
Hi! 
 
Here’s Chapter 1 of this magnificent story, it’s a bit long and may feel 
a bit repetitive in the beginning scene, but that’s only because we 
want to emphasize certain segments. 
 
Anyway, it’s in middle and near the ending of the chapter where 
everything becomes good, so make sure to read it all! 
 
One thing to quickly mention, all the characters here, including 
Naruto, are 18+ in age. 
 
Even if Orihime and Ichigo, etc… are in highschool the rules in this 
world (for this fic) are that you graduate from high school at 19. 
 
So if you see them as high school students, in this fic, it doesnt 
matter, they’re 18+ in age regardless. 
 
Start: 

NARUTO’S POV​
IN KONOHA, HOURS AFTER PAIN REVIVED EVERYONE… 

Naruto Uzumaki had imagined this moment countless times. 

 

Standing on the shoulders of celebrating villagers, being passed hand-to-hand through a sea of 
grateful faces, hearing his name chanted like a prayer - it was everything he'd ever dreamed of 
as a kid. 

 

Except somehow, it was both better and worse than the fantasy. 

 

Better because these people - his people - were actually looking at him with genuine respect, 
gratitude, and dare he say it, love. 

 



Worse because his body hurt like hell, his chakra reserves were practically scraping bottom, and 
the weight of what he'd just done - what he'd prevented - was slowly crushing down on his 
shoulders harder than any physical burden. 

 

"NARUTO! NARUTO! NARUTO!" 

 

The chant echoed through the ruined streets of Konoha, somehow managing to drown out the 
sounds of ongoing rescue efforts and rebuilding work. 

 

People were crying. 

 

People were laughing. 

 

Some were doing both simultaneously, which was honestly kind of weird to watch, but Naruto 
got it. 

 

He really, really got it. 

 

We're alive, he thought, letting himself be passed along by another pair of grateful hands. The 
village is still standing. Pain's gone. We won. 

 

A middle-aged woman with tears streaming down her face grabbed his hand as he passed by. 

 

"Thank you," she sobbed. "Thank you for saving my children!" 

 

Naruto squeezed her hand back, managing a tired but genuine smile. 

 



"That's what I'm here for, believe it!" 

 

Even exhausted, even hurting, the words came naturally. 

 

Because they were true. 

 

This - protecting these people, saving his precious village - this was exactly what he was here 
for. 

 

Another set of hands lifted him higher, and suddenly Naruto found himself being carried on 
someone's shoulders like he was a kid at a festival. 

 

Except he was the main attraction now, apparently. 

 

"Three cheers for Naruto Uzumaki!" someone shouted. "The hero who saved Konoha!" 

 

"HIP HIP HOORAY!" 

 

"HIP HIP HOORAY!" 

 

"HIP HIP HOORAY!" 

 

Naruto's face heated up despite himself. 

 

This was... this was really happening. 



 

They weren't looking at him with suspicion anymore. 

 

They weren't whispering about the Nine-Tails behind his back. 

 

They weren't treating him like he was invisible or, worse, like he was dangerous. 

 

For the first time in his entire life, the village was looking at Naruto Uzumaki and seeing exactly 
what he'd always wanted them to see - a hero. 

 

Iruka-sensei, Naruto thought, his eyes starting to sting suspiciously. Granny Tsunade. Pervy 
Sage... if you could see this… 

 

The thought of Jiraiya sent a sharp pang through his chest. 

 

His sensei should have been here for this. 

 

Should have been making some inappropriate joke about Naruto finally getting the recognition 
he deserved, probably while trying to peek at the women in the crowd or something equally 
perverted. 

 

But Jiraiya wasn't here. 

 

And he never would be again. 

 

Naruto forced the thought down, refusing to let grief overtake this moment. 



 

Jiraiya would have wanted him to celebrate this victory, not mourn during it. 

 

There would be time for sadness later. 

 

"NARUTO!" 

 

A familiar voice cut through the celebration, and Naruto twisted around on his human perch to 
see Kakashi-sensei pushing through the crowd. 

 

His sensei looked absolutely exhausted - which, fair, considering he'd literally died during the 
invasion - but his visible eye was crinkled in that way that meant he was smiling under his mask. 

 

"Kakashi-sensei!" Naruto called out, waving enthusiastically despite nearly losing his balance. 

 

Kakashi reached the cluster of people carrying Naruto and held up his hands in a gesture that 
was probably meant to be calming. 

 

"Alright, alright, I know everyone's excited - and rightfully so - but I'm going to have to ask you 
all to put Naruto down now." 

 

The crowd collectively "aww"ed in disappointment. 

 

"Put him down?" someone protested. "But we just started celebrating!" 

 

"Yeah! Let the kid enjoy his moment!" 



 

Kakashi's eye crinkled even more. 

 

"Trust me, I'd love nothing more than to let Naruto soak in all this well-deserved attention. 
However - " his tone shifted slightly, becoming more serious, " - the Hokage has requested his 
presence for a debriefing. Immediately." 

 

The word "Hokage" had its usual sobering effect. 

 

People started lowering Naruto back down to ground level, though many patted his shoulders or 
ruffled his hair as they did so. 

 

"You did good, kid." 

 

"Thank you for everything!" 

 

"Come by the shop later - ramen's on the house for life!" 

 

That last one made Naruto's eyes go comically wide. 

 

"REALLY?! You mean it?!" 

 

"Naruto," Kakashi said patiently, now standing beside him with one hand on his shoulder. 
"Debriefing. Now." 

 

"But Kakashi-sensei, he said ramen for life - " 



 

"Will still be available after you talk to Tsunade-sama." 

 

Naruto pouted but didn't resist as Kakashi started steering him through the crowd. 

 

People continued reaching out to touch him as they passed - nothing invasive, just brief contact, 
like they needed to physically confirm he was real and really there. 

 

A little girl, no more than five or six, broke free from her mother's hand and ran up to Naruto. 

 

She held out a slightly crushed flower - looked like she'd been holding it for a while. 

 

"This is for you!" she declared with the absolute certainty only small children possessed. 
"Because you're a hero!" 

 

Naruto felt his throat tighten. 

 

He crouched down - ignoring his protesting muscles - and accepted the flower with exaggerated 
care. 

 

"Thanks! I'll take super good care of it!" 

 

The little girl beamed, then ran back to her mother, who was crying again. 

 

'Everyone's crying today,' Naruto thought as he straightened up, carefully tucking the flower into 
his jacket. 'Including me, probably, if I'm being honest.' 



 

They finally cleared the main crowd, though people continued calling out to him from windows 
and doorways as they passed. 

 

Kakashi kept his hand on Naruto's shoulder - probably equal parts guidance and support, 
considering Naruto was definitely swaying a bit. 

 

"You really did it, Naruto," Kakashi said quietly, his tone carrying something that might have 
been pride. "Jiraiya-sama would have been proud." 

 

There it was again - that sharp pain in his chest. 

 

"Yeah," Naruto managed, voice rougher than intended. "I hope so." 

 

They walked in silence for a moment, navigating around debris and rescue workers. 

 

The destruction was still shocking to see up close - buildings reduced to rubble, craters where 
homes used to be, scorch marks and impact damage everywhere. 

 

But people were already clearing wreckage, already planning rebuilds, already looking forward 
instead of just dwelling on what they'd lost. 

 

That was Konoha's strength, Naruto realized. 

 

They bent, but they didn't break. 

 

They survived. 



 

"Kakashi-sensei?" Naruto said suddenly, a thought occurring to him. "Where's Hinata? Is she 
okay? Last I saw, she was..." 

 

He trailed off, remembering Hinata throwing herself between him and Pain, remembering her 
confession, remembering her getting hurt because of him. 

 

Guilt twisted in his stomach. 

 

Kakashi's visible eye softened. 

 

"She's alive, Naruto. Injured, but alive. They brought her back on a stretcher a little while ago - 
she's probably being treated by the medical corps near the shelter area." 

 

"I need to see her," Naruto said immediately, already changing direction. 

 

Kakashi's hand tightened slightly on his shoulder - not restraining, just steadying. 

 

"The debriefing - " 

 

"Can wait five minutes," Naruto said firmly, meeting his sensei's eye. "She got hurt protecting 
me. I need to... I have to see if she's okay." 

 

For a moment, Kakashi just looked at him. 

 

Then he sighed - the long-suffering sigh of a man who'd been dealing with stubborn students for 
far too long. 



 

"Five minutes. Then we're going straight to Tsunade-sama, understood?" 

 

"Hai!" 

 

Naruto took off toward the shelter area at a pace that was probably inadvisable given his current 
physical state, but he couldn't help it. 

 

The image of Hinata being struck by Pain, of her falling, of her potentially dying because she'd 
tried to save him - it played on repeat in his mind. 

 

Please be okay, please be okay, please be okay... 

 

The shelter area was organized chaos. 

 

Medical ninja moved between patients with practiced efficiency, prioritizing based on injury 
severity. 

 

Civilians huddled in family groups, some injured, all traumatized. 

 

Children crying for parents, parents crying for children, friends searching for friends. 

 

Naruto scanned the area frantically, looking for distinctive dark blue hair and pale eyes. 

 

"Naruto!" 

 



He spun around to see Kiba Inuzuka waving at him from near a row of stretchers. 

 

Akamaru was beside him, looking significantly worse for wear but alive. 

 

"Kiba! Where's Hinata?!" 

 

Kiba pointed toward a stretcher being attended by two medical ninja. 

 

"Over there. They're stabilizing her before moving her to the hospital. She's..." He paused, his 
expression complicated. "She's been asking for you." 

 

Naruto's heart did something weird in his chest - a combination of guilt, worry, and something 
else he couldn't quite name. 

 

He rushed over to the stretcher, nearly bowling over one of the medical ninja in the process. 

 

"Naruto-kun," the medical ninja said patiently, "please don't disrupt the - " 

 

"It's fine," came a weak but familiar voice. "Let him through." 

 

The medical ninja exchanged glances, then stepped aside with matching sighs. 

 

Hinata was lying on the stretcher, her injuries bandaged but still visible. 

 

Her face was pale, her breathing shallow, but her eyes - those pearl-white eyes - focused on 
him with an intensity that made Naruto's chest tighten. 



 

"Hinata," he breathed, dropping to his knees beside the stretcher. "You're... you're okay. I was 
so worried - " 

 

"I'm fine," she said, which was such an obvious lie that Naruto almost called her on it. 

 

But then she reached out - slowly, painfully - and her fingers brushed against his hand. 

 

Naruto grabbed her hand without thinking, holding it carefully like it was something precious. 

 

Which, he realized with sudden clarity, it was. 

 

"Naruto-kun," Hinata said softly, her eyes never leaving his face. "What I said before... during 
the fight with Pain..." 

 

Naruto's breath caught. 

 

He remembered. 

 

Of course he remembered. 

 

How could he forget? 

 

"I love you, Naruto-kun." 

 



The words had cut through the chaos of battle, clear and certain and real. 

 

"Hinata, you don't have to - " 

 

"They were all true," she continued, her grip on his hand strengthening despite her obvious pain. 
"Everything I said. Everything I feel. I meant all of it." 

 

Naruto felt his face heating up, his mind going blank in the way it always did when confronted 
with emotional complexity beyond his usual range. 

 

"I... uh..." 

 

Hinata smiled - that small, gentle smile that somehow made her look stronger despite her 
injuries. 

 

"It doesn't matter how you feel," she said, and there was something sad but also peaceful in her 
expression. "I didn't say it because I expected anything back. I said it because... because I 
needed you to know. I needed you to understand that someone sees you - really sees you - and 
loves what they see." 

 

Something hot and painful lodged itself in Naruto's throat. 

 

"Hinata..." 

 

"You don't have to say anything," she whispered. "Just... just know that you're precious to me. 
That you've always been precious to me." 

 



Before Naruto could formulate any kind of response - because what the hell was he supposed 
to say to something like that? - the medical ninja stepped forward again. 

 

"We need to move her to the hospital now," one of them said firmly. "She needs extensive 
healing, and we can't provide that here." 

 

Hinata's hand slipped from Naruto's as they began preparing the stretcher for transport. 

 

"Wait - " Naruto started, but Kakashi's hand landed on his shoulder again. 

 

"Let them work, Naruto. Hinata needs proper medical attention." 

 

Naruto watched helplessly as they carried her away, her eyes still locked on his until they turned 
a corner and she disappeared from view. 

 

He stayed kneeling there for a long moment, his hand still outstretched like he could somehow 
hold onto her presence. 

 

She... she really meant it, he thought, feeling stunned and confused and strangely warm all at 
once. She really loves me. 

 

Someone had confessed their love to him. 

 

Not just anyone - Hinata, who'd always been kind to him even when no one else was, who'd 
believed in him when he was just a nobody, who'd literally thrown herself between him and 
certain death. 

 

And he had absolutely no idea how he felt about that. 



 

I can't think about this now, Naruto told himself firmly, even as his mind immediately started 
thinking about it anyway. There's too much happening. The village needs rebuilding. 
Tsunade-baa-chan needs the debriefing. I have to find Sasuke. I can't -  

 

"Naruto?" 

 

A different voice this time - softer, more familiar in a completely different way. 

 

Naruto looked up to see Sakura standing a few feet away, her medical coat dusty and stained 
with blood that probably wasn't hers. 

 

She looked exhausted but determined, her green eyes fixed on him with an expression he 
couldn't quite read. 

 

"Sakura-chan," he said, climbing to his feet with an effort. "You okay?" 

 

"I should be asking you that," she said, moving closer. "You're the one who just fought a 
god-level threat." 

 

"Yeah, well..." Naruto scratched the back of his head awkwardly. "Someone had to, right?" 

 

Sakura didn't smile at his attempt at lightness. 

 

Instead, she looked at him with an intensity that rivaled Hinata's, though the emotion behind it 
was different - more complicated, more conflicted. 

 



"Naruto, I..." She paused, seeming to gather herself. "I owe you an apology." 

 

That was not what Naruto had been expecting. 

 

"Huh? For what?" 

 

Sakura's hands clenched into fists at her sides. 

 

"For not seeing you. For not acknowledging how much you've grown, how strong you've 
become, how much you've always been willing to sacrifice for this village. For all of us." 

 

She took a shaky breath. 

 

"It took you literally saving everyone's lives for me to really understand what everyone else has 
apparently known for a while - that you're not just the knucklehead who used to chase after me 
anymore. You're... you're incredible, Naruto." 

 

Naruto felt his face heating up again. 

 

What was with everyone getting so serious today? 

 

"Sakura-chan, you don't have to - " 

 

"I do," she insisted. "I've been blind and stupid and I'm sorry. You deserved better from me - 
from all of us - long before today." 

 



Naruto didn't know what to say to that. 

 

Part of him wanted to brush it off, to say it was fine, that he understood. 

 

But another part - the part that remembered every dismissal, every time she'd hit him for trying 
to get her attention, every moment he'd felt invisible to her - that part stayed quiet. 

 

The silence stretched between them for a moment. 

 

Then Naruto managed a smile - smaller than usual, but genuine. 

 

"Thanks, Sakura-chan. That... that means a lot." 

 

She smiled back, though it was tinged with something sad. 

 

"I'm going to start looking for Sasuke right away," Naruto said, the thought occurring to him 
suddenly. "Now that Pain's dealt with, I can focus on bringing him back. I'll find him, 
Sakura-chan, I promise. I'll bring him home." 

 

Sakura's expression shifted - something almost like panic flashing across her features. 

 

"No." 

 

Naruto blinked. 

 

"No?" 



 

"You don't need to do that," Sakura said quickly - too quickly. "You've done enough, Naruto. 
You've saved the village. You should rest, recover, not throw yourself into another dangerous 
mission right away." 

 

That was... actually kind of sensible, Naruto had to admit. 

 

But also completely unlike Sakura, who'd always been just as desperate to bring Sasuke back 
as he was. 

 

"Sakura-chan, I'm fine," Naruto insisted. "And I promised you - promised both of us - that I'd 
bring him back. I'm not going to - " 

 

"Naruto," Sakura interrupted, and there was something fierce in her voice now. "I need to tell 
you something. Something I've been trying to figure out how to say for a while now." 

 

A strange feeling was building in Naruto's chest - part anticipation, part dread, part something 
else entirely. 

 

Something that felt weirdly like being pulled in a direction he couldn't see or understand. 

 

'What is that?' he thought distractedly, even as Sakura stepped closer. 

 

"Naruto, I..." Sakura took a deep breath, her eyes shining with something that looked almost like 
tears. "I love you." 

 

The world seemed to stop. 

 



Naruto's brain, already overloaded with information and emotion and exhaustion, simply... 
stalled. 

 

"You... what?" 

 

"I love you," Sakura repeated, more firmly this time. "I know I've been terrible about showing it, 
about acknowledging it even to myself. But seeing you today, seeing what you did, how far 
you've come - I can't keep pretending anymore. I love you, Naruto. Not as a teammate. Not as a 
friend. As... as more." 

 

Naruto stood frozen, his mouth opening and closing soundlessly. 

 

Two confessions. 

 

Two separate love confessions. 

 

In the same hour. 

 

From two different girls. 

 

After spending most of his life convinced nobody would ever love him that way. 

 

His brain was officially broken. 

 

"I... Sakura-chan, I don't..." 

 



"You don't have to say anything right now," Sakura said, though there was something almost 
desperate in her eyes. "Just... just think about it, okay? About us. About what we could be." 

 

And then, before Naruto could process anything, before he could even begin to formulate a 
response, Sakura turned and walked away. 

 

Just... left. 

 

Like she hadn't just dropped an emotional bomb that rivaled Pain's attacks in terms of 
destructive impact on Naruto's mental state. 

 

Naruto stood there, alone now except for Kakashi hovering somewhere behind him, feeling like 
he'd been hit by every single one of Pain's techniques simultaneously. 

 

'Hinata loves me,' he thought dazedly. 'Sakura-chan loves me. Two confessions. Two. That's... 
that's two more than I expected to get in my entire life.' 

 

The tugging feeling in his chest was getting stronger now, more insistent. 

 

Like something was pulling at his very soul, trying to drag him somewhere he couldn't see. 

 

It was probably nothing. 

 

Just stress. 

 

Or chakra exhaustion. 

 



Or his brain finally short-circuiting from emotional overload. 

 

"NARUTO!" 

 

Someone else was calling his name now - actually, several someones, their voices overlapping 
in the distance. 

 

People still wanted to celebrate with him, apparently. 

 

Or thank him. 

 

Or both. 

 

Naruto shook his head, trying to clear it. 

 

Focus, he told himself firmly. One thing at a time. First, debrief with Granny Tsunade. Then... 
then figure out everything else. 

 

Two confessions. 

 

A crazy day of fighting a god-level threat. 

 

The village saved. 

 

His dream of being acknowledged finally, impossibly real. 



 

Surely, Naruto thought, a slightly hysterical laugh building in his chest, it can't get any crazier 
than this, right? 

 

The tugging sensation pulled harder, like reality itself was trying to disagree with that 
assessment. 

 

But Naruto ignored it. 

 

Because seriously, what else could possibly happen today? 

 

ORIHIME’S POV 

AROUND THE SAME TIME… 

Orihime Inoue had always believed that beautiful things could hide dangerous secrets. 

 

Her brother had taught her that, in a way. 

 

Sora had been beautiful in his kindness, in his sacrifice, in how much he'd loved her despite 
their parents' abandonment. 

 

But that love had also been dangerous - possessive and overwhelming in ways she hadn't 
understood until after he was gone. 

 

Three years now since he'd died. 

 



Three years of living alone in this small apartment, working part-time jobs to pay rent, attending 
university classes during the day and trying not to think too hard about how lonely she felt at 
night. 

 

But things had changed recently. 

 

She had changed. 

 

It had started about a month ago with the visions. 

 

Ghosts, she'd realized eventually, though that seemed like such an inadequate word for what 
she was seeing. 

 

Spirits of the dead, lingering in the living world, visible only to her and apparently a handful of 
other people who possessed what Kurosaki-kun called "spiritual awareness." 

 

Kurosaki-kun. 

 

Ichigo Kurosaki, her classmate from university who she'd harbored a quiet crush on for longer 
than she cared to admit. 

 

Tall, orange-haired, perpetually scowling Kurosaki-kun who'd somehow become a Shinigami - a 
Soul Reaper, a spiritual warrior who fought monsters called Hollows and guided souls to the 
afterlife. 

 

It sounded insane. 

 

It was insane. 



 

But Orihime had seen it with her own eyes. 

 

The first time she'd witnessed Kurosaki-kun fighting a Hollow - a massive, masked creature that 
had been terrorizing the neighborhood - she'd frozen in terror and awe. 

 

He'd moved with impossible speed, wielding a sword bigger than he was, his entire presence 
radiating power that made the air itself feel heavy. 

 

That was when Rukia-san had found her. 

 

Rukia Kuchiki, the petite girl with dark hair and purple eyes who'd transferred into their university 
recently and seemed to know far too much about the supernatural. 

 

Rukia-san was a real Shinigami from something called Soul Society, and she'd explained 
everything to Orihime with remarkable patience considering Orihime's tendency to ask 
questions that went off on tangential rabbit holes. 

 

"You have spiritual awareness," Rukia-san had told her seriously. "The ability to see and sense 
spirits, ghosts, and other spiritual beings. It's rare among humans, but not unheard of." 

 

"Is that why I can see you?" Orihime had asked. "And the ghosts? I thought I was going crazy..." 

 

"You're not crazy," Rukia-san had assured her. "Though I understand why you might feel that 
way. Most humans can't perceive spiritual beings at all. Those of you who can... you're special." 

 

Special. 

 



Orihime had never felt particularly special before. 

 

Weird? Yes. 

 

Spacey? Absolutely. 

 

The girl with the strange hair clips and even stranger taste in food combinations who lived alone 
and worked too many hours at the bakery? 

 

That was her. 

 

But special? 

 

That was new. 

 

Over the following weeks, Orihime had learned more about the spiritual world than she'd ever 
imagined existed. 

 

She'd met Sado - Chad, as everyone called him - the incredibly tall and quiet boy from her class 
who'd also recently developed the ability to see spirits. 

 

Chad had been as surprised as she was to discover this whole hidden world existing alongside 
their normal one. 

 

They'd bonded over their shared confusion and wonder, and Orihime found comfort in knowing 
she wasn't the only "normal" person suddenly thrown into all this supernatural strangeness. 

 



Kurosaki-kun had mentioned something yesterday about another spiritually aware person - 
someone with glasses who'd challenged him to some kind of contest. 

 

Orihime hadn't gotten all the details because Kurosaki-kun had been his usual gruff, 
non-communicative self about it, but apparently this person was something called a "Quincy" 
and had strong opinions about how Shinigami operated. 

 

She didn't really understand what that meant yet. 

 

The whole spiritual world thing was still so new and overwhelming. 

 

Just a month ago, her biggest concerns had been passing her exams and whether the cute guy 
at the bakery was actually flirting with her or just being nice. 

 

Now she was worried about monster attacks and spiritual energy and whether she'd survive the 
next Hollow encounter. 

 

It was a lot to process. 

 

And then there was Urahara-san. 

 

Kisuke Urahara, the eccentric shopkeeper who ran a small store on the edge of town that sold 
random odds and ends but also, apparently, specialized spiritual items for those who knew to 
ask. 

 

Orihime had first visited his shop just a few days ago, directed there by Rukia-san who'd 
mentioned that Urahara-san might have items that could help her protect herself from Hollows. 

 



"He's... unusual," Rukia-san had said, which seemed like a massive understatement in 
retrospect. "But trustworthy. Mostly. Just don't let him talk you into buying anything too 
expensive." 

 

The shop itself was unassuming - traditional Japanese architecture, slightly run-down 
appearance, the kind of place you'd walk past without a second glance. 

 

But the moment Orihime had stepped inside, she'd felt something. 

 

A pressure in the air, subtle but present, like static electricity before a storm. 

 

Urahara-san had greeted her with a cheerful smile and that ever-present fan he used to hide his 
expressions. 

 

"Ah! You must be Inoue-san! Rukia-chan mentioned you might stop by!" 

 

He'd been simultaneously welcoming and slightly unsettling, his grey eyes too knowing, his 
casual demeanor somehow masking something far more serious underneath. 

 

Like he was always observing, always calculating, always three steps ahead of everyone else in 
a conversation. 

 

"I... yes," Orihime had said, feeling suddenly nervous despite his friendly tone. "Rukia-san said 
you might have items that could help someone like me? Someone with spiritual awareness but 
no way to protect themselves?" 

 

"Straight to business! I like that!" Urahara-san had declared, snapping his fan shut with a 
decisive click. "Though I must say, defining yourself as defenseless might be premature. You'd 
be surprised what can awaken in people with high spiritual pressure when properly motivated." 



 

That had been... oddly ominous, actually. 

 

But he'd shown her various items anyway - protective charms that could deflect weak spiritual 
attacks, communication devices that worked across spiritual barriers, even a pair of hair clips 
that he'd claimed were "spiritually resonant" though he'd been frustratingly vague about what 
that meant. 

 

Orihime had bought the hair clips - they were beautiful, shaped like six small flowers, and 
something about them had simply felt right. 

 

She'd been wearing them ever since, replacing her old clips, and though she couldn't explain it, 
she felt somehow safer with them. 

 

She'd visited the shop twice more over the past few days, partly because she needed supplies 
and partly because Urahara-san seemed genuinely interested in hearing about her experiences 
with spiritual awareness. 

 

He'd ask questions - thoughtful, probing questions about what she could sense, how strongly, 
what specific aspects of spiritual beings stood out to her most clearly. 

 

It should have felt invasive, but somehow it didn't. 

 

Urahara-san had a way of making even his nosiness seem like genuine curiosity rather than 
manipulation. 

 

Yesterday's visit had been different though. 

 



Orihime had been browsing the shelves - Urahara-san kept the most fascinating random items 
mixed in with the spiritual supplies - when she'd spotted the scroll. 

 

It had been tucked away on a high shelf, partially hidden behind what looked like an ancient tea 
set, and she probably wouldn't have noticed it at all except that something about it had called to 
her. 

 

Not literally, of course. 

 

But she'd felt drawn to it in a way she couldn't quite explain, like recognizing something familiar 
even though she'd never seen it before in her life. 

 

"Urahara-san?" she'd called out. "What's this scroll?" 

 

The shopkeeper had appeared at her elbow with that unnatural speed he sometimes displayed, 
making her jump slightly. 

 

"Ah, that old thing!" he'd said, sounding pleased. "I'd almost forgotten I had it. Found it years 
ago during my travels. Never could quite figure out what it does, to be honest." 

 

He'd pulled it down and unrolled it partially, revealing the most beautiful artwork Orihime had 
ever seen. 

 

Nine-tailed foxes illustrated in intricate detail, their fur rendered in shades of gold and orange 
that seemed to shimmer in the light. 

 

The foxes were surrounded by flowing patterns that looked like spiritual energy - or at least, 
what Orihime imagined spiritual energy might look like if you could see it clearly. 

 



The style was foreign, distinctly Eastern but not quite Japanese, not quite Chinese, not quite 
anything she could place specifically. 

 

Something other, something from somewhere she didn't recognize. 

 

"It's beautiful," Orihime had breathed, unable to look away. 

 

"Isn't it?" Urahara-san had agreed, and there'd been something in his tone - something 
calculating - that should have warned her. "The craftsmanship is extraordinary. I've always 
suspected it was meant for some kind of spiritual purpose, but I've never been able to activate it 
myself." 

 

"Activate it?" 

 

"Many spiritual items require specific conditions or energy types to function," Urahara-san had 
explained casually. "This one's always felt like it's waiting for something. Or someone." 

 

He'd looked at her meaningfully. 

 

Orihime, in retrospect, should have recognized that look for the blatant manipulation it was. 

 

But she'd been too enchanted by the artwork, too drawn to the scroll's mysterious beauty. 

 

"How much?" she'd asked impulsively. 

 

Urahara-san had smiled - that particular smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. 

 



"For you, Inoue-san? Consider it a gift. I'd be curious to know if anything interesting happens 
when you examine it more closely." 

 

A gift. 

 

From a mysterious shopkeeper who dealt in supernatural items. 

 

A scroll that felt like it was waiting for something. 

 

Yeah, Orihime thought now, sitting on her apartment floor with said scroll unrolled in front of her, 
she probably should have seen this coming. 

 

But hindsight, as they said, was 20/20. 

 

NARUTO’S POV​
AROUND THE SAME TIME… 

The feast was everything Naruto had ever dreamed of and more. 

 

Long tables had been set up in the cleared areas between damaged buildings, somehow 
procured despite the chaos of the day. 

 

Food appeared from everywhere - donations from restaurants, contributions from families, 
emergency supplies broken out for the occasion. 

 

And ramen. 

 

So much ramen. 



 

Naruto sat squeezed between Kiba and Shikamaru at one of the central tables, the rest of the 
Konoha Eleven scattered around them in various states of exhaustion and celebration. 

 

"Dude, slow down," Kiba laughed, watching Naruto inhale his fourth bowl. "The food's not going 
anywhere!" 

 

"Can't help it!" Naruto said around a mouthful of noodles. "This is the best day of my life!" 

 

Shikamaru snorted from his other side, nursing a cup of tea with his usual lazy posture. 

 

"Troublesome. You literally almost died today and you're calling it the best day of your life?" 

 

"But I didn't die!" Naruto pointed out cheerfully, already reaching for bowl number five. "And 
everyone's happy! And they're all here because of - " 

 

He caught himself before saying something embarrassingly self-centered. 

 

" - because we all worked together, ya know?" 

 

"Sure," Shikamaru said dryly. "That's definitely what you were going to say." 

 

Choji leaned across the table, his own impressive pile of empty plates testament to his 
appreciation of the feast. 

 

"Don't listen to him, Naruto. You earned the right to be proud today." 



 

"Yeah!" Kiba chimed in, slapping Naruto's back hard enough to nearly make him choke on his 
noodles. "You totally saved everyone's asses!" 

 

"Language," Shino said quietly from beside Choji, though there was something that might have 
been amusement in his normally monotone voice. 

 

Ino was sitting further down the table with Sakura, both of them looking exhausted but content. 

 

Sakura hadn't looked at him since their earlier conversation, which was probably for the best 
because Naruto had absolutely no idea what to think about her confession yet. 

 

I love you, Naruto. 

 

The words kept replaying in his head at the most inconvenient moments. 

 

Hinata's confession too. 

 

They were all true. Everything I said. Everything I feel. 

 

Naruto's face heated up despite the cooling evening air. 

 

Two confessions. 

 

TWO. 

 



How was he supposed to process that? 

 

How was he supposed to feel about -  

 

"Oi, Naruto!" Lee's enthusiastic voice cut through his spiraling thoughts. "Let us toast to your 
incredible victory! Your flames of youth burned brightest today!" 

 

Lee was standing now - somehow had the energy to stand after everything - holding up his cup 
with tears streaming down his face. 

 

Actual tears. 

 

"The power of youth and hard work prevailed!" Lee continued, his voice cracking with emotion. 
"You have shown us all what it means to never give up! I am so moved!" 

 

"Lee," Tenten said patiently from beside him, "you're causing a scene." 

 

"Let him be youthful in peace," Neji said mildly, though his lips twitched in what might have been 
amusement. 

 

Naruto grinned despite himself, raising his own cup - which was just more ramen broth, but 
whatever. 

 

"To youth!" he declared, because why not? 

 

"TO YOUTH!" Lee shouted back, practically vibrating with enthusiasm. 

 



Half the table joined in the toast, laughing and cheering. 

 

The other half just shook their heads in fond exasperation. 

 

This was nice, Naruto thought. 

 

This was really, really nice. 

 

All his friends - his precious people - gathered together, alive and safe and celebrating. 

 

The village he'd protected, the people he'd saved, all of them here and happy and looking at him 
like he actually mattered. 

 

Pervy Sage, Naruto thought, his chest tightening with familiar grief. Are you watching? Is this 
what you meant when you said I'd be a great ninja someday? 

 

He imagined Jiraiya somewhere, probably with a sake cup in hand, that proud smile on his face. 

 

The one he'd gotten so rarely but treasured so much. 

 

I hope you're proud of me, Naruto continued silently. I hope I made you proud. I'm trying to be 
the kind of ninja - the kind of person - you believed I could be. 

 

"Naruto?" 

 

Shikamaru's voice pulled him back to the present. 



 

"You okay? You spaced out there." 

 

"Yeah," Naruto said quickly, blinking away the suspicious moisture in his eyes. "Just thinking 
about something." 

 

Shikamaru studied him for a moment with those too-smart eyes, then nodded slowly. 

 

"It's okay to miss him, you know. Jiraiya-sama would want you to enjoy this, but he'd understand 
if you needed to grieve too." 

 

Damn Shikamaru and his stupid perceptiveness. 

 

"I know," Naruto said quietly. "But I'll grieve later. Right now, I want to celebrate everyone being 
alive." 

 

"Troublesome," Shikamaru muttered, but he raised his tea cup in a small, private toast. 

 

Naruto clinked his bowl against it, managing a watery smile. 

 

The feast continued around them - stories being shared, laughter echoing through the ruined 
village, plans for rebuilding being discussed alongside jokes and fond memories. 

 

Villagers kept coming up to their table, offering thanks or simply wanting to shake Naruto's hand. 

 

He accepted every approach with genuine gratitude, even when it interrupted his eating (which 
was saying something). 



 

An elderly man with tears in his eyes thanked him for saving his grandchildren. 

 

A young couple blessed him for protecting their home. 

 

A group of academy students asked for his autograph, looking at him with stars in their eyes. 

 

Naruto obliged every request, feeling simultaneously overwhelmed and more fulfilled than he'd 
ever felt in his entire life. 

 

This is it, he thought, looking around at all the smiling faces. This is what I've been working 
toward my whole life. Being acknowledged. Being valued. Being seen. 

 

The sun was setting now, painting the sky in brilliant oranges and reds that matched his jacket. 

 

Lanterns were being lit throughout the area, their warm glow pushing back the darkness. 

 

Someone had found a radio that still worked, and music started playing - nothing fancy, just 
simple melodies that people could talk over. 

 

Naruto leaned back in his seat, feeling pleasantly full and happily exhausted. 

 

His body hurt. 

 

His chakra was still depleted. 

 



His mind was a confused mess of emotional revelations he didn't know how to process. 

 

But none of that mattered right now. 

 

Right now, he was surrounded by his precious people, by his village, by everything he'd fought 
so hard to protect. 

 

And they were all safe. 

 

All alive. 

 

All here. 

 

"I wish this never ends," Naruto said aloud, not really meaning to but not regretting it either. 

 

Kiba laughed beside him. 

 

"What, the feast? Dude, you're going to make yourself sick." 

 

"Not just the feast," Naruto clarified, gesturing broadly at everything around them. "All of this. 
Everyone being together and happy and safe. I wish we could stay like this forever." 

 

Shikamaru made a contemplative sound. 

 

"Nothing lasts forever, Naruto. That's what makes moments like these precious." 



 

"I know, I know," Naruto said, waving off the philosophical observation. "But a guy can dream, 
right?" 

 

That strange tugging sensation was back again. 

 

The one he'd been feeling on and off all evening. 

 

Like something was pulling at him from inside his chest, trying to drag him... somewhere. 

 

Downward, maybe? 

 

Naruto pressed a hand to his stomach, wondering if he'd actually overdone it with the ramen this 
time. 

 

'Must be all that food,' he thought groggily. 'Feeling kinda heavy...' 

 

His head was starting to feel fuzzy too, like his brain was wrapped in cotton. 

 

The combination of chakra exhaustion, physical fatigue, emotional overload, and truly 
impressive amounts of food was finally catching up with him. 

 

"Naruto?" Shikamaru's voice sounded distant somehow. "You look pale." 

 

"M'fine," Naruto mumbled, though his eyelids were suddenly very heavy. "Just... tired..." 

 



The world was getting blurry around the edges, colors bleeding together in a way that would 
have been concerning if Naruto had the energy to be concerned. 

 

But he was just so sleepy. 

 

The celebration continued around him - voices and laughter and music all blending into a 
comforting background noise. 

 

The tugging sensation was getting stronger though, more insistent. 

 

Not painful exactly, but definitely noticeable. 

 

Like someone had tied a rope around his soul and was slowly pulling him toward something he 
couldn't see. 

 

Weird, Naruto thought distantly. That's really weird... 

 

But he couldn't seem to care enough to worry about it. 

 

His body felt so warm and full and safe. 

 

His friends were all around him. 

 

The village was celebrating. 

 

Everything was perfect. 



 

"I wish this never ends," he whispered again, barely audible even to himself. 

 

His eyes were closing now despite his best efforts to keep them open. 

 

The tugging was becoming a pull, steady and undeniable. 

 

Downward. 

 

Inward. 

 

Away. 

 

Just gonna... rest my eyes for a second… Naruto thought, his head listing to the side. 

 

"Naruto!" Someone was calling his name - Shikamaru? Kiba? He couldn't tell anymore. 

 

The world was spinning now, or maybe he was spinning, or maybe everything was spinning 
together. 

 

Colors exploded behind his closed eyelids - brilliant blues and purples and whites that shouldn't 
exist in nature. 

 

The tugging became a yank. 

 



Reality felt like it was fracturing around him, like the world was made of glass and someone had 
just thrown a stone through it. 

 

Naruto's eyes snapped open in alarm -  

 

 - and suddenly he wasn't sitting at the table anymore. 

 

He was falling. 

 

No, not falling. 

 

Being pulled. 

 

Space itself seemed to tear open beneath him, a swirling vortex of colors and energy that 
definitely, absolutely, 100% was NOT normal. 

 

"What the - ?!" 

 

Naruto tried to grab onto something, anything, but there was nothing solid anymore. 

 

Just the vortex, spinning faster and faster, pulling him down into its impossible depths. 

 

He could hear shouting from above - his friends, the villagers, everyone suddenly aware that 
something was very, very wrong. 

 

But their voices were already growing distant, muffled, like he was being pulled underwater. 



 

Chakra flared instinctively, but it had nowhere to go, nothing to grab onto. 

 

The vortex was made of pure energy, of space and time and things Naruto's exhausted brain 
couldn't even begin to comprehend. 

 

Symbols flashed around him - intricate, foreign, beautiful and terrifying all at once. 

 

Nine-tailed foxes illustrated in styles he didn't recognize. 

 

Spiritual energy patterns that looked nothing like chakra but somehow felt similar. 

 

And through it all, that pulling sensation, now a roar of force dragging him inexorably toward 
somewhere else. 

 

Somewhere other. 

 

"NO!" Naruto shouted, fighting against the pull with everything he had left. 

 

But he was too tired, too drained, too caught off guard. 

 

The vortex swallowed him whole. 

 

Reality twisted. 

 



Space folded in on itself. 

 

Dimensions collapsed and expanded simultaneously. 

 

And Naruto Uzumaki, hero of Konoha, fell screaming into the space between worlds. 

 

The last thing he heard was Kakashi's voice, distant and horrified: 

 

"NARUTO!" 

 

And then there was only the vortex - spinning, pulling, dragging him through impossible 
distances toward an impossible destination. 

 

His last coherent thought before consciousness fled entirely was almost comically mundane: 

 

I knew I shouldn't have had that fifth bowl of ramen. 

 

Then everything went white. 

 

ORIHIME’S POV​
AROUND THE SAME TIME… 

The evening had been quiet so far - no Hollow attacks, no spiritual disturbances, just Orihime 
alone in her small apartment with leftover food in the fridge and homework she was 
procrastinating on. 

 

She'd pulled out the scroll again, unable to resist studying the beautiful artwork. 



 

The nine-tailed foxes seemed almost alive in the lamplight, their golden fur catching the glow in 
ways that made them appear to move slightly. 

 

It was probably just a trick of the light. 

 

Probably. 

 

Orihime leaned closer, studying the intricate patterns surrounding the foxes. 

 

They really did look like flowing energy - swirls and spirals and geometric shapes that seemed 
to follow some kind of mathematical precision she couldn't quite grasp. 

 

I wonder what it's for, she thought, reaching out without thinking. 

 

Her fingers hovered just above the paper, not quite touching, tracing the path of one of the 
energy patterns in the air. 

 

And that's when things went very, very wrong. 

 

The scroll began to glow. 

 

Just faintly at first - a soft luminescence emanating from the ink itself, like someone had painted 
with liquid light instead of traditional pigment. 

 

Orihime jerked her hand back, eyes widening. 



 

"What...?" 

 

The glow intensified rapidly, pulsing with a rhythm that felt almost like a heartbeat. 

 

The symbols on the scroll - the ones she'd thought were just decorative - began to move. 

 

Actually move, rotating slowly around the illustrated foxes like they were orbiting some invisible 
center point. 

 

"Oh no," Orihime whispered, scrambling backward. "No no no, this is bad, this is very bad - " 

 

The energy patterns were glowing brighter now, shifting from soft white to brilliant blue to almost 
blinding gold. 

 

Her apartment's lights flickered. 

 

The air itself felt heavy, charged, like right before a lightning strike. 

 

And her new hair clips - the ones Urahara-san had sold her - were starting to glow too, 
resonating with whatever was happening to the scroll. 

 

'Spiritually resonant,' he'd said. 

 

Oh, she was going to have words with that shopkeeper if she survived this. 

 



"Stop!" Orihime called out to the scroll, which was possibly the most useless thing she could 
have done but panic made people stupid. "Whatever you're doing, stop!" 

 

The scroll did not stop. 

 

If anything, it started accelerating. 

 

The symbols were rotating faster now, the glow becoming painful to look at directly. 

 

Orihime felt something building - pressure, energy, power - concentrated in the space above the 
scroll like reality itself was holding its breath. 

 

Her windows started rattling in their frames. 

 

Small objects on her shelves began to vibrate and shift. 

 

The air tasted like ozone and something else, something foreign and electric that made her 
spiritual senses scream danger. 

 

And then, with a sound like the universe itself tearing in half, space split open in the center of 
her living room. 

 

Orihime screamed. 

 

A dimensional rift - because what else could you call a literal hole in reality? - yawned open 
above the scroll, its edges crackling with energy that shifted through colors she didn't have 
names for. 



 

Through the rift, she could see... nothing. 

 

Or everything. 

 

Or something that was both and neither, a swirling chaos of light and darkness and impossible 
geometry that hurt to look at. 

 

The energy discharge was immediate and catastrophic. 

 

A wave of pure power exploded outward from the rift, slamming into everything in the 
apartment. 

 

Windows shattered. 

 

Furniture slid across the floor like it weighed nothing. 

 

Orihime's hair clips blazed with light, their spiritual resonance responding to the massive surge 
of energy. 

 

She threw her arms up to shield her face, squinting against the overwhelming brightness. 

 

The sound was indescribable - like thunder and breaking glass and screaming wind all layered 
together, loud enough that she felt it in her bones. 

 

And through it all, she could sense something. 



 

Someone. 

 

A presence being pulled through the rift, dragged across impossible distances toward her 
apartment, toward her reality, toward her. 

 

The spiritual pressure was immense - far beyond anything she'd ever felt before. 

 

Not Hollow. 

 

Not Shinigami. 

 

Not anything she recognized at all. 

 

Just raw, overwhelming power that felt foreign and wild and somehow desperate. 

 

Someone's coming, Orihime thought through her panic. Oh god, someone's actually coming 
through that thing -  

 

The rift pulsed once, twice, three times. 

 

The energy wave rolled outward in an expanding sphere, passing through her apartment walls 
like they didn't exist. 

 

Orihime felt it wash over her - warm and cold simultaneously, familiar and alien, like touching 
electricity and water at the same time. 



 

And she knew, with absolute certainty, that every spiritually aware person in Karakura Town had 
just felt that. 

 

Kurosaki-kun would be coming. 

 

Rukia-san too. 

 

Probably Chad as well. 

 

They'd all felt that massive spiritual pressure spike and they'd all be rushing here to investigate. 

 

Please hurry, Orihime thought desperately, still shielding her eyes from the brilliant light. Please 
hurry because I have no idea what's about to come through that rift and I really, really don't want 
to face it alone -  

 

The rift screamed. 

 

There was no other word for the sound it made - a high, keening wail like reality itself was in 
pain. 

 

And then something - someone - fell through. 

 

They materialized in mid-air, momentum carrying them forward in a graceless tumble. 

 

They crashed into Orihime's coffee table with a tremendous splintering sound, shattering the 
cheap wood like it was made of matchsticks. 



 

The figure sprawled across her floor, surrounded by broken furniture and still-glowing scroll 
fragments. 

 

The rift began to close immediately, its edges pulling together like a wound healing in 
fast-forward. 

 

Within seconds, it was gone completely, leaving only rapidly dissipating energy and the lingering 
taste of ozone in the air. 

 

The sudden silence was almost as shocking as the noise had been. 

 

Orihime stood frozen, her back pressed against the wall, her heart hammering so hard she 
could hear it in her ears. 

 

The figure on her floor groaned - a distinctly human sound that somehow made the situation 
both more and less terrifying. 

 

Slowly, they pushed themselves up, movements shaky and disoriented. 

 

Orihime got her first clear look at the person who'd just literally fallen out of a dimensional rift 
into her living room. 

 

A young man, probably around her age or slightly older. 

 

Blonde hair that was incredibly spiky - like, defying-gravity levels of spiky. 

 



Bright orange jacket that was somehow both eye-catching and practical-looking. 

 

And three thin lines on each cheek that looked almost like... whisker marks? 

 

He looked up, blue eyes wide and completely confused, scanning the apartment like he had 
absolutely no idea where he was or how he'd gotten there. 

 

When his gaze landed on Orihime, they stared at each other for a long, frozen moment. 

 

Two strangers. 

 

Two people from completely different worlds. 

 

Both equally terrified and confused about what had just happened. 

 

And then the young man opened his mouth and spoke. 

 

"Nani ga okotta?! Koko wa doko da?! Do shite - " 

 

Orihime's eyes widened. 

 

He was speaking Japanese. 

 

Or... something that sounded like Japanese. 

 



But the words were all wrong - the pronunciation was off, the sentence structure didn't make 
sense, the vocabulary included words she'd never heard before in her life. 

 

It was like listening to a language that was Japanese's distant cousin - related enough to 
recognize it as speech, foreign enough that she couldn't understand a single word. 

 

"I... I don't..." Orihime tried, her voice shaking. "I can't understand you..." 

 

The young man's expression shifted from confusion to alarm. 

 

He spoke again, faster this time, gesturing at himself and then around the apartment and then at 
her, clearly trying to communicate something urgent. 

 

But Orihime couldn't understand any of it. 

 

They were speaking what should have been the same language, but dimensional divergence 
had made their Japanese mutually unintelligible. 

 

Oh no, Orihime thought, feeling panic rising again. Oh no, this is bad. This is really, really bad. 
What do I do? What am I supposed to -  

 

The young man suddenly staggered, one hand going to his head. 

 

He looked pale, exhausted, like whatever journey he'd just taken had drained him completely. 

 

His spiritual pressure - that massive, overwhelming presence she'd felt through the rift - was 
flickering unstably, like a flame in the wind. 



 

And despite her terror, despite having no idea who this person was or where he'd come from or 
what he wanted, Orihime felt her natural compassion kick in. 

 

He was hurt. 

 

Confused. 

 

Scared, even if he was trying to hide it. 

 

Just like her. 

 

She took a tentative step forward, hands raised in what she hoped was a universal gesture of 
non-aggression. 

 

"It's okay," she said softly, even though he probably couldn't understand the words. "You're... 
you're safe. I won't hurt you. I promise." 

 

The young man watched her approach with visible wariness, but he didn't attack or run. 

 

Just watched, blue eyes tracking her every movement. 

 

Orihime tried a smile - small, hopefully reassuring. 

 

"My name is Orihime," she said slowly, pointing at herself. "Or-i-hi-me. That's me." 

 



She pointed at him questioningly. 

 

Understanding flickered across his face - body language, at least, seemed to translate properly. 

 

He pointed at himself and spoke: "Na-ru-to Uzu-ma-ki. Na-ru-to." 

 

"Naruto," Orihime repeated, and his expression lightened slightly at hearing his name 
pronounced correctly. “Naruto Uzumaki.”  

 

They stared at each other again, this strange tableau of two people trying to communicate 
across a dimensional language barrier. 

 

Naruto met her eyes, and something in his expression softened slightly. 

 

Like he could sense her genuine concern despite the language barrier. 

 

Like he recognized that she was trying to help, not harm. 

 

It was a small thing. 

 

But in that moment, it felt like the most important thing in the world. 

​
And then the door crashed. 

 

ICHIGO’S POV​
AROUND THE SAME TIME… 



Two figures jump from rooftop to rooftop, the slight shuffling of their feet masking the weight of 
their responsibility to the nights where monsters appear.  

 

Ichigo in his Shinigami form - black robes, massive sword that was apparently way bigger than 
standard Zanpakutō, his orange hair even more visible against the dark fabric. 

 

Rukia beside him in her own Shinigami uniform, recovered enough to fight but still not at full 
power. 

 

They'd been making rounds through Karakura Town, checking for Hollow activity, making sure 
the barriers between worlds were stable. 

 

Ichigo Kurosaki was starting to think that "normal evening" was a concept that no longer applied 
to his life. 

 

"Three Hollows in two hours," he muttered, wiping spiritual residue off his oversized Zanpakutō. 
"That's more than we usually get in a whole night." 

 

"Indeed," Rukia Kuchiki replied from beside him, her own smaller sword already sheathed. "The 
activity has been increasing over the past week. Something's disturbing the balance." 

 

They were standing on a rooftop in the residential district of Karakura Town, the evening air cool 
against Ichigo's face. 

 

Well, his Shinigami form's face, technically. 

 

His actual body was currently slumped in an alley three blocks away, looking for all the world 
like a teenager who'd passed out from exhaustion. 

 



Which wasn't entirely inaccurate, considering how little sleep he'd been getting lately. 

 

University during the day, Hollow hunting at night, and somehow maintaining passing grades in 
between - it was a miracle he hadn't completely burned out yet. 

 

"Maybe it's related to that Quincy," Ichigo suggested, scanning the horizon for any more spiritual 
signatures. "Ishida said he was going to release Hollow bait for our contest tomorrow. Maybe 
he's been testing it?" 

 

"Uryu Ishida is many things," Rukia said with a slight frown, "but he's not reckless enough to 
release Hollow bait without proper preparation. No, this is something else." 

 

Ichigo grunted noncommittally. 

 

The whole situation with Ishida was still weird. 

 

Finding out that another classmate - someone he'd barely spoken to before - was not only 
spiritually aware but came from an entire line of Hollow-fighting warriors with a historical grudge 
against Shinigami? 

 

Yeah, that had been a fun revelation. 

 

And now they were supposed to have a competition tomorrow to prove which method was 
better - Shinigami purification or Quincy elimination. 

 

Ichigo still thought the whole thing was stupid, but he'd never been one to back down from a 
challenge. 

 



Even a stupid one. 

 

"We should check the eastern district next," Rukia said, already moving toward the roof's edge. 
"If the pattern holds, there might be - " 

 

The world shuddered. 

 

That was the only way Ichigo could describe it - like reality itself had just been hit with a 
sledgehammer. 

 

A wave of spiritual pressure slammed into them with physical force, so massive and so wrong 
that Ichigo actually stumbled. 

 

"What the - ?!" 

 

Beside him, Rukia had frozen, her eyes wide with shock. 

 

"That spiritual pressure," she breathed. "It's enormous. But it's not - it doesn't feel like - " 

 

The pressure spiked again, a wave of pure energy rolling across the town like a tsunami. 

 

Ichigo could actually see it with his spiritual senses - a ripple in reality itself, emanating from 
somewhere very close. 

 

"It's not Hollow," Rukia continued, her voice tight with tension. "And it's not Shinigami. It's not 
human either, or at least not like any human spiritual pressure I've ever felt. What is that?" 

 



Ichigo was already moving, his body responding before his brain fully caught up. 

 

That pressure - it was coming from the direction of Orihime's apartment. 

 

"Rukia - " 

 

"I know," she cut him off, already keeping pace beside him with the supernatural speed 
Shinigami possessed. "That's - " 

 

"Orihime's place," Ichigo finished, his protective instincts kicking into overdrive. 

 

He pushed himself faster, using Shunpo - the high-speed movement technique Rukia had been 
teaching him - to cover ground in bursts. 

 

The spiritual pressure was intensifying as they got closer, and with it came a sensation that 
made Ichigo's skin crawl. 

 

It felt wrong. 

 

Not evil, necessarily, but definitely wrong - like something that shouldn't exist in their world, a 
fundamental violation of natural order. 

 

"Ichigo," Rukia called out as they ran. "That energy - it's destabilizing. Whatever's generating it, 
it's affecting the spiritual balance of the entire area." 

 

"I don't care what it is," Ichigo growled. "If it's near Orihime - " 

 



He didn't finish the sentence. 

 

Didn't need to. 

 

Rukia knew him well enough by now to understand - anyone threatening his friends would have 
to go through him first. 

 

They rounded the corner to Orihime's apartment building just as the pressure spiked one final 
time, then suddenly cut off like someone had flipped a switch. 

 

The silence that followed was almost more disturbing than the overwhelming energy had been. 

 

Ichigo didn't slow down. 

 

He could sense Orihime's spiritual pressure inside - frightened but unharmed, thank god - and 
something else. 

 

Someone else. 

 

That foreign energy was still there, contained now but no less powerful. 

 

And it was in the same room as Orihime. 

 

"ORIHIME!" Ichigo shouted, his voice carrying the edge of panic he rarely let show. 

 

He hit the building's entrance at a run, taking the stairs three at a time up to her floor. 



 

Her apartment door was at the end of the hall - closed, but Ichigo could see light spilling from 
underneath it. 

 

And through the door, he could sense them both. 

 

Orihime. 

 

And the unknown entity with spiritual pressure that rivaled his own. 

 

If they hurt her, Ichigo thought, his hand tightening on his Zanpakutō's hilt, I don't care where 
they came from. I'll cut them down. 

 

He reached the door and didn't bother with niceties like knocking. 

 

One kick, reinforced with spiritual pressure, and the lock shattered. 

 

The door slammed open. 

 

Ichigo burst into the apartment, sword already drawn and leveled at -  

 

A guy. 

 

Just... a guy, standing in the middle of Orihime's destroyed living room. 

 



What the hell? 

 

NARUTO’S POV​
AROUND THE SAME TIME… 

One second, Naruto was surrounded by cheering villagers. 

 

The next, he was crashing through someone's coffee table. 

 

What the - ?! 

 

Pain shot through his shoulder as he rolled across unfamiliar wooden floors, momentum from... 
wherever he'd been... carrying him straight into a wall. 

 

He scrambled to his feet immediately, kunai already in hand, eyes darting around the room for 
threats. 

 

Where am I? What happened? Genjutsu? Has to be genjutsu! 

 

But the room felt real. 

 

Too real. 

 

The air smelled different - cleaner, with some kind of sweet scent he didn't recognize. 

 

The walls were painted in soft colors, decorated with... were those photographs? And the 
furniture looked nothing like anything in Konoha. 



 

"Ah!" 

 

A feminine gasp snapped his attention to the side. 

 

A girl - maybe his age, maybe a bit younger - was pressed against the opposite wall, eyes wide 
with shock. 

 

She had long auburn hair and the most expressive gray eyes he'd ever seen. 

 

Also, uh... also she had a very impressive -  

 

No! Bad time for that, idiot! 

 

Naruto shook his head, trying to clear it. 

 

More importantly: she didn't look threatening. 

 

Actually, she looked terrified. 

 

Of him. 

 

Okay, okay, calm down. Figure out what's happening. Where's the threat? Did someone attack? 
Was I kidnapped? 

 



His eyes caught the scroll on the floor between them - ornate, covered in illustrations of 
nine-tailed foxes and swirling energy patterns that made his stomach drop. 

 

That's... that looks like... 

 

The girl was saying something, hands up in a placating gesture, voice gentle and soothing 
despite the tremor in it. 

 

But Naruto couldn't understand a single word. 

 

He blinked. 

 

Stared. 

 

She kept talking, pointing at herself, then at him, then at the scroll, making calming motions with 
her hands. 

 

Why can't I understand her? 

 

"Where am I?" he tried, keeping his kunai lowered but ready. "What happened? Did you do 
something?" 

 

The girl's expression shifted to confusion, tilting her head slightly. 

 

She responded with something that sounded like questions, but the words were... wrong. 

 



No, not wrong exactly. 

 

They sounded like Japanese - the rhythm was right, some syllables were familiar - but 
completely incomprehensible. 

 

Like someone had taken his language and scrambled it into something else entirely. 

 

This is bad. This is really bad. 

 

"I can't understand you," Naruto said slowly, lowering his kunai slightly and pointing at his ear, 
then shaking his head. 

 

The girl's eyes widened in understanding, and she mimicked his gesture - pointing at her own 
ear and shaking her head too. 

 

She can't understand me either. 

 

Okay, definitely not genjutsu then. Genjutsu wouldn't bother with a language barrier. So where 
the hell am I? 

 

The girl - she seems nice at least - started making gestures. 

 

Pointing at herself: "Orihime." 

 

Oh! Her name! 

 



Naruto straightened slightly, lowering his kunai more. "Naruto. Uzumaki Naruto." 

 

She smiled - actually smiled despite the crazy situation - and repeated: "Na-ru-to?" 

 

Her pronunciation was off, but close enough. 

 

He nodded enthusiastically. "Yeah! Naruto!" 

 

"Orihime," she repeated, pointing at herself again. 

 

Okay, this is something. Not much, but something. 

 

Then she pointed at the scroll on the floor, making some kind of apologetic expression and 
talking in what sounded like explanatory tones. 

 

She did this? How? That scroll... those nine-tailed foxes... 

 

Before Naruto could attempt more communication, he felt it. 

 

A massive spike of energy from somewhere outside. 

 

His head snapped toward the window, every instinct screaming danger. 

 

That's not chakra. 

 



It felt... different. 

 

Similar in some ways - energy, power, life force - but the quality was off. 

 

More spiritual, less physical. 

 

Like someone had taken the spiritual half of chakra and cranked it up to eleven while ignoring 
the physical component entirely. 

 

And there were multiple signatures now, all radiating that same strange energy. 

 

Malevolent. Hungry. Predatory. 

 

BANG! 

 

The door to the apartment slammed open so hard it crashed against the wall. 

 

Naruto's kunai came back up instantly, body dropping into combat stance. 

 

Two people burst into the room. 

 

The first was a tall guy - maybe eighteen, nineteen? - with bright orange hair and a scowl that 
could cut steel. 

 

He wore all black, had a sword strapped to his back, and his entire body language screamed 
threat. 



 

The second was a short girl with black hair and violet eyes, moving with the practiced grace of 
someone who knew how to fight. 

 

Both of them radiated that same strange spiritual energy, though at much higher levels than 
normal. 

 

And both of them were staring directly at Naruto. 

 

Fighters. Definitely fighters. And they're not happy to see me. 

 

The orange-haired guy started shouting, words rapid and aggressive, hand moving toward the 
sword on his back. 

 

The short girl was talking too, more measured but equally tense, her posture ready for combat. 

 

Naruto's stance widened, chakra gathering instinctively even though something felt wrong about 
it - like his system was working harder than it should. 

 

Can't understand them. Don't know if they're enemies. But they're treating me like a threat. 

 

"I don't want to fight!" he tried, keeping his kunai up defensively. "I don't know what happened! I 
just ended up here!" 

 

More gibberish to their ears, apparently, because Orange-Hair's scowl deepened and his hand 
closed on his sword hilt. 

 



This is about to get really bad -  

 

"Wait!" 

 

Orihime - that was her name, right? - suddenly stepped between them. 

 

She positioned herself directly in Naruto's line of sight to the other two, hands up toward both 
parties, talking rapidly in placating tones. 

 

Her body language was clear: He's not attacking. Don't fight. 

 

Orange-Hair responded, clearly frustrated, gesturing at Naruto while arguing. 

 

He must be someone she knows. Someone protective of her. Boyfriend maybe? 

 

Wait, did I just intrude on someone's girlfriend? Oh man, that's... 

 

Orihime kept talking, shaking her head, pointing at the scroll on the floor, then at Naruto, making 
explanatory gestures. 

 

The short girl - Rukia, maybe? That sounded like what Orange-Hair called her - was studying 
Naruto with sharp, analytical eyes. 

 

She said something to Orange-Hair that made him reluctantly take his hand off his sword, 
though his glare never wavered. 

 



Okay. Not fighting. That's good. 

 

Naruto slowly lowered his kunai, showing his empty hand in a universal gesture of peace. 

 

"I'm not a threat," he said carefully, even knowing they couldn't understand. "Promise." 

 

The short girl nodded slightly, seeming to understand the gesture if not the words. 

 

ICHIGO’S POV​
AROUND THE SAME TIME… 

Ichigo stared at the massive presence that made itself known throughout Karakura Town. Truth 
be told, he looked almost like a guy his age. 

Blonde spiky hair, bright orange jacket, whisker marks on his cheeks like some kind of tattoo or 
birthmark. 

 

Young, maybe around Ichigo's age or slightly older. 

 

And radiating that massive, foreign spiritual pressure like a beacon. 

 

"Ichigo," she said quietly, her voice carrying an edge he'd learned to recognize as serious 
concern. "That spiritual pressure - I've never felt anything like it. It's structured completely 
differently from Reiatsu. It's like... like an entirely different energy system." 

 

"I don't care what system it is," Ichigo growled, keeping his eyes locked on the potential threat. 
"He's in Orihime's apartment and I want to know why." 

 

"Kurosaki-kun!" Orihime's voice cut through the tension, high and panicked. "Please, don't fight! 
He's not attacking!" 



 

She moved - actually moved - putting herself physically between Ichigo and the stranger. 

 

Arms spread wide like she could somehow prevent a fight through sheer willpower. 

 

Ichigo felt his heart lurch. 

 

"Orihime, get out of the way," he said as firmly as he could while also trying not to sound too 
harsh. "That spiritual pressure - he's dangerous. We don't know what he wants." 

 

"Neither does he!" Orihime insisted, and there was something almost desperate in her voice. 
"He's confused and scared and he just fell through a dimensional rift into my living room! We 
can't understand each other - he speaks some kind of different Japanese!" 

 

"Different Japanese?" Rukia repeated, moving to stand beside Ichigo for a better view. "That's 
not - " 

 

She cut off, staring at the stranger with an expression Ichigo couldn't quite read. 

 

Her eyes had gone wide, her normally composed features showing genuine shock. 

 

"Rukia?" Ichigo prompted when she didn't continue. 

 

"That energy signature," Rukia said slowly, like she was working through something complex. 
"It's not from any spiritual realm I know. Not Soul Society, not Hueco Mundo, not even the living 
world's normal spiritual energy. It's like... like he's from somewhere else entirely. Somewhere 
outside our dimensional framework." 

 



"Dimensional rift?" Ichigo repeated, focusing on what Orihime had said earlier. "What do you 
mean, dimensional rift?" 

 

"The scroll!" Orihime said quickly, pointing at the destroyed coffee table where shredded paper 
and glowing symbols were still faintly visible. "Urahara-san gave me a scroll and it activated 
when I was looking at it and it opened this huge hole in space and he fell through and - " 

 

"Urahara," Ichigo and Rukia said simultaneously, both their voices carrying significant 
frustration. 

 

Of course Kisuke Urahara was involved in this somehow. 

 

The mysterious shopkeeper who definitely knew more than he let on and had a habit of setting 
things in motion without explaining anything to anyone. 

 

Ichigo made a mental note to have some very strong words with that fan-wielding bastard later. 

 

"He came through a dimensional rift," Orihime continued, her arms still spread in that protective 
gesture. "He crashed into my living room and he's completely lost and we can't understand each 
other at all and I think he's hurt and Kurosaki-kun please don't attack him!" 

 

The stranger - still in his defensive stance - was watching this exchange with obvious frustration, 
clearly understanding that they were talking about him but unable to follow the actual 
conversation. 

 

Ichigo studied him more carefully now, trying to assess the situation beyond his initial protective 
fury. 

 

The guy did look confused. 



 

And exhausted - his spiritual pressure was flickering slightly, like he was struggling to maintain 
it. 

 

His defensive stance was solid, professional even, but his eyes kept darting around the 
apartment like he was trying to figure out where the hell he was. 

 

Body language suggesting disorientation rather than aggression. 

 

But that didn't change the fact that his power was enormous and potentially dangerous. 

 

"Orihime," Ichigo tried again, more gently this time. "I get that you want to help. But we don't 
know anything about him. We don't know if he's dangerous - " 

 

"He's dangerous," Rukia interjected, still studying the stranger with analytical precision. "That 
much power always is, regardless of intent. But Orihime's right - he doesn't seem hostile. 
Defensive, yes. Ready to fight if attacked, absolutely. But not actively aggressive." 

 

The stranger said something else in his incomprehensible Japanese, pointing at himself and 
then at them, clearly trying to communicate. 

 

Ichigo caught maybe one word in five - something that might have been a name? Naruto? Or 
maybe he was talking about food? 

 

This language barrier was going to be a problem. 

 

Orihime was trying to calm the situation with body language - slow movements, gentle tone, 
hands raised in peace. 



 

The stranger seemed to respond to that, his stance relaxing fractionally even though his spiritual 
pressure remained defensive. 

 

"We need to - " Rukia started. 

 

And then Ichigo felt it. 

 

Multiple spiritual pressures, appearing across the district like lights flickering on. 

 

Hollow signatures. 

 

Dozens of them. 

 

All converging on their location. 

 

"Oh no," Rukia breathed, clearly sensing them too. "The dimensional rift's energy - it acted like a 
beacon. It's drawn every Hollow in the area." 

 

Ichigo swore viciously. 

 

Of course. 

 

Of course this situation would get worse. 

 



Because a standoff with a dimensionally-displaced person with massive spiritual pressure 
wasn't complicated enough. 

 

The stranger's head snapped toward the window, his expression shifting to alarm. 

 

He'd sensed them too, apparently. 

 

Whatever his energy system was, it was sensitive enough to detect Hollow signatures. 

 

He shouted something - a question, maybe, or a warning - and moved toward the window. 

 

"They're Hollows," Ichigo called out, not sure if the guy could understand but trying anyway. 
"Monsters. Dangerous. We need to - " 

 

The stranger looked at him sharply, and something in his expression suggested he'd at least 
caught the tone if not the words. 

 

Understanding flashed across his face - monsters, danger, threat. 

 

Universal concepts that transcended language barriers. 

 

Ichigo made a split-second decision. 

 

Enemy of my enemy and all that. 

 

Plus, civilians were in danger. 



 

Personal standoffs could wait until after immediate threats were dealt with. 

 

"Rukia," Ichigo said sharply, already moving toward the window. "We need to intercept them 
before they reach the residential areas." 

 

"Agreed," Rukia responded immediately, following him. 

 

Ichigo looked back at Orihime, trying to convey everything in a single glance - stay safe, hide, 
don't put yourself in danger. 

 

Then he jumped through the already-broken window, spiritual pressure carrying him toward the 
nearest Hollow signature. 

 

Rukia followed a split second later, her smaller form moving with practiced grace. 

 

Behind them, Ichigo heard movement - the stranger was following, apparently deciding on his 
own that monsters attacking civilians was something worth fighting regardless of where he was 
or who these sword-wielding people were. 

 

Fine, Ichigo thought, gripping his Zanpakutō tighter.  

Let's see what this dimensional traveler can actually do. 

 

NARUTO’S POV​
AROUND THE SAME TIME… 

The spiritual pressure outside was building - multiple sources, all converging on this area. 

 



Whatever they were, they were drawn here by something. 

 

The scroll? That energy burst when I arrived? Does it matter right now? 

 

Orange-Hair and the short girl exchanged rapid words, their entire demeanor shifting from 
confrontational to combat-ready. 

 

But not against him. 

 

Against whatever was outside. 

 

Orange-Hair pulled his sword free - massive blade, way too big to be practical, but somehow he 
held it like it weighed nothing. 

 

The short girl's hand went to her hip, though Naruto couldn't see what weapon she carried. 

 

Then they both ran for the window. 

 

Not the door. 

 

The window. 

 

Orange-Hair crashed through it without hesitation, glass shattering as he dove out into the night 
air. 

 

We're on like the third floor! 



 

The short girl followed immediately, body language suggesting this was completely normal 
behavior. 

 

Naruto stared in disbelief for half a second. 

 

What kind of -  

 

The predatory spiritual signatures spiked again, close now, and he heard screaming from 
outside. 

 

Civilians in danger! 

 

That was all he needed to know. 

 

Naruto bolted for the broken window, Orihime calling something behind him - concern in her 
voice - but he couldn't stop. 

 

People were in danger. 

 

That meant he moved. 

 

Always. 

 

He leaped through the window, channeling chakra to his feet automatically for the landing -  

 



 - and nearly face-planted because his chakra control felt wrong. 

 

What the - ?! 

 

He managed to catch himself against the wall, chakra sticking to the surface but using way 
more energy than it should have. 

 

Why is my chakra so inefficient here? 

 

No time to figure it out. 

 

Naruto pushed off and dropped to the street, landing in a crouch. 

 

Orange-Hair and the short girl were already ahead of him, moving toward the sources of those 
spiritual signatures. 

 

The street lamps flickered ominously. 

 

The air felt heavy, oppressive in a way that made his skin crawl. 

 

And then Naruto saw it. 

 

Standing in the middle of the street, illuminated by stuttering lights, was something straight out 
of a nightmare. 

 

It was huge - maybe twelve feet tall - with a white mask covering its face that looked like bone. 



 

The mask had a long, beak-like protrusion and empty eye sockets that somehow still seemed to 
stare. 

 

Its body was vaguely humanoid but wrong - too long, too twisted, covered in what looked like 
dark armor or scales. 

 

And there was a hole. 

 

Right through its chest. 

 

A perfectly round void where its heart should have been. 

 

The thing turned its masked face toward a family huddled against a storefront - father, mother, 
two small children, all frozen in terror. 

 

Its spiritual pressure washed over the area like physical weight, making the children cry and the 
parents shake. 

 

It opened its mouth - mouths shouldn't open that wide - and Naruto saw rows of sharp teeth. 

 

The creature made a sound. 

 

Not quite a roar, not quite a scream. 

 

Something hungry and hateful and wrong on every possible level. 



 

What... what the hell IS that thing?! 

 

Orange-Hair was already charging, that oversized sword raised, shouting something that 
sounded like a battle cry. 

 

The creature's attention snapped to him, mask turning with predatory focus. 

 

But Naruto couldn't move. 

 

Couldn't look away. 

 

Because as his eyes tracked the street, he saw more of them. 

 

Three... four... five more of those masked creatures emerging from shadows and alleys. 

 

All radiating that same malevolent spiritual pressure. 

 

All focused on the humans nearby with unmistakable hunger. 

 

This isn't Konoha. 

 

This isn't a genjutsu. 

 



I'm somewhere else. Somewhere with monsters I've never seen before. Speaking a language I 
don't understand. With people I don't know. 

 

The reality of his situation crashed over Naruto like a wave. 

 

Where the hell am I? 

 

 

 
End. 
 
I feel bad for our man. He must be feeling so lost and confused. 
 
Though I can’t lie, I did laugh when I wrote some of the scenes. 
 
Look forward to the next chapter everyone as it will only get better 
from here. 
 
See Ya. 


