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Not Forgotten

She found him wounded, he was an inch close to death.


Half-buried in the snow she dug him up, her hands freezing and numbing from the cold but still she continued on, pawing through the snow until finally he was free.


And now he’s recovering…


After weeks inside her house nursed by her so carefully he could now stand up and walk across the room. She would stare at him each night, touching that angelic face and feeling the softness of his silver blue hair. But she never told anyone about it. She lived alone and had few friends but she won’t trust them.


The mythical creature on her bed was for her and her alone. He the magical prince of the moonlight, her own Endymion. 


It’s been a month now, he stayed there peacefully. Youko found bliss inside her household but he knew too well that he left a family behind. His mother would be worried sick and Yusuke would probably go on a search for him. It would be selfish for him to stay for many reasons. First of all, his mother and friends would worry over him and that Eenah’s knowledge about him could very well cost her life. He was after all a wanted man, any information is vital and needed.


He should go.


But he can’t.


It’s hard to say goodbye looking at that glassy midnight eyes of Eenah, the girl who took care of him. He owe her his life and the truth is, he craves more than her soothing touch, rather the fiery of her love, blazing yet unrushed. And he…he depended to much on her, and she needed him to. Both had come to a realization with their feelings towards each other.


He was disturbed from his thoughts when he heard some shuffling of footsteps coming straight towards him. His keen sense of smell and hearing told him that it was Eenah dressed in her usual garments straight home from school.


“Youko, are you hungry?” She said quietly peering inside his room, she carried something on her hand, he knew that smell. It’s his favorite food, the one that she never forgot to bring home from him.


He looked up, tonight he would say no. This night, he would start detaching himself from her and realize the awful consequence of his actions.  “No, thanks.” He replied casually but he regretted it, a wave of surprise and sadness swept over her face, it was evident as it shone clearly on those eyes.


For a while, she stood there immobile and thinking, but what? She glanced at the pizza she’s holding and suddenly felt foolish. She turned to go but with his reflexes he grabbed hold of her and she landed softly against him, his body cushioning her fall. She turned briefly toward him, her eyes imploring for him to say it. Her fingers curled around his giving it a light squeeze, coaxing him to say those words. She dreaded to hear it, but she had to, otherwise both of them would suffer.


“Please, don’t hide it anymore from me.” She whispered against his ear, turning sideways so she could fully press himself against him. To feel his warmth, would she ever experience it again?


Amber eyes shone guiltily. “What are you saying?”


She pulled away from him a sad smile tugging on his lips. He was a bad actor, an amateur with her. But in reality, Youko can’t hide anything from her. She was too sweet and open that it would be unfair not to do the same.  

She rested her face on his shoulder.  “That you needed to go. You’re not human I know and so you must go back to your own world, wherever that is. I would only hope for you to be safe…always.” She became blunt with her words and was pained for it.


He opened his mouth to defend himself but no sound came out.


Eenah sighed. “I know, I felt it. But it’s fine with me, you can go now. That’s the next thing you should do right?”


He turned away his hands dropping to his sides like all life was drained out of him and he became a doll, a puppet.


She didn’t wait for an answer, she couldn’t. She sped out of his room and straight into the bathroom. Eenah locked herself in, her fingers trembling. For the longest time she stared blankly on the wall numb with pain. Who is she kidding? She doesn’t want him to leave her, he was the one who filled up that empty gap in her life.


She wasn’t alone anymore with him…


Her bottom lip quivered and her shoulder shook from sobbing. She clamped a hand on her mouth to stifle her cries. She shouldn’t let him hear her, she’s strong and she can live a life again on her own. If she survived 18 years of her life alone she can do it and move on. She had to bury in her mind that Youko was borrowed and needed to be returned. She served her purpose and so has he and the time has come to part.


But it hurts, it hurts to, much that she can’t breathe.


In the comfort of the bathroom she cried embracing her knees close together, rocking back and forth, it was throbbing, that feeling of losing someone and knowing he won’t come back. It’s killing her. 

 
On the other side, Youko was listening to her, his heart bleeding and calling out to her. His hand clasped the arrogant door knob providing a gap for them he wanted to close. He yanked at it furiously his face twisted in emotions so new and foreign to him. Love and Sadness, how can two beautiful and different emotions be a perfect pair for him to feel?


“I don’t want to be alone anymore.” She whispered unaware of her grieving listener.

He sat there, his ear pressed on the door. He wanted to comfort her, take her in his arms and tell her that he won’t leave him. Suddenly, her soft whimpering was swallowed by the splattering of the droplets of water pattering on the tiles.

Her sobs were drowned by the water gushing and he waited there patiently listening…hoping…. yearning. There are so many things he felt, so confusing.


Inside, Eenah leaned on the cold wall, her clothes clung to her like second skin and her hair plastered on her head sticking to her skull. She can’t stop crying, she can’t stop the tears from flowing. She was helpless and wounded by her inner battles with Youko. It would be selfish to ask him to stay, she knew so much that he’s ready and able to leave her weeks ago, but it was her that’s stopping him. Her muted plea as she kissed him goodnight or the way she placed his plate of food. She’s preventing him to leave…


She was preoccupied with his thoughts that she didn’t realize that he was already standing there a towel on his hand. 


“Eenah, you’ll catch a cold. Get of your clothes right now and dry yourself.” He said without emotion but his eyes deceived him. His amber eyes flickered with longing and his touches as well as he wrapped a towel around her.


Eenah quietly brushed away the tears in a futile attempt to cover up her misery, but she knew that her eyes were red and swollen. She can’t hide the pain and she felt like a fool, acting so brave only to break down minutes after.


In silence they went to her room. He gently pushed her in, clothes were already on the bed, He prepared them no doubt, it’s his favorite dress for her to wear, that white dress long and virginal…so pure just like her.


“I’ll leave you now.” He said softly his the back of his hand brushing against her cheek. She caught it and kissed it. “Stay…with me…tonight.”


He drew in a huge breath. “You don’t know what you’re asking.”


“If you are going to leave me, please let this be special, let me love you. Let me be…one…with you.”


Youko gazed at those glassy eyes and met her passion and love that matched his own. Tonight, indeed he would let her love him and him love her. This would be the best and their last night together before they would part.


She shivered as a cold wind passed inside her room. He closed all windows and turned off the lights. Only the moon guided him straight to her and she was like a moon goddess straight from a night swim. Glittering with water droplets and her skin aglow.


“I love you.” She said in a voice helpless. “I tried to stop myself but I can’t.”



He hushed her, his hands peeling away her clothes. “We can’t question nor stop love. I came to love you so naturally that it seems like I’ve been doing it again and again.”


Her eyes twinkled. “You love me?”


“I told you so many times when you sleep beside me, when you prepare those meals, when we watch the stars together…tonight my love we shall be the stars.”


In the darkened room, their bodies spoke of a union mere words can’t describe.


Body and soul they united joined together by love so sublime and pure that nothing can’t taunt nor taint it.  As the bed creaked again and again, she could only say his name and finally with one final thrust the world was theirs. They chorused together, each shouting one another’s name.


They reached heaven, they floated in a cloud and was transported to a paradise, theirs alone forever and ever. And at last, as her heart slowed down she looked at him, and touched his face.


“I’ve become your bride now, haven’t I?” She asked, trailing his sensual mouth with the tips of her fingers, he caught it and nipped at it softly and he pulled her closer again, kissing her mouth hungrily.


“And I’ve become your husband.” He answered just before sleep overpowered her.


By midnight, she awakened when she felt him leave the bedroom. He sat on the ledge of the window deep in thought. She stood up, wrapping the sheets around her naked body.


He was like an Adonis, so perfect and beautiful. He wasn’t ashamed of his nudity, he looked up at her and stretched his arms out to her. She came to him and sat on his lap. Eenah nuzzled against him, tonight is the night to end all nights. She would die in spirit knowing that he would no longer be a part of her life.


“By tomorrow morning I shall be gone.” He said softly, his hand traveling across her bare arms and into those intimate parts of her body.


“I know.” She said letting the truth sink into her painfully. She then plucked his hands from her and squeezed it tightly, begging. “Please make me forget.”


He stared at her in surprise. “You want what?” He couldn’t believe what she just said.


Her eyes shone with tears that slid down freely, unrestrained. “Let me forget. I would die, I would weep knowing that you left me. Make me drink a potion to erase all memories. I don’t know what would happen if you will leave.”

They sat close together, enjoying the precious minutes left for them.


The clock chimed signaling them both.


He bit his bottom lip as he handed her the flask that contained the liquid he concocted himself. It was the liquid to end them both, the liquid that would erase all memories and cut whatever ties he have with her.


Her hands trembled as she opened the lid and placed the rim of the bottle on her lips. She would drink it all, she would not let a drop go to waste in hope that when she would wake up, she wouldn’t remember this red hot pain searing within her, like the heated tips of an arrow piecing her again and again.


Youko’s heart tightened against him, he grabbed hold of her hand, upsetting the flask and spilling a few drops on the bed. He took her face in his hands and he kissed her deeply. “You would live to be a beautiful woman, you would marry a man…” He paused for a while guiding her hands on his tail and ears. “Someday you would marry a man without these.” He  tried to comfort her with fabricated words.

She burst into tears. She was laughing and crying both at the same time. "But I wanted to marry you." I wanted a man with those ears and a tail like that.” She wailed stubbornly. 

He embraced her tightly. “I wanted to marry you but you knew the consequence of my actions, it would endanger both of us.”

She wrapped her arms around him, she was weeping her tears dampening his shirt and his cheeks. “I would not forget you Youko.” She would not prolong this anymore. 

He kissed her again, he cried now. His resolve dissolved into nothingness and he could only weep with her.

“Youko, what are you doing?” She asked her voice breaking. He had pulled her down on the bed.  She lay on her side while he draped his arms and legs over hers, his breath nuzzling her cheek.


“I wanted to hold you like this for a while before I go and before you forget me. After tonight, you would resume your life as if you had never met me.” He answered his voice laced with immense sadness.


“Before you go…forget you…I can’t…” She said trying to pull away from his grasp. “You’re making things hard for us…let me go and leave me be. I mean it, leave!” She said it without her voice shattering or shedding a tear. Her face was cold and hard but the moment he cupped her face in his hands and planted that kiss, she softened up.


She cried again, her tears falling into her mouth and Youko tasted that loneliness and sadness, it’s similar to his own, so similar…he tasted those salty tears.


“Please go…go now. Don’t make these feelings too strong.” She begged her hands crumpled to a fist thumping on him.


And finally…it was time…


It was too painful for him. To watch the memories of her of him burning and vanishing right before her eyes, to see her writhe with pain as the liquid take control over her mind and delete him forever.



She lifted it into her mouth and downed it with one large gulp her eyes to his.


Her face grew pale and her hands clasped around her neck as she coughed and coughed and she rolled on her side calling him and he could only stand there watching her, tears sliding down his cheeks. How he wanted to comfort her! But it was something she needed to do by herself, without him. They would be parted and would live separate lives again like they did before.


Inside her mind, Eenah was faraway, farther and farther she was dragged away from him until she could not see Youko. Thousands of colors blinded her and seeped inside her, stabbing her, taking a part of her with each thrust of that fatal knife.


She wasn’t bleeding but she was losing something.


Quickly, fragments of Youko burst into flames. Little by little, she forgot him. How she found him, the color of his hair, his clothes, his name…


It flew out of her in great waves and she was drowning.


He stood far away from her, it was hard not to do anything but if he would come close he might do something that he would regret.


She let out a cry, it was over.


Finally she grew still, her face peaceful. She slumped on the bed, her face cold with sweat and with her own tears.


He lay beside her again, it would be hours before she would wake up again and he would steal a few minutes to be with her. He embraced and kissed her and slid a ring on her finger. They would find each other someday. Someday she would find him. It was excruciating for him to remember and perhaps watch her from a far, to pass by her not meeting those eyes.


It was all over. He was free and so was she. And yet he feels sadness.


Just when the sun rose up to another day, he was gone….

Eenah woke up not remembering a thing about him. All memories of Youko were deleted but the pain inside her wasn’t. Something stabs her within, she felt that she lost someone and that she would never find him again.


She looked out into the room. Something was missing and she’s supposed to greet someone. But who was he? Why is that any minute now she’s expecting someone to barge in her room carrying a breakfast tray for her.


She covered her face with her hands, she wanted to cry but for what reason. Why does she feel pain when there’s nothing to grieve about? Everything was the same yet why? Why?


Blindly, she fumbled about her house searching for something she could not understand. She wanted to call someone’s name but who? And finally her search led back to her bed, beside her pillow another one  was plumped up like someone was beside her.


She bent over to that place and smelled a scent so familiar yet new to her and she even picked up a strand of silver blue hair. Tears fell down on her cheeks, what is this that’s happening to her.


Eenah wanted to remember something but she can’t.


She pressed a hand on her forehead and saw a ring on her finger, a ring she never saw before, where did she get that?


Even inside the shower, she had this urge to thump on the walls as if something had happen to her. She was lost within herself and she couldn’t find the way back a bridge, a part of herself was torn and she can not return to where?


Eenah dragged herself to class but she couldn’t listen to the Professor. She was far way and drifting back to some place she wanted to visit and when the class was dismissed she was out of her mind that she barely made out of the class without bumping into some people.


She walked aimlessly and finally stood there in front of the gate, her mouth set in a thin straight line and her eyes drooping and swollen.That gate…someone was supposed to stand there…she vaguely remembered seeing a figure.


“Eenah, what are you doing there? Everyday, you stand there like an oaf waiting for that man hidden underneath that hat and coat.” Her classmates teased.


She turned to them vacantly. “I what? Do I stand here everyday waiting for someone?”


A friend of hers frowned a bit. “Don’t tell me you guys had a fight?”


Eenah dragged her eyes off them. “Stop kidding me, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Her speech was slurred. 


She walked on leaving them staring after her. She bought herself a pizza. A food she never liked but why is she buying it? Something tells her that she needed to, that someone would appreciate it. She carried the box home blankly and she stood there in front of her house staring straight into the window, as if someone would wave to her.


Someone should, but there’s no one. She was alone all of her life why would she expect someone. What was she thinking?


But still, she lingered on, holding the pizza with one hand.


Waiting for nothing.


She can’t explain the turmoil she was in.


When the pizza grew cold and darkness covered the streets did she only went back inside her house.


From afar, Kurama stood. He was free now from the spell and was able to transform from Youko to Kurama or vice versa. His look on her was solemn and almost regretful.


“Tell me, did I made the right decision?” He asked at the dark clad figure hidden beneath the shadows.


“Yes. She would die  if they would trace your path to her.” Hiei calmly said, arms crossed over another. Then he shook his head. “But she can’t seem to get the hang of it.”


“I am part human now, I know how she feels.” He whispered not taking his eyes of her.


“Bah! That’s crap!” Hiei spat out.


“Only memories can the poison destroy, the power of love is undefeatable.” Koenma commented, as usual making that grand entrance.


Hiei growled low and sped off while Kurama was deep in thought. He looked at him. “You really think so?”


“Yes…and perhaps it’s a subtle hint to think of your next action.”


During the night, she peeked at the guest room where it was messy, littered with papers and the sheets crumpled. She didn’t remember going inside it. She fussed around it and found sketches of love poems that were not her own.


She sunk on the floor in despair.


Through the hours of darkness, she lay there on her bed tired but unable to sleep.


Into the ledge of the window she looked on and on. Why does she picture a silhouette of someone there? But there was no face, no name not even a sex. It was a blank representation of a person that somehow made an impact to her.


But who?


Defeated by herself she went out.  Her feet brought her to a place where her heart told her to find someone. She stood there on a certain portion, her eyes glued to that spot.

 Kurama then came; he stood there his flaming hair dusted by the snow and his black coat coated faintly with snowflakes. His back was turned to her and she wanted to face him.


She recalled finding something there but what? She remembered feeling worry and dread as she hauled something there. Eenah stood on the location where she first saw Youko.


Hastily she turned to go. She wasn’t herself today. Perhaps she got tired from school and her mind’s not functioning well enough.


“Miss, wait!” Kurama  called.


She spun around and saw the greenest eyes she’d ever seen. Her eyes welled up with tears for in those eyes she saw something there, she remembered that look in those eyes. The look of being in love and loved, it’s evident, clear and vivid.


She opened her mouth. “I know you…I know you…”

He slowly came towards her, his hand outstretched and beckoning to her in a way she knew too well.


Eenah’s eyes widened when she saw the same ring on her hand on the man. Her tears blinded her as she stood there immobile.


“You are…you…the ring…. why?” She mumbled.


Kurama held her softly his hands circling around her.


She felt the loneliness in her slipping away, she felt comforted.


“I may be a stranger to you Miss, but I feel you needed someone.” The man said his voice soft. She didn’t leave, she stayed there with him.


“I knew you, from somewhere, You, I saw you somehow, I know you…” She said over and over again.


“I saw you somewhere in time, yet you’re not that…it’s you but-.” She backed away shaking her head in confusion. “Have we met?”


He firmly shook his head, his insides quivering. He lied to her. “No, but you remind me of someone, someone that I loved not so long ago.”


He held her tenderly. “You’ll never be lonely again…”


Their love withstood the altering of Fates and even the bitter liquid can not destruct the foundation of love she built on him. 


Eenah found him again, her love led her straight to him again and Youko took the chance, he would not let her go. She had seen past his human form and had come to recognize him. May he be Youko or Kurama, she had come to love him.


And he loves her more than life itself.

