The Vengeance of the Resurrected King

“Berasu!” She shouted, “Gwinta Vii!”

The immortal watched as she cast her most powerful spell. The building was illuminated with a green aura which forced him to shield his eyes. He felt the ground move under him. Rock cracked and shattered as the whole building started to shake, buckle and collapse.

Weak from his many wounds the immortal gazed up helplessly as the mighty Benares, summoning all his power, bore down on the young Sanjiyan.

The last thing he remembered was the final cry of Benares. The omnipotent one was finally meeting his match.

The temple exploded and he died–again.

Yakumo woke with a start, sweat running from his face. It had been a week since the events of that dream had occurred, yet it still haunted him. It was as if he had over-looked something, as if it was not all over with the finality that the Sanjiyan had assured.

As his pulse and breathing returned to normal he looked over at the clock. It was twenty minutes past two in the morning, the same time as last night and every night since he had got back to Tokyo. He settled back down, lying his head on the pillow, resigned to the fact that it would take him over an hour to get back to sleep.

Life was becoming normal for the first time in over four years. With the exception of this dream his life had changed so much from the adventure that it had been just eight days ago compared to the monotony of his present job in a restaurant. It was certainly more up market than ‘Culture Shock’ and it also paid better. It all seemed more than a lifetime away. In his new life he had managed, in a very short space of time, to get a place to stay where the rent was low enough for him to pay and get a job with which to pay it. There was even enough left over to feed himself. The only thing he was missing was Pai, and he was missing her like crazy.

The temple of the Sanjiyan Holy Land lay in ruin. The cavernous roof had now completely collapsed. Statues were now broken and boulders lined the floor. The steps to the main alter were encrusted in blood, crooked and treacherous. Beyond the steps the raised floor was uneven and the magical seal, broken.

Benares, slowly, painfully, felt his head return to consciousness. His body was crushed under piles of rock and debris. He closed his eyes and concentrated, trying to focus his power which, like his strength, was weak. Slowly the top most rock started to dislodge itself. Gradually he felt the crushing weight on his body lessen. He paused, drained of energy, he closed his eyes and lay his head back on the stony floor. He heard a footstep and felt the warmth from the suns disappear. Someone or something was standing just in front of him. He opened his eyes–which widened in shock.

“You!” he cried.

Yakumo looked in the mirror at his reflection.

“Am I a Wu or aren’t I?” he said to his reflective double. He gazed at the sign still marked on his forehead.

He looked down at the wash basin in front of him. Although it was still early in the morning he was obviously not going to get any more sleep. He swept the remnants of early morning fatigue away with a cupped hand full of water which he splashed his face with. After drying himself off he looked again into the mirror.

“Pai where are you?” he asked, then he shook his head. “Get a grip Yakumo.” He scolded, “Pai’s at her Grandparents house. She’s a normal human being now. She can’t hear you.”

Yakumo!

The voice was faint, like a distant cry, but unmistakable.

Help me Yakumo!
“Pai!” he yelled.

Seconds later, Yakumo was out in the street and sprinting through the roads in the direction of Pai’s grandparent’s house.

“You disappoint me Wu.” The voice was as cold as ice, thundering yet still sharp as diamond edged blade. It voice certainly became the awesome, legendary power wielded by its owner.

“Master I…”

“Silence!” The Master thundered. “You dared to challenge Me! I released you, made you my Wu and gave you your pitiful little skills! You defied me and now you must pay the price.”

The Master towered over his Wu. His large grey boots covered his legs, almost up to his knees. His body was largely covered with a white robe and hood, which hid his face and blanketed his arms. On his hands were the marks of the three eyes, the race that once was his own. The white cloth covered his face to such an extent that only two of his eyes were visible. On his forehead was a gold crossed plate, which pinned the white as a hood and covered his third eye. Benares could just see the third eye, pulsating with power and rage, a frustration for being captive for so long and a want for revenge against his people–or their descendants.

Centuries of experience told Benares that it was time to challenge his master. Focusing and drawing on his huge reserve of power he telekinetically lifted debris which still lay on top of him and ‘tossed’ it to one side. Almost instantly his wounds began to heal. He stood to face his master.

He raised his hand and launched an attack on the Sanjiyan king who did not move. As the ground exploded about his feet Kaiyanwang stood motionless and more of the roof caved in and collapsed on top of him.

“It was all too easy.” Benares commented, claiming victory as the dust began to settle.

There was silence. Then the ground started to shake, throwing the Wu off balance. The stone floor on which he was standing then erupted, throwing Benares in to the air. As he scrambled to his feet Kaiyanwang advanced, both hands now pulsating with energy. He blasted the Wu once–Benares barely able to deflect it. Again the king attacked this time knocking Benares clear off his feet.

Desperate to mount a counter attack the Wu cast a spell without even bothering to stand. A ball of fire formed above his head and he gestured it towards the Sanjiyan.

Pushing both hands forward Kaiyanwang motioned the fireball to stop–which it did, inches before impact. Benares watched in horror as his attack started its journey back towards him. He tried to scramble out of the way as the Master dashed the flames on his Wu mercilessly. The air was filled with a distinct smell of burning flesh as the Sanjiyan walked over to the panting Benares.

As a last resort the Wu formed a protective field around him. The king looked at it with disdain before plunging his hand through it. If he experienced any pain by doing so he did not show it. Instead as the remains of Benares’ futile protective shell exploded and dissipated, he picked the Wu up and lifted him off the ground.

“You can not die, but you can feel pain.” He said raising his right hand, “So be it.”

The third eye glowed under its cover as his hand ignited ancient powers that sent the Wu hurtling up into the air. There he remained suspended–helpless to the whims of his master. The hidden face smiled as he telekinetically lifted a boulder, shaped vaguely like a cone, and rammed it point first into Benares’ limp body driving it into the rocky wall and nailing his carcass to the temples interior.

The Wu coughed and spluttered blood in all directions as his guts ran out, front and back whilst pinned to the wall. The intense pain raced through his body as a cascade of blood formed a red waterfall to the cavern floor several meters below.

Making sure boulder impaling Benares was magically secure the evil Sanjiyan turned his back on the tortured victim and walked away towards the rotting corpse that was Chokai.

“Don’t go anywhere.” He sneered at the writhing creature behind him.

He approached the body and looked down. It was covered with flies and other insects, feeding off the contents of the shattered cranium and splattered brains. The flesh itself had started on the first stages of decomposition and the blood had clearly coagulated.

“Mochiagaru oyobi kurasu!” he commanded. (Arise and be alive!)

Slowly the blood reformed and soon it began to be pumped throughout the body. The head started to piece itself back together and parts of the flesh started to regrow. As the mind started to function it became aware of the predicament of the body and as soon as the vocal cords were reformed it screamed deafeningly. 

The master stood motionless over the thrashing body. Eventually, much of the pain subsided and Chokai, terribly scarred but very much alive, now knelt before him.

“I,” he shouted, “am Kaiyanwang! I am your master now! You will obey me or return to the pits of hell from which I brought you. You are both insignificant and expendable, your past questionable loyalties and your feeble abilities are both held below my contempt. You are alive to fulfill one purpose, find Yakumo Fujii and bring him before me.”

“…and then I’ll..” Chokai said gleefully.

“You will take what forces are available to you and adopt a disguise as one of the humans as is you talent. Find the Wu and take him here. Then I will deal with him.”

“Yes master. I will do as you command.”

The Sanjiyan gestured with his hand and the monster that was Chokai vanished.

“The fool.”

“Master,” came the gargled cry from Benares. “Let me redeem myself be..”

“Be quiet.” Ordered the King as he walked up the ruined stone steps and then floated out of the temple and into the desolate landscape surrounding it.

He had to get there. He had to help her. Pai was in trouble and he was going to save her. Having got up he had been wearing his usual T-shirt and Jeans and had he stopped for one moment to think about what he was doing, he probably would have thought to put some boots on. As it was, he tore down the Tokyo streets barefoot, with only one thought on his mind–well actually two, save Pai and beat the living shit out of whoever was after her.

Her grandparents’ house was on the outskirts of Tokyo, compared with his rundown apartment, which was near the centre. He had one small park to run through before reaching his goal. He was just nearing the end of the park when a dark figure dressed in black jumped from a tree directly above him and dropped back into a defensive posture. Yakumo responded readying himself for an attack. Behind him another figure dressed similarly to the first dropped from another tree. Yakumo stepped to the side turning ninety degrees to keep both his opponents in view. Another two figures appeared in front and behind. As three more figures joined the party Yakumo realised very quickly that he was surrounded and that the only way he was going to get out of this alive would be to fight. Not content with just taking the punishment Yakumo took the fight to the enemy.

Kaiyanwang stood on a plateau overlooking the desolate temple. Littering the ground between him and the temple were hundreds of graves from an eon ago, a time when the white dragon flame lit the sky. That time was over, they had turned against his leadership and he had been forced to destroy them as he had warned. There were, however, survivors of the massacre, particularly one, his one time future Queen Parvati IV. Now she was all that could stand in his way and must be eliminated or turned.

“Perhaps the Wu may be of some use.” He thought. He turned to the large open expanse behind him. The key to avoiding defeat would lie in controlling any Sanjiyan who may be alive. This meant defeating Parvati and capturing her Wu.

“Arise Arnoth! You’re master summons you!”

The sand, which lay on the ground before him, started to swirl into what resembled a small tornado. The Vortex started to take on a vague shape. Somewhere inside the swirling winds two eyes gleamed into existence.

“What is your bidding, my King?”

“There is a Wu on the human infested planet who I want him brought to me.”

“A Wu?”

“Yes, the Wu of Parvati IV. I want you to find him and use whatever means necessary to bring him here.”

“What area of this planet do I start searching?” the whirlwind asked.

“The most densely populated part of an island called Japan. In a settlement known as Tokyo.”

“Consider it done my lord.” The demon said before vanishing.

Kaiyanwang looked back across to the temple. “The trap is set, now I must spring it, and for that I will need Benares.”

Leaping into the air, Yakumo performed a backward somersault, landing behind the adversary who had been to his rear. Before his opponent had a chance to move Yakumo punched hard, then grabbed his victims arm and brought it back until he heard the distinct snap of the limb. Seconds later he was airborne, leaving the man to writhe in pain and avoiding a attack from both sides. As it was the two who had tried to ensnare him collided awkwardly. All the attackers were wearing the same black outfit, reasonably tight to the body but flexible enough to allow a great deal of movement.

He landed and punching the man attacking from the front and then, without turning, elbowed the man attacking from behind.

The skill of the eight varied to a great extent. Some were ‘cannon fodder’ to someone of Yakumo’s skill, yet others were far superior martial artists. It was one of these that he was now engaged in battle with.

Yakumo dodged and blocked as fast as he could, avoiding fierce punches from all directions. Finally one got through–and with his guard down several more followed through knocking him to the ground.

Dazed he struggled to his feet. Outnumbered he was picked up and held firmly before a black figure who had been standing in the shadows watching the whole battle. Yakumo struggled, but all in vain. He watched the figure step forward into the light. He gasped.

“You! But I killed you!”

The figure laughed, “Well remembered, but now I’m back and I’m going to have my revenge.”

The young girl stopped for water. Beckoning her servant down she jumped off its huge body and walked to the fountain. The scenery was so desolate that finding water around at all was something of a miracle. She bent down and cupped her hands, scooped up the water and drank. It was cool and refreshing and revitalised her body–even lifting her spirits slightly.

She had not been well the last few days. Physically she was fine, thirsty, but fine. Her spiritual being however, was troubled. She had not felt at peace with herself ever since being separated, and she was feeling even more perturbed than usual.

She was the last of her race and an immortal in a barren land that offered no distraction or even interest for mile after mile. Death and destruction reined even 300 years after Kaiyanwang. Even the trees and plants had gone.

There was nothing–except this lifeless lagoon and… something else.

The third eye looked up before the other two came into focus. She squinted looking into the distance.

Her servant groaned and backed away.

“Quiet Feio!” she commanded.

She looked again. She was sure that she had not seen it before.

In the distance a huge building now stood covered largely by mist so that the finer details were not visible. It was almost as big as the temple and unlike everything else around it, the structure was not a ruined folly, a dead symbol of a forgotten race which died out three centuries past.

“Well,” she said to her servant, “Not completely died out. Lets take a look.”

The monster groaned again and backed off a little more.

“What’s wrong Feio,” she taunted, “scaredycat?” She stopped.

“What did I say? Scaredywhat?” She smiled. “The last time I heard anything like that was…” She stopped thoughtfully and almost afraid of what crossed her mind.

Clearing it from her thoughts she mounted her flying beast and it took off, flying towards the building that had appeared from nowhere.

As the creature got nearer she realised that the perspective had been deceptive. It was actually very much larger than the temple she had so recently fought Benares in. As the mist cleared she could see that the temple bore the mark of the Sanjiyan, there triclops. As her flying servant reached their destination and descended she saw an entrance at the base of the wall. The building was ominous in both its size and its architecture. The finer detains of the walls, the towers and three eyes were now very clear and quite impressive. The Towers looked over every part of the structure in a defensive style and the jewels, which studded the eyes, were more valuable than anything she had seen of the wasteland. The grandeur of the decorated walls gave the impression of a temple or palace but the defensive design was that of a fort. Both the detail and the jewels were too impressive to have survived 300 years of sandstorms and erosion.

The gems should be dull, instead they were glistening in the sunlight. The stone markings should be worn, instead they seemed newly carved. This all made the Princess nervous and slowly, cautiously she entered.

Feio groaned and backed off again. Ignoring her pets concerns she proceeded though the dark tunnel. She soon reached a turn and as she moved into the next section of corridor, the light quickly became so dim that she could barely see where she was going.

It became apparent that the floor was sloping downwards and from the slight reflections of precious stones it was clear that the walls were decorated. She turned many times more, feeling her way through the corridors, until eventually she came to a dead end. Sighing, she closed her eyes and focused her powers into producing a bright light from her third eye. Doing this and concentrating of something else was difficult which was why she had not resorted to doing this earlier. She scanned the inscription on the wall.

Her eyes widened as it became clear what she had to do. Pushing her hand forward her started to cast the necessary spell. Her hands glowed and the third eye blasted the wall in front which quickly shattered to reveal a huge chamber inside. Just as she was about to walk inside she caught sight of a picture of a broken seal inscribed on the wall. This made her stop in her tracks. The seal that had been used to banish Kaiyanwang had been a last resort by her race to contain him when they realised that they could not destroy him. Her people had never before used the idea and no building had ever been built since the great war as there had been no one left alive to build it–until now.

Suddenly her mind was filled with the possibility that there might be other Sanjiyan alive who built this mighty structure. The other possibility was too terrible to imagine.

She ventured into the main room and walked over to the centre where there was placed a huge cauldron, dug deep into to the floor and filling at least a fifth of the floor space. Everything in the room seemed to be centered on this. She walked over and peered in. It appeared to be some sort of viewing circle. She now saw into many dimensions so fantastic in their variety and their diversity that she became almost completely absorbed by it. She had not noticed the entrance to the room from the opposite side, nor had she realised someone had entered the room.

She looked up with a start and then almost jumped back in surprise and alarm stumbling and almost falling over.

“Benares!” she cried, “I thought I had destroyed you!”

The Wu was silent.

“Well if you’ve come back for more the I warn you my powers are many times what they were when I fought you last. I remember who I am, what I am and what my capabilities are!”

“No.” he replied in one word. “I have not come back to fight you.”

“Then what?” she asked.

The eyes of the Wu flickered slightly. If she had did not know better that she would have thought it apprehension. But she knew that apprehension was a form of fear and Benares feared no one… except!

Her eyes widened as she realised the truth.

“Shiva.” She gasped.

“Quite correct!” A voice from behind her boomed.

Without even looking back she dived forwards and shouted into the cauldron.

“Yakumo!” she cried. “Help me Yakumo!”

Chokai advanced on Yakumo. As his face came into the light Yakumo could see the countless scars, which hideously defaced his advisory. He had to think fast! If Chokai was here then Pai could be in real danger.

His magic was strong when he had practiced and was not under pressure.  Unfortunately he was very much out of practice and this was definitely a pressure situation. Trying to ignore Chokai moving towards him Yakumo closed his eyes and pictured the tree behind him. He saw in his mind’s eye the image, every branch twig. Calling upon the power inside him he applied the burning energy to this picture. The tree instantly ignited with such a burning intensity that he could feel it. The branches started to fall off.

Yakumo was almost in a trance and did not here the screams and shouts all around him. It was only when he was let go that he opened his eyes. Seconds later he was clobbered over the head by something very large, very heavy and very hot. It became apparent that the tree behind him was now a raging inferno and his T shirt was now in contact with a fallen branch, so was starting to char. Pushing the wood off his back he rolled off the main path onto the wet due soaked grass. He got up as his ragged T shirt almost fell off. He watched as everyone else except Chokai was in a panicked frenzy.

“I guess no one was expecting a spontaneously combusting tree. Their loss.” He commented tearing off the remains of his smoldering T shirt and looked for Chokai.

“Pai!” Yakumo cried heading for the exit.

Some of Chokai minions decided to get in Yakumo’s way. With Yakumo’s mind fixed on saving his beloved Pai they did little more than become obstacles which were beaten out of the way, some with broken limbs, others with fractured skulls and vertebrae.

Leaving the park behind Yakumo made straight for Pai’s grandparent’s home.

Pai woke with a start. Someone had knocked on the door. She leaned over and looked at her clock on the table beside her. It was a new digital one that she had received as a ‘leaving hospital’ present.

“3:00.” She said in a tired voice. “Who could it be.”

There was another rap on the door.

“Whoever it is it must be important.” She got out of bed, went to the balcony and peered over.

She had seen a light come on in her grandparent’s room so she knew that it would not be long before the door opened. She could see that the man was wearing a trench coat and hat which entirely concealed his face from her view, not that she would have seen much in the dim light.

She heard the first lock being shot back.

“Don’t open that door!” Came a shout from the other end of the garden. Pai could see a young man dressed in not much more than a pair of jeans sprinting across the lawn. “Close the door! Don’t open it!”

It was too late, the door was already open.

“Who’s that?” The grandfather said squinting.

“It’s that boy, Yakumo.” Replied the grandmother.

Chokai looked two and realised that he had only seconds to accomplish his plan. He slammed the door wide open and pushed the grandfather to the floor.

“Out of my way!” he snarled.

“Grandfather!” Pai cried from on the balcony.

Chokai stopped at the sound of Pai’s voice coming directly above him. He took a couple of steps back. He started to chant and pointed at Pai. The tips of Chokai fingers began to glow. Pai remained transfixed.

“Pai!” Yakumo shouted leaping up into the air. He came down hard on Chokai, slamming his foot in the demon’s face. Chokai staggered moments before blasting Pai and instead destroyed part of the balcony on which Pai was standing on.

As quick as lightning Yakumo got to his feet, realised what was about to happen and rushed to Pai’s aid.

The supports buckled and snapped and the platform lurched forwards. Several boards of wood broke around where the weight was focused–under Pai’s feet. The floor fell out from under her and she screamed.

Yakumo dived and caught her in his arms. Pai grabbed hold of him and a split second later found herself with her arms around him. She liked the sensation but that did not make it any the less embarrassing.

“Put me down! Put me down! Put me down!” she shouted in such a way that Yakumo almost dropped her in surprise. He lowered her gently to the floor and then turned to face his enemy.

But Chokai was nowhere to be found.

The next day was bright and sunny and so not surprisingly Pai and her friends Kenken and Don found themselves at Dessertland.

“…and I’ll have a banana-fudge sundae!” Kenken finished off.

The young man taking the order blinked and walked off.

“Kenken!” exclaimed Don, “That’s your second!”

The greedy Kenken grinned and faced her two friends. “I was hungry.” She shrugged.

“You’ll get fat!” Don declared.

“I will not!” Kenken protested.

Don smiled sweetly, “You’re right, I’m sorry, fatter!” she chucked.

Pai smiled weakly as Kenken gave chase around the table. She watched the two friends laugh as Don successfully avoided all Kenken’s lunges.

The two girls settled down when the sundaes arrived.

“Pai,” Don said as Kenken started eating, “what’s wrong? You don’t seem your usual cheerful self today.”

She did not reply.

“Pai? Hello? Earth calling Pai!”

Pai blinked back into reality and she suddenly realised that she had been ignoring her friends.

“What? Oh sorry.”

“Pai what’s wrong?” Kenken asked.

“I was just thinking about last night.” She said.

Her friends waited for her to tell them.

“A strange man came to the door and attacked my Grandparents–and then me!”

“Pai are you serious?”

“Wow! What happened?”

Pai paused for a moment working the events of the previous night through in her mind. “I’m not sure. That young man, Yakumo, turned up out of nowhere and saved us.”

“Really?” her friends said in utter amazement.

“Yeah. The man pushed my Grandfather over and then seemed to just point at me and the balcony collapsed. Yakumo kicked him to the ground and the caught me just before I hit the ground.”

“Oh how romantic!” Don said wishing dreamily that some boy would run out of nowhere and save her.

“I think it was all a set up.” Kenken said.

Pai looked at her astonished.

“Oh don’t worry.” She said confidently, I’m sure that it was all carefully planned and that that man didn’t get hurt.”

“He sure looked like he got hurt to me.”

“Idiot you’re supposed to think he got hurt. That boy Yakumo is probably so desperate to get you he’d do anything.” Kenken looked at Don who was still daydreaming, “and all men know what a sucker some young girls are for the gallant rescue show. Besides…Ow!”

“Just what did you mean by that?” Don said, definitely not dreaming and looking annoyed at Kenken.

“I just mean that he’s probably going to just bump into you sometime today, just to see how you are and remind you how grateful you should be to him. It’s a setup, trust me.”

Pai was about to reply when the sun was blocked out by someone approaching the table.

“Pai!” the silhouette said. “That’s incredible! Fancy meeting you here!”

“Yakumo?”

“Yeah. Err, how are you–after last night I mean?”

Kenken gave Pai a knowing look. Pai opened her mouth to answer but Kenken got there before her.

“She’s fine thank you–although probably a little chilly in the shade.”

Pai looked at Yakumo who was glaring at Kenken.

“I was asking Pai.” He told her and then looked at Pai, his expression softening as he did so.

“I’m err…” Pai stuttered. For some unknown reason she could not bring herself to tell him to go away. “I’m fine.” She said unconvincingly.

“Do you want to sit down Yakumo?” Don asked.

“Don!” Pai said surprised at her friend’s suggestion.

Don bit her lip as Kenken kicked her.

“Err, no thanks, I have to get to work.”

Pai breathed a sigh of relief, then she caught sight of something. Across the road was a small man dressed in a trench coat looking at their table and more specifically, Pai. The man’s face was completely obscured but she was sure of who he was.

High above the city, invisible to almost everyone and everything the spirit moved silently over the city. It knew who and what it was looking for and it now knew where they were. All it had to do was fulfill his master’s wishes and bring Yakumo back. It knew that retrieving the Wu was inevitable, it was how the operation should be carried out that mattered to the formless being. It used to be a favourite of his master not only because of the efficiency by which he carried out his orders but also by the style. It noticed that only a couple of blocks away, a young man, wearing a blue jumper and black trousers, was traveling down a deserted alley unseen by anyone else. Ceasing the moment, the spirit descended on the man and took control. The physical body was unable to take the shock of the violent possession and within moments suffered a massive heart attack and collapsed and died seconds latter. The spirit felt the pain and terror that the man endured and enjoyed it. Allowing itself to savor the final moment of death as the soul of the man left its shell forever, the spirit did not let the soul leave the body without knowing who it was had expelled it.

I am Arnoth! The General of legions and the conqueror of many souls. You have been cast out for a greater purpose. My purpose and the will of the great Kaiyanwang!

For a brief time the body laid on the ground, motionless as a dead corpse should be. Then the heart started to beat again, the eyes opened and the lungs filled with air. The body picked itself up and walked over to the wall. Keeping the heart and lungs going certainly was not necessary, but it did keep the body from decaying and looking dead for quite an extended period. All information carried by the nerves suddenly became unimportant as Arnoth tested the body by bending and breaking metal fire exits going down into the alley. Satisfied the demon walked its new host out of the alley and into the street towards its target–Yakumo.

“That’s him!” she cried.

“Who?” Kenken following her friend’ gaze.

“The one that’s sitting down and staring over in this direction.”

“Try not to look at him Pai.” Don advised,

Kenken ignored Don and tried to out stare her opponent over the other side of the street.

Slowly he got up and started to walk in their direction.

“Oh no!” cried Don in alarm.

“Yakumo!” Pai called out.

“Idiot!” Kenken hissed, “For all we know he’s behind all this!”

Pai looked at the figure of Yakumo as he turned quickly to her call. There was something about him, something that she could not quite put her finger on. There was a feeling about him that was warm and trusting. Instinctively she found that she trusted him and without even realising it, cared for him. For some unfathomable reason he was special to her. But, even as he was special, there seemed to be something wrong. She thought she loved him, but it was if it was someone else’s love. It seemed almost superficial. She felt that she should be in love with him yet, she did not think she was, but that someone very similar–even a part of her shared a powerful attraction to him. Beyond this she did not know. But she did know that he was to be trusted.

“Yakumo!” she cried again

Yakumo turned sharply at the sound of his name, especially as it was Pai who called. As he turned he caught sight of the girls’ scared faces and followed their gaze till his vision landed on Chokai.

As the man in the trench coat crossed the road and advanced towards Pai, Yakumo charged. Several cars swerved to avoid him honking their horns loudly and shouting abuse at him. This alerted Chokai to the threat of Yakumo who vaulted over the cars to meet the monster in the trench coat.

Holding out his walking stick, Chokai blocked Yakumo’s first attack, which came in the form of a flying kick, pushing Yakumo aside. The hat was knocked off and Pai gasped as she saw the scar ridden face. Yakumo picked himself up and took a defensive stance.

Meanwhile a small crowd had gathered to watch the battle. Cars that had swerved were now stationary and blocking more traffic as the drivers tried to get a better view. In the crowd was a man wearing a blue jumper and black trousers.

In spite of being surrounded by onlookers both fighters were forced to use whatever means necessary to defeat the other, which included the use of magic. Some of the onlookers thought this to be some elaborate setup, whereas others were simply looked on in disbelief.

Yakumo leapt up in the air and back flipped to land on the bonnet of a yellow taxi. Several people applauded.

They don’t realise who he is. Yakumo thought as Chokai slammed into the vehicle knocking him off balance. As the Wu hit the floor Chokai pressed his advantage kicking Yakumo hard then punching him into the ground.

Yakumo coughed up blood as he regained the breath knocked out of him. Chokai was now several steps away from him now and brandishing a ward which glowed with power.

“This will finish you off.” He said throwing the ward at Yakumo.

The paper burst into what looked like a bolt of lightning which struck Yakumo’s chest as he stood up. The force of the blast lifted him off his feet and carried him several meters into the tables outside Dessertland.

As he picked himself up Pai rushed over to him.

“Yakumo!” she said, “Are you hurt?”

He blinked and looked up into her concerned face and forced a smile before getting up and going back into the fight.

Chokai pointed the stick at the ground beneath Yakumo’s feet. It instantaneously exploded propelling the Wu into the air. He landed on his feet and glared at his opponent.

“You wanna try that again?” he taunted.

The demon cackled launched another savage attack of similar nature. Through a series of somersaults and acrobatics Yakumo succeeded in staying one step ahead of his enemy. When an opportunity arose, Yakumo took it. Landing, he straightened himself:

“Chen Ku!” he shouted pushing his hands out the defect Chokai’s magic.

At that instant, Chokai pointed the stick at Yakumo. The magic was reflected back at his and Chokai was blown in the air, though two cars before landing on the far side of the road.

Yakumo was still panting for breath when his adversary picked himself up. There was the faintest trace of blood running down the side of his face. Preparing himself for anything, Yakumo took a step backwards.

Chokai stepped past the ruined cars and looked at the Wu.

“Perhaps,” he smiled, “I’ve been attacking the wrong person.” He took two cards each with a magical inscription on it and threw them past Yakumo.

It took him a few precious seconds to realise what the monster meant. As the cards flashed past him Yakumo watched in horror as they struck the ground floor wall of the Dessertland building behind him.

“Pai! Get out of there! Pai!” He screamed.

Kenken and Don were already out of their seats, Pai got out of hers and tripped trying to get past the chairs.

“Pai!” Yakumo shouted running with blinding speed towards her.

Just as fast as Yakumo, Chokai leapt forward, grabbed his stick and hurled it at Yakumo. It caught the young man’s legs tripping him up in the process. Yakumo fell helplessly to the ground as the supporting wall imploded, allowing the whole building to lurch forward and collapse.

“Pai! NO!”

Yakumo watched Pai scream as the building fell on her and several other individuals, too slow to get away. He knew instantly that there was no way that any human could have survived. That did not stop him charging towards the rubble to clear it. Where shock was pain quickly followed. It felt as if his guts had been pulled inside out, his stomach turned and his mind raced. The most important part of his life had been ripped away from him, the light extinguished and the love snuffed out.

“Now it’s your turn.” Came the gleeful voice behind him.

Tears of bitter sorrow were flooded by an intense rage at Pai’s killer.

Yakumo roared as he turned to face a slightly surprised Chokai. Taking three large steps forward Yakumo, his eyes glowing with the huge power coursing though his veins, raised one power driven fist back and then slammed it forward with all his might, force and strength. Chokai’s neck cracked and the skull was lifted clear off the body. The cranium exploded as it hit a lamppost and the decapitated body fell to the ground, blood gushing from it.

Yakumo then ran to the rubble and started to throw rocks of immense size away, clearing the rubble to his beloved Pai. The last stone was removed and Yakumo saw her lifeless corpse.

Tears filled his eyes uncontrollably. Suddenly he heard a Police siren. He stood up and turned round to see the headless body of Chokai and the shocked crowd.

“He killed him!” a man in a blue jumper said.

The crowd started to agree.

“He murdered him! He’s a killer!” said another next to the first.

The crowd agreed.

Yakumo looked aside to Kenken and Don, both had tears running down their faces. Their expressions were of total shock and disbelief. Don looked at Yakumo and although she could not say anything, choked with tears, she motioned for him to run.

As the crowd slowly turned Judge, jury and executioner, Yakumo made a run for it.

Before anyone realised what had happened the young Wu had slipped into an alley, out of sight and for the moment, safe.

Lingling did not think much of Tokyo. She much preferred the more familiar scenery of Honk Kong where she had been born and raised. Unfortunately, since becoming the editor of Yogekisha Company, she was determined to make the business more profitable and hence expand overseas and improve the magazine circulation. This had led her to the land of the rising sun and more specifically Tokyo which would make her a great deal more money. And if there was one way of getting Lingling to do something that she did not want to do, it was the thought of more money.

She quickly scribbled her signature on several forms and letters before handing them back to the secretary. Presently she was alone and preparing to pack her bags for her beloved Hong Kong. She traveled light and stayed away for only as long as she had to.

Her attention was drawn away from what she was doing when she heard an argument outside between her secretary and a voice that she did not recognise.

She was about to leave the room to investigate when she saw a figure though the translucent glass in the door. Quite unused to this style of entrance she readied herself for anything.

The door opened.

“G’day!” The man said in an Australian accent.

Lingling regarded him. He was about her age and dressed in old, slightly frayed clothes. His arm was in a sling and several scars distributed across his body gave the impression that he had recently been in a very fierce fight. Other than that his appearance was that of a stereotypical outback adventurer who enjoyed living rough.

Her eyes focused on what his free hand was holding.

Her eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. Urgently feeling the need to sit down, Lingling found a chair and fell into it.

“Where?…How did you get hold of that?” she gasped.

“I don’t think that’s important right now.” The Australian said, “suffice it to say I have numerous contacts throughout the world. What you should be asking is what price I want for it.”

Instantly recovering from the shock of seeing the object, Lingling instantly went onto business mode.

“At least let me have a look at it.” She said. “What is it?”

The man looked at her with in slight surprise.

“Are you Lee Lingling?”

“Yes.” She replied.

“And this is the Yogekisha Company?”

“Right again.”

“Then you know exactly what that thing is. It’s the Statue of Humanity, more formally known as the Ningen No Zou.”

She smiled, but silently cursed. If he knew what it was he would also know how much she wanted it. That would make lowering the price very difficult.

She examined it carefully in front of him. It was undoubtedly the genuine article. Even still, she frowned.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“McDonald. Jake McDonald.”

That name sounded familiar. She was sure that she had heard it from somewhere. But in the world of names and faces which she worked in, she had no hope of remembering one that had not even, until now, been a client.

“I’m sorry Mr McDonald…” she started.

“Call me Jake,” he said, “All my friends call me Jake.”

“Jake,” she continued, “It’s a fake.” She lied, “I’ve examined it as thoroughly as I can and I’m positive that isn’t the one I’m looking for. How much were you asking for it anyway?”

He told her.

She laughed, “I’m sorry Jake but this is worth only a fraction of that price!”

“Look ‘ere!” He said sounding slightly annoyed. “This statue is on of the most important artifacts of the Sanjiyan Unkara known at this time. I’ve been investigating this race for years now and I’ve seen all the fakes from the clumsy to the almost perfect, a couple of them almost fooled me! But only this statue can free a Sanjiyan from immortality.”

“I’m afraid that this statue has fooled you Mr McDonald. But if you want I’ll take it off your hands…”

“At a much reduced price. No thanks Miss Lingling, I’ll just take this statue and find another buyer. There are plenty of them out there, some of them would pay double what I’ve offered you.” He turned and walked to the door. “I’ll leave my number with your secretary in case you change your mind, but I wouldn’t take too long about it.”

“A word of advice!” Lingling shouted after him.

The Australian stopped and looked at her.

“I’d put a transmitter on that thing in case you lose it or something.” She advised.

“Is that a threat?” he asked.

She smiled, “No, I’ve just had quite a bit of experience with these things.”

The sun was setting. A lonely figure was sitting under a bridge on a bank outside Tokyo staring into the water at his reflection. The buildings and people were many miles away. Here he found peace and solitude by a stream, which ran outside the Tokyo, under one of the roads into the city. There was only a gentle breeze and the water was moving very slowly. There was an unsteady rhythm of ripples in the water as teardrops fell and hit the water.

“Such power,” He whispered, “and I couldn’t even save her.”

He closed his eyes. Pai he could hear himself say in his mind, Pai, how am I gonna survive without you? How can I keep going on with you not here?
“Pai.” He whispered almost choking on his own tears, “Why’d it have to be you? Why?” he asked bitterly.

The grief welled up inside him as he saw in his head for the thousandth time Pai being buried alive. He shook his head, trying to escape reality.

“PAI!” He yelled.

A door opened and a low ranking police officer walked in.

“Here are those reports you asked for sir.” She said waving a couple of pieces of paper, which she was holding in her hand, in the air.

“Just put them on the desk thank you.” The superior said without looking up from the desk on which he was writing.

Cautiously the officer put the papers on the desk and then backed out through the door. Just as she was about to go the young woman felt a chill.

“Don’t you think it’s a little cold in here sir?”

“Close the door on your way out.” Came the reply.

The chief was obviously not in the mood for conversation, she thought, closing the door.

The division was part of an experiment for delocalised law enforcement. The office was only large enough for six officers but only five were stationed there at present. There were two main rooms, one small office for the officer in charge and another larger room for the rest of the team. The idea was to spread the force out through a wider area.

Several minutes went by.

Suddenly the man at the desk found he could no longer breath. Struggling to make a noise to get attention he started to cough up blood. He became dimly aware of blood running though his nose, though his eyes, through his ears and in his vomit before the massive arrest, which shook his body and finally killed him.

Several more minutes went by.

The door to the office opened. A lieutenant at a desk opposite the door stood up.

“Chief! I’m glad to see…Oh my God!…” the man fell to the ground, his head striking the side of the desk, a bullet lodged in his temple.

In the bustle of the busy morning no one in the room heard the silenced shots. As the head struck the wood however, everyone’s head snapped up in the direction of the Chief’s gun.

“What the hell!” shouted one

“Chief what’s?”

“He’s gone crazy!”

Of the three remaining alive in the office, two were killed before they had a chance to react. The final officer raised his firearm and let off two shots, each one hitting the target’s head in instantly fatal places. As fresh blood ran down the side of the already blood smeared face, the chief leveled his weapon and shot at the mesmerized policeman. He fell to the floor, dead.

“Hear me!” the Chief said in a voice not his own, “You have all become my walking slaves. Your purpose is to follow my instructions for the greater glory of Kaiyanwang!”

One by one the corpses which littered the office stood up, staring motionless at their new master. The master looked back at his new subjects, reveling in their deaths and rejoicing in their obedience to him.

It suffocated him, crushing his very existence out of him. It cut into him and tore him open. It bit through him and pulled his very essence inside out. It drowned him and burnt him. It stabbed him and strangled him. It broke him in every possible way.

Grief.

Yakumo sat in emotional and psychological torture. Every part of him wanted kill every other part for letting her die. Now beyond tears, his face was still sticky where they had dried. He sat motionless and let the torment continue to ravage through him. If he had still been fighting Chokai now, he would have been in better shape than he was now. Although his body could heal itself miraculously quickly, this soul could not so easily be repaired. Now though, he just wanted to die, forever.

“Yakumo?” a voice called out.

The Wu was startled and looked up.

Standing by the entrance to the bridge was a young woman, about his age although much more mature than he remembered her. She still wore her hair short to her neck and blue still suited her. Her face had lost some of its childhood innocence, but had softened upon seeing his.

“Natsuko!” he said so surprised he nearly fell into the river.

The young woman nodded and stepped towards him. “I saw you on the news. Didn’t believe it was you at first. I saw what happened… the police are looking for you everywhere. They think you killed some man…”

“He wasn’t a man.” Yakumo replied looking away.

“Well they thought he was and…”

“How did you find me?”

She paused and smiled slightly.

“You always used to come here when you were depressed or sad. I thought you might be.”

Yakumo turned to face her his eyes burning with self rage.

“You thought I might be huh?” he said.

Her eyes widened in shock.

“I’ve just let the best person that has and ever will happen to me die and you think I might be sad?”  He virtually spat the last words out of his mouth.

“Y-you’re… you’re still a… the mark!” she pointed at the sign of the void which was now visible on his forehead.

“Yeah I took the head band off. I’m sorry I’ll…”

“Then she’s still alive?”

“Who?”

“Pai.”

There was a pause.

“DO YOU THINK THAT I’D BE SITTING AROUND HERE IF SHE WAS ALIVE.” He exploded. “She’s dead you stupid bitch! I let her die! I’m immortal and I let her DIE! I can’t be killed and she dies!” he said his voice torn in bitter sorrow, tears readily streaming down his face.

Natsuko took a step back in fear. She had never seen Yakumo in this state. She wanted to run. She wanted to get as far away from him as possible.

“I’m sorry.” He said several seconds later as his emotions died away a little. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean..”

“That’s okay.” She muttered, failing to keep her expression of upset from her face.

“Why did you think she was alive?” he asked at last.

“Because you’re alive. I thought…”

Yakumo shook his head. “No.. she.. she became human and I didn’t. It’s kinda complicated.”

“You became part of her and she became part of you. Joined for eternity I thought. When she becomes human so will you be. That’s what you said, and when she dies so will you.” She finished.

“The Sanjiyan, not Pai.” Yakumo replied.

“Pai is a Sanjiyan.” Natusko said.

“Yes, but they were separated.”

“So you found that statue?”

Yakumo shook his head again.

“No.” he said.

“So how could she become human.” Natsuko asked, “That was the only way, wasn’t it?”

“I… I don’t know. I thought that.. well.. she was there and I spoke to the Sanjiyan. She said that the one I cared for was Pai in her new life.”

“It sounds like you don’t know. Yakumo you’re going to live a very long time, possibly centuries, maybe forever I don’t know, whatever happens it will be too long for you not to be certain.”

“I saw her die.” Yakumo insisted.

“I saw you die–more than once. So who am I talking to now.” She smiled.

“That’s different.” He mumbled.

“Is it?” she asked, “Besides,” she continued sitting beside him, taking her shoes off and dipping her feet in the water, “What else are you gonna do? Commit suicide?”

Yakumo looked into her eyes.

“How come even after four years you still know me so well?” he said, smiling slightly for the first time.

She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “I wonder.” She said.

“Calling for your Wu is not going to help you now Parvati.” Kaiyanwang said with a confidence which carried his omnipotence.

She suppressed her fear and turned to face him.

“So Shiva, you’ve finally caught up with the rest of us?” she said disdainfully.

He paused, his eyes narrowed.

“Oh, I forgot.” She said in almost mocking tones, “Shiva’s dead isn’t he? It’s just Kaiyanwang now isn’t it? Or are we just sticking to just plain old master?”

The king turned to sit of the throne cared ornately out of the rock.

Benares stepped forwards his eyes glowing with anger. “You will be silent.” He commanded, raising his hand. Instantly a vortex appeared around the Sanjiyan building into a cyclone which was small enough to encapsulate just her in its centre. She was dragged off her feet and into the air.

“Oh please.” she said scornfully. Just as quickly as Benares had created it she dispelled it, landing perfectly on the ground.

The Wu scowled at his opponent. “So much for the warm up.” He said, “Now for the game.”

The in the apartment rang.

“Oh geez!” the voice cursed from the direction of the bathroom, “Right at the wrong moment!” The man appeared with a towel wrapped round him. He answered it.

“G’day! Jake McDonald speakin’… Oh it’s you!…I dunno, I’m full booked. You’ve no idea how many people want to look at this statue!…You do have an idea… As few as that huh? Listen, you haven’t been spying on me have you?”

Laughter was heard from the other end of the phone. The Australian gritted his teeth slightly.

“Yeah I am free… about half an hour?” he suggested and then looked longingly at the bath, “better make that an hour.”

The Sanjiyan sidestepped the blast and immediately counter attacked. The Wu deflected several large fireballs but left himself open to the swift and calculating Sanjiyan as she summoned an energy demon which appeared in a blaze of light and flew towards Benares. Realising the inevitable danger the Wu focused his powers on creating a dimensional gap which opened up before him. The demon almost blindly flew though the gap, which was promptly sealed.

Both fighters paused slightly out of breath. Benares was the first to recover enough to launch an offensive. Lifting huge statues off the ground either side of Parvati, he motioned them together. Princess realised too slowly what the Wu was trying to do. The flat edges of the statues slammed together with enough force to cause them to shatter into a pile of assorted pebbles and boulders. Benares walked forwards to inspect his handiwork. Two steps from the first rock the pile exploded in all directions sending Benares staggering backwards.

“You think you can defeat me!” she cried in rage. “Impertinent Wu!” blasted him with as much energy as she could muster.

“You forget who you’re dealing with Parvati.” Benares said smiling. Raised his hands “Chen Kew!” He cried cupping his hands in front of her attack. A small bubble appeared in his hands, which soaked the Sanjiyan’s attack up like a sponge. The bubble grew until all the energy was contained. He smiled. 

“There are some feats which even a powerful Sanjiyan like yourself cannot perform. And now you’ll die.” He laughed. The power that had been stored in the bubble burst and shot towards her even faster than when she had attacked him.

Staring death in the face, the Sanjiyan’s third eye opened its fullest and glowed intensely. The content of the bubble reached her and was stopped by the immense deflective power of the third eye. The pure energy stayed suspended as the princess spoke.

“..and there are some things,” she said with effort, “that Wus will never learn!” With that she raised a hand before the pulsating energy which flashed out of existence with an explosive clap of thunder which rocked the chamber.

Benares was momentarily stunned, but to his credit recovered almost instantaneously and prepared himself for the next attack.

“Enough!” Commanded a voice from behind them. “Much as these games amuse me, I do not have time for them. I need her alive”

Parvati looked at Kaiyanwang with a mixture of fear and anger.

“You,” she said taking a step towards him. “will never use me! I will force you to kill me or be destroyed yourself.” Raising both hands she prepared to attack him.

He looked into her hateful eyes motioned with his right hand.

“Sleep.” He said softly.

The scowl on the Princess’ face slowly relaxed away. Her body went limp and she found that she could no longer stand. As she struggled to support herself on her hands and knees, the third eye closed.

The young two-eyed girl eventually looked up at the king who was towering over her. She screamed.

Yakumo was walking Natsuko back to her apartment and spending the time catching up on all the events of the past four years. It was now dark and the chances of anyone seeing him and recognising him were slim enough them to risk coming out into the open.

“So has the gang stayed together or have you all split?”

“What?” she joked, “Take a continent each you mean?! No, we still go on trips although not as often as we used to.”

“How come?” he asked.

“It’s not as easy to get away as it used to be. Besides it has its advantages.”

“Such as?”

“Well, it means we can afford to go to places much further away than we used to go. In fact the others are away now.”

“Why aren’t you with them?”

She smiled. “You needed me.” She said.

I can’t remember ever being this close to her before. Yakumo thought as they turned into a dimly lit alley.

“Actually,” she continued, “You gave us the idea for the next trip.”

“Really? Where?”

“You know that postcard which you sent us from Tibet?”

Yakumo nodded.

“Well we liked the look of it so much and you said how open it was to drive at any speed you wanted, so we booked it for two weeks.”

Yakumo laughed. “If they see a friendly guy with a sling then that’ll be Jake.”

“Who?” she asked.

“The great Jake McDonald!” he said in mock seriousness, “I’m surprised you haven’t heard of him.”

She looked at him blankly.

“I guess my sense of humour has gone downhill somewhat.” He said with a smile.

“Sense of humour?” Natsuko said making sure she was some distance ahead.

“Huh? Wait a minute! Just what did you mean by that Natsuko?” he said running after her. “Natsuko!”

She reached the end of the alleyway and stopped. Yakumo quickly caught up with her.

“So! You couldn’t…” he stopped dead. There were several cars parked at curious angles in the road.

A large light came on and shot in their direction. It became clear that huge numbers of police surrounded them. Yakumo looked behind them. Already there were police officers heading towards them from the way they’d come. He led Natsuko forward. As he did so a voice over a megaphone spoke:

“Yakumo Fujii you are under arrest! Let your hostage go and keep your hands visible at all times.”

Natsuko frowned. “Hostage? Me?” she said and then shouted at the Police. “Listen you idiots I’m not his hostage, he’s innocent he’s…”

“Young lady we have several witnesses who will testify to his crimes, now can you more away from Fujii now!”

Yakumo gently pushed Natsuko away.

“But Yakumo…”

“Go.” He said, “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be okay, remember I’m immortal.”

She nodded and moved away. She watched Yakumo, the lone figure in the centre of the immense spotlight.

As soon as Natsuko was a safe distance away, he made a break for it. He was barely out of the spotlight when they opened fire. He managed to dodge the shots blindly and it was more by fluke that he almost made it to his target without being hit.

“Bunch of rotten shots.” He said, a second later he felt a pain in his right leg followed by one in his thigh. Before he even realised that he had been hit he stumbled to the floor. Soon he became aware of many more bullets impacting in his body from all angles. He screamed in pain, coughing up blood.

“Yakumo!” Natsuko shouted in alarm from the other side of police semicircle.

More and more bullets pounded on his body. More and more blood was flowing out of him. Soon he was kneeling in a small puddle of red, which was now trickling from him like water through a colander. More and more struck him. His consciousness wavered for a moment. He felt detached from his body. Moving away from this nightmare his mind moved to a different reality. It drifted…and drifted…

“Pai!… Pai!… Pai… give me a reason to carry on Pai. I can’t carry on this way.”

From the distance of four years ago he heard her.

“Yakumo!” she said, “Yakumo!”

“Pai.” He remembered, forgetting to breathe.

“Oh Yakumo I feel so safe when you’re around… I’ll never forget you Yakumo…Never!”

“Never forget.” He whispered as the memory faded.

Now he was looking at her.

“…I’ll always love you.. Pai.”

Then later,

She was looking at him. She loved him. Tears were running down her face.

“Thank you my Yakumo,” she said, “I love you.”

Then she faded away…

“Pai!” he cried. “Pai are you still alive?”

It struck him like a spear. It lodged itself in him. It turned and twisted and gouged. It was fear. Not his fear, but someone else’s. A fear that ran through them–and him. The fear came from somewhere very far away. A fear that was from an innocent perspective, from a pure soul, a very pure soul…

“PAI!” he yelled.

The police watched in amazement as the figure, which had been lying on the ground, bleeding to death and shot to kingdom come, suddenly get up and sprint to the nearest police car, ignoring the bullets hurled in their direction as if they were not significant or mattered to him.

“Bloody ‘ell!” one cried lowering his weapon in disbelief.

“It’s like they don’t exist!” another shouted.

“Is he immortal or something?” someone suggested,

“Should we be shooting at him if he is?” the first said.

“He’s climbed into the car!”

“What are we gonna do just let him take the car?”

“No,” a fourth piped up, “we’ll shoot the bastard and then let him take the car.”

Suddenly the car that the figure got into exploded as a huge fireball ripped through the fuel tank and lifted the chassis six feet in the air before the engine ignited. The car landed a blazing mess of melted, twisted metal and roaring flames.

Everyone stopped and stared at the inferno that was a police car. Then the slaughter started.

Bullets flew in all directions. The highly trained officers all broke ranks and ran for the nearest cover. But since nobody could see where the shots were coming from, finding cover was made increasingly difficult. Natsuko moved into the shadows and hid behind a large bin. She watched petrified as this small army of police officers was quickly turned into a blood bath.

Hot! It felt so hot. Yakumo had had no time to react to the explosion in the car so he just had to painfully wait it out. The intense fire had no intention of dying away any time soon, but as soon as any explosions inside the car were finished he would venture out. Amongst the roaring flames he could not make out what was going on outside. He could see several people running about, which did not make any sense, unless they were going to try to put the fire out.

Outside, as the final man fell, five figures stepped out of the shadows, each holding an automatic weapon of some description. They were each wearing shades in spite of it being nighttime because each one had to conceal what the eyes showed–that their soul had left them and that they were dead.

“You have done well,” the figure with the lieutenants badge said. “Now find Yakumo Fujii!”

“Someone called my name?” Yakumo said throwing off the remaining wreckage which had trapped him under the car. Yakumo could feel his body and clothes alight with flames from the car. He regarded the five of them suspiciously, then looked around to see the street littered with bodies. 

Before he could think of anything to say a hand was slapped down on his shoulder from behind. Yakumo jumped forward and spun round in surprise. Behind him was a police officer, a woman standing unnaturally motionless, staring into space. There was something not quite right about her touch. Yakumo placed his hand where her hand had been. It was cold!

Yakumo ducked forward and grabbed the stationary hand of the policewoman. It was absolutely stone cold. From what he could tell there was no pulse and no movement of blood at all in the hand. In the dim light he could only just make out the washed out white flesh which had lost all colour of life. Essentially the person standing before him was not alive.

Yakumo staggered back in surprise. As he tripped and fell backwards he caught sight of several more ‘police officers’ all standing motionless, facing his direction.

Yakumo breathed heavily. He was a zombie, but still ‘living’ in some senses of the word. These people were completely dead and seemed to be moving like puppets to a master.

The puppet’s master, also dressed as a policeman, spoke:

“Yakumo Fujii.” The voice commanded “You will be presented to the master. He has granted you an audience. Do not resist or face the consequences of my master’s awesome power!”

“Let these people rest in peace!” Yakumo shouted back. “I don’t know who your master is but tell him I don’t do house calls!”

“You dare to defy the wishes of my master.” Arnoth growled.

“I dare.” Yakumo replied.

“Open fire!” the spirit roared.

The undead police officers pressed the triggers on their weapons. Before the guns began to fire, Yakumo had already reached his nearest opponent and without hesitation he snatched the automatic weapon away. The hands of the corpse were strong and as Yakumo tugged he saw the skin give way and the hand came off with the gun. In spite of seeing himself in worse situations the thought of pulling apart a rotting body turned Yakumo’s stomach. As the other’s opened fire Yakumo ducked behind the slow moving, handless zombie and used it as a shield.

As the bullets from the four other guns ripped through the dead flesh, Yakumo’s defense quickly fell apart as the limbs, head and upper body fell to the ground, coagulated blood and plasma oozing from the once blood rich anatomy.

Yakumo tried to return fire but found he did not have the strength the aim the weapon in anything like the right direction. As he retreated he noticed Natsuko who was still hiding behind the dustbins.

Arnoth followed his gaze.

“Get the girl!” he ordered,

As one of the policemen walked towards Natsuko’s hiding place Yakumo realised he had to act.

“No!” he cried charging from behind his cover towards this zombie. He was met by a hail of bullets and the excruciating pain which accompanied the onslaught. Feeling weaker and weaker he fought on to save his friend. As he ran past a small piece of shrapnel from the police car he stooped it up, held it above his head and then rammed it into his target’s neck. The force of the blow knocked off the head. Yakumo ducked as the decapitated body swung at him. Grabbing the monster’s arm the Wu swung the zombie round, letting it accelerate in the direction of Arnoth.

Arnoth was apparently much swifter than his undead counterparts. At almost quicker that human speed he sidestepped the body which landed several feet behind him. The police chief was about to issue another order and then stopped.

“Ningen No Zou! I sense its presence. I will finish the Wu off myself, later. Come, the master will be pleased if I return this treasure to him.”

Yakumo staggered over to Natsuko who was now trembling with fear.

“Who were they?” she asked when she was calm enough to talk.

Yakumo looked up. They had gone just as quickly as suddenly and mysteriously as they had arrived.

“I don’t know.” he said at last.

“What was it that he said, ‘Ningen No Zou’? Wasn’t that the statue that you were looking for, for Pai?”

Yakumo nodded and then froze.

“What is it?” the girl asked afraid of what the answer might be.

“Lingling!” he gasped.

“Who?”

“Someone I met in HongKong, but she’s in Tokyo for a couple of days, I remember she phoned. I’ve got to get over there!”

“What’s the significance, I don’t understand?”

“If the Ningen really is in Tokyo you can bet that she has it, or is trying to con someone into giving it to her. And if I’m right, she’s in terrible danger.”

“What happened to the sling?” Lingling asked as Jake opened the door.

Jake looked at the plaster cast arm and smiled. “Don’t like ‘em.” He said, “besides, this’ll hold it together no problem!”

Lingling shrugged. Jake showed her into the apartment, a small, rundown, low rent accommodation with only a few sticks of furniture and grubby walls. Lingling shuddered, but Jake seemed quite at home in these adverse conditions as he guided her through into the living room. On the table sat the Statue of Humanity.

“Maybe I have misjudged him.” Lingling said to herself in a low voice, “If he really knew how much it was worth then he would have at least put it under lock-and-key.”

She went over to examine it.

“No!” cried Jake, “Don’t touch…”

Too late!

As Lingling touched the surface of the statue a sharp high pitched alarm went off.

“Turn it off!” she shouted.

“I can’t!” Jake said, “It goes on for another 3 minutes.”

“Oh great!” Lingling said covering her ears.

As if in reply to the deafening noise, the thundering rattle of machine gun fire blasted from outside. As the front door splintered and broke Jake and Lingling instinctively ducked, making sure they had the Ningen they sheltered from the bullet hail under the table.

“You often get complaints from your neighbours?” Lingling shouted over the noise.

“Not as soon as this!” Jake replied at a similar volume.

“Where’s the best way to get out?” she asked.

Jake thought for a moment. “Normally I’d say down the fire exit, but the last step’s about a six foot drop.”

“So we try to get out that way?” she said pointing at what was left of the door.

“We get out any way we can. Then we improvise.”

“That isn’t improvising?” she said with a smile.

Jake grinned. “The shooting’s stopped. Get ready to come out fighting!”

Two figures came in through remains of the door. One came in though a window from the fire exit. As one of the figures, a woman, entered the door she met a cheap table coming in her direction. The table caught her jaw, knocking it out of position. The figure did not flinch, but was knocked back by the force of the impact.

Taking advantage of the element of surprise, Lingling vaulted over the upturned table and landed in front of the woman. She gasped.

“Somehow,” Jake said from close behind her, “I don’t think they’re police officers.”

Lingling gazed at the body, which now assumed an impossible position.

“She couldn’t survive like that.” She said.

“Self defense.” Jake said calmly. “Now let’s move before…”

“She moved!” Lingling shrieked looking at the ‘dead’ police officer.

“Come on!” Jake shouted, “Let’s go!”

They took two steps further towards the exit when two men, also dressed in uniforms, blocked the way. Linglings reactions were swift and precise. She kicked the gun out of the hands of the first man and then punched him into the second. She felt the bones splinter and muscles start to tear under the skin of her opponent, who did not seem to register any pain at all.

“But,” she stammered, “I didn’t punch them that hard, I…”

“Don’t worry about that now.” Jake said gravely, his back turned to hers, “I don’t think you can kill them, that’s already been done.”

“What?” she said turning round. She saw Jake holding off the policewoman. Now that her shades had been knocked off, Lingling could see the glazed lifeless eyes which lacked the soul behind them to ignite life in them.

She turned again to face the last obstacle between her and the door. She went to attack him in a similar, but he was faster, more agile and much more powerful.

She did not even touch him before being struck by an invisible shield, which stunned her backward into Jake, who had just managed to break the neck of the policewoman and push her away. As Lingling got up and looked on in horror as the police chief proceeded in raising her first opponent to fighting health.

“Try some of that magic on me!” a voice cried defiantly.

Arnoth spun round to see Yakumo already airborne and seconds from making contacted. The Wu passed though the shield, crossing the pain barrier as he penetrated the protective field and landed a well-aimed blow to the head of Arnoth’s host. This sent the servant of Kaiyanwang staggering back. Taking advantage of a lull in the fighting, Yakumo pushed aside the other zombie and went to help up Lingling. As he pulled her to her feet his eyes fell on the person behind her.

“Jake?!” he said astonished.

“G’day there mate!” Jake replied with a smile.

“I didn’t know you knew each other.” Yakumo said getting over the first surprise.

“Huh?” they both said before looking at each other.

“You didn’t tell me you knew Yakumo?” they both said together.

Yakumo found it difficult not to laugh.

“Come on!” Jake said as the awkward moment passed, we need to get out of here before that lot come after us!”

Yakumo pointed to the fire exit, which they immediately scrambled for.

“I ‘borrowed’ a small truck from outside a garage, they won’t miss it until the morning. That should be enough time for us to get out of here at least.”

“Don’t forget this.” The Australian said picking up the statue.

“The Statue of Humanity!” Yakumo exclaimed, “where’d you…” there was a crash from behind them.

“Let’s go!” cried Lingling.

The three of them climbed down three floors worth of ladder. The ladder for the final level, however, was damaged. Fortunately the truck was parked almost directly under where they were standing.

“We’ll have to jump the last stage.” Yakumo said before launching up into the air and landing with a loud clang in the metal truck. A couple of seconds later there was another clang as Jake landed.

“I’ll get her started,” he said jumping out of the back and climbing into the cab. Lingling made the jump.

“We’re all in Jake, hit it!” Yakumo shouted.

The engine turned over and then died. It happened again… and again.

“What’s happening Jake?!” Yakumo shouted as he started to hear police sirens.

“Damn it!” Jake cursed, “It just won’t…” He stopped as the engine roared into life. “Hang on back there!” Jake shouted as he hit the accelerator.

The truck burst out of the alley and turned sharply into the road. Round the corner a police car with lights and sirens screeched round the corner in pursuit. Outside on the back Yakumo and Lingling picked themselves up, having been tossed from side to side from two sharp corners.

“What’re you trying to do you Maniac?” Lingling cried, “kill us?!”

Jake ignored her. Yakumo was peering at the drivers of the car behind.

“The zombies that broke into Jake’s apartment are the ones chasing us now.”

“Zombies?” Lingling said in disbelief.

Yakumo sighed, “Always the cynic.” He looked around the back of the truck. “We need something to throw at them.”

“Well,” replied Lingling, “when you find this object you can fill it with this stuff.” She held up a can of petrol.

“That’ll do.” He said grabbing the can and tearing off a sleeve from the clothes he was wearing and smearing it with petrol.

“What, you’re not going to use all of that are you?”

Yakumo nodded. “It’ll take a hefty punch to knock out those guys.” he pointed. A shot suddenly embedded itself in his arm. He clutched it in pain.

“Have you got a light?”

“Well,” she said, “I’m trying to cut down, but I guess this qualifies as an emergency.” Flicking the lighter she ignited the fuel soaked rag and lifted the can.

Yakumo, his wound now almost healed, took the can from her and guessed how much time until it blew. At the right moment he dropped it over the edge onto the road. The police car drove over it. With a combination of skill and luck, his timing had been perfect and just as the fuel tank of the police car passed over to top of the can it exploded. The fireball ripped up through the car, lifting it several feet in the air before it exploded again. The truck sped away as the car was still ejecting large fragments of hot shrapnel in all directions.

“We did it!” Lingling celebrated.

“Yeah, the question is what happened to that other guy…”

the car screeched to a halt sending Yakumo and Lingling hurtling towards the cab. When they looked to see why they had stopped they could only see a man dressed in a police chief’s uniform standing in the way of the truck. Jake was trying and failing to restart the motor.

“I guess it’s not over yet.” Yakumo said grimly.

“Spawn of Parvati! You will come with me and the Ningen and stand before His Excellency! Challenge me and I will destroy your friends–and then you.”

“Make a run for it!” Yakumo said to Jake and Lingling. “I’ll hold him off.” After overcoming Linglings briefly protesting look, Yakumo stood up, jumped to the ground and walked to face his opponent. When he was still quite a distance away he stopped and slammed his hand down on the floor.

“In the name of Yakumo Fujii,” he shouted, “I summon Tou Cho!”

Immediately three small trenches appeared in the pavement moving at blinding speed towards Arnoth and the host. Yakumo’s earth demon erupted before the servant of Kaiyanwang and tore though him like paper. Flesh ripped and decaying insides of the one time police officer fell to the ground with the splashing blood. Organs burst as they hit the hard surface and the upper body crunched as it landed beside the already prostrate legs.

Yakumo stood up and looked down the street. Jake and Lingling were already half way down the road.

“Jake!” Yakumo shouted.

He saw the two figures stop. He was jogging towards them when he felt a painful throbbing which covered his entire body. He felt his body jerk in fits of agony which swept through him. He quickly lost consciousness.

“Yakumo!” Lingling shouted.

He saw himself. He could see as if he was there but he could also see himself, like a recent memory. The light was bright all around him. The floor was just like the rest of the bright, multicoloured surroundings, but he was certainly standing on something solid. He looked around as if he knew this place, but couldn’t quite place it in his memory.

Suddenly, before him, a huge daunting figure appeared. It was standing as if it were human, but the appearance gave an impression which was to the contrary. The boots were black and so close to the body line that it was difficult to make out the transition from the boot to the flesh which occurred two thirds of the way up his calf. Around his waist he wore a thick heavy belt which supported the weight of a large sword with a sharp polished blade. Thick plated armour, a thick breastplate and a fine mesh, which looked similar to chain mail, protected the upper body. Three thin tubes came out of the armour from the rib cage on either side and disappeared round the side behind the belt. They twitched spontaneously as living tissue would do so. They were appeared to be tentacles, six in total, three on each side. His hands were like claws, each one razor sharp.

“Who are you?” Yakumo asked.

The mouth did not open but the words came like a thundering earthquake.

“I am the physical incarnation of Arnoth. An impression, if you will, of the noble body which I once possessed. Few see my true appearance, they’re normally dead by now.”

“I can’t die.” Yakumo said as a statement of fact.

“Correction. Your body can’t die. We are standing in your psyche. Your mind is here, and this is what I will fight for. When I destroy you, your body will be mine!”

“We’ll see about that!” Yakumo said taking a defensive stance.

“I was once one of the greatest Generals in the army of Kaiyanwang. I was in command of entire legions! I was feared more than his Wu, Benares!”

“I bet that looks good on your resumé.”

Arnoth snarled and drew the mighty sword, holding it ready to strike. Yakumo, weaponless, took a step back. Arnoth roared, lifting the blade and charging towards his opponent.

Yakumo ducked, dodged, sidestepped and jumped every attack. It took all of his speed and athletic ability to avoid being sliced by the cutting edge of the huge sword.

Arnoth lowered his sword slightly and spoke to Yakumo who was a few feet away and panting heavily.

“You can’t avoid me forever Yakumo!” Arnoth shouted. “You will tire and then you and then you will be mine! You see, in your mind, I can’t wear out, I have no body, no form. You however, are drawing energy from yourself. Your resistance to me is futile here!”

“You know something,” Yakumo said between breaths, “you’re right, this is my subconscious. I control the rules here don’t I?”

“Fool!” the demon shouted, “You will die!” and with that he charged again. This time Yakumo stayed where he was. Arnoth drew the weapon back and then thrust it down with all his strength.

Yakumo pushed his hand out and the sword immediately stopped where it was. The demon struggled to push the blade down, to make the kill, but instead it moved away. The sword clattered to the ground as the figure of Arnoth was sent hurtling backwards. Yakumo walked over, stooped and picked up the heavy weapon, the sign of Wu on his forehead was glowing.

The monster picked himself up, suddenly realising that he had been disarmed.

“No matter.” He said slightly less certain, “I will still destroy you!”

Yakumo smiled hatefully, “I wouldn’t bet on it.”

The two raced towards each other. Yakumo swung the sword but it was too heavy to move quickly. Arnoth easily avoided each attack, swiping at Yakumo with his clawed hands. He felt the back of his shirt rip and blood trickle down his back.

Mentally rethinking his strategy, Yakumo saw the sneer on the demon’s face, as he licked the blood on his hands.

“If this is all me,” Yakumo said looking around him, “then I’m everywhere.”

The monster launched another attack.

Yakumo raised the sword, pointing the tip of the blade down. Arnoth drew a claw back swiped. Just before the demon made contact Yakumo vanished.

The demon blinked and stepped back in surprise.

“Over here!” a voice called from behind him. Yakumo materialised and plunged the sword into the arm of the unsuspecting creature.

Arnoth screamed in pain as Yakumo twisted the blade and prized the limb off. Blood spurted in all directions. In a blind fury the creature struck out, catching Yakumo off balance and sending him sprawling to the floor. The sword moved away and vanished into the brightness of the surroundings.

“I guess this makes it a level playing field.” The Wu said to the demon.

The two enemies clashed again. Yakumo landed several powerful punches yet failed to make much of an impression on the well-protected body of Arnoth who retaliated by slashing Yakumo’s face and arm. The Wu dropped to his knees as the blood flowed freely from the deep cuts, which ran across his right cheek and down his arm.

Lingling now stood over the unconscious body of Yakumo.

“What d’ya suppose happened to him?” Jake asked.

Lingling shrugged.

“Look!” she cried.

“What’s happening to him?” Jake said somewhat shocked.

Yakumo’s body was bleeding across his cheek and down his arm. A small pool of blood was starting to form. Then he stopped breathing for a moment. Breath returned but choked and sporadic. His body twitched in contortion to the lack of oxygen.

“What do we do?” Jake asked.

“We need to get him to a doctor.” Lingling declared.

“And say what?” Jake replied, “Help our friend, oh by the way he’s immortal, but don’t let that bother you?!”

Lingling frowned, “Well we have to do something, listen!”

The body stopped breathing again, this time for longer, then it reluctantly started once more.

“How strong do you feel now Wu?” Arnoth cried in triumph. He was holding Yakumo up by his throat, crushing it so he could hardly breath.

Yakumo felt helpless. He did not have the energy to fight back in any way. He slowly felt his life-force drift away.

“Stop it!” a young girl’s voice commanded. “Leave him alone!”

Yakumo’s eyes widened in surprise. In spite of the pain the smallest of tears filled the corner of one eye.

“Pai.” He whispered weakly.

“Yakumo!” she cried in alarm.

“Is this the best you could do?” Arnoth snarled at Yakumo. “For that you deserve to die, horribly!”

The tentacles on either side of his body suddenly came to life and embedded themselves in Yakumo’s neck and sides.

From where the young girl stood she could see her Wu writhing in agony as Arnoth pumped a substance into Yakumo’s bloodstream through these tentacle shaped tubes.

“Jake!” Lingling shouted, “Look at his neck!”

A small hole appeared and grew larger, blood started to escape through the gap, adding to what was already swamping the pavement.

“What’s that?” Jake said, as the red blood started to have a thick viscous yellow substance flowing in it. As the yellow liquid touched the pavement it fizzed like a violently reacting acid.

“Yakumo!” Pai called out, “I can’t help you Yakumo! I’m like a memory, a part of you which will forever be me.”

“Pai!” Yakumo yelled between spasms of pain.

“Go away little girl.” The demon sneered. “This fight doesn’t concern you!”

Tears were now streaming down the girl’s face.

“I…I..”

“Pai.” Yakumo croaked

Then, without warning, she ran over to where Arnoth was holding Yakumo and started to pound his body as hard as she could.

“Let him go!” she cried.

“Impudent little maggot!” he roared, slapping her hard to the ground.

“You bastard!” Yakumo spat, “I’ll see you burn in hell!” he shouted raising his pain though the torment and snatching the tentacles with both his hands. With a reverberate holler he tore them out of both his body and Arnoth’s.

The demon cried out in pain and surprise, dropping the enraged Yakumo to the ground.

“Now BURN!” Yakumo commanded as two balls of fire formed in the palms of his hand. “Die you worthless slime!” he shouted dashing both hands on the body the demon.

The body of Arnoth exploded into a blazing inferno. The monster screamed once more and then faded away into nothingness.

Yakumo went over to where Pai was lying.

“You alright?” he asked gently.

The young girl looked up. “Yakumo.” She said, so softly he could hardly hear her. Then she slowly faded away before him.

“No!” he cried in desperation, “I need you Pai! Come back to me! Pai! I couldn’t have done that with out you, I…”

“The power was always within you Yakumo!” A familiar, but altogether less welcome voice said. “You just had to release it.”

Yakumo looked around, hovering above him was the Sanjiyan.

“I too am just a shadow, a part of your existence. You could call me a memory, but because our souls are one, it’s more than that.”

“What was that creature I just fought?”

The Sanjiyan looked grimly at her Wu, as if deciding whether or not to tell him.

“Parvati!” Yakumo said in a louder voice, “You have to tell me what you know.”

The Sanjiyan sighed. “He was an agent of Kaiyanwang. When the King ruled my race, he used Benares to control the Sanjiyan who lived in this dimension, and Arnoth to control the demons in the spirit world. Arnoth and Benares competed fiercely for the favour of their master, often fighting horrendous battles. When my people fought Kaiyanwang we banished Arnoth to the spirit world to live as one of those whom he commanded.”

“You made him into a spirit?”

The Sanjiyan nodded. “We thought at the time that we were reducing his powers, but in fact they increased. But he was locked In the spirit world forever or until someone with sufficient knowledge released him. Benares was left, weak, and it took him several centuries to master the magic required to enslave demons as he is capable of doing now.”

“Good job I killed this ‘Arnoth’.” Yakumo said cheerily.

“You did not kill him. You drove him out of your subconscious. You will fight him again.”

“So how can I possibly be expected to beat this guy?”

“Remember the most powerful magic of all. Even the might of Kaiyanwang has a weakness and he will never find this magic although he knows it exists.”

“What power? What magic?” The Wu asked.

“Pai found it. Now you must both find it.”

“But…”

“Remember,” she said fading away, “The power was always within you… both of you.”

Yakumo awoke with a start.

“Hi there mate!” a friendly voice greeted him, “You had us a little worried there for a moment.”

The blurred vision cleared and his eyes focused on the face of Jake McDonald who was standing over him in a small dimly lit room. The walls were plain white, the cupboard appeared to be mahogany and the bed, which he was lying on, was draped with expensive cloths. It took him a few moments to realise that this was one of the rooms in Lingling’s Tokyo apartment.

Yakumo had always questioned the logic of her buying an apartment even though she hardly stayed in it, but Lingling insisted that this was the cheapest way. And if Lingling thought that this was the most economical solution, it probably was.

“Ow my head!” Yakumo said wincing. “I’ve got a headache!”

“See!” said a voice from the door, “I told you that catching his head on the door frame wasn’t very sensible!” Lingling smiled and walked in.

“Fair go!” he replied, “I didn’t see you offering to carry him up eighteen flights of steps!”

She walked over and set down a hot cup of coffee.

“Did you put some of that special ingredient I asked for?” the Australian asked.

“No!” said Lingling, “The last thing I want is you drunk!”

“You’re worse than my mother!” Jake exclaimed.

Lingling took this as a compliment.

“Luckily,” Jake said with a smile, “I have a spare supply here!” he said winking at Yakumo and pulling out a small flask of whisky and pouring most of the contents into the Coffee.

Lingling sighed.

Yakumo smiled. “How long have I been out.”

“Well you stopped bleeding about an hour ago.” Lingling replied. “So we thought it safe to bring you here.”

Yakumo nodded.

“By the way,” she added, “I never got the chance to ask you, how did you know where to find me?”

Yakumo straightened up. “When I found you were out I bumped into one of your neighbours who said that you went to Jake’s address, but didn’t know who you were seeing or what about.”

“But I didn’t tell anyone where I was going.”

“That’s odd.” Yakumo frowned.

“The important thing’s you got there when you did!” Jake said, “else things could have been pretty nasty.”

Yakumo nodded, closing his eyes and drifting off into a deep sleep.

Opening one eye, then the other, she sat up. She was stiff from the hard rock slab where she had been forced to sleep. The three suns, which lit up the sky, flooded the room with light, catching the crystals that were embedded in the otherwise plain rock faced walls. She blinked several times to let herself get used to the light level.

“Where am I?” she said out loud. “Where’s Yakumo? Oh what a horrible nightmare!” she stood up and walked over to the thick oak door which barred her exit. She could hear laughter down the corridor.

“Excellent!” the voice said, “You will leave immediately, I need three subjects all around his age.”

“Yes my master.” Another voice replied.

There was a pause.

“Wait!” the first voice commanded. “I sense that our guest is awake.”

The voices were getting louder and closer.

“You can feel her presence so strongly?”

She backed up against the wall, trembling with fear and anticipation.

“I can feel her life force as if it were my own.” The voice answered, the other side of the wall.

Suddenly the wall and the door vanished and she saw the owners of the two voices. She gasped and tried to back away further, even if it meant going through the wall. She had to get away, she had to be anywhere but here. Before her Kaiyanwang and his Wu, Benares stood.

“Pai! Come here!”

Pai was petrified, unable to move.

“Very well.” The King said, “If your legs will not work for you they shall work for me!”

Pai felt her legs move towards him. She tried to tell them to get back but they refused to move where she told them to. As she got gradually closer, she felt Parvati stir within her. She could hear the weak voice of her Sanjiyan side talking to her.

Be brave Pai! Resist his evil, help is on the way. Yakumo will come!
Slowly her trembling stopped and she pushed all thoughts, of what the being before her was capable of doing, aside.

“You will find that resisting me will not be to your gain, and I will get what I want, one way or the other.”

Pai looked up at him, “You want power, power to rule the worlds.” She said, “Well you have power, enough to corrupt a thousand souls so its not surprising you’re as twisted as you are.”

“Brave words from a such little girl.” The King taunted.

“What would you know about bravery?” Pai countered.

“I know where it gets you.” He said.

“And where’s that?” she asked.

“In chains.” He said.

Pai suddenly found herself chained to the position that she stood in.

“Still feeling so brave?” he said with a wicked smile.

She glared at him.

“We’ll talk some more later.” He turned to Benares, “You know what you have to do.” The Wu bowed and left. Kaiyanwang took one last look at Pai and then left.

When she knew that he was out of sight and earshot, she cried.

Yakumo felt himself being uncontrollably drawn. His body was already halfway to the kitchen and he wasn’t even aware that he had got out of bed! Jake was also experiencing similar problems. Both popped their heads round the door at the same time and sniffed the aroma filled air.

“Just sit down and eat your breakfast!” Lingling ordered.

Without question, they obeyed.

“You know,” she said sitting down, watching Jake and Yakumo tucking in to their food, “I can’t remember ever seeing men make any constructive thought about anything, unless its about sex or food.”

“Mmm, whatever you say Lingling.” Yakumo said ignoring her remarks, completely engrossed in his food.

“Nice breakfast Lingling,” Jake said paying her statement similar attention.

She stood up and stamped her foot. “You two are enough to drive a woman insane!” she shouted.

“It wouldn’t be the first time.” Jake replied, still eating heartily as the kitchen door slammed shut.

Yakumo had a sudden thought and looked up.

“Jake?” he said.

“Hmm.” Came the distant reply.

“What happened to the Ningen statue? I don’t remember seeing it since we got here.”

Jake instantly stopped chewing. “Errm, the statue.” He repeated slowly.

“Jake?” Yakumo said frowning slightly, “I don’t like the sound of your voice. Where is it?”

“Err, well we decided not to tell you since you had such a rough night last night. We thought it best to tell you this in the morning.”

“It’s morning now.”

Jake paused, cursing as if he’d forgotten this fact, “Yes…well.. After you passed out and after you stopped bleeding… well, just before we moved you… emm.”

“Jake! Tell me!”

“The statue got taken.”

“WHAT!” Yakumo cried jumping out of his seat sending it shooting back. “How?”

“I don’t know exactly,” Jake defensively, “One minute it was in my hands, the next minute I felt it being pulled away. As soon as it left my hands it vanished!”

Yakumo’s expression fell. “It looks,” he said glumly, “like everyone still wants that statue. I wonder what’s so special about it?” he thought out loud.

The door opened again.

“What’s all this noise!” Lingling said, still slightly annoyed.

“I told him about the statue.” Jake said, not looking at her.

Understanding came into her expression, softening it slightly. “Ah,” she said, “I see.”

“This is not turning out to be a red letter day.” Yakumo said sitting down. At least he would have sat down had his chair, now shunted back several feet, been behind him.

“Ow.” He said from below table height.

After Yakumo found his chair, several minutes went by during which Lingling went back to her room and started to pack for Hong Kong. Yakumo sat slowly moving his food about on the plate, apparently preoccupied.

“Cheer up there mate!” Jake said, “It might never happen!”

“It already has.” Yakumo said softly under his breath.

“What?” the Australian said, straining to hear.

Yakumo looked up from his food, “Errm, I was just thinking, about something I dreamed the Sanjiyan said to me whilst I was unconscious.”

Jake remained silent, letting Yakumo continue.

“The power is in you, she said, both of you.”

“What power?”

“The power to defeat Kaiyanwang.”

“Kaiyanwang! I thought we defeated that guy when we knocked that Benares off.”

Yakumo nodded. “So did I. But she said we had the power.” He fought back his emotions.

“You and Pai?” Jake confirmed.

Yakumo nodded. “It’s just…” he stopped short.

Jake was alarmed to see a tear roll down his cheek.

“What is it?” he pressed.

“She died.” He said.

Jake stared dumb struck.

“She was killed by Chokai.” He said steeling himself to his own words.

“But you killed him! I saw him die! You killed Chokai!”

Yakumo paused and looked up.

“Well he was very much alive yesterday. Not now though.” He added.

“The important thing,” Lingling, who was standing at the door, said before Jake could reply, “is how did he come back alive.”

There was a thoughtful silence.

“I need to speak to someone.” Yakumo said at last getting up.

“Who?” they both asked together.

Yakumo smiled slightly, wiping away a tear.

“An old man in China.” He answered, “he taught me to fight and more importantly, when to think.”

Jake shook his head, “What good will he be?”

“He’ll be able to tell me all that I need to know.” Yakumo walked to the door, “I’ll need to stop off at Hong Kong first.” He said, “First I’ll go back to my place to get some clothes.”

“I have located three humans which you may find suitable.” Benares said, bowing deeply before his master. “They are all his age and even more importantly they are his friends.”

“Excellent!” The enthroned figure said, his third eye glowing.

“Master,” the Wu said uncomfortable about asking, “What did Parvati mean when she said that Shiva was dead?”

Kaiyanwang laughed. “As you know, not all the Sanjiyan were born with powers.”

Benares nodded.

“In fact, very few ever tasted any real ability. It ran in families, like any other family trait. The family of Parvati had such gifts and the entire family were all powerful sorcerers. I was of royal bloodline and happened to also have these abilities. I was the most powerful in my family, but I knew that I could never rule without the power of the spirit world.” The king looked at the bowed face of his slave. “When a Sanjiyan with great power is born, a secret ceremony is performed, using the Ningen No Zou, to give a second personality. This acts as a lock to stop the Sanjiyan from releasing its full power. I overcame this obstacle.”

“That’s not entirely true.” A defiant voice shouted from across the chamber. “It appears your spells are not as strong as you’d have us believe.”

Kaiyanwang smiled. “So Parvati, I wondered how long it would be until you broke those chains.”

Ignoring the remark Parvati spoke to Benares.

“The ceremony with the statue is actually used to stop a Sanjiyan from being overwhelmed with power which would eventually corrupt and twist the individual to insanity. Shiva was kind and gentle, until that monster tortured and killed him.” She glared at figure on the throne. “What pain must you have suffered in killing half of yourself?”

“I have heard enough.” The king said, “I am glad you could make it to this ceremony, since it is for you.”

“Ceremony?” the Sanjiyan frowned, “What are you talking about you.”

“Silence!” he roared standing from his throne. Raising his hand he started to chant out a spell. In front of him a dimensional gate opened, cracking with power and energy. Shrieks and screams were heard as the countless evil demons inside fought to be free.

The King controlled the spirits and kept the portal open and stable. He looked towards Parvati and smiled wickedly.

Instinctively the young Sanjiyan took a step back and raised her hands to protect herself. With her attention on Kaiyanwang and the dimensional opening she had not noticed Benares moving off to the side.

“I won’t let you destroy this world as you have destroyed countless other worlds!” she said forcefully. “You brought nothing but death and destruction to those worlds and I shall not be a part of it!” She raised he hands and was about to cast a spell when she was interrupted.

“That won’t be necessary.” Benares said, bringing his glowing hands together.

Parvati looked at her hands which were being magically forced together. As soon as her wrists touched she felt a sharp electrical sensation shoot down her arms. There was a flash of light and when eyes refocused on her hands they were magically bound together. She struggled against the glowing bonds of pure energy, which cuffed her hands together, in vain. Benares motioned with hand and watched as the Sanjiyan was lifted by her bonds high in to the air and then thrown through the dimensional gap. She screamed as her body was thrown helplessly into the other realm.

“Now.” The King commanded, “let the ceremony begin!”

Several days had gone by. Yakumo accompanied Lingling back to Hong Kong, leaving Jake behind. There he gathered the supplies which he knew he would need for what would be a treacherous climb in the Chinese Himalayas. With the time to now reflect on the events of the past few days Yakumo found he was still sensitive about Pai, which only drove him on to find his old Sansei and learn the truth of what really happened.

If Tin Zin had been alive he would have asked him what all this meant, but he had died. His was another death at the hands of Chokai.

It’s been three years, Yakumo thought, since I first met that old man, living in the mountains. He was the first one who really gave me the hope in finding Pai.
“He’s my last hope to sorting this whole mess out.” Yakumo said out loud as packed his belongings away.

“What’s that you say?” Lingling said walking into his room.

Yakumo jumped slightly.

“Oh!” he said recovering, “Erm, I was just thinking about my old master.”

“Who is he?” she said sitting down, “I hope you don’t mind me being nosey.”

Yakumo smiled. “Not at all,” he said filling up his bag. “Do you remember when I went into China about a year after Pai went missing and you lost contact with me.”

Lingling nodded, “You never did tell us why.”

“Well, I met someone who was… well, someone who knew about Pai.”

“What!”

“Well my father did find her in the Himalayas and she was over three hundred years old, in that time anything could have happened. Anyway, he also used to be a teacher in martial arts.”

“And so he taught you.”

“Yes, he told me that if I was going to help Pai, I needed to be a good fighter.”

“It sounds like he was speaking from experience.”

Yakumo nodded. “Pai had found the Ningen statue before, many years before she knew any of us. Even then the dark forces of Kaiyanwang were close enough to steal the statue.”

“How did they lose contact?” Lingling asked.

Yakumo shook his head, “I don’t know, he wouldn’t tell me. He also told me never to tell Pai about him. I don’t know why but I respect his wishes.”

“And you think that he can help me with Pai?”

“Yes,” he said, “When I thought I’d never see Pai again he taught me to be patient, to use the time to train, to be ready for when she needed me. On my final visit to him he sent me away telling me to come to Hong Kong. He said that there, I would find a way to Pai.”

“And from Hong Kong you went to Tokyo where you found her.” Lingling completed.

“There’s one thing about him though that will be the death of me.” Yakumo said.

“Yes?”

“His sense of humour.” he winced.

“His sense of humour?!”

Yakumo nodded and smiled hoisting up his bag on his shoulder. “Well, my plane leaves in about 2 hours, that should be enough time to get to the airport.”

“Two hours!” Lingling said, her eyes widening, “Quick get going!” she cried pulling him up and then pushing him out the door.

“Lingling?!” Yakumo exclaimed, “Why all the rush? It’s two hours! I’ll be there with time to spare.”

Lingling sighed, “The next thing you’ll be telling me is that you’ve forgotten that the carnivals on and blocking the streets.”

Yakumo’s eyes widened. “The carnival!” He said, “I forgot!”

He stood at the base of the mountain. After just making the plane and then a three-day climb through the mountain range Yakumo felt quite exhausted. He remembered where all the well-sheltered spots were and even where he had hidden his storage of firewood.

Although it was a mere hill to some of the other mountains in the Himalayas, it was still the largest he had to climb and the most awkward. After spending three hours climbing he decided to stop for a breather and admire the scenery. There was still nothing quite like the breath taking sights which this spot captured. Although, he thought, almost anything could take his breath away at this altitude, as he was still adjusting the thin air.

After regaining some of his strength he continued and soon he reached his goal. About half way up the mountain, it leveled off giving over a hectare of relatively flat land. Two large huts were surrounded by a successful attempt at cultivation. Yakumo still marveled at how the old man was still able to make this land give him the food which kept him alive. This environment was one of the harshest Yakumo could imagine anyone living in and even here his Sansei could still make things grow.

Walking along the narrow pathway Yakumo threaded his way to the larger of the two huts. He walked in.

The building looked much bigger on the inside than it did on the outside. The walls were red and decorated with oriental pictures and tapestries. Gold threads lined the ceiling and floor. The rocky floor had been warn down and polished to make an almost marble surface. On this ‘marble’ lay several mats and at the far end sat an old man kneeling in front of an altar. Yakumo could smell the incenses that had been recently burned. Taking his boots off he knelt down and bowed.

“I’ve been expecting you Yakumo.” The old man said without turning.

Yakumo cast his mind back to the last time they had met and something he had been told.

“Venerable master!” he said, still kneeling and not looking up, “I seek you wisdom and guidance!”

The old man got to his feet surprisingly easily considering his obvious age. He walked unaided over to where Yakumo was kneeling. Looking down, he opened his mouth and spoke:

“Why don’t we just cut the crap and start talking turkey! Who told you to speak like that anyway?” the rather animated old man asked.

Yakumo sighed, he realised he had been the victim of his master’s humour again and it was starting to wear a little thin.

“You did Sansei.” Yakumo said with a note of exasperation.

The old man shook his head. “You know what I always said to you Yakumo?”

“Take a bath?” Yakumo said instinctively.

“Other than that.”

“Always listen to what you say.” Yakumo remembered.

“Exactly!” the old man cried.

“But I did! That’s exactly what you did say!”

“Ah!” the wise man cackled, “I never told you to act on everything I said!”

Yakumo sighed. “You haven’t changed have you.” He said glumly.

“Neither have you.” The man replied, “Smile for once in your life!”

Yakumo forced a smile.

“I think I preferred you the way you were.” The old man said. “Tell me what brings you here?”

“Aren’t you going to tell me?” Yakumo asked slightly surprised at the question.

“People normally prefer it when I ask. You’re here because you want to know the answers to questions.”

“Yes.” He nodded, “It’s about Pai.”

“Did you find her?”

“Yes,” Yakumo said, “but…”

“And was that training useful after all?” the old man interrupted.

“Yes it was.”

“And you defeated Kaiyanwang?”

“Yes.”

“So what is your problem?”

“Pai’s dead.”

There was something of a shocked silence as the jovial expression fell from the old man’s face.

“Dead?”

Yakumo nodded, biting his lip.

“How can a Sanjiyan die?” the old man asked.

“The Sanjiyan is still alive.” He explained, “that’s why I’m still alive.”

“But Pai is the Sanjiyan.”

“They were separated.” Yakumo replied.

The old man shook his head. “You can’t separate them, they are the same being, just two different aspects of it. One is kind sweet and considerate, the other has a nasty temper and the powers to back it up.”

“But…”

“I don’t know who it was you saw die but it wasn’t Pai.” His Sansei interrupted.

As it dawned on Yakumo what this meant a small tear built in the corner of one eye. He masterfully suppressed it.

“Are you sure?” he said at last.

“Yakumo,” the old man said, “I know and more importantly you know.” he leaned foreword and touched Yakumo’s forehead. “Your thoughts are very muddled.” He commented, “Concentrate on your love for her. Let you conscious limitations go and set yourself free.”

Yakumo! A voice, Pai’s voice came into Yakumo’s head.

The old man removed his hand and left Yakumo’s thoughts to Yakumo.

He watched as the young Wu, his eyes tightly closed, smiled as if the weight of the world had been lifted from him.

“Pai.” He muttered.

The old man closed his eyes and smiled as his mind touched Yakumo’s.

“She hasn’t changed much.” He commented.

“I need to find her.” Yakumo said.

“How do you know that she is not supposed to find you?” the old man asked in his usual annoying way.

“I need to help her.”

“How do you know?” the man asked.

“As long as we remain searching for the Ningen No Zou, she’ll need me.”

“Have you not considered the possibility that you’ve already completed your quest?”

“Why then,” Yakumo said, “Am I still a Wu?”

There was a thoughtful pause on the part of the old man.

“I see you have considered it.” He said.

Yakumo froze as another image came into his mind.

“Arnoth.” He whispered.

“What did you say?” the old man said sharply.

“Arnoth.” Yakumo repeated, “He tried to kill me a few days ago.”

“Are you sure.” The man said seriously, “Are you sure it was Arnoth!”

Yakumo nodded.

The man sat back in stunned silence.

“You didn’t kill Kaiyanwang.” He said slowly.

Yakumo frowned not understanding.

The old man looked him in the eye.

“You didn’t kill Kaiyanwang, because Kaiyanwang is the only person with the power to resurrect Arnoth.”

“Meaning what?” Yakumo said not wanting to here the answer.

“Meaning Pai is in danger, great danger. By now Kaiyanwang will have her. You must go!”

Yakumo looked alarmed. “Go where?”

“Tibet!” he said, “Go to Tibet and find that monk Napalba. Go to the holy-land, hurry before it is too late!”

Arnoth appeared before his master. The shapeless being lowered itself to a level akin to bowing.

“Master please forgive my failure. I have no excuse for my incompetence, only this to offer your greatness.” The Statue of Humanity appeared before Kaiyanwang who bent down and picked it up.

“This statue,” the King said, “has just saved your life.” He pointed to the cauldron in which a picture of a girl and three boys around a bike appeared, “Go out, find these three humans and bring them to me. I want them alive, don’t fail me again.”

Arnoth disappeared.

Saruwatari looked at Natsuko.

“You’re joking!” he said, “You saw Yakumo!”

She nodded.

Hideyoshi looked at her equally dumb-struck. “How was he?”

Tatchan revved up the engine on one of the bikes they had hired, “Is he human yet.”

“No.” Natsuko replied. “I didn’t understand everything he told me but..”

“But what?” they all asked.

“He’s different… I don’t know, changed.”

“Well he would have done.” Tatchan said, “It’s four years since we saw him last. I bet we’ve changed a bit as well.”

Natsuko shook her head.

“No,” she said, “I really can’t describe it. You remember when he first became immortal, he was on the receiving end of every monster that went after Pai.”

The other three nodded.

“Well, I think that now he’s a little stronger, able to deal with some of the monsters that cross his path.”

There was a short silence.

“We need to get this bike tuned up!” Tatchan said listening to the motor ticking over.

“Tatchan!” Hideyoshi exclaimed, “we only just hired it out!”

“Well listen to it!” he replied.

They listened.

“I can’t hear anything wrong with it.” Said Hideyoshi.

“I think it sounds normal.” Saruwatari commented.

“Well I think it needs it!” insisted Tatchan

Natsuko laughed as she her three friends launched into another ‘does not’/‘does so’ argument. All of a sudden she felt a chill in the air. Doing up her coat zipper she tried to keep warm. The sudden drop in temperature had even interrupted the argument.

Saruwatari looked up at the Sun. “I thought it was meant to be quite hot today?” he said looking towards the others for agreement.

“Look!” cried Natsuko, pointing to a patch of land about ten meters away.

A small dust cloud had formed there and was rapidly forming into a vortex.

“Let’s get out of here!” Hideyoshi shouted.

In the nearby monastery, Napalba was completing his daily ritual. He placing a small clay jar containing incense on a shelf when he heard a voice at the entrance.

“G’Day there Nap!” came the Australian accent.

The clay pot hit the floor, smashing, allowing its contents to form a small puddle at the monk’s feet.

“McDonald!” he said without needing to look behind him.

“Aren’t you glad to see me?” Jake asked sounding slightly hurt.

Napalba was too easily provoked, “Can’t you ruin someone else’s life?” he asked.

Jake smiled.

“You heal quickly.” Napalba said trying to change the subject.

“Thanks Nap. Not as quick as Yakumo, but I guess that’s his trade secret, although it’s not much of a secret now.”

Napalba bent down and started to pick up the pieces of the pot. His attention was drawn by a commotion outside.

“Jake?” another familiar voice shouted, “is that you?”

“Not another one.” Napalba groaned.

Yakumo appeared in the door way. “I thought you said you’d be staying in Tokyo for the next couple of months?”

Jake shrugged, “I guess I thought since you’re going to the Holy-Land you’d need someone to supply the human blood. I’m not sure Napalba’s will work!”

“How did you know that I was going there?”

“When you’ve been in the business as long as I have you tend to pick up on these things. Call it a hunch but I thought you’d come here.”

“Lingling phoned you didn’t she?”

Jake looked shocked.

“Of course not!” he said indignantly. “I phoned her.” He admitted.

Napalba stood up holding the shattered pot in his hands. Yakumo was about to say something when a young woman rushed in.

“Quick!” she cried, “you’ve gotta help my friends! They’re just over that hill.” She pointed, “They’re being attacked by… Yakumo!”

“Natsuko!”

“Small world.” Jake commented.

“Do you two know each other?” Napalba asked in surprise.

“Umm, yes.” Yakumo said.

“Yakumo! You’ve gotta come now! Hideyoshi and the others are trapped!”

Without another word spoken Yakumo was out of the door and heading towards the hill Natsuko had pointed to. Behind him Jake was struggling to catch up.

Presently Napalba found himself alone having surrounded but seconds before. He picked himself off the floor and watched the distant figures disappear over the hill.

“What the..!” Yakumo gazed in disbelief.

Jake was close behind him. “How’d you suppose this happened?” he asked.

Before them lay the broken remains of a motor bike. It was thickly covered in dust and dirt from the surrounding area. There was no sign of anyone else anywhere.

“Hideyoshi!” Yakumo called out.

“Saru!” Natsuko joined in.

“I don’t think there’s anyone about.” Jake said, stating the obvious.

Yakumo turned to Natsuko. “What actually happened?”

She was clearly traumatized by what had happened so it took her a while to respond.

“There was a dust storm, a very small one, it was so powerful none of use could even move. I could have imagined it but I thought I heard a voice coming from inside the dust storm.”

Yakumo paused. “A voice? What did it say?”

She thought for a moment, “Something like, ‘you will become one with my master’.”

“May be it’s the same fella you had?”

“Arnoth?” Yakumo said. “Perhaps. I’m sure it has something to do with Kaiyanwang.”

“Why do you say that?” Natsuko asked.

“Because everything that’s happened to me has been designed to get me to the Holy Land and to face Kaiyanwang.”

There was a shocked silence.

“I thought we killed Kaiyanwang.” Jake said.

“So did I.” Yakumo said, “What we actually saw though was the complete opposite. We actually released Kaiyanwang by breaking the seal on his prison under the temple.”

Natsuko looked quite lost by the this explanation. She wandered over to the bike and brushed off some of the dirt.

“So what’s going to happen about the others.” She asked.

“I’ll go back for them.” Yakumo said, “I’ll find them and I’ll find Pai.”

Jake frowned, “I thought you said that Pai had…you know.”

“I was wrong.” Yakumo beamed.

“Yakumo,” Natsuko said, “If I understand what you’ve said, won’t you be walking into a trap. I mean if Kaiyanwang has been trying to get to the holy-land, aren’t you walking into his hands?”

“Probably.” Yakumo said grimly, “But if I’ve got to go then I want it to be on my terms.” He spotted Napalba coming towards them and called out to him. “Napalba!” he shouted, “I need to get to the holy land!”

The monk stopped in his tracks. “Yakumo, are you sure?”

Yakumo nodded, “I have to go. The others lives may depend on it.”

The monk nodded. “We must hurry, The incense burner was left in the cavern at Coamlone. We must travel to be there before midnight.”

Jake frowned, “Why? What’s so special about midnight?”

Napalba explained, “Ever since you traveled to the holy-land, the incense burner has remained in the cavern and every night a small gate way is established. It happened suddenly one night after you had left for Tokyo.”

“Well what are we waiting for?” Jake cried.

Yakumo turned to Natsuko, “You stay here,” he said, “if we’re wrong or something happens you need to be here.”

She nodded. “Be careful Yakumo.” She said softly so only he could hear.

Yakumo smiled.

“Yakumo! Get a move on!” Jake shouted, halfway back to the monastery.

There were only a few minutes left when they finally reached the cave, the entrance to the chamber where the incense burner lay. Numerous torches lighted the dark subterranean cavern. Yakumo remembered where Tin Zin had died less than a fortnight ago. He saw Napalba bow slightly at the same spot. His friend obviously was keenly aware of the significance of this site too. Yakumo stopped before the walking through and turned to face Jake who was about to follow him. He took off his blue headband, folded it neatly and gave it to Jake.

“Take care of this for me will you?” he said, “Hopefully I won’t need it when I come back, but if I do I don’t want to buy another one, it took me ages to find one that colour! ”

Jake looked at Yakumo. “Wait a minute there mate! I’m coming with you!”

Yakumo shook his head. “I can’t let you come with me. I don’t know what I’m up against. If Kaiyanwang is alive then he could kill you with just one thought. If what Pai used to tell me about him is true then he makes Benares seem merciful!”

Jake was about to protest when Napalba spoke up:

“Jake, only one person can enter this gate way at a time.”

“How do you know?” Jake said turning on the monk who simply shrugged.

Jake turned back to Yakumo.

“Yak… where’d he go?”

As if in reply there was a massive flash of light from the next cavern followed by what sounded like a clap of thunder.

“Damn!” the Australian cursed.

The young Wu felt his body pulsate with pain. The intense light on all directions blinded his eyes. He could feel his body moving although he could still sense the ground underneath his feet. Suddenly he felt his body immersed in a cool liquid, which tasted like water. Banking on having the element of surprise, Yakumo launched himself off the ground and though the water. As he reached air he opened his eyes.

This clouded image that was Arnoth hovered before his master.

“You have done well.” Kaiyanwang said from his throne. “The humans you found were perfect and the Statue of Humanity is now mine!”

Benares stepped forward. “It won’t be long before Parvati’s Wu is here.”

The master nodded. “Then we shall crush him. Is the Sanjiyan ready?”

“Yes master.” Arnoth said. “When you summon her she will be ready.”

Under the white cloak, which covered most of his face, the King’s eyes looked up to see the statue of humanity resting on a gold column which rose slightly above where he was sitting on his right.

“Once I have disposed of the Wu, I shall allow my hordes from countless other worlds to dominate the planet they call Earth and destroy the humans that infest it.”

Both Arnoth and Benares bowed.

Suddenly the cauldron erupted as a figure soared into the air, somersaulted and landed on the steps before Kaiyanwang’s throne.

The figure, who was slightly disorientated, took a step back and raised his hands in a defensive stance. Benares and Arnoth parted to allow clear sight to their master.

“So you must be the famous Yakumo Fujii.” The King said standing up. “Enjoy what life you have left, it won’t be a very long one.” He looked to the left of where Yakumo was standing.

“Come forward!” he commanded.

Yakumo followed the gaze. To his horror he saw three people about his age come out of the shadows. Each one had the sign of the void clearly marked on his forehead.

“You coward!” Yakumo shouted, “You can’t even fight me yourself, you have to get others to do it for you!” He took three steps up towards Kaiyanwang.

“Come no closer!” Benares ordered from the shadows.

Yakumo took another step and found himself blown backwards to where he started. He looked at what must have been a transparent force field, which the older Wu had set up.

“Tatchen! Saru! Don’t you recognise me? It’s Yakumo, Yakumo!”

“You fool!” the King shouted, “Don’t you see? They are totally under my control and are obedient only to me! See the way they look at you, they are no longer your friends, they are my slaves.”

Yakumo looked, their expressions were all the same. Each one was enraged with a blinding hate, which seemed focused on Yakumo.

“Now my slaves.” The master said, rejoicing in the predicament that he had set his young enemy, “Destroy Yakumo!”

The three Wu’s formed a triangle around him and then advanced. Tatchan was the first to attack. He ran towards Yakumo clenching his fist and swinging at him. Yakumo easily avoided the blow but left himself open to the other two Wus. Saruwatari grabbed him from behind and put him in a lock. As Yakumo struggled to free himself, Hideyoshi kicked him hard. As he felt the pain in his ribcage race through him, Tatchan’s fist made contact with Yakumo’s jaw, which knocked it out of joint.

Saruwatari released him.

Yakumo took the opportunity, elbowing Saruwatari, he caught sight of Hideyoshi advancing on him with a small pocket knife. As the blade raced towards Yakumo’s face, Yakumo caught the hand holding the knife and forced it backwards. Suddenly Yakumo felt the weight of Tatchan on his back strangling him. He staggered forward forcing the knife back further until Hideyoshi let it go and allowed it to plunge into his shoulder.

As Yakumo felt another push from behind he was forced to put more pressure on the knife. He heard his friend scream in pain as the knife tore through the flesh down his right hand side.

Throwing Tatchan off him, Yakumo went towards Hideyoshi whose wound was already healing.

“I came to rescue you!” he cried, “not to fight you! Listen to me!”

Saruwatari dived, tackling Yakumo low and pinning him to the ground. Hideyoshi, now fully recovered, grabbed his arms as Tatchan advanced carrying a large stone statue in his hands. Yakumo’s eyes widened has his friend held the stone above his head and prepared to dash it.

“Alright.” Yakumo said, “If that’s how you want to play it.”

Using all his strength he lifted Saruwatari, who was pinning his legs, into the air using him to block the statue which Tatchen threw. The human shield worked, as Saruwatari coughed up a mouthful of blood as the stone object made contact with his skull. The effect was his weakened grip, which allowed Yakumo to throw him off. With his feet clear he now concentrated on his arms. Hideyoshi was the strongest of the three and Yakumo struggled hard before finally pushing him off.

The three of them regrouped, facing their opponent.

Yakumo concentrated his mind and started to focus his power. “I will not fight you.” He said.

Tatchan laughed, “Then you’ll die!”

Yakumo shook his head. “I don’t think so.” He said raising his hands and starting to chant.

The gauntlet down, the three of them charged Yakumo. As they neared him however, they felt a force pushing them away. The closer they got that harder they were pushed. They tried from several angles but all in vain.

Yakumo kept chanting, pushing his friends away, not letting them get near him or him near them.

“Is this your great victory!” Yakumo shouted at Kaiyanwang, “Is this stalemate your only way of fighting me!”

“Enough!” the King growled at the three. “Stand aside.” He commanded, “Now,” he said to Yakumo, “Lets see how you deal with real magic.”

Yakumo readied himself for anything. Anything–except what did happen.

From behind the comparative giant that was Kaiyanwang, a smaller figure stepped out. The figure raised its hands to do battle, and then stepped into the light.

Yakumo felt his heart stop.

“Oh Shit.” He said before being lifted off his feet by the first blast, carried though the air and rammed against the rocky wall at the far end. As his body landed he could taste the blood drooling from his mouth.

The Sanjiyan was already advancing, pressing her advantage. The energy, which had built up on each hand and the third eye, linked together and shot towards Yakumo who managed to dodge some of the blast but was again lifted off his feet.

“Sanjiyan!” he shouted in desperation, “It’s me! It’s Yakumo!” He heard a triumphant laugh from where Kaiyanwang was now sitting.

“Sanjiyan!” he said again.

“Be quiet!” she commanded. Raising her hand, lifting several large rocks into the air and hurling them in his direction. Yakumo dived out of the way as the small boulders impacted causing some of the ceiling to cave in.

Again and again Yakumo was blown from one side of the chamber to the other. His feeble attempts at magic were easily overcome by the Sanjiyan’s immense power. As he got up, cut and bleeding all over his body, he could feel where several bones had cracked, been chipped or broken.

“Parvati!” he pleaded, then he stopped. He tried a different approach.

“Pai.” He said.

The Sanjiyan hesitated.

“Pai.” Yakumo said again taking a step closer, “Pai! It’s me, Yakumo.”

The Sanjiyan looked slightly troubled and then smiled wickedly.

“Pai?” she said, “Pai’s dead, you killed her, remember?”

Suddenly, instantaneously, Yakumo’s life lost all meaning and purpose. He did not even try to defend himself from the next attack the Sanjiyan launched.

“Parvati!” Kaiyanwang commanded, “Kill him.”

The Sanjiyan turned to face her Wu.

She hesitated slightly.

“I ordered you to kill him!”

She raised her hands.

Yakumo looked her in the eye and then, closing his eyes, he prepared to die. Which did not really matter that much now, Pai was gone and soon he would be as well.

“Y-Yakumo.” A timid voice called out.

Yakumo stopped breathing. He opened his eyes slowly not even daring to believe what his ears told him.

He saw her. The third eye had closed and his beloved Pai was standing before him, smiling weakly.

“Pai!” he gasped in rapturous wonder. He stepped forwards and lovingly embraced her. “Pai.” He whispered again, “You’re alive!”

As tears ran down her cheek, she put her arms round him. “Oh Yakumo,” she said, “I was so scared.”

“It’s okay now.” He told her, “We’ve broken his spell.”

“Yes!” roared the King, “and now face the consequences of your actions!” spreading his arms, he held his hands out, “Yakumo!” he Kaiyanwang cried, “Now you shall face your greatest torment!” Instantly he, with Pai and Yakumo, disappeared.

There was a rocky causeway that ran across a small lake of molten lava on each side that bubbled. The rock faces, which were the walls and ceiling, were taller and even darker grey than in the main chamber. The causeway was about ten meters long with an exit at either side.

Kaiyanwang stood at one entrance, Pai was in the center. She looked around, trying to find Yakumo. She had been in his arms but moments before being transported here. There was nowhere that he could hide, nowhere that he could be.

“Yakumo!” she shouted, “Yakumo where are you!” she looked at the King who was smiling. “What have you done with him!” she shouted at him.

“Pai.” Came a weak voice from above her. She craned her neck to follow where it had come from.

“Yakumo!” she cried.

Yakumo was very much higher off the ground than she was. Chained to the wall he was hanging nearly thirty meters above her on her right. Directly below him was red-hot lava. He was struggling to set himself free, but to no avail.

“Let him go!” she ordered.

The King shook his head. “Not yet,” he said, “Maybe when I’ve finished. On the other hand, he may prefer I kill him when I’ve finished–if he’s alive.”

Pai frowned. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“What do I mean.” He repeated, “Well… allow me to demonstrate.” He raised a hand. Slowly clenched his hand into a fist.”

Pai instantly clutched her throat, which was contracting fast. She stopped breathing as the air passage started to collapse.

“Y-Yak… Yakumo!” she tried to shout, falling to her knees as she fought to get air into her lungs.

“You filthy slime!” Yakumo shouted struggling furiously at the chains which bound him to the wall. “Leave her alone! When I get down from here I’ll tear you apart.”

Kaiyanwang looked up at him, “Be quite! No, better still, I’ll tear you apart!”

Yakumo felt his body start to contort and stretch. Then, he felt something tear away at his chest. He cried out in pain, as his clothes became drenched in blood.

The King looked back at the young Sanjiyan, still lying on the floor gasping for what little air she could inhale. He smiled. “So, you want air to breathe. Very well.”

He released her throat and summoned a gale, which blasted its way through the entrance behind him. Pai was lifted off her feet, blown back half the length of the causeway and pushed off the edge.

“Pai!” Yakumo yelled in spite of the pain. “I’ll do anything you want!” he shouted, just let her go!”

“Not yet,” came the reply, “I’m having too much fun!” Kaiyanwang laughed.

From where Yakumo hung, he could see her hands keeping her from the burning magma below. Pushing down hard she lifted herself back onto the causeway, rolling into the centre, panting.

“Pai!” Yakumo shouted, “Run away, try to get away from him!”

The King laughed. “What chance has she from escaping from me! You fool, she is unable to use her magic and has no where to run to. Just hang there and let her suffer!” he sneered viscously.

Waving his hand, Kaiyanwang produced a multitude of tiny darts, which appeared in front of him.

“No! Don’t do it! Pai!” Yakumo bellowed helplessly

Motioning with his arm, he sent the darts hurtling towards her. Pai scarcely had time to avoid them as she got to her feet. Many of them tore through her clothes and pierced her skin. Her hands and face became gashed and as blood trickled from the scores of cut Yakumo became further frustrated and enraged.

“You bastard!” Yakumo shouted, his hands and arms started to glow with power as he focused his hate and rage on the chains that bound him.

Kaiyanwang ignored the shouts from above him, focusing all his attention on Pai, who had again fallen to her knees, tears running from her eyes from the pain. He walked towards her.
“Pai! Look out!” Yakumo shouted in alarm.

Pai, exhausted, looked up. Kaiyanwang towered over her. He thrust a talisman–and inscribed ward– on her forehead. She screamed in pain as it burnt her skin, her nose started to bleed and from her mouth she vomited small amounts of blood. She tried to tear it off, but having neither the strength nor the power to tear it off, she only succeeded in burning her hands.

Yakumo tugged and pulled at his chains as hard as he could. He felt a muscle start to tear under the strain.

Kaiyanwang laughed as the young Sanjiyan struggled with the charm, which was slowly killing her.

Yakumo roared. The sign of Wu on his forehead glowed and his arms and hands pulsated with energy. Channeling this energy through himself he released his rage. The wall behind exploded with the force, breaking the chains and launching Yakumo off the wall and towards the causeway.

The King was still watching Pai slowly being tortured, oblivious to anything else around him.

Yakumo drew back a fist, concentrating his powers, he prepared to make contact. “DIE!!” he bellowed.

 “Wha…” Kaiyanwang’s head snapped up in surprise and shock. He had just enough time to block the aerial attack.

Yakumo powered his way to his target. The resulting explosion blew the King, who had completely underestimated the Wu’s power, back. Yakumo watched his body lift up, over the edge of the causeway and into the lava, which churned and spluttered before erupting. Above him the roof started to shake and crumble, large pieces fell into the pool of molten rock.

Yakumo rushed over to Pai. Ignoring the pain he pulled off the ward.

“Pai!” he said, concerned at the extent of her injuries. He touched her cheek with his hand. She looked up with a weak smile. As he helped her to his feet he noticed that like him, her injuries also healed very quickly.

The ground started to shake under their feet.

“We’ve got to get out of here!” she said, her voice almost back to normal.

Yakumo smiled, “You think you’re up to running?”

She nodded.

“Come on then, I think it’s this way.” Yakumo said pulling Pai through the exit and into a long, narrow corridor. He took two steps forward and then hesitated at the sight of a huge figure a few meters ahead. Behind them the roof totally collapsed and blocked the way they had just come.

“So,” the figure said, “No where to run.”

“Benares,” Yakumo growled. “I’m warning you I’ve just knocked off you boss and if you don’t beat it you’ll be next.” He said in his boldest voice.

Benares laughed. “Alright then Yakumo. I’m standing here, take your best shot.”

Pai tugged on his shoulder. “Yakumo,” she said, “Please, don’t… there must be another way.”

Yakumo shook his head. “He’s right,” he said, “There is no alternative.”

“Yakumo.” She pleaded, “I don’t want to lose you.”

“Pai, no matter what happens, We’ll always have the love we share.”

Two tears ran down her face.

“Remember Pai, I’ll always love you.” He said turning to face his opponent and then charging.

“Yaahh!” he cried striking at Benares who stayed motionless until the last moment. Yakumo did not even make contact as Benares punched his stomach lifting his body off the ground and embedding it into the wall. Yakumo coughed up blood as Benares extracted his fist and then grabbed his hair with the other hand.

Pulling Yakumo’s limp body out of the hole in the wall, Benares flung it down the length of the corridor. He landed at the feet of Pai.

“Yakumo!” she cried getting down to see his face.

Gently he pushed her away. “I’ll be alright.” He said trying to stand, vomiting blood as he did so.

“No Yakumo!” she shouted as he stepped forward toward Benares.

Again Benares swung at him, but this time Yakumo ducked, avoiding the blow completely. He tried to press the advantage, rising up to strike him, but Benares was again one step ahead. Cupping his hands the mighty Wu blasted Yakumo with magic. He did well to stand up against it for the few seconds he did, before being blown to the floor.

Benares watched as Yakumo slowly picked himself out of the crater in which he was now embedded. Suddenly Benares’ expression turned from that of triumph to that of horror.

“No! No!” he cried, “What have you done you hag!”

Yakumo watched as a puddle of light developed beneath his enemy’s feet and Benares was fast sinking into it. He started to fire whatever magic he could think of to use at it.

“Stop it! No! Please!” he shouted, “No! Aaahh!” he screamed before sinking from sight. All that could be was a muffled scream before the puddle evaporated completely.

Yakumo looked back at Pai. The third eye was open.

“Sanjiyan.” He gasped, “What did you do to him.”

“Quickly!” she said, ignoring the question. “The Ningen statue is in the next chamber!”

They ran forward and turned into a large expansive room, which Yakumo recognised as the place where he first arrived.

Out of the shadows three figures stepped out.

Yakumo raised his hands, in no way ready for another fight.

“Stop!” commanded the Sanjiyan.

The three, without Kaiyanwang to control them did as they were told. Yakumo ran to where the Ningen statue lay.

He brought it to the Sanjiyan. “Please release them Sanjiyan.” Yakumo begged.

The Princess looked at her Wu uncooperatively.

“Please Parvati!” Pai’s voice suddenly said, pleading her other half.

The third eye looked down.

“Alright Pai,” Parvati said, taking the statue. She raised it above her head. From what seem like all corners of the room energy flowed to the Ningen. Like lightning it fed into the three figures which had been carved on the statue.

“Now,” she commanded, “You must all of you touch it.”

None of them stepped forward.

“You will,” she hypnotized, “step forward.”

Slowly the three moved towards her and the statue. One by one they all touch it. They were each surrounded by a glowing aura, which enveloped them. Yakumo watched as the sign of Wu disappeared from each forehead. Then, as if waking up from a dream, they blinked back into reality.

“Where am I?” Tatchan asked.

“Yakumo?” Hideyoshi exclaimed.

“Oh my head.” Saruwatari groaned. “Is that Pai!”

The Sanjiyan closed her eyes as each one disappeared and dropping to one knee from exhaustion. The third eye closed.

“Pai?” Yakumo said softy.

Suddenly there was a huge crash from the roof above.

“Now what?!” Yakumo said lifting Pai to her feet and taking cover. The last remnants of the ceiling gave way and a huge creature swooped in to the large chamber and landed a little distance from where they were standing.

“Feio!” Pai cried jubilantly.

“Feio!” Yakumo said. “Thank goodness for that!” he added, climbing on the monster’s back, “I’ve had too many nasty surprises today!”

Once they were on they, the huge creature launched itself up into the air and out of the chamber. As they moved away, Yakumo could get a better idea of the size of the building. It dominated the landscape for miles around, not that there was much on the landscape to dominate.

Once they were out of sight, Feio found a suitable place to land and settled on the desert ground.

Yakumo descended to the ground and helped Pai down. He looked down at the ground. “I thought I’d lost you.” He said at last. “I thought I’d never see you again.”

She turned around to face him.

“I… you’ll never lose me Yakumo.” She said, taking a step towards him.

He looked down at her and her up at him. A small joy filled tear ran down her cheek as Yakumo, cupping her face in his hands, moved his face nearer hers and kissed her.

He felt a massive surge of uncontrollable joy run through him. As he looked lovingly into her eyes, he could feel something special grow between them. He felt a warmth bind them together and brilliant glow surround them.

“Is that..” he started.

Pai nodded.

“…the special light.” He finished before kissing her again.

Feio suddenly roared. They both looked at the creature who was obviously distressed.

“What’s wrong?” Pai asked.

The monster roared again.

“He’s frightened.” Pai said.

The ground shook. All around the noise echoed from mountain to mountain. Yakumo caught Pai as she nearly fell to the ground. In the distance they could see a massive bubble of energy build, lighting up the sky and creating several sand storms in all directions. The ground opened up in several places forming huge chasms through the flat plains. At the center was a large figure with clothes burnt in several places and his third eye a blaze with fury.

“You!” he shouted, “Will die!”

Pai took a step back in fear. Yakumo tried to think how to defend against someone this powerful.

Kaiyanwang was now much nearer. His eye opened pushing Yakumo away from Pai.

“Yakumo!” she shouted.

Feio had by now backed away and now was frozen with fear of the powerful Sanjiyan.

Calling upon his vast reserve of power the King blasted Yakumo into the air and then threw a talisman at his body, which exploded on impact.

He advanced on Pai who stumbled trying to get away. Picking her up by her throat he threw her onto the floor, raising his hand to casting another spell.

“In the name of Yakumo Fujii,” Yakumo shouted, “I summon Tou Cho!” Immediately the earth demon appeared and headed towards the King.

“Fool! You’re pitiful magic is no match for me!” he said, pointing at the three furrows which approached him. The small demon exploded and died.

Pai used this opportunity to get away. She scrambled back to Yakumo who stood between her and Kaiyanwang.

Then he heard a voice repeat something in his head. He remembered something he had been told not long ago.

“There is a magic which Kaiyanwang cannot defeat…”
It suddenly came to him.

“Pai,” he said. She looked up at him as if she had read his mind.

Putting his arm around her he watched the powerful Sanjiyan raise both his hands. A ball of energy formed between them which cracked with power.

“Now.” He cried, “I will kill you both!”

“I love you Pai.” Yakumo said holding on to her.

The King threw the bubble at them. Yakumo placed his hand forward to catch it. He felt Pai placed her hand on his. The ball impacted and exploded in a huge blinding light…

“And so what happened after the flash?” Lingling asked inquisitively.

“I’m not sure,” Yakumo replied. “Kaiyanwang was nowhere to be found. In fact, when we woke up we had left the Holy-Land completely.”

“What!” she exclaimed, “You mean you don’t even know what happened to him!”

Yakumo nodded. “The only depressing thing was that the Ningen statue was lost.”

Lingling looked downcast, “We never have that statue for more than about three minutes it seems. How do you know that Kaiyanwang doesn’t have it?”

“When Princess Parvati returned my friends, the statue went with them.” Yakumo explained, “But it didn’t turn up where they did. When Pai and I woke up, she told us that it was here somewhere but she did not know where.”

“Oh great!” she said sarcastically, “Well, much as I’d like to find it, at least there’s no rush to finding it.”

“Actually, if Kaiyanwang is still alive, then he’ll need the statue to increase his powers. Also, Arnoth was never found. He must either be still in the Holy-Land or he came here and if one of Benares’ followers gets any bright ideas about releasing him…”

Lingling nodded, “What did happen to Benares?”

“I don’t know,” he shrugged, “Parvati wouldn’t tell me exactly, something about binding him to the Earth? I didn’t understand.”

“So you came here to escape from the police.”

“Erm, no Parvati ‘changed’ reality. Pai hasn’t ‘died’ and I’m not a killer. We’ve seen her Grandparents, Kenken and Don were pretty distraught at losing their friend, but they sort of understood in the end. The hard bit was convincing them that Pai wasn’t human.”

Lingling smiled, “That bit is a little tricky.” She admitted, “What are you intending on doing now?”

Before Yakumo could answer, Pai came in to the kitchen.

“I’m ready!” she said cheerfully.

“Okay.” He replied, “We’re leaving.”

“Now!” Lingling exclaimed. “You’ve only just got here!”

Yakumo shrugged.

Lingling sighed, “Well, take care both of you. Pai, make sure you take good care of Yakumo.”

Pai laughed.

After picking up their things, they left the Yogekisha Company headquarters and made their way out into the streets. As they blended into the thickly crowded streets they both knew that their adventure was long and had only just begun, but most importantly it had begun for them, together.

