How the Kitsune was Tricked into Life or, the Birth of the Red Fox

Translation notes:

NOTES:     

haori –shirt and hakama –doubleskirt 

Arigatou-Thank you    

 Chotto-Just a minute (sometimes as chotto matte)        

Onegai-please       

Hai –yes    

-san - respective, like “Mr.” 

Kitsune-spirit/demon fox, messenger for Inari (the rice god), honor code, shapeshift, tricks, seduce men for some gain (but the act drains their life energy...I made it to death, not sure how accurate that is). The vampiricism can be counteracted with Teh True Love, hypnotize people through a swaying movement of their tail(s)--not sure if eyes are connected to that, but I like them to be :D.
kitsune-bi - foxfire (usually from the tail)  

Byakko-spirit/silver fox   

Aishiteru-I love you

Kagu-Zuchi- a fire god (there’re a couple)
As the sun began its ponderous descent, a gaunt, ghostly figure of a woman whispered through the village.  Her lengthy hair flowed behind her, a midnight waterfall cascading against the diaphanous white cloud that was her haori and below that, the streaming but tattered sunset red hakama.  Some form of priestess, then.  But strangely, she kept her eyes slit and toward the ground as if in dishonor.  Even more strangely, the villagers were not gabbling gossip over the strange presence—most even ignored her.

Eventually, the woman with a face pale to match the full moon arrived at the old, moldering well at the center of the village.  She reached toward the hollow with a hand white even at the nails and coughed delicately.  The two villagers that had been standing on the other side of the well took a step back, whispering among themselves.  Should they be hospitable? Or did the strange woman bring a sickness that would destroy their families?

The woman tilted her head toward each of them, black hair washing across her shoulder like the jingling of invisible bells.  After a pause as if testing the air, the woman faced one, eyes still lowered modestly.  “Onegai…I have been traveling long and seek a meal and shelter for the night.”

The villager, a stout matron with a fresh bandage about her arm squinted at the ethereal presence.  “I could offer you a hard floor, but I’ve got 10 mouths to feed and barely the victual for that, what with this break and all.”

The woman’s mouth twitched infinitesimally and a glint of sunlight sliced from her shielded eyes to the expert wrapping.  Another barely visible twitch.  “Perhaps your village healer would be able to help me?”

“Kenji?  You’re welcome to try your luck, but he’s a strange one even for a healer.  Keeps to himself mostly.  His hut always smells like fried bean curd--like as not that’ll be your sup’ if he takes a liking to you.”

Strangest darkness fell upon the woman’s countenance and she sighed like the lost soul of the ocean.  Silence.

“He’s a good man.” The matron said, almost as if she saw the change in the other’s mood.  She did see it.  And wanted to get away from the chill tendrils.  Her friend—sister, touched her shoulder.

“Yuki, your children are waiting…” A reason to move.

The two women gave the third a polite bow and well wishes before they departed.


A faint knock at the door startled the tousled man out of his prayer.  His heart pounded like lightning in his chest as he dashed out the candles that surrounded him.  The rest of the village thought him strange enough without them knowing what he did with all his time alone.  He paused as the knock came slowly again.

“Chotto!” he called in a voice like the resonant forest tinged with confused precipitation.  All the fire should have left a warmth but he felt chilled…strangely, comfortably so.


“Welcome…” He said to the woman before him when he opened the door, eyes widening in wonderment at the quietly glowing visage.


“Onegai…I have been traveling… “  Her voice began to fade in and out like a dying wind.  “I…  food…onegai…”


As she stumbled across the threshold, he caught her milk-like hand to steady her.  The cold changed, warmed to a glow where they touched.  At this moment, her eyes shot open and wide; golden stars stared at him.


Kenji stared back with his own dark oaken orbs, no less confused when she forced herself to look away and regain her earlier weakness.


“Something strong…. Bean…curd…?”  She seemed to notice the scent for the first time.


“Ah—hai… some fried bean curd.”  His eyes twinkled but she, taking pains to avoid him, was oblivious.  “Rest here Lady while I warm it for you,” he gently brought her to a cushion which she folded lightly onto like a billowing lotus.


“You are a priestess?” He asked curiously as he arranged her meal.


“Hai.” She answered sedately, pulling her knees further under her.


“Of what god?”


“My own.”


He raised an eyebrow at her avoidance and sat down next to her with the meal bowl.  Her eyes lighted on it like greedy fire, but the hands that reached out were still shaky with her weariness.


He held the bowl aloft with a crooked grin.  “Now Lady, what god?”


“You are cruel, to toy with a careworn traveler.” She said faintly, moving to let herself slide limply to the floor.


“You are cruel to avoid with a sentence when one word could be an answer.”


“INARI!” She barked out and grabbed the bowl even as he was passing it toward her.


He watched her carefully as she downed the meal with satisfaction.  As she was putting the empty bowl down, he caught her free hand.  Again, she gave him that wide-eyed look of golden stars and again the chill transformed to soothing warmth.


“Arigatou, Kenji-san…but I must return to my path….”


“A traveler requires rest as well…” He drew her hand closer.


She flinched.


“Shelter from the night…”


Flinched again, eyes pinching shut from some horror only she could see.


“And company from the chill…”  He brought her hand, soft as silk, to lay lightly on his warm chest.


She clenched her hand reflexively, fingernails digging through the fabric to pierce his skin but he did not draw back.  Instead, he brought his other hand to her neck, feather lightness away from being a caress.


“Lady, I’m not afraid of you.”


He said it with such timeless sincerity that she let out a half-angry, half-desperate cry as she pounced him in a flurry of white that fell around her prey like snowflakes as she caught his trusting lips in a vampiric kiss.


Despondent whimpering broke the crisp morning air.  Again and again the same…


“Lady, why are you crying?” Kenji asked softly as he stroked the feminine bundle on his chest.


“Soon, you will be dead.”  A vulpine face turned toward his own, eyes no longer glittering but a dull, sad gold.


He slid his fingers deeper within her luscious fur as he asked, “Feel me…am I dying?”


She couldn’t suppress a crooning shiver at the touch.  She blinked.  Blinked again.  Began to glow again.


“How?”  She wondered—she had been born kitsune, with the power to use fire, transform, but the price was a vampiric seduction that left her lovers soulless or dead.  She curled her tail around her face, remembering too well the ghastly, empty eyes and dry carcasses.  Her own tail—now white only at the tip, startled her.  She slid onto her side and curled a little, catching sight of the fiery redness of her coat, also once white.  “How?”  It was more demanding, even in the haze of recent sleep.


“…Aishiteru.”


“Liar!” She batted at him with a strangely blackened paw that ached gently.


He frowned at her until she relented.


“Other men have said the same…and they are corpses.”


“But they didn’t mean it.”


“And you do?”  She asked archly, flicking multiple tails across his thighs, but careful not to sway them enough as to hypnotize.  She wanted the Truth.


“I have always loved you.  Every night, I make the fried bean curd to tempt you.  Every day, I pray to Kagu-Zuchi for the strength to survive you.”


“Kagu-Zuchi?  You tricked me!  You burned me!”  Her words were accusations but her tone was as soft as her newly colored coat.


“Only so we could survive together…you would have devoured my soul last night.  Kagu-Zuchi’s blessing used your kitsune-bi to counteract your vampiric energy and combine with my soul’s own fire… I think it fair, you came here, after all, only for my bean curd.”


“Your fried bean curd.” She stretched lusciously until he could not resist tickling her still-pale underbelly.


“Be nice, I prayed for fire many years for you!”


“And made bead curd every night…which you will never stop!”


“Fried bean curd.”


They continued on happily in life.  The Byakko with the loss of some power but the gain of a lasting love and the healer with the loss of his search but the gain of his dream.

