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Chapter 1 Sleep Companion



How many women would want to be born into Japan’s Sengoku era, a
time of endless warfare? It’d be a rare choice, as women’s lives
were more fragile than weeds back then.



Sakura Liang wanted to believe her being back in the ninth year of
Tenben was just a dream. Dream or not, she couldn’t wake up. She
wished she had just died in the earthquake.



“Sit as soon as you go into the sleep chamber and wait for your
lord. Make sure to serve him.”



She couldn’t stop hearing the maid’s scary warning. Should she
accept her fate? Looking at the sheets and bedding, as well as her
bathing gown, all in snow-white, she started to hate this color.
What was the point? If she didn’t serve their lord in bed, she
couldn’t get back that rock, and she’d lose all hope of returning
to her own time.



The maids half-closed the door and left via the entry way. A moment
later, she heard the sound of someone kneeling outside. She
straightened her clothing, posed like a traditional Japanese woman
in lowering her head and bowing, and prepared to act.



The footsteps got closer and closer. She could feel a big hand
stroking her cheek; she was about to feign happiness and execute
her plan when she looked up and screamed. The man sitting in front
of her was that man she’d seen in the garden earlier.



“Why are you so shocked? It’s a good thing I have your precious
rock, or my head would have another bump now,” the man said next to
her ear after lowing his head. The bump on it looked a little blue.



“Why . . . why are you here? I’m supposed to serve the lord
tonight. Aren’t you afraid of offending me and getting in trouble?”
Sakura wanted to get up, but the man drew closer to her. There was
less than three inches between them.



“What do you want?”



The man didn’t advance further, seeing how flustered she was. He
didn’t get up, either. “The person you’re here to serve is me. You
really have no idea what I want?”



“Serving you? You’re . . .”



“Takeda Harunobu.”



No! Sakura’s heart fell. What luck! This man was the legendary
Tiger of Kai, Takeda Shingen. He was supposedly brave and had a
noble face. But the guy in front of her didn’t look noble. If a
pale square face could be called noble, then traditional Japanese
beauty standards were too low. She could tell something was hiding
in his single-lidded eyes.



Great, she should have never underestimated ancient wisdom.
Thinking of what happened two days ago, when she was desperate, the
scenes flashed in her mind.



Rosewood pillars and beams, an entryway, tatami, square windows . .
. The place didn’t seem like a Chinese-style home but a traditional
Japanese one. She felt around with her hand; she was laying on top
of a tatami mat, which was different from the soft bed she had at
home. The texture was closer to the wooden bed in her grandpa’s
martial arts studio.



“She’s awake. Tell the madam.” A new voice came from outside the
door. It was a woman in her thirties, with long hair styled into a
bun in the middle. Her clothes resembled what was worn in the Han
Dynasty of China . . . Wait, it was actually a Japanese kimono. And
Sakura understood what she said even though it was Japanese!



Before she could figure out why, the woman respectfully led a
middle-aged lady inside. The lady sat next to her, held her hand,
and wrapped her own hands around it. “Thank goodness you’re awake.”



“Please tell me . . . where am I? And you are . . . ?” She had
studied traditional Japanese with her grandpa when she was younger,
so conversations were easy for her, and she knew to use polite
terms.



The lady only smiled, while her maid added, “This is the Shingen
family in Kai. The lady is Lord Takeda Nobutora’s wife. When she
was worshipping at the mountain temple, she saw you had fainted
there and had you brought back.”



Kai? Takeda? Lord Nobutora? Sakura felt overwhelmed. She knew
enough about ancient Japanese history to know that Takeda Nobutora
was the father of the Tiger of Kai, Takeda Shingen. Then the lady
must be Nobutora’s wife, Ooi.



“Tell us now, who are you? Where did you come from?” the maid
demanded.



“Um, I’m from Kawanakajima. My name is Sakura.” Her Japanese was
good enough to help her pass as Japanese.



“Kawanakajima? Another poor thing sold to Kai. Even your clothes
are pathetic.” The maid and Lady Ooi both looked at her with pity.



Sakura realized what she was wearing, a Li Ning brand short-sleeved
tee and denim shorts; no wonder they thought she was a refugee. It
was lucky that her lie of being from Kawanakajima Island actually
blended with the truth that slaves were sold there.



Seeing her state, Lady Ooi couldn’t help but be chagrined. “You
must be eager to go home. You’re not well enough, though, and
there’s so much warfare on that island that it’d be dangerous for
you to leave. Stay here a while.”



Author’s note: Takeda Harunobu was the name Takeda Shingen used
before he joined the monastery, which will be used throughout this
book.




Chapter 2 To be A Maid



“Lady, how... it’s not proper for me to live here.”



“No need to feel weird, and no need to thank me. Three years ago,
my older daughter married and moved to Suruga, now I have another
daughter marrying off to Suwa, and I miss them so much. You’re a
smart girl, why not stay here and be my maid? You can keep me
company.”



Lady Ooi’s tender face looked like her mom’s, even the way she
walked away. How could it be? Sakura was in disbelief. She had no
resistance toward this kind of caring.



She rubbed her eyes and rolled over, finding something hard under
her, making her yelp. She opened the blanket and realized it was
the precious rock she found at Mt. Dragon Horn. It has lost its
golden red glow already and is all-black now. Other than its odd
shape, it looked like any other rock.



Did the earthquake and the time-travel happen because she took this
rock? No matter what, this rock had something to do with it. She’d
have to try something with the rock when there’s no one around.
There’s gotta be a way. Though she didn’t want to leave, she had to
go back to Guangzhou and see what damage the earthquake has caused.
Or she could go to her grandfather at Foshan.



For two whole days, she didn’t see one man. She had realized how
strict the gender divide was in ancient Japan, especially in this
kind of daimyō(or royal) family. She and other women lived in the
inner compound, while the men lived in the outer compound. With the
exception of major events, or if the lord wanted to rest in the
inner compound or if the maids had to work in the outer compound,
men and women never mixed.



Sakura mumbled to herself as she was sweeping the floor. She wanted
to explore the inner compound, but Lady Ooi’s maid Tsuru told her
that being the lady’s maid meant she could only stay in the lady’s
yard, which was a torture for the adventurous Sakura.



When she saw no one was nearby, she tossed the broom and ran to the
back of a shrub. She took out the dragon horn rock and held it in
front of her.



“Dragon horn rock, aren’t you magical? Please use your power and
take me back. I don’t know if I imagined the earthquake, but I
can’t stay here. Please help me...” She prayed and prayed, and even
kneeled, but the rock didn’t do anything.



Sakura bit her lips and tucked the rock back into her clothes.
Maybe she didn’t use the right way, or maybe she chanted the wrong
thing. She had to keep trying! She made a fist and posed like a
superhero before trying again.



All of a sudden, a man’s voice came from Lady Ooi’s room. There was
a man here? She had to see who it was even if she wouldn’t know
him. She took off her wooden clogs, held up her skirt, and walked
toward the door opening.



Lady Ooi was sitting and talking to a man in grey clothes. The
light from the doorway shined on his face, showing his grim face;
he had thick brows, lines between his eyes, and sunken eye sockets.
Underneath his hawkish nose was a thick mustache. This was the
first time Sakura saw a man after her time-travelling. Even if he
was older, given how he’s aged, he was probably handsome in his
youth.



“Itagaki, you’re saying Harunobu is still partying all the time?”



“After the Battle of Ida, even though the young lord won, the lord
lectured him. That’s why I’m worried about the young lord. I wanted
to ask you to help work things out, to help him regain the lord’s
trust.”



Lady Ooi sighed. “Harunobu has always worried me.”



“Lady...”



“Itagaki, you can go for now. I’ll do my best to persuade the lord
to forgive him.”



If Lady Ooi called him Itagaki, could he be Itagaki Nobukata?
Takeda Shingen’s teacher? And is this Harunobu person also Shingen?
She remembered that during this time, the Battle of Ida was
Shingen’s first battle. She didn’t know too much about it, just
that it was a city that his father Nobutora couldn’t conquer for a
month, but Shingen was able to defeat in one day. This was a battle
that made Shingen famous, and it also made the father-son conflict
worse than ever. Would her being here change what happened later?



Sakura smiled to herself as she kept sweeping the floor, but then
she came to her senses. You’re just their maid, what are you
dreaming about? Just pray that the dragon horn rock can bring you
back to the present, and you’ll be too lucky.



“Sakura, are you done with the yard?” Tsuru interrupted her
thoughts.



“Yes, almost.” She mumbled.



“When you’re done, do the backyard too. Yukina is sick today.”



“Yes.”



When Tsuru left, Sakura rolled her eyes. She knew Lady Ooi liked
her, but Tsuru didn’t. She heard from other maids that Tsuru was
the lady’s favorite, but ever since she has arrived as a refugee,
even jobs like massaging the lady’s back were reassigned to the new
girl.



She didn’t care about Tsuru making things difficult. If she had to
sweep the backyard, so what, she could see more of this place.



She rushed toward the back, carrying her broom. There was actually
quite a distance from the front yard and the backyard. As soon as
she walked in the backyard, she was dazzled by the sight. There was
an amazing cherry blossom garden here!




Chapter 3 Hello,Takeda Shingen!



It was Springtime, and the cherry blossom trees were blooming in
every color, pink, white, rose... the scenery was spectacular. She
had seen cherry blossoms in Guangdong but never knew there were so
many varieties. In the middle of being enchanted by the flowers,
she remembered something from the earthquake.



“Cherry blossom trees... On the day of the earthquake, I had just
taken the dragon horn rock. Wasn’t there a big cherry tree outside
the mysterious cave?”



She had an epiphany. Taking out the dragon horn rock, she ran to
the biggest cherry blossom tree in the yard and tried to remember
what she said during the earthquake. It was a good thing her memory
was good; she quickly remembered the words, so she closed her eyes
and started talking.



“Sakura, why does it seem weird?”



“What do you mean?”



“You can’t tell? The ground is...moving!”



“Oh no! Yunmei, let’s get out of here!”



She played both herself and her good friend Yunmei when she
reenacted the conversation. After she said the words over and over,
wind picked up, but soon stopped. When she opened her eyes, the
cherry blossom garden was still the same, and she was still at the
Takeda family.



“Stupid rock, I’m done with you!” She spit on the rock before
tossing it aside.



“Hey!” A man yelled from somewhere. Sakura was shocked and looked
up.



The man was about medium height and build. He had a square face,
thick eyebrows and single-lidded eyes. He wasn’t handsome but had
the typical look of a Japanese man. She wasn’t a fan of the way
Japanese men styled their hair during this time, as this man also
sported a top knot on his head. Wearing a blue samurai outfit with
a white diamond pattern, each diamond bigger than her hand, his
style was very flashy. Even more comedic, he grasped the dragon
horn rock in his hand, and wore a big bump on his forehead. If he
was a cartoon character, he would be shooting spirals from his
eyes.



“Oh, I’m sorry. Are you okay?” Sakura tried not to laugh as she
went over to apologize and bow at him.



“Hypocrite... you pretend to be sorry while you want to laugh at my
plight.” The man turned away with a cold chuckle, seemingly not
wanting to see her at all. He tucked the rock inside his clothes
and started to leave.



With those words, Sakura’s guilt disappeared. She didn’t get mad at
men usually, but he made her angry. How dare he accuse her of being
a hypocrite like that?



“Don’t leave, stop!” She rolled up her sleeves as she blocked his
way.



“Hey, don’t you know the rules?”



“Rules? Oh, you mean men get to walk in front of women with their
heads lowered? Please, why should I follow those rules? And the
rock is mine! Give it back!”



The man moved his face closer to hers, his expression flippant. It
took a while for him to draw back. “This pathetic rock is yours?
Didn’t you say it was stupid?”



“Um, I’ll take back what I said. Give me back my rock. A wise man
said that you can’t take what belongs to others. Even if you
haven’t read much, you’d have to know this saying.” Sakura’s face
was stiff as she said this. This was not her house, after all, she
was just a maid, she can’t hit people.



“If you want this rock back, you’d have to promise me one thing.”



“You’re bargaining with me?”



“Well, someone threw a rock at me. I have injuries, and the
evidence...”



“Fine, tell me your condition.”



“Make yourself pretty and wait for someone to get you from your
room tonight. The young lord is in a bad moon lately, so you could
be his sleep companion. If you do a good job, I’ll return your
rock.”



Sleep companion? Sakura was so angry her face felt crunched. This
was the fate of maids in ancient Japan? Just because she worked at
some big family, her body belonged to the lord? Stupid men! Stupid
world! She was cursing her situation when she realized the man had
left.



Wait a minute, the young lord he mentioned was Takeda Shingen! He
was a big deal in ancient Japan. This was a good opportunity. Why
was she so busy being angry and forgot this fact? She could
complain about this guy to Shingen, and he would have hell to pay.



Sakura, shouldn’t you fight back? Your grandfather was a renowned
martial arts master, and you learned kung fu as a kid too. Do you
really believe Chinese martial arts can’t beat Japanese sumo
wrestling?



Sakura, are you crazy? Now is not the time for force. The big wig
was right in front of you, even if he took advantage of you, as
long as you controlled him, you’d have plenty of opportunities.



“If you dared to touch me, I’d hurt you!”



She argued with herself for a long time, before finally declaring
her position.



“Fine, you aggressive woman. I have no patience with you.” Harunobu
sighed before laying on the tatami mat. He looked ready to sleep
with half-closed eyes.



Who was this man? He said she didn’t interest him, then why did he
lay down here? Isn’t he still in bed with her? She tried to move
his body.



“Stop bothering me.”



“You seem upset.”



He didn’t move at all. His eyes weren’t even open now.



Sakura tightened her lips and stopped asking. She felt listless.
She knew this period in history; Harunobu must have been upset
about the Battle of Ida. Maybe his misery could only be revealed to
a maid, someone who didn’t matter. Even if he did anything with
her, it’d have been just stress relief.



She shook her head in resignation and lay down next to him. She
felt as if this man wasn’t as annoying as she thought.




Chapter 4 Tit for Tat



After she slept for she didn’t know how long, and while she was
still groggy, something was scratching her foot, she couldn’t help
but giggle and mumble, “pig’s feet, yummy pig’s feet...”



“Get up!”



“Hey!” A voice right next to her ear scared her into sitting up.
She saw a big square face.



“You really do look like a piggie when sleeping.” Harunobu chortled
while holding her face.



Sakura shook her head to get away from his hands. How dare he mock
her? He looked more like a pig! She stood up and couldn’t feel any
aches and pains. Alright, so he didn’t try anything last night. But
his smile seemed to show something... did he try to kiss her? If
her first kiss was taken like this, she’d be so mad.



“What are you thinking? Let me guess. You’re sad you didn’t get to
spend more time with me last night, right?” Harunobu squinted his
eyes, his expression smug. “You don’t have to be so sad, I should
be able to see you every couple of days as long as I’m not on the
battlefield with my father. Oh, I should have told you this before,
since you spent a night with me, you’re now my concubine, and
you’re now Takeda Sakura, remember that. You’re not some refugee
from Kawanakajima anymore, okay? Come, help me put on my jacket.”



Japanese Chauvinism was no joke, Sakura felt angry allover again.
This man has just become a little less annoying before she lost her
good will toward him.



“Sakura, I just told you to help me dress.”



“No.”



“You dare to disobey the young lord?”



“So what if I didn’t obey? So you’re the young lord, so what? You
spent last night here, and now I’m your concubine? I know men from
important families like yours like to change your underlings’
names, and it’s supposed to be some kind of honor. Spare me. You
can get dressed yourself!”



After her speech, Sakura raised her head and huffed. It felt good
to vent!



Harunobu raised his brow, an indescribable expression on his face.
He shouted toward outside the room, “is Kaji outside?”



“Yes, may I serve you?” A maid walked to the door and bowed.



“From now on, I’ll need Sakura to be my sleep companion every
night. Don’t make any mistakes in the nightly preparations.”



He got dressed, grabbed his samurai knife, and marched outside the
door. Sakura could feel her blood pressure rising. She wanted to
assert herself with Harunobu, but now she’s made things worse. Did
she have to let him have his way with her just for the dragon horn
rock? If he won’t give her the rock, she’ll find it herself. Once
she has it, she’ll run. She really doubted he’d have people
watching her all the time.



“Sakura, come outside.”



It was Tsuru’s voice.



“The lord is going to see the madam in the afternoon, go and get
some pastries and sake with Setuna.”



“Didn’t you say maids can’t go to the outer court?” Sakura tried to
play stupid, even though she was secretly happy. It was an amazing
opportunity; as long as she could get out of the inner court, she
could find where Harunobu lived, the rock must be there too.



“Why do you have so many questions? You’re serving the lord and the
madam. Don’t think you’re special after being the young lord’s
sleep companion, even if you were lucky to be a concubine, there’s
many levels of that.” Tsuru shook her sleeves and walked off toward
Madam Ooi’s, cursing under her breath.



Sakura couldn’t stand Tsuru’s hypocrisy. She pretended to be
harder-working than anyone, but she was very bossy in private, even
with her tinny voice.



After she did the tasks with Setuna, she pretended to have a upset
stomach, and said she’ll be right back after the restroom, asking
Setuna to go first. Luckily, Setuna was a maid who has been here
for less than a year, and it was easy to lie to her. Sakura walked
around the restroom toward a narrow path.



The outer court was very quiet. Setuna said the lord and the
servants were all out riding, so this was a perfect chance. But
this house, Tsutsujigasaki, was quite big. Where would Harunobu’s
place be? After some thinking, she decided to follow a servant to
try her luck.



After squatting in the shrubs for a while, she didn’t see a single
servant. It didn’t make sense that the big house was so empty.
Well, she just had to look in the rooms one by one, after all, time
was money. She crept her way toward one room.



Was no one here? Sakura walked into the room, where the door was
half-open. It looked like a living room, with a pretty sculpted
screen in the middle. It didn’t look like where servants lived.
Could this be Harunobu’s room? She better find the rock before
someone came in. She was in such a rush that she didn’t even close
the door.
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