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“I stand before a guillotine; I can no longer say I love you for your breath is gone.  May my tears comfort me in my last seconds on this earth? Rarest emotion I show before this crowd. I have save so few and murdered so many.” Last quote – Xuan Yakuza (Mai Tu Song)
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Prologue:

Death  Waits  Ahead
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Her precious green eyes opens, staring down at white stone press underneath her palms.  Dried blood tainted her once flourish milk skin, her face smear with dirt and bombarded with deep bruises.  The maidan’s hair was dark as night; but what was once flowing silk is now damped, and crinkly by the burden of her sweat.  The roars of men and women surrounds her only to have their share to mock, berate, curse, and spewing out scornful words.  The maiden’s soul suddenly began to tremble.  She steals one last glance of two rings worn on her fateful finger, with sickness, shame and faithful tears flowing down her cheeks. The first ring was made of wet dried wood, peony Gail tischler, peony lotus queen flower, delicate white aligned together with white forget - me-knots, and the second ring made of 24krt gold with an exposed thorn in its center.  In a matter of seconds’ large black gloves grabs the fabric of her black robe, pulls her up and pushes her forward.  Her legs were wobbling in step, then falls back down against the pavement.  “GET UP!!!” the men yelled behind her.  She looks back only to see that it was hwarang soldiers of the Shang Dynasty, coldly glaring down at her.  

Once she turned back in front she couldn’t help, but cry, weeping out her sorrows.  Knowing that no one can come for her or to bewitch the crowd from her demise.  “GET THE HELL UP BITCH!” the hwarang commanded.  He tightly grabs her right arm and pulls her up.  In that moment, she looks up at the wooden platform stage.  Her body froze while watching a young man wearing silver body armor and golden crown, bounding his dark hair in a bun.  He walks across the stage in an eerie ghostly manner.  His crimson cap dances in the wind, carrying debris of volcanic ash. The air’s resending of heat with a colliding aroma of smoke, pressuring through the kingdom, immediately gives her a reminding taste of expected hell.  She cries more as her lugs exert heavy breaths as four hwarangs carries a guillotine   up the steps of the stage and places it down in the center.  In moments another soldier grabs her left arms and pulls her up the steps of the stage.  .  .  

The young king sits down on his throne with two female and male soldiers posted on each side.  He smirks while watching the soldiers pulling Yakuza to him.  Her entire body was trembling, so did the windows of her soul refuse to look up at his face.  She steady looks down at her filthy bare feet which were tainted in black smudge, dried and cracked skin.  “Oh, why do it had to come to this?” he asks.  “I gave you many chances, but can’t stop being a killer.  .  .  Can you?”

Yakuza deeply inhale trying her best to stop her tears from falling, clearing her throat to speak.  “You have change.”

The king stood up from his throne and begin to speak with a dagger.  “Don’t speak to me about change!” He paces back and forth as his dark almond eye continues peering down at her like a vulture over its prey.  “It all started with Lizong.  .  .  Now you? Nepal, Beijing, Korea, and even Kyrat.  Is that what you learn in Japan?  How to be a whore and kill?”  He leans closer to her, then place the sharp edge of the dagger to her throat.  “You are the one who have change.” He said coldly.  “You’re too stubborn to see that.”

“And your pride left you blind to thousands of innocents you killed.”

“You want to talk about INNOCENTS!” He lashes out in an instant rage, slide one side of her neck and pushed her down to the floor.  Yakuza immediately press her hands against the wound.  “My father, Lonshi, men of Japan, Do I have to go on?  They didn’t had to die.  .  They were innocent!”

In heavy breath, she tries again to speak.  “They weren’t who you think they were.”

He kicked back his head and laughs.  “Like you said about me.  .  .  And that was a horrible attempt.” The hwarangs laughs and chuckled.  The king looks afar off then back to her.  “You coming here for me.  .  .  Truly told me a lot about you.”

“Please.” She plead.

His black almond eyes coldly peered back down at her neck.  “Hump.” He smirked. “I missed your throat.  No matter, the guillotine will do that for me.  Revenge is sweet isn’t it?”  He chuckled once his eyes set on the two rings on her fingers.  “You’re still wearing that?”  Yakuza kept her peace.  “Can’t keep my people waiting, but I don’t want to be left empty handed.  . .  You owe us.”  He places his dagger back into its sheath.  “Cut off that arm and squeeze as much blood out as you can.” He commanded.  In an instant her body was being bound by four hwarangs, hands and boots while one solider with a dull blade, repeatedly hacking Yakuza’s arm.  She screams in pain from every inch of her body, even her heart and soul was scorn in burning pieces.  “WE SHALL LIVE FOREVER!” the king announced amongst his people.  The crowd leaps up with joy as they applauded in fulfilling tears over the sight of her blood.

Yakuza continues to scream, moaning out her pain and agony while watching a soldier prepare the guillotine by pulling down on a rope as it raises the large hack -saw.  .  .  .  .  
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3 Years Earlier
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His lips kisses her neck, then slowly down between her perky, tender breast.  The touch of his soft lips lifts her into an immediate rush.  Her beautiful naked body laid out on a futon. In every moment between the red silk sheet the young maiden embraces her leader’s touch.  He takes a balled –up clean tobi sock out of her mouth. then kisses her lips, exhaling deeply at the ready to take her again.  A pulse of sheer panic raced up and down her spine the moment she felt him sink the whole bulk of his massive eel, penis inside her.  “Put this back into your mouth.” He whispers to her, offering the clean tobi sock back into her hand.

“Rau.” His name pass her lips.

Rau kisses underneath her chin, adoring the touch of her wet clean skin.  “I’m not satisfied yet.” He warns her, but also reminded her of his honest words, “I’m not going to hold back on you.”  Yakuza laid her head fell back down against the soft surface of the futon to the dampness of her hair, then stuffs the sock back into her mouth with one hand while her fingers grips the soft fabric of the crimson satin sheet laid over them.  He begins forcefully penetrating her, rarely moaning, breathing heavy, exerting the aroma of sweet sake, alcoholic beverage made from rice.  He enjoys the sound of her moans and screams.  His hands grip her thighs, lifting them higher up as he penetrates harder inside her.  She scratches his back, caught up in a high seductive atmosphere.  Her heart never wanted him to stop, but her mind plead for him to.

An amazing ravaging feeling took hold of her body to heavy sweat and her long dark hair fully wet and crinkly as if it was dipped in water.  Their everlasting hours of pleasuring each other reaches up till morning. The floor’s clean white surface underneath her hair was now damped by wet, crinkly, wave locks resting upon it.  Her arms were brace up to her ears, tightly held down by Spider.  The back surface of his 24krt gold ring presses against her skin, her teeth biting down on the tobi as her moans and screams, bounces back and forth in vibrate motion against her tongue.  Her lovely clean skin was damped in flowing sweat while her heavenly green eyes gazes up to the screen window, noticing the sunlight beaming through the room.  Spider leans further down over her while he continues to forcefully penetrates her.  His body was also barring the hardship of his sweat, breathing heavy, moaning rarely.  The moment he finally was satisfied with her, his grip loosen that left an imprint of his ring, then pulls the tobi out of her mouth and kisses her upon her lips. 

They couldn’t believe how moist their bodies and hair were.  Their hands frequently caress each other’s moist skin.  It was as if they were addicted to each other, fallen into a deep, yet fatal passion.  It was a shame that she enjoyed and he cherished, neither did he cared of the price.  Yakuza gently stroke her fingers through his dark hair as he softly whispers in her ear.  “I will never leave you.” He promised.
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5 Days Later  .  .  .  .  . .
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The night was not over within the bamboo forest while civil unrest still consumed the land of Japan in its great cities of Edo, Kyoto, and Osaka.  Norima’s great betrayal not only have caused many of her own clansmen to die by the powerful end of a bullet, but also curse her to own fate.  Her two swords slice through nearly every samurai that crossed her, yet she knew very soon her agility will soon give out on her.  She appeared more elderly, white treks in her once youthful locks, wrinkling skin.  Her body was thinner and frail due to malnutrition.  The white clan leader gowned in full white kimono, hamaka, getas and shimmering antique ornaments in her hair was beginning to become weak in her fight.  A samurai cuts through the tenderness of her thighs which lead her to fall to the ground.

Norima’s face rubs against the dirt.  She lifts her head only to witness a male samurai holding up the barrel end of his musket directly between her eyes.  She pleads.  “Wait!”

“You double cross Lord Shogun!”

“No, listen!”

“Enough talk!” He lifts up the musket close to his dark right eye to aim.  Norima lowers her head back down against the earth.

“What are you waiting for?  Put a bullet in her.” A busho, leader of the bushido clan commanded.  

The samurai obeyed, pulls back the trigger and shot Norima directly through her head.  “Filthy terrorist.”

Deep within the bamboo forest Rau, Yakuza and two young boys flees together as far as they could, wearing full black kimonos and hamakas attire.  Samurais fires their guns afar off, but weren’t unable to make a clear shot due to their dark clothing tricking their aim.  They ran down a steep hill its ground was blanket with decaying leaves.  “Damn that Norima.  We got to split up. Koji –chan.” Rau whispered, panting to catch his breath. 

The young boy of age thirteen hastily approach his sensei, fingers grip tight around the hilt of his bloody wakizashi, short-range sword.  He carried a bow and arrow strap to his back, a sackcloth sack tied onto it.  “Yes, sensei.” He whisper.

“You and Kaji -chan need to get to the boat.  .  .  Clear shot that way.”  Rau points directly towards the east.  “Go and don’t stop.”

“Yes, sir.” Koji nodded.  In obeying his sensei’s command, he sprint through the bamboo trees while his younger brother Kaji follows, with burdens also strap to his back and two blades in his grasps.  Rau and Yakuza sprints towards the west. 
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Chapter One:

Death    Before  Take
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Rau continue to race through the forest while holding Yakuza’s soft hands.  Decaying leaves on the ground crushes underneath her getas, wooden sandals as the cold breeze stings her skin.  She gazes through the darkness that surrounded them hearing nothing, but the raging hundreds of samurai’s and muskets being fired afar off.  They remain running while crouching as low as they could, hoping that young Koji and Kaji was surviving on their half.  Suddenly Rau immediately stops, then slips into a small dark cave with her.  The moment Yakuza slips into the dark stone shelters, back brace against a rock, and her face hidden from the moonlight, chin resting on his right shoulder.  Her precious green eyes stares up at gravel.  Their bodies cast an illusion of stiff shadows within the cave.

Yakuza could hear the hundreds of soldiers running by them and leaping over the rocks.  Their oil paper lanterns, dangling on the end of their muskets to break through the darkness.  Rau slowly slides deeper into the narrow cave with her to remain hidden, but they both knew that they couldn’t stay there forever. “I never pray for anything before.” He whispered.

“We’ll be fine.  .  .  .  Hawk Eye and Falcon will be fine too.” She whispers.

“We have to move.  .  We can’t stay in this cave.”

Yakuza lifts her chin off his strong shoulders, and then peeps through the cave opening.  She watches the samurai militants walking through the forest with the long barrels of their gun lifted.  She tries to see if it was possible to find a way through the multitude.  It was impossible to slip by and would be suicide to kill their way through.  The lanterns in front of them even made it too bright to stealth.  “I can’t see away pass them.” She whispered.

“We need rain.”

“That will be a miracle, Spider.”

He takes his time pondering to himself, watching the soldiers desperately searching, then back at Yakuza.  “I’m sorry, but I need you to do something.”

“You have an idea!  What I have to do?”

“I need you to put your skills to the test.  Run out there, draw as many away while killing as many soldiers as you can.  I will have enough time to at least kill one of the solider to impersonate one, then assassinate the bushido to draw more where I am, then you hide and take down at least one soldier and put his uniform on and probably we can meet each other at the path.”

Yakuza threw him an odd glare.  “That’s your plan?  To use me as bait.”

“Look around your already bait.  The shogun is desperate and so are they.  They want you alive and would have second thoughts to even allow a single blood drop.”

“Why does everyone want –

“We’ll talk about it later.  Just please do this for me.” He begs.  She looks back out at the samurais, then at their guns and back at him.  “I know it’s a risk, but we got to try something.”

“I’ll do it.”  Spider looks up at her and too was beginning to doubt that his plan would work.  They kiss each other.  “Okay, go.  I’ll meet you.”

She patiently waits for more of the soldiers to pass, leaving only a few searchings around nearby.  She slips out of the cave, feeling a quiver down her spine, her heart racing to burst through its cage as her legs wobble in step.  This is the first time that our princess ever felt fear, or was it a return emotion that is arousing from her past.  There were twenty surrounding samurai soldiers that she could see instantly spotted her, even more who stood at the high-end of the ditch.  “HEY!  YOU DON’T MOVE!” They aim the long barrels of their guns directly at her, following every step she took.  Yakuza tries to reach for her katana, but the moment her right hand raised over her shoulder seven of the soldiers took a warning shot at her.  Her heart froze and her hand remain still inches away from the hilt. She slowly open her eyes in hope to witness deadly wounds pierce through her flesh instead black holes penetrated through the ground.  She looks up at them realizing that she was still alive, but also that they aren’t trying to kill her just as her leader predicted.  Spider slightly release a mindless breath in relief that she was still alive, and his theory was correct of  Norima’s deal she had made with Shogun Tokugawa.

Yakuza carelessly moves her hand away from her hilt and laughed, then moves aside to see if they would follow her.  They move aside while constantly commanding her not to move.  “And do what?  Shoot me?” she taunts.

“If you don’t stop moving, we will!” a solider shouted, then he quickly tilt his head up, signaling the seven soldiers who wasted their shot to try to take her down by force.  She fights them like an remarkable swift demon, pulls-out her katana, kicks to cutting down one samurai after another, yet seven wasn’t a stop number as more rushes in to pin her down, but their hands was unable to grasp any part of her limps and their sword couldn’t reach her.  Once she beheaded the last solider, out of rage one samurai immediately shoot at her, and with luck she was able to reflect the bullet with her blade.  

“Dammit!”  The bushido grabs the soldier by his armor.  “We need her alive!” He pushed him away, but out of desperation he turns back around and executed the soldier with a shoot direct head shoot.  In that moment the soldiers froze, nervously passing glances at the carcass of their fellow man, and back at their leader in belief that he finally have lost his sanity.  “Anyone tempted will suffer the same fate!” he yelled.  “Killed on sight!”

“She’s killing us! Why should we kill each other!” yelled a samurai, with face pail and dark circles around his eyes.  

“I don’t care I have family.” Said the other still aiming his musket directly at her.

“Stop, just standing there!  Take her down!”  The busho commanded.  In obedience, the bushido flooded towards her by the dozens after the other, but still by the edges of her blade she murders them one by one.  

Yakuza looks down at the blood on her hands to the edges of her mother’s blade, feeling the salty rivers of her sweat dripping down her brow.  She is becoming exhausted and didn’t feel if she could fight anymore, but shakes away her fears before the soldiers, standing her ground.  “I need to make a run for it, but how?” she said in the back of her mind.  Yakuza looks down at the dead bodies before her, then began to search five corpses close before her.  Dozens of more soldiers opposes her.  She uses the energy she had left and murdered every one of them, by piecing her blade through their bodies, but also takes advantage to quickly slice open the small pottered bottles they carried on their side.  Yakuza was relief over the sight of gun powder and blood from the soldiers’ scattered on the ground, blanketing the surrounding earth to the hue of a devil’s cloak.  She looks around noticing that her fight lead further away from the cave and neither could she see Spider near its mouth.  The busho began to approach her, but immediately she snatches a paper lantern, and a bottle of gun powder.  “Don’t come near me!” she threatened, panting.

He halts in his tracks, witnessing river of sweat passing down her brow and neck.  In that moment, he could tell that she was about to break.  Yakuza looks up, then slice open the paper lantern revealing the lit candle inside it.  “Don’t do anything stupid!” he commanded

She looks back up at the busho, glaring through his cold eyes, and cuts back at the rest of the soldiers behind him at the ready to attack, till suddenly she felt relive to spot Spider stealth a soldier afar off by stabbing him through his throat; but Yakuza was close to a dead end, even if she sprints pass, they will follow and she won’t get far.  “One more step and I burn this forest to the ground.”

“Go, ahead with your threats!  It doesn’t change anything.  Try burning this place you will end up dead too!”

“You will not have me.”

“And where you are to go?  No food, shelter, and many people are dead!”

“You say there’s no hope.”

“It will if you stop being stubborn and come with us.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you!  What the hell do want from me?” 

Spider stop dragging the corpse away, noticing the samuari’s pacing towards her and how drain she was from hours of running and fighting.  He knew that he had to change his plans of impersonating a samurai to possibly starting a forest fire, a great distraction, but a still a risks get away.  “Better than nothing.” He muttered.  He quickly snatch the pottered bottle of filled gun powder off the corpse and paper lantern, then hastes through the bamboo.  Spider cuts half-way through the bark of a few bamboo while scattering a trail of powder behind them.  Suddenly, a group of five soldiers approaches him, before they could alert the other samurais he immediately through his surkieans directly into three of their throats, but two reflect it with the blade of their katana. Spider dodge one of the soldier’s strike, then counters the other, quick and flexible of an arachnid’s limbs he twist the soldier’s arm, breaks his legs , then stab his blade through his back.  “What was that!” yelled one of the samurai’s below.  In that moment he acted by immediately taking the candle out of the lantern then tosses it onto the trail of gun powder.  The flames instantly catches on to the trail, ignites the surrounding area into flames, while the several tall bamboo trees which were hanging by a thread collapses on top of most of the samurais, burning them alive.  Yakuza took her chances by tossing her candle into the gun powder before her to let the fire spread faster.  She break into a sprint as fast as she could while the Busho tries to catch her.  He suddenly grabs her by her hair.  “You can’t run from.” He words was cut short by the end of Spider’s blade beheading him from above, a clever stealth.

“Spider!” she called to him.

He quickly grabs the sleeve of her kimono.  “COME ON! WE GOT TO GET OUT FAST!” he commanded, pulling her up onto her feet.  “Pull yourself together, come on!”  Yakuza shakes away her exhaustion and forces her legs to move faster, to keep up with her beloved leader.  Dark caste of smoke blankets the forest as the flames spreads quickly.  They continue to try to escape while the thick smoke squeeze their lungs.  In great haste, they fled through the engulfed burning forest, dodging every tricky obstacle of falling bamboo trees.  Yakuza tries not to inhale the surrounding thick smoke while she endured the unbearable heat wave admitting from the wild flames.  He quickly looks up, and notice three falling burning bamboo trees close to landing on Yakuza.  He immediately pushed her back with great force.  “LOOK OUT!” he shouted.

She fell backwards to the ground, watching the tall burning bamboo trees landed inches away in front of her, then suddenly a group of four samurais running towards her from each side, and in desperation to pin her limps down to the ground.  Yakuza immediately pulls out her dagger, stabbing three through their throats and eyes, but the other five manages to pin her down.  In lost of their sanity in fear to expect death by the flames surrounding them they pull back the sleeve of her black kimono, to the leg of her hamaka, trouser, then they began sinking their teeth into her flesh like rapidness cannibals.  “AHHHHH AAAHHHHH!!!” she screams, suddenly Spider beheaded two of the soldiers, stab the other through his neck from behind, while Yakuza kicks the other soldier off , then pierce her blade up through his chin through his skull.

“I refuse to die out here!” yelled the remaining soldier.  Spider counters his attack, then stab him through his heart, but the soldier arouse up with a tight grin.  “It works!  I’m still alive!”  The shinobi turns around, looks closely and saw some of her blood around his mouth.  Yakuza sits up as blood from her wound continue to flow, she quickly grabs the musket from a soldier’s corpses, then aims directly at his head.  “NO WAIT!!”  She fires the weapon, direct gruesome head shot through his skull.

“Yakuza, Come on!” Spider pulls her up off the ground.

She drops the musket as she limps with him to escape the flames.  “I didn’t like that.” panting in breath.

“Me either.  .  .   I don’t like guns too. but  .  .  .  .  . Good shot.”

She chuckled underneath her breath trying to keep up with him.  “Thanks, Rau –san.” 

He wraps one arm around her waist, and her injured arm around his neck as the thick substance of her blood flows own between his fingertips.  “Lean your weight on me.” He commanded and so she did.  They fled faster through the forest underneath the blanket of smoke and from the grabs of the raging flames.  “Some fucking plan, huh?”

“Not as you wanted.”

“I couldn’t expect more.  This is better.”

“I feel so tired.”

“Stay with me, Okay.  I think we are almost to the road.”

“I think we made Koji -chan angry.”

“Little bastard is furious by now.  .  .  .  .  I can hear him now.”

“Who started the fucking fire?” she imitates Koji’s angry tone

“Yes.” He chuckled.  “That’s what he would say, but I think they made it.”

“I think so too.”

Half an hour has pass, till finally they could see the dirt path ahead of them above a steep hill. They could see three abandoned transport horse carriages, but one was still occupied with an accompany of seven samurais.  “Hold –on.”  Spider stops, one glance over his shoulder relieved him to see that they were further away from the growing flames.  He allows Yakuza to rest against a bamboo tree.  “We have to make this quick in case more come back.”

“I see.”

“I will need your help to kill them.”

“Right, just give me a minute.”  Yakuza begins to rips long strips of her kimono sleeves, then wraps it around the gushily open wound of her arm while Spider immediately helps by ripping the sleeve of his kimono, then pulls up the leg of her trousers and wraps it around the wounds.

“Feeling a bit better?”

“Getting there, yes.”

“Come on.”

“No.”

“What?”

“They’re mine.”

“Yakuza.”

“I don’t know what they want, but they try to eat me.  .  .  They’re mine.”

“As you insist. Besides I like to watch.” 

Yakuza makes her way with haste through the shadows of smoke cascading in the hallow wind.  She watches the soldiers above conversing amongst each other, and debating either to leave or look after their fellow men who failed to return.  “What if they’re dead?” said a samurai

“I’m not going in there.  See, how fast that fire is spreading!”

“How it started?”

“Who cares?  As long they come back with that damn girl.” Said another

“Why won’t we just kill her?  I mean she is a murderer, right?”

“Then we will be out of luck.”

“I have a family.”

“So, do we!”

“Hey, shut-up and stay sharp!” the captain commanded, in a sharp tone, but once he was about to turn around the blade of a katana, cuts off his head while the falling of his carcass reveals Yakuza standing behind it.

“Shit, that’s her!”  The gritty dirt path was tainted in blood as the increase thickness of smoke fills the atmosphere which causes the samurais to cough, their lungs slowly weighing heavy.  They immediately pulls out their katana’s, while a few held up their gun at the ready to fire.  On a single sway of their swords was quick, but weren’t enough against her.  A rage of being ripped apart fuels in this small battle that had dodging remarkably, to cutting away one’s limps and killing the other.  Once she knew one of them was about to fire she limps and kicks one of the samurai’s backwards towards him, that allow the bullet to penetrate through his body instead.  “BROTHER!” he screamed, but one fire from such a weapon does cripple a gun man.  He back away knowing that it will be impossible for him to re-load his weapon, feeling the crawling chills up his spin as he watch her slaughter his fellow men.  The remaining soldier drops his weapon and break into a run down the dirt path.  

Yakuza takes out her bow, aiming carefully, then shots an arrow through the back of the samurai’s neck.  She places her bow back over her shoulder whole Spider races over towards her. Immediately they help each lifts up two of the samurai’s bodies and tosses them in the back of the boxed carriage.  “Come on, we got to go?” he commanded, closing the boxed cart shut, then races up to the front with her, coughing in heavy breath.  They claims up into the coach seat and rides down the dirt path



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

Left  Behind
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The decaying fall of the burning bamboo to the growing blanket of smoke, nearly blinds the two young apprentices as they continue to their destination.  Every step they can feel heaviness weighing down in their lungs, coughing, trying to breath. They continue to flee as fast as they could till suddenly they fell in a deep ditch.  Hawkeye coughs, and wheezes, struggling to breath.  His fingers sink into the ground as he struggles to rise.  Falcon force himself to sit up, then takes out his zurkin and a small pottered bottle.  Once he immediately open the bottle he pours some water onto the zurkin, then puts it on.  His body felt relived so did his lungs began to be lifted from being choke by the increase smoke. The damn water underneath his nostrils opens his lungs like exerting vapors. “Hawkeye!! Get up!” he shouted, while pulling up his brother from the dirt.  “Where’s your zurkin!”  Hawkeye hands him his zurkin, watch him pours every drop of his water onto the fabric.  “Put it on!”

He immediately grabs his zurkin out of his hands, then puts it on, and in deep breath he could feel his lungs opening.  “Thank you, but we’re close.”  Hawkeye looks up at the high ledge of the ditch.  “Come on, I’ll lift you up.”  He slightly bends down, while Falcon step up on his knee, then lifts him up.

“Okay.” Falcon grabs the ledge, and pulls himself over the ledge.  Once he was at the top he kneels down, offering his brother hand.  Hawkeye quickly grabs hold of his hand, allowing to pull him up.  “Ready?”

“Hai, Yes; let’s go.”  Hours had pass of them running through the bamboo forest stepping over lifeless soldiers.  Their legs instantly halt the moment the tip of their toes felt the shaved green grass.  Hawkeyes and Falcon’s dark almond eyes didn’t deceive them to see the open shimmering blue waters, brushing against the cliff-side.  “I can see the ocean!”

“We made it!  Let see if the man is here?” said Kaji, Falcon

“Yeah, but where’s the boat?”

“May be somewhere along the beach.  Besides Hawkeye we won’t be able to see it way back here.”

“Right, let’s get a bit closer.”  He watches his little brother removes his damped zurkin, then takes a walk along the cliff.  Hawkeye decides to also remove his ninja masks also, and so did he temporarily pause to enjoy the calm breeze in the salt air.

“Come, on Koji-chan!” Falcon called

“Alright, hold on will you.”  He begins to follow him, while the night sky begins dies from black to shades of gray, immediately to light that is soon to rise from the horizon.  “I’m right behind you.”

“I hope Spider and Yakuza survived.”

“Me too, but.”

“But, What?”

“Who started the fucking fire?” he blurred

“I don’t know.”

“I bet it was, Spider.”

“If it was him.  It helped.”

“Yeah.”  They continue to walk along the cliff side until they spotted a large sampan waiting in the shallow water.  “Look!  I can see the sampan below.”

“I bet he is on board come on!”  Kaji runs towards the vessel, but suddenly Koji could feel his legs growing numb.   He looks out to the east while the bottom of his heart sank and so his thoughts limps back to his parents.  Japan was the only place that him and Kaji ever knew, never would he’d imagine of them saying goodbye to everything they cared for just to survive a man-hunt.  The final time his mother ever said that he loved him before going to Iga to learn ninjitisu and serve under righteousness was all he could think about.  The softness of her tiny fingers tickling underneath his cheeks.  How she would kiss him goodnight, his father making  him laugh, teaching him how to fish, and leaves carp heads in Kaji’s futon so he can wake up screaming.  A heavy sickness weighs down on his soul over the thought of leaving his family, his home, and once was his only reason for living.  “Hawkeye, come on!” 

“Please be alive, when I return.” He muttered to himself.  The young apprentice deeply exhales, then walks down towards the sampan, but suddenly he notices a young man stepping down from the ramp.  Once he gotten closer the more familiar his appearance was.  The young man had short dark brown hair, wearing black baggy trousers, and an orange-crimson tunic.  His feet stop the moment he saw his face throwing a wide smile with light brown eyes shimmering in the risen sunlight.  “YOU!!”

The man approaches them, and passes small glances at young Falcon.  “My name is not, you!” He chuckled.  “It’s Aalaap.”  

Kaji’s face lit up the moment he said his name.  “You’re Aalaap?”  He nodded.  “So, you’re a scholar?”

“And –.”

Koji immediately interrupts him.  “Don’t even say the rest of it!”

“Why?  I thought you like hearing what I do for a living.”

“A living with no shame.  What the hell are you doing, here?”

“What the hell ‘am I doing here?”

“I mean.”  Koji shakes away his ignorant question it was clear that Rau wanted him to take them.  “I just, figured he will leave us with someone who is – Well.”

“Wise.”

“Responsible.”

“You think I’m not responsible enough for you two?”

“With that profile you mention a year ago, what do you thing?”

“You can learn a bit more, little killer.”

“Don’t call me that?”

“Okay, but congratulations on your assassination.”  Aalaap looks at Kaji.  “Oh right.  Well come on gentlemen.  Welcome aboard.”

“Oh god.”  Koji muttered.  He follows behind him with Falcon by his side, carrying his burdens on his back, and once he felt the wooden surface of the vessel beneath his getas again he couldn’t believe that he had to leave his home.  A glance back over his shoulder so did he notice of Falcon doing the same.  It was hard for them, but a chance of survival and not to be killed by the Iga rappas is worth the risks even if it means abandoning their relatives who may starve to death.

“Are you two getting home sick already?  We haven’t even left yet.”

Koji looks up at him.  “Very sensitive of you.”

“Your welcome.”  Aalaap smile.

“This is going to be a long trip.  Come on, Falcon.”

“Okay.”

The two apprentice’s climbs aboard the sampan, lays down their possessions on the side of the deck, then assist Aalaap for departure by turning the sails open facing the wind.  Once the tide came in, dragging the ship into its open waters the boys watches the shores of Japan fade away until they couldn’t see it anymore. Kaji deeply exhales as depression begins to take hold of his spirit.  He takes a seat on the deck, with his back brace against the railing in deep thought of his relatives.  Koji tries to not trouble himself, so he continues to walk along the deck, looking out to the ocean.  “So, Aalaap. It’s just you?”

“For now.”

“Where are we heading?”

Aalaap slightly laughs.  “Oh, so Spider never told where I will be taking you.”

“Yes, and didn’t mentioned you giving us a lift.”

“Kiyomizus’ never change, huh.  So, many secrets.  Well just know your heading somewhere safe and when we get there I’ll do all the talking.”

“I won’t cause any trouble.”

“I’ll make sure you won’t.”

“Don’t tell me you think I’m stupid too.”

“No, you’re quite smart for your age.  I just wonder if you’re like that all the time.”

“I am.  I can fool you.”

“Like you did Sky. I bet you can be.”

“What about Sky?”  Kaji’s mind instantly snaps back to reality the moment he heard that name. “Have you seen him?  I haven’t seen him since the other clansmen tried to kill us.”  A drift of silence fell upon them until suddenly Aalaap cuts his eyes to Koji, then burst in laughter.  “What’s so funny?”

“You didn’t tell him?”

“Tell me what?”

Koji immediately snaps at him.  “Nothing!  It’s just something old.  Never mind it alright.”

In that moment Kaji became irritated by his brother hiding the truth from him, and even worse believing that he was too timid to hear such new as to what happen to one of the most trustworthy members.  Sky was one of Spider closest friends who served loyalty under him, but also a friend in the young apprentice eyes.  There would be times that Sky will make him laugh and educate him on some useful stealth techniques when above an opponent.  Deep down Kaji has a suspicion that his brother may be the reason why Sky is no longer around.  For once he just wanted him to take him as a young adult and not a timid child.  He snatches up his sack and swords, then marches down towards the lower deck of the ship, and slams the door behind him.  “Quite a relationship you two have.” Said Aalaap with a smirk.

“Shut –up. He just takes things too much sometimes.”

“Well was he scared back there with ya?”

“Yeah, but he managed.”

“So he’s a little killer too, huh.”

“Don’t judge us.”

“No, it’s good.  Really good.  Spider taught you two well.”

“Thanks.” Koji bow to him, then takes a seat on the deck while gazing out to the east wondering what was Rau and Yakuza up too.
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Chapter Three

Death  to the Geishas
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Five days later within the heart of Kyoto lives the agony, and representation to the gates of hellish depression. Thousands were trying to flee the city, fighting in the streets, invading homes.  It was brother against brother and neighbor against neighbor simply over the only precious things they desire which is little food, children, and possessions either if it’s weapons or blankets for them to last the winter.  The gates of the once beautiful city were blocked and guarded by samurai soldiers with muskets in their grasps, long-reach katanas tied to their sides.  Civilians were outraged with the military refusing to help them, but to round them up like cattle into boxed-carriages. They were transported to another location, yet some citizens refuse to leave with the militants even after they promised them food and security.  The days of grim to see such horror taking place, and tremble the nerves of the geishas within their okiya.

Young women and girls dressed in their kimonos races down stairs to meet their okiya, mother the okaa-san.  Their hearts were pounding through their chest, great fear fueled within them as they could hear traveling sounds of hundreds of people creating chaos inches away from their home.  An elderly woman quickly slams the front barred door shut, then locks it with a gray key.  A younger woman cursed with such radiant beauty push a large lacquer trunk behind the door.  “Thank you, Meiko.” Said the elderly woman.

“Your welcome, Chiyo!” said Meiko, panting.  

“I know you geisha’s have FOOD!” a man yelled on the other side of the door.

“We don’t’ have anything!” Chiyo screamed

“We don’t have any food!!” screamed Meiko

A group of young woman and girls runs out of their okaa-san’s office, then a middle age woman wrapped in a brown and beige kimono with her hair planted up in a bun commanded.  “GO PACK WE ARE LEAVING THIS PLACE NOW!” shouted the okaa-san.  Chiyo and everyone else jumped the moment the men began to start banging outside the door.  “Have they lost their mind?”

“OH GOD, WHERE THE HELL IS SATISKA!!” Meiko screamed.

“I haven’t seen her since the festival.” Said Chiyo

“Stop your yammering and let’s focus on getting out of here!” Okaa-san yelled

“And Go where?  Where can we go?” Meiko screamed.

“With the soldiers.  We’ll have better luck having protection with them.”

“They haven’t pass by here yet!”

“Are you sure, okaa-san?” Chiyo calmly asks.

“Yes, I’m sure.”  In that moment the pounding, yelling at the door immediately stops.

“Finally they stopped.” Said Meiko

A young girl peeps into the lobby, trembling all over. her hair was long, true color was mid-night black that carries the hue of dark blue when expose in the sun, lovely gray eyes that will make one's heart melt.  “Are they gone?” she asks in a tremulous tone.

“Yes, they’re gone.” Said Meiko, then blows, suddenly chilling sounds of screams travels down the halls that instantly froze- up the little maiko, and sounds of furniture being slammed down to the floor.

“Oh. God!”

“The patio!” said Chiyo

Meiko immediately snatches the little girl by her arm, and pushes her into the closet.  “Stay here and don’t’ make a sound, Meili-chan.”  

“Okay.” She said in a small tone.

“Don’t come-out whatever you hear, understand.”  Meiko the closes the closet door, then hurried into the cooking area with Chiyo and the okaa-san.

Meili carefully peeps through the small shutter opening only to see her birth sister Meiko, Chiyo and last okaa-san race out of the cooking area, heading down the hall with chef butcher knives in their grabs.  She backend away from the door until her back was brace against the long wooden shelves of paired okobos and zuri slippers.  The fearful disembodied voices of male strangers cursing, shoji doors being smashed in, and women and children of the okiya screaming frightened her.  She tries to remain as quite as she could, but in less than seconds a sound of a woman struggling with a man grew closer.  She peeps again through the shutters, then saw Meiko fell backwards through the hall’s threshold, blood was tainted at the bottom silk of her kimono.  The palm of her sister’s hand still hold the knife even though it’s blade was dangling off its hilt, a strange man wearing a gray and brown kimono immediately steps over her, then risen an axe over his head.  In that moment Meili felt her heart jumps up to her throat, as a cry left her mouth.  “NOOO MEIKO!! GET UP!!” 

Meiko scream, rolls aside as the blade of the axe strikes down through the mahogany floor. He lifts the axe back up, quickly she stab his upper thigh.  The grip of the axe in his hand loosens, immediately Meiko pulls down the weapon out of his grabs, stood up, then with most of her strength strike the blade of the axe down through his skull.  Meili screamed while a delay of her hands covers her lips.  The young maiko’s gray eyes shuts to witness her sister to commit murder.  Her eyelids clenches tightly together to shut her mind further into the dark, but try to imagine herself somewhere else instead of hiding in the isolated comforts of screams.  She tries harder and harder in her moment in darkness to place her soul in another place, but once her ears could no longer hear the piercing moans yet of utter silence to the growing pace of footsteps entering the lobby.  Meili’s heart races, breathing rapidly in her attempt to calm her disturbed spirits.  Suddenly the footsteps stops inches away in front of the closet door, separated between the shutters she tries her best to be quiet till her lungs stopped lifting, and her breathing paused.  The door swings opens, but Meili was too afraid to look.  “Meili –chan.” Said the sweet voice

Once she open her eyes only to see the living appearance of Meiko.  Her kimono tainted with blood stains, scars on her arms, and a bruise on her cheeks.  Meili began to cry.  “Meiko!”  She reaches out and wraps her arms around her waist.  She notice of her not hugging her back, but only stone-face as if she was lost in a trance.  A moment of dead silence broke within the okaa-san loud cries and the sorrowful moans that sounded like fewer maikos within the okiya.  Listening to the mother cry nearly brought Meiko out of her trance into awaken tears.  “Meili-chan?”

“Yes, Meiko-san?”  Meili looks up at her, but she didn’t dare look down at her innocence.  

“Go up, stairs with the girls.  Put away the kimonos.  We’re leaving this place.”  One can’t imagine of a geisha to dare leave such a place where she is born.

“Okay, Meiko.”  She frees her sister, then takes one last glance at her once lovely kimono, and fully understood that Kyoto was no longer safe for them.  “Okay.” She climbs the staircase, feeling the unbarring weight of her soul falling away.  Once she reached the top of the stair, rapid pounding noise of little feet increases behind her. Slightly looking over her shoulder she could see no more than eight training maiko children and two teenage maikos, make haste into their rooms, gathering their possessions, putting away their onee-san kimono back into its box, putting away their make-up cases, changing out of their clothes, and packing only what they need in two small cases wrapped in a red silk sack.  Meili could only image what happen to the others.  She enters her onee-san, Meiko’s room with tears following down her cheeks like a river.  Meili folds up and put away her kimonos , folds up the make-up cases, and put away all of the beautiful gold oil paper fans in the lacquered trunk.  Meili turns around and notice her one-san Meiko was standing at the threshold.  Her face was stone and windows of her soul was far minded to a trance.  “Meiko?”

The sound of her name awakes her out of her trance, finally blinking her eyes and turning her head.  “How did we get here?”

Meili became confuse by her question.  “We use the stairs.”

“How did we get here?” she asks again throwing a serious glare.

“I don’t know, what you’re talking about?” Said Meili with worry

“The festival – Here – We had to become thieves just to survive and for what now?  Now we 

have to become murderers too?”  In that moment young Meili understood what she meant.  Everything happen so quickly that we were blind as to what they were turning themselves into.  In just a matter of weeks of stealing potions of food from their wealthy clients, to seventy-two hours of joy and peace at the geisha season festival, and in less than forty-two hours of having to create a massacre under their own roof just to protect themselves.  It was imminent as to how the world turn away from glory to ruin. Meiko slams the shoji door, and began to undress out of her kimono.  “Look in the bottom of the trunk and see if you can find a clean kimono for me.” She asks.  Meili obeyed and quickly looks into the trunk.  “Wash this blood off my hands too.  The soldiers won’t be taking us anywhere if they see this.”  Meili finds a brown kimono that was designed with black oak leaves.  She slightly smiled at the garment.  Meiko snatched the kimono out of her hands, paused at it then wraps her body in it, then slips her feet into clean tobi, padded socks.

“I’ll go down stairs to get some water.” Meili offered

“NO!!”  Meiko blurred.  “I’m sure I have a bottle left.”  She looks around herself, search through the closet, then slides her trunk aside and found a small potter bottle.  “Hand me a cloth, Meili – chan.”

She obeys and hands her a bath cloth that she found in the closet.  Meili watch Meiko pours water onto the cloth, scrubbing blood off her hands, and underneath her finger nails.  “Is Chiyoma alright?” Meili asks, waited for a response, but no answer.  “Kana-san?” she asks, and moments of no answer was beginning to scare her.  “Meiko?”
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