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The boat ride became a miserable experience. Hikaru
had to deal with the heat and bugs and the boat man's young boy who
stared at since she got on. Flicking a bug from her nose got a
laugh out of the boy since she missed, hitting her own nose a

little too roughly. He wouldn't stop laughing even
when she glared at him.

 


"Be nice!" Hikaru said, pointing her index finger at
him.

 


The boat man laughed. Hikaru looked his way but he
had his back to her. Her muscles ached from sitting so long.

 


"How much longer until we reach the mainland?" Hikaru
asked.

 


"Depending on the reliability of the weather, if the
winds keep up we could make shore by night."

 


Hikaru sneezed after a bug flew up her nose. She
prayed that her trip would not be much longer. She tried to get
more comfortable, restless for a few minutes until she dozed
off.

 


The dream began again, Hikaru and the stranger.
Kissing, he kept his hands on her back. Not trying to touch her
bottom. Like he meant to make sure that she knew he would take his
time to satisfy her. That he loved her and she was important to
give the attention to her needs. He was slow positioning himself to
kiss her lower lip working down her neck. He moved with as much
subtly he could manage. He kissed her exposed shoulders and worked
around to the back of her neck. It tickled, she gave a slight laugh
and he leaned back to look her in the eyes.

 


Green eyes, she looked at them and could be lost in
them.

 


"Hey lady!"

 


Hikaru opened her eyes to see the boy. He was
standing three feet from her and pointed to the shore, the boat man
had the boat tied to the dock. Hikaru stepped off and walked toward
the beach. She took her clogs off and gripped the sand with her
toes. Feeling the hot silicon warming her skin.

 


A nice sensation compared to the cooler weather in
Snowfelt. Two men walked towards her with a horse. They belonged to
the Takeda clan and worked as guards for the merchants that travel
through the mainland known as Suncrest.

 


"Hello, Mistress." They both said to her in turn.

 


Hikaru gave them a curt nod of acknowledgement. She
patted the horse and he took to her immediately.

 


"What is his name?" Hikaru asked.

 


"We call him Buddy, he is friendly with everyone but
I think he especially likes you."

 


"Hello Buddy, I will need your services to find
someone."

 


The two Takeda men looked at each other.

 


"We have heard the blacksmith is in this growing
village called Summit."

 


"North of here, we will guide you part of the
way."

 


Hikaru enjoyed riding Buddy. He was becoming a good
friend for a horse. He would pick fruit from a low hanging branch
to offer and she would decline with a smile and a laugh. Her fellow
clansmen walking behind. A mischievous smile formed on her face,
she whispered something to Buddy. They took off scaring her
clansmen, making it halfway across a long bend in the road. They
hid in part of the path covered by trees and raised hills waiting.
When they caught up, she was laughing really hard. Making her
cheeks red.

 


"Please don't do that again Mistress!"

 


Hikaru continued smiling letting them lead the way.
She stared off and she was pulled away again. Sitting on the grass
with his arms around her. He kissed her shoulder and neck. Handed
her a red rose, she loved the color red. Grinning, she kissed him,
touching his face.

 


"Mistress?"

 


Hikaru snapped out of it and saw they had stopped.
Both of her clansmen looked worried.

 


"Are you okay?" Asked the one on the left.

 


Hikaru gave a quick nod. Chiding herself for getting
distracted by the dreams when she had an important mission to
complete. She had to do better.

 


They rode on for a few more hours and Hikaru got
tired of riding the horse. Seeing an inn ahead, she used the reins
to guide the horse. Her clansmen followed along with sour faces.
They were hungry and desired entertainment. The scantily clad kind.
To cure their boredom. Hikaru could eat and do whatever she wanted.
She almost always preferred to be alone.

 


More guarded with her thoughts and feelings than even
her grandmother. Hikaru sat alone in her room looking at her sword.
She remembered her mother's body being brought in mutilated beyond
recognition and the damage done to the Inner Sun. The deep claw
marks and the blade bent in the middle.

 


Her mother's attire was covered in blood, slash marks
across her midsection revealing intestines bitten into, severed.
Tears flew quickly from her eyes. Brother four picked her up and
took her out of the room. She cried her eyes out pressed against
his shoulder. She was very young and she didn't know her father.
Grandmother had pushed him away after her birth.

 


Grandmother showed no emotion at seeing Chaisa dead.
She said that she had no daughter. Hikaru didn't remember this
until Brother four slipped up mentioning her mother. He told her
everything. Not all at once. Over the years as she grew. In the
privacy of her own room.

 


Two men stormed into her room wielding swords. The
taller one with his beady eyes looked Hikaru over and strolled up
to her like some wanna be tough. His breath is so rotten that it
makes Hikaru squint.

 


"Bitch, take off your clothes!"

 


"Bitch?" Hikaru asked.

 


The tall man grabbed hold of the shoulder strap to
her combat outfit. She smiled not in compliance, no, more marveling
at the stupidity of the two. Taking hold of the fool's thumb, she
pulled back, breaking his thumb and wrist. He screamed, the sound
dying in his throat with a
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