go, and Kurama would finish what he had 
started out to do. 
 The red-haired fox-spirit watched the unmoving 
body of the dragon.  It was beautiful, all shiny scales 
and metallic hide.  Dark, near black, with bright 
highlights of white circles around the edges of the 
scales.  A very true and obvious image of power 
contained.  Kurama regretted having to kill something 
so beautiful. 
 With a sigh, he walked back to his camp to pack 
up and move on.  He was in the high mountains now, 
on the outskirts of China.  Soon he would leave for 
Mongolia and take care of the list items there.  It was 
fairly quiet here in this remote land.  No people.  At 
least none now that the dragon had eaten them all.  
And now the dragon would be food for the creatures 
of the woods.  By the time humans moved back into 
the area, there would be nothing left but bones and 
scales.  Kurama wondered what classification it 
would get in the scientists’ books. 
 “You still take too long.  What if something else 
attacks you in the meantime?” 
 Kurama’s heart stopped. 
 His green eyes widened in shock and disbelief as 
he raised his head to look at the demon sitting 
casually on a rock next to Kurama’s campsite.  He 
tried to speak Hiei’s name but couldn’t find his breath 
or his voice.  His legs lost their strength and he 
collapsed down to his knees, hands by his side limply 
hanging down, his gaze transfixed. 
 The demon raised a sardonic eyebrow, “Hn.  
Guess I won’t need the rock after all.”  He stood up 
and jumped lightly down. 
 “Rock?” Kurama managed to get out.  He wasn’t 
really thinking.  He wasn’t sure if he was breathing.  
How???  Why…? 
 “So I can be level with your eyes,” the demon 
chuckled as he walked forward.  Standing, he was 
only slightly taller than Kurama kneeling. 
 Kurama watched him approach, his mind in a 
daze.  Was it real?  Was that… Hiei?  Come back to 
him?  Would Kurama not be killed after all? 
 The demon stopped two feet away from Kurama 
and stood still for a long moment.  Kurama simply 
watched him.  The week of mindless killing with his 
hope dying by degrees had left its mark on him and 
Kurama just couldn’t react to the sudden change.  
Hiei regarded Kurama for a long moment and then 
reached up to the corner of his cloak, taking it off and 
letting it pool in a puddle around his feet.  Hiei’s pale 
skin shaded to a dark green and he took the sword out 
of its sheath, tossing the scabbard away as he 
balanced the sword in front of his body, his gaze 
intent on Kurama.  Eyes started to open over Hiei’s 
body. 
 Kurama blinked, off-balance just as he was 
starting to get his feet under him again.  He’s going to 
kill me.  That wasn’t a path he’d foreseen.  But now 
that it was upon him, Kurama realized it was a logical 
one.  Kurama had stolen something from Hiei after all 
– it hadn’t been an empty room.  And Hiei was going 
to take it back in the only way he could.  “Hiei…” 
Kurama started to speak, not sure what he would say.  
Hadn’t he been prepared for death a moment ago?  
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And then had been stunned with a chance for life.  
And it was being swept away again… 
 The sword flashed towards him.  Fast.  But slow 
considering it was Hiei wielding it.  Kurama could see 
it moving.  Could feel the sharp metal touching his 
skin.  Could feel his second-best outfit falling in 
shreds around him.  The sword returned to poise in 
front of Hiei as the demon stared at him, his 
expression unchanged. 
 Kurama blinked, surprised into indignation, “Hiei!  
That was my favorite shirt.” 
 “I’ll buy you a new one,” Hiei spoke softly.  He 
drove the sword point-first into the ground, driving it 
through stone like butter and then leaving it there.  He 
stepped forward and leaned downwards very slightly 
to press his lips against Kurama’s. 
 What the…  Kurama wasn’t just off-balance 
anymore.  He was gone.  Totally and completely 
baffled.  No longer even thinking he understood 
anything anymore.  With a gasp, he pulled back, 
“Hiei!  What—”  And then Kurama realized that he 
was looking straight into Hiei’s jagan, which was 
open and glowing bright.  “Hiei!” Kurama screamed 
as his soul was sucked into the void. 
 
 In the whirling void there was nothing and 
everything.  Darkness and colors.  Shapes and forms 
and tastes and texture where nothing existed.  Kurama 
couldn’t scream anymore.  He couldn’t think.  He…  
A question whirled through the void, wrapping itself 
around him. 
 “What do you want from me?” 
 Kurama didn’t understand the question.  He 
opened his mouth to speak, but then heard his voice.  
His voice and not his voice.  It was him, but not 
him…  With another shock, Kurama recognized it as 
his Truth. 
 “Only what you will give.” 
 “Hn…” 
 Suddenly, Kurama was released from the void.  He 
was back in the world, still on his knees, still staring 
at Hiei… 
 Hiei was grinning down at him, “I think I can 
manage that.”  He reached his hand forward and 
brushed Kurama’s face gently, running his fingers 
across Kurama’s eyelids as they automatically closed. 
 Kurama felt the featherlight weight of Hiei’s lips 
press against his own again, even as Hiei’s hands 
slipped around his head to stroke through his hair. 
 Kurama pulled back, shoving Hiei away from him 
in the same instant, “Hiei!  What—” 
 For the second time, his question was forestalled.  
This time as his eyes didn’t open.  Or rather, as they 
opened but he couldn’t see…  There was only 
darkness, yet not the darkness of the void, a much 
more real and solid darkness.  He couldn’t see 
anything… he was blind.  “Hiei!” Kurama screamed, 
flailing outward, seeking to touch to feel…  He 
dropped down on the ground and dug his hands in the 
dirt.  “What have you done????” 
 “Hn.” 
 The calm voice was very near to him.  Kurama 
jerked up and frantically tried to orientate… 
 “Calm down, wild fox – let’s go to the campfire.  
Just lean on me for now.” Hiei’s voice sounded rather 
self-satisfied and gentle hands tugged Kurama up and 
supported him while he balanced. 
 Standing without sight was hard to do.  Not to 
mention the confusion running through Kurama’s 
mind.  He was out of the void, but just starting to find 
himself.  And the calm, reassuring voice of the demon 
assured him not at all.  What is Hiei doing?  What has 
he done?  He had taken Kurama’s sight, somehow.  
But why?  Kurama did not like being played with. 

 “I wonder,” Hiei’s voice was still very soft as the 
gentle hands guided Kurama into stepping forward a 
few hesitant steps, “did you really know what you 
were doing?” 
 Kurama was starting to get his balance.  And a 
cold-white flame was starting to flare up in his heart.  
You will make of me a play-thing?  You will make me 
rely on you?  You will learn better, damn demon.  He 
hid his cold anger for a few moments longer.  “What 
do you mean?” 
 There was a low rueful chuckle.  It didn’t sound 
like Hiei, and yet it did.  “Did you know what you 
were doing when you wanted me to join you?” 
 The flame flared up into a bonfire.  Kurama 
snarled angrily, “Obviously not!!” His hand whipped 
through his hair to grab and scatter seeds that he knew 
by touch and feel.  He sent his mind out to make them 
grow, to punish this upstart demon that would dare to 
play games with Kurama! 
 And Kurama fell back reeling as his mind met a 
block more powerful than anything he had ever felt 
before.  He couldn’t feel his plants.  His rei was 
sealed.  Contained.  More thoroughly than a warding.  
Tighter than a poison.  He was trapped.  Trapped…  
Kurama screamed as he fell to his knees once more, 
his hands raising to cover his face. 
 The hunter had been hunted.  And was pinned.  As 
Kurama had taunted all those demons he slew, so now 
was he taunted in turn.  Powerless.  He felt his utter 
helplessness at Hiei’s hands and for the first time in 
his long life, he was afraid.  Hiei hadn’t killed him.  
Hiei wanted him alive for some reason.  Hiei had seen 
through all of his cunning and his plans and his 
purpose.  And Hiei had laid his own trap.  Kurama 
had thought Hiei was the prey, but really it was 
Kurama.  And he was helpless.  Totally so.  With no 
rei, with no power, without his sight and without his 
plants, what could he do? 
 In spite of his pride, Kurama began to shake, his 
fear tearing him apart. 
 “You’re frightened?” A puzzled voice through the 
darkness.  “Of me?”  A whisper of wind in the breeze, 
“Bide a moment, my fox, and you will be free.” 
 Hiei?  The gentle voice didn’t sound like the 
demon.  And yet it did.  My fox?  Wait a minute…  
Kurama’s shivering started to abate, as he tried to 
figure out what was going on.  Then gentle hands 
brushed lightly over Kurama’s eyes and a kiss on his 
lips before the sensation withdrew.  Kurama opened 
his eyes and blinked in the light.  He reached out with 
his mind and felt his plants ready for his tasking.  He 
brushed the seeds back into his hand and tucked them 
in his hair, staring at the short demon standing several 
feet away, back turned towards Kurama, staring into 
the mountain mist. 
 “I’m sorry, Kurama,” came the soft voice, “I didn’t 
realize you’d take it that way.”  The voice was 
impossibly gentle, “The last thing I would ever do 
would be to hurt you.”  He corrected himself 
instantly, “No, not the last thing.  The thing I would 
never do.” 
 Kurama watched as Hiei turned around to look at 
him, the red eyes sparkling, a good-natured smile 
upon the thin lips.  It is Hiei.  That voice, gentle, 
kind, caring…  But how?  Fascinated, he watched as 
Hiei’s lips parted to speak again. 
 “I needed to gain some time after the void, and I 
thought you wouldn’t be hurt by what you could not 
see.  Obviously I wasn’t thinking about how you 
would see it!” 
 “Hiei?” Kurama whispered, “What’s going on?  
What…?” 
 Hiei walked back to him and those gentle soft 
hands ran over Kurama’s face again.  Avoiding the 
eyes.  Kurama shivered at the light stroke.  One hand 

moved back into Kurama’s hair, stroking it gently.  
The other cupped his chin lightly, a thumb running 
softly over Kurama’s lips.  “Kurama,” Hiei murmured 
in a deep, sensual tone, “my beautiful fox.”  And Hiei 
leaned in towards Kurama, his intent obviously to kiss 
him again. 
 Kurama grabbed Hiei’s hands firmly in his own 
and stood up and out of Hiei’s reach.  “Hiei…  
Enough of that.  What are you doing?” 
 Those red eyes gazed calmly and… peacefully… 
up at him.  A soft chuckle rose in Hiei’s throat as he 
smiled trustingly up at Kurama.  “I didn’t think so.  I 
didn’t think you knew what you were doing.” 
 Kurama swallowed.  He didn’t understand…  
anything really.  This wasn’t Hiei in front of him.  Not 
this gentle, soft demon with the glowing, trusting 
eyes.  Kurama blinked.  Trusting?  Hiei?  Trust… 
 “Ah, there you start to see,” Hiei grinned in 
amusement, “Kurama, you stupid fox – what did you 
think would happen when you caught me?” 
 “Uhh…”  Kurama had thought to show the little 
demon that it was okay to trust somebody, with a 
gesture of trusting him.  He had wanted to get through 
the barriers that the unfeeling demon had put up.  He 
had expected a slow, gradual dance, stepping closer 
bit by bit, moving cautiously in so not to frighten.  He 
had wanted to find the mystery deep within and solve 
its puzzle.  In the end, he had wanted… a friend.  
Kurama hadn’t expected the demon to respond this 
quickly, neither had Kurama expected Hiei to fall in 
love with him.  “Hiei,” Kurama stumbled over the 
demon’s name, his hands still holding his.  “Hiei, I 
didn’t… I mean I…”  Kurama took a deep breath, “I 
don’t feel that way about you.”  And now he really 
would be killed.  But in this, even now, he couldn’t lie 
to the demon; it was too important. 
 Hiei’s mouth stayed in the little grin, “That’s okay.  
I don’t expect you to.  But,” with a quick gesture, Hiei 
freed his hands and used them to stroke Kurama’s 
bare chest, “what does that have to do with sex?” 
 “Sex?” Kurama squeaked.  He took two steps 
backward, putting distance between him and the 
demon.  “You… I mean you…”  He took a steadying 
breath, “Hiei – no.”  Kurama was almost in control of 
himself again – if not the situation. 
 Hiei’s eyes widened in surprise and for a moment, 
the mocking tone was back in his voice, “What’s this?  
Yoko not wanting to accept pleasure?  Can this be 
possible?” 
 The fox spirit’s mouth tightened in a frown, “I am 
Kurama.  Yoko is dead.  He died fifteen years ago.  I 
am Kurama.” 
 “Of course,” Hiei spoke softly again, “I’m sorry.”  
With a sigh, Hiei turned away and walked to the 
campfire, blowing upon the embers and putting some 
green into the yellow flames.  “It’s been a long day.  
I’m going to get some rest.” 
 Kurama blinked in surprise as the demon curled 
up by the fire, his arm wrapping around to cover his 
eyes.  Hiei looked… like a house cat settling down for 
a nap.  He took a step forward, “Hiei?” 
 Hiei didn’t move, but his voice was soft in the 
breeze, “We’ll talk tomorrow.  I used up most of your 
rei while I was looking for my answer, and you need 
your rest.” 
 While he was looking for his answer?  Kurama 
stared at the demon.  And suddenly remembered the 
void.  With the question whirling around him.  ‘What 
do you want from me?’  And the answer that had 
come back from Kurama’s soul.  The answer he 
hadn’t known himself.  ‘What you will give.’  It had 
been a true answer – Kurama hadn’t expected much 
from the demon.  He thought he might find a friend, 
of sorts.  He thought that with time, he’d find the 
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answer to his mystery.  But Hiei had taken the 
answer… and had found acceptance within it. 
 Shakily, Kurama glanced at the sword stuck in the 
ground behind him, then forward to the demon 
sleeping by the campfire.  He walked forward and 
carefully lowered himself down.  He could feel it now 
– the drain on his rei.  He was almost totally 
exhausted.  Thoughtfully, Kurama studied Hiei’s 
curled form.  If he was exhausted, what must Hiei feel 
like?  That took a hell of a lot of control, to use the 
jagan so finely, so carefully.  To seek for a single 
answer and no more.  Kurama would have known if 
Hiei had used it to rummage through his memories 
and self.  Hiei hadn’t.  And the preciseness of the use, 
to carefully open the path and not control.  Not to 
drive Kurama insane and to bring him back out again, 
intact. 
 That had been what all that earlier part had been 
for:  To get Kurama off-balance enough so that his 
barriers were down completely.  If Kurama had any 
sort of barriers up at the time, breaking through them 
would have destroyed Kurama’s mind. 
 With a feeling of wonder, Kurama reached out to 
tentatively touch the spiky black hair on the demon’s 
head.  He took such care… To avoid hurting me.  
‘Hurting you is the thing I would never do.’  Hiei’s 
hair wasn’t rough or spiky like it looked.  Instead, it 
was fine and soft.  Kurama found himself stroking it 
gently, over and over again.  So soft.   
 Hiei stirred and Kurama jerked his hands back, 
feeling hot and flustered.  His face was probably as 
red as his hair.  But Hiei merely shifted, his arm 
falling down from his face and his body uncoiling a 
bit from its curl. 
 Kurama watched him in astonishment.  I’ll be 
damned.  He really is asleep!  Carefully, Kurama 
reached out again and stroked through the soft fur.  It 
probably was closer to fur than hair.  Just as 
Kurama’s hair was more of a mane.  That was what 
gave Hiei’s hair the spiky look, fur puffed out like a 
fighting cat.  Kurama stroked it carefully and was 
rewarded with seeing the spikes slowly settle softly 
down.  To his total amazement, a sound like purring 
came from Hiei’s chest and the demon smiled in his 
sleep. 
 “Hiei, what am I going to do with you?” Kurama 
whispered softly, continuing to pet the sleeping 
demon.  He understood now what had happened.  The 
acceptance that Kurama had shown… the demon gave 
back ten-fold.  Trust must be such a rare thing in 
Hiei’s life that the short demon didn’t know what else 
to do with it other than give it back.  Truthfully, that’s 
what Kurama had been hoping for… just not in this 
magnitude.  He loves me.  Hiei, cold-hearted ruthless 
killer, dark demon of the deepest depths of hell, who 
will stop at nothing to get what he wants… Hiei loves 
me. 
 “What did I do?”  Frightened by the enormity of 
what he’d done, Kurama drew back, watching the 
small form.  His hands wanted to go back to that soft 
fur…  He held himself still.  The only reaction from 
Hiei was a slight stirring.  After a moment, the 
purring stopped and there was only the sound of soft 
breathing. 
 And the sound of Kurama’s heart beating loudly.  
“Oh enough of that,” Kurama berated himself.  Hiei 
was right – they could talk about it in the morning.  
Kurama was so tired…  He glanced over at the sunset 
in amazement.  He’d danced with the dragon through 
the night and when he’d finished the dance, it had 
been mid-morning.  And now it was evening?  
Kurama looked back to Hiei – he must have spent 
more time in the vortex than it had seemed.  It had 
seemed like only a few moments.  But the whole day 
had gone by.  Or had it been after the void?  As he 

was emerging into the light.  Kurama vaguely 
remembered hands stroking him gently, a soft voice 
murmuring reassurances; a guide drawing him 
carefully out.  Even after the answer… I could have 
died, I was so far in…  That’s what the blindness and 
the rei block had been about.  To keep Kurama from 
trying to use all his senses while his soul was still 
settling back into his body.  Kurama sighed, “Hiei – 
can’t you ever do anything straightforward?” 
 The kiss had been straightforward enough.  
Kurama ran his fingers over his lips, feeling again the 
gentle caress.  It had been lightly placed and not at all 
demanding, feeling almost tentative.  Kurama looked 
down at the demon thoughtfully.  ‘What does that 
have to do with sex?’  Kurama doubted if the fire 
demon was a virgin.  That was almost an 
impossibility in the demon world.  Yet… in the 
demon world, sex rarely had anything to do with the 
deeper emotions.  Dominance.  Trade.  And pleasure.  
Pure and simple.  Kurama had to admit that that 
attitude was how he used to look at it himself, even 
though he was a spirit rather than a demon.  After he 
left the pack of his youth, Yoko had never formed one 
of his own.  He was a lone fox, happy to be the best 
thief there was and delighting in his possessions.  And 
sex was merely for pleasure, albeit, a lot of pleasure! 
 But fifteen years as a human had changed some of 
his attitudes.  Kurama used to sneak over to his 
parents’ room and watch them without them knowing 
he was there.  It was different than what he knew, 
there was more than the pleasure, there was also love.  
Kurama could vaguely remember the love between 
Yoko’s pack members.  The males and females 
sharing and caring and loving each other.  Supporting 
and nurturing, as they guided the young foxes on their 
first steps of life.  Six hundred years was a very old 
memory, but watching his human parents brought 
some of it back.  Most kitsune were lone foxes in their 
adolescence, as they formed their independence and 
learned to live.  As they matured, however, most 
found their own packs, their own mates, their own 
families.  But he never had.  Yoko wasn’t the only 
lone fox out there, but his kin shunned the lone ones, 
thinking them odd and missing something vital.  For 
perhaps the first time, Kurama knew why his family 
avoided Yoko.  Yoko had not known love. 
 Love…  Hiei spoke of pleasure, but unknowingly 
offered love. 
 Suddenly, Kurama wondered what it would be 
like…  To hold that smaller body in his, to have those 
delicate hands stroking his body…  Kurama bit his lip 
and hauled in his thoughts.  With a sigh, he laid down 
on the other side of the fire and closed his eyes.  
Almost instantly, he could feel sleep reaching out to 
claim him. 
 
 
Chapter Three:  What to do… 

 The fox ran in the woods, chasing after 
something as yet unseen.  It was the game, the 
play.  He would let the prey think it was getting 
away… And then what he was chasing suddenly 
turned.  The fox found itself facing a huge black 
dragon rearing up high, mouth open to engulf…  
The head came down and swallowed the fox 
whole.  Down, down, down.  In the dark pit.  
Falling ever farther down.  Falling.  Falling.  
There was no end to the sensation, to the pit, to 
the depths.  Falling… 
 
 Kurama woke up in a sweat, his body tensed and 
frozen in place.  With a shudder, he forced himself to 
relax, unclenching his muscles one by one.  It was a 
dream.  Just a nightmare.  Kurama shivered again 

and wrapped his arms around the warm body next to 
him, bringing the warmth closer. 
 Huh?  Kurama blinked and looked down, realizing 
that he was holding Hiei tightly.  The demon was still 
asleep, curled into Kurama’s chest, arms wrapped 
around his own.  How? 
 It looked like Hiei was having a nightmare of his 
own, the small body quivering and whimpering 
sounds coming from deep within.  Kurama shook him 
slightly, “Hiei, wake up.  Hiei.”  He stroked a hand 
reassuringly over Hiei’s fur, “Hiei, it’s only a dream.  
I’m here, Hiei.  I’m here.”  And then Kurama 
wondered why he’d given that type of reassurance. 
 But even as he wondered, Hiei’s eyes flickered 
open and the red gaze sought him out.  A look that 
was fearful and tentative at the same time.  A lost 
puppy, looking for its home.  A frightened cat, 
expecting a blow.  Hiei, looking for him. 
 Without thinking, Kurama leaned over and kissed 
Hiei gently on the forehead, over the bound jagan, 
“I’m here Hiei.  I haven’t gone away.  I’m here.” 
 Confidence slowly replaced the fear in the 
demon’s eyes.  Confidence, trust, and love. 
 Inwardly, Kurama shuddered again.  What have I 
done?  What have I done? 
 After a moment, Hiei pulled back from Kurama’s 
embrace.  The demon sat up and ran his fingers 
though his hair, fluffing it out into its normal spiky 
self.  He glanced over at Kurama and said calmly, “I 
expect you have questions, but don’t expect me to 
answer many of them.”  He grinned, “You might have 
me now, but if you try to bind me you will find me 
gone.” 
 Have?  Kurama blinked.  And ran his own hand 
through his hair in frustration.  It was like trying to 
play a game without knowing the rules.  Bind?  But…  
I don’t understand!  Kurama wailed to himself.  
Sitting up, he stared at the demon, as if he could find 
answers just by watching him. 
 Hiei stared back at him with his mouth barely 
quirked up – a broad grin for that normally impassive 
demon.  Then Hiei stood up so quickly it almost 
looked like he floated and he walked to his sword 
stuck in the ground.  With a quick move, he pulled it 
out, flicked it out to disperse the dirt and then 
sheathed the sword. 
 And on that moment, Kurama felt spell wards 
around the camp dissolve.  He glanced around to 
double-check what he felt, but the wards were gone 
now…  Kurama looked back to where Hiei was now 
putting his cloak back on.  Spell wards.  Protecting 
us while…  While Hiei was getting his answer.  
Perhaps Hiei hadn’t changed that much after all.  For 
one thing, he was still as annoying as ever – Such a 
smugly confident demon, always planning things 
down to the last precise detail…  Kurama was still 
annoyed at the way he’d been so neatly maneuvered 
off-balance the night before.  He glanced in irritation 
at the spot where a few shreds of cloth still lay on the 
ground.  That had been his favorite shirt… 
 “Over on your left.” 
 Kurama blinked.  And looked over at a pack 
sitting by the fire – one that hadn’t been there before.  
The fox’s curiosity got the better of him and he 
reached over, opening it up.  On top was a shirt made 
of the finest silk, spun in shades of russet and amber, 
delicate dark roses embroidered on the collar and seal.  
Kurama lifted it out and ran a hand over the smooth 
fabric.  The other had been his favorite shirt, but not 
his best outfit.  Kurama thought that this shirt would 
now be favorite and best.  ‘I’ll buy you another.’  Hiei 
had anticipated him yet again.  But… ‘buy?’  With a 
quirk of a grin, Kurama checked the tag… and his 
eyes widened.  It was true.  There really was a receipt 
attached to the shirt.  Kurama gulped at the price it 
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showed and involuntarily glanced over at the demon 
sitting on the rock.   
 Hiei raised an eyebrow, amusement showing 
behind the quietness. 
 “Uh, how…” 
 Hiei grinned, “Investments…  Koenma couldn’t 
confiscate all my assets!”  The sour note was back in 
his voice as he remembered his captivity. 
 Oops, shouldn’t have reminded him.  Kurama put 
the shirt to one side and continued to explore through 
the pack.  There were a few more outfits, some food – 
Kurama started to munch on the sweet fruit bars 
immediately – and several small souvenirs.  Kurama 
lifted them out and placed them in a row on a rock, 
eyeing them narrowly.  Finally, he looked up. 
 Hiei sat on the rock, hands behind his head as he 
half-stretched, half-reclined, watching Kurama 
intently.  Silently, he waited. 
 More games…  Kurama wasn’t going to ask.  He 
picked one of the things up and turned it over in his 
hands…  ‘Made in Mongolia.’  He  picked up 
another, ‘Made in India.’  ‘Official souvenir of 
Yugoslavia.’  A replicate of a certain temple in Nepal.  
And a couple of others.  Kurama sighed, “Did you 
finish everything on the list?” 
 A deep chuckle congratulated his astuteness.  
“That gives us three weeks before Koenma-kun 
expects us back.” 
 Involuntarily, Kurama’s head jerked up.  Us????  
Does that mean…? 
 Hiei didn’t move from his perch on the rock, but 
his voice was softly serious, “I’d never do anything 
that would endanger you, Kurama.” 
 And that included going back to the camp of the 
enemy.  Kurama shook his head slowly.  He hadn’t 
realized things would go this far.  He’d wanted Hiei’s 
trust, yes… but the love… the love was totally 
unexpected.  He swallowed the dryness in his throat.  
“Hiei…” 
 The demon regarded him almost impassively even 
as he lowered his arms and crossed them in front of 
his chest, shifting his position.  Now that Kurama 
knew Hiei a bit better, he could see the fear behind 
the action.  Fear of rejection.  That Kurama would 
speak the words… 
 Kurama sighed, “Hiei…”  The name trailed off, as 
there was nothing more Kurama could say. 
 There was a long silence. 
 “You can ask your questions now,” Hiei finally 
broke the silence, “I’ll answer what I can.” 
 Kurama shook his head.  No.  He had no 
questions.  The ones he really wanted to ask were the 
ones that were sure to drive Hiei away, and he didn’t 
want to do that.  The other questions he either knew 
the answer to already, or he was willing to wait for the 
answer.  If he trusted the demon enough to let him go, 
then surely he trusted him enough to wait. 
 Hiei’s eyes widened at Kurama’s gesture.  He 
lifted a hand uncertainly, then put it down again, 
clasped around his knee as he sat perched upon the 
rock, one leg dangling down, the other drawn up to 
his chest.  Half-open and relaxed, the other half tense 
and protective. 
 He loves me, he trusts me, but he still doesn’t 
know what I will do.  Kurama grinned, his heavy 
mood lightening.  Hiei is not all-powerful.  He 
doesn’t anticipate everything.  Carefully, Kurama 
approached the next thought, he didn’t know I was 
going to steal him.  And now that Kurama had Hiei, 
what was he going to do with the demon?  It wasn’t a 
problem that Kurama usually had with things he stole.  
He studied Hiei thoughtfully, wondering. 
 Hiei stared back, waiting. 
 Well, Kurama could think of one thing to do…  
But the trouble was, he wasn’t sure he wanted to.  The 

memory of Hiei’s soft fur.  The gentle, tentative 
kisses.  But Kurama’s body hadn’t responded to them.  
Yet, at that time he’d been so confused and scared 
and frightened… it was no wonder he hadn’t 
responded.  The memory of the kisses and the soft fur 
was almost enough…  The memory and the thought.  
Maybe…  But the emotions were still confused.  
Kurama didn’t love Hiei – he wanted him as a friend 
and a partner, he wanted his trust, but he’d never even 
thought about love.  He’d never thought of it as a 
possibility.  But now he had the little demon’s love…  
Yet…  ‘What does love have to do with sex?’  
Kurama felt that he should agree with that statement.  
He could remember the pleasure that sex brought.  He 
could remember it – in his Yoko form.  In this life, his 
human body had only recently begun to function as an 
adult’s.  It was still uncertain and awkward at times, 
growing into a body that wasn’t the same as he’d had 
for six hundred years.  Heck – this body hadn’t even 
had sex yet.  But there wasn’t really anything in the 
human world that had made him want it yet, either.  
The children he went to school with… were children.  
His same physical age, but they were all trying out 
these feelings for the first time ever and giggling and 
sorting out the emotions from the feelings…  Kurama 
knew better.  He was amused at the way his body 
would react to the sight of a pretty girl, but he knew 
better than to confuse the physical reaction with 
emotion.  Or to seriously get involved with any 
human girl.  There were certainly enough girls in his 
high school and a lot that would look longingly at his 
perfect form.  But beyond the looks, they mostly 
tended to avoid him.  Somehow, they could sense the 
fox spirit behind the human facade.  They would 
laugh nervously and fancy themselves smitten, but 
truly they were just uneasy in his presence.  Rapid 
heart and shallow breath could be either attraction or 
fear.  Without knowing the cause, they thought it was 
attraction.  It was really fear of the fox, of the non-
human in their midst.  Afraid of Kurama.  Scared of 
angering him.  Terrified of what might happen if they 
did. 
 Kurama grinned – that was one problem he 
wouldn’t have with the demon.  What would Hiei care 
if he got angry?  The little demon could smash him 
flat without thinking about it, his rei power 
overwhelmed Kurama’s to such an extent. 
 Actually, Kurama did have a question, “Why did 
you agree?” 
 “To join you?”  Like lightening in a storm, Hiei’s 
grin flashed across his face, “I didn’t want to make 
you angry.” 
 “HUH???”  Kurama blinked.  The answer so 
paralleled his thoughts – “Hiei!  Are you reading my 
mind?” 
 The demon blinked in surprise, “Of course not.”  
He slipped down off the rock with a bare minimum of 
motion and stood there a moment before walking 
closer.  “Do you remember what you did when I first 
approached you with the job?” 
 Oh.  That.  Yes, he remembered.  And Kurama 
threw his head back and laughed, “You didn’t want to 
make me angry…” 
 Hiei grinned at the amused fox.   “I love the way 
your eyes sparkle when you’re happy.  The green of 
life itself, delighting in life, living life.” 
 Kurama’s laugh faltered and died out.  He stared 
at Hiei with wide eyes. 
 Walking until he was standing next to where 
Kurama sat on the ground, Hiei stood silently for a 
moment, looking down as Kurama looked up.  
Slowly, Hiei reached out to finger a lock of Kurama’s 
hair.  “Beautiful,” he whispered.  “So very beautiful.  
I hadn’t noticed before.  Not until they cut my rei 
from me and bound my jagan.  Then I had to see how 

beautiful you were.  Graceful, slender, a bamboo 
swaying in the breeze.  A rose, soft and delicate – yet 
never forget the thorns.  Strength under the beauty 
and grace.  Such a strength of will.  And power.”  He 
grinned and his other hand moved up to brush the 
other side of Kurama’s hair, “But I’m talking about 
the rei again.  Or am I?  There is a strength in you 
beyond what spirits consider power.  Akin to 
Yusuke’s.  I think it has something to do with life.  
And you have so much of that…”   
 Hiei knelt down next to Kurama, staying up on his 
knees, while Kurama was sitting flat.  They were 
almost equal in height then.  Hiei’s hands stroked 
through Kurama’s hair while Kurama sat still, his 
wide-eyed gaze on Hiei, his breathing coming rapidly 
as he shivered under Hiei’s gentle touch.  I think Hiei 
got tired of waiting for me to do something…  But 
what Hiei was doing to him…  Kurama closed his 
eyes, shivering.  Hiei’s hands drifted from his hair to 
Kurama’s face, lightly exploring and touching.  His 
finger drew gently over Kurama’s lips and Kurama’s 
mouth parted with a gasp.  Hiei…  Hiei… this isn’t 
what I wanted… 
 The hands withdrew and there was only the breeze 
upon his skin.  After several long minutes went by, 
Kurama opened his eyes again. 
 Hiei was back up on the rock, watching him with 
concern in those red eyes of his. 
 Concern?  Kurama tried to settle his breathing.  
He didn’t have any doubts about his body any more.  
It seemed this human body could definitely respond 
given the proper stimuli.  But why Hiei had 
withdrawn…  “Hiei?” 
 One black-booted foot swung back and forth, 
tapping against the rock with his heel.  “You don’t 
want to.  Not in truth.  You’re forcing yourself.  I 
won’t.”  Hiei hopped off the rock suddenly and 
started to blur away.  The blur paused and resolved 
into a figure again.  Hiei bit his lip then said softly, “I 
will come back later.”  Then he was gone. 
 “Hiei…”  What do I want?  What will I do?  I 
have him – now what do I do with him?  Oh, what 
have I done?  Kurama dropped his head into his 
hands. 
 
 
 He still hadn’t resolved anything by the time the 
evening sunset came around again.  He checked the 
rabbit on the spit and turned it once more.  Over the 
flames tinged with green; Hiei’s fire needed no 
tending, not like a normal fire.  The reminders of Hiei 
and the decisions unmade were all around him and 
Kurama sighed.  Then he got out two plates for the 
food… as he had at lunch time also but he’d eaten 
lunch on his own.  What did ‘later’ mean?  Hiei…  
Kurama wanted to see him again.  But he also felt 
confused and angry and sad when he thought of the 
demon.  What right did Hiei have to take his world 
and turn it upside down like this?  If he’d just been 
his friend…  Kurama would have been happy, then.  
To have the mysterious demon for a friend.  The great 
Kurama, no power, but a great thief; so great that he 
can even turn the powerful Hiei into a pet.  Kurama 
snorted to himself as he took the rabbit off the fire 
and started to cut it up.  Is that what he’d wanted?  
Merely to have another conquest?  But Hiei had found 
the Truth.  ‘Only what you will give.’  But what an 
ambiguous statement in itself – Truth was not always 
clear.  What did he want from Hiei?  What was he 
going to do now that he had him? 
 Hiei wanted Kurama.  That much was obvious.  
Kurama paused what he was doing to remember the 
feather-light kisses again.  His hands, running gently 
over Kurama’s face…  Kurama sighed and finished 
cutting up the rabbit.  If he had sex with Hiei, it 
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would please the demon, and Kurama was quite sure 
that there would be pleasure in it for himself as well.  
But somehow… it felt wrong to have sex without 
love.  But that was such a weird thought in itself…  
Sex was for pleasure, Yoko had known that well.  So 
why did Kurama feel like he’d be cheating Hiei if he 
did? 
 Oh…  Kurama finished up with the food and put 
one plate down next to him and the other just a bit 
further away.  What was not right was that Hiei loved 
him.  Hiei loved Kurama.  Kurama didn’t love Hiei.  
If he had sex with Hiei while Hiei loved him…  He 
would be cheating Hiei.  Hiei might not think so, but 
Hiei was still a demon.  A demon who lived in a 
demon world.  Kurama was not a demon.  He was a 
fox spirit, and was now partly a human.  Even as 
Yoko, he’d always wondered a bit at the casual way 
demons killed.  The way they formed relationships 
only for power – and then killed when the power 
balance shifted.  Demons were not to be trusted.  
Ever.  Demons were to be cheated, conned, 
maneuvered, and stolen from.  But trust?  Demons, 
especially the high-level demons, only cared about 
themselves and nothing else. 
 Then why had Hiei saved him?  Why had Hiei…  
Kurama paused, his sticks holding a piece of rabbit in 
the air but he didn’t notice that.  Hiei approached me 
in the human world – and called me Kurama.  But 
last night…  last night Hiei had taunted him with 
Yoko.  Hiei knew who he was.  Who he’d been.  Even 
Koenma didn’t know that Kurama used to be Yoko.  
Kurama had covered his tracks carefully and had 
never been back to Yoko’s haunts even once.  He'd 
changed his methods, as hard as that had been to do.  
Kurama quickly reviewed all the jobs he'd done in the 
last seven years.  No.  No, he hadn't slipped up.  There 
was nothing to associate Kurama and Yoko.  Nothing 
at all.  Kurama put the sticks down and shivered.  
Hiei knows a lot more about me than I know about 
him. 
 There was a low chuckle from the other side of the 
fire and Kurama looked up to see Hiei settle down 
and start eating the food.  Otherwise, the demon 
ignored him. 
 “What’s so funny?”  Kurama was defensive, still 
scared at not knowing. 
 Hiei chuckled again, “Had a bet on with myself.”  
He picked up a piece of the rabbit and turned it over 
with the sticks, “You cook mostly meat meals, 
emphasis on small prey.” 
 Kurama blinked at the answer and looked at the 
rabbit.  He’d automatically divided it about two-thirds 
to himself and the rest to Hiei.  The few vegetables 
he’d prepared were mostly on Hiei’s plate, and mostly 
eaten by now.  Kurama glanced up with sheer 
puzzlement at the demon.  Hiei’s not a carnivore?  
But…  Abruptly, Kurama decided to ask.  “Hiei – 
how’d you know I was Yoko?” 
 The demon grunted, “Heard you talking with 
Yusuke.” 
 Oh.  Kurama heaved out a breath of sheer relief.  
He’d forgotten about that.  The fox spirit felt almost 
giddy with relief.  Then he frowned, “You were 
listening?” 
 Hiei snorted, “Of course.” 
 Oh, of course…  Hiei…  Kurama rolled his eyes.  
And then narrowed his gaze at Hiei. 
 The demon shifted under the gaze and didn’t 
answer. 
 Kurama intensified the stare. 
 Hiei sighed, “I wasn’t going to fight Yusuke until 
he was ready for me.” 
 Kurama blinked, I got an answer?  Just from 
staring?  He hadn't really thought it would work. 

 Interpreting the blink as another question, Hiei 
growled and wouldn’t meet Kurama’s eyes, “It 
wouldn’t have been a fun game otherwise.”  He 
sighed as he put down the plate, “I had actually 
planned on waiting until he’d had more training, but 
circumstances—” the demon broke off and his face 
turned an interesting shade of red. 
 Putting down his own plate, Kurama stared in 
fascination, Hiei’s blushing?  “Yusuke is over at 
Genkai’s right now.  If he wins, she’ll train him.” 
 “Genkai’s?”  Hiei bolted up, a blue shade of rei 
power forming in a column around him, “That idiot!  
Rando is at Genkai’s!!” 
 Kurama watched in fascination, “I told Koenma 
that, and he said he knew, that Yusuke could take 
him.” 
 The aura died away and Hiei sat back down, 
snorting, “Koenma can’t judge rei strength worth a 
darn.” 
 “Huh???” It was Kurama’s turn to straighten up in 
shock.  “But… but Koenma is the heir!!!” 
 “Exactly.” 
 Kurama sighed with frustration.  No.  The demon 
hadn’t really changed at all.  Except that he was 
talking to Kurama now.  Talking…  Hiei trusts me.  
Kurama turned to look at Hiei, unaware of the 
softening of his green eyes as he fondly regarded the 
demon. 
 Hiei was aware of it.  And he shifted 
uncomfortably, his body burning hot…  He restrained 
himself with a shiver and forced his voice into calm.  
It still shook a little, “Koenma, as the heir to the Spirit 
Kingdom throne, has no basis of rei to judge others 
with.  His own is based on his dad’s, which is based 
on the power of the passage of the human spirits to 
the spirit kingdom.  Demon power comes from the 
demon and what they can get from other demons or 
spirits.  As such, it is incomprehensible to Koenma.  
He relies on the reports he gets from others to judge 
them.  That’s why he thought you could take that 
oni,” Hiei’s voice dropped to a growl, “In the human 
world, the oni had only used enough power to satisfy 
his needs.  And Koenma had nothing more to go by, 
his agents being… Koenma does not yet have the 
support he needs.” 
 Hiei growls at the thought of a threat to me…  
Even in jail, when Kurama had mentioned it, it had 
prompted a reaction from the demon.  Kurama studied 
the demon thoughtfully, “And Yusuke?” 
 “Yusuke…”  Hiei’s voice became pensive and he 
studied the mist hanging over the mountains.  
“Yusuke…”  For a second time, his voice trailed off.  
After a long moment, Hiei shook his head, “It would 
have been interesting to go against Yusuke after he’s 
done some training with Genkai.  I’m thinking it was 
probably better for me this way.  Any more power, 
and he’ll have the strength to kill, not merely subdue.” 
 Kurama blinked, fascinated, “You think he’ll beat 
Rando?” 
 “Rando…”  Hiei frowned, “It will depend on 
Yusuke’s motivation.” 
 “Huh???” 
 “As a human, Yusuke has never been beaten.  That 
tends to make him overconfident with what power he 
will put out.  But give him a threat, or even moreso, a 
threat to one he loves… and he will use more of his 
power.”  Hiei chewed on his lip, “A demon’s power is 
usually obvious – we constantly test each other to our 
limits so we all know what ours are.  Yusuke’s limit 
has not yet been tested.  And his training to get at his 
rei is non-existent at the moment.  Need can be a 
substitute for training, but only so far.  Yusuke…”  
Hiei finally shrugged, “We’ll know when it’s done.” 

 He is interested by Yusuke!  Kurama perked up, 
his eyes lighting up with delight as he contemplated 
another thread to the pattern that was Hiei. 
 Hiei groaned and turned around, his shoulders 
shaking as he tried desperately to regain control over 
his body.  The beauty of those rich green eyes… the 
light of life itself in them.  His interest, flaring out 
like rei around him.  Pulling Hiei to him, without 
Kurama even realizing what he was doing.  He has no 
idea what he’s doing to me.  He never did know.  His 
need for Kurama was so strong…  Fight or flight, 
Kurama, and you have left me no option but the 
second.  Don’t do this to me.  When you reach to me, 
I need to come to you.  Don’t reach, Kurama.  If you 
don’t want me, don’t reach.  But the fox didn’t 
know… was only being himself.  It was that self that 
had made Hiei his. 
 “Hiei?”  Kurama's voice was full of concern and 
care. 
 A blur of motion and Hiei was gone. 
 “Hiei!”  Kurama reached out… ages too late.  The 
demon was gone.  Gone, with only an empty plate to 
show he'd been there.  But why did he leave?  Kurama 
frowned as he gathered up Hiei's plate and his own to 
clean them.  Yusuke.  They'd been talking about 
Yusuke.  Kurama sighed – why was it that one simple 
human boy had such power over them?  All he was, 
was human.  But so delightfully different.  Kurama 
grinned, thinking about the young human.  He'd been 
happy when Yusuke had trusted him – happy that he 
didn't have to kill anybody.  And then he'd told his 
story to Yusuke… and the boy had believed him, had 
accepted the story for truth.  The only question he'd 
asked had been the one that Kurama had asked 
himself many a time.  And with that acceptance…  for 
the first time in fifteen years, Kurama thought he 
might have found a friend.  Someone who could 
accept both sides of his life.  Someone who trusted 
him.  But at the time, it didn't really matter since he 
was going to die soon.  Kurama had laughed at the 
joke in his life; all that came when he had no 
opportunity to appreciate it, a friend when he was 
about to die.  But then Yusuke had given him a 
second chance for both life and friendship.  And then 
Hiei had given Kurama a third life.  So many lives.  
So much to give back. 
 Once again, Kurama thought sadly of his human 
father, who had died years ago.  Years before Kurama 
had known enough to appreciate the love and care his 
parents had given him.  He hadn't gotten the chance to 
show his father his gratitude.  So he was twice as 
thankful to his mother.  Even after his father was 
gone, his mother still took care of him. 
 “Koenma is in charge of souls that cross the 
River.” 
 With the first syllable, Kurama was rolling across 
the ground, seeds in his hand, his eyes seeking out 
danger…  When the sentence was finished, and 
Kurama's gaze had found Hiei leaning against a tree, 
his ears burned with shame and he dropped his seeds 
upon the dirt, his head bowed to hide the redness in 
his face.  “Sor—” 
 The amused look in the red eyes changed to anger 
at the cowed expression on the fox's face.  Hiei 
interrupted harshly, “Good reflexes.” 
 Kurama looked up, puzzled. 
 Hiei growled low in his throat.  I will not have my 
fox cringing at the sight of me.  Before, Kurama 
would never have apologized.  Kurama would have 
calmly tucked the seeds away and gone on.  It was 
guilt over having Hiei that made Kurama so weak.  I 
shouldn’t have rushed things like that.  But Hiei 
hadn't known that Kurama would feel this bad about 
it.  Didn’t he want me after all?  Hiei knew the fox 
hadn't expected the fullness of his capture, but still…  
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Fox.  Kurama was still a fox.  He’d been anticipating 
a hunt.  A long and needlessly complicated one.  I 
upset all his expectations by coming to him on my 
own.  With a sigh of annoyance, Hiei regarded the 
fox’s expectations.  They were stupid.  That’s what 
they were.  Why prolong the inevitable?  Once 
Kurama had made Hiei his, why should Hiei continue 
to struggle?  What was the point in that?  Just as Hiei 
saw no need to prolong a fight past the conclusion.  A 
match of powers, and then an end.  To do otherwise 
was needlessly cruel and wearying.  Kurama calls it a 
dance.  A dance that ended in death for one of the 
dancers.  Hiei remembered the look of despair on 
Hiogashi’s face, at the end.  The lizard-demon had 
seen his fate… and had continued to fight it until the 
end.  A dance…  A hunt…  Humm…  Hiei blinked, 
thinking. 
 A touch on his hand sent him jumping twenty feet 
in the air, hovering there, his sword out, his rei 
searching…  He roared, “GODDAMNIT KURAMA!!  
Don't do that!” 
 Kurama looked up at him, a grin playing at the 
corners of his mouth. 
 Slowly, Hiei settled back down, floating until his 
feet touched the solid rock, “Do you know how damn 
close you came to being sliced in two???  DON'T 
SURPRISE ME!  EVER!!”  Hiei gulped air into his 
lungs.  “Goddamn stupid fox!  Promise me you won't 
do that again!” 
 Kurama giggled. 
 Hiei glared. 
 Kurama tilted his head, his green eyes sparkling, 
“I'm not going to promise.” 
 The growl was low and deep and loud and almost 
a roar, “WHAT?” 
 Kurama reached out and touched Hiei's cheek 
quickly, lightly, withdrawing on the instant of the 
touch, “You didn't.” 
 “Huh?”  Hiei's focus was in the spot on his face 
that Kurama had touched…  He longed to reach his 
hand up to touch the same place… 
 Kurama chuckled, a low deep sound more akin to 
Hiei's, his expression almost… smug.  “Good 
reflexes.” 
 With a scowl, Hiei sheathed his sword, realizing 
that Kurama wasn't going to give him any more than 
that.  Damn stupid fox.  He should know better.  He 
walked past Kurama back to the campfire, and 
squatted next to it, lowering his hands into the flame 
and increasing the heat against the night chill. 
 Kurama watched him, turning to keep him in sight 
as Hiei passed him, watching the black cloak that 
effectively hid Hiei from his gaze.  And he smiled, a 
pleased, possessive smile.  Hiei didn’t hurt me.  He 
was right, I shouldn’t have surprised him—what was 
he thinking so deeply about? – but even when I did, 
when he would have sliced any other person who did 
that into a hundred pieces, even then, he didn't hurt 
me.  ’The last thing I would ever do, is hurt you.’  Hiei 
loves me.  But that little display of temper had shown 
Kurama that Hiei was definitely still Hiei.  Flitting in 
and out.  Quickfire temper, quickfire moves, quickfire 
demon.  Still playing his games of intrigue, and 
serious when he wanted to be, but otherwise so 
volatile…  Hiei was still Hiei.  Kurama grinned, more 
sure of himself than he'd been the day before.  He'd 
been so startled by the soft, gentle, caring demon…  
He'd thought he'd broken the demon.  That something 
so precious had been broken by too quick a firing – 
porcelain, shattered in the kiln.  But he'd forgotten 
that Hiei was instead the steel of a sword – a quick 
tempering to make it strong and sure.  And then a 
slow burn to make it sharp and true.  Kurama grinned.  
Oh yes.  He knew now precisely where he and the 
demon stood. 

 Without turning to look, Hiei kept his attention on 
the fox as Kurama stood for a few minutes where Hiei 
had left him, and then the fox walked to the fire… 
and sat down so close to Hiei that they were almost 
touching.  The inch between their bodies was almost 
nonexistent as the rei overlapped.  Hiei gulped, 
fighting down his desire.  What the hell is Kurama 
doing now?  He didn’t want…  Maybe the fox had 
changed his mind.  Hiei quickly looked up, seeking 
out the green emerald eyes, his hands reaching for soft 
shoulders…  Kurama ducked and moved away.  His 
gaze met Hiei’s, apologetic, but firm.  Hiei’s empty 
hands clenched uselessly as he looked down.  
Carefully Hiei cleared his throat and started, 
“Tomorrow…” his voice shook and trembled.  Hiei 
growled at himself and stopped talking.  Instead, he 
took out a fold of paper and tossed it at Kurama. 
 Kurama caught the paper and held it without 
opening it, watching Hiei with those emerald green 
eyes, sadness and pity deep within.  Hiei looked away 
from the gaze to his green fire… and grinned lightly.  
He didn’t mind those emotions from Kurama – at 
least they weren’t fear and guilt anymore.  Something 
had shaken the fox out of his absorption, and he was 
now looking out rather than in.  A situation that was 
much better, in Hiei’s opinion. 
 With a frown, Kurama noted the grin on Hiei’s 
face.  What is that demon up to now?  He looked 
down at the paper in his hands and unfolded it, 
scanning the written lines…  and then he looked 
quickly up at the demon next to him.  Hiei didn’t look 
over, and Kurama frowned harder, returning his 
attention to the paper and reading more slowly. 
 Everything was there, meticulously outlined.  
Names, aliases, rei-strengths, operating levels, current 
locale, original habitat, hobbies, activities, fighting 
strengths and weaknesses, a brief summary of recent 
activities, and a line with recommended tactics.  
Below that were mitigating circumstances.  Kurama 
went over the list several times, eventually looking up. 
 “You did this today?” 
 Hiei turned his head and nodded. 
 Kurama looked back at the list and then again at 
the demon.  Quietly, he asked, “Why?” 
 Hiei shrugged, “We needed something to do.” 
 Needed something to do…  Since Kurama had 
spoiled Hiei’s plans by not reacting as he’d 
anticipated.  Since Hiei had finished off Koenma’s 
list…  Kurama threw back his head and laughed, a 
delighted sound that made all the trees and ferns 
nearby rustle and join in the amusement.  The 
laughter went on and on as Kurama reflected on what 
Hiei had done.  The paper contained a list of 40 
ghosts that were currently active in the region.  None 
had been on Koenma’s list.  All were dangerous spirit 
world criminals.  Kurama recognized several of the 
names from discussions he’d had with Koenma when 
going over the original list – Koenma hadn’t included 
them because none of his agents could find them.  
And Hiei had found them, cataloged them, evaluated 
them…  And left them there.  For Kurama to decide 
what to do.  For the opportunity to work together.  A 
team.  Working together.  As they hadn’t before.  Hiei 
had… brought them to the beginning again.  Kurama 
grinned at Hiei and waved the list, “Hiei, you are such 
a joy!  Do you know what sort of extra credit in 
Koenma’s book you’ll get for this?” 
 Hiei had been enjoying Kurama’s reaction.  First 
the startled realization, and then the utter joy.  The fox 
was happy.  Happy.  Hiei had made Kurama happy.  
Hiei basked in the glow.  And then Kurama brought 
up Koenma.  Instantly, the glow disappeared and a 
low growl started from the depths of Hiei’s being and 
vibrated the ground around them.  As the trees shook, 
Hiei cut his growl off before the fox would be 

harmed.  He got up and jumped in one leap to the top 
of a tree at the very edge of the cliff.  He looked down 
the dark mountain at the darkness below.  Behind 
him, he heard the fox calling his name but he ignored 
it.  Koenma…  Stupid fox.  I didn’t do it for Koenma.  
Kurama had been so lost the day before, lost and off-
balance by Hiei’s actions.  Hiei had to do something 
to restore his fox.  The fox wanted Hiei as a friend 
and partner… so.  So that is what Hiei would be for 
Kurama.  Kurama...  Hiei looked out over the 
mountains and stilled himself to non-motion, 
becoming one with his surroundings as he settled 
himself in. 
 Damnit, damnit, damnit!!!!  Kurama added many 
more colorful curses to his litany as he pulled at his 
sidelocks and stomped the ground in a rare display of 
frustration.  Two steps forward, two steps back and 
then repeat from the top.  Are we making progress or 
losing it?  Kurama couldn’t tell.  “Damnit, Hiei – all I 
was thinking about was you!  With this, I can talk 
Koenma into letting you go… reducing your 
sentence… at least letting you out on parole!”  It was 
no use, the demon wasn’t listening to him.  Kurama 
couldn’t even see him anymore.  Hiei had been 
standing on top of a tree… precarious perch at best, 
but then he’d faded out of sight.  He wasn’t listening 
to Kurama.   
 “Oh, Hiei…”  Kurama sighed and sank down next 
to the fire, folding his legs under him and staring at 
the green flames.  Over an hour went by with no sign 
of Hiei’s return.  Finally, Kurama curled up to sleep, 
staring at the fire until his eyes closed. 
 
 
Chapter Four:  ‘You can run’ – but fight? 

 The fox slipped out from the dragon’s grip, 
twisting and rolling.  It turned to meet the next 
attack.  And they danced.  A deadly, graceful, 
eerie dance.  The two combatants silent.  The 
woods silent.  There was only the dance.  
Twisting in and out, darting, lunging, striking, 
twirling…  The fox made a quick move and 
slashed the dragon’s tail.  The dragon clamped 
its jaws around the fox’s tails, biting down… 
 
 Kurama woke up screaming in pain, his paw 
reaching around to feel his tails…  His hand felt his 
bottom.  His human form didn’t have any tails.  
Damnit. I hate nightmares.  Kurama started to settle 
back down… and jumped as he nearly lay on a small 
demon sleeping next to him.  Hiei!  This was the 
second night the little demon had snuck over to sleep 
with him.  Kurama frowned as he looked the demon 
over – it was also apparently the second night the 
demon shared his nightmares. 
 “Hiei, wake up.”  The demon rolled into a ball. 
 Kurama sighed.  “Hiei.  Hiei!  Come on, Hiei – 
you’re having a nightmare.  Wake up.”  The demon 
just kept shivering silently. 
 “Hiei, wake up.  It’s your turn to cook breakfast.” 
 “Hiei, the whitefish are melting.” 
 “Hiei – your house is on fire and your children are 
home.” 
 “Hiei… wake up and see the unicorn.” 
 The compact ball unrolled and a red eye cracked 
open, “Where?” 
 Kurama blinked.  It worked? 
 The demon stretched and yawned, showing a 
mouth full of sharp pointed teeth. 
 Kurama watched in fascination, “So, what were 
you dreaming about.” 
 Hiei’s mouth snapped shut and he glared furiously 
at Kurama, “None of your damn business!” 
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 Whoa… Kurama held out his hands in a 
conciliatory gesture.  “Didn’t mean anything…” 
 The demon held his gaze for a long moment more 
and then disappeared with a blur. 
 Kurama rolled his eyes.  Just what I need, a 
grumpy demon in the morning.  Then a different 
thought came to him and he grinned, I wonder what 
sort of mood Hiei would have been in if I’d kissed 
him awake.  But as amusing as the thought was, 
Kurama didn’t want to push it quite that far.  Teasing 
was one thing, but he didn’t really want the demon to 
lose control.  Or did he?  Kurama thought about the 
well-muscled healthy body of the demon… and 
sighed.  No.  Not yet.  Not just yet.  With another 
grin, Kurama went off to wash his face and get ready 
for the morning. 
 
 Hiei grumped to himself, stupid fox…  But how he 
longed for that fox…  Kurama had made him his.  But 
wasn’t yet willing to accept all of the demon.  I’ll 
wait.  I will wait.  Kurama wants me as I am, for a 
friend.  That’s more than I’ve had in… a very long 
time.  He spotted a familiar plant and pulled the root 
out, sniffing at it and then carefully nibbling a bite.  
He tossed it in the basket and went on.  What in the 
human world made him bring up unicorns? 
 
 Kurama sat by the fire and watched in amusement 
as Hiei stir-fried a pan of vegetables and roots, adding 
sauces and condiments carefully and with precision.  
Half of it had come out of another pack that Kurama 
hadn’t seen last night.  More stuff from a human 
town, probably all bought.  What a weird demon.  
“Are you going to put any meat in that?” 
 “For breakfast?” Hiei’s tones indicated 
astonishment.  Then he gave Kurama a considering 
glance.  After the evaluation, he rolled his eyes and 
stated, “I didn’t catch any.” 
 Kurama tossed him a tree squirrel. 
 Hiei looked at it in disgust and tossed it back, 
“You caught it, you clean it.” 
 With a laugh, Kurama complied, neatly filleting 
the small rodent and cutting the meat into fine 
chunks. 
 “No!  Don’t toss them in there!!!”  Hiei yelled, 
bringing his hand up to block Kurama’s attempt to 
toss the rodent meat in the pan.  “I’ll cook you a 
different batch in a moment.” 
 Kurama settled back by the fire with another grin.  
He was amused and enjoying this scene.  He had 
never seen the demon like this and had never even 
thought Hiei could be… domestic.  It was almost 
more astonishing than the cuddly demon Hiei had 
been yesterday.  That…  was just plan strange, and 
unsettling.  This fussy cooking was decidedly odd; 
but in a way, Kurama could see it.  Another facet of 
the preciseness of the demon’s thoughts.  A 
demonstration of the way he laid things neatly out and 
planned ahead.  Just another gourmet cook…  
Kurama laughed to himself and pulled Hiei’s list out 
to study it. 
 
 After breakfast, Hiei looked at Kurama 
expectantly.  Kurama grinned at the look in those red 
eyes… waiting for him to make the next move.  Oh, I 
will make the next move, Hiei – you’re just not going 
to expect it!  “I was thinking we could go after Syth 
first – sounds like an interesting demon.” 
 Hiei nodded thoughtfully, “Close by.” 
 “Another good reason.” 
 They left the campsite after removing all traces 
they were ever there and headed to the demon’s 
territory.  After a bit of walking, with Hiei silently 
chaffing by his side, Kurama compromised and 
started forward in an easy ground-eating lope. 

 “You can actually run,” was Hiei’s remark. 
 Kurama ignored it. 
 
 They paused on the outskirts of the territory.  
“Okay,” Hiei looked around, his bright eyes seeking 
out anything that was out of the ordinary, “you can 
wait over—” 
 “Wait?  What do you mean wait?” Kurama 
indignantly asked. 
 “Syth is mine,” Hiei stated.  “You can have 
Uranth, next.” 
 Uranth…  Kurama’s eyes narrowed as he pulled 
out the details from his memory.  And compared them 
to Syth.  Oh.  Green sparks glinted dangerously as he 
grinned mockingly at Hiei, “That’s okay – you can 
have Uranth.  I rather like the challenge of Syth.” 
 Hiei frowned at the fox, “I said I’d take this one.” 
 Kurama walked next to the demon and reached 
over to run his fingers through the soft fur, pulling 
gently at the spikes and fluffing the hair.  Hiei stood 
perfectly still, stunned, the red eyes wide as they 
stared up…  Kurama gently started to move his hands 
in, to stroke over the high cheeks and strong jaw.  
Surprisingly, Hiei’s skin was almost as soft as his fur.  
Or maybe it wasn’t much of a surprise.  Eyelids 
drooped over the red gaze as Hiei’s mouth parted 
slightly and he moved his face in Kurama’s hands, 
tucking his skin closer to Kurama’s.  Kurama could 
feel a low purr starting to vibrate under his hands.  
Softly, he said, “Hiei, I think it’s sweet of you to want 
to protect me, but I want the dance with Syth.” 
 With a jerk, Hiei pulled himself out of Kurama’s 
hands, his gaze startled and flustered. 
 “You don’t think I can take Syth, do you?” 
Kurama grinned and darted quickly in for a kiss on 
those smooth lips, distracting the demon once again, 
not letting him get his balance.  Then he pulled back 
and waited. 
 His hand at his mouth, Hiei glared furiously at 
Kurama, “Damn fox!  What the hell do you think 
you’re doing?  I said I would take Syth!” 
 Slowly, Kurama shook his head, the red mane 
flowing around him as he did, “Hiei, Hiei…  you go 
to all the trouble to prepare a list of criminals we can 
fight together – and then leave my choice out of it?  
Do you have so little confidence in me?  That you 
only want me to fight the demons of a class twice 
under my own?  Where’s the fun in that?  I like a 
challenge.  And Syth is an interesting fighter, by your 
report.  I think he will dance well.” 
 “His rei power—” 
 “Is higher than my own,” Kurama interrupted 
calmly.  “So?  That just makes the dance interesting.  
If fights were won and lost by rei power alone, there 
would never be a need for demons to fight.  All they 
would have to do is look at each other, judge the 
strength, and one slinks off while the other holds 
high.  The natural pecking order.  But a fight is based 
also on strategy and the dance.  That is why power 
fluctuates.”  Kurama regarded him steadily, “Hiei – I 
know what I can and can’t do… don’t you trust me?  
If I am to have you as a partner, that means you have 
to not bind me too tightly.” 
 Hiei winced visibly under the verbal onslaught of 
the last couple of sentences, his own words thrown 
back at him and cutting deep.  Grimly, he stared up at 
the beautiful red-haired fox, so calm and cool, so 
strong in will, so graceful.  But not delicate.  And not 
weak.  Kurama…  With another grimace, Hiei turned 
and found a tree that gave him a good view of the 
surrounding area, where the fight… dance… would 
probably be held. 
 As Hiei flitted off, Kurama watched with a grin on 
his face.  That’s it, my demon.  That’s the way…  
Before, Hiei had been the last one that Kurama would 

ever have guessed to be over-protective.  Now..  
Kurama chuckled.  It was sweet, if misguided.  Then 
he turned his focus on the dance, paying special 
attention to the audience. 
 Kurama, damn you…  Kurama was right.  Damn 
him, the fox was right.  Why did he have to be so 
right?  Hiei watched glumly as Kurama scouted the 
area carefully, hiding most traces of his rei, not that 
Syth has to worry about his rei, and then sneaking to 
the spot where Syth was busily arranging his latest set 
of statues.  Kurama, be careful…  If Kurama let Syth 
touch him, for simply a second of time, then Kurama 
too would be one of those statues.  Syth was faster 
than Kurama.  Syth was more powerful.  Syth…  How 
the hell did Kurama think he was going to win?  Hiei 
nervously chewed on a fingernail.  The fox had 
essentially just blackmailed Hiei into agreeing to stay 
out of it.  How had he done that?  Hiei wanted to just 
go down there, slice up the demon, and get out again 
and face Kurama’s anger later.  Unfortunately, it 
probably wasn’t just Kurama’s anger he’d be facing.  
If the fox couldn’t have Hiei as a partner, the fox 
wouldn’t have him at all.  And Hiei… didn’t want 
that.  But he didn’t want his fox to be turned to stone 
either.  Damnit, damnit, damnit.  ‘Do you have so 
little confidence in me?’  “Kurama,” Hiei muttered so 
softly only the tree heard, “I’ve never seen you fight 
this class of demon.  What is there for me to have 
confidence in?”  ‘I know what I can do.’  ‘Trust me.’  
Oh, Kurama… be careful. 
 Hiei was right about one thing – the first thing that 
Syth did when he saw Kurama poised for battle was 
laugh.  He could judge Kurama’s rei as well as Hiei 
could.  And didn’t see a threat.  Damnit, Kurama…  
Kurama waited easily where he was, for Syth to make 
the first move.  And then Syth did, forming a ball of 
rei energy with which to knock Kurama down.  It was 
one of Syth’s little hobbies – take the subject alive, 
and then position them exactly right for his statue 
garden before changing them.  Unless they were a 
danger, then he just changed them immediately.  Hiei 
breathed a little sigh of relief that Syth was choosing 
the long way – it gave Hiei an opportunity to 
intervene if things got too nasty. 
 Kurama stood his ground in front of the rei ball, 
then ducked down and it zoomed over his head to 
devastate an innocent plant behind him.  Syth grinned 
and bowed mockingly before shooting out a volley of 
balls.  Kurama waited and then started dodging them, 
gliding easily between the energy, somersaulting over 
them, twisting around.  And always keeping his 
attention to the main opponent, Hiei noted 
approvingly. 
 With a frown, Syth gestured with another hand 
and several of the statues started moving, sluggishly, 
but grouping in to limit Kurama’s paths.  Kurama 
simply grinned at them.  A minute went by in which 
Kurama was forced back…  Syth readied another rei 
ball.  And then every moving statue halted as they 
were first covered in green moss, and then wrapped 
tightly in ivy tentacles.  As the plants continued to 
grow, the statues started falling apart, torn by the 
small cracks that appeared between the moss and 
broken by the ivy growing into the cracks. 
 “Even the best statue tender in the worlds can’t 
completely get rid of moss and ivy,” Kurama 
remarked lightly. 
 Syth roared angrily, seeing his precious garden 
being destroyed in front of his eyes.  He abandoned 
the rei ball he was forming and the glow instead 
surrounded his body.  With furious blood-shot eyes, 
he advanced on Kurama. 
 While Hiei had to admire the fox’s plant-
controlling techniques, he was rather apprehensive 
about the results.  Syth was now so mad that Kurama 
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had been advanced to the ‘destroy right now’ 
category.  Kurama – you damn well better know what 
you’re doing! 
 For once, instead of waiting until the last moment, 
Kurama backed off immediately and started dodging 
Syth’s attacks while he was still several feet away.  
Syth grinned at this show of what he saw as fear and 
taunted the fox as he continued to advance. 
 Hiei glumly chewed on a different fingernail.  The 
first one had been worn down.  Syth’s  not using his 
full power.  He’s angry, but he’s playing with the fox.  
He wants to see terror in Kurama’s eyes before he’ll 
turn him to stone.  And Kurama was slowing down, 
his twists less elaborate, his somersaults not as high in 
the air, his dodges making more near-misses…  Call 
me, Kurama.  Call me and I’ll come.  Please.  Don’t 
hold me to this.  I don’t want to watch you die.  Hiei 
watched Syth’s power rise…  He’s gotten tired of the 
game.  Syth is planning to end this now.  Syth blurred 
into motion three times faster than he been before, his 
hand outstretched to catch a lock of Kurama’s hair.  
Kurama!!!!  Hiei froze on his branch, his heart in his 
throat. 
 And then both Hiei and Syth blinked as Kurama 
dodged an attack he could not possibly have seen 
coming. 
 Syth growled in frustration… and puzzlement.  He 
blurred, attacking again. 
 And Kurama dodged again, grinning with 
amusement.  This time, Kurama also attacked, the 
edge of his open hand striking as he dodged by, 
leaving Syth with a nerve-damaged left arm. 
 Huh…  Hiei started breathing again and settled 
back on the tree branch, watching even more carefully 
than he had been before.  He was no longer poised to 
rescue, instead intent on analyzing Kurama’s moves.  
How’d he do that?  Syth was faster.  Syth had more 
rei.  Yet it was Kurama who had the upper hand in 
this fight. 
 As Kurama continued to score attack after attack, 
while Syth landed none, Hiei’s admiration grew.  
And, as the fight went on, his understanding grew as 
well.  Kurama is directing this fight.  A dance he 
calls it, and it is one.  He is dodging every one of 
Syth’s moves… because he knows exactly where 
they’ll be.  Because he is skillfully guiding them 
there.  The way he moves… invites attack at certain 
times.  But so subtly that Syth is not suspicious.  The 
slow start to get them used to the pattern, so when 
they speed up, Syth is unknowingly still following 
Kurama’s lead.  Kurama is planning out moves and 
countermoves ten steps ahead of the game.  And Syth 
has fallen straight into Kurama’s snare. 
 As the fight went on, Syth’s bafflement grew.  And 
his anger changed to fear.  But on the instant that he 
turned to run, Kurama was there, landing a deadly 
blow that sent the demon down, neck twisted at an 
angle that his type of demon couldn’t achieve and still 
live. 
 Kurama stood, breathing lightly, looking down at 
the body for a long moment before turning to the tree 
that Hiei perched in.  He grinned happily, “Fun 
dance.” 
 Hiei hopped down and walked to his… partner.  
He glanced down at the body and then up at Kurama, 
“Not bad.” 
 “Damned with faint praise,” Kurama remarked, 
his green eyes sparkling merrily.  “Was it still too 
long?” 
 Hiei glanced over at the sunset and didn’t answer 
directly, “Should we make camp here?” 
 Kurama grinned ruefully.  I think that was a ‘yes.’  
 

 After they had dinner, Kurama stretched out next 
to the fire and prepared for a nice long conversation 
with Hiei.  And then sighed, “Hiei?  Where are you?” 
 A couple of minutes went by before Hiei 
reappeared, “Did you want something?” 
 Kurama studied the demon and shook his head.  
Hiei frowned, an obvious ‘so why’d you call’ look on 
his face.  He started to flit off again and then 
hesitated.  Slowly, he sat down across the fire from 
Kurama.  Barely had he settled before he got up 
again.  He paced around a bit and then glanced up 
and hopped into a tree.  After a moment, Kurama 
heard a rustling above him and he looked up.  Hiei 
was stretching out along a branch not too far up, his 
back resting against the trunk of the tree.  Kurama 
chuckled and rolled so he could see the demon more 
easily. 
 There was silence between them for awhile.  All of 
Kurama’s wonderful ideas of conversation topics 
seemed to have dried up.  And he didn’t just want to 
ask questions of Hiei.  Hiei would answer them 
because it was Kurama who asked, but not because he 
wanted to.  Of course, Hiei had said he wouldn’t 
answer every question, yet the implication was still 
there.  Finally, Kurama decided on the age-old tactic 
of bare your throat first.  It was a tactic that seemed to 
work fairly well with the demon.  Hiei was waiting to 
be shown kindness, in order for him to return it. 
 “I decided to become a thief when I was twelve,” 
Kurama began.  And went on to relate some of his 
first attempts at the profession.  Mixed equally with 
seriousness and humor, Kurama reflected that he’d 
learned a lot in six hundred years.  And as he told the 
tale, he realized he’d also forgotten quite a lot.  When 
he finished, he waited. 
 Up on his branch, Hiei licked his lips.  He knew 
what the fox wanted from him.  But…  Much of his 
life was off-boundaries for one reason or another.  
Some too dangerous, some too nasty, others looking 
more like sympathy than truth…  Hiei sighed.  And 
compromised.  He took a view of a planet in 
evolution, a snapshot of a region of time and space, 
balanced it with cause and effect, and painted a 
picture of a rose. 
 As he listened, Kurama found himself touched in 
ways he hadn’t expected.  This dangerous quick-fire 
demon, was an artist in words and thought.  He spoke 
so rarely, and tended to be so exact when he did…  
Kurama hadn’t known what depths of eloquence and 
passion lay underneath.  Well, maybe the passion, 
Kurama grinned lightly, and wondered.  He pulled out 
the rose that Hiei had given him a week ago, and set it 
down so he could watch it as Hiei talked.  The rose 
hadn’t lost its bloom, still fresh and sweet.  But…  
Kurama blinked.  The colors in the rose were 
changing.  From within the deep blue darkness, there 
were red petals in the middle of the rose.  And the 
ones next to the red were partway shaded, from inside 
out. 
 “It’s yours, now,” Hiei broke off the tale to 
explain. 
 Kurama looked up. 
 “The rose.  It was mine before – that’s why it was 
black.  But it recognizes that it is yours now, and is 
changing to match.” 
 Changing to a red color? Kurama tugged on one 
of his forelocks and frowned at the rose. 
 Hiei grinned, a flash across his face, “Emotion.  
Inner truth.  The red… is of a bright truth of soul, one 
that will never quit, a calming element that speaks of, 
and is, life itself.” 
 Kurama blinked, “Red?” 
 This time, Hiei laughed, “You’ve been in the 
human world too long.  Colors mean different things 

depending on where they are from.  It is the truth of 
red of where the rose used to be.” 
 “And blue?” 
 “Blue?” 
 Kurama glanced back at the rose, “It was blue 
when it was yours.” 
 Hiei’s fist clenched as he growled, “It was black.”  
He sounded rather defensive about it. 
 Kurama opened his mouth… then closed it again.  
Nevermind.  I think I’d better back off this subject.  
Even though he was now intensely curious, Kurama 
recognized that their relationship was still too young 
for Hiei to easily reveal any type of weakness, and the 
color of the rose was obviously not an open subject.  
Quickly he changed to his other question, “So where 
did you get it?” 
 Hiei’s laugh was part rueful, part amused, and 
part… dark.  “I stole it.  A very long time ago.”  There 
was a brief silence, then Hiei said softly, “I’m glad 
you kept it.” 
 Kurama thought briefly about saying any number 
of things to that, and in the end decided to stay silent 
and let the statement stand as it was. 
 After another moment, Hiei continued his talk 
about roses, mixing their history with their botany 
with the people who raised roses and the spread of the 
rose through the human world. 
 Listening to the rich deep voice, Kurama fell 
asleep. 
 
 
Chapter Five:  Technique 

 The fox prowled through its woods, hunting.  
Hunting the black dragon.  The dance was 
unfinished, for the dragon was gone.  It was still 
somewhere on the fox’s lands, the fox could feel 
it.  But the fox couldn’t find it.  And this made the 
fox very nervous indeed.  Where was the 
dragon?  Running away?  Or setting an ambush?  
In its woods, the fox carefully continued the hunt. 
 
 Kurama woke, shivering.  He wasn’t used to 
feeling frightened in his own territory.  His territory 
was his own.  It was a place of refuge and power that 
Yoko had very carefully staked out and tended and 
controlled.  Every plant in there was one he had 
nursed from a seed.  He knew every centimeter of the 
land.  The animals that wandered in, he watched and 
controlled.  For some it was a refuge.  For others, it 
was Yoko’s hunting ground.  That was the nature of 
land.  But Kurama had never had the frightening 
experience of being hunted on his own land. 
 With a sigh, Kurama sat up and stretched.  I 
haven’t been back to Yoko’s lands in fifteen years.  I 
wonder who’s taken them over?  Or is everybody still 
too wary of Yoko to even approach them?  He 
grinned, maybe… I should set up a territory as 
Kurama.  That… would be fun, and interesting.  He 
would have to be careful, very careful so not to make 
enemies that could track down his interests in the 
human world.  But to redesign, to start a new territory, 
new plants, new structure…  Kurama thought it 
would be a worthwhile project indeed.  It would be a 
long time before he would feel comfortable reclaiming 
Yoko’s identity and territory.  It would be good to 
have one as Kurama instead. 
 A low groan interrupted Kurama’s reflections and 
he sat up, “Hiei?”  There was only silence and he 
looked around.  The demon was nowhere to be seen.  
Kurama got up and started prowling around the area, 
sniffing carefully for traces of Hiei’s scent.  Finally, 
he found Hiei curled up asleep on the tree branch he’d 
been sitting on the night before.  I should have looked 
there first.  The small demon was shivering in his 



Printed: 10/30/01  – Larissa A. Williams “The Beginning” Page 14 of 44 

 
sleep.  Kurama wondered that he didn’t fall out.  
Carefully, he climbed the tree and maneuvered to sit 
down next to Hiei.  Hiei – do you have nightmares 
every night?  Not a very good survival trait, this deep 
sleeping.  Kurama doubted very much that it was a 
normal trait of the demon.  Maybe…  maybe the 
demon was relaxed enough in Kurama’s presence that 
he let out some of his self-reliance.  And with all 
those years of self-restraint…  Nightmares might be 
the least to come out.  Tenderly, thinking of brave 
strong Hiei, trusting him, Kurama reached out and 
gently stroked the soft fur of the demon’s hair.  Hiei 
rolled over on the branch, somehow managing to keep 
his balance the entire time.  And he shifted his body 
away from Kurama’s touch. 
 Kurama rolled his eyes, “Oh come on, Hiei – do 
you want me or not?”  Unexpectedly, he felt hurt by 
the move.  Just wait a bit longer, Hiei.  Just a bit 
more.  Don’t leave yet.  But he knew the fire demon 
would wait.  Hiei was Kurama’s.  Kurama had stolen 
the demon, and Kurama would keep him.  Even if it 
meant changing his own life to do so.  Kurama 
reached out and shook Hiei gently, “Hiei, wake up.” 
 Red eyes showed under the lids and then Hiei sat 
up, swinging his legs over the tree branch.  He sat 
there for a moment, then jumped down. 
 Kurama huffed, “Geez, Hiei…  how about a ‘good 
morning’ at least?”  You leave me so readily… 
 “It’s morning.  We’ll find out later whether it’s 
good or not,” Hiei’s dry tones drifted up to Kurama.  
He hadn’t gone far.  The fox laughed and jumped 
down to join his demon. 
 
 Later, when they were ready for their day, Kurama 
grinned at Hiei, “Well, shall we go after Uranth next?  
If you beg me, I’ll let you have him.” 
 With a glower, Hiei turned in that direction and 
silently headed off.  Still grinning, Kurama followed. 
 
 “Hiei,” Kurama carefully avoided stepping in the 
pooling blood as he walked to his partner, “what’s the 
point of slicing the poor thing into two hundred 
pieces?  It’s dead already with the first!” 
 Hiei grunted, putting his cape back on, “Not 
necessarily.” 
 “Huh?”  Kurama blinked. 
 After a considering glance at the fox, Hiei said 
seriously, “Most demons have incredible healing 
powers ingrained in their genes.  Some more powerful 
than others.  Slicing a demon in half doesn’t 
automatically kill it.  Beyond that complication, there 
is also the matter of vital organs.  There are over four 
thousand classes of demons in the demon world.  Of 
those, maybe about a third keep their hearts in their 
chest.  Roughly three-fourths keep a brain in their 
heads.  Some don’t have chests or heads.  Several 
have more than one brain.”  Hiei prodded a tail part 
with his boot toe, and then squatted down next to it, 
flipping it to show the sideways cut and internal bits, 
“This demon kept a brain in each tail,” and he pointed 
out the small grey matter. 
 “It’s smaller than a walnut!” Kurama protested, 
mostly for fun – he knew basic biology and the 
demon had already made his point with the first 
sentence.  But Kurama was curious to see how much 
more lecture he was going to get.  He rather liked 
listening to Hiei’s rich deep voice – when it wasn’t 
snarling at him.  Actually… he liked it then too.  
Kurama grinned – he just liked listening to Hiei, 
period. 
 “That’s not the thinking brain, it’s an action brain.  
Just designed to control the tail.  If I didn’t slice that 
part of the tail, the tail would continue to move 
around, with no direction, but if those spikes 
connected, the guidance wouldn’t have been needed.” 

 Kurama glanced around at all the small body parts, 
“You’re not going to tell me it had walnut brains 
everywhere in its body.” 
 Hiei grinned briefly, “No.  It’s… precaution.”  He 
glanced around, following Kurama’s gaze, “Maybe I 
overdid it on this one just a bit.”  He shrugged, “The 
multiple slices are designed so I can use the attack 
against any type of demon, even one that moves its 
vital organs around.” 
 Kurama put a hand to his chest involuntarily. 
 “I wasn’t trying to kill you,” Hiei growled.  And 
turned before blurring away. 
 No, you weren’t.  Kurama’s lips curved in a smile 
as he followed.  Nor Yusuke either with that sort of a 
strike.  Now that I know more of your methods.  What 
were you expecting Yusuke to do?  What would he 
have done, if I hadn’t intervened?  For a long 
moment, Kurama thought about it.  Humans were 
frailer than ghosts, not having much control over their 
weak rei and therefore no control over their bodies.  
But that didn’t necessarily mean their bodies were 
that much weaker.  Kurama’s present body was very 
nearly a true human’s.  Yet the sword hadn’t killed 
him because his rei was stronger.  He had 
automatically stopped the blood flow out and shunted 
all his rei power to the wounded area to start repairs 
immediately.  It was a damn serious wound, and had 
laid him out for nearly a week.  But not fatal.  Now, 
Yusuke was a human and not a ghost… but his rei 
power was stronger than Kurama’s own.  He didn’t 
seem to do any automatic healing on minor injuries... 
but what would he have done with a sword through 
his chest?  Hiei had suppressed the control factor on 
Ghost Slayer.  And Yusuke wasn’t a ghost.  So it 
would have just been the major damage much like 
Kurama’s.  How would Yusuke have reacted to that?  
It was very likely that he wouldn’t have died on the 
spot; his will to live was much stronger than Kurama 
had seen in any other human.  So… would Yusuke 
have instinctively drawn his power in?  And what 
would Hiei have done then?  It was an interesting 
enough question to keep Kurama occupied until he 
reached the next town. 
 
 As he approached it, a dark shape fluttered down 
to land next to him and walk beside him.  Kurama 
glanced over and smiled, “So, who gets this demon?” 
 Hiei glanced up, “You do.” 
 Kurama looked down, a smile on his lips, “Why?”  
The demon was, again, of a higher class than himself. 
 “I want to see you dance.”  Hiei’s voice was low, 
deep, and serious.  His red eyes glittered.  And he 
licked his lips. 
 Kurama blinked, taken aback by the directness of 
Hiei’s focus.  He’d…  Well, Kurama hadn’t exactly 
forgotten about that part of Hiei’s offer of friendship, 
but he’d put thinking about it to one side.  Under the 
intensity of that regard, Kurama blushed and didn’t 
say anything more. 
 Hiei grinned at Kurama’s reaction, but he didn’t 
turn the focus away.  This time, this dance, he would 
watch Kurama.  Oh, yes, he would watch.  Not 
evaluating, not worrying.  Simply watching the beauty 
of the fox’s dance – and most especially, the beauty of 
the fox. 
 
 They walked into the town together.  Side by side.  
The tall red-haired human in the russet and amber 
Chinese tunic, walking gracefully, drawing eyes to his 
perfection of form and feature.  The short black-
haired figure in a black cloak with a white scarf, 
gliding next to the other with moves that didn’t even 
seem to touch the ground, yet the darkness had eyes 
passing him over, not noticing him as people’s 
attention focused on the more easily seen beauty.  

Together, they walked down the shop streets to a 
small back alley where the less prosperous gathered.  
Many hours later, they walked out again, together. 
 
 “Was that too long?” 
 “In some ways, not long enough.” 
 Kurama blushed red enough to match his hair.  He 
really wasn’t used to being on this end of things.  
Normally, he was the pursuer.  The stark hungry 
appraising look from the demon kept reminding him 
that the music had changed in mid-dance.  I hadn’t 
finished the chase yet! 
 With a chuckle, Hiei relented, “Better.  You made 
the end much quicker.” 
 Kurama stayed silent.  He hadn’t planned to… but 
he could see the terror in the demon’s eyes, and while 
normally he liked to pull it out until the last chance of 
escape was gone, he’d glanced over… and seen the 
disapproval in Hiei’s eyes.  Where, through most of 
the dance, he’d only seen delight and appreciation.  
So, Kurama had ended it, not for pity of the demon he 
was fighting, but rather for the demon that was 
watching.  Is that what Hiei had felt like?  Seeing my 
nets closing in on him, watching me sneak through 
his walls?  Did he truly see it coming that far in 
advance?  Kurama glanced down, but pulled his eyes 
away before he met Hiei’s gaze.  Was he that 
frightened, by me? 
 They walked silently along, together. 
 
 “Yours?”  Kurama’s green eyes laughed at Hiei. 
 “Mine,” Hiei agreed, studying the temple.  He’d 
done the preliminary layout the day before, but this 
ghost was a smart one.  It would be good to do a 
quick reconnaissance to double-check everything.  He 
started to blur off, then thought of something.  “Wait 
here,” he addressed the fox, “And don’t broadcast 
your youki.”  Then he was gone. 
 Kurama grinned to himself – Hiei had almost 
forgotten Kurama was there, intent on the job.  And 
that, also, was a measure of the trust the demon gave 
him. 
 When he was ready, Hiei walked out in front of 
the temple.  He let his rei flare out around him and he 
projected his voice while speaking in low tones, 
“Figitatha.  You are challenged by Hiei.” 
 A moment went by and then a skinny human in 
priest’s clothes came out from the Gate, squinting at 
the black form, “Dear me, visitors?  Our Shrine 
doesn’t get many of those.” 
 “Probably because you suck out their souls when 
they do come,” remarked Hiei dryly.  “Figitatha.  I 
challenge you.” 
 “Not all of them,” the priest replied vaguely.  He 
pulled out a pair of glasses and put them on, absently 
gazing around.  Then he took them off and scratched 
his head, “By golly – you really are a demon.  It’s 
been a long time since I’ve had visitors here.” 
 “ARE YOU GOING TO RESPOND TO MY 
CHALLENGE OR NOT!!!!!!!!!!!?”   
 The human patted his hair back in place from the 
sudden wind and adjusted his clothes, “Temper, 
temper.”  He narrowed his eyes, “Why?” 
 Hiei blinked, “Why what?” 
 “Why are you challenging me?  I’m not on 
anybody’s territory.  I’ve had this setup established 
for three hundred years and nobody has ever bothered 
me about it.  I keep a low profile and haven’t stepped 
on anybody’s toes that I know of.  Even Ratha only 
rarely complains, and if anybody should be 
challenging me, it’s him.” 
 “Ratha is dead.”  Killed that morning. 
 The priest scratched his head again, “Oh dear.  
That leaves some territory open…”  He shrugged, 
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“Well then, if you have his territory, what do you 
want with mine?” 
 “I don’t want your territory – I came to challenge 
you.  You’ve taken lives and souls that are rightfully 
Enma-sama’s, and there is a warrant out for your 
arrest.  Will you respond to my challenge?” 
 The human suddenly didn’t look very human, 
though he hadn’t shifted forms yet.  “Oh.  The brat 
finally got around to it, did he?”  He sighed, “Very 
well.  I accept the challenge – to the death.” 
 “Agreed.”  Hiei pulled off his cloak and tossed it 
to one side, putting his hand on the hilt of his sword 
as he settled into a stance and waited for the other 
demon. 
 “A sword?”  The human raised an eyebrow, “How 
quaint.”  He took a breath and held it, bringing his 
arms up in front of his body as his body started to 
melt and change.  When it settled, a scuttly demon all 
scales and teeth and claws stood there.  The ruff on its 
neck rustled into a full crest and it roared out its 
defiance. 
 With both opponents poised, the fight began.  Hiei 
and Figitatha rushed each other at the same moment.  
At the last second, Hiei ducked between the claws and 
the teeth and emerged to the other side.  A red line 
appeared across his chest and started to drip down.  
Figitatha turned slowly to face him, his voice a 
rumble of the human form, “Not bad, little one.”  And 
then the scuttle demon collapsed, falling into bloody 
heaps upon the ground.   
 After regarding the mess for a moment, Hiei 
straightened up with a grunt and sheathed his sword.  
He glanced over to the forest and raised an eyebrow. 
 Kurama came out and went straight to Hiei’s side, 
involuntarily reaching a hand out for the wound on 
the short demon’s chest, “You’re hurt.” 
 “Timed it too close,” Hiei grumbled, swatting 
Kurama’s hand to one side, “It’s just a scratch.” 
 Kurama could see that.  And could see the 
expression in Hiei’s eyes as he waited for Kurama’s 
approval…  He’s adapting to my methods.  Kurama 
smiled gently, “Much better.  At least this one lasted 
more than a single second.”  Then he glanced to the 
temple, “Hiei… why the challenge?” 
 The demon shrugged, “If Figitatha had given up, 
or asked for a subduing challenge, I would have just 
sent him to hell.”  He cleared his throat, “Koenma, 
that is.” 
 We were only asked to subdue the demons.  
Though Koenma said he didn’t mind if they were 
killed.  Kurama barked a short laugh, “That’s a 
point.”  I wonder if I should be doing that.  Yet… Hiei 
didn’t do that with the others…  Kurama abruptly 
pulled out the notes and looked at them again, 
scanning the list until he found Figitatha.  There it 
was, under mitigating circumstances:  ‘Honor-bound 
demon.  Discriminating in his kills.’  On the line 
above it, recommended tactics, it read, ‘choice.’  
Kurama looked back over to Hiei, but the demon was 
putting his cloak on.  Kurama watched him, I think 
I’m going to have to pay more attention to the 
meaning behind the notes. 
 
 They visited one more demon that day, and flipped 
a coin for the fight.  Hiei won the toss and the fight.  
This time, there was no challenge, but the small 
demon spent over thirty seconds on the fight, dodging 
the strikes the other demon tossed out, before darting 
in and then out again.  The demon fell apart in… oh, 
only about thirty pieces or so, instead of a hundred.  
Kurama gave Hiei a grin when he was done.  And 
then they hiked to the outskirts of the next demon’s 
territory and made their camp. 
 Kurama made dinner that night, while Hiei stalked 
restlessly around the perimeters over and over again.  

Kurama finally made him at least sit down and eat the 
food, and then Hiei was gone again.  Kurama shook 
his head at the restless demon.  Somehow, I don’t 
think I’m going to get any conversation tonight.  The 
demon kept flitting from tree to tree and finally 
seemed to choose one he liked.  Kurama could see 
Hiei settle down on a top branch… and then he faded 
from view.  How the hell does he do that?  Another 
odd trait of the demon. 
 Nowhere near sleepy yet, Kurama stared at the 
green flames and thought about Hiei.  Not that the 
demon had been far from his thoughts through most 
of the day.  Hiei… had been very quiet, but right there 
at his side except for brief explorations.  He’d 
answered what questions Kurama had asked, and had 
even joined in conversation a couple of times – and 
some of them had even been initiated by Hiei rather 
than Kurama.  All in all, it had been a fairly 
comfortable day.  A mission shared between 
partners…  He’s trying.  And yet… it doesn’t seem to 
be that much of a strain, most of the time.  There had 
been a few times Hiei had nearly disappeared 
completely.  And a few times when he’d faltered and 
given Kurama one of those looks.  And then usually 
did disappear.  But he always came back, sometimes 
calm, sometimes grumpy…  Always Hiei.  And fitting 
very well with Kurama.  The two of them actually 
dealt fairly well with each other.  Hiei’s temper didn’t 
bother Kurama, and Kurama…  well, Hiei liked to be 
near Kurama.  I’m going to have to get him going on 
a few discussion debates – with his quick mind and 
tactical thinking, I think he’ll be fascinating to 
exchange ideas with.  It had been so long since 
Kurama could talk to somebody.  Somebody who 
know as much as he.  Somebody who knew what he 
was and what he was capable of.  Someone who 
treated him like an equal and competent. 
 Over the years, Kurama had found one major 
disadvantage with his new body – people thought it 
was frail.  In shaping the form, he had mostly paid 
attention to the things he would need when he 
recovered from the wound – stealth, healthy immune 
system, flexibility, good sight in both close/far and 
day/night, keen senses, and a balanced metabolism 
just slightly on the fast side.  What that ended up with 
was a form that was graceful and healthy that needed 
little maintenance on his part.  Tall and slim, skin soft 
and blemish-free, his metabolism and immune system 
kept him clear of most childhood problems.  His 
natural grace combined with his intense training 
provided a delicacy of movement that was rarely seen 
in human males.  Let alone teenage human males.  
And once he’d recovered from his wound and his 
mane started growing out…  He could have stopped 
his mane from growing, or kept it trimmed down, but 
it was his reminder to himself that he was still a fox.  
If only it wasn’t…  The mane made such a good 
hiding place.  But in the eyes of the world, he 
looked… feminine.  Delicate.  Fragile.  Helpless.  It 
drove him up the wall.  Half the time Kurama wanted 
to challenge someone just to show what he could do.  
But beyond his trying to keep a low profile, he knew 
there was no point.  He could easily beat any of the 
humans around him, and he knew it.  Their mocking 
came from their own insecurities.  Kurama had no 
insecurities.  So he kept his temper in, and let them 
think what they would.  The last fifteen years had 
taught him nothing if not patience. 
 Yet over the years, he’d also come to scorn the 
body he wore.  If only it didn’t look so fragile…  He 
was tired.  Tired of staying in the human world.  Tired 
of hiding.  Tired of having nobody to talk to.  Tired of 
being continually misunderstood. 
 Since he’d turned seven, he’d gone on jobs to 
relieve his boredom.  At first they were simple ones, 

designed to not strain his still healing self and so he 
could retrain his style.  And then they grew more 
complex, gradually sneaking back into the spirit 
world for a few particular ones… but always returning 
because his mother needed him.  He was grateful to 
her for taking care of him and she was always so calm 
and so reassuring.  She accepted him and cared for 
him and protected him without confining him too 
tightly.  She respected him and talked to him and let 
him be.  She was the only person in his recent life 
who had been there so consistently for him, and she 
took such care…  Kurama would stay as long as she 
needed him.  When she became sick, shortly before he 
was fully healed, it caused a pain in his heart that he 
hadn’t understood.  She was only a human, his 
mother, yet he cared for her, and hated to see her 
hurting.  And still, she tried to take care of him, 
telling him to live his life, not to worry about her, 
teaching him the little skills needed to survive in the 
human world.  And she was always accepting of him.  
To save her life and make her happy, Kurama 
considered the price of the Mirror of Utter Darkness 
to be perfectly fair.  His life, to make his mother 
happy.  It was a good trade. 
 Until Yusuke had yelled at him, ‘Do you think 
she’ll be happy if you died?’  And Kurama was forced 
to think of that part of it.  If he died… Mother would 
be alone.  Well, not quite alone.  She’d been dating a 
man that Kurama had checked out the moment he 
first showed signs of interest in her.  He was a good 
man, a strong man – he could protect her and care for 
her the way she should be.  But as Yusuke had yelled 
at him, Kurama had realized that the boy was right – 
if he died, Mother would feel horrible.  She would 
think she’d failed, and she would have cried. 
 With a sigh, Kurama pulled himself out of that 
line of thought – it hadn’t happened, Yusuke had so 
generously saved him at the risk of his own life.  And 
how the heck had Kurama gotten on such a 
depressing line of thought anyway? 
 To distract himself, he pulled out Hiei’s list and 
looked thoughtfully at it again.  He remembered the 
different ways Hiei had approached the different 
demons…  All Koenma’s list had given him was 
demon-type, locale, and crimes.  Though they had 
talked about many of them while Kurama was in 
Koenma’s office.  Kurama had wanted enough of a 
mission to keep them busy…  So much for that idea.  
But even so, Hiei’s list was much more detailed than 
Koenma’s had been.  And as Kurama noted the main 
differences, he kept in mind what Hiei had said about 
Koenma’s lack of rei sense.  Knowing that – a lot 
more became clear.  Yet at the same time, he gained 
even more questions about the demon that was Hiei.   
 What was Hiei?  Hiei’s aura said fire demon.  Yet 
he had the jagan.  And other abilities that didn’t 
match either demon type, like his levitation and his 
telekinesis.  His speed was also not related.  Nor his 
fighting abilities.  What demon preferred to use a 
sword in battle?  He had fangs, and lots of sharp teeth, 
but ate mostly vegetables.  His incredibly soft fur…  
and his mostly humanish form.  That was Hiei’s 
natural form that he stayed in most of the time.  
Kurama had never seen him take a human form, but 
Hiei’s natural form was so close…  Hiei’s temper was 
quickfire, but his control was phenomenal.  The 
demon could both think and fight – a real rarity.  And 
his plots surpassed Kurama’s. 
 Kurama chuckled; what a pair.  He knew that he 
and Hiei would make a good team – but it was taking 
a hell of a long time to get there.  Today was close, 
but they were still separate.  It was taking so long 
mostly because each of them had their own agendas 
and neither matched.  They both were used to plotting 
out long-range grandiose schemes, knowing each step 
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of the way what the prey was going to do.  Or maybe 
prey wasn’t the term that Hiei would use.  Kurama 
shrugged – it was always the term he used.  Anyway, 
their long-range plans usually worked because they 
could anticipate so well what a normal prey would do.  
But this time, he and Hiei were plotting each other, 
and the dance was continually shifting.  Or Hiei 
would say, or grumble, the Game was changing the 
rules as it went on.  They would each get a few steps 
into their plans… and then the other would make a 
move completely unexpected.  Kurama couldn’t 
anticipate Hiei any better than Hiei could anticipate 
Kurama.  They were, indeed, well-matched.  Very 
different, but well matched. 
 Well matched in plotting.  Kurama frowned, 
wondering once again why the demon was interested 
in Kurama.  He knew why he was interested in Hiei – 
a mystery.  A mystery that he had to find.  A 
challenge.  And he’d wanted the heart that Hiei had 
oh so carefully locked away.  Kurama grinned to 
himself – he’d gotten that all right!  And a hell of a lot 
more he hadn’t anticipated.  There was much more to 
that heart than he’d thought.  He’d expected 
something small, something cold, barely there.  He 
hadn’t imagined that the demon knew of anything 
more than trust, though Kurama had been hoping for 
friendship.  And instead, Kurama had found that Hiei 
could love.  And such a love… 
 With a sigh, Kurama put the list away and then 
stretched out next to the fire, staring at the green 
flames.  He would swear that Hiei was still wild.  
Untamed.  Free.  He hadn’t been so sure the day 
before, but yesterday and today it had been made 
clear.  With Hiei backing off the sappy stuff, he was 
just as ornery as he was normally.  If he’d been 
broken, tamed, then he would have been looking to 
Kurama for direction.  Instead – and Kurama had to 
grin – Hiei was still making his own plans.  Trying 
hard to include Kurama in them… but off completely 
on his own. 
 But Hiei loved Kurama.  It was there in the way he 
looked at Kurama, the way he tried to please him, the 
way he stayed…  And the fact that he treated Kurama 
now like a partner.  The way they worked together on 
the demons.  Well, they’d tag-teamed the demons.  
And Hiei was adapting his fighting techniques to try 
and match Kurama.  Their brief conversations were 
conversations.  Not just talk from Kurama and grunts 
from Hiei.  When Kurama had questions, Hiei was 
giving him answers and not just silence.  Hiei was 
good at silence.  When they’d been planning the 
break-in to the palace…  Kurama had done the 
thievery.  But he’d used much of Hiei’s information 
to do it.  The two of them had spent long hours 
together going over all the plans and details.  Kurama 
had been reluctant to let an outsider in to observe his 
methods… but he couldn’t do it all himself.  He had 
no access to much of the information needed as to 
patrols and shifts and palace plans and safeguards.  
Hiei supplied all that as well as all the tools that 
Kurama asked for.  And the demon had made several 
suggestions that even Kurama, master thief, had 
found worthy of consideration.  Even more amazing, 
in Kurama’s opinion, was the way that Hiei had 
turned the job over to him… and then let him do it.  
Hiei had been involved, but had stayed back to let the 
thief plan the job. 
 Upon reflection, there were several things about 
that job that puzzled Kurama.  He’d known from the 
start what he was going to get out of it – the Mirror of 
Utter Dark that could save his mother’s life.  But 
Hiei?  What did Hiei want with Ghost Slayer?  And 
why Gouki?  The vampire devil really hadn’t done a 
bit of good prior to the job, and had been a pain 
during it.  At first, Kurama had thought that Gouki 

was in charge of the job – he was a criminal born, 
with powerful rei and a nasty attitude.  But Kurama 
had quickly found out that it was Hiei instead who 
was the moving force.  Hiei had originally approached 
Gouki just as he had Kurama, offering it to him.  But 
Kurama could tell that Hiei didn’t like Gouki, quietly 
despised him, in fact.  But he had included him in the 
job… and had talked in ways that Gouki could 
understand – power and rule and terror and… well, 
psychotic.   
 It wasn’t until after Kurama had met Yusuke and 
had used the Mirror of Utter Dark, that he’d really 
started to think about things.  Kurama had been so 
focused on his mother…  Once he thought about it, 
things didn’t make sense.  So far, he only had one 
little hint – Hiei’s slip, ‘I’d wanted to wait,’ and that 
intense rivalry between him and Koenma…  
Thoughtfully, Kurama nibbled on a fingernail.  ‘The 
game wouldn’t have been fun.’  And Hiei’s words to 
Yusuke, ‘I respect your bravery and honor, so I’m just 
going to kill you.’  Instead of making him a puppet 
with Ghost Slayer.  Kurama chuckled – if Hiei had 
done that, Koenma would have…  Kurama sat up in 
total shock, the pieces finally falling together. 
 “Why that sneaky little bastard…” Kurama 
breathed, his eyes wide as he shook his head.  Games.  
It was Games that Hiei liked to do.  Koenma had 
gotten himself a Spiritual Detective… and so Hiei had 
conceived a Game.  If Hiei had taken Yusuke over, 
made him a demon slave… and stolen all three 
artifacts in the bargain – Koenma would have been 
the laughing-stock of the Spirit World.  Enma-sama 
would have had no choice but to disinherit his 
favorite son… and Enma’s anger would have 
devastated the Human World.  Total chaos.  And Hiei 
would have sat back and watched – and laughed.  A 
bored demon could be a very dangerous thing. 
 Kurama shuddered, thinking more and more of 
what would have happened if Hiei had succeeded.  
There was more to it than he’d originally seen.  Much, 
much more.  And Hiei had planned it?  Kurama 
remembered Koenma’s utter rejection and frank 
analysis of the demon.  Koenma had been more 
truthful than Kurama had known.  And this was what 
Kurama had decided to steal?  This dangerous 
demon?  Kurama had been more at risk than he’d 
originally thought.  No wonder Koenma hated Hiei so.  
No wonder Hiei was so irritated at being under 
Koenma’s leash.  A very dangerous demon, who 
thought everything was a Game. 
 And yet, Hiei was a good partner…  A memory 
suddenly surfaced from the night before.  ‘I’d planned 
to wait, but circumstances…’  Hiei had blushed while 
looking at Kurama.  A guilty blush.  Quickly gone.  
Quickly changed.  What did Hiei have to be guilty 
about?  Hiei had agreed to work with Kurama… why?  
Because he didn’t want to make him angry.  Angry?  
Over what?  Hiei’s interest in him.  Interest from a 
powerful demon could be a very dangerous thing.  
Circumstances… 
 Kurama grew cold, inside and out.  A white flame 
grew up within his soul and burned out.  Slowly, he 
stood up and looked to the tree where he’d last seen 
Hiei.  His eyes were chips of ice as he walked over to 
the tree and stood near it.  “Hiei,” he spoke quietly, 
his voice calm but brittle.  Ice to match Hiei’s fire. 
 There was a slight distortion of air and Hiei 
became visible, “What is—”  Hiei broke off abruptly 
and his eyes widened as he saw the white flame 
around the fox.  “Kurama?” his voice was uncertain 
and hesitant as he hopped off the tree to land next to 
Kurama.  “What’s wrong?” 
 “Hiei…” Kurama eyed the small demon 
dispassionately.  The demon liked Games, did he?  

Well, this was one that might just kill him.  “I wanted 
the Mirror of Utter Dark to save my mother’s life.” 
 Hiei blinked.   
 “You were listening to me and Yusuke that night.  
You know that.” 
 Slowly, Hiei nodded, his gaze never leaving the 
emerald ice. 
 “You knew that before.” 
 Hiei blinked again. 
 Kurama turned his back on the demon, staring at 
the campfire of green flame, his remote attention 
focused for death.  “I would never have agreed to help 
you, if my mother had not been sick.  The challenge 
was not enough, I didn’t want the attention from the 
Spirit World.  But my mother was dying and I wanted 
to save her.  So I agreed to work with you.” 
 Slowly, Kurama turned back, “Hiei – why was my 
mother sick?” 
 
 
Chapter Six:  Trust 

 “Why was my mother sick?”  Kurama stared 
coldly at Hiei, waiting for an answer that he thought 
he knew. 
 Hiei breathed out.  And looked… tired.  Weary.  
Softly, he spoke, “Kurama – your mother had cancer.” 
 It moved Kurama not at all.  “Some cancers can be 
created.  Especially by a skilled demon.  Your plans 
were rushed, you said.  Was my mother dying too 
soon for your tastes?”  Each sentence was spoken 
precisely, carefully, no emotion showing in tone or 
inflection.  His face was just as still. 
 “No.”  Hiei shook his head, “Kurama – I did not 
plan your mother’s sickness.”  He gazed at the white 
flame and shivered, “It’s true – I knew you wanted the 
Mirror for that reason.  But I did not create the 
situation.” 
 “You didn’t.” 
 “No.” 
 Coldly, Kurama gazed at demon, “I should believe 
you?” 
 “Kurama – if you’ve figured things out that far, 
you know I was after Yusuke.  Your mother became 
ill five years ago.  Yusuke became a Spirit World 
Detective five weeks ago!”  Hiei’s mouth twisted in a 
grin, “Even for me, that’s pushing it.”  His grin 
dropped away at the look on Kurama’s face.  Or 
rather, the absence of one. 
 “That was no normal cancer my mother had.  I 
have some healing abilities, not much, but some… 
and that cancer didn’t respond.”  Kurama showed the 
first trace of emotion, a frown.  “I hadn’t been looking 
for Other World influence at the time.  But by my 
memory, it’s not unlikely.” 
 Hiei sighed and scratched his forehead where the 
cloth was bound around it. 
 “Don’t even think about using your jagan.” 
 Hiei rolled his eyes, “I wasn’t.”  He sighed again, 
“Kurama… why don’t you ask your dad?” 
 The wall of non-emotion was broken on the 
instant.  White flames sparked and died.  Icy eyes 
became shocked green puddles.  
“WHAT??????????????” 
 For the second time, Hiei scratched his head, and 
he restlessly shifted from foot to foot.  He coughed, 
but didn’t say anything more. 
 Kurama narrowed his eyes, “Hiei – my human 
father is dead.” 
 “I know that, you idiot!” Hiei snapped.  Then he 
sighed again.  “Look, Kurama – Koenma is in charge 
of the crossing of souls over the River, right?  So now 
that you’re such good buddies with Koenma-kun, why 
don’t you ask him for a dispensation to go talk to your 
dad?” 
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 Kurama hadn’t thought of it.  In the shock of the 
moment, the blood draining from his mind,  Kurama 
did something he’d never done before in all his six 
hundred years of life:  He fainted. 
 
 He woke up in warm arms, being held gently and 
protectively, a smooth hand brushing his hair back 
over and over again.  When he stirred, the hands 
stopped briefly. 
 “Kurama, are you okay?” Hiei’s voice was full of 
concern. 
 Opening his eyes, Kurama stared up at the soft red 
irises in the slanted eyes.  He didn’t make a 
movement to free himself from Hiei’s embrace, but…  
“Hiei – tell me what happened.” 
 Hiei bit his lip. 
 “Damnit, Hiei – you know something.  Tell me 
now, or…”  Kurama let it trail off.  If he found out 
that Hiei had nearly killed his mother…  Hiei would 
die, here and now.  It was that simple. 
 Quietly, Hiei said, “Your father died ten years ago 
of a heart attack, do you remember?” 
 “Hiei – just tell me.” 
 “Your father died protecting you and your mother 
from a demon attack.  That’s when your mother was 
poisoned, though it took five years for the poison to 
manifest.” 
 After bolting half-upright at the second shock, 
Kurama closed his eyes and laid back into Hiei’s 
comforting hold.  “Hiei – if something like that had 
happened, I would have remembered it!  Think of a 
better one.” 
 “Ithioda took you out in the first attack.  You were 
unconscious through the battle.”  Hiei sighed, 
“Kurama – go ask your father.  You should really talk 
to him anyhow.” 
 Ithioda…  Kurama remembered the demon, from 
forty years ago.  One of Yoko’s enemies.  A thief 
always had a few.  Kurama wanted to talk to his dad, 
he really did.  Now that it was a possibility…  “If I go 
back to Koenma’s, the mission is over.  Tell me now.”  
And he didn’t think that his dad would have the 
answers that Hiei could give him.  Ithioda… 
 “But you don’t trust me.” 
 At the utter lack of anything but conviction in the 
low tones, Kurama opened his eyes again.  Hiei…  
Hiei looked more than weary, he looked defeated, his 
soul broken.  Kurama closed his eyes, not wanting to 
see such pain anymore.  “Just tell me.  I’ll decide.” 
 There was the sound of a soft sigh, and then Hiei 
started brushing his hands through Kurama’s hair 
again, gently, carefully, longingly…  “When you 
escaped the Spirit World, there were four of us who 
tracked you back to the human world.” 
 Kurama snorted – four demons had been watching 
him for fifteen years and he’d never noticed?  And 
Hiei was one of them?  He didn’t make a comment, 
and after a moment, Hiei went on. 
 “I tended to keep a rather remote watch, through 
agents at a distance.  Yoshinda was even remoter—” 
 Kurama squawked and sat upright, “MY 
BROTHER WAS WATCHING ME?????” 
 “Brother???” Hiei blinked.  “Yoshinda is your 
brother?” 
 Kurama turned to look at him, “The great Hiei 
doesn’t know everything?” 
 Hiei’s mouth tightened momentarily before he 
explained with a bare semblance of calm, “I was never 
able to find out anything about Yoko’s past.  The 
kitsune are a very closed community, and even the 
lone foxes never talk about others.  I knew Yoshinda 
was a kitsune, but…  If he was your brother, then 
why…”  Hiei shook his head. 
 A deep fear was in the pit of Kurama’s stomach, 
“Don’t tell me Yoshinda had anything to do—“ 

 “No, no, no…” Hiei hastened to assure the fox, 
“All Yoshinda ever did was watch.  Watch, watch, 
watch…  Hell – he was the only one that knew I was 
watching.  And he never did anything.  Just watched.”  
Hiei sounded annoyed. 
 The description fit Yoshinda.  Kurama eyed Hiei 
thoughtfully, wondering if he should just stay sitting 
up.  The short demon… looked fairly normal.  But 
there was a bleakness in his eyes…  Kurama laid back 
down, resting his head on Hiei’s lap, letting the warm 
hands settle hesitantly on him again.  And he kept his 
mind with his plants, seeds scattered everywhere, 
trees and moss and ferns and grass ready to help on 
the instant. 
 After a moment, Hiei sighed.  “Yoshinda and I 
were there pretty much from the start.  Matashiu 
found you a few years later.  He set up agents within 
your community and interacted fairly closely.  A 
risk,” Hiei shrugged, “but I think he was amused at 
your choice.” 
 “Who?” 
 “Huh?” 
 “Who were the agents?” 
 “Well, the first one was your babysitter, Washiko-
san—” 
 Kurama snorted, “Never did like her.  Always 
thought there was something off.  She used to tell me 
stories of demons that ate little kids…  Stupid, I 
always thought.  I guess she thought she was taunting 
me.” 
 Hiei’s hands had stopped stroking his hair and 
there was a feeling of astonishment from his youki.  
Kurama opened his eyes and looked up. 
 The demon was wide-eyed, staring down at him. 
 “What?” 
 “You… remember… but you were only two years 
old!” 
 Kurama shrugged, the movement brushing against 
Hiei’s chest.  “Two years in the human life, six-
hundred and seventeen in truth.” 
 Hiei let out his breath in a soft exclamation.  “You 
were aware?  That whole time?  You…” 
 Kurama frowned up, “Of course.  You don’t know 
much about world-transference, do you?” 
 Hiei shrugged, embarrassed, “That’s not how I…” 
He broke off.  “I didn’t know you were aware.  That 
could have changed…” he shrugged, “That was good 
acting.” 
 “Get on with the story, Hiei.  Did Matashiu kill my 
father?” 
 “No.”  Hiei cleared his throat, “Matashiu still 
wanted that artifact he’d hired you to steal.  He was 
willing to wait until you’d healed before approaching 
you with the job again.” 
 Kurama snorted.  That demon had a one-track 
mind.  And paid very, very well… 
 “Ithioda finally found you when you were five.” 
 “How the hell did Ithioda even know I’d 
transferred?”  Kurama had kept it subtle, he’d 
thought.  Knowing Hiei’s resources, and Matashiu, he 
could understand how they’d tracked him down, and 
Yoshinda…  But Ithioda?  Ithioda was a dolt. 
 “The land the hunter shot you on was his.” 
 “Like hell!”  Kurama sat up and this time turned to 
face Hiei, crossing his legs and not planning to settle 
down again. 
 Hiei sighed again, “Twenty-one hundred years 
ago, when the demon Uishto challenged the demon 
Quyatta for his lands and rei—” 
 “Get to the point, Hiei.” 
 Hiei glared at the fox and then sighed again, “I’m 
trying – okay?  I’m not used to…”  He sighed once 
more, and bit his lip again.  It was starting to bleed 
from the number of times it had been pierced with his 
fangs. 

 Even in the middle of his distraction, Kurama had 
to grin.  The poor demon was trying.  It wasn’t natural 
for him to explain so much or be so accommodating 
or…  Hiei loved Kurama so much.  Kurama hoped he 
wouldn’t have to kill Hiei. 
 “After the war with Uishto and Quyatta, the 
inhabitants of the Singa lands stayed true to Quyatta’s 
descendants, being bound by blood-ties.” 
 “I didn’t know that.” 
 “Neither did I,” Hiei admitted, “It was kept very 
quiet.  I finally only found it by back-tracking, 
after…”  He stopped and started again, “Anyhow, 
Ithioda was the most recent of Quyatta’s descendants.  
So when a kitsune got shot and then disappeared, 
instead of reporting to Jathodean, who technically 
owns the lands, and who wouldn’t have cared one 
whit, the ghosts that witnessed it brought the news 
instead to Ithioda.  Ithioda, who bore a grudge against 
Yoko for—” 
 Kurama broke in dryly, “I know why Ithioda hates 
me.” 
 “Uh, right.  Well, Ithioda finally figured out you’d 
transferred to the human world and was searching for 
you in a rather incompetent way.  Probably wouldn’t 
have found you, if it weren’t for us.” 
 Kurama blinked slowly, his plants rustling. 
 “Well, three ghosts concentrating on one area…  It 
had an affect on the area.  Ithioda was already sniffing 
around in the general region.  But what really topped 
the cake was when Matashiu was forced to pull his 
agent out due to some problems in the demon world 
that were slipping through.  That focused Ithioda’s 
attention and then he found my agent as well.  When 
Eiko didn’t report on time, her supervisor—” 
 “Eiko???  Eiko was yours???”  Kurama burst out, 
“But I liked Eiko!  She treated me like a normal…”  
He paused and then sighed, “They never told us kids 
what happened to Eiko.  Go on.” 
 Hiei watched him for a moment, then shrugged.  
“I’m not sure of the details from that point on, since 
Eiko was gone.  By the time I got there, it was three 
days later and Ithioda had found your home.  
Apparently he’d taken you out first with a claw dart, 
and was then going to make sure of the kill, but...” 
 “So why aren’t I dead?” 
 “I’m getting to that!” Hiei snapped.  “When I got 
there, your dad was standing outside the house, 
holding Ithioda off with a force shield and wards.” 
 Kurama turned pale, “My dad?” 
 Hiei nodded. 
 “My dad had power?” 
 Hiei blinked, “Isn’t that why you chose your 
parents?” 
 Kurama shook his head.  “No…  I liked the way 
the woman was smiling, laughing, her attention on the 
breeze and her thoughts so…  I was tired, and I never 
thought to check out her husband.”  Kurama paused, 
“Actually, I never checked to see if she was married.  
Good thing she was.” 
 Hiei collapsed in laughter, falling down in a 
puddle of quiet giggles. 
 “Hiei…” Kurama frowned. 
 “Virgin Birth!  I can see it now!  Oh!!!”  Hiei 
slowly straightened out, his mirth making his eyes 
light up, the outside slants raised up in delight, his 
mouth stretched in a wide grin, high cheekbones 
seeming even higher.  The open amusement was 
golden through his dark rei. 
 Kurama regarded him for a moment and then 
reluctantly grinned also, “I should have checked,” he 
admitted.  Then he frowned, “But I still didn’t know 
my dad had rei power.  He never showed it.” 
 Hiei’s laughter disappeared.  Softly, he said, “He 
was a valiant man.  Full of courage and honor.  I 
respected him.” 



Printed: 10/30/01  – Larissa A. Williams “The Beginning” Page 18 of 44 

 
 “So what happened?” 
 “Well, I sliced Ithioda, went to find you, your 
mom was also down – Ithioda’s sting – your dad and I 
talked a bit.  He died.  I heale—” 
 Kurama put his hand out, “Whoa!!!”  He glared, 
“Now is not the time for a summary.  Details, Hiei…  
What did you and Dad talk about?  Why was Mom 
down?  How did…” 
 Hiei sighed, “Talk to your dad about all that, 
okay?” 
 He doesn’t want to tell me.  He dithers through all 
the rest and speeds this part of the story.  What is it 
he doesn’t want me to know?  “I want you to tell me.” 
 Hiei bit his lip again.  Blood ran down his chin.  
He sighed softly, a capitulating sound, “I sliced 
Ithioda and went to find you.  Your dad followed me 
in the house and saw as I turned you over.  You were 
so pale, so cold…  Your mom had already taken the 
dart out, and had tried to get the poison out as well, 
which is why, I think, Ithioda spiked her with his tail.  
She was lying next to you, also unconscious.  I found 
the spot where the dart had gone in and was trying to 
neutralize the rest of the poison.  You weren’t dead 
because Ithioda had made it against a kitsune, not a 
human, and it wasn’t working right.  Your dad asked 
me if you’d be okay.  I said I thought so.  Then your 
dad asked about your mom.  I said I didn’t care.  He 
stood there quietly for a moment and then said, ‘If she 
dies – Shuichi will be alone.’  I looked up… and saw 
that he was burning the last of his life-energy just to 
talk.  He’d used up all his rei and his life holding off 
Ithioda.  I…”  Hiei hesitated, “I told him I’d try.  He 
nodded, and then he died.  I finished up with you and 
then looked at your mom…  The stinger had broken 
off in her.  I had to make a deep slice to get all out 
that I could, and then I still didn’t find a sliver.  I had 
a sub-demon make something to clean out the toxins, 
but I couldn’t find the sliver…”  Hiei sighed, “There 
wasn’t anything more I could do.  I waited until your 
mom woke up – I didn’t show myself – and she 
seemed okay…  upset at your dad’s death, relieved 
you were alive…  She put you to bed and called the 
hospital to take your dad away.  The medical people 
said it had been a heart-attack and she told you the 
same thing.  She didn’t seem to know anything about 
Ithioda...  But humans will do that.  I thought it was 
okay, that the sliver hadn’t been enough on its own.  
But then years later, she developed the cancer and I 
knew what it was.”  Hiei shrugged helplessly, “There 
wasn’t anything more I could do.  Ithioda was long 
dead and no two scorpion demons are alike.  The 
toxins had been building for five years.  The best 
healer in the Spirit World said the case was 
impossible.  So I concentrated on finding something 
else that might work.” 
 Kurama raised his eyebrows, “And the only thing 
you could find was the Mirror of Utter Dark?” 
 Hiei looked away, “Yes.” 
 Kurama regarded Hiei silently.  The story was a 
good one.  He had to admit that. It fit very well with 
Kurama's memories. He had been incredibly sick for 
two months, with what he'd thought was a makai flu, 
and his mom had been patient and caring and helped 
him quietly… When Kurama was finally up on his 
feet again, it took him awhile to figure out his dad 
wasn't around, and then his mother had quietly told 
him about the heart-attack. Kurama knew a twinge of 
guilt for the memory of how little he'd cared. My 
father died protecting me… But was the story true? 
Maybe Hiei was just playing off Kurama’s desire to 
think better of the short demon.  What the hell did 
Hiei care about any human?  Kurama backtracked for 
his question, “How long had you been watching me?” 

 Hiei looked back, a brief grin coming and going 
across his face, “From before you went across?  Fifty-
seven years and five months.” 
 57 years…  Kurama narrowed his eyes, “That was 
you?” 
 Hiei grinned again. 
 “That was one of the hardest jobs I’d ever done.  
All for an obscure little book that nobody should have 
thought twice about.  And then it sold for a 
ridiculously high price on the black web.” 
 “I hadn’t finished it yet.  I wanted it back.” 
 “But you chose to buy it back instead of killing the 
thief that had taken it?” 
 Hiei grinned, “Why would I do that?  A master 
thief that had broken through my best wards and traps 
– I really thought the rod/cone was impossible – was a 
resource I couldn’t let by.  I didn’t have any need for a 
thief at the moment… but I might have in the future.  
So I watched and waited.  When I do use tools, I use 
only the best.” 
 The rod/cone had very nearly been his undoing.  
Kurama regarded Hiei thoughtfully.  “What would 
you have done with Koenma’s sword if I hadn’t given 
you another?” 
 Involuntarily, Hiei’s hand reached out to one side 
where his sword was laying next to the fire.  He 
shrugged, “Melted it.” 
 “And left you without?” 
 Hiei grumped, “I can get by.” 
 I’m sure you can.  “Why did you save my 
mother?” 
 Hiei shrugged, “I didn’t know you were aware and 
didn’t feel like raising a five-year old – messy brats at 
that age.  Since your dad was dead, your mom was the 
next best thing.” 
 Nice try, Hiei.  Kurama would have bought that 
one before he’d found Hiei’s heart.  But now he knew 
it wasn’t as cold as it seemed.  A fire to match 
Hiei’s…  And he was starting to believe the demon.  
So far, even the evasions were consistent with what he 
knew of the demon.  And he could always check this 
with his dad, now that Kurama knew he could visit 
him.  And Hiei knew that too.  “Tell me the truth.” 
 Hiei looked away and didn’t say anything. 
 “Final question, Hiei.  Give me the answer.” 
 So softly that Kurama almost couldn’t hear it, Hiei 
replied, “You would have been alone.  I…  I know 
what that is.” 
 Alone.  His dad, fighting off a demon that had 
come to attack Kurama.  His mom, poisoned from it.  
Caring for an ungrateful spirit child…  Kurama owed 
his parents much more than he’d thought.  Kurama 
sighed and then stretched out next to the fire.  He was 
tired.  Very, very tired. 
 “Kurama?”  The demon’s voice was tentative, 
hesitant… 
 “Go to sleep, Hiei.  I’ll think about it and decide in 
the morning.”  There was silence by the fire and 
eventually Kurama slept. 
 
 
Chapter Seven:  Trust… and the Void 

 The fox slipped through the forest, checking 
his land.  He paused at one pine tree that felt… 
different.  It wasn’t a pine tree.  The silver fox 
growled out an attack and rushed upon the tree 
that blurred into its dragon shape.  Shiny black 
coils, beautiful and powerful.  A fine specimen of 
its kind.  But it shouldn’t have been there, upon 
the fox’s land, uninvited.  The dragon screamed 
as the fox latched his fangs deep in its throat.  
When the fox finally let go, the dragon was dead.  
Panting, the silver fox stared at the beautiful 
black dragon with the shiny white stars outlining 

its scales.  And the fox regretted having to kill the 
wild dragon. 
 
 Kurama sat bolt upright, his hand at his throat.  
“No…” he whimpered.  Then he shook his head, these 
nightmares had to stop.  This was the fourth night 
running…  Kurama paused – it was the fourth day 
since he’d killed the dragon.  Was this its revenge?  
Had it thrown some sort of a spell… 
 There was a cry of despair and a crackling of 
branches. 
 Kurama looked over to see Hiei fall out of a tree, 
landing with a limp thud on the ground.  “Hiei!”  
Kurama crawled over and touched the limp form 
hesitantly.  Unconscious, Hiei twitched at the touch 
and a low wailing sound came from his throat.  Then 
the demon curled into a tight ball, arms wrapped 
protectively around his head. 
 “Hiei?”  Kurama couldn’t imagine what could 
hurt…  He cast his rei out around the camp zone.  
And found nothing.  There were no traces of any 
foreign youki around, and Hiei’s spell wards were still 
intact.  Then what…?  Kurama touched the back of 
Hiei’s neck – the only exposed skin he could see, and 
he jerked his hand back in sheer astonishment.  Hiei 
felt… cold.  Cold and clammy.  But Hiei is a fire 
demon – he can’t feel cold!  Kurama turned to look at 
the fire.  It was still burning the steady green color.  
With a slight grunt, Kurama picked up the coiled ball 
that was his friend and hauled him over to the 
campfire.  “Hiei.  Hiei…” Kurama finally just placed 
the demon smack dab in the middle of the fire and 
watched anxiously. 
 Slowly, the fire died.  And the demon uncurled 
from his ball.  But still wasn’t awake.  Kurama 
reached out again and this time took the smaller 
demon into his lap.  He stroked the limp strands of fur 
hanging loosely about the demon’s face.  After a 
moment of hesitation, he untied the bandage around 
Hiei’s jagan.  And gasped as he saw it closed, only a 
thin line in the skin indicating that it was there.  The 
jagan is closed?  Not just shut, lid closed over the 
eye, but actually closed and sealed, fading into the 
skin.  As far as Kurama knew, that shouldn’t happen.  
He’d temporarily sealed it that one time, using his 
acid blood…  With a frown on his face, Kurama 
placed his hand over Hiei’s forehead and carefully 
pushed out his rei.  And found the demon’s almost 
non-existent. 
 What is going on?  Kurama focused himself and 
started to slowly feed his rei into Hiei.  After a long 
time, the fur on Hiei’s head wavered and then pulled 
back into its spikes, and the demon moaned, a pitiful, 
painful sound.  But at least it was a sign of life.  
Hiei…  what happened to you?  What can I do?  
Kurama stroked the hair back and stared at the white 
star.  The white star on the black hair.  Exactly like 
that of the scales of the dragon… 
 Kurama blinked.  The dragon he’d killed had oval 
scales.  But the dragon in his dream had stars…  His 
heart knotted in fright.  “Hiei?  Hiei, did I…  Hiei!”  
He gathered up the demon in his arms and tried to 
think about the dream.  The dragon had been on his 
land…  Hiei came to me before I was ready.  “I did 
this to him.”  But what specifically had he done?  And 
how? 
 Last night.  Last night, I didn’t give him an 
answer.  I… I didn’t accept his story completely.  
Kurama sighed.  Essentially, he’d told the demon he 
didn’t trust him.  And the trust Kurama had given the 
demon was what had finally opened the demon’s 
heart.  And the removal of the trust killed the heart.  
And the demon.  “Oh, Hiei…” 
 He could bring the demon back by telling him he 
trusted him.  He thought that would work.  But did 



Printed: 10/30/01  – Larissa A. Williams “The Beginning” Page 19 of 44 

 
Kurama really trust Hiei anymore?  The demon was a 
manipulating, conniving, devious little bastard.  Who 
used his Games just to amuse himself. 
 And how is that any different than me?  Kurama 
bent his head over Hiei’s unconscious form and tried 
to think.  Quickly. 
 
 ‘You take too damn long.’ 
 ‘I don’t talk to traitors.’ 
 ‘I know what alone is.’ 
 ‘You like games, I thought you’d like to play.’ 
 ‘Go out and get yourself killed!  See if I care!’ 
 ‘Fifty-seven years and five months.’ 
 ‘I respected your dad’s honor and courage.’ 
 ‘What do you want from me?’ 
 ‘So beautiful…’ 
 ‘I respect your bravery and honor.  So I’ll just kill 
you.’ 
 
 Yusuke had trusted Kurama.  Knowing nothing 
about him.  Nothing but that one look they’d shared 
and a snippet of conversation.  Yusuke had trusted 
Kurama, and had given him his life. 
 
 Hiei had given Kurama his life.  And the Mirror of 
Utter Darkness. 
 
 ‘Choice.’ 
 Hiei had given Figitatha a choice. 
 
 ‘I know what alone is.” 
 
 Kurama sighed.  And stroked the fine black fur 
gently.  With extreme caution, he projected his rei as 
much as he could.  “Hiei.  Come back.  I believe 
you.  I trust you.  Hiei.  Please come back.  I 
trust you.  I want you as my friend.  Please.  
Come back to me.  I’ll let you stay free and never 
seek to bind you.  I’ll trust you in all.  Never again 
will I doubt.  I will trust you, always.  Hiei.” 
 
 Red eyes opened slowly.  And looked blankly up, 
not seeing. 
 Kurama had always wondered how it was possible 
that people could commit suicide.  He wondered no 
more.  The look of utter and total despair, bleakness 
in darkness, ice smothering the fire…  Those were 
eyes that were already dead.  It was a shell of a being 
that was still alive. 
 It can’t be too late.  No…  His heart in his throat 
and in his voice, Kurama cried out to his friend, 
“HIEI!!!” 
 The red eyes blinked.  And then stilled again. 
 Damnit, damnit, damnit!  Kurama took another 
deep breath, “HIEI!”  This time, he also put as much 
of what he knew about Hiei into the shout. 
 
 The demon’s quickness.  His dry wit.  His 
devotion.  His smartness.  His ability.  His wildness.  
His heart.  His mystery. 
 
 It was a short list.  Kurama didn’t know much 
about the demon in his arms.  But I want to know 
more.  I do.  Don’t… don’t die before I can find out.  
“I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry…  Hiei, I didn’t mean to kill 
you.  I’m sorry.”  Tears dripped down upon the 
unseeing face and Kurama closed his eyes. 
 “I’m not dead yet.” 
 Kurama jerked up, his heart pounding. 
 The demon lay there in his arms, still pale, still 
quiet, still weak.  But the red eyes that gazed up at 
him had a rather sardonic quizzical expression in 
them. 

 “Hiei…”  Kurama breathed out all his fears in the 
sigh of his name.  “Hiei, I thought I’d killed you.  I’m 
sorry.  I trust you, really I do.” 
 “Hn.”  The red gaze flickered away, “No reason 
to.” 
 Kurama laughed shakily, “Did you lie to me?” 
 The demon wouldn’t look at him as he asked, 
“When?” 
 With a chuckle, Kurama ruefully figured that, 
since it was Hiei, it was a legitimate question, “Last 
night, when you were telling me about my parents.” 
 “No.” 
 “Then I trust you and that’s all there is to it.”  
Kurama grinned down, “Come on, Hiei – let me make 
you some breakfast.” 
 There was silence.  Kurama watched the 
expressionless face and sighed.  With one hand, he 
turned the demon’s face so that the demon had to look 
at him.  The red eyes still wouldn’t meet his.  Kurama 
thought about it for a moment then leaned down and 
kissed Hiei. 
 In less than a second, the snarling, spitting, angry 
demon was out of his arms and crouched on the other 
side of the camp, down on two legs and an arm, the 
other arm up in a clawing gesture, looking much like 
a wild cat. 
 Or a wild dragon?  Kurama grinned lightly, 
though it was a bit forced, “What’s wrong?” 
 “You don’t want to!  You called for a friend!  Not 
a lover!” 
 “Oh?  You heard me?” 
 The small demon hesitated and then noticeably 
forced himself to relax, standing up and glancing 
around the camp. 
 “Hiei – I want an answer to that,” Kurama also 
stood, his gaze steady upon the demon. 
 The demon turned his back and whispered lowly, 
“Yes, I heard.” 
 Kurama walked to him and rested a hand gently 
upon his shoulder, “Then you also heard me say I’d 
never try to bind you.  You’re free, Hiei.  Free like 
you should be.”  He let the silence drag for a long 
moment before he tightened his grip, “But I want 
from you what you will freely give.”  Abruptly, 
Kurama swung the demon around to face him.  
Unresisting, the demon turned.  “Hiei.  Hiei – I want 
you for my friend.  And a partner.  I don’t know yet 
about more… but with the little I know about you 
now, it’s not unlikely that it will happen.”  Kurama 
grinned down at the surprised look on Hiei’s face, 
“Hiei, you silly demon – you watched me for seventy-
two years.  I doubt if there’s much about me that you 
don’t know.  But I know nothing about you.  Nothing 
except that I trust you.  Completely.  For now, isn’t 
that enough?” 
 After a long moment, the demon reached up and 
brushed Kurama’s grip off his shoulders, “Stupid fox.  
I don’t know that much about you.”  He turned and 
walked over to the dead fire, squatting down and 
lighting it with a burst of green demon-fire.  His quiet 
voice was serious, “It’s more than enough.  It’s more 
than I ever thought I’d have.”  And then the form 
blurred and was gone. 
 Kurama grinned as he shook his head.  Hiei…  my 
friend.  And he went to catch them breakfast. 
 
 Hiei and Kurama got back to the fire at the same 
time – Hiei with an armful of plants and roots, and 
Kurama with several small animals hanging from his 
belt.  They looked for a moment at each other… and 
then both snickered. 
 “Okay,” Kurama grinned as he laid his food out, 
“You make your breakfast, and I’ll make mine.” 
 Hiei started sorting the plants, “How come you, as 
a plant-controlling kitsune, don’t eat many plants?” 

 “Umm…  I like the taste of meat.  ‘Sides, I like 
making plants grow more than killing them.”  And 
after he’d given his answer, Kurama wasn’t very sure 
that he wanted to ask Hiei about the meat.  Or did he?  
He opened his mouth… and Hiei answered him 
before he asked it. 
 “I learned long ago that form doesn’t follow 
function.  And so to be careful of what I might offend.  
Plants are… usually safe.” 
 Kurama blinked.  And looked at the squirrels and 
rabbits he’d cut up.  And looked over at Hiei, but the 
short demon didn’t say anything more.  Oh yeah, that 
cleared a lot of things up…  Thanks Hiei…  An 
answer that left more questions.  But then, wasn’t that 
the essence of Hiei?  Kurama passed the meat in and 
out of the flame and then started to eat breakfast.  His 
use of rei and the nightmare had left him eager to 
replenish his energy.  And he watched Hiei.  And 
finally had to say something, “Hiei – you’re not 
eating.” 
 The demon looked listlessly at his plate of roots, 
“Not hungry.” 
 Uh oh.  Kurama put down his plate and moved 
over next to the demon.  Hiei started to shift away, 
but Kurama forestalled that and put a hand on Hiei’s 
forehead.  “You’re still a bit cold.  Hiei, I thought…” 
 “Just tired.  Be okay in a bit.” 
 Yeah, Hiei, right…  Kurama reached out to draw 
Hiei into his arms, but the demon pushed him away 
again and this time retreated to the edge of the camp, 
where he stood with his back to Kurama as he stared 
at the sword stuck in the ground.  Okay, that does it.  
Kurama also stood up and walked close but stopped a 
few feet away.   
 “Hiei, when I’m really feeling miserable – tired, 
lonely, depressed, or such, often my Mom will come 
to me,” Kurama walked closer, “And will put her 
arms around me,” he carefully stepped to face the 
demon and gently enveloped the smaller frame in a 
very loose grasp, “and she’ll hold me.” 
 The demon didn’t pull away immediately and 
Kurama went on, “It’s a gesture of comfort.  
Reassurance.  Support.”  The body in Kurama’s arms 
stiffened and Kurama automatically tightened his grip 
and then quickly loosened it again before the demon 
could run.  “A hug is just something to let me know 
that my mother is there – that kind of support, of 
knowing that she is with me, not a literal support.  No 
matter what, she’s with me and cares for me.  She 
doesn’t know what my troubles are, she’s just human 
after all, but my mother can somehow tell when I’m 
not feeling just right.  There’s nothing she can do… 
so she comes to me, and holds me.  She holds me to 
her so I can feel that she is there.”  Carefully, Kurama 
settled a bit closer to Hiei, wrapping his arms a little 
more securely around the small body, pulling him 
against his chest.  Hiei stood there and let him, but 
didn’t relax.  Kurama reached one hand up to gently 
pet the demon’s hair, “Sometimes, when I’m really 
feeling bad, she’ll stroke me carefully, to soothe out 
all those restless feelings and chase away the bad 
things.  She knows she can’t really do that, but that’s 
what she thinks of as she holds me, and I know that 
she cares.” 
 Hiei made a very, very small sound in his throat.  
It sounded a bit like a whimper, though Kurama could 
barely hear it.  He continued to stroke the demon, 
with words and actions, “It’s hard for me, being on 
my own for over 400 years, to really understand what 
a hug is, but… but when I think about my mother, not 
knowing who or what I am, but still caring…  
Sometimes, I relax.  I know my mother cares for me.  I 
don’t know why she does, but I know she does.  And 
she only wants to help.  So I relax a bit, held in her 
arms.”  No response.  “I loosen those muscles I’ve 
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been keeping taut and ready for… fight or flight.  The 
muscles that say ‘I can take care of myself.’  I know I 
can.  Mother knows I can.  So… there’s no need to 
stay tense.  I relax into her hold and rest a little in her 
arms.” 
 There it was finally…  just a tiny bit…  The small 
body quivered in strain as slowly Hiei started to relax.  
Very, very slowly.  Relaxing a little and then pausing 
to evaluate the situation, ready to tense up again at the 
least sign of something wrong.  Waiting until he was 
sure it really was okay, then relaxing just a little more.  
Slowly. 
 Kurama kept his left arm around Hiei’s back, 
supporting him without enclosing.  His right arm he 
had curved up to Hiei’s head, protecting it.  The 
demon was so much shorter than he.  The top of his 
head was below Kurama’s chin.  Is this how it feels to 
hold a child in your arms?  Mother, is this how you 
felt?  He felt… protective.  He hadn’t before, when 
he’d started this, he’d only wanted to comfort.  But 
holding Hiei in his arms…  The demon was almost 
totally relaxed now, leaning into Kurama’s body, his 
head turned in to Kurama’s chest and resting securely 
there.  Trusting him.  And with the demonstration of 
that trust, a fierce determination rose up within 
Kurama that this was his demon that trusted him and 
there was nothing and nobody that could ever take 
him from him.  Hiei was Kurama’s.  He’d stolen the 
demon and was now responsible for him.  He would 
protect this ball of fire and keep him safe.  He 
would…  he couldn’t, really.  Hiei would always fight 
his own fights, and ‘safe’ was not in their job 
description.  Kurama might have stolen Hiei’s heart, 
but Hiei himself was still a wild demon, not 
Kurama’s.  A lump rose up in Kurama’s throat and he 
held Hiei closely, determined to hold him for now, 
while he could, while Hiei let him.  Because he knew 
he’d have to let him go, eventually. 
 But not until Hiei was himself again.  Kurama 
cleared the lump out of his throat, “Then, when I’m 
relaxed… it feels good to know Mother is with me, 
there for me.  But I can also feel her pain and fear – 
for me.  She knows there’s nothing she can do for me, 
except for this hug, and so she hurts a bit, for me.  
And then I’ll put my arms around her, and hold her 
the way that she is holding me.  And then we’ll be 
together for a little while.  Each caring for the other.” 
 This time, the actions were much quicker as Hiei 
immediately put his arms around Kurama.  Kurama 
got the impression that Hiei had wanted to do that 
before but was afraid it would be misunderstood.  
Unseen by the demon in his arms, Kurama smiled.  
And let himself relax into the demon’s hold.  And 
then they really were sharing a proper hug, each 
giving and receiving comfort from the other.  And it 
felt good. 
 Kurama bent his head over the demon’s and closed 
his eyes, so he could feel Hiei’s body pressed along 
his, Kurama’s arms around Hiei, Hiei’s arms around 
Kurama…  It felt good, to be holding Hiei like this.  
Kurama felt his own worries and doubts and frights 
melting out of him under the strength of the care he 
could feel in Hiei’s hold.  And the way the demon was 
relaxing more and more on him, curving into his 
embrace…  Did the short demon even have any 
bones?  He was like a cat in the sun, puddles of 
relaxed fur.  Hiei – have you ever relaxed like this 
before?  Hugs… weren’t something done in the 
demon world.  Coming together for sex, yes.  For 
comfort?  If you needed comfort, there was a 
weakness in you.  And weakness was something one 
never showed.  Kurama was a fox spirit, but even so 
he couldn’t remember a time that he’d hugged 
somebody for comfort only, not involving desire.  It 
took growing up in the human world to show him 

what a hug was.  His mom cared for him, and 
comforted him.  And Kurama had learned to like 
sharing that comfort.  Just a hug to show support 
without saying the words.  A way to say, ‘I’m here.’  
And not something that would lead to… 
 It was his own fault, Kurama decided.  Letting his 
mind drift into memories and side thoughts instead of 
staying on topic.  And it was the way the demon was 
warming under his touch – just regaining his natural 
body temperature, but Hiei’s natural temperature was 
warmer than Kurama’s.  And where Hiei was pressed 
against Kurama, Kurama was getting warm…  And 
the smaller body was positioned so Hiei’s chest was a 
solid mass of warm solid muscles against Kurama’s 
waist…  And Kurama had been thinking about other 
uses for a hug…  It was really his own fault. 
 Hiei unwrapped his arms from around Kurama and 
took a few steps back, looking up at Kurama’s very 
red face. 
 “Uhh…” Kurama couldn’t remember the last time 
he’d been so embarrassed.  “Sorry…  This body’s 
only fifteen years old and it doesn’t have the best of 
control…”  He almost moved his hands in front of his 
waist, but that wouldn’t do much good.  He was so 
embarrassed!  I was just going to show Hiei what a 
simple hug was… 
 Hiei chuckled, “If you weren’t so much taller than 
me, you would have felt something similar awhile 
back.” 
 Kurama glanced down… 
 “Kurama…” Hiei cleared his throat and nervously 
shifted weight on his feet, “Uhh…  I was just doing 
that ‘cause you seemed to want it, you know…” 
 Kurama had to smile.  Did the demon even know 
what the words ‘thank you’ were?  He’d never heard 
him say it…  But he knew that that’s what Hiei 
meant.  “You’re welcome.” 
 Hiei scowled up at him, then a lightning quick 
grin flashed across his face in acknowledgment of 
Kurama’s interpretation. 
 “Come on,” Kurama smiled at his friend, “you still 
need breakfast.” 
 They went back to the fire together. 
 
 Kurama tossed another twig on the fire and 
watched with interest as the green flames wrapped 
around the twig… and then moved away.  Dead twigs.  
If Kurama tossed a leaf or a green twig on the fire, the 
flames would twist around and around, rising higher 
into the air and changing to a shade of purple before 
coming back down.  But usually he couldn’t see a 
difference in the leaf or twig.  He was tempted to toss 
a seed in and see what happened… 
 “You toss anything more in there, and the fire is 
going to crawl out.  Its borders are rather closely 
defined and you’re stretching them.” 
 With a laugh, Kurama put the seed back in his 
hair.  “Have you figured out what happened yet?” 
 “Um?” 
 “Well, I presume that’s what you’ve been sitting 
there so quietly about.  The dreams we’ve been 
having – nightmares – and what happened to you this 
morning…  That certainly isn’t natural!  It’s 
obviously linked.  So…?” 
 Hiei sighed, sitting back and leaning against a 
tree, “You’re right – it’s the jagan.  Almost certainly 
it’s a side-effect of when I used it on you.  But I’m 
having a hard time finding the link.  I would think it 
should be obvious, but I hadn’t noticed it at all, and I 
still can’t quite find it.  I think it has to do with the 
void, since that is outside all.  But the other times I 
asked people that question—” 
 Kurama bolted upright, his hair bristling, “Other 
times????” 

 The slanted eyes blinked at Kurama’s reaction and 
then Hiei grinned, “Did you really think, fox, that you 
were the first to want to possess something you didn’t 
have?” 
 “Uhh…”  Actually, he had.  Hiei always seemed 
so remote… 
 Hiei laughed, but it was a brittle sound.  “You’re 
not the first.  Nor even the second.  Or the third.  Or –
” 
 “Okay, already.”  The fox could tell that Hiei was 
hurting himself with the listing.  The memories of the 
ones before…  Stop it Hiei.  Stop hurting yourself, 
because I can’t stand to see it.  Kurama wondered 
what had happened to the others that had cared for 
Hiei. 
 The demon subsided.  And then added in a low 
voice, “You were just the first to come out of the 
void.” 
 Kurama blinked.  And silently shivered.  Oh…  
The first…  His green eyes went wide as he 
contemplated a death of nothingness just for having 
dared… 
 “I didn’t mean it like that!” Hiei snapped, “I 
meant…” Hiei bit his lip as he stared at the red-haired 
fox spirit, and then immediately let go with a wince – 
his lip was still raw from all the biting he’d done last 
night.  That’s one habit I’ve really got to stop!  “You 
were the first who had an answer I could accept.” 
 Kurama shivered again.  It wasn’t an answer he’d 
thought of!  What sort of answers…? 
 Even unspoken, Hiei answered the question, 
“Usually, they come back with ‘your soul’ or ‘to 
possess you utterly’ or ‘to learn your secrets’ or some 
such.  The ones that have betrayal in their minds…  I 
usually leave in a nasty spot.  The others I either kill 
on the spot, or don’t bring back out of the void.” 
 Kurama didn’t seem to be able to stop shivering.  
What if he had come back with one of those?  The 
possession one was close…  He really hadn’t known 
what he was trying to steal! 
 “You didn’t know what you were after, really,” 
Hiei grinned as the fox jumped – he’d thought that 
was what the fox was thinking, “and so your truth was 
ambiguous and only partially shaped.  What words 
did you hear?” 
 The question was so abrupt, Kurama snapped out 
of his absorbed thoughts of death, not even having to 
think for the answer, “Only what you will give.’” 
 “Humm…  Interesting.” 
 “That’s not what you heard?” 
 “I didn’t hear words.  I never do.  I look at the 
answer.” 
 Kurama blinked and tried briefly to picture… 
 Hiei chuckled, “Don’t try.  It’s not very 
explainable.  But your answer…  you didn’t know 
what you wanted from me, but whatever you were 
searching for, your motives weren’t malignant or 
selfish or greedy.  You were just curious.  And… you 
were looking for…” Hiei trailed off and he tapped a 
finger against his lips as he looked at the fox and 
searched for words.  Kurama stared back, fascinated 
and intently curious to hear himself explained.  
Finally, Hiei resumed, “You expected to find 
something good in me.  That… hasn’t happened 
before.” 
 Never?  Kurama’s heart went out to the little 
demon. 
 “Kurama… stop looking at me like that.”  Hiei’s 
voice was strained.  And so was his body.  The look 
in those beautiful green eyes…  Hiei wanted him.  He 
wanted him so badly.  And when Kurama showed his 
care, it just made things worse for Hiei because Hiei 
wanted more.  And couldn’t have it without driving 
away his fox for good.  Fight or flight, Kurama.  If 
you push… I’m going to have to run away because it 
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will be the only thing I can do.  I will never hurt you.  
Never. 
 At the frank desire in Hiei’s eyes, Kurama very 
nearly flinched away.  Your own fault…  Kurama tried 
to stop caring, but he couldn’t.  Yet he still wasn’t 
ready to match Hiei’s gift.  I don’t love him yet.  Not 
the way he should be.  He wants the care I offer… but 
he needs more.  Wait, Hiei.  Please wait just a bit 
longer.  Kurama could feel himself starting to love the 
little demon.  Holding Hiei in his arms had awakened 
all the fierce protective feelings.  And knowing more 
about Hiei was helping – knowing how long Hiei had 
been watching him…  It hadn’t been just impulse on 
Hiei’s part.  Somehow, Hiei had cared for Kurama 
long before.  And Kurama thought he was gaining 
Hiei’s friendship, they were more comfortable with 
each other now.  Yet Kurama wanted more of that 
friendship, before he’d consider a lover. 
 Hiei watched the fox… and regretted his sudden 
moves.  He’d almost scared the fox away, turning that 
quickly.  He almost hadn’t given Kurama a choice in 
the matter.  But Hiei had assumed…  He hadn’t 
thought Kurama would reject what he’d tried so hard 
to steal.  Yet, Kurama hadn’t really known what he 
was after and that seemed to be what made the 
difference.  Kurama had made no assumptions and so 
Hiei had let him in.  Now, all he had to do was 
untangle their souls.  “It probably has to do with the 
void.  The void is outside of time and matter – it’s the 
one place I can truly find anything, but one has to be 
very careful in the void for it is not real and yet is 
reality.” 
 “Hiei,” Kurama pleaded. 
 Another quickfire grin as Hiei stopped trying to 
explain the unexplainable, “The dreams we’ve been 
having feel like they have their foundations in the 
void.  Truth revealed in ambiguity.  I’m used to it, but 
you shouldn’t be.  And when you dreamed…  Your 
dream was based on mine, that night, and it wasn’t 
you shaping the void, but the void shaping us.” 
 “Hiei!  You’re still doing it.” 
 Hiei changed modes, “It wasn’t your fault.” 
 “But…”  But it was so close to what Kurama had 
done. 
 “It was just a truth.” 
 Kurama whimpered.  His jaws, locked in the throat 
of the black dragon… 
 “Oh, Kurama…”  He’d forgotten the fox would 
take it like that.  Taking blame for what was only 
truth.  Hesitantly, Hiei got up from where he sat and 
approached the fox.  Kurama was sitting by the fire, 
knees drawn up to his chest, his head on his knees.  
‘A hug is just something to let me know that my 
mother is there.’  Carefully, Hiei knelt down and 
reached a hand out to touch Kurama’s shoulder.  The 
red-haired fox raised his head and looked at Hiei with 
guilt written across his features.  Hiei bit his lip, 
feeling the soreness there from the day before and 
remembering the ‘why’.  It wasn’t Kurama’s fault – it 
was Hiei’s.  For playing his Game with Kurama’s life 
and the lives of his parents.  He’d given the fox Truth, 
but…  “Kurama…” Hiei wrapped his arms around 
Kurama’s shoulders and pulled the fox’s head into his 
chest.  “Kurama, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier 
about your parents.  I’m sorry I…  It was a legitimate 
question.  For my Game, it very well could have been 
something I would have done.  You didn’t know…”  I 
could have done it… it was a good move for the 
Game I was working and your evaluation of me was 
accurate – to my shame. Never, ever again will I give 
you cause for doubt, Kurama.  You have no reason to 
trust me, yet somehow, you did.  You gave me my life 
and set me free… but with less reason then I had.  No 
reason, really.  And I still don’t tell you all…  Hiei 
was so very afraid of being hurt.  Pain was not fun, 

and wounds to the heart took so long to heal.  Some 
never did heal, completely, and others left scars.  But 
for the fox, he would risk it again.  Because the fox 
had found his heart. 
 Hiei is hugging me?  Fast learner.  Kurama 
shivered and let himself be held.  He knew, logically, 
that Hiei was right – that it had been a real possibility.  
And if Hiei had been the one to poison his mom, 
Kurama would have killed him with only the slightest 
of regrets.  But it hadn’t been that way, Hiei was 
true…  And Kurama couldn’t stop forgetting his teeth 
in Hiei’s throat…  “Hiei – why do you show up in my 
dreams as a black dragon?  I would have thought if 
anything, a panther or a cougar…” 
 Hiei let go of Kurama and backed off.  Kurama 
wasn’t totally better – but he was putting it to one side 
and letting it go.  He does that so well… 
 “Hiei?” 
 His question.  Hiei wrinkled his nose.  It wasn’t 
something he liked to talk to anybody about.  This 
isn’t anybody, it’s Kurama.  “I’m part dragon.” 
 “WHAT?”  Kurama sat straight up, his legs 
tucking under him as he rose to a kneeling position, 
leaning towards Hiei…  “Impossible.” 
 Hiei glanced sourly at him, “It’s only a small part.  
Probably one-one-hundredth.  But there is dragon in 
my genes.” 
 “Humm…”  Kurama sat back on his heels, his 
eyes alight as he curiously turned this new piece of 
information over in his mind and fitted it into the 
appropriate spot.  He wondered if he could ask…  No.  
Not right now.  Kurama wanted to get his information 
by Hiei’s trust, not by the demon forcing himself to 
answer just because it was Kurama asking.  Hiei 
would tell him… when Hiei was ready to.  And 
Kurama would wait for it.  Besides, they were dealing 
with another problem right now, one that was 
probably more important. 
 Well, that got him out of his doldrums…  Just give 
the fox a mystery…  Hiei sighed bitterly.  If only he 
could be so easily distracted.  He glanced over at his 
sword.  He didn’t like leaving the wards up for so 
long.  But this problem with the void would have to 
be dealt with before it went any further.  Each day, 
they’d apparently been getting closer and closer in 
their dreams.  And the dreams were nightmares.  The 
void could shape as well as show.  And Hiei did not 
want to live in a world shaped by the void.  And he 
didn’t want his fox there either.  He sighed again and 
made his decision, “Kurama, I’m going to have to go 
back in.” 
 The fox jumped before steeling himself. 
 Hiei shook his head – he was really going to have 
to get better at explaining himself, “I didn’t mean you, 
I meant me.  I’m going to have to… focus to find the 
problem and untangle it.  It shouldn’t affect you at all 
– I’m just letting you know what I’m going to do.” 
 Kurama narrowed his eyes, this didn’t sound like a 
good thing.  “Is it dangerous?” 
 Hiei shrugged. 
 Great answer, Quickfire.  Kurama sighed, “Is 
there anything I can do?” 
 “Umm…”  Hiei glanced around.  “Watch my 
body.” 
 “HUH???” 
 I’m not explaining this well, am I?  Hiei tried 
again, “To go into the void and untangle the problem, 
I have to use the jagan to go there, and that means 
leaving my body for a bit.” 
 Kurama paled slightly, “We weren’t in our 
bodies?” 
 Hiei frowned, “Didn’t you jump out of your 
original one to the one you’re in now?  It’s simila—” 
 “No I didn’t!” Kurama snapped, interrupting Hiei, 
“This is my body!”  That was one assumption that he 

was really tired of.  Even Koenma had almost accused 
Kurama of taking over a human fetus that could have 
housed a human soul, not a ghost.  And Kurama had 
nearly bitten off Koenma’s head too.  In some ways, 
they are alike. 
 Hiei blinked, uncertain, puzzled. 
 Tilting his head to one side, Kurama studied the 
demon curiously, “You really don’t know anything 
about world-transference, do you?  Then how did you 
get to this world before?” 
 Hiei flushed and didn’t answer. 
 “Huh…”  Kurama studied the demon again and 
then chose to explain, “Normally, to get from one 
world to another, ghosts use established Gates – links 
between the worlds, or, more rarely, they use portals.  
But a portal can only be created by a ghost of…”  
Kurama faltered and his eyes widened, “Hiei… 
you…” 
 Hiei flushed again and still didn’t answer. 
 “Uhh…” 
 “No, I’m not a Force Demon, yes I use portals, and 
never you mind how I create them,” Hiei burst out in 
one long stream. 
 “Oh…”  Kurama digested this briefly and then 
went on, “When there isn’t an established link, or a 
portal, ghosts use world-transference.  Basically, it 
involves compressing our selves into our rei and 
spooling out.  Changing our body into rei, we can get 
by the River without notice.  Once on the other side, 
we focus ourselves again and create our bodies anew.  
The platform we used to get here from the palace was 
a type of world-transference that drew on the palace 
rei instead of ours.  Normally, most ghosts shape a 
form that was the same as theirs before – it’s what 
they know.  But when I transferred over, I was so 
badly wounded that I had no strength to heal my form, 
and I knew I could not.  So I created my form inside 
the womb of a human woman in order to draw off her 
rei to keep me alive long enough to be born.  That was 
enough time for my soul to start generating rei on my 
own again, but it still took ten years before I was 
healed enough to try another transfer back.  Before 
then, I could use Gates, but I couldn’t transfer on my 
own, neither could I switch forms even if I wanted 
to.” 
 Hiei curiously ran his eyes over Kurama, studying 
the human body with more knowledge.  Knowing that 
Kurama was a fox spirit, Hiei had thought the human 
form was not a natural one.  But if Kurama had 
shaped it himself… it was him.  “And so beautiful.  
Still a fox, with that mane of gorgeous red hair—” 
 Kurama leaped to his feet, “STOP THE 
GODDAMN INSULTS ALREADY!!!!!” 
 “Huh????”  Hiei’s eyes nearly went round, they 
went so wide.  He hadn’t meant to say anything out 
loud, true, but… insults?  “Kurama – I wasn’t—” 
 “Just shut up about it already!  Okay?  Shut up 
about the stupid flaming red hair!!!!!” 
 Hiei blinked carefully, feeling his way around the 
eggshells.  Red hair?  “Kurama – you’re beautiful.  
You are.  You have a fox’s grace and a fox’s love of 
life.  And I think the mane on the human body is a 
rather nice touch – adds dimension and self, showing 
the fox without being too obvious.  It’s gorgeous…  
Your green emerald eyes highlighted by the bright 
red—” 
 Kurama sat back down and put his head in his 
hands. 
 Hiei stared, “Kurama – what the hell is wrong with 
red hair?” 
 Looking ready to cry, Kurama raised his head, 
“It’s common!” he wailed. 
 Hiei firmly pressed his lips together, then parted 
them carefully, “Excuse me?” 
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 “Red is the color of a common fox!!!  I am not a 
common fox!” 
 Hiei couldn’t help it, he rolled over in peals of 
laughter. 
 Kurama glared at him.  “It’s not funny!” 
 “Yes it is…” Hiei giggled, still on the ground, “Oh 
my stomach…” His abdominal muscles hurt from 
laughing so much. 
 “Damnit Hiei!”  Kurama gestured and vines 
slithered through the camp to wind around the small 
demon figure. 
 And they burst into flames and ashes fell off.  Hiei 
sat up, his laughter stilled, “Don’t ever try that again, 
Kurama.” 
 Kurama was still in shock from the abrupt 
destruction of his vines.  He stared at Hiei, “Uhh…” 
 Hiei brushed the ashes off his shoulder and 
wrinkled his nose.  In a grumble, he muttered, “Sorry 
I laughed.” 
 With a bit of wonder, Kurama looked at the 
demon.  Maybe I wouldn’t have killed him after all…  
“It’s okay.”  Reluctantly, Kurama thought about it and 
his mouth twitched, “I guess it is funny, at that.  
I’m… a bit sensitive to it.  I had assumed the mane 
would follow my natural form and to see it come out 
red…  We kitsune have jokes about the common red 
fox.”  And some of the jokes…  Kurama was very 
sensitive about the red hair. 
 “Kurama…”  Hiei crawled over to the kitsune and 
looked at him for a long moment.  A two-way attack, I 
think.  He reached out and fingered a lock of the hair, 
studying it carefully.  Then he looked up into the 
dazzling green hued eyes, “Kurama, your brilliant rich 
red mane is not related at all to a common fox, I 
assure you.  Red foxes are muddy and dull, an orangy 
color that makes them fade into the background, 
whereas your vibrant beauty only serves to highlight 
your magnificent self.  Your Yoko silver is Spirit-
laden, but the Kurama ruby is much more precious 
and coveted.”  Then, quicker than Kurama could 
react, he darted in and kissed his fox lightly.  Then he 
moved back and smiled, “You, Kurama, are never 
common, and never can be.  A most unique fox.  And 
that is Truth.” 
 Oh… Kurama raised a hand up to his lips, his 
green eyes locked on Hiei in wonder… and he felt the 
words fall into someplace special within him.  He 
pulled them in and wrapped them up, so to treasure 
them forever.  “Hiei…  Thank you.” 
 And, regardless of intentions, the moment was 
almost too much.  Hiei looked away, embarrassed.  
“I’ll be sitting over here,” he went back to the tree and 
crossed his legs and leaned against the tree, “Don’t do 
anything to my body.  I don’t know when I’ll be back, 
but I wouldn’t be surprised if this doesn’t take a 
couple of days.” 
 “A couple of days???” Kurama squeaked. 
 Hiei raised an eyebrow, “It takes a half-day just to 
get there.  And I’ve got a feeling this might be tricky.  
Anyhow, just leave my body alone – it’ll be fine.  The 
spell wards are all in place, I altered them this 
morning to give you the warning.  Don’t leave the 
boundaries if you can help it.”  He tried to think if 
there was anything else he needed to say.  Not really.  
Hiei looked at the… red-haired, uncommon fox, and 
drank in the sight.  It would have to sustain him for 
awhile.  Then he prepared to leave… 
 “Hiei – take care of yourself,” Kurama requested 
seriously, knowing he couldn’t go with his friend. 
 Unused to care, Hiei was startled out of his 
preparations and curiously looked at Kurama, 
studying the intentions behind the request.  Then he 
answered the fox-human with as much seriousness as 
the request had contained, “I will.”  After a solemn 

moment had passed, Hiei closed his eyes and looked 
into his jagan. 
 
 
Chapter Eight:  A rat crawls in 

 For hours, Kurama sat there, watching Hiei.  A 
figure wrapped in a black cloak with a white scarf, the 
face above with unchanging features, the spiky black 
hair and white star not stirring even in a breeze.  
Kurama was watching a shell, not his friend Hiei.  
Without personality, the small body seemed… not 
fragile – it couldn’t be with those muscles, hinted at 
though covered under the cloak – but… static, fixed 
and set.  An emotionless statue.  That if hit just right, 
could break into a hundred rock pieces.  But he’s not:  
Hiei is not a statue of stone – and certainly not 
emotionless!  Hiei’s quickfire temper had always been 
one of his main characteristics.  And now Kurama 
knew that his other emotions could be just as 
powerful.  The memory of those red eyes burning 
bright as Hiei’s hands stroked through Kurama’s hair, 
across his face, over his lips…  Kurama raised his 
hand to his lips.  That last kiss…  ‘The Kurama ruby 
is more desired.’  Yes.  Definitely, Hiei had other fires 
to match his temper.  And the rather interesting 
characteristic of fire was how it could light others.  
And Makai fire burned where ordinary fire wouldn’t – 
and didn’t always consume.  Kurama chuckled wryly.  
He’d set out to steal Hiei, but it rather looked like 
Hiei would end up stealing him.  The solitary Yoko.  
Famous for his lovers, never for his loves.  Captured 
by this one rather small fire demon.  Who is also a 
jagan-bearer, and part dragon.   
 Part dragon.  Kurama chewed thoughtfully on a 
fingernail.  Technically, that shouldn’t even be 
possible; dragons were a class outside demon, spirit, 
or human.  They were otherworld, living in all three 
worlds, but belonging to none.  And as for cross-
breeding…  Well, Kurama had heard rumors, there 
were always rumors.  Most of them were started by 
demons who wanted to be known as something more 
than they were.  But Hiei…  Hiei hadn’t wanted to tell 
him even that much, which meant that it was probably 
true.  Hiei hadn’t wanted to tell, yet Hiei did, because 
Kurama had asked.  Hiei loves me.  The demon who 
had very nearly discredited and worse than killed the 
heir to the Spirit World.  Who had nearly killed 
Yusuke – who hadn’t killed Yusuke.  Kurama 
wondered a little at the end of that particular fight.  It 
was true enough that Yusuke had outmaneuvered 
Hiei, with that reflected rei gun at the end.  But…  
why the heck had Hiei attacked only with fists and 
speed, at the end?  Kurama shivered at the memory of 
Yusuke’s last power-up.  After Kurama had 
intercepted the sword, both he and Hiei had been 
intensely startled by the amount of power the boy had 
generated.  The rei fire burned bright behind those 
very human eyes and Yusuke had suddenly become a 
power to contend with.  ‘Yusuke has not yet reached 
his limits,’ Hiei had said.  And Hiei, Kurama 
reflected, was an expert at judging limits.  Look at the 
extensive notes on the demons that Hiei had gathered 
in but a single day.  Hiei could judge others at a 
glance.  Yet, even with Yusuke’s rei so powerful at 
the end of that fight… Hiei had fought nowhere near 
his own limits.  Yes, Kurama had blinded Hiei’s 
jagan, but even so, Hiei had other powers.  His demon 
fire, for one, which Hiei had not used.  Hiei spared 
my life.  Hiei spared Yusuke’s soul… and his life?  
Why?   
 Why, why, why?  That was the predominating 
question with Hiei.  Kurama didn’t understand the 
demon.  He didn’t fit any of Kurama’s patterns.  Even 
now, when Kurama could have the demon at a word, 

when the demon loved him so obviously and 
completely, still Hiei said, ‘don’t bind me or I will 
leave.’  But isn’t love a binding in itself?  Though…  
Kurama almost understood what Hiei meant on that 
one.  Hiei was a wild animal that loved Kurama, first 
from a distance, then with Kurama’s kindness he 
finally came closer.  But he was not a household cat 
that Kurama could take into his house and 
domesticate.  Hiei would be the wild creature that 
would come to Kurama when he wanted to, and leave 
when he wanted to.  And sometimes, perhaps, would 
come when Kurama called.  Still loving – if he never 
loved, he would never have come near in the first 
place – but not tamed.  Hiei would break before he 
would be tamed.  Some animals were happy to have a 
permanent secure home, where they could always be 
loved and share that love.  Some animals died when 
caged, or broke loose, never to be seen again.   
 Out of the various scenarios, Kurama, pack animal 
that he was, would have preferred the co-habitation 
one.  I always thought that when I finally picked a 
mate it would be one for life.  One that would live 
with me and be with me.  One that I could raise my 
children with.  One that I could spend my days, my 
nights, my mornings, my life with, and she’d be 
happy to have it so and would expect the same of me.  
But it seemed Kurama was having less choice in this 
matter than he’d ever thought.  He couldn’t refuse 
Hiei’s love and didn’t want to.  Watching Hiei’s 
regard for him and his efforts to adapt to Kurama’s 
habits, Kurama knew that he was growing to love the 
demon – probably Kurama already did and just didn’t 
know it yet.  But his life…  Kurama’s life was going 
to be nothing like his expectations.  The one who 
loved him would always be coming and going, never 
staying for the domestic bliss that Kurama wanted.  
Instead he would have a love of fire, brightly burning 
but always flickering, wild and exciting, astounding 
for having what no others did, more precious than 
either the silver or ruby, more precious than life itself.  
Loving Hiei would be a more intense emotion than 
Kurama had ever experienced before.  And, at times, a 
damn unsettling one.  If Kurama accepted this love, 
he would have love on an intensity that staggered the 
mind.  And would have days and nights of lonely 
waits.  He would have to keep his grip light, and leave 
the routes open in his territory for his wandering 
mate.  His mate wouldn’t share his life, wouldn’t be 
involved in every aspect of it and plan the future 
together.  His mate would live his life beside him, 
loving him, watching him, but letting Kurama make 
his own decisions and expecting the same in return.  
And if Kurama wanted children, he’d have to do 
something damn creative to get them; he wondered 
what Hiei thought of children.  Beyond all the issues 
and expectations, one thing was very certain – it 
would always be interesting, to love Hiei. 
 
 Kurama was getting stiff, sitting there, watching 
Hiei’s motionless body.  With a yawn, Kurama stood 
up and stretched and then started exercising, since it 
didn’t look like he was going anywhere for the rest of 
the day.  In order to keep his suppleness, he had to 
never lose it and so he trained every day.  It was also a 
good thinking time.  As he practiced his dance, 
Kurama contemplated his future on a more immediate 
basis.  He was a thief.  A damn good one – the best.  
But somehow he’d been drafted into this stupid 
thankless tasking of subduing Spirit World criminals.  
Kurama was a good fighter – you needed to be in 
order to survive among demons – and he had his plant 
controlling techniques; he could make plants do 
anything he wanted, make them into anything he 
wanted.  The plants were a very effective weapon and 
defense.  Usually.  Hiei had burned his vines… as if 
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they were nothing special.  Admittedly, that was Hiei, 
one of the most powerful demons Kurama had ever 
met.  But Kurama had fought more demons in the last 
week then he had in the last decade, and with the 
additional tasking of working with Yusuke, he 
probably would be fighting even stronger ones – 
potentially up to Hiei’s power level.  Kurama 
grimaced.  He liked a good dance, but this tasking of 
Koenma’s…  Kurama rather thought he was going to 
be doing a lot more fighting than he liked.   
 In the days he’d been without Hiei, Kurama had 
left off the dance because he was tired and heart-sick 
and depressed and bored.  His dances were a thing of 
beauty, to draw out and show off his skill, but what 
was the point when there was no one watching?  And 
there were so many demons to get through.  A dance 
on each of them would be time-consuming and 
wasteful.  So finally, Kurama had just been using his 
most direct method – use the plants to kill the demon.   
It wasn’t a dance:  It was brutally efficient and not 
very tidy or pretty.  Hiei’s fights were too damn quick 
to be a dance, but when he slowed down…  Kurama 
could watch him move.  Yet Hiei still didn’t waste 
energy or time on an opponent.  Quick and efficient.  
Regarding the end result, Hiei’s fights were about on 
the same level as Kurama’s plants were as far as tidy 
and pretty went.  But somehow, Hiei’s fights…  
Kurama felt like they could almost be a dance with a 
bit more guidance.  Yet Hiei’s comments on his dance 
were valid for the most part – if something attacked 
while he was involved… then Kurama would have 
simply broken off the dance and used his plants.  A 
dance would not be appropriate then, but the use of 
plants would have been… cheating in a way.  Though 
Kurama loved his plants, they were a tactic that in a 
fight had little beauty and no grace.  The fox’s heart 
rebelled at the thought of using them on a regular 
basis.  But could Kurama find a compromise between 
his dance and his plants?  He would need to, that 
much was obvious.  Hiei was a demon of many talents 
and fighting skills, Yusuke had a rei gun in addition 
to his fighting skills.  Kurama…  Kurama was a thief 
that was being drafted as a fighter. 
 Kurama’s dance involved the weave of patterns to 
wear the opponent out and then strike when the 
moment was right.  Beyond the pattern… it was 
simply a judicious use of rei strength in the end.  
Concentrate the power on the fist or an object and hit 
the opponent where his rei was weak.  Obvious 
limitation to that method was the measure of rei.  And 
the time-factor in wearing out the opponent.  If 
Kurama was in a hurry, for whatever reason, he could 
not use his dance.  Or multiple opponents.  His dance 
was designed upon move and counter-move, 
anticipating and drawing out responses.  In a large 
fight… that would not be possible.   
 His plants…  His plants were direct – use a blood-
sucker or a vine-wrapper or a sword-fern, make it 
grow, and watch the demon die.  But there were three 
limitations on them.  The first was that Kurama had to 
have the plants.  He carried a lot of seeds with him, 
and usually replenished after the fight – that is, 
harvested new seeds from the plant – and even 
without his seeds there were almost always natural 
plants around him that he could use.  Yet Kurama 
could imagine scenarios where he could run low on 
seeds, fighting the sort of odds that Koenma seemed 
to like putting Yusuke against.  The second limitation 
was the limits of Kurama’s rei; it took power to make 
the plants grow and shape them.  The third limitation 
was one Hiei had proved when he burned the vines – 
not all demons would be susceptible to Kurama’s 
plants. 
 Kurama needed another option.  An option that 
would make efficient use of his rei, focus his dance, 

and be an effective fighting force.  He needed to be an 
asset to Yusuke, and a partner for Hiei.  Right now, 
his and Hiei’s methods were too different for them to 
effectively work together.  With a sigh, Kurama 
stopped his dance and went back to the fire.  He 
looked across at Hiei’s motionless body.  Two days?  
Hiei – are you okay there… wherever you are?  After 
watching him for a long minute, Kurama went to 
catch lunch. 
 
 Morning Glory.  Cherry.  Bamboo.  Ivy.  Lotus.  
… … … 
 Stranglevine.  Bloodsucker.  Swordfern.  
Bonecrusher.  Mindwarper. … … … 
 Moonflower.  Spiritease.  Reibond.  Dampfog. … 
… … 
 Seeds from Japan, seeds from the Demon World, 
and seeds from the Spirit World.  Kurama spread the 
seeds out before him and studied them.  His eye lit 
upon one particular seed from the Spirit World and 
his mouth twitched.  He glanced at Hiei and his smile 
became more predatory.  Soon, Hiei…  Soon we’ll get 
to use this plant.  But… recreational plants weren’t 
what he was looking for right now.  Kurama 
smoothed the grin off his face and went back to 
looking for weapons.  His Demon World plants were 
all very deadly in their full plant forms.  What I need 
is an adaptation…  Kurama picked up one of the 
swordferns and grew it out into a single deadly length 
of sharp jagged near-steel.  He waved it around in his 
hand a few times and then grinned and let it shrink 
back to a seed.  I have never learned the use of a 
sword.  Hiei could teach him… but then Kurama 
would be student, not partner.  So… 
 Hours later, Kurama was still experimenting.  He 
had settled his focus mostly on types of whips since 
plants he grew could also be directionally controlled 
by his rei.  That way, his lack of experience with the 
whip as a weapon was countered.  As he gained in 
experience, he would use his rei less for the control of 
the whip, leaving his power available for fighting in 
other ways.  Very well.  He’d decided on a whip for 
his weapon.  But a plant?  That was harder.  The 
strangleweed was always trying to strangle, he had to 
fight with it to keep it straight.  Morning Glories vines 
were good and strong… but more useful as a binding 
tool.  Ivy tended to cling.  A reed just wasn’t flexible 
enough.  There must be a plant here…  Kurama 
sighed and kept trying. 
 “Oh, so…”   
 The voice was rich and deep and…  Kurama 
slowly turned his head. 
 “I thought I’d felt a couple of ghosts poking 
around the edges of my territory.  I wondered when 
nobody showed to challenge me.  So I came looking.”  
A tall man in a business suit walked out between the 
trees and squatted next to the green fire, poking a 
curious finger at it.  He looked very out of place. 
 Kurama’s heart clenched but he made sure he 
showed no sign of it.  Carefully, he walked forward.  
“Suziji, I presume.” 
 “Oh yes…” The man looked up, “your spell 
wards.”  He pulled out a sword from behind him and 
tossed it to the ground in front of Kurama.  “Very well 
done.  But not good enough.”  He rose from the fire, 
strode to one side and looked down, “A shell.  A top 
class demon out of his body.  How careless of him.”  
There was a thoughtful expression on his face, “I 
wonder what I can do with a demon slave…?”  He 
smiled, a nasty looking thing, “I’m sure I can think of 
something.” 
 “You will not touch him,” Kurama stated calmly, 
only a hint of a growl in his throat. 
 “What can a simple kitsune do?”  Amusement was 
clear in the rich tones as he reached down to Hiei. 

 Kurama narrowed his eyes.  Vines whipped out 
and around Hiei’s body, enveloping it and hiding it.  
The vines grew until there was nothing to see but 
greenness for twenty feet around.  The suited man had 
to step quickly back to avoid being covered himself. 
 He looked with new interest towards Kurama, “A 
plant controller.  Very rare among kitsune.  I would 
estimate… a four tail, perhaps?” 
 He’s not as good as Hiei, at judging others.  
Kurama smiled coldly, “Will you dance with me, little 
Rat?” 
 The suited man, immaculate in dress and hair and 
bearing, snarled fiercely, “You will die for that, 
kitsune!” 
 Kurama raised an eyebrow, “Oh ho – sensitive, are 
we?  But why?  So a rat is a smelly, dirty, garbage-
scrounging, plague-carrying—” 
 Shredded business clothes went flying across the 
glade as the demon assumed its true form in a burst of 
rei, its growl filling the air. 
 Grimly, Kurama shifted his stance and prepared to 
meet the attack.  This demon…  This was one that 
Hiei had told Kurama in no uncertain terms was his 
alone.  And Kurama had not argued with Hiei at the 
time.  Now, however, they would see.  Kurama did 
not let his gaze falter from the large fanged animal-
demon.  But his thoughts went briefly to a body 
hidden in his vines.  Hiei…  I will not fail you, Hiei. 
 
 Hours later, both combatants paused for breath, 
eyeing each other warily.  The rat was not 
underestimating Kurama anymore.  And while 
Kurama would normally be happy at being taken for 
his worth, this dance he wished he still had the slim 
advantage of an opponent’s miscalculation for he had 
no other advantages.  His dance, his beautiful flowing 
maneuvering dance, was used now only to keep him 
the barest inch in front of death, not by design.  He 
was losing this battle.  He tried to keep the realization 
from showing, but the rat knew it too.  The rat wasn’t 
immediately rushing in for the kill because the earlier 
portion of the battle had shown it caution.  And it 
could wait until Kurama was worn down – Kurama 
was near to that point now.  Bleeding from multiple 
wounds across his body, his new shirt in rags, his 
plants shredded around him…  I will not, I cannot, 
fail.  Kurama reached up to his hair and brought out 
another bonecrusher.  The rat tensed, wary now of 
Kurama’s seeds.  Kurama waited until an opportunity 
came.  The fight went on. 
 Kurama was out of seeds.  He was gasping, breath 
coming shallowly in his crushed and bleeding lungs.  
His only satisfaction was that the rat was also in 
pretty bad shape, limping, only one good arm, one 
good eye…  The rat would be easy pickings for 
whoever came after Kurama. 
 Once more.  Kurama refused to let the rat win.  He 
pulled more energy from within him.  And he reached 
up to his hair in an automatic gesture.  There were no 
more seeds… but he found a rose.  A rose against a 
rat.  Kurama smiled and brought it out. 
 “Do you wished that placed on your grave?  Sorry 
– don’t plan on burying you.  I will enjoy sucking the 
marrow from your cracked bones, kitsune.” 
 Kurama’s hand tightened around the stem of the 
rose and he felt a sudden sharp pain.  Backing off 
from the fight for a moment, he risked a glance down.  
And saw the long sharp thorns on the lengthy stem.  It 
wasn’t that way before…  ‘The rose is yours now.’  A 
whip…  Kurama glanced back at the fox and 
waited…  When the moment was right, Kurama sent 
the last of his rei into the rose, picturing what he 
needed from it, feeling the connectiveness with this 
plant that was his and was now his weapon. 
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 “Rose Whip!”  The words instinctively came out 
of Kurama as he flicked the rose into a length stronger 
than steel, flexible and responsive to his every 
thought, with massive thorns sharper than a razor.  
The whip flicked through the air and bisected the rat 
before the demon’s eyes had a chance to widen. 
 Kurama stood there a moment.  Then, as the tail 
and lower half of the body started to twitch, he 
decided to be cautious and he flicked his whip out 
again and again until the demon was in chunks 
smaller than a stir-fry. 
 He collapsed to his knees under the sudden 
cessation of adrenaline and rei.  But Kurama forced 
himself to get up and staggered back to the camp.  
The fight had roamed through much of the 
surrounding area, ending up primarily in the rat’s 
territory.  When Kurama got to the camp, he sent a 
weary thought out to his vines and they pulled back 
far enough for him to make his way to Hiei’s body.  
He curled up beside it and let the vines rustle back to 
cover them both.  Then he fell into an exhausted 
healing sleep, one hand still gripping the rose whip 
tightly. 
 
 Hours later, or maybe it was days – it was 
impossible to tell – Kurama awoke as Hiei’s body 
limply fell from the sitting position he had been in.  
Kurama reached out and gathered the cloaked body in 
his arms, stroking the black hair off Hiei’s forehead.  
None of it was spikily up now, all strands hanging 
loose and limp.  Hiei’s breath was staggered and 
shallow.  His body was cold.  Kurama felt Hiei 
swallow, then he heard his name spoken with such a 
weak and pain-filled voice that it made his heart 
pound with fear. 
 “Kurama?  Kurama – it’s done.  Kurama…” 
 With a thought, Kurama had his vine plants pull 
back enough to let diffused light through so he could 
see his friend.  Hiei’s face was pale and lined with 
pain.  His eyes were closed.  With evident tiredness, 
Hiei reached one hand up to tangle limply in 
Kurama’s hair.  Kurama stroked Hiei gently, “I’m 
here, Hiei.  I’m here.  That’s good that you got it 
done.  Now rest.  Rest, my precious treasure.  Rest.  
I’m here.  I’m not letting you go.  Rest.”  After a long 
moment, Hiei’s body relaxed and his breathing 
smoothed out.  The pain lines, however, didn’t go 
away.  Hiei…  Kurama settled down while still 
holding Hiei.  He curled up around his friend’s body 
and then drifted back into his own healing sleep.  
Above them, the vines rustled and closed up again. 
 
 
Chapter Nine:  A bath and a mystery 

 The Void.  Darkness.  Blackness.  Nothing.  Lots of 
Nothing.  Sights and sounds and feelings were nonexistent.  
Falling into the blackness, never-ending.  Falling.  Falling 
was stupid; why fall when you can fly?  Fly up into Darkness 
and Blackness.  Sideways, diagonal…  what point was 
there to fly when Nothing was Everything.  Up was down.  
Or other.  Fall and let the Darkness surround the lack of 
senses. 
 Can I smell, taste, or touch a color?  Say red?  Of 
course.  The senses are nothing and so everything.  The 
smell of red is deep and musky, a hint of rich rose, clean 
fur, wood and dirt and peat moss.  The taste of red…  
ahh… to taste red.  Nectar and fire.  Salt and sugar.  Red.  
How I long to taste Red.  My desire for Red.  An addicting 
drug.  Barely a hint of a taste and I long for so much more.  
Enough to fill my senses forever never-ending.  And the feel 
of red?  The feel of red is to let the mix of senses eclipse.  
How can one describe the richness of red?  – Fluff and 
satin, soft and subtle, inflaming and soothing…  Even 
outside all, I can long for these senses of red… 

 It was obvious he wasn’t in the void.  The void 
had a certain clarity of unreality that this lacked.  This 
was a dream; or a nightmare.  Lost in hyperspace.  
Shapes were sounds were links to other zones where 
all was not.  It was about bloody time to wake up. 
 
 Hiei forced himself out of himself and woke up.  
He did nothing for a long moment but revel in the feel 
of all his senses behaving as they should.  As many 
times as he visited the void, the thing he liked best 
was coming out of it.  And this time was even  more 
wonderful and special than any other for he could feel 
Kurama’s arms around him, holding him tightly.  He 
could feel the length of Kurama’s body along his own.  
He could hear Kurama’s soft breathing, wheezing 
slightly as the air was obstructed.  He could smell 
Kurama’s unique scent, mixed everywhere with the 
scent of blood. 
 Blood?  Hiei’s eyes flew open.  And he stared into 
darkness.  For a moment, faced with his nightmares, 
he thought about panicking.  Then he formed a small 
ball of fire and sent it to hovering above them.  He 
and Kurama were in a small hollow of… vines.  
Those were vines surrounding them, wrapping them 
tightly in, sheltering them close.  Hiei looked to his 
fox and his mouth tightened.  Kurama had been in a 
fight.  A massive one.  The fox was deep in a healing 
sleep, and looked like he’d been that way for a few 
days.  Yet many injuries were still raw and obvious.  
Hiei was nearly plastered to the fox with the dry, 
caked blood between them.  My fox.  
 Hiei reached out with his senses to seek traces of 
youki around… he found nothing.  Nothing?  My 
spell wards…  Nothing should have been able to 
remove them.  Nothing save a…  oh…  Maybe Hiei 
should have put off exploring the void just a bit 
longer.  A stupid oversight.  Though, considering 
what he’d found in there…  He’d gotten the void 
detached barely in time.  Almost it was too late, Hiei 
had nearly not made it out himself.  Taking the time 
to play with the demon could have cost his fox his 
sanity.  Though not delaying had apparently nearly 
cost his fox his life.  Hiei reached his senses further 
out and still found nothing.  Hn. 
 Carefully, he pried himself out of Kurama’s arms 
and sat up, ducking under the low vines.  Kurama 
murmured in his sleep and reached out to gather Hiei 
back in.  The demon smiled at this demonstration of 
affection and gently stroked the fox’s mane.  Also 
caked with dried blood.  I need more light. Glaring at 
the vines surrounding them, Hiei growled at them, 
“Back off or you’re going to get fried.”  The vines 
rustled nervously and Hiei narrowed his eyes… 
 “Don’t fry my poor vines…” a weak chuckle 
emphasized Kurama’s contented voice. 
 “Tell them to get out of my way then,” Hiei 
sniffed. 
 Kurama made no motion but the vines all slithered 
back, clearing a large area around them while still 
encircling them tightly.  A portion on the top opened 
and sunlight shone down. 
 Promptly, Hiei started to run his hands over 
Kurama’s chest and arms and legs, checking all the 
injuries he could see and searching for internal 
wounds. 
 “I’m all right, Hiei.  Really.”  As Hiei didn’t even 
pause, Kurama protested again, “I’m okay.” 
 “Hn,” Hiei snorted, “I know that.  If you weren’t 
okay, you’d be dead.”  He continued his diagnostic. 
 Kurama chuckled, true enough…, and didn’t 
object again, closing his faded emerald eyes and not 
moving except to shift when Hiei prodded him to. 
 Crushed lung, multiple lacerations, near 
concussion, depleted rei nearly to the point of non-
existence… and a hand that wouldn’t let go of a long 

thorny whip.  Seeing that, Hiei raised an eyebrow, 
knowing exactly what it was.  “Kurama, you can let 
the rose be.  I’m back.” 
 With a sigh, Kurama lessened his grip and the 
whip shrank back into a bright red rose. 
 Hiei touched it gently then tucked it into Kurama’s 
hair.  Then he stood up and glanced around.  When 
he’d found a spot that suited him, he crouched down 
and tried to gather Kurama in his arms.  Kurama 
protested.  Hiei glared, “Do you like lying in your 
own filth?  I’m just going to soak off all that blood 
and clean your wounds.  You’ll heal faster for it.” 
 Even when he’s caring, he’s bad-tempered.  It’s 
definitely Hiei.  Kurama smiled faintly and reached 
out to gather one of the vines in.  A seed pod dropped 
into his hand and then all the vines shrank back and 
slithered until they were a normal part of the woods 
again. 
 Watching the fox-human, seeing the layers of 
meaning wrapped in his actions, Hiei felt a wave of 
emotion pass through him.  Possession, 
protectiveness, pride… adoration and love.  Beyond 
doubt, Kurama is worthy enough to have me.  Hiei 
slipped out of his cloak before carefully picking 
Kurama up, holding him precisely to avoid jarring 
him.  Then he flitted until he reached the small creek 
he’d found.  One part of it flowed into a wide eroded 
section of rock, forming a pool within the stream.  
Hiei directed a burst of heat fire into the water, 
warming it to skin temperature.  Then he walked in, 
still holding his fox. 
 Kurama was a leaf in Hiei’s arms.  And Kurama 
felt so protected and safe.  Hiei is so much shorter 
than me, yet so much stronger.  I feel like a child in 
his arms.  Safe.  Hiei held Kurama like he weighed 
nothing.  And he was being held so tenderly...  
Kurama didn’t open his eyes as he was gently lowered 
into the steaming water, so warm, like Hiei…  He kept 
his eyes shut as strong hands carefully and precisely 
stroked him gently and soothingly while the dried 
blood soaked free.  Just as attentively and 
thoughtfully, the shreds of his clothes were unstuck 
and removed.  After most of the caked blood was 
loosened, the gentle hands produced a soft fluffy cloth 
and carefully and delicately scrubbed his body, easing 
the sore muscles and torn skin.  It didn’t really hurt at 
all, under Hiei’s care.  Kurama floated in the bliss of 
the solicitude of Hiei’s attention and his rei.  Hiei was 
directing and focusing small streams of healing rei 
into the worst of Kurama’s wounds.  Within minutes, 
Kurama was breathing much easier and his head 
didn’t hurt so much.  Kurama roused himself enough 
to protest this waste of Hiei’s rei when the demon 
needed it for himself. 
 “Hn.  I’m fine.  You need it.” 
 “You weren’t fine when you woke up.” 
 Hiei quirked a grin that the fox couldn’t see.  He 
ran his fingers through the long mane that was 
starting to loosen in the warm water.  A bit more 
soaking and he could clean the beautiful red hair too.  
“When I’m down, it’s bad.  When I’m better, I’m all 
better.  I don’t do anything half-way.” 
 Somehow, Kurama found the strength to laugh.  
He opened his eyes and found Hiei gazing down at 
him, with such a tender loving gaze in the ruby 
irises…  Kurama agreed with a grin – Hiei most 
definitely didn’t do anything by halves! 
 “Better now, fox?”  Hiei shifted Kurama’s body in 
the water and moved until Kurama was lying with his 
head on Hiei’s lap, the back of his head soaking in the 
warm water that was nearly up to his eyes, his neck 
supported under one of Hiei’s arms.  “Close your 
eyes, Kurama.  And breathe through your nose,” Hiei 
advised.  He waited until Kurama did so and then he 
gently sponged off the fox’s face.  The fox had 
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obviously been wounded and scraped and bruised 
there too, but the days of healing sleep had closed all 
the smaller wounds and only the largest, like the ones 
through Kurama’s chest, were still open.  The face 
was as smooth and precious and beautiful as it always 
was.  Soft supple skin.  With such beautiful colors.  
Hiei brushed Kurama’s hair carefully, shampooing the 
grime out of it and watching as the bright red came to 
life again.  Your red is not common.  Not common at 
all.  Extraordinary and so rich and bright.  Like you, 
my fox, my Kurama.  My wonder.  “So beautiful,” 
Hiei murmured out loud, and watched the fox’s 
mouth curve in a smile. 
 “You can say that despite how I look right now?” 
 Hiei ran his glance from Kurama’s face down the 
length of his body and answered truthfully, “You look 
just fine to me, fox.” 
 Kurama grinned at the tone in Hiei’s voice and, 
pleased, dropped the subject.   
 When Hiei finished with Kurama’s hair, he 
brought the fox out of the water, holding him with 
regard for the least jarring movement, watching 
carefully for the slightest reaction from Kurama to 
temperature differences or raw skin.  But the fox 
didn’t say a word.  Just watched Hiei with those 
brilliant emerald eyes as Hiei laid Kurama down on a 
large fluffy bearskin and then dried him off with a 
soft towel.  As Hiei brought the towel out, the emerald 
gaze followed it and blinked. 
 “Hiei – where on earth do you come up with these 
things?”  Kurama ran his hand over the warm fur of 
the bearskin. 
 “Where do you keep your seeds?”  Hiei retorted, “I 
didn’t find any when I was washing your hair.” 
 Not that Hiei would have found them, they were 
Kurama’s alone, but the reminder of his depleted 
stock closed Kurama’s eyes in pain.  The memory of 
the fight was too close for triumph – Kurama just felt 
exhausted still.  His healing was not yet done. 
 “Ah, my gallant fox, my precious Kurama,” Hiei’s 
voice rumbled in his deep tones that came close to 
purring.  Gently, he touched the deepest of the 
wounds on Kurama’s chest, “I wish I could have been 
there to see you dance.”  Carefully, he lowered his 
face and licked the wound. 
 “Hiei – if you had been there, I would have yelled 
for help and let you take the rat out,” Kurama said 
frankly.  He was already relaxed under Hiei’s 
attention, now his mind was starting to spiral off.  The 
feel of Hiei’s tongue licking across his wounds took 
him back to his kit days when he and his fellow 
kitlings would romp and play and then spend hours 
after grooming each other before sleeping.  He could 
feel a sharp stinging sensation as Hiei licked each of 
his wounds and Kurama recalled the various folklore 
myths of the healing properties of a dragon’s blood.  
Okay, it was Hiei’s saliva, but still…  After the 
stinging faded, a feel of warmth replaced it.  Kurama 
fell asleep dreaming of a silver fox romping through 
the woods with a gentle dragon. 
 As Hiei finished bandaging the last of Kurama’s 
wounds and covering him with another soft fur, 
tucking it carefully around the feet, he stared 
thoughtfully down at the sleeping fox.  Perhaps… it 
was for the best that I was away.  I would not have 
knowingly placed you in such danger, but as a result, 
you have stretched your limitations and your skills.  
And I will not interfere again with your choices.  If 
you truly would have called to me…  I don’t have to 
worry about stupid, stubborn pride.  You will choose 
your fights wisely and you will fight wisely.  We can 
truly be a team.  Such a rare thing in the demon 
world.  He loved the fox to his utmost.  Hiei crossed 
his legs to sit next to Kurama.  Then he searched until 
he found his sword, lying in the dirt near their camp.  

Carefully, dividing his attention between where he 
was and where it was, he brought it back to him.  
Then he inspected the blade and honed it sharp, 
waiting.  Waiting for his fox.  He wasn’t patient by 
nature, but for Kurama he would be as patient as he 
needed to be. 
 
 Kurama woke up feeling warm and contented.  
And hungry.  His energy was in definite need of 
replenishment.  But it felt so good just to be lying 
there in the warm furs, snuggly and lazy, and 
protected.  Kurama opened his eyes and blinked the 
sleep out.  He saw Hiei almost immediately.  The fire 
demon was sitting crosslegged a little ways away, his 
sword lying across his legs, one hand on the hilt, the 
other on the scabbard, facing mostly towards Kurama, 
but his red gaze was unfocused as he looked beyond 
Kurama.  Kurama glanced curiously around him, but 
decided that Hiei was using the jagan to look 
somewhere other than here. 
 And with that decided, Kurama took the 
opportunity to study Hiei.  One of the most powerful 
demons Kurama had ever personally encountered – he 
generally liked to avoid the ones that could kill him.  
Muscular body, sturdy frame; strong.  Kurama 
remembered how easily Hiei had carried him; and 
how tenderly and carefully he’d treated Kurama.  I 
could get to enjoy being bathed like that…  
Especially at a time when I’m not wounded and 
exhausted.  Kurama ran his eyes greedily over Hiei’s 
body.  The demon wasn’t wearing his cloak, but just 
his pants.  That left a lot of bare flesh for Kurama to 
admire.  Whether it was fair to Hiei or not, Kurama’s 
objections had gotten left behind somewhere in the 
fight with the rat.  Hiei was Kurama’s.  His.  And now 
that he’d gotten used to the idea, Kurama was more 
than ready to claim all that that entailed.  I will love 
him.  I have accepted him.  Hiei will be my mate and 
I will live with him as much as he will allow.  He has 
offered all that he can give.  And I will accept it.  The 
love will come.  I think I already love him in a way.  
More will come.  If I open my heart to him, and let 
him in, there is no way I cannot love such a 
wonderful person.  I will love him.  Love was more a 
matter of choice than mangas showed.  Hormones 
were all well and good – Kurama breathed in deeply – 
but they were not the only things involved in building 
a relationship.  Right now, though, Kurama was very 
much interested in the hormones. 
 “Stop licking your chops,” Hiei’s voice was dryly 
amused. 
 Kurama blinked – Hiei’s gaze was still 
abstracted…  “I wasn’t!” he denied quickly. 
 Hiei slowly closed his eyes.  When he opened 
them again, they were focused fondly on Kurama, “It 
felt like it.  Like I was this particularly juicy rabbit 
you were stalking…”  Hiei grinned, “There’s a plate 
of chowmein by your head.” 
 Sitting up, Kurama quickly found the plate and 
made short work of it.  There were several other 
dishes from Chinese fast food that went equally as 
quick.  After he was finished, Kurama sipped the tea 
and eyed the dishes thoughtfully, “Fast food?” 
 “I sent out for pizza but they don’t deliver this 
far.” 
 Hiei jokes?  Kurama switched his bemused 
attention from the food to the person. 
 Hiei took a hand off his sword to wave it in a 
direction off to the side, “There are also a bunch of 
clothes.  I asked for stuff in general rather than 
anything specific, so they just brought back an 
assortment.” 
 Kurama glanced over but refrained from moving 
over immediately.  Right now, putting clothes on 
would just be a waste of time.  He was curious about 

the ‘they’ but now that Kurama’s hunger was 
satisfied, Hiei was looking very much like that rabbit 
he’d described earlier.  He stood up, letting the fur 
covering him fall to the ground.  Then he walked two 
steps to Hiei and knelt down, “Hiei…” 
 Hiei’s red gaze widened as he stared into 
Kurama’s dark green eyes. 
 Kurama leaned forward and touched his lips to 
Hiei’s.  
 Hiei sat, frozen and still, surprised. 
 Well?  Kurama took a bit more action and parted 
his mouth to lick his tongue over Hiei’s lips, tracing 
the outline, darting between the folds, seeking 
admittance…  Kurama heard the groan as Hiei 
opened his mouth and let him in.  He could feel Hiei’s 
breath speeding up.  He could taste the fire of a 
demon’s tongue.  For a long indeterminate time, all 
Kurama did was explore Hiei’s mouth.  Running his 
tongue over Hiei’s.  Gingerly feeling all the sharp 
little teeth lining the inside.  Licking the smooth 
cheeks and roof of his mouth.  Sucking on Hiei’s 
tongue that was deep inside his own mouth, doing his 
own exploration.  I want him.   
 Without disengaging the kiss, Kurama reached 
forward with his hands and brought them around 
Hiei.  Feeling the muscles he’d been admiring.  
Feeling the heat.  Smelling the musky scent that was 
starting to waft around them, some Hiei, some 
Kurama, mixing in their desire.   
 Hiei’s hands wound around Kurama, almost 
reverently in their delicacy of touch and feel as he 
slipped his hands over Kurama’s bare skin.  He 
shifted from his sitting position to also kneel and 
bring his body closer to Kurama’s… 
 And the sword clattered on the ground between 
them. 
 In a instant, Hiei was pushing Kurama back, his 
eyes wide and struggling, “Kurama… wait…” 
 “What for?” Kurama tried to lean forward again, 
to recapture Hiei’s lips and tongue and mouth and… 
 “Wait!” Hiei gasped out, reaching down to grab 
the sword.  With one quick move that stopped 
Kurama’s advance, Hiei unsheathed the sword, metal 
gleaming bright. 
 Kurama blinked, “I was only—” 
 “Just wait a moment, damnit!”  Hiei’s face was 
tortured as he kept looking between Kurama and the 
sword.  “Damnit, damnit, damnit…” Hiei muttered as 
he focused on the sword.  Then his face cleared for an 
instant and the demon was perfectly still, his eyes 
shutting tight.  After a moment went by, he opened 
his eyes and glanced around.  Then he jumped up and 
walked to a spot that looked much like any other to 
Kurama, and Hiei plunged the sword down in the 
ground.  Then he looked back to Kurama, apology 
plain in his eyes, “I reworked the spell wards, they 
shouldn’t be detectable this time, and I set them to 
alert both of us.” 
 Kurama’s mouth was open, he shut it with a grin.  
He’s still looking out for us.  He was setting the spell 
wards.  “No more interruptions?” Kurama asked, 
moving over to the furs. He knelt and then, looking 
directly into Hiei’s eyes, he spread his arms away 
from his body in a deliberate invitation.  “Hiei?” he 
asked, his voice low and rough and full of husky 
intent. 
 That voice…  Since Kurama had rejected him that 
first night, Hiei had not thought it truly possible.  
He’d thought that Kurama’s choice would never go 
that far.  He’d dreamed… but not believed.  Hiei 
closed his eyes and moaned.  When he opened them 
again they showed a look that was void of anything 
but total desire.  As Hiei approached Kurama, his 
body was trembling. 
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 I think that’s a yes… Kurama grinned in 
satisfaction as he reached out to stroke the quivering 
skin.  Oh, yes… 
 Hiei’s eyes were focused on Kurama’s neck…  He 
leaned in and kissed that spot at the base of the 
jugular… 
 Kurama tilted his head back for the rush of feeling 
flooding his body. 
 His fox.  Hiei was finally getting to taste his fox.  
And the fox tasted good.  So good.  Weeks of waiting.  
Longing.  Desiring.  He had been waiting since the 
moment he knew the fox had made it through to his 
heart.  He had spent weeks of useless longing, waiting 
until he could get an answer to see if he could trust 
the kitsune.  He had waited while Kurama needed a 
friend, desiring the body that was so near physically 
and yet forbidden to him.  And now…  Now the 
moment was finally here.  It was… wonderful.  Hiei 
licked Kurama’s neck and nipped very very lightly, 
licking again as Kurama tightened his grip around 
Hiei in reaction to the nip.  Hiei moved his mouth 
upwards over the slender graceful neck up to the 
delicious lips.  As Kurama greedily returned the kiss, 
his hands went up Hiei’s back to hold his head 
through the fur.  Hiei shivered – it felt so good to 
have Kurama do that…  the hairs on his head being so 
sensitive to movement, ready to fluff up in 
aggression… or in a very different type of excitement. 
 Kurama felt the pause as his hands drifted through 
Hiei’s hair…  Like that, do you?  Kurama smiled 
through the kiss and ran his hands back and forth in 
the soft fur.  Mixing light strokes with rough ones, 
moving with the lay of the fur and against.  Petting 
and electrifying. 
 Hiei growled, a low deep sound that was very 
different than his angry growl.  A growl that came 
from the feelings coursing through him and demanded 
more. 
 Kurama swallowed the growl within his own 
mouth and let out a return moan.  He pressed upwards 
against Hiei’s mouth, pushing himself into the contact 
with Hiei and longing for more. 
 Not moving his lips from Kurama’s, Hiei knelt so 
his body was pressing against the slender length of 
Kurama’s.  He felt the eager response as Kurama’s 
weight in return pressed on him.  They leaned into 
each other, thighs, waists, chests pressed tightly 
together.  The smoothness of their chests brushed skin 
over skin and inflamed senses already on fire.  Hiei 
broke off the kiss to gasp for air, his lungs suddenly 
constricted and oxygen deprived as his blood rushed 
madly through his body. 
 Now, Hiei’s head was lower than Kurama’s…  
Kurama nuzzled Hiei’s face and brought his hands 
around to dance light traces over Hiei’s skin, his 
mouth following his fingers down as Hiei’s head 
tilted back, exposing his neck and making the tendons 
stand out.  Such strong tendons…  Kurama ran his 
fingers over the left one, and his mouth trailed on the 
inside down. 
 Hiei swayed, his senses overwhelming his balance.  
“Kurama,” he gasped; his hands clutching at the 
slender waist that was pressed against his.  His eyes 
fluttered shut. 
 Kurama quickly switched his grip around to hold 
Hiei.  What an incredibly responsive body!  He was 
going to enjoy this exploration of Hiei. Carefully, he 
licked small circles around the base of Hiei’s throat.  
As he returned the gentle nip, he pushed forward with 
his body and supported Hiei’s body with his hands as 
Hiei moaned and let himself be guided downwards 
until his body was flat against the furs.  One leg was 
stretched out beneath Kurama’s body, the other was 
flexed, a toe on the ground while the thigh and calf 
pressed close against Kurama’s upper leg.  Kurama 

groaned for the feel of the hard muscular body lying 
under his.  He pressed downward on Hiei and threw 
his own head back for a moment, letting the sensation 
fill him. 
 Almost whimpering in his desire, Hiei pushed his 
waist up to Kurama’s.  His pants were too tight.  The 
cloth was straining as he hungered for release.  
“Kurama,” he pleaded, needing the kitsune.  Needing 
him so very much… 
 The raw desire and craving in the deep voice hit a 
corresponding nerve in Kurama.  He gasped and 
leaned his head to first nuzzle at Hiei’s cheeks and 
kiss the incredible mouth, before moving downwards, 
sliding his body over the powerful torso until he could 
lick and suck at the already hard nipples.  Hiei’s 
continuous low growling sound only excited Kurama 
further, eager to have this incredible little demon.  As 
he kissed Hiei’s chest, Kurama lowered his hands to 
Hiei’s waist, slipping between their bodies so he 
could fumble with the belts on Hiei’s pants.  The belts 
weren’t for holding Hiei’s pants up but rather for 
steadying his sword – but they were still in the way.  
The drawstring that actually tied Hiei’s pants would 
be much easier to deal with. 
 Kurama… Hiei twisted his body under Kurama’s, 
needing him, wanting him – having him, but not yet 
enough of him.  When Kurama slipped a hand into his 
loosed pants and down to caress him, it was all Hiei 
could do not to come right then and there.  He needed 
Kurama… 
 Feeling Hiei’s body stiffen momentarily, Kurama 
had a brief worry that their fun was going to be so 
quickly over…  I want to do so much more to you, 
Hiei…  Of course, he no longer had his plants with 
him, but that could be saved for another time.  This 
first time… Kurama wasn’t sure if he had enough 
patience for much of a dance, even for himself.  What 
an odd feeling, to be needing the release so much that 
the pleasure of the dance was secondary.  Hiei, you 
have an effect on me like no other in six hundred 
years.  Of course, Kurama didn’t think he’d ever been 
so intensely desired like this ever before.  Every touch 
of Kurama’s seemed to inflame the demon, no matter 
where or how deliberate the strokes.  In fact, some of 
that was literal as Kurama could see blue flames 
licking at the edges of his vision between their bodies.  
He lowered his mouth further down Hiei’s body, 
trailing over the sturdy tough abdomen, dipping 
briefly into Hiei’s navel to run a tongue along the 
edges.  His hand explored another area. 
 Hiei arched his back, bringing himself closer to 
Kurama.  Kurama’s hand, that soft delicate, precise 
hand…  expert in locks and ciphers and intricate 
workings… was expert in another realm entirely.  Hiei 
bit his lip and grabbed Kurama’s mane with his 
hands, tangling his hands in the length of hair and 
wrapping a leg around Kurama’s waist.  What 
happened to me pleasuring him first?  Oh, Kurama! 
 As he moved down, Kurama continued to push 
Hiei’s pants further down with one hand, while 
running the other over Hiei’s very hard shaft.  
Kurama was glad that Hiei wasn’t one of those 
demons that felt they had to prove their power by 
making their lower bodies so enlarged that it was a 
near-mockery – and no fun at all for their partners.  
Those demons only saw pain and dominance as 
power.  Hiei obviously saw his body just right, he was 
neither too big nor too small, perfectly proportioned 
for his body.  As Kurama cupped his hand around the 
shaft in expectation of moving his mouth there, he felt 
a thrumming vibrate through his body and Hiei’s.  It 
wasn’t unpleasant, exactly, but… 
 “Not now!” Hiei groaned, his head falling back 
against the ground, his hands untangling out of 
Kurama’s hair.  “Damnit!” 

 Kurama blinked and raised his head to look at 
Hiei, “Are we under attack?”  If they were, he would 
have expected Hiei to have been up on the instant no 
matter the distraction. 
 “No…”  Hiei stroked his hands over Kurama’s 
shoulders, “Ignore it.” 
 Kurama raised a doubtful eyebrow… and then 
twisted his head around at a deliberate clearing of a 
throat.  Standing next to them was a very small imp…  
He recognized the type as one that Hiei liked to use as 
messengers.  Imps.  Those were the ‘they’… and the 
source of the furs and towels and food, obviously.  
But I thought Koenma… 
 “Go away,” Hiei said through gritted teeth.  
“Whatever it is, it can wait.” 
 “Pardon the… intrusion,” said the small imp, 
carefully not looking directly at either body, “but it 
concerns your sister.” 
 On the instant, Hiei had rolled out from 
underneath Kurama and was standing up, his pants 
falling around his ankles, his sword flying out of the 
ground straight to his grip.  “Yukina!?” 
 “Sister???” Kurama rolled to his side, the intensity 
of the moment before rather painful on his body, but 
he recognized that the moment was definitely over.  
Just five more minutes damnit…  Well, okay, ten.  
Thirty. …  Kurama contemplated it longingly.  Just an 
hour more!!! 
 “What about Yukina?”  Hiei started to approach 
the imp, then grimaced and reached down to pull his 
pants up. 
 “It turns out that Harlon has been lying to us.” 
 Hiei’s eyes burned, red flames of anger and 
vengeance, “Bring him to me.” 
 “Unfortunately, he took his own life when Talon 
first approached him.  This, naturally, made Talon 
suspicious,” 
 So when is an imp not suspicious?  Kurama 
propped his head on one hand, elbow on the ground, 
and used the other hand to draw the furs over his body 
as he watched interestedly. 
 “and he checked out the situation in detail.  
Yukina-sama has been gone from the kingdom of the 
ice demons for five years.  It is believed by the other 
ice demons that she left to explore the human world.” 
 “Five years???”  Hiei’s fist clenched so tightly 
around the hilt of his sword that his hand turned 
white.  His hair flowed around his head and settled 
into two spiky horns.  His skin turned green and eyes 
started appearing all over his body.  A smoky dark 
aura swirled around him. 
 Kurama watched, fascinated.  Hiei has a sister… 
 “Yukina has been gone for five years and that… 
TRAITOR has been sending false reports all this 
time???  Damn his cowardice!  Damn his existence!  
Damn whatever hell his soul is in now!!!!”  Hiei paced 
around, his feet sometimes on the ground and 
sometimes not.  “Where is Yukina now?” 
 The imp bowed, “Apologies, Hiei-sama, but we 
cannot locate her.” 
 “Cannot?” Hiei’s voice was very quiet and very 
very deadly. 
 Kurama shivered.  Hiei in a towering rage was 
somehow… easier, then Hiei in this brittle calm; a 
calm that was definitely not shatter-proof. 
 “Cannot, my lord,” the imp was firmly apologetic.  
“Our network in the human world is the faction most 
severely compromised by Koenma’s takeover.  We 
cannot activate any current search without alerting 
Koenma to our existence and jeopardizing the 
network further.” 
 “Humm…”  Hiei kept pacing, but as he did so, his 
skin changed back to the flesh tones and his hair 
returned to its normal single spike. 
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 Ah ha.  Kurama watched Hiei pace.  So that’s it.  
When Koenma captured Hiei… Kurama corrected 
that thought, when Yusuke defeated Hiei…  somehow, 
that thought didn’t quite work either, but Kurama 
impatiently let it stand and kept thinking, Koenma 
found Hiei’s plots and spies… but Hiei had planned 
even for this contingency.  His most loyal imps were 
hidden and separate.  And undoubtedly, he has 
dozens of plans still going.  My bringing him out of 
the prison enabled him to reactivate the rest of his 
network and he obviously ordered a complete check 
of all agents throughout his network, to smoke out 
any that Koenma had found and taken.  That 
shakedown unexpectedly uncovered this older hole.  
A very important one, by Hiei’s reaction.  Kurama 
shook his head in wonder, Hiei has a sister?  I 
wonder what she’s like?  Wait a sec…  Ice 
Demon??? 
 “All right,” Hiei finally spoke, “Here’s what’s to 
be done.  We will activate the network to search for 
Yukina… but send it through trails that are normally 
slower ones.  Imply that this is a much older order that 
other agents had been working on but are being 
transferred only now due to a lack of response from 
the others.  The agents are still not talking to each 
other, correct?” 
 “Correct,” the imp nodded, “Koenma has been 
using several of the agents in an exploratory manner 
to find out what they can do.  All agents are being 
cautious with regards to the others, none knowing 
where loyalties now lie, nor what Koenma’s plans 
are.” 
 Hiei snorted, “They certainly never knew what 
mine were!”  Then he nodded, “Send the messages 
out as I described.” 
 “Pardon me, Lord,” the imp hesitated. 
 Hiei glared. 
 The imp stiffened but kept on, “If the agents who 
are so searching do find Yukina, they will report back 
to Koenma, and not to you.” 
 Hiei nodded, “I know that.”  He sighed, a barely 
noticeable sound, “But Koenma’s current agent in the 
human world is the Spiritual Detective, Yusuke.  If 
Yukina is safe, it will hurt nothing for her to be 
brought to Koenma’s attention, seeing as she doesn’t 
even know I am her sibling.” 
 Kurama raised his eyebrows.  Interesting… 
 “If she is in danger…” the blue fire rose briefly 
around Hiei, “then Koenma will send Yusuke to help 
her.” 
 Very interesting… Kurama thoughtfully wondered 
about the multitude of implications in that statement. 
 “Will Koenma rather not leave her as a further 
punishment to you?” 
 Hiei snorted, “An Ice Maiden?  Hardly.  Koenma 
is no fool.”  He paused, “Well, not a complete idiot, at 
least.  If it is found that he did nothing to help an Ice 
Maiden in distress, he will have a third of the demon-
lands up in rebellion against him.  Ice Maidens may 
not be well-liked universally, but they are an Element 
in the demon world, and one Koenma has to watch 
the balance of.” 
 “And this detective… Yusuke?” 
 Hiei narrowed his eyes, “Do not question me 
further.  Be off and carry out my orders.” 
 The imp bowed, “It shall be done, Hiei-sama.”  
Then the imp faded from view.  A second went by and 
then there was the feeling of a ‘pop’ in the air and his 
youki was gone as well. 
 Kurama watched as Hiei shook his head and then 
paced some more.  After a few minutes, he softly 
interjected, “And Yusuke?” 
 Hiei stopped pacing but didn’t turn to look at 
Kurama, “He defeated Rando.  And is currently 
training with Genkai.” 

 That wasn’t my question, Kurama thought, but 
didn’t ask again. 
 With a sigh, Hiei turned and walked to where 
Kurama lay.  He knelt down on one knee and ruffled a 
hand through Kurama’s hair, “I’m sorry, fox.  You 
didn’t deserve to be left like that.” 
 Kurama smiled predatorily, “There will be other 
times.”  And then he silently looked at Hiei. 
 Hiei’s hand continued to shift through strands of 
Kurama’s mane while he remained silent.  Finally, he 
stood up again, “Let’s go back to the other camp so 
you can collect your seeds.  I told the imps to bring an 
assortment – they’re over by the clothes – but I think 
you want your own.  And we shouldn’t leave demon 
plants active in the region.” 
 With a laugh, Kurama stood up, “That would 
spawn some very interesting legends of the place…”  
He walked over to where the pile of clothes were and 
selected an outfit, noting as he did so that the moment 
was definitely over.  Hiei was watching off in the 
distance, aware of the fox… but exhibiting absolutely 
no trace of sexual tension at all.  Kurama sighed softly 
to himself.  Another time…  And then he rummaged 
through the seeds the imps had brought, humming 
happy little tunes to himself as he discovered several 
rare and useful ones among the lot. 
 Yukina…  Hiei stood at the boundaries of what he 
considered the camp and strained his senses towards 
his sister.  But he couldn’t feel her. So as not to bring 
danger upon her, he’d cut those ties long ago.  And 
bitterly regretted it now.  Five years.  She’s been 
unwatched for five years.  Yukina, where are you?  
He hoped… he hoped with all his heart that she was 
just enjoying the human world.  But he feared 
otherwise.  Yukina… 
 “I’m ready,” Kurama stood at Hiei’s side and 
looked down at the short demon, the powerful demon, 
the mystery. 
 Hiei looked up at the calm serene face surrounded 
by masses of red hair… and despite his worries, he 
was happy.  It was good to be with Kurama.  The 
kitsune was so much that Hiei was not.  And accepted 
so much of Hiei.  Without knowing, but still 
accepting.  He made his way past my barriers like 
they weren’t even there.  Even now, he touches me 
when I thought I was so far from him.  And he calls 
me back without speaking a word.  “Then let’s go.” 
 They walked on, together. 
 
 
Chapter Ten:  Family History 

 That day, they fought no monsters.  Instead, they 
gathered what they needed, Kurama retrieving seeds 
from all the plants he’d used in the fight, and then 
they walked to a new campsite.  This time, Hiei was 
careful that they were not too close to a demon’s 
territory.  They spoke little throughout the day, yet it 
seemed there was no need for words.  Kurama was 
content to have the demon by his side, and Hiei 
stayed near Kurama.  But that night, after they’d 
eaten, Kurama looked at Hiei expectantly. 
 Hiei sighed.  Then settled himself against a tree 
across the fire from Kurama, “My mother—” 
 “Wait,” Kurama interrupted. 
 “I thought you wanted to hear this…”  Hiei was 
baffled – he was sure it was what the fox had been 
waiting for since that morning. 
 Kurama smiled.  Then he got up and walked over 
to where Hiei was sitting, “Scoot over.” 
 Hiei eyed him, then moved slightly. 
 Kurama sat down next to him, his long legs 
stretched out in a pose of utter relaxation.  He shifted 
until his back against the tree was comfortable, then 

reached a hand out and ruffled Hiei’s hair, “Come 
here before you start telling me about it.” 
 “Come here?”  Hiei’s gaze wandered to where 
their bodies were pressed together, “Kurama, if I get 
any closer to you…” 
 “On my lap,” Kurama grinned, “I want you sitting 
on my lap so I can hold you.” 
 Hiei eyed his fox with a certain amount of 
resignation, “Is this another ‘hug’ thing?” 
 “In a way…” Kurama was enjoying Hiei’s 
reactions – and his acceptance of Kurama.  Just three 
days ago, he would never have tolerated Kurama 
being that close to him except for one purpose alone.  
Yet now he let Kurama in close… and Kurama 
wanted to know how far it would go.  He found out.   
 After receiving Kurama’s affirmative to the 
purpose, Hiei immediately turned and crawled on 
Kurama, leaning into Kurama’s body, wrapping his 
arms around Kurama’s neck, burying his head into 
the cloth of Kurama’s shirt.  Close, warm, together.  
Hiei rather thought he liked this hug thing. 
 Kurama swallowed, a lump in his throat.  He 
hadn’t expected…  He brought a trembling hand up to 
pet Hiei’s hair, and reached the other around Hiei’s 
back.  Bowing his head over Hiei’s, he reflected again 
that he didn’t know what he had stolen.  Hiei… 
trusted him so much.  The gesture had been so simple 
and uncomplicated, Hiei responding to the care with 
an openness that defied the demon world.  Kurama 
trembled and a tear slid out of his eye as he held Hiei 
to him. 
 “Kurama?” the demon’s voice was so very soft 
and caring…  “Did I do something wrong?” 
 Reaching his hand up to brush over his eyes, 
Kurama sniffled, “No.  Nothing at all.  Hiei – you… 
are so very right.”  He bowed his head again and 
hugged Hiei tightly to him. 
 Hiei responded in a very Hiei-like manner – 
unexpected.  After a moment of Kurama holding him, 
Hiei lifted his head and brought his hands from 
around Kurama’s neck to his face.  Firmly tugging 
Kurama’s head up, Hiei leaned over… and licked the 
tears off Kurama’s face.  “It’s okay, fox-human,” Hiei 
murmured between licks, “I’m here.  Kurama, I am 
yours.” 
 Oh geeze… With Hiei pressed up against him, and 
the attention he was receiving, and the emotions 
running through him, Kurama was starting to become 
rather severely aroused again.  Firmly, he reached his 
hands up to hold Hiei’s, “Hiei, turn around.” 
 Hiei blinked, “No dance?” 
 !!!!!!!!!!!!  “That’s not…” Kurama sputtered.  Then 
he giggled, “Ah, Hiei…  I meant so we could talk.  
We’re not going to get much conversation done if you 
stay like this.” 
 Hiei wrinkled his nose and asked hopefully, “Talk 
after?” 
 I would have sworn that he wasn’t even thinking 
about sex two minutes ago!  Of course, neither was I.  
“Talk first.” 
 With a sigh, Hiei moved off Kurama’s lap.  From 
the side, Hiei studied Kurama for a moment and then 
grinned, “Oh, that’s what you meant.”  And then he 
shifted himself so he was sitting on Kurama’s lap 
with his back against Kurama’s chest, his legs partly 
over Kurama’s and partly on the ground.  After a 
moment, he leaned backwards so that he was relaxed 
completely, his head tilted back to grin up at Kurama, 
“Better?” 
 “In a way…” Kurama still wanted…  He reached 
around to clasp his arms around Hiei’s waist and hold 
him loosely, “You’re heavier than I expected.”  All 
that muscle. 
 “Poor baby,” Hiei remarked calmly, resting his 
hands on Kurama’s.  Then he twisted his head to look 
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at Kurama…  Kurama looked like he’d bitten off 
rather more than he could chew.  Hiei’s grin flashed 
across his face and he got off Kurama’s lap and sat 
down next to him, then leaned back in the same 
manner, resting across Kurama’s side and chest, but 
without his weight on him, his leg pressed tightly to 
Kurama's. 
 Kurama draped his outer arm around Hiei’s side 
and down to his waist.  His other hand he laid on 
Hiei’s firm abdomen.  “Why’d you call me a fox-
human?” 
 Hiei blinked.  Kurama loves to throw segues out.  
I wonder what reaction he expects from them… or is 
he just seeing what will get me off balance?  That 
thought, while perfectly fair to the mischievous 
kitsune attitude, probably didn’t reflect Kurama’s 
intentions entirely.  Most likely he’d just been saving 
the question.  Hiei wondered how many other 
questions Kurama was saving.  Then Hiei thought 
about answering the question.  He redirected his gaze 
so he was looking out across the fire.  Fox-human.  
Kitsune-spirit, and more.  Much more.  “You are no 
longer a kitsune alone.  Your time among the humans 
has changed you.  Subtly.  I hadn’t thought so at first, 
but you have.  Even among affectionate kitsune, there 
is no such thing as a hug.”  I like hugs…  He 
hesitantly clasped Kurama’s hand on his belly in both 
of his, feeling the long fingers… and trying hard not 
to remember what those fingers were capable of.  Not 
now.  He didn’t want it now.  Oh Kurama… what you 
do to me. 
 Kitsune do not hug.  True enough.  Kurama 
shrugged – everybody changed.  And humans… 
weren’t so bad after all.  There were many good 
things to be found among humans.  As long as one 
threw out all the rest of it.  “You don’t mind?” 
 “Huh?” 
 The bewilderment in Hiei’s voice more than 
answered the question.  Kurama smiled and snuggled 
his head down on Hiei’s.  Yet he didn’t leave the 
answer there alone, “I thought you didn’t like 
humans.” 
 Hiei shrugged, the movement rubbing against 
Kurama’s body, “I didn’t care one way or another 
about them.  They weren’t worth the attention I did 
give them.  Dull, boring, predictable, challengeless 
little sheep…” 
 Kurama’s eyebrows climbed up his forehead.  Ah, 
so?  And what changed…  Oh.  “Yusuke.” 
 There was only a grunt in acknowledgment.  A 
rather puzzled one. 
 Puzzled?  Kurama prodded it a bit more, 
“Yusuke?” 
 Hiei shook his head, but not in reaction to 
Kurama’s voice.  “I don’t understand why I…” he 
whispered.  “He…” There was a long silence.  
“Yusuke…” Hiei’s voice was almost pleading.  He 
shook his head again and pulled Kurama’s hand up to 
his chest, suddenly shivering and uncertain. 
 Huh?  Kurama leaned into Hiei and tightened his 
grip around Hiei’s waist, pulling him into him for the 
closeness, tucking his head down to rest in Hiei’s 
hair, giving reassurance without knowing why.  Why 
is Hiei shivering?  And then Kurama answered his 
own question, Because he found something he 
doesn’t understand.  Even me, he understands.  It 
caused a pain in Kurama’s heart, but he knew it was 
true – Hiei knew exactly what drove the fox… fox-
human even if Hiei couldn’t always predict what 
Kurama would do.  But Yusuke…  Kurama suddenly 
and fervently wished he’d been there earlier during 
the fight.  What happened?  What did Yusuke do to 
surprise Hiei so?  Kurama knew that Yusuke had 
fought well enough to send Hiei into his full-power 
form… but he didn’t know details.  By the time 

Kurama had gotten there…  Then Kurama had 
surprised Hiei also.  Poor little demon – twice in one 
day.  Twice in the same fight?  Kurama blinked, 
Yusuke was first.  My plan…  Kurama’s plan to get 
into Hiei’s heart… might not have succeeded if 
Yusuke hadn’t somehow shocked the bored demon 
out of his indifference.  Or would he have?  One thing 
was definite – Hiei wasn’t indifferent anymore.  To 
either of them. 
 Yusuke…  The human frightened Hiei.  ‘If you 
don’t use your best attack, you’re no better than a 
cockroach!’  He didn’t understand.  Yusuke was like 
no human he’d ever encountered.  And Kurama had 
nearly sacrificed himself for the boy.  Damn near 
almost succeeded too.  Hiei didn’t think he’d even 
known a time when he was more angry than that 
moment when his pain and fright had changed to 
wrath for Kurama’s intervention.  Your mother came 
so close to losing you again…  I didn’t look after you 
for all those years just to kill you myself!  But 
Kurama had intervened for Yusuke, a fourteen year 
old human boy who had outmaneuvered Hiei.  
Yusuke.  I don’t understand.  Him.  Or me, anymore.  
Yusuke… why? 
 Okay...  This is too much.  As Hiei’s shivering 
continued but he didn’t say anything more, Kurama 
decided enough was enough.  Besides… sitting 
together like they were may not have been one of 
Kurama’s greatest ideas if he really did want to talk.  
A fifteen year old body…  that had had a bare glimpse 
of paradise earlier in the day. 
 But before Kurama could do anything, Hiei turned 
in his grasp, facing him, pressing his chest closely 
against him, his face turned up towards Kurama 
invitingly, “Talk later?” he pleaded, his heart and 
need and loneliness in his throat and in his eyes. 
 “Talk later,” Kurama agreed, his heart pounding as 
he looked down into the handsome narrow face, the 
slanted cats eyes, the cute little nose…  He kissed the 
nose. 
 Hiei made an exasperated noise and moved his 
face up so their mouths were matching.  He plunged 
his tongue into Kurama’s nectar mouth and wrapped 
around the sweetness he found there.  His hands had 
already found the borders of Kurama’s shirt and he 
explored underneath, seeking out the supple smooth 
flesh.  He moved his legs to straddle Kurama’s, 
kneeling on the ground so that his weight was on his 
groin pressing into Kurama’s lap.  Definitely not a 
hug thing.  This was for the pleasure he’d so long 
wanted.   
 Every sense Kurama had was overwhelmed with 
Hiei’s determined assault.  Kurama gave a strangled 
cry and collapsed back against the tree.  His attention 
was so focused into the three areas that Hiei was 
concentrating on that Kurama couldn’t function in 
any other part.  “Hiei…”  How’d this happen?  I was 
in control earlier… 
 Hiei more-or-less ignored the pleading cry, 
knowing that Kurama wanted control back but he was 
too frantic to care.  This time… this time he would 
have his fox.  He would have his fox before anything 
else happened and he would see the pleasure on his 
fox-human’s face.  Hiei trailed his mouth over 
Kurama’s face and neck, licking and kissing and 
eliciting lots and lots of moans and sharp little 
barking cries from the fox.  He tasted so good!  Just 
the way Hiei had dreamed about.  The sharp salty 
sweat from the passion, the rich musk of desire, the 
clean scent of Kurama…  Hiei dipped into Kurama’s 
mouth again, sucking and swallowing the moisture 
and saliva, bringing Kurama’s tongue into his own 
mouth and intently suckling it, trying to absorb all of 
Kurama that he could. 

 Aaaaaaaa… What happened to the dance?  
Kurama didn’t know, Kurama just wanted Hiei now.  
Now would be good.  Yes.  Oh yes.  Hiei… 
 The fox was falling, sliding down the trunk of the 
tree.  Hiei reluctantly broke off the kiss to quickly 
reach out and guide the descent so they wouldn’t slam 
down too hard.  Kurama’s lustrous green gaze was 
unfocused and distant.  His mouth shaped Hiei’s 
name as Hiei’s lips left him.  His body twisted 
underneath Hiei’s…  Hiei stifled a groan and ripped 
Kurama’s shirt apart.  It had been one of those 
needlessly complicated ones with buttons all down the 
front.  No way was Hiei taking the time to undo them 
all.  He’d buy Kurama another shirt.  Later.  Now…  
After attending to Kurama's pants too, Hiei growled 
and pulled his own cloak off, wiggling impatiently out 
of the sleeves and tossing it to one side then he undid 
his pants and hauled them off. 
 At the pause, Kurama's eyes started to focus again, 
the senses less overwhelmed.  His gaze riveted to the 
sight of Hiei's bare torso, elastic marble hard and hot; 
every movement Hiei made created ripples running 
through the tensed muscles.  Kurama reached up, 
needing to feel that incredible flesh, needing to touch 
it, to caress, to fondle, to bury himself in it and revel 
in the sensation. 
 “Aaaaaa…”  Kneeling next to his fox, Hiei threw 
back his head and drew in more oxygen.  Kurama's 
hands were so good…  Looking down again, Hiei 
reached to capture those hands in his.  He brought one 
of them up to his mouth and carefully licked each 
digit, flicking his tongue over the palm, the knuckles, 
the pads, the nails… He brought one finger into his 
mouth and nibbled gently upon it, careful of his sharp 
teeth, before sucking hard. 
 Kurama lost what little ground he'd recovered.  His 
eyes closed as he whimpered loudly – it felt so good, 
yet his finger wasn't what he wanted Hiei's lips on. 
 Hiei desperately needed some sort of release 
himself.  The taste of his fox-human was driving him 
crazy.  He growled and let Kurama's hand go so he 
could return to licking Kurama's chest, making his 
way down.  Kurama's displaced hand went into Hiei's 
hair and tried to find a hold on the smooth fur.  The 
fur didn't tangle so nicely as Kurama's mane, but 
Kurama managed and Hiei winced.  Without stopping 
his attentions to Kurama's body, Hiei reached up and 
placed his hand on Kurama's face, running his fingers 
over the cheekbones and the nose and the chin and the 
lips…  Kurama's mouth parted to let Hiei's fingers in, 
Kurama greedily accepting the slight return and 
eagerly suckling and licking.  Hiei moaned and 
quickly moved further down… 
 As Hiei shifted down Kurama's body, Kurama 
lifted his legs and spread them in invitation and a 
slight ease of the pressure.  He elevated one leg and 
rested it over Hiei's back, rubbing his foot along the 
backside and down to Hiei's buttocks.  He shifted 
Hiei's fingers in his mouth until it was Hiei's thumb 
alone and he sucked and licked it desperately, not 
wanting to let go for even a moment.  His hand that 
wasn't in Hiei's hair reached down his own body until 
he could touch himself, needing to rub the tight hot 
feeling… 
 Hiei gently slapped Kurama's hand away, “Mine.”  
Kurama just moaned, his hips lifting to Hiei, turning 
his body to one side trying to roll over…  Huh?  Hiei 
paused for a moment, then realized what Kurama was 
expecting.  Sorry, fox – that's not something I’ll do to 
you.  It was true that he wanted his own release… but 
not that way.  He wanted Kurama's lips and mouth 
and dexterous hand and…  Hiei groaned at the mere 
thought and, keeping Kurama from moving too much, 
dipped his head down to kiss Kurama's erection.  Hiei 
was stretched a bit too far trying to keep his hand at 
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Kurama's  head…  Reluctantly, Hiei pulled his thumb 
out of Kurama's mouth, his heart pounding at the cry 
of disconsolation the fox gave at the separation.  
Don’t worry, Kurama -- I’ll give you something else 
to cry about.  Hiei lay on the ground between 
Kurama's legs, the pressure on his erection both 
painful and pleasurable at the same time.  With both 
his hands, he gently kneaded Kurama's groinal area 
and also ran his hands up and down his shaft, 
delivering light kisses and licks at the tip in time to 
his movements. 
 Kurama cried out in a different manner entirely at 
the sensations.  His free hand he brought up to his 
mouth and bit the knuckles tightly.  The other hand he 
clenched tightly in Hiei's fur. 
 “Ouch!”  With a wince, Hiei stopped his attentions 
to reach up and pull Kurama's hand out of his hair.  
Gently, in apology, he kissed the beautiful hand, then 
looked around.  Their clothes were lying all around 
them.  He put Kurama's hand down on a pile of loose 
cloth and returned his own hands to their proper 
business, but he kept a wary eye on Kurama's hand 
until he saw Kurama clenching the cloth rhythmically.  
Then he bent his head back down. 
 “Hiei!  Hiei!!”  Kurama couldn't help the yell, 
Hiei's hands and lips were so good…  And warm…  
The feeling of fire was increasing and he was getting 
so hot.  Sweat was streaming out his pores, dripping 
down his face and body.  Hot.  So hot.  With a final 
yell, Kurama released all his tension, the pleasure 
shooting through his body and leaving him a limp 
pool of satisfaction. 
 That was good!  Kurama's reaction was all that 
Hiei had been looking for, and a bit more.  He'd had 
pleasure.  Hiei finished licking up the release, and 
then unhooked Kurama's leg from around his neck so 
he could move up and watch Kurama's face.  The 
bright red locks of hair were strung limply around 
Kurama's face, damply clinging to forehead and 
cheeks.  His eyes were closed.  Yet there was such a 
wondering smile upon his lips…  Hiei's heart 
thumped loudly as he watched.  Gently, he reached 
out and brushed some of the wet hair off.  Sparks flew 
from his fingertips as he did so, the fire in him 
reacting to the moisture cooling off Kurama's skin.  
The emerald eyes blinked up and looked indistinctly 
up at him.  Hiei's breath drew in sharply at the sight, 
“So beautiful,” he breathed, “There is nothing more 
beautiful.  Nothing.  Kurama…” 
 Kurama blinked his eyes a couple of times, 
sharpening his gaze until he could see the velvet rich 
orbs looking down at him with such love…  
Deliberately curving his lips into another smile, 
Kurama closed his eyes again, obstinately to rest a bit 
more.  Inside, though…  Ah, Hiei… I didn't mean to 
cheat you.  The happiness in Hiei's gaze…  Wait, 
Hiei, just wait… I will give you a love you've never 
seen before.  You will be my mate for my life and I 
will trust you in all.  You will be my friend and my 
companion, my support and my fire.  Kurama reached 
out with his feelings to encompass this bundle of fire 
and delight.  With his own hormones assuaged from 
his release – his very glorious release, what an 
incredible demon! – Kurama traced out his feelings… 
and found a warmth and a light there within.  He 
cared for Hiei and wanted his happiness and his 
regard.  It was close to love.  Getting closer.  He just 
needed one more connection to push it over the grey 
border firmly into the realm of unconditional love.  
Hiei, my demon love.  Without opening his eyes, 
Kurama stretched.  His long body seemingly 
increased in length as his arms stretched over his 
head, his toes pointing as far as they could, his body 
wiggling out all the muscles that had just been given 
an achievement that this body had never experienced 

before.  I like this body.  It responds well…  Of 
course, most of that was probably Hiei’s desire for 
him.  A fire that lights others.  Kurama could feel the 
demon’s body on top of his, shifting as Kurama did, 
waiting…  eagerly waiting by the feel, yet Hiei was 
patiently waiting for Kurama. 
 Kurama opened his eyes and grinned lazily and 
predatorily at Hiei.  He wrapped his arms around 
Hiei's warm body and pushed his waist into Hiei's taut 
groin muscles.  Hiei gasped, his eyes becoming 
unfocused. 
 “Umm…” Kurama grinned at the reaction, “Hiei, 
you bastard – you completely ruined my dance.” 
 Hiei's eyelids blinked down, briefly breaking the 
lock between their gazes. 
 Kurama didn't give him time to recover, reaching 
his hands down, cupping Hiei's firm posterior with 
one hand and moving the other between their bodies 
to grasp Hiei…  Hiei stiffened in reaction, making a 
small yelping noise as Kurama's hand was none too 
gentle yet still brought pleasure.  Kurama grinned, “I 
was going to show you a nice, long dance, with the 
time for the pleasure and the exploration and building 
the feelings up until you couldn't stand any more and 
begged for the release…  And you came in with your 
fire and burned me to such a fever pitch!  I don't 
think,” Kurama shifted his body under Hiei's while 
continuing his ministrations – Hiei was starting to 
growl that deep rough sound and he was arching and 
pushing urgently into Kurama's hand, “that I've ever 
come to completion so quickly in all my six-hundred-
thirty years of life!”  It was obvious that the demon 
was only paying very slight attention to Kurama's 
words, his mouth parted, tongue hanging out as he 
panted and gasped, his eyes shut, a blue aura flicking 
around his body.  Kurama kissed the cute little nose 
and then moved his mouth, claiming Hiei's mouth and 
fire and tasting the passion and eagerness and desire 
and need…  Unfortunately, with the state you’re in 
now, I don’t think I’ll have time for my revenge today.  
I will have to show you the dance another time.  For 
now, I think I have no choice but to do it your way.  
The fire in Hiei was burning out of his body, 
wrapping around Kurama and flaming into an inferno.  
Kurama was almost afraid that Hiei was going to burn 
himself dry if he delayed this too long.  So… he didn't 
delay any more, and gave the demon the pleasure he 
needed. 
 
 Afterwards, they lay together, wrapped in each 
other's arms, holding each other and sharing the 
togetherness.  Kurama was content and satisfied.  Hiei 
was happy and eager to please.  It made for an 
interesting combination while they cuddled. 
 
 Kurama was almost asleep when Hiei cleared his 
throat, “My mother was an Ice Maiden, a koorime.” 
 With a couple of blinks, Kurama rearranged every 
single one of his thoughts.  Thank you for telling me 
Hiei – your timing needs some work!  After a 
moment, Kurama was actually able to think 
coherently about what Hiei had said.  How the hell do 
you get a fire demon from an ice demon?  For that 
matter… “I thought koorime were asexual.” 
 “By preference.  My mother… was a bit of an 
oddity in her culture.  She enjoyed adventures and 
forests and used to make long trips from the Ice Island 
exploring.  She was one of the koorime who could flit 
in and out of the human world with no effort.  And so 
she did.  On her travels, she met a fire demon who 
was doing the same.  The two traveled together for 
many years, both careful not to let their people know 
this.” 

 “I can imagine,” Kurama said dryly.  As long as 
he’d been alive, the rivalry between the opposite 
element demons was fierce, “Your father?” 
 “Sort-of.” 
 “Sort of?”  What sort of an answer was that? 
 Hiei growled, “Just let me finish.” 
 “Sorry.” 
 With a shake of his head, Hiei continued, “They 
weren't always together.  Both returned to their homes 
often, for the pull of clan is a strong one.  One day, 
when my mother was traveling alone through the 
demon world, she accidentally crossed the path of a 
group of demons.” 
 “Bandits?”  There were such things in the demon 
world, and to encounter a group of them was bad 
news even for a high class demon. 
 “My mother would have had no trouble with 
bandits – she was a warrior.” 
 “An Ice Maiden a warrior?” 
 “I said she was odd.”  Hiei cleared his throat, 
“Anyway, the group she crossed were the, at the time, 
Lord of the West’s third son and his ten companions.  
All very arrogant assholes.  The presence of an Ice 
Maiden in their midst had a predictable outcome.” 
 Kurama didn’t say anything, I don’t like the way 
this is going.  Beyond the odd feeling, there was 
something wrong with what Hiei had said, but 
Kurama couldn’t spot it immediately. 
 “With, to them, one unpredictable result.  The fire 
demon who accompanied my mother found them at 
their sport and destroyed them utterly.  Then he took 
my mother home to her people, for only her people 
could heal her injuries.  That, unfortunately, had 
another predictable result.” 
 “Huh?”  Kurama was now lost. 
 “They killed my father.” 
 “Your father?  I thought you said he wasn’t.” 
 Hiei grimaced, “I said sortof.  Anyway, they killed 
the fire demon.” 
 “Who did?” 
 “The Ice Maidens.  They don’t allow men, any 
male of any sort, within their domain.  Let alone a fire 
demon who had… ah, sullied one of their own.” 
 “They killed him when he was only helping 
her????” 
 Hiei shrugged, “They’re Ice Maidens, what would 
you expect of them, charity?” 
 A definite point.  Kurama had to admit that one.  
Then his mind finally went back to an earlier point 
and he recognized what disturbed him about it. Wait a 
sec…  “Whoa, whoa, whoa – back up a moment 
here…  There is no Lord of the West!  That line 
completely died out eight hundred years ago, leaving 
only three main demon factions.” 
 Hiei removed a hand from around Kurama’s waist 
to scratch his nose, “Eight hundred twenty-six years 
ago.  Yes.”  He grimaced, “I didn't do that.  My… 
somebody who had heard my story decided revenge 
was a good idea.  But I… have never liked revenge.  
It's a cold dish, when all is said and done, and I prefer 
things hot.” 
 Kurama’s hands fell off Hiei in sheer 
astonishment.  He gulped, “You’re older than me?” 
 Hiei threw back his head and laughed.  A real 
laugh, not one of his quiet ones.  He laughed and 
laughed…  When he calmed down finally, he wiped 
his eyes and remarked, “You know, most people 
would have worried more about my ancestry than my 
age.”  He wrapped his arms around Kurama and 
caressed the fox gently, happy with this person who 
had made it through his barriers.  He accepts me. 
 Blushing hard enough for his body temperature to 
match Hiei’s, Kurama stammered out apologies. 
 “No, no,” Hiei grinned, “I think I like it.”   
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 Kurama saw the truth of Hiei’s joy at his 
acceptance and thought about what that mean about 
the… centuries of life the demon had had.  Demons 
don’t normally live that long.  He thought about it, 
realizing that he’d never heard of a demon dying of 
old age.  Demons die at the hands of other demons.  
Hiei has survived for this long.  Why does he love 
me?  Kurama knew he wouldn’t get an answer yet and 
didn’t want to ask the question.  So he put that 
mystery to one side and went back, “So you’ve got all 
the powers of your Fire Demon dad and the physical 
appearance of your mother Ice Demon.  Where does 
the dragon come into it?”  The physical part certainly 
explained why Hiei was so short and human-looking.  
Of all the races in the demon world, the koorime as a 
race were the most like humans.  It was probably due 
to their complete indifference as to what the rest of 
the demon world thought of them, and the fact that 
they could easily cross to the human world and often 
did so.  No Ice Maiden ever seemed to feel any need 
whatsoever to alter their appearance, so they never 
did.  But what an odd combination for poor Hiei!  
Fire and Ice… 
 “My genetics… are a little odd.  I have genes from 
all eleven of the group plus from the fire demon who 
was with my mother.” 
 Okay, never mind my last thought… or rather add 
to it!  Kurama frowned, not opening his eyes, “How 
the hell does that work?” 
 Hiei sighed, “Koorime genetics.  They reproduce 
asexually normally, giving birth to only females who 
are genetically very similar.  It’s not a true cloning, 
there is variation as the DNA combines with other self 
DNA to create the new one.  But koorime also have 
the… plumbing to reproduce sexually as well.  It has 
been many generations since they last did so.  My 
mother… was impregnated by several of the group.  
And since it was going to happen anyway, she 
influenced matters a bit and also stuck in sperm that 
she’d been saving from the fire demon.”  
 Raising his head and looking down at Hiei, 
Kurama shook his head.  Then he reached a hand up 
and pinched the bridge of his nose, “Excuse me?” 
 “It’s koorime genetics.  The egg wall doesn’t seal 
after the first sperm, allowing other sperm in for a 
period of up to a day or so.  At that point the DNA 
mixes and sorts itself out until it has the most 
advantageous combination.  Then the cells form and 
start dividing.” 
 That wasn’t the part Kurama had questions on.  
“Saving?” 
 Hiei shrugged, “I’m not a female koorime.”  He 
sighed, “Near as I can figure, they’re ice maidens, 
right?” 
 “Yeah…” 
 “Freeze the sperm until she wants to use it.” 
 Kurama laid down again, thinking about it.  
Multiple fathers from the line of the Lord of the West 
and others probably as powerful – no wonder Hiei 
was born with a jagan.  Jagan were rare, not 
inherited; they showed up randomly, usually among 
mixed breeds.  Hiei is definitely a mixed breed.  No 
wonder his powers make no sense.  He’s a true 
mongrel without the dilution that would normally 
come through generations of mixing. 
 “So you grew up in the Ice Kingdom? 
 Hiei snorted with derision, “’Course not.” 
 “Huh?” 
 “I was born male – not allowed in the Ice 
Kingdom.  They tossed me out.” 
 “As a baby???” 
 “Not even a day old,” Hiei confirmed. 
 “But your mother!” 
 Hiei shrugged, “There wasn’t that much she could 
do against all her people.  And her injuries had been 

such that she didn’t truly recover from them ever 
again.” 
 Kurama was silent for several minutes, digesting 
this.  He rested his head on Hiei’s chest as he thought. 
 Closing his eyes, Hiei ran his fingers through 
Kurama’s hair as he waited for the next question.  He 
was… pleased at the reactions Kurama had given so 
far.  Not a single utterance of disbelief, other than 
about his age, only clarifying questions, and 
acceptance.  Hiei sighed happily.  However did this 
miracle of a being come to want me?  From that 
thought led others and Hiei drifted into memories of 
the last hour.  And his desire for the fox-human 
burned anew. 
 How the hell did Hiei ever learn to love?  Kurama 
had digested all Hiei had told him, and was left with 
an even bigger mystery.  As was usually the case with 
Hiei.  Tossed out when he was less than a day old.  
He’s never known his mother.  Kurama had known 
two.  His human mother, he’d only grown to 
appreciate when it was nearly too late.  Though… 
most demon mothers didn’t often raise their children.  
They had them and went on, leaving the young to 
fend for themselves.  There was not much in the 
demon world that was good.  Obviously there was 
some – Kurama stroked Hiei’s arms and sides, feeling 
the muscles and the soft skin and smelling the crispy 
fresh scent that was Hiei.  Definitely, there were some 
good things in the demon world.  But how did Hiei 
learn to love?  “You have a sister.” 
 Kurama… Hiei shifted uncomfortably under 
Kurama.  Then unceremoniously dumped him off and 
reached for his pants and cloak, dressing before 
Kurama had untangled himself.  Hiei gauged the 
distance to a tree across the clearing and jumped to it, 
then to another one, losing himself in running so hard 
that the wind itself could not match him, that no 
human eye could see him.  Except Yusuke…  Hiei ran. 
 Kurama watched the blur disappear and his mouth 
dropped open in surprise.  “Hiei?”  There was no 
answer and Kurama couldn’t even feel Hiei around.  
But he did feel the wards that Hiei had geared to them 
both – and through them Kurama knew that Hiei was 
gone.  There was a coldness along bare flesh that 
moments before had been lying on soft fire.  Emotions 
of puzzlement, resentment, longing, frustration, guilt, 
and exasperation welled through him suddenly with 
no chance to sort them out or to look at them 
rationally.  Kurama pounded a fist into the ground, 
“Damnit – it seems that I’m also going to have to get 
used to sudden disappearances just after sex!  Not 
what I wanted in a mate!!  Damnit, damnit, damnit…”  
Gaining a firmer control over himself, Kurama 
regretted the outburst – he hoped Hiei hadn’t heard.  
He sighed, “Hiei.  Oh, Hiei.”  Little quickfire demon, 
your emotions match your speed – and you confuse 
me as badly as you do yourself.  Then Kurama rolled 
onto his back and traced a hand lightly over his body, 
chuckling, “Though I was right about the fire…  I was 
definitely right about that.  Hiei, my quickfire demon 
lover.”  Kurama would never look at blue flames in 
the same way ever again.  The fire, running through 
his veins, filling his senses.  And the sparks, 
illuminating his body, his desire, his need – and 
showing Hiei’s as well, little fire embers shooting 
from Hiei to him, sparking back again as the lightning 
flashes fed off them both.  What an experience!  
Kurama had never felt the like and longed for more.  
But I will teach him the dance!  “Ah Hiei…  run for 
now.  You can run for now.  I will wait for your 
return.  You are mine.  I won’t bind you – you can 
have your freedom.  But I will have you.”  Much more 
thoroughly too.  Kurama reached up to his hair and 
rummaged around until he found the seed he wanted.  
He gazed at it and grinned, I will have to make more 

of these…  Tucking it back into his hair, Kurama 
placed the seed close to the front, where he could 
reach it easily.  Even under fire… so to speak.   
 
 Hundreds of miles away, Hiei finally came to a 
stop.  He stood on top of a mountain and looked down 
over the land.  Why did I run?  Hiei didn’t actually 
know why.  It wasn’t the question about Yukina – 
Hiei had planned on telling Kurama about her.  He 
trusted Kurama…  He’d just suddenly felt like he had 
to get away.  Suffocated under too much care.  Hiei 
sighed – he’d been alone for too long.  The times he 
trusted were the times he got hurt.  Don’t ever trust 
anybody, for eventually, they will betray.  Don’t 
expect anything and you won’t be disappointed.  
Position and power.  Hiei had done very well for 
himself in the demon world.  Gathering his power, 
rising in position.  He’d done it carefully and quietly 
– choosing his challenges and not offending those he 
could not beat.  But when he’d gotten this far… he 
was still bored.  Power and position weren’t worth all 
that much.  All it did was keep the mosquitoes away 
while the sharks circled. 
 Tilting his head up to watch the stars, Hiei had to 
admit that he certainly wasn’t bored now.  I lost.  
Somehow, I miscalculated.  All my great wonderful 
plans… thrown over by a human boy and a displaced 
kitsune.  Oh, that fox…  Hiei trembled at the memory 
of the feel of silky skin and taste of honey mouth and 
the sight of those vibrant green eyes.  Another wave 
of desire shot through him and he longed to return to 
the slender arms and supple body of the fox-human.  
Kurama.  Damn.  Up on top of a snowy mountain in 
altitude-thin air, Hiei would have thought that even 
his fire would be blunted by the cold.  But he raised a 
hand and could see the blue flame that outlined it.  
He’d thought that one meal would last him a month or 
more.  Until the fox wanted to eat again.  But his 
body wanted the human body so much…  I haven’t 
felt like this in a thousand years.  This need, this 
hunger, that overwhelmed his reason and threw his 
thoughts into confusion.  But it’s only sex!  He’d 
certainly had sex often enough in the last couple 
hundred years – eager to see what was out there, what 
pleasures differences brought… and it was a damn 
good bargaining chip in certain negotiations.  Hiei 
was sometimes amazed at how little other demons 
seemed to know of pleasure, caring only for 
dominance.  So he’d show them pleasure… and then 
he could get just about anything he wanted from them 
dirt cheap.  And when he needed to dominate a 
demon before submission or annihilation, well then, 
sex was a tool like any other of his powers. 
 Hiei had wondered about Kurama, in the days 
before he’d let the thief get too near him.  Yoko had 
been… rather famous for being a good lover to those 
he graced with his attentions.  And there were many 
of those.  Spirits would line up outside Yoko’s 
territory on festival days.  And they would avoid his 
territory on dark days.  There had been a certain care-
free rebellion in the kitsune’s ways that had amused 
Hiei after Yoko had been brought to his notice.  A 
nonchalant attitude that said he didn’t care about the 
world and didn’t care what the world thought about 
him.  And yet avid interest in everything around him.  
Such a desire to learn to know, to have…  No kitsune 
needed to steal, their territories usually being enough 
for them.  Yoko had chosen thievery as an occupation 
because it was fun.   
 Fun… Hiei wondered if he’d forgotten how to 
have fun.  He remembered…  Hiei spread his arms to 
the wind and let himself become lighter than the rock 
he was standing on.  The wind picked him up and 
tossed him in the currents.  He let himself be thrown 
and buffeted about, closing his eyes to the 
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sensations… and only wanting the feel of Kurama’s 
hands stroking across his skin.  With a sigh, Hiei let 
the pull of gravity bring him to heavily to the ground, 
the impact jolting through his senses as he 
automatically used the force to spring away again, the 
power he got from the rebound more than if he’d 
merely jumped.  But I’m not fighting anybody now.  
Reflexes trained for battle.  This time, Hiei was 
fighting himself.  Kurama…  The fox hadn’t known 
what would happen when he’d found Hiei’s heart.  
Hiei had figured it out long before it had happened – 
he could see the fox’s stealthy approach through his 
barriers.  But he’d put those barriers there to guard, 
not to imprison.  When Kurama had proven his 
determination to get to Hiei in the moment he set Hiei 
free…  then Hiei had known it was inevitable.  And 
he’d taken a good look at Kurama, and liked what he 
saw.  Hiei could love Kurama – if Kurama wasn’t 
deceiving him.  Hiei… wanted to love.  He needed to 
love.  There was something inside of Hiei that was 
incomplete without something to love.  He would 
always love Yukina, but he could never tell her, never 
let her near.  Sometimes, Hiei had pets that he would 
shower love and attention on.  Feathery birds, furry 
mammals, scaly reptiles…  Animals were usually safe 
enough to love – they rarely betrayed.  Eventually, the 
short-lived pets would die and Hiei would be alone 
again.  But much worse was when someone found the 
care he showed another.  Then, inevitably, they would 
try and use it against him somehow.  And when Hiei 
dared to love a person…  animals rarely betrayed, yet 
people always did.  Usually, they had it in mind from 
the beginning – get close to obtain something, then do 
as much damage as possible on the way out.  Over the 
years, Hiei had learned… but he still wanted love. 
 When the red-haired, uncommon fox had shown 
an interest…  Hiei had hoped he would make it 
through.  He’d watched Kurama over the years, and 
found the clever thief to be generally honest and kind 
in his dealings.  Odd combination – an honest thief – 
but it was true.  Yoko loved his possessions – and 
fought savagely for their protection.  Until he got tired 
of them, then he’d sell them or give them away.  
When Yoko had become Kurama… the thief had 
changed.  More than Hiei had thought, originally.  He 
hadn’t known that Kurama was aware throughout his 
childhood.  What patience that must have taken.  
Still, though, Hiei had only given Kurama cursory 
attention – until his dad died.  ‘If she dies – Shuichi 
will be alone.’  The words still haunted Hiei.  In an 
instant, the dying human had seen to Hiei’s heart… 
and knew how to reach him.  Alone.  No one should 
ever be that alone.  Nevermind the fact that Yoko had 
chosen solitary ways for most of his 600 years of 
life… this was Kurama, reborn into a new life with 
people who loved him close by.  Or so Hiei had 
thought.  Kurama’s conversation with Yusuke had 
proven him to be just as cold as Yoko had always 
been.  He hadn’t even known if he loved his mother 
or was simply grateful.  Just like a kitsune – Kind and 
clever, but not warm and caring.  Or so Hiei had 
thought until Kurama had jumped in front of Yusuke, 
taking Ghost Slayer through his body… killing his 
soul to give a human boy a chance.  And then the 
fiery green light in the emerald eyes as he looked up 
at Hiei…  Hiei had known in that moment that if 
Kurama chose to pursue him, he would lose.  Hiei 
would fight the fight properly, but deep inside its 
barriers, his heart hoped that he would lose.  For he 
wanted to be owned by this bright sparkle of delight 
and joy… he wanted to be able to love again. 
 Kurama, I love you.  Hiei sent the thought out into 
the night sky, through the wisps of clouds and twinkle 
of stars.  And knew that the time wasn’t right for him 
to say it out loud.  Earlier, the fox had given his body, 

but not his heart.  And it hurt more than Hiei had 
thought it would.  He’d thought he’d be content with 
whatever the fox chose to give him.  He’d had so little 
for so long…  But the hunger overwhelmed the 
reason.  Hiei bowed his head and clenched his fists 
tightly.  He wanted Kurama.  He wanted him so 
badly.  He wanted to see the sparkle in bright green 
eyes, and the smile on curving lips, and hear the song 
in softly spoken tones.  He wanted to hear his name 
spoken by Kurama.  He wanted to see Kurama reach 
out to him.  He wanted to bury his head into 
Kurama’s chest and be held by Kurama’s arms in that 
gentle embrace called a hug.  He wanted to be able to 
go to Kurama at any time and be accepted by him.  
He wanted to look across the fire at him and see 
understanding and amusement in the same glance.  
“Kurama, I love you.”  When he said that, Hiei 
wanted to see joy in Kurama’s eyes, not fright and 
pity. 
 A pinging sound distracted Hiei from his 
obsessive thoughts.  He glanced down to the ground 
near his feet… and saw something sparkling there.  
Hn.  Withdrawing into himself again, shuttering his 
thoughts so tightly even he couldn’t see them 
anymore, Hiei reached down and picked up the black 
tear gem.  After a moment, he threw it away and 
returned to the campfire where he’d left Kurama. 
 
 When he walked back, quiet and still, Hiei thought 
Kurama was asleep, curled up by the fire.  Hiei 
squatted down next to him and watched the fox-
human for a long moment. 
 And then the emerald green eyes opened and met 
the red ones…  and there was joy and relief in the 
emerald gaze as Kurama sat up and reached out to 
Hiei. 
 But Hiei shifted back out of Kurama’s reach and 
looked away.  Clearing his throat he said gruffly, “Go 
back to sleep.  It’s the middle of the night and we can 
finish talking in the morning.” 
 “Oh, we won’t ever be finished!” Kurama 
responded lightly, though inside he was hurt by the 
rejection – and puzzled.  I thought we’d just gotten 
past all this… 
 Hiei snorted in a brief half-laugh.  Then he 
reached in his cloak and tossed something at Kurama, 
“Thought you might want this.”  He watched as 
Kurama gave the tear gem first a cursory glance and 
then the thief’s attention was suddenly riveted.  Hiei 
had gotten back to the camp, saw Kurama watching 
the fire… and only then had thought about what the 
gem might mean to Kurama the thief.  So he’d gone 
back for it; and Hiei had a bit of a hunt trying to find 
it again.  Rarely did he go back for things he’d 
deliberately thrown away. 
 Hekahedron, crystal black, flawless…  At a 
glance, Kurama had essayed it and then he sat down 
to decipher it.  A sphere with a hundred sides, a 
sparkling gem that was a true black.  Kurama reached 
in his hair and pulled out a loupe with light 
attachment to confirm the flawless nature of the stone.  
What sort of a stone was it?  Kurama hefted it briefly 
trying to judge specific gravity from the size and carat 
weight.  Incredible.  He’d never seen anything like…  
Kurama’s thoughts trailed off as he suddenly realized 
what the gem resembled – and the peculiar nature of 
Hiei’s background.  He looked up at Hiei in horror, 
“Tear Gem?” 
 Watching the thief absorbed in evaluation and 
identification, Hiei had been amused.  In some ways, 
Kurama was rather predictable.  And he obviously 
liked the stone – Hiei was glad he’d gone back for it.  
Until Kurama identified it with that pain in his eyes…  
When Kurama was happy, those bright eyes of his 
looked like sparkling gemstones, precious emeralds.  

When he wasn’t happy… his eyes were dull and dark, 
inanimate granite.  Hiei growled as he spun away, 
“Damnit Kurama!  I wouldn’t have given it to you if I 
thought you were going to react like that!” 
 Revealed in the growl was the same pain that must 
have led to the tear gem…  Kurama clenched his fist 
around the gem and vowed never to let it go.  Hiei…  
I’m sorry.  I will love you.  I will.  Stuffing every 
single one of his emotions into strict control, Kurama 
tucked the black gem into his hair and said softly, 
“Thank you, Hiei.” 
 Suspiciously, Hiei turned back to look at the fox… 
he couldn’t read him.  The fox was quiet and still, 
watching him calmly.  Hiei blinked at the change – do 
I really like this better? – then he shrugged and 
hopped up onto a branch, “Goodnight, Kurama.” 
 Kurama watched the demon settle in a curled 
position on the tree branch… and sighed internally.  
He wanted a warm body to lie next to.  He wanted to 
reach his arms around someone and hold them close.  
He wanted Hiei to sleep next to him.  The way he had 
the first few nights – when I didn’t want him to.  
Kurama stretched out by the fire and stared at the 
green flames, trying to reconcile the desires of his 
body with the desires of his heart.  I hurt him.  By 
waiting so long, by not waiting enough…  If Kurama 
had given in to the hormones at the start of all this, 
everything would have been fine; sex would have 
been separate and distinct from love.  But Kurama 
had waited until somehow Hiei had become aware of 
the difference as well.  Kurama’s body longed for a 
lover…  Kurama’s heart longed for a friend.  He 
wanted the demon as both, but the friend had to come 
first.  If he hadn’t waited, it could have been the other 
way around.  I should have thought first, Kurama 
thought bitterly.  But it was hard – the fight, the 
tender care, the healing… and a fifteen year-old body 
in the throes of puberty.  Ah well…  Kurama resigned 
himself to the conflict and then let his cares wash 
away so he could sleep. 
 
 
Chapter Eleven:  Ground Rules 

 In the morning Hiei woke and searched with his 
senses, looking for danger.  Not finding any, he sat up 
on the branch and stretched before lightly hopping 
down.  Looking around, first he blinked and then he 
frowned and started searching around the camp.  
Eventually he found Kurama in a small clearing out of 
the boundaries of his spell wards.  The kitsune was… 
dancing in the glade, twirling and jumping and 
moving lightly in graceful strides and skips.  It took 
Hiei a couple of moments to notice that as Kurama 
was moving, he was also lashing out with his new 
whip, tearing apart various plants and shadows that 
were attacking him.  Hiei thought about what he saw 
and realized that Kurama had animated the plants and 
created some shadow-illusions.  He’s practicing.  He 
just recovered from a major fight, hasn’t even healed 
all his rei yet, and he’s already working to master his 
new weapon and regain his fitness.  Hiei glanced up 
and jumped to a convenient tree branch to watch. 
 Hiei’s watching me.  Kurama smiled as he felt 
Hiei’s attention but he didn’t let it deviate him from 
his dance.  That last shadow was too close for his 
liking.  He was putting a lot of what he’d learned 
from the rat into his creations, though he was careful 
of straining his newly healed body too much.  The 
whip was good; Kurama liked the rose-whip.  It was 
deadly and elegant, and it responded to his thoughts 
and needs with a minimal usage of rei.  Still, though, 
he was trying to learn to use it as a regular whip as 
well – who knew when he’d have to improvise?  
Prepare for contingencies and look ahead. 
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 Eventually, Kurama coiled up the whip and let it 
change back to a rose.  He studied it for a long 
moment before putting it in his hair and then looking 
to where Hiei was. 
 Hiei jumped down, “How’d you get out of my 
spell-wards?” 
 Kurama eyed the short demon with fond 
exasperation.  He could have said something about 
my practice!  Though, really, Hiei’s eyes said 
everything about that.  Kurama smiled as he replied, 
“Walked out.  I guess that means you trust me.” 
 Because the spell wards hadn’t alerted him…  
Kurama was right.  Hiei snarled slightly, shaken at the 
thought of trusting Kurama that much.  But I do, 
don’t I?  So what do I fear? 
 “By the way, Hiei, Good Morning,” Kurama bent 
gracefully down and kissed the demon’s soft thin lips. 
 Hiei flitted backwards in surprise before he tried to 
recover, “Don’t do that!” 
 Kurama blinked, “Excuse me?”  Aren’t you being 
just a little ridiculous about this considering 
yesterday? 
 Flushing in confusion and irritation, Hiei 
glowered, “Don’t do it if you don’t mean it!” 
 Oh for…  Kurama ignored Hiei and strode back to 
the camp where he pulled some instant breakfast 
meals out of Hiei’s pack and started eating.  After a 
few minutes, Hiei silently joined him.  As Kurama 
ate, he studied Hiei thoughtfully and nodded to 
himself. 
 “What?” Hiei was still nervous, off-balance from 
the fox’s actions and unsure of the meaning.  What is 
he thinking?  Why did he do that? 
 “Finish eating first,” Kurama wanted to make sure 
they were both well nourished before he started. 
 Hiei growled at the implied order, but since he 
didn’t see any reason not to, he finished his meal and 
then waited. 
 Kurama continued to study Hiei for a bit longer 
before he leaned back against a tree, “Okay Hiei – 
I’ve been thinking since last night and I’ve decided 
it’s time for us to lay down some ground rules.” 
 “Ground rules???” Hiei blinked, glancing down at 
the dirt he was sitting on. 
 Kurama’s lips twitched, “I mean for our 
relationship.” 
 Hiei looked quickly up, his eyes a mixture of hope 
and despair.  Warily he asked, “What relationship?” 
 This time Kurama did smile but he also raised a 
hand to rub at his face wearily, “The one between you 
and me.  The one we’re still working on.  A 
relationship just means exactly that – what is between 
two people, from cordial relationship on up to friends 
and partners and then beyond to lovers and mates.  
We’re defining ours right now.”  Kurama regarded 
Hiei seriously, “You love me.  Right now, I think of 
you as a friend.  We’ll keep working on it.” 
 It’s more than I’ve had before, and it’s true, Hiei 
reminded himself.  “Rules?” he asked warily, still not 
sure of Kurama’s meaning. 
 “Rules so we know where we’re coming from and 
what we will and won’t accept from each other.”  
Kurama shrugged, “For instance, you might have a 
rule that says ‘no display of physical affection unless 
it goes into sex.’” 
 Hiei started up indignantly, “That’s not…!” 
 Kurama raised an eyebrow at him. 
 “You didn’t mean it!” 
 “Mean what?”  Kurama sighed, “Hiei – I’m rather 
an affectionate person.  I like to cuddle and touch and 
kiss as a means of expression.  What I meant by the 
kiss earlier – and the only thing I meant by it – was 
‘good morning.’  It was just a simple gesture, not 
meant to imply more.” 
 “’Good morning’?”  Hiei blinked. 

 Another sigh, “You don’t do much casual 
touching, do you?” 
 “Casual touching?” 
 Kurama thought about that one for a moment.  
“Back when you were talking to me about my hair,” 
in spite of himself, Kurama winced a little at the 
topic, “you ran your hand through my mane and then 
kissed me – what did you mean by that?” 
 Hiei opened his mouth and then closed it again.  
He stared at Kurama for a long moment and then 
nodded. 
 An actual response would have been nice… 
“Hiei?” 
 “I’d forgotten that part of humans,” Hiei remarked 
shortly, his tone saying subject closed. 
 Not closed yet, Kurama rolled his eyes, “Not just 
humans.  Kitsune are very physically affectionate, and 
so are other spirits I know.”  And you didn’t answer 
my question… 
 Hiei snorted, his disdain obvious. 
 Kurama’s mouth tightened in annoyance and pain.  
Softly he said, “Don’t judge all kitsune by what you 
saw of me.  I… liked my pleasures.” 
 By the look on his face, Hiei was still skeptical, 
but he didn’t remark on it.  Instead he said, “Not a 
rule.”  I like hugs… 
 Kurama grinned, “Okay, how changing it to: ‘All 
non-sexual displays of physical affection will be 
telegraphed in advance and approved before 
initiating.’” 
 Hiei rather thought that he was being teased by the 
fox, but even so he nodded at the new rule.  He would 
try to adapt to some of the fox-human’s ways, but 
there was a limit to how far he’d go.  This ‘rule’ set 
out his feelings on the matter rather nicely.  Hiei 
reflected on what that said about how well Kurama 
knew him and a small shiver of fear went through 
him.  First my spell wards, now this.  I knew I loved 
him.  I did not know how much I trusted him.  
Already, he knows me better than those I grew up 
with.  Although Hiei had known this would happen, 
actually seeing it happening before his eyes was 
disconcerting.  There was pain deep within him as he 
wondered how long it would be before things changed 
and Kurama’s first answer in the void would no 
longer be valid.  He wondered how many years would 
pass before Kurama tried to betray him.  People 
changed, and not usually for the better, in his 
experience.  He had lived for too many years, and, 
almost, Hiei hoped that he would die before he had to 
see his love become his enemy. 
 What the hell is he thinking about now?  Kurama 
almost put aside his original intent as he watched the 
demon retreat behind barriers he’d never seen before.  
The demon had been edgy for a while now… since 
he’d given Kurama the tear gem.  Internally, Kurama 
shook his head, knowing that he would not put it off 
again.  There was one thing that he had to get straight 
with Hiei or he would not stay with him.  The first 
rule, while serious, was simply a lead-in for this main 
one.  “Now, for a General Rule of mine,” Kurama 
sighed as he thought about it again, “Hiei – you can’t 
get upset every time I happen to be sad or guilty or 
nervous or such.” 
 Sitting bolt upright in indignation and protest, 
Hiei opened his mouth to say something but stopped 
at Kurama’s upraised hand. 
 “I know you don’t like to see me like that, that’s 
not the point,” Kurama was gentle but firm.  “You do 
like to see me happy and amused and aroused, right?” 
 Hiei looked Kurama over, aroused would be 
nice… 
 “Mind on subject, Hiei,” there was a laugh in 
Kurama’s voice, “I’ll take that as a ‘yes’.”  Green eyes 

shaded a bare degree darker as he went on, “You can’t 
have one without the other.” 
 “Huh?” 
 Kurama grinned again, “Hiei, I don’t have that 
many friends that I can be myself with.  Normally, I 
am very careful with my emotions and my dealings 
with other people.  You might want to look back on 
how we were while stealing the three Great Artifacts.”  
Reading the interpretation in Hiei’s unchanging 
expression, Kurama shook his head, “And my 
coldness was not simply because of the situation.  
Hiei, if you’ve been watching me for 72 years, you 
damn well know that.”  Again, Hiei’s non-expression 
gave him away.  “And yes, I’ve been in the human 
world for 15 years, but you yourself noted how little 
that has affected me.” 
 “Affected?” Hiei broke in with a slight grin. 
 Kurama gave a bark of laughter, “That too.”  He 
looked at Hiei affectionately, “Hiei, I want to be 
friends with you.  You can be a friend like no other.  I 
know that.  But Hiei,” Kurama didn’t move, though 
he wanted to reach out and touch Hiei’s hand and 
cheek and…, “for that friendship, I will be myself.  If 
you want to see my unfiltered emotions, you have to 
see them all, happy and sad, amused and horrified.” 
 The ground received the impact of Hiei’s glower. 
 Kurama laughed, “Ah, Hiei…”  This time he did 
reach out his hand but hovered several inches away 
from Hiei’s flesh.  He waited until he saw Hiei’s 
minimal nod before laying his hand on Hiei’s.  
Carefully, he gathered up Hiei’s hand in his and 
tightened his fingers.  The feel of Hiei’s hand in his…  
“Hiei, you can always try to cheer me up, or distract 
me, or reassure me,” Kurama smiled his most brilliant 
smile and watched the strong demon melt under its 
effect, “All I ask is that you not… ask me not to feel.” 
 Hiei was helpless with the force of Kurama’s 
touch and regard.  He remembered the look of horror 
on Kurama’s face when the fox realized what the tear 
gem was.  He remembered the despair of guilt 
Kurama felt when the void had nearly killed Hiei.  He 
remembered… the way Kurama had always been, 
before they’d started this mission.  Slowly, he 
tightened his fingers around Kurama’s, returning the 
grip.  And he nodded. 
 His heart leaping with joy, Kurama could not 
contain his delight.  Before Hiei could make another 
move, Kurama leaned over him, licking his face and 
growling happily.  The little demon was so cute!  And 
he tasted so good…  Kurama’s tongue stopped 
wandering all over Hiei’s face and settled into his 
mouth, wrapping around Hiei’s tongue. 
 Just what was the wording of GR#1? Hiei 
reviewed it quickly in his mind and decided he hadn’t 
been mistaken.  Then he started kissing Kurama back 
urgently, fearful that the fox would change his mind, 
needing the fox’s touch. 
 Kurama chuckled, moving his mouth slightly 
away, “Calm down, Hiei… I want to take this a bit 
slower.  I didn’t get a chance to properly appreciate 
you last night.  I want to show—” 
 The rest of Kurama’s words were swallowed by 
Hiei as the demon growled at the excessive talk and 
reclaimed his fox.  Hiei’s movements became less 
frantic as he accepted Kurama’s statement.  After 
disengaging his mouth from Kurama’s, Hiei carefully 
and deliberately undid each of the buttons on 
Kurama’s shirt, revealing portions of a smooth lean 
chest little by little. 
 Remembering what his shirt from the night before 
had ended up like, Kurama chuckled again as he 
enjoyed the feel of Hiei’s hands about their task.  He 
leaned over the smaller body and nuzzled his face in 
the fur atop Hiei’s head.  So soft, Kurama marveled 
again at the difference between look and feel.  He 
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drew in a great breath through his nose, smelling the 
scent of clean fur with Hiei’s own crispy musky 
smell.  So soft, so wonderful.  Kurama lipped at the 
roots of the fur, feeling the tickly softness on his 
mouth and cheeks. 
 Hiei’s hands paused on their task and then fell 
limply down as Hiei closed his eyes and moaned.  He 
could feel Kurama’s every move, his breath rustling 
each individual hair, his lips kissing Hiei’s scalp 
through the fur…  A rumbling started deep within 
Hiei’s chest as he responded to the attention. 
 Why is Hiei shaking? Kurama could feel the body 
within his arms shiver, a rhythmic vibration.  Kurama 
lifted his head from Hiei’s fur and reached a hand to 
tilt Hiei’s face to where he could see it.  The demon’s 
eyes were closed, a look of contented pleasure across 
his face, his mouth slightly open.  And now Kurama 
could also hear the vibration…  Kurama suddenly 
grinned, delighted, Hiei is purring.  He hadn’t heard 
the odd sound since the first night, the night Hiei had 
told Kurama he loved him; the night he’d confused 
Kurama so badly...  Kurama remembered that night, 
but this was a very different day, and they were closer 
and less confused, and Hiei wasn’t purring in his 
sleep – he was wide awake and purring for enjoyment 
of Kurama’s hands on him.  Hiei’s eyes opened and 
soft red orbs stared up at him in absolute trust and 
pleasure.  Kurama swallowed and leaned over to kiss 
Hiei again.  Hiei, accept my physical comfort now, 
and I will love you later.  I swear it.  I don’t want to 
lose you, I want what I have stolen.  Let us share 
pleasure now, and it will be a prelude to our love. 
 Ahhh… A lake of warmth and well-being, Hiei let 
his senses expand out beyond the mere five as he took 
in the wholeness of being kissed by Kurama, being 
held by Kurama, the regard and desire Kurama had 
for him.  Not love, not yet; but regard and care.  It was 
enough.  Hiei loved the fox-human, and would no 
matter what the future brought.  Kurama could be his 
friend, and Hiei would love him.  He had shed his tear 
for what could not be changed, and now he accepted 
it.  The fox accepted him; showing his understanding 
of the demon by laying out the ‘rules’ – and being 
matter of fact about Hiei’s love.  As long as I’m not 
scaring him or confusing him anymore, I can accept 
that.  If he accepts my love, I am content with his 
friendship.  Hiei returned his hands to the buttons on 
Kurama’s shirt, finishing the task and sliding his 
hands over the charming flesh, so soft and supple, 
perfect in every way, the energy sparking from it like 
the refreshment of a misty spray on a hot day.  Hiei 
spread his fingers over the skin, hovering as he sought 
that energy, traced it, absorbed it, felt it slide between 
the corners of his own rei as his energy seeped into 
Kurama.  
 Kurama’s breath drew sharply in and he leaned his 
head back as feeling coursed through his body.  
Lightning that ricocheted though his body from one 
nerve path to another.  “Eiahh…” Kurama couldn’t 
help the moan and the yelp that escaped his lips as he 
desperately pushed his energy out to make room for 
that which was coming in.  Hiei, you demon – this 
was how you set me off so quickly last night.  That 
and a young near-human body.  As his body reacted 
in the expected manner and the heat started to grow, 
Kurama’s lips twitched in amusement, I will still have 
my dance…  “Hiei,” he whispered the demon’s name, 
calling deliberately to what he know of the demon – 
and putting seduction in the tones, wafting his rei out 
in low pulses designed to slip through skin deep into 
the core of a being, to awaken pleasure there. 
 The growl rumbled out from his throat and heart, a 
rough, tearing sound that spoke of his surrender to the 
feelings firing in him from the sound of his name 
spoken by the fox-human.  Patches of dry wood that 

had been smoldering with tongues of fire licking up in 
places suddenly became a roaring bonfire of flames 
ignited by the fuel only Kurama could give. 
 As green and blue fire flared out around Hiei’s 
body, Kurama gave only one startled blink before 
running his hands along the flames.  Do I have an 
effect on him or what?  Kurama grinned as he took 
Hiei’s cloak off and pressed their bodies together.  
Hiei’s hands clenched Kurama’s arms tightly as 
Kurama wrapped himself around Hiei, warming 
himself in the fire. 
 
 Much later, Kurama gasped and pulled away, 
“Wait, Hiei!” 
 Hiei raised his head and looked up the length of 
Kurama’s chest, his eyebrows raising, “Now what?”  
The fox had pulled away so many times before 
completion…  and had come back each time to 
pleasure Hiei some more, yet still leaving him 
wanting as well.  Hiei was both not happy and happy 
at the same time.  His body needed Kurama… 
 “Oooo…” the red-head writhed on the ground for 
a moment as he forced his body to calm down a bit.  
Then he reached up to his hair and pulled out a seed, 
whispering fondly to it before setting it on the ground 
to grow. 
 “Oh for…” Hiei glowered, “I already set spell 
wards, damnit.” 
 Kurama burst into giggles, “Even in the middle of 
sex, you have a one-track mind!” 
 “Kurama, will you just let me finish?” Hiei just 
wanted to go back to that hard rigid flesh and to hear 
the growls and yelps the fox made as Hiei ran his 
hands and his mouth over him…  Hiei started 
stroking Kurama without waiting for the answer, 
needing to taste the hardy musk and pine and 
cinnamon taste and wanting to drink in the nectar… 
 “Ahhh…” Kurama almost forgot himself again 
under Hiei’s touch, but his plant, the scent of fresh 
blossoms tickling his nose, reminded him.  He pulled 
away from Hiei again and reached a hand out to the 
plant, crooning at it as he stroked the wide white 
petals. 
 “You’d rather make love to a plant than me????”  
Hiei snorted and rolled away, irritated beyond words. 
 “Hiei, come here…” Kurama raised his voice as he 
continued to tickle the plant, encouraging the flower 
to open and spread its petals out to the moonlight. 
 With an expression that said that Kurama was 
dead if he didn’t have a good reason, Hiei moved up 
next to the kitsune.  In spite of his annoyance, Hiei 
involuntarily found his eyes drawn to the beautiful 
flower that was opening on the plant.  Pure white 
petals at first glance, then the eye was drawn inside to 
the delicate swirl of red and purple lines tracing the 
interior of each blossom, barely seen, receded inside 
the petals as veins in skin…  His mouth opened and 
his eyelids fluttered down as he drew in the scent that 
was filling the air.  A delicate scent of roses and 
jasmine and rice and fresh rain on grass and 
eucalyptus bark crushed underfoot…  Hiei moaned as 
he sank down on the ground, his eyes shutting 
completely. 
 “Whoops,” Kurama was instantly distracted from 
the plant.  “Hiei?  Hiei?  Hey, here…  Hiei?”  He 
picked up the demon and worriedly stared at the 
peaceful face.  That’s not suppose to happen!  
Kurama drew a hand over Hiei’s chest, resting it over 
his heart as he leaned to check Hiei’s breathing, 
“Hiei?” 
 The fox’s breath was warm on his cheek, his touch 
firm on his skin.  Without opening his eyes, Hiei 
started to purr and he reached languidly out to draw 
his fingers through Kurama’s hair.  He kissed that 

portion of the fox that was near his lips and started 
searching for Kurama’s mouth. 
 “Ummm…” Kurama blinked at the 
uncharacteristic sweetness of Hiei’s actions.  And 
responded to it, his body conforming to Hiei’s touch 
and his eyelids drooping down as Hiei finally found 
his mouth and leisurely explored it.  
 “So sweet,” Hiei murmured, his mouth against 
Kurama’s, “Cool.  My rose of delight.”  His hands 
wandered over Kurama’s skin as he moved his body 
against the cool flesh next to him.  His actions were 
slow as he felt the cells of his skin connect and slide 
against Kurama’s.  The barely discernible fur over his 
body ruffled out in waves. 
 Kurama was taking full advantage of the sensuous 
actions from the demon, his body becoming even 
more flushed and hot as Hiei stroked him than it had 
been earlier, and his need growing strong.  Kurama 
growled loudly as he nipped at Hiei’s neck. 
 “Ow!” Hiei pulled away, his eyes blinking open. 
 And Kurama paused at the sight of those wide 
eyes, the red iris almost totally covered by black 
pupil, the rest of the eye as yellow as when Hiei was 
in his power form.  “Oops…” Kurama suddenly 
realized what had happened, “It’s a drug for you.  The 
flower is drugging your senses.”  Now if only the rat 
had reacted like that!  In the battle, Kurama had used 
every plant he had – even his non-fighting ones.  The 
rat had laughed at most of them; he’d completely 
ignored this one.  But Kurama didn’t want Hiei to be 
the one affected like this!!!  Ah frack… 
 Hiei’s eyes closed again as he leaned back to 
Kurama, “Does it matter?” 
 “Yeah, ‘cause you’re going to kill me when you 
can think again!”  Without even needing to think, 
Kurama knew the demon would not tolerate this 
involuntary loss of control. 
 “Never kill you,” Hiei murmured, his breath 
flowing over Kurama’s chest, his fingers leisurely 
exploring, “Love you.  Protect you.  Never hurt.”  His 
tongue replaced his breath and continued the 
exploration, moving down towards Kurama’s waist. 
 Oh geez…  Kurama reached out to his flower and 
flicked a finger at it, closing the blossom and making 
it dissolve away.  Now how do I get him out of it?  He 
gasped as Hiei’s mouth tried to make the question 
recede to the back of his mind.  “Ahh…”  He had to 
keep control – Hiei was not going to be happy… 
 “Let go, Kurama.”  Hiei’s jagan opened, glowing a 
deep purple, “Let go of your worry and just feel.”  The 
blue fire that had been absent for awhile sparked out 
around Hiei’s fingers as he started to concentrate 
intensely on pleasing the one he loved.  He deepened 
the sensations and added a touch of his own as he 
brushed at the fox’s mind, creating a feeding loop that 
would allow the fox to slip higher into pleasure… 
 Kurama yelped, his hips bucking involuntarily as 
his senses were suddenly overwhelmed with a need 
that shot through his body and drove all reason away.  
His green eyes glowed as he looked down at Hiei’s 
black hair at his waist…  He reached down and drew 
Hiei away, his hands fluffing the fur and tugging at 
Hiei’s shoulders to draw him up, “Turn around, Hiei.” 
 The demon reached over to kiss Kurama deeply 
before kneeling on the ground, his hands clenching 
into the dirt. 
 Nectar…  Kurama had shut the plant up.  He 
glanced around, noting that some of it had dripped 
out of the flower and was on the ground.  Scooping it 
up in his fingers, Kurama first rubbed some on Hiei, 
seeing the tightness of the muscles in Hiei’s shoulders 
as he waited…  Kurama growled, stroking himself 
with the rest and moaning with the feel, so much 
more than it should be; why is it so hard for me to 
think?  I can’t…  I can’t hurt Hiei…  Kurama 
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positioned himself and held himself back with tight 
control, “Hiei?” 
 What the hell was the fox waiting for?  Hiei 
tightened the loop a bit more, wrapping Kurama’s 
mind into the pleasure…  He pushed backwards with 
his hips. 
 Desire and need tore through Kurama’s body and 
he thrust forward, the feeling more intense than 
anything he’d ever known before.  He leaned over 
Hiei’s body as he moved in and out, whimpering for 
the sensation that was driving him over the edge… 
 “Ah!” Hiei growled, his hands clenching in the 
dirt, his mind attached to the fox’s pleasure and to 
his… 
 
 Many hours later when they finally woke up, they 
both had headaches. 
 “What the hell was that plant?” Hiei groaned, his 
fingers rubbing the outsides of his eyes.  His head was 
throbbing, pain jolting from one side to the other and 
resounding back. 
 Kurama winced, “Don’t talk so loud.”  His 
thinking was… muddled, loopy, not coming clear and 
sharp like he normally was.  He couldn’t think.  
Kurama dropped his head into his hands and moaned. 
 Hiei glanced up, then quickly shut his eyes again 
as the light threatened to eat him up.  He tried to 
reach out and soothe away the kitsune’s pain, but his 
own head was hurting way too much for him to 
concentrate. 
 Whimpering, Kurama tried to think through his 
pain.  That’s way too much pain for one person to 
live through!  One thought finally made its way out of 
the loop and Kurama blinked as he looked over at 
Hiei.  The jagan was open and glowing purple.  Oh 
great.  I’m feeling his pain as well as mine.  Kurama 
whimpered again; he just wanted to curl up and die.  
“Do you have any wards?” 
 Hiei blinked and moaned, “Can you do something 
about the light?” 
 With a twitch of his finger, Kurama had the pine 
trees lean over them so that the shade was darkened to 
near total blackness. 
 Hiei breathed a sigh of relief and crawled over to 
his clothes.  Shaking out his scarf, he wound it around 
his head before lying back down, curling into a fetal 
position as he keened out his pain. 
 Kurama’s pain receded noticeably.  His scarf is a 
ward?  He started to move and then stopped, holding 
himself still.  Not all of the pain had been Hiei’s.  
Forcing himself, he crawled to where Hiei lay and he 
curled up around him, holding the demon to him as 
they both hurt. 
 
 “Well,” Hiei finally spoke, “It was good while it 
lasted.” 
 Kurama cracked an eye open and glared at the 
demon before shutting it again.  Then he thought 
about it and grinned, “It was, wasn’t it?” 
 “What was your original plan for the plant?”  Hiei 
wasn’t sure if he was going to like it. 
 “Lubrication.  The nectar is smooth and tastes 
great.” 
 Hiei raised an eyebrow, “And you just happen to 
keep one of those around with you…” 
 Kurama laughed, “Actually, I made it myself.  
Years of experimentation for just the right tastes and 
scents…”  
 “Well, that’s good to know.  Get rid of it.” 
 “Huh?”  Kurama sat up, “I’m not going to—” 
 “I mean it.”  Hiei’s expression was very serious, 
“I’m not going to allow you to carry around a plant 
that can get through my defenses any bloody time I 
just smell it!” 

 I knew he wasn’t going to like it.  Kurama sighed 
and rummaged through his hair, pulling out all the 
seeds he could find that were related to the flower – 
he kept them in multiple flavors – and dropping them 
out on the ground between them. 
 Hiei’s eyes widened as the pile kept enlarging. 
 Kurama shrugged, “I thought we’d have fun.”  
He’d been growing them ever since the first aborted 
attempt.  As he kept pulling out the seeds, identifying 
each and every separate taste and smell he’d bred in 
them, Kurama shrugged slightly – maybe he had 
overdone it just a touch. 
 In disbelief, Hiei eyed the mound of seeds that was 
already a half-foot circle, “I don’t think anything 
mortal, even a demon, can survive that much fun!” 
 When Kurama finally finished pulling seeds out, 
Hiei put his hands over the pile. 
 As he watched his plants burn in rainbow fire, 
Kurama sighed.  Now if I just change this pollen 
here…  I know Hiei likes rose scent.  I wonder what 
he thinks of jasmine nectar?  How about if I work off 
a… 
 Hiei ran his hands through his hair, fluffing it and 
brushing it, “Kurama, I’ve got another Rule for you.” 
 Kurama looked up apprehensively, he’s not going 
to let me use plants anymore… 
 “Don’t pull my hair when we’re having sex.” 
 Kurama started laughing. 
 The demon glowered, “It’s not funny – it hurts!”  
He ran his hands carefully over the sore spots, trying 
to get the fur to lay right.  Bringing one hand to his 
mouth, he licked it carefully and then tried again. 
 Rolling to one side, Kurama watched with wide-
eyed fascination.  He is utterly adorable like this!  
Avidly, he drank in every aspect of the fire demon as 
he sat there, calmly grooming himself, his red eyes 
relaxed, his movements casual and unprotected.  He 
loves me, he trusts me.  Hiei had not even questioned 
that Kurama had given him all the seeds.  And it was 
true, though Kurama had been tempted, he hadn’t 
kept even one.  That plant was now extinct in the 
human world – and Kurama would go back and 
destroy the ones in the spirit world when he got the 
chance.  He would protect Hiei; he wanted Hiei…  
“Soon,” Kurama whispered, his focus intent, “Soon 
enough…” I’ll be yours, as you are mine. 
 Hiei blinked and looked up, lowering his hand and 
narrowing his eyes, “Now what?” 
 With a brilliant smile, Kurama didn’t answer as he 
got up and stretched, “So what’s on the agenda for 
today?”  He picked up his pants and put them on. 
 Damn that fox… Hiei was off-stride again.  He 
really didn’t know how the fox kept doing it to him, 
but every time he thought they were in sync, things 
changed.  “Kurama,” he said softly, “I only want from 
you, what you will give.  Stop pushing it.” 
 Through the white tunic that Kurama was slipping 
over his head, there came the sounds of laughter.  Red 
hair poked out and then the rest of Kurama’s head as 
he tugged the shirt on and belted it loosely.  He 
winked at Hiei and then tossed him his cloak. 
 Hiei caught it automatically, but kept staring at the 
fox-human.  “First thing is a bath,” he said finally. 
 Kurama wrinkled his nose, “You could have told 
me that before I put my clothes on!”  He grinned to 
show he wasn’t serious, “Where to, oh master fire 
demon?” 
 “Hn.”  Snorting at the exaggeration and teasing, 
Hiei led the way to a stream nearby. 
 That’s not what I call a bath.  Kurama watched 
the little fire demon stick various parts of himself into 
the shallow rivulets of water flowing over rock – it 
wasn’t even big enough to call a creek.  But watching 
Hiei was definitely entertaining.  The demon was also 
using some of his telekinesis to splash the water over 

his back and chest.  After a few moments, the demon 
shook himself off and looked up at Kurama 
expectantly.  Kurama grinned, “I’ll let you bathe me 
anytime…” 
 Hiei’s eyes narrowed dangerously and there was a 
puff of steam from around him as the water on his 
skin evaporated.  With another snort, the demon 
disappeared. 
 Now what?  Kurama knelt down at the water and 
poked a finger in.  “Burr!”  Shivering, he decided 
he’d wait until later for his bath.  How did a fire 
demon react so calmly to that cold water? 
 
 
Chapter Twelve:  Adaptations 

 Watching from the tree branches, Hiei let Kurama 
make the decision on where to go, and then he 
followed silently and unseen as the kitsune walked 
down the path to the village.  Hiei was tired of 
talking, and he wanted to think.  There was something 
about the fox that wasn’t making sense and he wanted 
to figure it out.   
 Kurama could sense Hiei near him, so he didn’t 
worry as he packed up his half of camp and left for 
the next tasking.  The fact that he could feel Hiei was 
proof in itself of how much the demon was 
accommodating his ways for Kurama’s sake.  
Normally, Hiei hides his youki as well as Yusuke, 
though Yusuke does it unintentionally. 
 
 The red-haired human walked into the village, 
mingling easily with the people as he spoke their 
language and assuaged their suspicions.  He sought 
his prey and found it, depriving the prey of its prey.  
Before he left, he set a reminder for the villagers and a 
warning to predators – Kurama was here. 
 
 “Is that anything like ‘Kilroy was here’?” Hiei 
asked with scorn as he hopped down and joined the 
kitsune as he walked away from the village. 
 “Huh?” Kurama stopped whistling as he missed 
the reference.  He put his seeds back into his hair and 
grinned down at his companion, “How’d I do?” 
 Noting the automatic defense as the fox was first 
surprised by Hiei’s appearance, and then his casual 
acceptance, Hiei felt contentment spread through his 
being.  Kurama accepts me now, he doesn’t feel 
guilty anymore, and isn’t apologizing.  I like this 
much better.  Then Hiei thought about the question.  
The fox had used his new whip, and had been careful 
with the public view.  Kurama had to fight in the view 
of the humans he’d rescued, so he’d subtly 
exaggerated his non-humanness, and he’d left a makai 
plant that glowed different colors when fed off demon 
energy.  It was sure to spawn new legends in the 
village, but the truth wouldn’t last ten minutes.  “I 
always knew you were good.” 
 Green eyes sparkled and danced as Kurama 
absorbed the praise and enjoyed it.  “Let’s go after the 
jalatha.” 
 With a shrug, Hiei agreed.  In his opinion, the fox 
was showing a lot of good sense today.  He was 
therefore surprised when they got to the lair and 
Kurama took out his rose.  Hiei narrowed his eyes, 
“My turn.” 
 Kurama grinned fondly down, “Partners share.” 
 He expects me to fight with him???  Hiei was 
suddenly worried.  He hadn’t fought with somebody 
for…  well, never, actually.  “Uh, Kurama…” 
 The jalatha rushed out of the cave and attacked 
with a roar. 
 Hiei jumped to one side, still wondering how he 
was suppose to do this.  Kurama flicked his rose out 
into a whip and got the monster’s attention.  Quicker 
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than the human eye could follow, the jalatha turned 
from Hiei to Kurama.  Hiei was even quicker than the 
jalatha and he knocked Kurama out of the way, 
receiving a gash on his side as he did so – from the 
rose whip that had been flicking at the monster. 
 When the dust settled, Kurama traded his glares 
between the sword-sliced monster and Hiei.  Hiei 
shifted from foot to foot and tried not to run away. 
 “Well, obviously we’ll have to try that again,” 
Kurama finally sighed.  “Are you okay, Hiei?” 
 Caught between embarrassment and relief, Hiei 
put a hand down to his side and winced as he touched 
the wound, “I’ll be fine.” 
 The future tense is not an answer to my present 
question… From a distance, Kurama studied Hiei’s 
wound and realized that Hiei’s youki wasn’t healing it 
any faster than a normal being.  Silently, Kurama 
questioned Hiei. 
 At the look in the fox’s eyes, Hiei shifted again 
before reluctantly explaining, “The thorns on your 
whip are… difficult.” 
 Not much of an explanation.  Kurama stepped 
forward to take a better look, but Hiei forestalled his 
actions by putting his cloak on and then disappearing.  
Okay…  Kurama pulled the list out and checked out 
the next few tasks.  There were several within the 
large city of Baotou, and Kurama thought that a hotel 
for the next few nights would be a good thing.  A hot 
shower, available when I want it…  The fox-human 
smirked at the empty air beside him, a bed will also 
be nice.  He shifted into the steady lope that would 
allow him to reach the city before night. 
 Kurama finally found a hotel he liked and he 
stared at the outside of the building for a minute 
before he retreated to an alley, “Okay, Hiei, where are 
you?” 
 Three whistled songs and two mistaken 
propositions later, the figure Kurama was waiting for 
finally showed up.  Hiei scowled at his friend, 
“What?” 
 “Can I use your credit card?” 
 Rolling his eyes, Hiei muttered something under 
his breath that Kurama couldn’t catch.  Just as well, 
Kurama figured – it hadn’t sounded complimentary.  
Then Hiei put two fingers in his mouth and whistled.  
Three imps popped out of the air and two from the 
ground as they gathered around him.  Hiei sent one of 
them for some local money and dismissed the others. 
 Kurama raised an eyebrow, “You better not steal 
any money while we’re on probation.” 
 Reminded of his status, Hiei growled, his skin 
shading dark before he regained control and answered 
the implied question, “My servants know better than 
to bring attention to me.  They’ll get the money from 
an ATM.” 
 “Why not just use the card direct… oh.  Never 
mind that question, sorry.”  Kurama winced as he 
remembered that Hiei wasn’t actually suppose to have 
any access to his power network.  “Koenma could 
track it.” 
 Hiei nodded and glanced at the sky, “You just 
barely missed one of his scans.” 
 “WHAT???????????????” Kurama screeched, 
“Koenma’s watching us?” 
 “Keep your voice down!” Hiei hissed, looking 
nervously around, “And dim your youki.”   Then he 
glared at the fox, “Of course he is, numbwit!  You 
think he’s going to let two ghosts out on a mission 
and not watch?  You yourself told me he was 
watching Yusuke!” 
 Kurama scratched his nose and was forestalled 
from a reply by the reappearance of an imp with 
money.  Hiei handed the cash to Kurama and said, 
“Leave the window open.  I’ve got a few more things 
to do first.” 

 With a shrug, Kurama went to check into a room, 
being careful to ask for a large bed.  The hotel clerk 
didn’t question him.  Kurama figured it was just as 
well. 
 In the room, Kurama put his backpack down and 
glanced around, noticing, “A phone…”  Turning to 
the window, Kurama frowned at it and wondered how 
long Hiei would be gone, then he shrugged, Mother is 
part of my life, if he comes back while I’m talking to 
her, well, he can adapt.  He picked up the phone and 
dialed a very familiar number. 
 “Hi, Mom!  Yeah, I’m doing great.  Those friends 
I met last year have been wonderful – I’ve seen parts 
of China I never knew existed.  How has it been for 
you?  Uh huh…  Maybe I should be home to 
chaperone!  Just don’t get married without me there…  
Yes, just a couple more weeks now and I’ll be home.  
The teachers should be used to getting my homework 
in absentia!  I don’t know if my friends can come 
back with me – they’ve got things to do also.  Yes 
Mom, I’ll be careful – I always am.  Hey!  What do 
you mean by that?  Well, okay, there was that time…  
I’ll be careful, Mom – and you be sure and take care 
of yourself as well!  You’re better now, but that 
doesn’t mean you should go gallivanting all over…  
Yeah, I know.  Yes, Mom.  Yes.  Yes…  Okay, Mom!  
Yeah, good talking with you too.”   
 Kurama hung up the phone, still grinning, Mom’s 
been having fun – a vacation for me is also one for 
her without having to watch over me.  And she’s 
feeling much better then she has in so many years.  
Yet Kurama had also felt something expected and 
lacking at the end of the call…  She was waiting for 
me to say something, but what?  It mystified him, but 
the fox put it to one side so he could deal with it later.  
Right now, he’d rather explore Hiei’s mystery…  The 
demon wasn’t back yet. 
 With a resigned shrug, ‘always coming and going,’ 
Kurama stopped waiting on Hiei and had a nice, long, 
hot shower.  And during it, figured out what had 
bothered Hiei earlier.  When he was treating my 
wounds while bathing me, he was caring for me, 
putting his feelings into relieving my pain and his 
sorrow at my hurt.  Though my sentiment was real, 
when I joked about him bathing me, it made it seem 
like I was trivializing his care.  Kurama sighed as he 
turned off the water and reached for a towel.  I didn’t 
mean to – can I help it if you are a wonderfully 
sensuous being with skin and hair and eyes and 
expression that I absolutely adore?  I want to have 
your hands stroking me under the water, drawing 
gently over my skin, my head on your lap, your gaze 
on me…  With a grin, Kurama stretched out on the 
bed, letting his body remember all the wonderful 
sensations he’d been experiencing for the last few 
days.  Hiei is so skilled.  I’ve had other lovers before 
and many who were very skilled, but none that please 
me as much as this demon.  Though there was that 
one cute… Kurama grinned and stopped that thought 
before it went too far.  Then changed his mind and 
reviewed every detail of that long-ago affaire, along 
with every other one that had made it even part-way 
into his heart. 
 
 Hiei sat on the windowsill and watched the fox.  
Laying on his back on top of the covers, a delightful 
smile on his face, the beautiful red-haired human 
youth slept soundly, giving Hiei ample opportunity to 
study the slender body.  Hiei had to grin – he was 
fairly sure that Kurama rarely slept nude when he was 
alone, so this was deliberate for Hiei’s sake.  Crazy, 
wonderful fox.  My love; Kurama.  The fox’s new 
name was more musical and softer than the name he’d 
held before.  ‘Yoko’ sounded brief, harsh – rich and 
powerful, but not attainable – actually, it didn’t sound 

like a very intelligent name either, though that was 
deceiving.  “Kurama,” Hiei mused, “Ku-ra-ma… 
Kura-ma… Ku-rama… Kur-ama… Kur-a-ma… Ku-
ra-ma.  Kurama, the rich velvet fox with the ruby 
mane and emerald eyes.  The jewel of many worlds.  
A light of brilliance and talent.  Kurama.  Kitsune-
ningen, my fox-human, Kurama.” 
 Without opening his eyes, Kurama said, “Hiei, a 
fire-demon of unparalleled ability and virtuosity.  A 
treasure most precious, worth any effort to find.  Hiei, 
you silly – get down here and join me.”  On his back 
on the bed, Kurama stretched, his arms and legs 
extending in openness and invitation.  Lazily, he 
opened his green eyes and turned a sultry, expectant, 
anticipatory gaze upon the demon in the windowsill.  
His mouth was open as his tongue licked the edges of 
his lips.  His fingers curled in the air.  Moving his 
body over the covers, Kurama felt the fabric slide 
across his skin as he watched Hiei. 
 Ahh…  From where he sat, Hiei moaned, 
swallowing as his body reacted to the invitation and 
tried to propel him into the fox’s arms.  He resisted, 
closing his eyes and turning his head to one side.  He 
heard the rustle of fabric and the creak of the bed as 
Kurama sat up.  The movement sent the fox’s clean 
scent wafting through the room.  The fox was ready 
and waiting for him, his scent smelling of the heavy 
musk that spoke of desire.  Hiei shivered in response. 
 “Hiei?” Kurama curiously studied the demon.  
Hiei wanted him – physical reactions made that very 
obvious – but he was delaying…  “Did you find 
something we need to take care of?”  He swung his 
legs off the bed, suddenly alarmed, “Koenma’s not 
watching us, is he?!” 
 At the obvious dismay in Kurama’s voice, Hiei 
chuckled, though he didn’t turn his head, “I block his 
scans when we’re together.”  Any time they were 
together, no matter what they were doing, letting the 
scans through only when they were fighting.  Hiei was 
not about to let Koenma know how much he cared for 
the fox. 
 “Oh?”  Kurama tapped his fingers on the bed 
thoughtfully.  He’d never really intended to hide 
anything from Koenma… but he’d not anticipated the 
love of the demon.  He hadn’t given a thought to 
being watched because it was not something that had 
occurred to him.  Having been given a task, and a 
timetable to do it in, Kurama had expected the free 
rein that Koenma had promised him.  And he had to 
admit that Koenma hadn’t interfered once.  He could 
see we were fighting the renegades.  Even if he was 
scanning, he would have seen me killing some, Hiei 
killing others… we’re following his tasking.  And if 
Hiei has been blocking him every time we’re 
together, and Koenma hasn’t called wondering 
why… then he is holding true to my conditions.  He 
watches, but he’s not going to do anything.  Kurama 
grimaced, sounds like my brother.  “Hiei, what’s 
wrong?”  It wasn’t Koenma, and Hiei wasn’t reacting 
urgently enough for troubles from the tasking…  
“Have you heard anything about Yukina?” 
 “Huh?” Hiei turned his head to look at Kurama – 
and was astounded at the sympathetic concern he saw 
on the expressive features.  I haven’t even told him 
about Yukina yet. 
 Kurama stood up in one smooth motion and 
walked to where Hiei sat.  He leaned over, hovering a 
few inches away from touching Hiei, “Hiei, I care.” 
 And Hiei wanted to reach out and gather the fox-
human in his arms…  He turned his head away again, 
“Kurama – why is it so hard for you?”  He’d given up 
on figuring it out and had decided to just ask.  As 
much as that went against his grain, he wanted to 
know… 
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 “It’s hard because I want you so…”  Kurama 
leaned in a bit closer, letting a part of his anatomy 
below his waist demonstrate his words. 
 Hiei snorted even as he flitted across the room to 
stare at Kurama from the other side of the bed, “And 
you say I have a one-track mind!” 
 Kurama turned to watch the quickfire demon, a 
smile playing over his lips.  He glanced out the 
window at the streets below and shut the drapes.  
“You make it hard for me to think of anything else,” 
he purred, throwing waves of rei out at the demon. 
 Gasping, Hiei resisted the pull, “Kurama!  Stop 
that!” 
 Recognizing that Hiei meant it, Kurama gathered 
his rei back to him and sealed himself.  He went back 
to the bed and sat down, leaning against the wall and 
waiting. 
 Groaning for the amount of resistance he’d had to 
use, Hiei looked at the remote features of the kitsune.  
Kurama had suddenly become all kitsune again, 
remote and cold, watching and evaluating but not 
affected by what was going on around him.  Hiei 
sighed to himself before he asked, “Why do you try so 
hard to love me?” 
 Kurama blinked.  Pulled in within himself like he 
was, he could see the seriousness of Hiei’s question.  
He didn’t understand why Hiei had asked it, but the 
fact that the demon had asked it was fascinating and 
another thing to add to his list.  “Because I want to.” 
 Hiei snorted, “That’s no answer.” 
 “Oh yes it is…”   
 “So why is it so hard for you then?  If you want 
to… then why do you struggle so against it?”  Hiei’s 
voice was a mixture of emotion and non-emotion, his 
natural protective barriers coming into conflict with 
his love for the fox and the very openness of the 
question itself. 
 Kurama bent a leg and clasped his hands loosely 
around his knee, leaning against the wall, his other leg 
straight on the bed.  He looked up at the ceiling and 
sighed, “Hiei, you don’t really know what you’re 
asking of me.” 
 “I’m not asking anything!” Hiei growled, “Kurama 
– just because I love you doesn’t mean you have to 
love me!  I want you – not a forced parody of yourself.  
If you force yourself into something… it’ll not be 
true.  I’d rather have you as a friend for a hundred 
years, then a lover for ten.” 
 “Ahhhh…” Kurama sighed with contentment as 
he closed his eyes and let the words and voice of the 
demon fall into him, absorbing their truth and their 
meaning.  This… this is why I want you so, Hiei.  You 
are such a unique being, and you don’t force 
illusions upon me.  I have you, I have stolen you… 
but you will not have me until I make my choice.  And 
you not only let me have choice, you insist on it.  He 
let his walls fall and reached out with his rei and his 
arms for his red-eyed, black-haired, dragon-starred 
demon lover.  “Hiei… come to me.  Come now, and 
I’ll answer you later.” 
 His resistance broken by a pair of gleaming 
emerald eyes and a smell of musky jasmine; Hiei went 
to Kurama.  Hesitantly, he reached out to touch the 
silken skin along Kurama’s arms, his eyes tracing the 
smooth lean chest muscles, “How are you real?”  You 
say you shaped your body for practicality… 
unknowingly, you also shaped it for love.  Seeing 
you, feeling you… who could not fall in love with 
you? 
 Kurama let the demon touch him lightly, exploring 
with his fingers, though Kurama wanted to grab the 
demon and lock his lips tightly to Hiei’s and wrap his 
legs around that warm body.  Wait a second – I’m 
forcing myself to a slow dance??  Geez… “You are so 
incredible, my demon lover,” Kurama murmured, his 

fingers exploring the edges of Hiei’s cloak, looking 
for the fastenings.  With a thief’s instincts and 
knowledge, he found them, releasing the fabric from 
its boundaries but not yet pulling it off.   
 “Kurama,” Hiei spoke the fox’s name in a gasping 
breath as he felt the featherlight touches through his 
cloak.  He looked into the emerald gaze, seeing the 
joy and delight inside, seeing the life that had lured 
him from the start.  Trembling, he raised a hand to 
touch along the high cheekbones under those 
gateways to nirvana. 
 Not quite closing, his eyelids dipped down in 
response to the touch and the look in the demon’s red 
orbs.  Kurama could feel himself in the demon’s soul 
as he responded to the look of utter rapture upon 
Hiei’s face.  Oh, Hiei…  Kurama forced himself to 
discipline, wanting the demon to have as much 
exploration as he would, since he seemed to be in the 
mood for it.  I was going to teach him the dance, but 
it seems he does know it…   
 As Hiei’s touches awoke every inch of Kurama’s 
body, he could feel Kurama trembling, the vibrant 
eyes staring intently at him, riveting his gaze and not 
allowing his sight to wander.  His fingers explored 
Kurama’s body, his soul was locked to Kurama’s self.  
Fox, what are you doing?  Hiei trembled, his own 
control slipping.  His fingers slipped over smooth skin 
and then dropped off, waiting for Kurama’s next 
move. 
 With a grin, Kurama accepted.  Breaking the eye 
contact that had been so intense, he bent his head 
gracefully down,  sinking his teeth into the white 
fabric of Hiei’s scarf.  Holding it tightly, he raised his 
head and looked into Hiei’s eyes as he backed away 
from the demon, pulling the scarf with him.   
 Hiei watched, his gaze riveted to the white teeth in 
the white cloth, his senses focused on the feel of the 
fabric sliding over his skin, creating the slightest of 
tugs towards Kurama.  The feel of Kurama’s rei was a 
stronger draw, the sensuous play of power tickling his 
nerves and calling to him.  He watched as Kurama lay 
on the bed and rolled twice over, the white scarf 
trailing over his body in a length of loops, hiding and 
revealing and taking his eyes on a journey around the 
world.  Hiei’s cloak was falling off his shoulder from 
the openings Kurama had created and the movement 
of his scarf.  Absently, Hiei reached up to brush his 
cloak off, the sleeves retracting as he automatically 
tossed the cloak to one side. 
 Kurama’s eyes widened, did I just see the cloth do 
what I think it just did?  As many times as he’d seen 
Hiei pull off his cloak, he’d never seen before what 
had happened to the sleeves.  He’d wondered, but the 
movement was usually too fast for him to follow.  
There is absolutely nothing normal about Hiei.  
Kurama grinned in delight, just the way I like it…  He 
traced a hand along the cloth that was draped over his 
chest, following it down…  His body arched in 
response to the feel of his hand and Kurama gasped in 
surprise, I was suppose to be doing that for Hiei!  A 
fifteen year-old teenage body… and a fire demon’s 
regard.  If Hiei doesn’t do something to me soon, I’m 
going to lose it! 
 As Kurama’s body contorted without him, Hiei’s 
breathing lost the careful evenness he’d been 
maintaining.  Ridding himself of his pants faster than 
either his scarf or cloak, Hiei lowered himself on top 
of Kurama, pressing his weight upon the smooth flesh 
of the fox, feeling the scarf between them, feeling the 
need of them both.  Growling low within his throat, 
Hiei rubbed himself along the fox, feeling his pores 
open with his scent. 
 Crispy ashes and sharp pine… Kurama breathed in 
the scent that he now knew was Hiei’s.  Mark me, will 
you?  Grinning with delight, he responded to the 

demon’s actions, wrapping himself around the warm 
body and biting gently at the base of Hiei’s neck, 
nipping down just hard enough to draw blood and 
then licking it off and swallowing.  Mine.  You are 
mine… 
 Aaaaah! Hiei threw his head back as the fox bit 
into his skin.  It was something he’d never allowed 
anybody else to do and live.  He refused to be claimed 
by others.  Yet…  It was something that was so 
erotically delightful and pleasing from Kurama.  He 
claims me… and I want to be his.  Hiei whimpered as 
he melted into the fox’s embrace, willingly accepting 
anything that the fox would demand of him. 
 Kurama looked up at the unusual reaction, seeking 
out the demon’s gaze to tell him exactly what was 
going on.  He saw the wide soft eyes, irises twice as 
large as normal, gazing at him in trust and 
adoration…  A fierce flow of possession whipped 
through Kurama’s body and being, mine – Hiei is 
mine!  He growled loudly and started lick Hiei’s face 
and hair, dragging his tongue through the fur and 
wishing his human tongue wasn’t so wet.  With a 
quick move, he flipped Hiei over and knelt above him 
to continue his ministrations.  The demon’s eyes were 
closed now, his face tilted towards Kurama, his mouth 
open as he panted, the purring from his chest steady 
and loud.  Now would be a perfect opportunity for a 
dance… Kurama’s body was burning up, the desire in 
his blood thrumming through his veins and creating a 
tension and pressure that he wasn’t sure he could 
maintain.  His breath coming in gasps, Kurama 
lowered himself to Hiei’s waist, seeking hard rigid 
flesh with his tongue and mouth.  He ground his own 
hips into the bed, needing the friction as his body 
demanded release. 
 Arching and writhing under the fox’s prolonged 
kiss, Hiei could feel the loosening of the spirit’s 
control.  Gasping, he called out to his partner, 
“Kurama, take your release – do it now.” 
 Kurama raised his head and licked his lips with 
confident expectation, “It’s your turn, Hiei…” He 
half-shut his eyes, anticipating the feel of Hiei’s 
powerful body moving into his…  A flare of dark red 
fire rose out around Hiei, burning Kurama where he 
touched the demon, “Ow!” Kurama rolled away and 
looked at Hiei with wide eyes – never had any of 
Hiei’s fire done more than excite him before. 
 Hiei’s mouth tightened at the exclamation of pain 
from the one he’d sworn he’d never hurt.  He stuffed 
his fire back deep within him, only a trickle of it 
making its way out of one eye.  “No, Kurama,” he 
said softly, “Take your release in me.” 
 Reaching out to catch the tear gem before it hit the 
bed, Kurama stared at Hiei for one long moment and 
then moved off the bed, standing by the edge, tucking 
the gem into his hair before reaching to stroke Hiei’s 
legs.  “Come to me…” he whispered, putting his rei 
into seduction, driving out the sorrow in the demon’s 
eyes. 
 Gladly giving himself to Kurama again, Hiei 
scooted to the edge of the bed until he was sitting at 
the edge, his legs spread around Kurama’s waist.  He 
reached up and tugged on the red forelocks until 
Kurama’s mouth came down to meet his and they 
shared a wonderful, mixing kiss as their bodies 
pressed against each other.  Feeling the strain in 
Kurama’s body, Hiei broke off the kiss and laid down 
on the bed, his gaze steady as he clenched his hands 
into the cover and moved a foot to stroke the fox’s 
backside. 
 Ah! Kurama arched at the feel of Hiei’s foot 
stroking him.  He bit his lip until it bled as he 
fumblingly searched through his hair looking for that 
damn seed… 
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 Hiei raised an eyebrow and shook his head at the 
insistence of his partner on the assistance of plants. 
 Finally finding one that would do, Kurama tossed 
it to one side and inundated it with a flood of 
desperate rei, creating a full-grown plant with leaves 
to the ceiling and blossoms dripping nectar within 
seconds of the seed falling to the ground.  He reached 
out a hand and a blossom came to him. 
 I just had to go and fall in love with a plant 
controller… Hiei was more amused than anything 
else – especially since this plant wasn’t drugging him 
senseless!  But he had to admit that the feel of the 
cool nectar on his skin was refreshing and erotic, even 
more so when he felt the fox enter him smoothly, 
borne on the slipperiness of the nectar.  He arched 
into the fox, pressing his body closer, pulling on the 
fox with the leg that was hooked over Kurama’s 
shoulder.  I think I like plants… 
 Kurama yelped for the heat surrounding him.  It 
was the exciting, virulent fire of desire and need that 
both fed and was enflamed by his own needs.  It 
burned him in the good way that he was starting to 
crave from the demon.  Kurama lost himself as he felt 
his pleasure increasing in quantum leaps as he thrust 
rhythmically into the fire until his own fire matched it 
and his pleasure released in an explosion of sensation 
that blanked out every other feeling. 
 Ah, ah, ah… As the fox’s thrusts buried into him, 
Hiei responded, his internal temperature rising hotter 
and hotter with the rei flowing wildly.  When he 
finally felt the cool seed of the fox-human release into 
his body, sparking the hot flames dangerously as the 
liquid flowed through him, he arched his body and 
cried silently into the void as his fire flared violently 
out of him. 
 After a moment, Kurama sighed and pulled 
himself briefly away from Hiei, first sitting, and then 
collapsing on the bed as he reached to pull Hiei 
further onto the bed and closer to him.  He gathered 
Hiei into his arms and looked at him in surprise; the 
smaller demon was shivering, his skin cool to 
Kurama’s touch as he pressed against Kurama’s 
longer body.  Kurama winced slightly as the pain of a 
burn on his stomach made itself known.  Huh?  But 
he was too full of pleasure from the release and tired 
from the rei he’d expended to give it much thought at 
the moment, instead carefully filing the memory into 
his list as he closed his eyes and slept. 
 Within minutes, Hiei’s fire had restocked and he 
was warm again.  Automatically, he searched with his 
jagan to find danger, looking for whatever might have 
sneaked up during the time his senses were 
confounded, seeing what might have tested his 
barriers, trying to get through in his weakness.  He 
found nothing.  Starting to sit up, Hiei froze as he felt 
strong arms holding him tightly.  Normally, he would 
go out and check the borders of his territory, making 
sure of what the jagan had shown him; but Kurama 
was holding him close…  Too close, my fox.  Hiei 
shivered, uneasy in the confining grasp while his 
senses were alert for danger.  But he didn’t try and 
free himself from the fox’s embrace, knowing that the 
fox was holding him for his own need rather than 
Hiei’s.  He remembered Kurama’s words, when he 
was talking about the rules, ‘I like to cuddle,’ and the 
way Kurama would keep reaching for him…  Hiei bit 
his lip and stayed within Kurama’s arms, listening to 
the steady breathing and slow heartbeats, watching 
Kurama’s closed eyes with the rich red lashes curving 
over his soft cheeks, carefully examining with touch 
of skin to skin the body that lay along his.  Instead of 
looking for danger, Hiei forced himself to use his 
period of alertness to learn about the one that held 
him.  After a long time, as he gradually relaxed, Hiei’s 
eyelids dipped down and he also slept. 

 
 
Chapter Thirteen:  A Choice is Made 

 Kurama woke with contentment and delight 
boiling lazily through his veins.  He breathed in the 
incredible smell of sex and grinned at the added smell 
of crispy demon.  Tucking his head into the pile of fur 
that rested near his nose, he snuffled it, lipping the 
fine black strands and enjoying the feel of the softness 
against his cheek.  Arching his body, he felt the 
length of the smaller warm body alongside his.  He 
pulled his arm closer to himself, bringing also closer 
the chest of the demon who was lying within his 
embrace.  His other hand he found resting in the 
hollow of Hiei’s waist between hip and ribs.  An 
excellent place for it to rest, he thought.  Ahh… 
Kurama sighed in complete joy as he snuggled closer 
to Hiei before settling down again.  I could stay here 
like this for a week or more, lying in Hiei’s arms, 
holding my demon to me. 
 “Kurama, are you awake?” 
 Opening his eyes, Kurama wondered at the 
hesitant note in Hiei’s voice, “Yes.”  He glanced to 
the slanted eyes that were staring intently at him and 
he caught his breath for the beauty he saw there.  “Is it 
morning?” Kurama asked, his gaze intent, his body 
almost quivering as he held himself back. 
 Hiei turned his head to look at the covered 
window, “No.  It’s the middle of the night.” 
 “Oh,” Kurama sighed in disappointment. 
 Hiei gave him a resigned, ‘what now’ look. 
 Kurama lifted his hand off Hiei’s hip and brought 
it near to Hiei’s jawline yet didn’t quite touch.  “I 
wanted to say ‘good morning’.  Can I say ‘thank you’ 
instead?” 
 Thin lips quirked up in a genuinely amused smile 
as Hiei nodded, his red eyes showing his curiosity and 
appreciation. 
 Resting his hand on the edge of Hiei’s jawline, 
Kurama brought his mouth to Hiei’s and kissed him 
deeply, letting their lips touch together for several 
long seconds before opening his mouth and running 
his tongue inside Hiei’s mouth.  After a long minute, 
Hiei backed off, breathing heavily as he licked the 
saliva off his lips. 
 “That wasn’t a sexual kiss???”  Hiei panted, trying 
to regain his breath. 
 Kurama chuckled. Grabbing Hiei’s hand, he 
pulled it down past his waist and demonstrated, “I 
was just saying ‘thank you’.  But if you keep reacting 
like that,” Kurama let his hand wander to Hiei’s 
obvious physical response to the kiss, “I might have 
to rethink it.” 
 Hiei looked at him, part exasperated, part 
speculative. 
 This time Kurama laughed outloud and he 
stretched, running his hands over Hiei… 
 The demon moved to one side, putting some 
distance between them as he sat up. 
 Huh? 
 Hiei sighed, “You don’t want to again yet, and… 
I’m really not comfortable with cuddling.”  He 
glanced over to the window, his thoughts and his 
intentions plain. 
 Definitely not the co-habitation scenario.  Kurama 
shrugged slightly to himself, grinning internally, but 
he stayed tonight… We’ve got a hundred years to 
work this out.  Considering this very promising start, 
I don’t think it’ll be more then a couple of decades 
before I have him beside me for the whole night.   
 “You’re licking your chops again,” Hiei said 
suspiciously. 
 Kurama laughed, sitting up so they could talk; he 
had to give Hiei his answer—  Kurama glanced down 

at himself in surprise at the pain that rippled across 
his body as his abdomen muscles moved.  Looking at 
red marks like rug burns that decorated his stomach, 
Kurama remembered the odd fire… 
 “I’m sorry,” Hiei’s voice was as near as one could 
get to crying while not doing so.  Reaching out a 
hand, first he touched Kurama gently, then he bent his 
head to lick the red wounds. 
 Ice fire burned on his skin as Kurama drew in a 
sharp breath, letting it out in a long release as the ice 
changed to gentle warmth that flowed into his veins.  
Kurama’s eyelids dipped down as he healed.  He 
opened them again when the demon withdrew.  
“Hiei.” 
 “I’m sorry,” Hiei said again as he put his pants 
and cloak on, “I didn’t think… that wasn’t a good 
idea.  I won’t ever hurt you…” 
 It was obvious what was on the demon’s mind.  
Before he could implement his thoughts in that 
quickfire manner of his, Kurama slammed a shield up 
around the room with all his strength.  He was 
impressed with himself when he felt the force of the 
barrier, that’s better than I usually get. 
 Hiei, on his way to the window, stopped and 
glanced back at Kurama.  He could break through the 
barrier… but obviously the fox wanted to talk.  But I 
want to leave…  Hemmed in too closely, held too 
tightly.  Let me go, Kurama – let me go before I hurt 
you again. 
 Kurama punched the pillow up behind his back 
and leaned against the wall.  He looked at Hiei 
without speaking. 
 “I’m a demon, Kurama.” 
 “No dah.” 
 Hiei growled angrily at the mocking tone.  
“Kurama…  I won’t hurt you, but I just did – I can’t 
let it happen again.” 
 “So what happened?” 
 Hiei bit his lip, “Demons are born for only one 
purpose – to kill.” 
 Kurama’s eyebrows raised over his elegant 
forehead, “Are you telling me…  Is that why you 
won’t take your pleasure in me?”  At Hiei’s nod, 
Kurama chuckled, “Well, I certainly hadn’t thought of 
that – you must be tough on a girl.” 
 The shorter demon shrugged, “I don’t usually lose 
control of my fire – if I let it go, it’s deliberate.  But… 
I haven’t had sex with somebody I love for several 
hundred years.” 
 “What a way to go,” Kurama mused, his thoughts 
on the fire flaring through his body, the excitement 
and delight raising to a fever-high pitch – and 
wondering how much higher it would go before a 
person was burned out. 
 Hiei flinched away, his face twisting in pain and 
anguish. 
 Instantly, Kurama locked his attention onto those 
expressions, reading into them…  Several hundred 
years, huh?  That must mean…  Ah, Hiei, it is not an 
unused heart that I have stolen.  And you have been 
hurt before, yet you still came when I called.  Too 
lonely not to respond.  Yes, Kurama nodded to 
himself, reaffirming his decision, I want you.  You are 
the one I will have as my mate.  But first to reassure 
the demon…  “Hiei – I was Yoko.  Remember that.” 
 Hiei grunted, “So?” 
 Kurama bared his teeth in a feral grin, “I spent the 
last five hundred years using sex as a weapon.  There 
are very few that escape the kitsune Yoko once I 
decide on their fate.  Even those that I use for pleasure 
are usually ‘burned’ in the end when I send them on 
their way.” 
 The demon gave him a look that said the same 
thing as his last comment. 
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 “Hiei, I am a ghost as well, and I am a dangerous 
one.  You are not the only one who has to be careful 
where you tread.” 
 Wrinkling his nose, Hiei thought about that one, 
then shook his head, “In this, you’re in more danger 
from me.” 
 For a long second, Kurama was tempted to prove 
the demon wrong on that issue.  Then he dropped the 
thought.  Yoko’s reactions will do me no good in this 
situation.  Hiei loves me, and I must find a way to 
call on that love for him to stay willingly.  Kurama 
ran his hand over his smooth flesh where once there 
were burns, “Hiei – everybody gets hurt in a 
relationship; usually emotionally, I’ll admit… but 
partners work through those things.  I don’t want you 
to leave – and if you do leave now, I will be hurt.  
Worse then you can even imagine.  It’s too late for 
you to run; that isn’t an option anymore.” 
 “Kurama…” Hiei was torn.  He could see the truth 
in the green eyes that stared so intently at him, the 
predator stalking the prey, yet he knew also the truth 
in his body…  The truths, for there were many.  He 
wanted the fox-human so much… he loved Kurama, 
yet… 
 “Hiei – how did your Ice Maiden mother manage 
to have sex with a Fire Demon and live?”  Kurama’s 
thoughts segued… but if he could get an answer to 
that question, then he could give Hiei an answer for 
their problem, maybe. 
 The demon snorted, “An Ice Maiden is a demon 
too – and a dangerous one to love.”  He shrugged, 
“Equal powers.  Her ice melted before it reached his 
heart, his fire cooled before burning her soul.” 
 “Oh…”  Obviously that wasn’t the case here…  
Kurama looked thoughtfully down at himself where in 
his fox form there would be tails.  He was already a 
five-tail without much effort on his part.  If he trained 
hard… heck, with all the assignments Koenma was 
planning on sending Yusuke, Kurama was sure he’d 
get at least another tail in a year.  “How many tails 
would I need to match you?” 
 Hiei raised his eyebrows, the fine black fur raising 
to parallel the corners of his jagan.  He studied 
Kurama for a moment before turning his head away, 
“Nine.” 
 Nine?!  Kurama gulped.  He’d heard rumors once 
about an old fox…   
 The corners of Hiei’s mouth twitched up in both 
amusement and self-directed cynicism. 
 Kurama remembered… “Hiei – back when we 
were linked, one of the nightmares was about you 
biting off my tails while we fought – could that have 
anything to do with this?” 
 “Excuse me??”  Hiei walked to the window sill 
and sat down upon it.  Obviously it was going to be 
an extended conversation. 
 “You didn’t have the same dream?” 
 Hiei scratched his nose, “Linked doesn’t mean 
identical… especially in the void.  Describe it.” 
 “We were fighting, fox and dragon, a dance fight.  
I slashed the dragon’s tail, then the dragon turned and 
bit my tails, at the base – and that’s when I woke up.” 
 There was silence for a bit, then Hiei lifted his 
head, “Oh, that was the day you asked me about 
unicorns, wasn’t it?” 
 Unicorns?  Oh.  Kurama still wondered about 
Hiei’s reaction to that comment.  “When I was trying 
to wake you up?  Yes.”   
 Hiei started laughing, wrapping his arms around 
himself as he leaned against the sill for support, “Ah, 
Kurama!” 
 “What?” 
 “Are you sure we were fighting?” 
 “Huh?” 

 Hiei bit down on more laughter, “We were 
twisting and twining around each other, right?  And 
the tails…  Well, there have been certain times, 
especially in the last few days, when we’ve shared 
rei…” 
 He’s not kidding!  Kurama’s mouth dropped open.  
He thought about the dream and wondered.  He had 
thought they were fighting.  Well, in a way, it could 
have been.  My interpretation for Hiei’s advances at 
the time.  That is why the link was so dangerous to 
us.  The insubstantial truths becoming reality.  
Kurama shuddered, thankful that Hiei had gotten 
them untangled, but still sorrowing that it had come 
nearly to Hiei’s death.  ‘Only a truth’…  What were 
your dreams, all those nights?  We were linked – and 
I thought we were fighting, while you thought we 
were having sex… but it was a nightmare for you as 
well.  What was your dream, that night?  My friend, 
I’m sorry. 
 “Hn, well, if that was your dream,” Hiei could see 
the pity on the fox’s face but shrugged it off, thinking 
of the current situation – and still amused over it, 
“then there might be less to worry about then I 
thought.  If you can take a dragon’s tail, the dragon 
will certainly bite yours.” 
 Kurama frowned at Hiei’s obliqueness, then 
started putting the pieces together.  Tails are power in 
a fox – in a dragon?  Biting… Kurama ran a hand on 
his healed stomach, pain comes with healing.  Sex 
magic was a special study among many rei users.  He 
glanced at the force shield, more powerful than it 
should have been, “I’m drawing off your rei?” 
 “Absorbing is a better term.” Hiei glanced over to 
his sword, propped against the wall, and his face lost 
its humor, frown lines indicating a new line of 
thought, “What did you mean, it was too late?  Why is 
there no option left?” 
 “Absorbing???” Now alarmed, Kurama completely 
ignored Hiei’s questions, “Am I hurting you?” 
 Waving a hand, Hiei brushed it off, “No.  It’s not a 
big deal for me – my fire renews itself.  But it 
shouldn’t happen unless…  Kurama – why?  You 
promised me an answer before, and now, and…  
Kurama-ruby – why?” 
 A term of affection?  Kurama’s eyebrows almost 
climbed off his forehead.  But he did owe the demon 
his answer.  That, and much more.  Before he 
answered, Kurama took down the barrier.  It wasn’t 
needed anymore and he didn’t want the demon to feel 
trapped.  “Hiei – I love you.” 
 Hiei tapped his foot against the wall and frowned. 
 I expected a bit more of a reaction than that… 
 “Fox, you’ve got lousy timing.”  Hiei sighed, 
“Why now?” 
 Kurama smiled, “I thought it was perfect timing, 
myself.” 
 “Answer the damned question.”  Hiei glowered, “I 
told you last night you shouldn’t rush it.  Now look at 
all the damned complications you’ve created.” 
 This time, Kurama laughed, “What complications?  
That you can’t just pack up and leave?  Sounds about 
right to me…”  Kurama softened his expression to a 
smile, “Hiei – it was partially because of your answer.  
I told you days ago to just wait for me.  Even though I 
stole you—” 
 “Stole me????” 
 Kurama controlled his unruly mouth that wanted 
to twitch and laugh.  But he was afraid his eyes still 
showed his feelings, “In whose possession is your 
heart right now?” 
 Hiei frowned at the thief, then he gave in with a 
chuckle, acceding the point, “I hadn’t thought of it in 
those terms.  Stolen by the Spirit World’s finest thief 
– a kitsune well-worthy to have me.”  His red eyes 
glowed as he stared at the marvelous, incredible fox-

human, his pride in the one he loved creating blue 
flame flickering on his skin. 
 Watching that blue flame and soft red eyes…  
Kurama’s breathing deepened as his body felt a wave 
of desire rush through, awakening sated nerves and 
enlarging blood vessels.  I want him…  “Hiei,” 
Kurama whispered, shifting from his seated position, 
leaning towards the demon across the room. 
 Hiei gulped, “Damn fox!  Stop avoiding the 
question!” 
 Avoiding? Kurama sat back in annoyance, 
“You’re the one who started that!” 
 “I didn’t…”  Hiei trailed off, remembering what 
one of Kurama’s fond looks used to do to him back 
when Kurama didn’t love him.  Okay, I did.  “Why 
now?”  Why, when I accept you as a friend, do you 
go and turn all the tables again? 
 “Hiei – before you came back tonight, I was 
thinking about all my previous lovers.” 
 “All of them???” Hiei broke in, wide-eyed. 
 Kurama ignored it, “There have been some I cared 
for, many that pleased me, several who were talented 
lovers.  Countless numbers have thrown themselves at 
my feet, professing their undying love and willingness 
to serve.  And sometimes they do serve until their 
death.  But none of them had ever pressed a choice on 
me the way you do.  There was only one woman, one 
time who I even felt like offering what I will give you 
– and she turned it down, not willing to give as much 
in return.  But you have already given it to me.”  
Kurama stared seriously at the demon sitting on the 
windowsill, “Hiei, I want you because you love me 
and accept me and want me, more or less 
unconditionally.  I want what you have to offer, 
everything you have to offer, including your love, and 
for what I want, that means I have to make an equal 
offer.”  Kurama drew in a shaking breath, “It just… 
means a bit more for me.” 
 Looking rather alarmed, Hiei finally broke in, 
“Kurama – don’t.  Not for me.  I don’t want you to 
force anything.  And you don’t have to offer anything 
you don’t want to.” 
 “Silly demon,” Kurama weakly grinned, “I’m not 
forcing anything.  I just had to search within myself to 
make sure that it was my choice, for it is not 
reversible.” 
 Hiei’s eyes were very wide, nearly round.  There is 
definitely something here that I’m not getting at all.  
Kurama is talking to me – and I’m not understanding 
a word.  But I know that it is something very, very 
serious.  What did I get myself into? 
 At the look on the demon’s face, Kurama laughed.  
He remembered those feelings rather well…  about 
time to put that shoe on the opposite foot.  “Hiei, I’m 
going to tell you something about kitsune that no 
person outside the clan knows.  It is, perhaps, our 
greatest liability, yet also our greatest strength.  No 
one can take it from us, and we will fight tooth and 
claw to defend it.” 
 Do I want to know?  Hiei knew that kitsune, as a 
clan, were very reserved and powerful.  Most kitsune 
lived quiet lives, though the lone foxes tended to be a 
wild bunch.  Yet even the wild foxes never talked 
about the clan.  Kurama, telling him, expected it to go 
no further – Hiei loved the fox, but he wasn’t sure…  
What is this going to cost me? 
 “Kitsune mate for life.” 
 There was a second in which Hiei sat still, a frozen 
statue on the windowsill, then a blur of black and he 
was gone. 
 Kurama grinned.  He had rather thought Hiei 
would react that way.  He checked the clock and 
whistled to himself as he got out of bed.  Time for a 
quick shower before he comes back. 
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 ‘Mate for life…’  Hiei ran.  He ran faster than the 
wind, faster than sound, not quite as fast as light.  The 
light wouldn’t let him go.  And I was worried about 
him changing on me…  ‘Kitsune mate for life.’  
‘Mate.’  Beautiful velvet brown eyes in a dark green 
face, slender narrow hands reaching out to him… a 
look of rapture as flames devoured a body he’d loved.  
‘What a way to go.’  She had planned to kill me that 
night, an obstacle to her plans; but I killed her first…  
Never, Kurama; never.  I will never have to kill you, 
the one I love.  ‘Mate for life.’  Hiei wanted it.  
Desperately, eagerly, frightened and hesitant, unsure 
but longing for what Kurama offered.  ‘For life.’ It 
would be good not to worry or be cautious around this 
one.  For Kurama, Hiei had already abandoned most 
of his hard-taught protections, weary of caution and 
mistrust.  Weary of having to kill what he loved.  
Never again.  ‘For life.’  But a demon’s life was only 
the span of time that he stayed one step in front of 
enemies’ knives.  So far, Hiei had been clever and 
careful – and lucky.  But… he knew of no demon that 
had ever died of old age.  Most died young, early in 
the struggle to know where they stood on the ladder of 
ascendancy.  Hiei was not young anymore.  ‘For life.’  
What did Hiei have to offer Kurama that even came 
close to matching this gift?  A life of pain…  
Abruptly, Hiei turned back. 
 
 Dressed and sitting on the bed, Kurama was 
toweling his hair dry when he felt Hiei’s reappearance 
in the window.  Tossing his hair out of his eyes, he 
glanced at the clock.  Quicker than I thought. 
 “What happens to you when I die?” Hiei asked, his 
voice neutral.  The fox-human was dressed in one of 
the outfits Hiei had bought, retrieved after the fight 
with the rat.  His mane was shining, wild about his 
head, strands clinging to his cheeks, his forelocks 
spiky and the rest of it in desperate need of grooming.  
Hiei held himself back. 
 Kurama shrugged, “I mourn.  I cry.  I feel 
devastated and alone.” 
 “You said for life.” 
 Kurama blinked before he figured out what Hiei 
was asking, “It’s not a life-bond – my life is not tied 
to yours, nor yours to mine.”  He put the towel down 
over his knees as he thought about how to explain it 
to Hiei, “It means that while you live, you will be my 
only mate – the one that I love best, my loyalty is 
yours, my devotion you have.  There is no other that 
will fill that special portion of my heart that is 
reserved for my mate.” 
 “And if I die?” 
 The demon was being unreadable.  Kurama smiled 
sadly, “If my mate dies while I still live, then there is 
the chance that at some future point another could 
enter my heart.  Maybe a hundred years, maybe a 
thousand, maybe never.  A love like yours…  I don’t 
think I could ever accept anything less, having known 
you.” 
 “But you’d live.” 
 The demon was being insistent.  Kurama frowned, 
trying to figure it out…  Oh – if I died, he would 
follow.  Most likely go on a killing rampage until 
finally he was killed himself.  Kurama closed his eyes 
for the pain that even the thought of Hiei’s death 
brought him.  “Hiei, kitsune are very clan-bound.  If 
you were killed, I would feel obligated to live for the 
sake of our children.” 
 Almost jerking off the windowsill, Hiei 
disappeared again. 
 Whistling, Kurama started brushing his hair. 
 
 Children…  Hiei stood on top of the hotel and 
looked up at the stars.  Yukina.  Laughter and bright 
eyes and smiles and unconditional affection.  

Children.  To raise, to teach, to spoil, to protect.  He’d 
never thought…  Wait a second... 
 
 After only a few minutes, Hiei cautiously came 
back, “How were you planning to have children?”  
The look in his red eyes was almost accusing. 
 “Hadn’t figured that one out yet,” Kurama 
admitted, his green eyes twinkling, “I’m sure I can 
think of something.” 
 “Hn.”  Hiei glowered at Kurama and tried to think 
of what the kitsune…, “No plants.” 
 “Okay,” Kurama agreed easily – that hadn’t 
actually been his first thought…   
 Hiei stared suspiciously at the fox for a moment. 
 Kurama grinned, “Want to start practicing making 
children now?” 
 Tinged with wry humor, Hiei’s glare wasn’t very 
threatening.  Then he shrugged and left. 
 This is going to take most of the morning – if not 
the day.  Kurama grinned and left the hotel.  The pre-
dawn was barely starting to be known, little glimmers 
of stars still shone throughout the black sky that was 
gradually shading to blue.  A perfect time for a hunt. 
 
 ‘Mate for life.’  Hiei watched Kurama walk the 
streets of the town and he wondered.  Kurama wanted 
a friend.  I wanted a lover.  And somehow, everything 
has changed to this.  It certainly explained why 
Kurama was able to absorb Hiei’s rei.  I should have 
guessed it sooner.  Everything that had happened 
after Hiei had untangled them from the void had felt 
raw and exposed – his feelings laid bare and open to 
every scratch and bite… and every lick and kiss.  All 
that time Kurama was saying ‘wait,’ every step he 
took towards me, he was creating a soul-link to tie 
himself to me.  A kitsune ritual that I knew nothing 
about – and participated willingly in without my 
knowledge.  And I thought I’d rushed Kurama.  Why 
did he chose me?  I didn’t ask for it, did I?  Hiei 
thought back to all he’d said and done.  I wanted to 
love, I wanted to trust.  I chose the fox once he’d 
made it through my barriers, knowing that a kitsune 
would be perfect for my love.  Yoko knew pleasure, 
and Yoko defended his possessions until he tired of 
them.  I thought it would be seen as an alliance 
between ghosts.  But Kurama’s motive was not what 
Yoko’s would have been.  The lone fox saw a mystery 
and wanted to possess it; the human, scarred with 
fifteen years of loneliness, wanted a friend.  I didn’t 
anticipate that.  He saw within my love something 
that he wanted.  Once he knew it was there, he 
wanted my love more than he wanted the merely 
physical pleasure.  I had given my love to him 
without caring what he thought – but now, the idea 
that he wants my love… 
 “Kurama, ruby fox-human, unique and special, 
most precious and decidedly uncommon.”  My love, 
who loves me. 
 Hiei raised his arms to the wind and let it carry 
him up into the elements, closing his eyes for the 
sheer pleasure.  My mate for life.  He has not only 
claimed me, he has  linked himself to me; and there is 
a special place in his heart that is mine alone. 
 The fox had said nothing about other sexual 
partners, Hiei noted with a grin.  Kurama was still a 
kitsune.  That didn’t bother Hiei – if sex had been all 
there was to the relationship, than Hiei would have 
insisted on fidelity.  But instead Kurama had reserved 
a place in his heart, and promised Hiei that it was his 
alone, that no other would be there in Hiei’s 
lifetime…  Hiei knew how much more precious that 
was than a simple monogamous relationship.  I am his 
– and he is mine.  So much more than Hiei had ever 
thought possible. 

 Coming down on another rooftop, Hiei smiled as 
he watched Kurama start a dance with an oni.  
Watching Kurama was watching beauty incarnate. 
 
 Watching me again.  Kurama smiled as he 
challenged the oni.  Hiei’s so cute. 
 Seeing the smile, the oni paused, uncertain… then 
shook it off and attacked. 
 
 Hiei gave a regretful sigh as the fight ended and 
the fox curled up his whip and went searching for the 
next target.  I can’t watch him all day, I’ve got work 
to do.  Quickly, Hiei summoned a batch of imps and 
sent them all scurrying off with messages and errands.  
Then he picked a rooftop with only open sky behind 
his back, nothing to show where he might be.  And he 
crossed his arms in front of his chest and 
concentrated. 
 
 About to confront the gargoyle, Kurama hesitated 
and glanced over at a building a few blocks away.  
That power signature… 
 The gargoyle hissed and shrank back against the 
wall, also looking over… 
 “I’ll be damned,” Kurama said softly, disregarding 
the fact that he worked for Koenma and therefore 
either couldn’t be damned or already was, “Hiei just 
changed to a human form.”  The power used when a 
demon changed forms was as distinctive as a 
fingerprint.  Kurama had been able to tell when Hiei 
changed to his jagan form… and when he was thrown 
out of the form by Yusuke’s attack.  But this?  I 
didn’t even know he had a human form.  I wonder 
what he’s up to. 
 “I surrender.” 
 “Huh?” Kurama turned back to the gargoyle. 
 The stony figure tossed its mallet down, “I 
surrender.  Take me to the Reikai or wherever.  If that 
thing is your friend, I don’t want to meet it.” 
 “I accept your surrender,” Kurama formally spoke 
though internally he was laughing.  So now what do I 
do with it?  Hey, Hiei – want a mantel-piece? 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen:  Loose Ends 

 The imp adjusted the speaking mirror and then 
activated it.  Hiei waited until Genajo’s form showed 
before he turned around to face the mirror. 
 “Ah, Rastalan,” Genajo hissed, “I was wondering 
when you’d contact me regarding our deal.” 
 “It’s off,” Hiei spoke sharply but with a hint of 
boredom.  “I’ve decided on a different path.”  And 
you’ll never know how true that statement is. 
 The snake’s lidless eyes widened before he 
snapped his hood in annoyance, “I’ve gone to a lot of 
work on this deal, Rastalan…  I expect 
compensation.” 
 Hiei shrugged, negligent in his power, tossing in a 
spark off the mirror for good effect, “You’ll get it.  
Wanathal?” 
 Flicking his tongue, the snake thought for a 
minute.  “Agreed.  And you will owe me for a future 
tasking as well.” 
 “I don’t deal in future bargains,” Hiei narrowed 
his eyes, letting the human creases draw them into 
slits, accenting the dark hazel color. 
 A series of sharp hisses showed that the snake was 
laughing, “If you call this off, you do.  I will expect it, 
Rastalan.  I will.”  The mirror went dark, 
disconnecting the link. 
 Hiei frowned at it for a moment, then shrugged.  
He’d gotten off lighter than he’d expected for that 
deal.  That gave him more maneuvering room for the 
other three demons he would have to contact.  



Printed: 10/30/01  – Larissa A. Williams “The Beginning” Page 40 of 44 

 
Although Kurama would never know it, the fox-
human had just thrown over a great many of Hiei’s 
other plans.  I will not endanger my fox.  Kurama is 
stuck in the human world for a span, and I can’t 
allow attention to be drawn to him.  As my mate, he 
will be open to attack and retribution that should 
rightfully be directed at me.  Kitsune have their own 
brand of defense… but I will not trust that.  My 
personas will have to take a break from serious 
dealings for awhile.  There are a few I will have to 
retire completely.  It should be possible to stage a 
takeover from one persona on a few of the weaker 
ones.  But my freedom is still limited.  When this 
tasking ends, I will go back to Koenma’s jail… 
 
 “You stay right there,” Kurama snapped at the 
gargoyle as it tried to edge away. 
 “Why do I have to be caught up in this!” The stone 
figure whined, nervously glancing between Kurama 
and the spider demon. 
 Kurama laughed and tossed a seed at the gargoyle, 
making vines entangle it solidly, “Just wait until I’m 
done.  Shouldn’t be much longer.” 
 “Damnit!  I don’t want my blood sucked out by a 
spider after it kills you!” 
 “You have blood?” 
 “Are you going to fight me or not?” Bored, the 
spider crossed three of its arms and tapped two of its 
feet. 
 Kurama stopped teasing the gargoyle and turned 
back to the spider, “I’m ready now.” 
 With a shake of its head, the spider spun out a 
web. 
 Kurama smiled and reached up to his hair and 
drew out a rose.  Calmly, he watched the web descend 
around him. 
 At the last possible millisecond, Kurama spun out 
the rose, creating a long whip of sharp thorns and 
deadly beauty.  Impossibly, the whip cut through the 
web, sectioning it into slices.  Not a strand came near 
Kurama. 
 The demon backed off in surprise, studying its 
opponent anew. 
 The dance began anew.  This time a matched pair 
with attack and defense equal between the opponents.  
Kurama leapt and twisted and turned in curves and 
circles, spinning in place as graceful as a ballerina, 
somersaulting with the agility of a gymnast.  He used 
the whip as part of the dance, as beautiful as a 
gymnast’s ribbon, as deadly as the sword he’d given 
to Hiei.  Every time it licked the edge of the demon’s 
skin, another shred would be gone.  Then a leg fell 
upon the ground.   
 Yelling, the spider backed off, picking up its 
severed leg and holding it up, “Enough, kind spirit!  
Please, allow me to live!” 
 Hiei’s notes hadn’t said anything at all about 
special conditions for this monster.  Kurama thought 
about it for a moment and then decided to accept.  
He’d already taken one prisoner, after all, a second 
would fit with his current actions.  With a shrug, 
Kurama coiled up the whip, eyeing the spider 
thoughtfully, watching for any sign of altered plans.  
And the dance had been going so well…  Though 
Kurama was a little disappointed that Hiei hadn’t 
been watching. 
 “Shit…” the gargoyle breathed, eyes wide, “And I 
thought the other one was dangerous!  Damn, I’m 
glad I didn’t fight you!!!  Shit.  You beat Yaga…” 
 The spider glared at the gargoyle, “Shut up, Patha!  
Just you wait until we’re in jail together…” 
 The gargoyle eeped and shrank back in the vines. 
 Kurama frowned at both of them.  Dragging one 
prisoner around was bad enough, what am I going to 
do with two of them?  “Hiei,” Kurama softly called 

out.  It was only a few seconds before Hiei showed up 
– in his normal form.  The demon glanced curiously 
at the other two demons and then settled his gaze on 
Kurama.  Red eyebrows rose as Kurama observed the 
subtle deference Hiei was showing.  We have an 
audience… so he is holding to the original terms of 
our partnering, and I’m in charge.  How very 
interesting.  Kurama grinned, thinking of some ways 
he could exploit this…   
 Hiei stepped between the two demons and Kurama 
and, with his back to the audience, he stuck his 
tongue out at Kurama, also giving a glare for good 
measure.  Don’t even think that, fox. 
 His shoulders shook for a moment before Kurama 
regained his famous composure, though his green 
eyes still sparkled, “Hiei – can you take them to 
Koenma?” 
 With a snort, Hiei agreed.  He was silently amused 
that Kurama remembered that Hiei could get around 
without telling Koenma, and he knew that Kurama 
didn’t actually expect him to check in with Koenma.  
Besides, there are a few errands I should really do in 
person… 
 Kurama smiled, recognizing Hiei’s pride in his 
fox, I am Hiei’s…, and acknowledging the other 
errands.  With a wave of his hand, he left Hiei to it. 
 As soon as Kurama turned the corner, the spider 
snorted and turned around, “I’m outta here.  No little 
shrimp is going to take me in!”  It paused as its left 
eye focused on the sword a centimeter away from the 
huge orb.  Sweat drops appeared on its head. 
 “You were saying?” Hiei inquired. 
 “Uh, just give me a moment to reattach my leg…” 
 
 Out in the street, Kurama found a quiet corner and 
finally allowed his laughter to escape. 
 
 Impatiently, Hiei paced in the rock quarry.  Imps 
kept scuttling in and out, reporting on movements and 
conditions and traps…  Hurry up, damn it!  Much 
longer and somebody is going to notice me here. 
 “Hiei,” a rich and musical voice, full of amused 
pride, “I knew Koenma couldn’t keep you for long!”  
She stepped forward through the rocks, her long gown 
sliding with her movements, not hindering.  “And not 
a word has reached the Makai yet.  We can make very 
good use of that deception…” 
 “We?” Hiei’s eyebrows rose parallel with his jagan 
and a dark flame rose around him. 
 She stopped advancing, amber eyes nervous, “I 
meant only that your plans have the advantage of—”  
 Hiei interrupted her, “I know what I will do.  No 
one else does.  Never forget that, Catkin.” 
 The tall demonness swallowed and then visibly 
pulled her shattered control back around herself as she 
stepped forward, a slim hand outstretched, “You 
summoned me.” 
 She was beautiful.  Hiei regarded her 
dispassionately, “Pack your things.  You’ve got one 
month to find a new place.” 
 “What?” The golden-red hues of her round eyes 
spun, showing her surprise and sudden fear.  “But, 
Hiei…”  Suddenly, she narrowed her eyes and then 
advanced on Hiei, sniffing the air and evaluating 
every inch of him. 
 Hiei quirked his mouth in a grin and stood still.  
Before he came here, he’d been very careful to take a 
bath and wash his clothes so that no trace of the 
human world remained on him. 
 The demonness paused in her circling and then 
continued. 
 Huh? Hiei quickly evaluated every indication of 
Catkin’s posture and eye movement at the time of her 
pause, and his mouth tightened in annoyance.  I 

forgot about the damn sword.  It’s not mine.  
Kurama, damn you… it better not be traceable. 
 “So,” Catkin hissed as she returned to stand in 
front of Hiei, “Who is she?” 
 Hiei’s mouth quirked again, “I indeed kept you 
around too long if you think you can address me in 
that manner.” 
 This time, the demonness had perfect control of 
her actions and she merely shrugged, “I want 
compensation.  A month is not much time to find a 
new position; especially after having been with you.” 
 Hiei snorted, “Compensation beyond the jade ring, 
the tigo scroll, the vase of shallot, and the data file of 
mukasis?” 
 The amber eyes were wide again, “You knew?  
But…”  She swallowed nervously, “Why didn’t you 
do something?” 
 “Why should I have?” Hiei shrugged.  “But 
here…”  He held out a necklace with three translucent 
golden stones, “You have been a good companion.” 
 “Dragon amber…” Catkin breathed as she knelt 
down before Hiei, her head tilted back to bare her 
neck. 
 Hiei contemplated killing her; she had seen the 
sword…  He reached down and clasped the necklace 
around her neck.  “Go.” 
 “Hiei…”  After rising to her feet, the demonness 
hesitated, then bent down to kiss Hiei lightly upon his 
lips.  Then she left. 
 I wonder how long it will take her to figure out 
the properties of that necklace?  Hiei watched the tall 
figure glide through the rocks.  He didn’t think that 
after the month was up that Catkin would have a new 
protector.  Instead, she would claim a small territory 
of her own.  Several decades from now, she would be 
very interesting indeed.  Though Catkin had been 
little more than a prostitute when he’d found her, her 
talents only needed freedom to develop.  It had been 
an interesting balance to let her teach herself enough 
to gain confidence, yet still keeping her in awe of 
him.  This will make things very interesting in the 
years to come.  Hiei didn’t normally let them go this 
soon.  If she survived, Catkin would make either a 
very interesting enemy, or a strong ally. 
 With a shrug, Hiei left to finish his errands quickly 
so he could return to the human world. 
 
 “Well, it’s about time!” Kurama opened his eyes 
and squinted at the dark shape coming through the 
window. 
 Hiei snorted, “Had some loose ends to finish up.” 
 With a yawn, Kurama shoved the covers next to 
him off in invitation, “Well, then…” Kurama’s voice 
trailed off and he sat up, “Hiei?” 
 “Huh?” Hiei paused in the midst of taking his 
boots off.  He watched with startlement as the fox got 
out of bed and began to circle him, sniffing the air, 
the red mane bristling and the human ears starting to 
lengthen.  “Oh for…”  How the hell do they do it????  
I swear I got every pheromone and scent and speck of 
dust off me! 
 “Loose ends…” Kurama mused, and paused with 
his face in front of Hiei’s. 
 With the slightest change of expressions, Hiei 
acknowledged the request. 
 Kurama leaned in and kissed Hiei.  At first it was 
an exploratory, questing kiss.  After a moment, the 
kiss depended and Kurama wrapped his arms around 
Hiei, pulling their bodies close.  Moving his mouth 
off Hiei’s, Kurama chuckled evilly, “I hope you dealt 
very appropriately with the ‘loose end.”  And here I’d 
thought he was the untouched one.  So much for 
expectations.  Kurama smiled to himself as he nibbled 
on Hiei’s earlobe, I think I like the way he takes 
action quickly. 
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 How did he figure anything out from just a kiss?  
Hiei sighed to himself, resigned to being owned by a 
possessive fox.  A passionate fox as well.  Hiei tilted 
his head into Kurama’s chest as Kurama moved his 
lips from Hiei’s ear to the base of his neck.  Ahh…  
Hiei tugged the pajama top up and ran his hands over 
the bare skin of Kurama’s back, wiggling his fingers 
gently over the small of the back in the hollow just 
above the waist. 
 Kurama threw his head back with a small yip, that 
tickles!   
 With the loosening of arms around him, Hiei 
broke away and moved over to the bed, getting rid of 
the rest of his clothes along the way.  Crawling in 
between the covers, he waited. 
 And he surprises me again. Kurama grinned, 
somehow, I’ve never pictured him as domestic, but a 
more homey gesture I’ve never seen.  He slipped out 
of his pajamas and folded them neatly on the chair 
next to Hiei’s carefully hung cloak and folded pants.  
Then he got in bed next to the demon, reaching to 
hold him close, a contented growl rumbling deep in 
his chest. 
 What a fox.  Hiei craned his head to see if 
Kurama’s tails had manifested.  No sign of them, 
but…  Hiei ran his hand down the length of Kurama’s 
spine and then stroked gently on the ending nub, 
moving his thumb in circles around the bone.  His 
other arm he kept tight around the wiggling fox in his 
arms as Kurama yelped and pushed into Hiei, his 
whole body quivering as he panted.  Hiei grinned, I 
think I found another erogenous zone for Kurama.  
He moved his hand to one side and cupped one of 
Kurama’s buttocks, his fingers curling around the soft 
flesh. 
 Ahh! Kurama exhaled and rested his head on the 
pillow as his body came down from the excited 
shimmers Hiei had put him through.  I hadn’t 
expected that – it’s not that sensitive in my Yoko 
form.  But I guess without my tails there, the nerve 
endings have to go somewhere…  For one intense 
moment, he regretted Hiei’s prohibition on certain 
forms of sex.  If I’m that sensitive there… I’m going 
to have to gain those extra tails quickly!  Kurama 
brushed his lips against Hiei’s jagan, feeling the lid 
close as his lips passed over and open again as he 
moved beyond.  “Beautiful demon,” he whispered, 
“Warm me tonight.” 
 Hiei chuckled, closing his normal eyes as the fox 
moved his lips, “Certainly, my spirit-ruby.  Warm 
enough for love.” 
 
 The next morning, Kurama took his shower and 
got dressed, humming with pleasure.  When he 
checked out of the hotel, he picked a random 
direction and started walking.  Within a few steps, 
Hiei had joined him and they walked together, silent 
while they shared the space. 
 They were almost out of the town when Hiei 
frowned and turned back.  Curiously, Kurama 
followed, his ears twitching as he tried to find what 
had alerted Hiei.  Suddenly, Hiei darted to one side 
and grabbed something in his hand.  
 “Hn…” Hiei held the insect between his fingers 
and studied it carefully.  His nostrils flared as he 
turned a slow circle, looking with all his senses.  
Absently, he crushed the insect as he walked down an 
alley and knelt down by a crack in the ground.  After 
several minutes passed, another insect crawled out 
and shook its wings to fly.  Hiei reached out to smash 
it but a hand reached over his shoulders and picked it 
up.  Turning his head, Hiei watched Kurama examine 
the insect. 
 This is from the demon world.  And so was the 
other.  Kurama tilted his head and closed his eyes, 

reaching with his ki…  A sharp sound sent him 
reeling. 
 Aborting a move to grab the fox, Hiei knelt 
silently, waiting. 
 Kurama blinked open his eyes, “The Insect Flute.” 
 Hiei hissed in consternation, “Are you sure?”  He 
instantly waved off the question – the fox wouldn’t 
have said it if he wasn’t sure.  This was bad.  Hiei got 
up and started to pace. 
 As his partner walked from one end of the alley to 
the other, Kurama knelt down in his stead and placed 
a hand on the crack.  Sure enough, it was a gateway 
into the Makai.  A very small one, but definitely there.  
The insects were being directed to come into the 
human world, and as they obeyed, they forced open 
cracks between the worlds.  In the human world, the 
insects would cause enough havoc, but beyond that… 
the cracks would eventually widen, opening a 
pathway for bigger demons.  Yet sealing this crack 
would just ensure that another one opened elsewhere.  
Pulling a seed from his hair, Kurama set it to grow.  
The next insect that came out was instantly eaten.  
Dusting his hands, Kurama stood up and waited for 
Hiei. 
 “The Four Beasts,” Hiei stated. 
 Kurama’s eyes widened, “Are you sure?” 
 Hiei shrugged, “I could send the imps to check, 
but… it feels right.  I discredited Koenma with the 
raid on the treasury, stealing the Three Sacred 
Objects.  That—” 
 “’We,‘” Kurama interjected. 
 Accepting the change with barely a glance, Hiei 
rephrased and went on, “When we stole the Objects 
that left possibilities open for others.  Yet, Koenma 
did capture us, and there are not many others who 
would dare.” 
 “Except the Four Beasts.” 
 Hiei frowned. 
 “No?” Kurama glanced at the plant as it ate 
another insect. 
 “I think…”  Dropping that thought, Hiei sighed as 
he glanced to the sky, “Koenma will recall us soon.  
He will send Yusuke in and he needs you with him.”  
Damn.  I wanted the week left to us.  One week…  
They could have done a lot in a week.  “Perhaps it 
was best that you rushed things.” 
 I rushed things? Kurama snorted in a fair 
imitation of Hiei.  “You’ll be with us too.” 
 “Stop presuming, fox.  Koenma would not let me 
near Yusuke.”  Hiei hesitated, “And Yusuke would 
never accept me.  I am the enemy, after all, and would 
have killed him.” 
 Kurama shut his mouth on another protest.  He’d 
forgotten about that.  Okay, he knew it was a point he 
really couldn’t have forgotten, but he was so 
comfortable and easy with Hiei that he forgot that a 
human would see it differently.  Hiei is fascinating – 
surely Yusuke can see that and understand. 
 “Kurama,” Hiei wavered for only a moment, for he 
knew their time was now limited.  As Kurama gave 
him an inquiring glance for his name, Hiei moved to 
Kurama’s side and hugged him tightly.  I don’t want 
to let go.  I want…  It was too soon in their love for 
parting. 
 Astonished, Kurama returned the hug, holding 
Hiei closely and feeling that now familiar wave of 
protectiveness and adoration rush through him.  I love 
him, he is mine, I am his.  “Hiei,” Kurama whispered 
his reassurance, “You are my mate forever.  I will 
have you by my side again, no matter what it takes.” 
 “Careful, Kurama…” 
 Kurama grinned, “Okay – I’ll find you again, 
always.  We will never be separated for longer than 
we can bear it, because I will come to you when it is 
too much.” 

 Hiei didn’t reply, his head buried in the folds of 
Kurama’s shirt, his cheek pressed against Kurama’s 
heart, listening to the steady beats, listening to the 
words and the promise.  I would like to say, ‘don’t put 
yourself in danger for me’ but it would be a worthless 
statement.  Instead, I will have to make sure that I am 
the one who returns to him.  Still, though, something 
in his heart eased for knowing that Kurama would be 
with him again. 
 After awhile, Hiei stepped back, “Kurama, be 
careful.  You’re good, but the Beasts are powerful.” 
 Kurama studied Hiei for a moment longer, then 
switched back into preparedness mode, “Can you tell 
me about them?”  And why did you hesitate, earlier? 
 “Um…” Hiei’s gaze dropped to the crack, “I’m 
not sure.” 
 Excuse me?  Kurama tapped a foot. 
 “Look, Kurama, this doesn’t quite fit.  What do 
you know about them?” 
 “They rule that portion of the Makai where the 
Rakai tosses criminals into a sealed barrier for a life 
imprisonment.  Only the worst get sent there, and the 
Four are the best.” 
 “Exactly.”  Hiei sighed at the look Kurama gave 
him.  “The Four Beasts aren’t always the same 
demons – Suzaku/Vermilion Bird/Fire Element, 
Seiryuu/Azure Dragon/Wood, Genbu/Dark 
Warrior/Water, Byakko/White Tiger/Metal.  Those 
are all titles, though when a demon challenges an 
existing Beast, usually they are matched with one 
similar, either element or manifestation.  The ruler of 
the Beasts varies by Power, but instead of overall 
power levels, they usually have one or two special 
techniques they use.  When I was last there—”  
 “When you were what???” 
 Hiei glared at Kurama, “Prisoners in Hell will 
bargain well for what they can get in or out.  And 
information is more precious than life, there.”  His 
tone said to drop the subject.  “When I was there, the 
ruler was Genbu.  And he liked his position there too 
well to do something like this.  There must have been 
a power switch among the Beasts, and almost 
definitely a new ruler.  I can describe the Beasts I 
used to know, but that might be a disadvantage for 
you if your expectations are confounded.” 
 Kurama gave him a look. 
 “Fine,” Hiei sighed, “Yusuke will be in trouble if 
he misjudges – did you see the look on his face when 
Gouki changed to his demon form?  Yusuke was too 
scared to even focus his power properly!” 
 “No, I didn’t see – you were yelling at me at the 
time, and we were on the other side of the forest.” 
Kurama tapped a foot, “How did you see it?”  He 
grinned at the glare Hiei gave him and decided to 
push it a little further, “Watching him instead of me, 
were you?  And you hadn’t known about Yusuke’s rei 
gun, huh?  Uh huh…” 
 A growl shook the cement they were standing on, 
“Drop it, Kurama…” 
 With another grin, Kurama got back to the 
discussion, “So we don’t tell him anything?” 
 Hiei shrugged, “He seems to adapt well when 
figuring things out on his own.  Preconceived notions, 
on the other hand, seem to restrict his abilities.” 
 Kurama nodded, that made sense.  From what he’d 
seen while talking with Yusuke, and talking with 
Koenma, the boy had enormous power with little 
training on how to use it.  And he fought regularly 
with his human peers.  For him not to kill others in a 
fight, he would have to restrict his power almost 
completely, yet he was unaware of this.  He has spent 
fourteen years holding back his power, using just 
enough to defeat but no more.  In order for him to 
use his power fully, he must see a threat; but if he is 
scared he won’t focus.  An interesting balance.  
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Kurama remembered what Hiei had said about 
Yusuke needing a threat to others.  That makes sense 
now.  If he is defending others, he won’t be scared 
for himself, yet he will still see the need to tap into 
the strongest of his abilities.  And so Hiei used Keiko 
so the fight would be more real.  Hiei was obviously 
use to others underestimating him.  And Yusuke’s 
power had increased in magnitude as each new threat 
was revealed.  A bored demon is a dangerous thing. 
 With a quick look to the sky, Hiei shook his head, 
“That’s the third scan in as many minutes – Koenma 
is definitely looking for us.” 
 Kurama sighed, “I’m ready.” 
 Hiei took a last look at his beautiful, precious fox-
human and then took his block down. 
 The hum of rei power enveloped and surrounded 
them.  Moments later, the plant was the only thing in 
the alley. 
 
 
Epilog:  After a New Beginning 

 As soon as the figures on the platform came into 
view, Koenma stopped tapping his foot.  He waved a 
hand, “Take Hiei to the jail; Kurama, come with me.” 
 “Whoa!” Kurama balked, “Hiei can come too – 
we’re going to need him.” 
 Koenma narrowed his eyes, “I’ll decide that later, 
after I talk with you!  I am not very pleased with you 
right now, Kurama.” 
 Kurama blinked innocently. 
 “You are impossible!” Koenma huffed as he 
turned his back to them and started to walk off.  He 
didn’t get very far before a commotion broke out 
behind him and he whirled to see Hiei glowing green, 
snarling at the guards around him, his hand on his 
sword, the guards pulling out wards.  “What the hell?” 
Koenma glanced to Kurama but the thief was also 
looking puzzled. 
 Hiei growled, shifting around on the platform, his 
sharp teeth bared. 
 “Hiei!  If you don’t go peacefully, there are other 
ways!”  Koenma snapped. 
 Hiei’s gaze didn’t leave the guard approaching 
him. 
 With an exasperated sound, Koenma turned to his 
Chief of Security, “Okay, what happened?” 
 The demon in the business suit lowered his radio, 
“Sir, he reacted like this when Yoda tried to take his 
sword.” 
 “Oh,” Kurama breathed out, “Oops…” 
 Koenma shot a quick glance at the thief and his 
lips tightened.  Then he strode through the circle of 
guards and approached Hiei, hand out, “I’ll keep it.” 
 Hiei snapped his gaze down at the small ruler and 
stayed there for a moment.  Then in one smooth 
motion he slipped the sheathed sword off his belts and 
handed it to Koenma. 
 Glancing down at what he held, Koenma studied it 
for a moment, then whirled angrily to face a certain 
red-haired fox, “KUR-A-MA!!!!!” 
 The thief shrugged, “The one you gave him wasn’t 
good enough.”  He was mildly disquieted to note that 
Hiei was glaring at him along with Koenma.  Okay, so 
I should have made him leave it in the human 
world… 
 Damnit, it is traceable!  Hiei’s anger was mostly 
directed at himself; that was twice now that he’d been 
careless.  His only relief was that the guards 
intelligent enough to notice the interplay were all at a 
complete loss, even the Chief was frowning at the 
sword and obviously didn’t know what it was.  Not an 
easily recognizable item.  Good.  When they next had 

time to themselves, he was going to have to question 
Kurama more directly about the sword.  Koenma was 
definitely mad about it. 
 With the anger of a ruler of the Dead, the building 
they were in shook violently and plaster fell from the 
ceiling as the oni and demons scurrying around all 
cast frightened glances at Koenma.  With a growl, 
Koenma put the sword into a personal space pocket 
and fixed the thief with a solid glance, “You, Kurama, 
are really asking for it now!  It was bad enough 
when—”  He shut his mouth with an effort and tossed 
an exasperated look at Hiei, “Why are you back?” 
 Kurama looked up at the ceiling and whistled an 
aimless tune.  Okay, he did notice the compact… 
 Hiei shrugged, “I gave my word.” 
 The whistle stopped mid-note as Kurama’s 
attention suddenly focused on the two figures. 
 “Like I really believe that,” Koenma shook his 
head, “Baka.  I’ll talk with you later.”  He walked out, 
“Kurama!  Get over here!” 
 Without another look at Hiei, Kurama followed.  
Internally, though, he was frowning.  I never told Hiei 
that Koenma had asked for his word.  I only 
mentioned the compact.  Yet… Hiei’s reply to me, ‘I 
will give Koenma his compact; and my word.’  Hiei 
knew… or guessed… but…  The reason Kurama 
hadn’t mentioned it was because it was patently 
ridiculous to ask a demon for a promise.  Any demon 
in the Makai who kept his word more than three times 
in a row would end up dead; there were too many 
ways for treachery to make use of honesty, so no 
demon ever let itself be bound to a promise.  And 
Kurama knew that Hiei was just as ruthless as his 
peers, and he lied and betrayed as readily as any of 
them.  So, just what was that interaction between Hiei 
and Koenma?  Hiei came back so that I would not be 
punished.  Didn’t he? 
 Koenma closed the door behind them and went to 
his seat, “I take it I don’t have to tell you about the 
Insect Flute.” 
 Kurama blinked and refocused his thoughts, “We 
saw some of them.  I put a creeper gobber at the 
crack.” 
 “Humm…”  Koenma pushed a button on his desk.  
When George came in, Koenma sent him out to gather 
up all the creeper gobbers he could find.  When 
Botan’s assistant came in, Koenma directed her to 
send some of her subordinates and distribute the 
seeds.  There wouldn’t be enough for all the cracks, 
but it would alleviate some of the problems.  When 
they had left, Koenma turned back to Kurama, 
“You’re getting back in my good graces, though that 
was still a stupid thing to do.” 
 “I didn’t think so.” 
 “Obviously.”  Koenma snorted and sat back.  
“Okay, I have to send Yusuke, but this is more than 
he can take alone – you’re going with him.” 
 Kurama scratched his nose, “Not that I’m 
objecting – but why Yusuke?  Wouldn’t one of your 
oni be better for this?” 
 Koenma snorted again, “Not likely.  Into Hell?  
With the Insect Flute?  The Four Beasts will let 
Yusuke get near because they will be curious and not 
consider him a threat.  Yusuke will destroy the Flute 
and not keep it for himself.  He’s perfect.” 
 Other than being in over his head.  Kurama 
sighed to himself, “We’ll need Hiei along.” 
 The small ruler was silent for a very long time.  
Finally, he shook himself, “Maybe.  Botan still has to 
brief Yusuke.  When she does, I’ll send you directly 
over, that way I don’t have to coordinate three 
separate transfers.  Got it?” 

 Kurama wanted more assurance that Hiei would be 
with them, but sensed that it was better not for him to 
push it any more.  He nodded and left the room. 
 
 After Kurama had left, Koenma pulled out the 
sword and laid it down on his desk.  He stared at it for 
a very long time before he shrugged and went to find 
Hiei. 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
 When Kurama walked into the transport room, 
Hiei and Koenma were fighting and the oni were 
cowering.  Kurama's mouth twitched in a grin and he 
settled back to watch the fireworks, noticing with 
some interest that the sword was back at Hiei's side. 
 "Koenma, you are an arrogant asshole!" Hiei 
yelled, glaring at the one person in the room he was 
taller than. 
 The short ruler was unfazed, "Deal with it, Hiei!  
You are going to go help Yusuke, and you damn well 
know it!" 
 "You didn't even tell him!" 
 "He'll find out soon enough." 
 "Unless he blasts me on sight!" 
 Ah, Kurama suppressed another grin; Hiei was 
worried about that again.  And apparently Koenma 
was as unconcerned as Kurama was.   
 At the silent response, Hiei growled again, "I tried 
to kill him!  He's not going to work with me now!  
You might as well forget it." 
 Koenma grinned, "You almost killed Kurama 
instead, and he wants to work with you.  For some 
weird reason…" 
 Hiei's skin shaded into green and his hair fluffed 
around his head, dividing into points. 
 "Don't worry about Yusuke," Koenma shrugged, 
"And give it a rest, Hiei.  You've been griping about 
the same damn thing for the last hour." 
 Hiei snarled, "I never agreed, damn it!!!  You can't 
make me!" 
 "Oh yes I can!"  Koenma's eyes narrowed. 
 Hiei's hand dropped to the hilt of his sword and all 
the oni in the room tensed. 
 Kurama flicked his gaze at the monitor where 
Botan was talking to Yusuke and that friend of his 
and decided that time was short enough for him to 
intervene, "You agreed to work with me." 
 The gazes of the two most powerful beings in the 
room jerked to him in surprise.  Kurama grinned at 
them both. 
 Koenma recovered first, "There you are, Hiei – 
Yusuke will accept you because you're with Kurama, 
and Yusuke trusts Kurama." 
 The sound of Hiei's teeth grinding was audible in 
the room.  With one final glare at Koenma, and 
another one at Kurama for good measure, he took his 
place on the transport platform. 
 Kurama glanced with amusement at the snarling, 
surly demon beside.  Obviously, Hiei was back to 
being his usual belligerent self. 
 “That idiot!!!”  Koenma sputtered suddenly, 
watching the monitor, “Kuwabara can’t…”  He 
stopped mid-sentence and shrugged, “Oh well – you 
two can go now.” 
 The platform hummed and the two ghosts faded 
out of sight. 
 “And this time it’s Yusuke who will need the luck, 
with both of you along,” Koenma muttered as he 
glanced back to the monitor, “Will you hurry up, 
Yusuke?!” 
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Author Notes: 
• I generally write stories to explain to myself 

things about the characters or plotlines that 
are never made clear or left vague in the 
series.  Some of the ideas I have about 
these things may not agree with other 
people’s ideas.  That’s okay. J 

• Where I get my information from:  I have 
seen the fan-subtitled episodes of Yu Yu 
Hakusho #s 1-32, 55-58, and 73-76 (the 
fansubbing groups have divided up the 
series and are working on different parts 
concurently).  In addition, I have all the 
Japanese mangas (#s 1-19) and can look at 
the pictures and sequences, though I don’t 
yet read any Japanese. 

 
Chapter One: 
• Yes, I know all the teleportation stuff is 

StarTrekky…  I couldn’t help it. ;-) 
 
Chapter Two: 
• That was, after all, the power of Ghost Slayer. 

This came about because I was thinking 
about Hiei’s motivation and the rather odd 
fight he had with Yusuke, and Kurama’s 
part in it…  and the fact that Hiei never 
actually did anything with Ghost Slayer in all 
the time he had it, until Yusuke was ready 
to confront him.  So… ???  And I’ve always 
been curious as to why the heck Hiei was 
so upset by Kurama coming between him 
and Yusuke – I mean, Hiei didn’t just look 
astonished, he looked worried!  Worried???  
And then Kurama gave that grin…  And 
then I started thinking about the nature of 
the sword…  One of the three great 
treasures of the spirit world… and it’s 
designed to turn humans into slaves???  
Okay…  The name didn’t fit.  Ghost Slayer.  
Not ‘Human Slave’.  But Ghost Slayer.  
Slayer of Ghosts.  And Hiei had used it on 
that one pine tree in the very beginning (of 
the anime) and killed a little imp or 
something inside, turning it to stone.  So…  
This idea came out. 

• Orientate is a word in the Dictionary, and I 
am using it correctly.  I like it better than 
orient, though that’s more common and 
also correct. 

• Kurama could vaguely remember the love 
between Yoko’s pack members.  The males and 
females sharing and caring and loving each 
other.  Supporting and nurturing, as they guided 
the young foxes on their first steps of life.   

Okay.  This one is going to need some 
explanation as I got a lot of reaction about 
’foxes aren’t pack animals.’  They are and 
they aren’t.  Most carnivora other than the 
cat family will associate in family groups 
most of their lives, and when food is scare, 
they band together.  Wolves have a 
reputation of being pack animals… but 
realistically, when food is plentiful, they 
scatter out.  It's only in winter, when they 
need to bring down the large prey that 
wolves get together in the really large 
packs.  Fox groups differ between species 
groups as to how large their community 
family groups will be and how long they stay 
together.  Almost all foxes 'mate for life' – 
stay with a single mate while the pair lives.   

However – common red foxes are different.  
Common red foxes are the only true solitary 
fox, each member of the family splitting off 
on their own when they come of age and 
the mating being only convenient for the 
season.  (And 'silver foxes' are a subset of 
the common red fox.)  The foxes in Japan 
are common red foxes (like those in North 
America).  And I could very well have made 
'Spirit Foxes' the same way, taking most of 
their characteristics off the kitsune common 
to Japan.  But…  Well, mostly I liked the 
idea of Kurama being a pack animal – it 
was something that Hiei wouldn't expect; 
and in the anime and manga he's rather a 
friendly sort of person (when he's not killing 
his enemies).  Also, I thought it made for a 
nice differentiation between the 'human 
world' foxes, and the 'spirit world' foxes.  
Take the basic idea of a fox as the overall 
species, put in intelligence, have long lives 
and a different world… and see what you 
get. 

In other words, it gave me another area in 
which I could play with ideas.  I won't even 
tell you how many days I spent researching 
foxes while writing this story. J  Though 
most of the research won't come out unless 
it's important for this storyline. 

 
Chapter Eight: 
• Hiei’s breath was staggered and shallow. 

I’ve had a few comments about the wording 
– ‘staggered’ is a medical emergency term 
that helps in describing not regular breaths. 

 
Chapter Ten: 
• Yes, Hiei normally doesn’t bother with the 

sleeves on his cloak – his concentration 
was a bit off at the moment this time. ;-) 

• Jagan were rare, not inherited; they showed up 
randomly, usually among mixed breeds. 

In the later manga stories, there is a story 
about Hiei having his jagan implanted – 
which the anime integrated into an earlier 
story about Yukina.  The later story is that 
Hiei had the jagan implanted deliberately to 
find Yukina. 

I personally think that idea was a add-on 
and not intended originally. 

In the very first episode Hiei shows up in, 
the jagan is a main focus of Hiei’s demon 
powers.   It was stated that the jagan 
amplifies rei power – and it was implied that 
a jagan demon was another type of demon 
– not something any demon could get on 
their own. 

The bit about Hiei being a fire demon never 
even came into the story until much later… 
(if it did at all, I’m unclear on that part, not 
being able to read Japanese) (it might just 
be a ‘fanfic convention’ – but I like that idea 
J.) 

You can disagree with me all you want, but 
it’s my story. ;-)  

 
Chapter Eleven: 
• the energy sparking from it like the refreshment 

of a misty spray on a hot day 
There was a question about Hiei liking it 
‘hot’…  My take on it is that Hiei’s a fire 
demon, so how can anything really be hot to 

him?  Kurama most definitely likes it hot!  
But if Hiei is feeling hot himself, then most 
everything he touches will feel rather cool to 
him, and he’ll associate the contrast with 
the sexual response.  Actually, I doubt very 
much if he’d like anything much hotter than 
himself! J 

 
Chapter Twelve: 
• friends in China…  “I've seen parts of China I 

never knew existed…” 
I got multiple comments back on that one:  
Cologne, Mousse, Shampoo…  Jusenkyo…  
Okay, okay, already… J  ;-)  I hadn’t 
actually intended that… ;-) 

• Holding it tightly, he raised his head and looked 
into Hiei’s eyes as he backed away from the 
demon, pulling the scarf with him. 
I freely admit I got that idea off the doujinshi 
‘Rain’ as seen on Aestheticism’s site.  A 
friend of mine really liked that image, so I 
decided to do a bit more with it… ;-) 
http://www.aestheticism.net/yyhd
js/general/g_frames.html 

 
Chapter Thirteen: 
• Question: “If Hiei’s release is deadly, how 

come the forest didn’t burn down earlier?” 

He hadn’t lost control before.  Not like what 
it takes for him to lose it like that.  He’s had 
a thousand years to work on having his 
pleasure without killing.  And… it’s not 
exactly a literal fire – he is a demon after all.  
It can be literal if he wants it, but…  It’s not 
exactly the release either – it’s just his 
internal flames manifesting (which can be in 
the release, but…).  Kurama wasn’t burned 
from the release but from earlier when he’d 
suggested Hiei taking him.  Kurama took 
Hiei by surprise with the suggestion, and 
Hiei’s desire for the intense physical 
reaction overwhelmed his reason for a 
moment there.  And, for a guy (even a 
demon)… it’s the thrusting more than the 
release that creates the main problem of 
losing psychic control.  Though the release 
is a manifestation if it gets that far.  But with 
Kurama, the few times before (and will be in 
the future) Hiei’s desire is mixed in with the 
trust he feels for Kurama and his love as 
well, so the physical, while intense, is 
tempered.  And what gets burned, while it 
did show as a physical burn on Kurama’s 
skin, was actually the internal soul – the 
insubstantial fire, burning the insubstantial 
fuel. 

Etc…  ((I wasn’t about to get into it in detail 
in the story…)) 

• Comment/Question: “Kitsune mate for life”  
but if Hiei died Kurama would be bummed 
but get over it?  Something’s wrong here… 

Well, it’s life.  There is no such thing in the 
animal kingdom about pairs mating for 
beyond life, though there are many animals 
that mate for life.  Animals that form pair-
bondings, foxes included, will stay 
monogamous to their mate while they live, 
but afterwards, they will take new mates.  
And quite honestly, I’ve about had it up to 
here with all the weepy stories out there 
about people who can never go on with their 
lives after a tragedy.  The real heroes are 
those who will pick up the scattered pieces 
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of their life, live that much of it, and then 
learn to love what’s left.  The world will 
always hold delight for those who go on.  
And for those who truly care about another, 
they would not want to see them miserable 
for the rest of their life.  Kurama said what 
he did for Hiei’s reassurance – he knew 
exactly what Hiei was thinking.  Hiei would 
not want to see Kurama die because of him.  
He would rather that Kurama live and go on.  
Mourn, yes, for the love they shared and the 
loss of a friend by his side… but not the 
despair that drags one down and 
extinguishes all light.  On the other hand, 
Kurama says nothing to Hiei about the 
knowledge that Hiei would die for him, 
because he knows that’s Hiei’s nature.  
Hiei’s love is that of the fire, burning and 
wild and when the fuel is gone, so will the 
fire follow.  Kurama’s love is that of nature, 
growing, sharing, living, the tree that passes 
it’s seeds on for the new generation to 
follow (which get their nourishment from the 
ashes of the fire that remains…).  ((Sorry 
about the last one – got caught up in my 
analogies!!!)) 

 
Chapter Fourteen: 
• Regarding Genajo, Catkin, etc.  Hiei has a 

past, and that past is going to show up now 
and again.  These characters were just a 
way of indicating that.  Though I do have a 
sequel planned for something a couple 
hundred years from this point… J  I have 
thought more about what is behind the 

characters and the ‘stuff’ (the items Catkin 
had, the Dragon Amber, and Wanathal) but 
none of it needed to be explained in this 
story and would have just dragged things 
out further.  Readers can use their 
imagination. J  One note – Wanathal is a 
piece of very valuable mobile real estate. J 

 
Epilog 
• No, I’m not going to explain any more about 

the sword – explanation isn’t necessary for 
this story.  It might show up again in a later 
one…  Though I do have to say that it is not 
a magical sword.  It does have properties 
like non-rusting (it’s not made of human 
metals) and is very sharp, but it doesn’t do 
anything on its own.  Hiei was using it as 
the focus for his wards, but mostly because 
it was convenient.  Yes, Koenma does 
know what it is, and Hiei knows Koenma 
knows.  

 
 
General comments: 
 
I’ll quote this question since it’s more of a 
statement: 
• “Just thinking about the interesting differences 

in the two.  Hiei’s greater age and experience in 
some things, but here he is, totally caught and 
sent spinning by his love.  Kurama younger in 
some ways, but more mature about others…has 
a better handle on general relationship stuff, 
having fun with his new body…  I like how they 

confuse each other, even though it’s frustrating 
too…” 

My response:  Well, once they’re both over the 
age of 30 or 50, the age difference is negligible.  
They’re both adults…  The only difference now is 
in experience and specialization.  Hiei’s 
experienced in warfare, Kurama in love…  
Though in a way, Kurama’s not, since he’s never 
taken a true love before.  But he does have the 
relationship part more-or-less down… though 
some of that is ONLY in reference to Hiei.  ((i.e. 
Kurama still hasn’t quite figured it out about his 
mother yet.))  And he’s a bit over-smug in 
regards to Hiei.  He is throwing Hiei for a loop, 
true – but part of that is because of how very 
much Hiei wants to trust him.  If it was a ‘normal’ 
relationship by any definition, Hiei would have 
just as good a grip as Kurama.  But this certainly 
ain’t normal… J  They are such different 
personalities, and they are both so good at what 
they do (judging the opponent) (normally), and 
they both have their self-esteems firmly in place 
(when not being thrown by the other) that the 
confusion they cause each other is completely 
natural.  And, yes, fun to work with J.  I find it 
interesting how they actually work out their 
problems with each other – indicating their 
maturity and mutual awareness.  ((I get driven up 
the wall by books where characters run around 
hiding everything from each other until they all 
fall down.)) 
 
• I’m still working on the Chapter Titles! ;-)   
 
 

 
 
 
 


