Chapter 9

A Forced Reunion of Blood and Tears


Not even an hour after the Dredgen was ripped in half by the exploding force that exuded from the depths of Hisoka’s soul, Maximnair was already fast at work, preparing the tools and instruments necessary for the final experiment: the forceful extraction of the Red Aura.  He had luckily missed being squashed by a large chunk of the Dredgen as it exploded and was, for the most part, left unscathed as though he had some unseen force protecting him, very much like Akuma.


Nearly a dozen lab scientists rushed into the room to help clean and secure the area.  The Dredgen still flared with red flame but it apparently was of no concern.  Those flames were not destructive as much as they were a beacon for lost soul fragments.


A couple of scientists cleaned off a large operating table that resembled more like an ancient Egyptian sacrificial alter.  Above the table hung a massive machine with monstrous arms and flashing lights that hung low over the altar like demonic spider legs.  

As Akuma, still in a pile on the floor, attempted to regain his composure, he looked over to this machine and felt cold and more alone than he had ever known.  Was he doing the right thing?  Was this all that was left—to savagely murder a part of himself?  If there could be an end to it all, then yes.  Yes.


Maximnair again plopped down at the main control desk that controlled both the Dredgen and the machine that hung above the altar.  His white hair was a complete mess and slopped damply over his eyes, many strands clinging to his sweat-covered face.  He grit his teeth impatiently as he flipped several switches on.  


“You two,” he said, looking up at two scientists in white lab coats, “get him in position.”

“Yes, sir,” said the one with short black hair hidden beneath a white cap.


Hisoka had been propped up against the wall and chained after his pyrotechnic display.  His breathing seemed to be slow and shallow and there was blood trickling down the side of his face.  His well being wasn’t all that necessary, in fact, it was not desired at all.  According to Maximnair, a weakened body could easily expel the soul within.


The two scientists removed the heavy chains that were wrapped tightly around Hisoka incase his true self re-awoke and felt like blowing something else up.  Then, they slowly carried him over to the altar, laid him out across it, and fastened more chains around his wrists and ankles.  It would take another huge expenditure of energy to break these chains again.


“I’m tired of waiting,” Maximnair spat.  He continued to tune the machine to perform its final function.  Lights all over flashed red and purple and blue like unnatural fireflies trekking up and down the length of the machine’s robotic arms.  “We will proceed with the plan now.”

“But aren’t all the Souls necessary to continue, sir?”

“It won’t matter.  I’ve been thinking.  What if there are no more Souls to be gathered?  What if they are already within this room, just hidden asleep somewhere safe?”

Akuma in the corner of the room raised his head, trying to clear his mind in order to listen and understand what Maximnair was saying.


“I think this Red Soul is more powerful than I initially expected, its purpose more vital than the others.  You could call it the heart soul, I suppose, the foundation upon which the others connect, which is why it cannot be removed so easily.  And it could also mean that the boy’s soul…”

“But we still cannot proceed without the remaining souls, sir!”

“Yes we can, because they’re already here,” Maximnair said, his eyes peering out of the hole in the ceiling and walls that the Red Soul created before.  Maximnair’s assistant turned his head and saw it too.  Out of the hole came a shining blue light and the closer it came, the clearer its form became.  It was a graceful, blue bird with two long wings and long flowing tail feathers.  Its eyes and beak were yellow-gold but the rest of its body was sapphire blue.

Akuma gazed up at the glowing bird as it flew slowly into the lab and hovered in the air.  His eyes showing only how tired his soul felt, Akuma stood and walked toward the bird and stretched out a hand as though greeting an old friend.

A distantly known name found its way to his lips.  “Chrytsr.”
The bird tilted its head in recognition of its name and blinked its golden eyes at Akuma.  “I…know you,” the blue bird Chrytsr said, its voice echoing like a soft breeze across the sea.  The bird gently glided through the room and landed on Akuma’s outstretched arm.

“That’s right,” Akuma said sadly.  “You’ve been gone for so long.”
“That really wasn’t my fault, you know.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

The bird frowned.  “Is that sarcasm I hear?  Like it’s my fault we exist in the first place.”

It was true.  Neither the blue bird nor Akuma, nor the shattered golden dragonoid nor the green aura was to blame for the situation they all found themselves.  There was only one person to blame for the hundreds, thousands of years of agony and disorder.  For so long Akuma wanted revenge for that initial wrong doing, the splitting of a single, divine soul, but now…?  Now that he was so close to getting what he wanted, he didn’t know how he felt.  Who was he to think righteously, in a time like this!?


“No one’s to blame,” Akuma heard himself say.  “The only thing we can do now is help finish it.”

As though the bird understood Akuma’s thoughts, Chrytsr nodded his feather-fluffy head.


Without allowing time for a proper reunion, Maximnair spoke up.  “All of the Souls are accounted for.  Let us get on with it already.”

Akuma looked into the golden eyes of the bird perched upon his arm and he knew they all would be dead within the hour, maybe sooner.  ‘It’s better that way, isn’t it?’ he thought.  ‘No more need to suffer alone.’

You’re not alone, Chrytsr’s eyes told him.


With a flip of a single switch, the gigantic machine hanging above Hisoka came to life and began to move.  Hisoka had been mostly unconscious since the explosion within the Dredgen but gradually became more aware.  His green eyes opened ever so slightly, enough to see the monster machine maneuvering a large lightning rod thing into position just a foot or two above his chest.  He tried to move his arms but they were held fast to the altar.  To his left, he saw Akuma and the blue bird, and above he saw the rod.  He felt an uncomfortable pull in his stomach and knew exactly what was going to happen.


A moment later the round portion above the rod itself began to glow a deep purple color.


“This is only the beginning,” Maximnair said as he pressed a button at his station to release the built-up energy stored within the rod.

Like a wicked storm, a single stream of lightning sparked out of the rod and hit Hisoka directly in the chest.  At first he felt nothing but intense heat but that quickly changed.  He suddenly felt like a fish that swallowed a hook and was getting it ripped out.  Something grabbed at his heart deep inside and wouldn’t let go.  The pain gripped him so severely, he couldn’t speak nor breathe.  He tightly closed his eyes from the pain as tears rolled down his face.

Maximnair flipped one more switch and the purple lightning turned green.  As the light hit Hisoka’s chest, he slowly began to glow gold, as though the shattered soul within him was gathered and sucked out.  The lightning apparently worked in two ways: one was to dislodge the souls and the other was to rip them from deep inside, which would then be gathered in the round container above the rod.  A few minutes of constant exposure to the green light, the color began to fade from Hisoka’s body.  His emerald green eyes grew dark and empty.  The final lesser soul had been stolen.

Deep within the confines of his own peaceful sanctuary, Marix lie half submerged in a soup of ointments and sweet smelling water, a remedy of his own making for the demon curse.  He lie quietly in the semi-darkness of the small room, candles gracefully flickering about the room.  There was no real cure for his demonic disease, but soaking in this soothing bath seemed to make the symptoms easier to endure.  Simply on contact, the glowing tattoos and the burning sensation they caused all across his body faded almost completely.  The only physical remainder of the curse was his eyes.  They would forever glow yellow against the blackness, and his tears would always stream red as blood.

Usually, Marix would sit and relax in this sort of spa atmosphere for half of the day, but today something stirred him from his rest, something that tingled the back of his throat, something he knew was not good.  He quickly stood and wrapped a fluffy towel around himself and darted from the comfort of the room and into a very brightly lit, round room that spanned less than twelve feet in diameter.  

Resting quietly on a white sofa, Chibiru jumped, startled.  “What is it?” she said.

“We have to go,” Marix said, looking off into the distance as though he could see something beyond the white walls.

“Go?  Go where?  You can’t go anywhere in your condition!  You have no strength in that form!”
Marix dashed over to a small closet and threw on a few of his dark colored robes.  “There are ways around that,” he said, reluctantly.

“Wait, no!  Stop that thinking!  You know you can’t do that!”
“Of course, I can,” he said, ignoring the girl tugging on his arm.  “And I will if it’s the last thing I can do.  We’re out of time.”
Picking up a small, black bag, Marix strung it around his waist and finally looked Chibiru in the eyes.  “Are you ready?”
“No,” she said, swallowing hard.  “But it seems I have no choice, do I?”
Marix smiled gently, his eyes glowing brightly.  “If there’s any way around it, rest assured that I will explore those options until the last moment possible; still I may have little choice.  I know you’ll understand.”
“I’ll be on your side no matter what you decide, Marix.  I just…”
“I know,” Marix said, patting her on the head.  “I know.”
Within the crystal sphere attached to the rod danced both a gold and emerald green light, half of the demi-god Aurien’s splintered soul.  The remaining two—Akuma and Chrytsr—stood outside, peering in.  Upon the altar, Hisoka lie unable to catch his breath, his black eyes staring into the nothingness around him.  For the first time in his life he was truly alone in the dark, waiting for death.

“Next,” Maximnair grinned as he glanced at Akuma and the blue bird perched upon his shoulder.

“Well, might as well not delay the inevitable, right?” Chrytsr’s voice echoed.  “To be home…”  The bird curled its wings and tail tightly together, and within a few seconds, a piercing blue light emanating from inside its balled-up body shot directly at the sphere on the machine like a sling-shot shooting a watery-blue marble the size of a small tangerine.  The light of the bird Chrytsr joined the gold and green souls inside.

“And lastly…” Maximnair said, still smiling.

“Indeed, he will be the last,” said a familiar, husky voice.

Both Akuma and Maximnair turned to see Gedeon, completely in his demi-god form, standing in the far corner.  He wore a long black robe that brushed against the cold floor with each step.  His leathery, black wings rested calmly at his back and blended in with the darkness of his robes.  Red eyes peered out from between strands of blue hair hanging low over his face.  Only one emotion shone in those ruby eyes: anticipation.

“Sir Chryarnth, at last,” Maximnair said.

“Alas, you are mistaken.”
Maximnair snorted, forgetting that the man no longer wished to be called by his own name.  He would never believe that this young boy would ever truly be his superior.  Soon, he would finally be able to sort out everyone’s rank, including his own.  “Whatever name you call yourself now is of little concern to me.  Have you come to witness the resurrection of a god?”
“You mean death?” Gedeon said with a slight grin.  “You do understand what you’re doing, don’t you?  The process this machine really does…”
“If you’re here to waste my time, then fine, keep on talking.  I will not listen.”
“Perhaps you should,” Gedeon pressed.  “You think you will be in control of this god’s power once each of the souls are gathered, correct?”  A little giggle slipped through his grinning mouth.  “Just who do you think you work for?”
Suddenly, Maximnair pulled a gun from underneath his control station and aimed it directly at Gedeon.  He said, “I work for myself,” and fired a single shot at Gedeon, but his incensed smile passed as quickly as the gun fired.

Not only was Gedeon uninjured but he held the bullet fired at him floating above his open hand like a simple magic trick.  “Now, now.  That wasn’t very nice.”
Frightened, Maximnair fired over and over again until the gun in his hand was empty, smoke pouring out of the end.  Like child’s play, Gedeon caught every one of the bullets as they sped at him.  Gedeon didn’t even bother to watch as Maximnair was hit with every bullet repelled back at him; all he heard was the thump as he crumpled to the floor.  
Step by step, Gedeon came closer to the altar and Hisoka lying upon it.  Aurien… he thought.  Then before he realized, he raised a hand to gently stroke the side of Hisoka’s face.  It was warm and streaked with sweat and blood.  “I know you understand…why I’m doing this.  I’m doing this to help you, restore you…undo what you had no right to decide.”
“And who gave you the right to destroy us?” Akuma spoke up, much of his will crushed.  “We have a right to live!”
“Now that’s ironic!  You were the one who wanted to kill him in the first place!  Now you’ve had some change of heart?”
Akuma looked away, unable to face his own answer to that question.  No.  He hadn’t had a change of heart… and yet…
“You’re better off throwing those thoughts out the window, dear fragment; because that’s all you’ll ever be: a shattered sliver, a broken shard; forever distanced from yourself and no one.  You don’t really even exist—you can’t.  And that’s why I’m here.  I can mend his foolish mistake that separated you for so long.  I can make it right.  I can make you whole…so you might live again.”  He stepped up to Akuma and slid a cold dagger into his hand.  “Death is not the end.  Do not be afraid.”
Akuma’s red eyes matched Gedeon’s as they flared once again to life, with unspoken anger.  He took the dagger offered to him, its cold silence echoing his feelings deep inside.  No matter how hallow and empty he might feel, no matter how much he might want to hold on to his current life—if that’s what you could call it—Akuma knew Gedeon was right.  There was only one path he could take, one choice, and that lie with the cold dagger in his hand.

Gedeon stepped back and left Akuma to his task.

With the dagger in hand, Akuma turned to Hisoka on the altar.  Something felt wrong, the blade fitting his hand awkwardly.  But still he tread onward.  Slowly bending over close to whisper in Hisoka’s ear, Akuma gasped uncontrollably a couple times before he was able to speak in a voice quiet enough for only Hisoka to hear.

“Please… forgive me…”
He took the dagger, placed it harshly against Hisoka’s neck and made one quick slice through skin and muscle.  Hisoka made no move, no sound.  It was almost as though he felt nothing, thus reacting to nothing.  Blood flowed freely out of the open wound and trickled down his shoulders.  His open eyes filled with tears, which rolled down his face and mixed with his warm blood.  He felt nothing, saw nothing, heard nothing…  Where was he?  Where was he going?  Everything was black, even his soul.

“I’m sorry,” Akuma repeated as the same wound he inflicted upon Hisoka appeared on himself.  His neck slit open, he weakly slumped over the altar and laid his head to rest beside Hisoka.  Silently, their blood mingled upon the altar, flowing as one.

Gedeon quietly stepped over to the control panel, stepping over Maximnair’s lifeless body as he went.  Making a few minor adjustments to the machine’s controls, Gedeon’s glance again returned to the altar and the glowing rod above it.  The machine’s arms began to move, tilting the rod ever so slightly to point toward Akuma.  One more switch triggered, and the light from the machine shot out and began sucking the Black Aura Soul out of Akuma.  His whole body shone a deep violet, as dark as midnight, and then slowly his form began to fade, leaving twinkling stars of magic dust behind until his form, even his spilled blood, disappeared as though he were never there in the first place.  Everything of Akuma was gone, all except for a small, shining orb of the most sorrowful purple Gedeon had ever seen.  The circular light floated briefly over the altar and then was quickly sucked up by the machine.  

Now the sphere within the rod held four Aura Souls…and only one remained.

