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Clan's Undead Purge
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Our warrior Rau felt his heart racing consume in oppression by the man’s appearance.  He fled through the forest, running carelessly while splintering bark from stretched branches nicks his shinobi shozoka, ninja outfit falling over himself to the bare ground, but steady he went on.  Not a care in the world did he notice or can feel the cuts, splinters that ripped through the fabric of his shozoka.  He races up the mountain’s path as its wind whispers the sound of cries that carried its peak.  Once he had reached the campsite so there were gatherings of bloody wounded men, women and children crying out in pain, grasping onto their arms, holding themselves in a disturbing way as others tries to tend to them; but the wounded only pushes them away.

Rau fell to his knees gashes out for air, panting rapidly to catch his breath. He gazes up in the middle of his recovery noticing a boy with a wounded arm makes his way through a crowd.  The boy’s hair was short dark as the dark heaven’s sky wearing a white long sleeve kimono and black hamaka, trousers, feet wrapped in tobi, padded socks.  He was a familiar face of Rau’s apprentice Hawk-eye.  The young boy helplessly bows before him with his face close to the earth, as blood from his wound flows down his arm into the palm of his hand, damping the fabric of his sleeve,  tears flowing down his face in worth of hiding his shame so did he further buried his face into the dirt.  “Please forgive me, Sensei.  I have tried.” Hawk-eye cried

Hearing those words perceived fear within Rau’s dark almond eyes.  His heart pause as his mind were strained in guilt, immediately he flees through the crowd, across the campsite heading towards a cave.  The force within his legs froze before the cave’s mouth, baring a resistance to even move.  Its long autumn cotton sheet that covered the mouth rapidly flaps in the winds’ slithering breeze.  He nervously walks towards the cave and pulls back the sheet only to behold beyond its opening was a woman on a bearskin rug laying motionless on the cave’s floor.  His eyes gazes further down to the ground realizing traces of blood that flowed from a cursed marked that seemingly appeared to be carved in a savage manner through her flesh.

Rau’s body fully enters the cave, collapses down to his knees next to her lifeless body with a soul so shaken that it surfaces up to his hands as he takes her bloody arm then lays it across her chest. He pulls a gray wool blanket over her body to hide her cold face, but moment in his stare far from this reality his soul was  within this temporary grieve in silence played a slow rejuvenation of his own sanity.  This night rises the night of great execution and unlike the days which he had live alongside his okaa-san, mother he would bring her medicine for to keep her healthy also to live long enough just for to wake before the sun rise.  Now Rau, Spider are to lay his mother to rest , a rest unspoken  that he must perform , in order for his mother and also others within his clan to remain dead and not rise again.  .

A tall muscled bound man enters into the cave.  His body was wrapped in a full black kimono robe and hamaka trousers, his black feet that were tainted by the dark surface of the mountain’s grounds were slide in dark getas.  Rau looks over to his right very aware of the man’s rugged black beard and still emotionless stare at him.  “What would you need?” he asks

“Bring me one-hundred and eighty centimeters long of rope and make sure that it’s thick enough to bind her if she wakes up.  I also need any remaining rappa, soldiers of mine to divide and separate the families.  You know which ones to get.”

“Yes, sure.”

“Hurry up.  I will check Hawk-eye myself.”

“Yes, sir!”  The man races out of the cave as Rau immediately put his hands to work by wrapping the gray blanket around his okaa-san lifeless body, folding- in her arms and placing together her legs in his work, bounding her body like a cocoon.  Once he was done the muscular -bound man returned back to the cave, holding two long thick ropes in his arms along with five other ninja’s behind him.  The other men were also wearing the clan’s formal clothing of a long sleeve full black kimono robes and hamaka, trousers.  Rau snatches the ropes out of the man’s arms, then begins to wrap each weighed length of the rope across her chest, stomach and legs, bounding the body tightly.  “If it pleases you sir Kiyomizu.  I will –

Rau interrupts him in a snapping tone.  “I’ll do it.”  The man accepts his decision he nodded his head as his brown almond eyes gazes down to the ground, traveling away in deep thought.  “Okay.”  Rau stands up as screams of women, men and children pierces through the winds outside the cave’s mouth which startled the other four ninjas, leading their nerves to jump.  “Listen up!” he shouted in strict force.  The other five ninja’s attention immediately return back to him, but their hearts wanted to jump out of their chests.  “Two of you will go ahead of us to prepare a fire at the peak of the mountain that’s on the other side.”  The five ninjas began to look at each other, and in a psychical line connection speaking to one another with their eyes, lead them to decide which one are to go.  They knew they couldn’t hesitate to react to his orders, so in an instant two ninja’s flee out of the cave into the path of cries and screams.  “Two of you will prepare three large fires for the disassemble bodies out in the cemetery.”

“But what about the dead in the cemetery?” one of the ninjas asks

“Don’t question me, do what I say?” Rau snapped back.  Knowledge of urgency behind his orders two of the ninja’s flee out of the cave.

The remaining ninja standing behind the muscular bound man hands were trembling, his mind was utterly disturbed of fearful imaginations of what could happen within minutes.  His eyes were steady, glaring down at the cocoon wrapped dead body laying on the bearskin rug.  “You will help Shihashi carry my okaa-san to the other side of the mountain.  I will be guiding you so no one would see.”

The young shinobi, ninja nodded his head, understanding as of why the grandson of the elder clan leader Dark-eye wants to remain unseen performing this ritual.  The mountain has now become an unexpected night of slaughter all because of the dark prince’s visit to take Rau’s mother’s soul base on her mark that cursed her with death.  In the dark prince’s travel so did he marked others with death including the up call of children to infants.  If any of the clansmen discovers the source behind this quarrel was of Rau’s okaa-san being marked they will surly have his and Yakuza’s head.  A mark which is place after a death makes one to become undead as the dead one it’s self now mothers of the children, infants of their mothers, fathers of their children, children of their parents and husbands to the wives are to perform a purge.  .  (Dark secrets can cause a mess.)  “I understand sir.”

“Come mon.”  The young ninja bends down and lifts the dead body’s legs as Shihashi lifts the upper half of the body, while no one could be seen yards before the cave’s opening they follow behind Rau carrying the body firmly in their arms.  Their ears could hear the cries piercing through the wind that sword through their souls.  They creep behind multiple tents within the campsite, witnessing the chosen ninja’s having to snatch away infants out of the hands of their mothers who refuse to let them go, father’s and mother’s having to walk away from their children to go with them as they hide their marks from their little ones, saying their last farewell, and families to having to kill each other with swords inside their tents.  They continue passing through the campsite, using the casting of shadows to hide themselves from the light, easing closer to the mountain path-way, heading towards it’s peek, aroma of smoke slither up their nostrils conforming an unpleasant welcoming nearly like gates of hell opening up the mountain; but suddenly once their getas presses against the rocky surface of the path, stumbling of peddling stones left- behind in their feet, can hear a child weeping.  “Wait.” Rau commanded while holding up his right hand, signaling Shihashi and the other young shinobi to stop.  “Wait here for a moment.”

This night of darkness fell upon the youth lead one to weep in cutting breath near Iga Mountain’s peek.  Rau walks ahead of Shihashi to see who was weeping.  In his pace he pauses beholding a young girl look like the age of eight standing in the center of the path with her back turned, seeing her braided hair laid down her back, clothed in a white and black kimono, closer in his step was towards this young kunoichi the louder her weep became yet colder in the wind.  Rau steps around the girl his eyes widen of such a sight of her standing in weeping, her beautiful brown almond eyes staring far into a loss of sanity, dark blood tainted the front fabric of her lovely kimono as she stood before two headless bodies.  Her hands still griped onto the hilt of a sharp wakizashi, short range sword with its blade still dripping with fresh blood.  The bodies were male and female; but where are the heads?  Rau dare not to questions her knowing that the headless bodies had to have been her parents.  “They just wouldn’t stop.” She said with her lips trembling and voice breaking.  “They keep trying to bite me.  .  .  They wouldn’t stop.  .  They try to eat me.  .  They wouldn’t stop.”

“The girl’s mind is far gone.” Shihashi said with worry

“We can’t leave her here.” Said Rau in a gentle tone

“She can’t see what we are about to do either.  She’ll be no good.”  In that moment groaning arises on the other side of the path, behind too rocks that merged into the mountain.

“What the hell was that?” the young shinobi blurred

“Shihashi-san, Sky go ahead of me.” Rau commanded

“Yes, Sir.” They responded with hast, racing up the mountain’s path while carrying the wrapped body; but even Rau became curious as to what was or who was groaning behind those rocks so he walked over and toke a quick glance which wounded his mind.  Laying behind the merged rocks were two moving heads one was a woman who’s dark hair was long and shedding from the scalp of her skull, almond eyes were faded white, no longer could one see the hue of her soul, and yet the other head was likewise in the same condition; but of a man whose skin was rotting away, peeling from its skin.  Their tongues was black as the dead of night still groaning, screaming that they can feel themselves rotting away, and flesh intertwine with their plea.


Rau didn’t want to leave the young girl in such a state especially when this plague is part his fault.  A heavy burden weighs down on his shoulder as he walks back to her.  “I can’t leave you here, drop that sword and come along.”

The young girl’s head turned to gaze up at him.  “Spider?”  Her brown almond eyes struggled to gaze out of its living nightmare.

“Come along.”  One his hand was place on her shoulder so did her fingers collapse leading the hilt of the sword to fall from her.  “You’re a strong girl, come on.” He complimented her and yes, it did lead her eyes to blink more than once, also for her emotions to fully pour by crying.  Spider leads her up to the top near the mountain’s peek where a burial was being prepared.  The winds blows its breeze blanketing the surface below colder that the inhibitors felt its chill, leading their skin to crawl. Spider’s legs suddenly froze at the end of the mountain’s path neither could he believe of what have happen and even worst what he must do now. (It is hard for some of us to accept the actual reality.)

The little girl stood along with him at the end of the path watching the two young male shinobi’s properly in urgency prepare stack pile of firewood on top of one another in a form of a square pit.  Shihashi stood near the deceased body that were still laying on the ground.  Once the two shinobi’s were done stacking the firewood, so did they took two stones out of their furi, kimono sleeve pocket.  One of the stones were smooth and gray, but the other was black like coal and rough as basalt.  They began to hit the stones together at the same time, and every time the stones impacted each other so did sparks flares out from its surface.  In a short period of time the sparks from the stones began to merge onto the surface of the wood slowly creating a fire.  They slowly blew directly at their fire’s starting point leading its flame to catch and spread to the next bark faster.  Now the stack of firewood was a burning pit for their sensei’s okaa-san. 

The two shinobis, ninjas steps away from the blazing fire to approach Spider.  “Escort her back down the mountain to my grandfather’s cave and to him.”

“We won’t say a word.”  One of the ninja’s replied.  Spider nodded then walks away from them to join Shihashi as the two loyal warrior escort the little girl back down the mountain.

The sound of the hollow wind hisses into his ears, beating of his heart bounds in an urge to burst through its ribcage.  Once his feet stops next to the body Shihashi bends down, loosens the rope around its neck line, then pulls back the blanket, unveiling her stiff, cold face.  He pulls out his one wakizashi, short range sword from its stealth, his eyes gazes down at Kini’s lips, closed eyes and faded white skin, staring into the face of death.  He grip the hilt of the wakizashi with both of his hands, while rising its blade over his head, so did the faded black eyes of his okaa-san slowly open.  Once her eyes were fully opened staring up at him, her mouth began to part showing her marsh black tongue casting a fearful chill down their spine in her loud moan for she could feel every organ inside her body rooting, burning up as if she was melting in a furnace; but in that moment Spider strikes down with his blade clean through the neck- line. 

Our warrior suddenly froze, not yet could he face the reality of the current event that his mother is dead and he’d of his actions.  Watching the dark blood dripping off his blade to the constant screaming of the detach head, almost lead Spider’s sanity to collapse.  “Don’t crack on me now!” Shihashi tries to encourage him to continue.  He too pulls out his wakizashi and added.  “Come on we do it together.”  Spider nodded his head to agree with him for his tongue was too stiff to move.  He and Shihashi together rises their swords over their heads and together they cut, butchered every part of the body, complete disassemble, splattering of blood from the undead body taints their robes and damped their fingers.

Once limps, organs was detach Shihashi and Spider tosses the disassembled body parts into the blazing fire.
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Chapter TWO:  Clan’s Undead
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Purge part II (2)
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We are to call this night the clan’s disturbing purge.  A woman opens the windows of her soul which were green as the earth’s grass, shimmers like the sunlight reflect off glass.  Her hair was long that laid down her back and was as the dark heavens’ sky, but in her awaking from her slumber the cries of women, children to the up-roaring of men travels into her ear.  She sits up from her pallet, very clearly the voices was piercing through the cave walls.  “What’s going on?” This woman was beginning to worry in urgency to exit her arsenal she grabs her katana which was laid on top of a silk crimson sack, but once she turned around a young man enters the cave.  His dark black eyes was far- off in trance as if he was on a break of losing his sanity with one hand he hides behind his back.  Her beautiful green eyes gazes down at him noticing black moisture as the hue of blood smeared on his trousers and damped his fingers.  “Rau –

In an instant he holds up his right hand in gesture for her to not speak and so have the emotions in his eyes transform into fury.  A harsh cold stare he threw at her.  Rau laid his hand back down at his side.  “Don’t speak!  I don’t want to hear nothing out of you.”  She was growing upset by his response but yet was she clueless as of the reason why he was so furious at her, more than usual.  “I’ve just disassembled my mother.”  Her heart pause as she could feel her mind slipping in constant questions as of why?  Why would he’d done such a thing?  He loved his mother, why?  Not an answer could cross her mind, it was too unreal to be true.  “AND YOU!”  Rau looks away to the ground biting his lip, resisting himself of lashing out his anger on her.  He release his other arm which was being held behind his back, holding a full black clothing.  “Here!” he yelled the moment he slammed down the black fabric clothing at her feet.  “PUT THOSE DAMN CLOTHES ON!!”

“What –

He raise his hand, form it into a firm fist then yelled.  “SHUT UP!!”  Yakuza was utterly lost in words and neither was she threaten of his scornful tone; but to avoid a variable fight with him she remain silent.  Rau points down to the clothes laid before her and commanded again.  “Put those clothes on.”  She nodded.  He turns his back to her facing the cave’s small mouth. 

Yakuza looks down then picks up the clothes, realizing that it was a full black long sleeve kimono and black hamaka, trousers.  The official clan attire, but this was the attire of those who are to be under Rau just as Dark eye who is the elder of clan’s orders even until they die in service.  She places her hands over her pink obi, sash that was wrapped around her waist, then looks up at him, seeing only his back-side she wonder if he was going to stay in the cave while she undress? In a timely manner Rau respond to her conscious.  “I’m not going to look at you, dammit! Put those clothes on and hurry up!” he yelled

Yakuza deeply exhales then unties the obi cord and sash around her waist, then removes her pink kimono.  She bends down to pick the black attires back up, but cut her eyes up at him now and  then to make sure he wasn’t trying to look, but even up to the moment he knew that she was naked neither did he turns his head, not even the slightest did he tried to look.  Yakuza puts on the black kimono, covering up her firm perky breasts, arms to the base of her fingers and tight waist-line, then she puts on the hamaka that covered her curve figure and smooth legs.  Once her body was fully clothed in a timely manner Rau fully turns back around still throwing a cold stare at her.  He reach into his furi, kimono pocket and pulls out a tanto, dagger.  In that moment Yakuza felt that she should demand answers of his commands.  “I’m not going to do another thing.  Until you tell me what’s going on?”

“I’m going to make it short and simple enough for you.” She closely listens as he begins to speak with it, waving the tip of the blade before her.  “You want to exit this cave alive or in pieces?”  The answer for his question was quite simple as it was asked.  “Turn around.” He commanded.  Yakuza turns her back to him still could hear the people’s roaring cries outside growing louder which lead a chill down her spine.  She could feel his fingers fully pulling back her hair with the tanto held in one hand.

“What you about to do?”

Rau presses edges of the blade against her neck.  “Quiet.” he commanded then slides the blade away from her neck. But suddenly he slice away her hair.

“Ahh!”  Yakuza immediately turned back around to face him, seeing a great portion of her hair still held in his hand.  She places one hand on the back of her neck, feeling the edges of her hair between her fingers.  “You cut my hair off!”

“SHUT UP!!”

“What is going on?”

“You wear that kimono! You’re devoted to me!  Shut-up and do what as I say!”  Currently Yakuza regret to have put on the attire.  Taking orders from Rau was thinning her patience.  Holding her tongue to please him and not speaking her mind was very unlike the usual way of interaction with him.  She holds her tongue.  “Take only what you need.  And be quick about it!” he commanded.  She obeyed his command.  In a hurry she haste from one side of the cave to the next within her arsenal, snatching multiple star shurikens off the walls, her katana or wakizashi swords, black bow and arrows while the conflict and screams increases.  She also toke needles that it’s pointed ends were freshly heated in poison and a small sack that was full of tiny bottles.  “One more thing.”  Yakuza turns to him.  He place two of his fingers at the center of her eye-lids.  In his whisper he begins to chant, then quickly removes his fingers away.  She opens her eyes unaware that the heavenly green hue or her eyes have changed into brown almond eyes like the sacred tree.  Her appearance were almost like everyone else who was under him.  “Follow me, shut up and do as you’re told.”  He tosses the remains of her hair into the fire, then crawls out of the arsenal while Yakuza follows him.

The winds debris was oddly dark in shadowy mist like the calming sooth fog before morning.  She follows behind Rau through the campsite as she witness shinobis' mounting up particular woman, children, men and babies held their arms on horses.  A roaring great multitude of clan members runs through the site carrying swords and spears highly over their heads, rushing towards Yakuza's arsenal.  She watched them from afar off crawl and climb themselves inside the cave's mouth while most of their wives who stood over headless bodies near their tents cries out saying.  “GET HER!!!  KILL HER!!!  KILL HER NOW!!   SHE BROUGHT THIS UPON US!!!”  In that moment Yakuza realizes that the clan no-longer wants her there and further believes that she's a curse.  She turns back to Spider before she mentally put together his actions back in the arsenal of cutting her hair and placing her under him.  The entire clan trust in the judgment of Rau and respects him highly.

“Go get your horse and join everyone in the line. Be quick about!” he commanded

Like one of his honorable shinobi's she bows her head.  “Yes, Sir!”

“That's more like it, HURRY UP!!” Yakuza races through the campsite, passing in between tents, over dead bodies and stepping over moving detach heads which slightly frightened her.  Once entering the stable she immediately grabs a black stallion by its bridle, mount and rides it back into the campsite where she saw the great multitude of clan members exiting out of her arsenal with weapons still in their grasp, running pass her heading down the mountains path and up the scale of the mountain.

“HURRY UP!! THAT BITCH COULDN'T have gotten far!!” they yelled.

Yakuza continues on, seeing Rau afar standing by a man and a brown wild horse so she approach them.  The man who was next to him were of middle age and the lower half of his right arm was detach, bleeding out from the wound.  “Take him!  And follow us to the cemetery!” he commanded

“Yes, Sir.”  She reaches her hand out to him.  “Come on!”  He grasp her hand and pulls himself up behind her.  “What happen to your other arm?” she asks the man.

“I had to cut it off.  .  I thought it would stop it, but I feel like I'm burning up.”

Spider mounts his horse and leads the row of shinobi's down the mountain's path, passing under the gates.  “Hold on tight.” The man threw his left arm around her waist, held tightly Yakuza rides the stallion down the mountain following the shinobi's.

“You?  I never seen you before.”

“First time meeting you too.”

“You have lovely brown eyes.”

“BROWN?” It turns out that Rau not only cut her hair, but lead her a soul as well, change the hue of her eyes as the bark of a sacred tree.  How deeply she wants to thank him?  “Ah-Thank you!” she shouted in the back of her mind.

“What's your name?”

“I-ah -” She began to stutter feeling very uneasy to give out her true name knowingly that for some accurate reason the mountain wants to slaughter her. “Why?”

“I just wanted to know the name of my executioner.”

Yakuza begins to ponder once more of his words and what's taking place.  “Is that's where we are heading? To perform an execution?” he said in the back of her mind.  She looks up seeing the row of horses before her slowing down as a fueled aroma of smoke passing beneath her nostrils.

“It doesn't matter I won’t be able to remember it anyway.”  At the end of the surrounding trees, passing under the tori red gates unveils an empty area blankets of grass, but on the left side held ceremonial large bricked to concreted stones and on the right held two large burning ditches and two shinobi's was standing before it.  Its flames rises up like a furnace.  Everyone came to a complete stop, dismounting their horses and the clan members who road along with them.  “Make it quick I don't want to feel a thing.”

“If it is my duty I will make your death quick and painless.  .  As you desire.”  She dismounts her black stallion as the man also dismounts.

“Thank you.” he said and it ends to be his final words.

“Take them one at a time!” Rau commanded.

In a hurry the shinobis takes one of the women, men and children out into the empty area of the cemetery, placing them on their knees before them so they won't see the blade they take out.  Yakuza felt that she should question Rau of this event before it takes place.  She approaches behind him, but before a word could pass her lips.  He turns around and questions her.  “What are you doing?  Take him!”  Wearing such a kimono and to take his orders without question, to execute member and children of the clan.

“Please I don't want to turn into one of those things.” the man plead behind her.

Instead of questioning him, she toke upon the man's plea.  Yakuza toke him by his left arm, then walks him out in the area.  She picked a spot in the back row and place him in front of her.  He immediately began saying his silent prayers while those before him was doing the same.  She could hear the children already crying, spewing a waterfall of tears and the women holding her daughters hand who was next to her, prepared to be executed together.  A shinobi was taking three babies out into the forest with a wakizashi held in one hand.  “Quick and Painless!! Understand!!”

“Yes, Sir!!” Yelled the executioners including Yakuza.

“SCREW UP AND YOU DIE!  NOW!”  In the moment at the exact same time Yakuza raise her mother's wakizahsi over her head along with the others and be-headed the man. His blood tainted her getas and the bottom fabric of her hamaka.  The two shinobi's who stood before the burning ditches runs over and  drags away one dead body at a time; but this was only the first group to be executed.  A young girl races over from Rau down to the back row and kneed down before Yakuza as more did the same.

“Oh no not a child?” she said in the back of her mind.  She looks up witnessing a man kissing the woman who knelt before him, no doubt she was his wife.

“NOW!” Rau commanded.  In obedience Yakuza raise her mother's wakizashi over her head along with the others, closes her eyes and beheaded the little girl , so did the shinobi before her beheaded his wife.

The last group races over and knelt before them.  Yakuza opens her eyes seeing the blood dripping off the edges of her blade while a woman kneel before her.  The woman's face was pale, dark circles surround the surface her eyes, her appearance was half dead.  “NOW!”  In a hurry Yakuza beheads the woman along with the others, but one executioner miscounted his aim.  Instead of cutting off the man's head he strikes down through his shoulder.  The man before him cried out in pain.  Immediately four shinobi's rushes over and stabbed repeatedly through the failed executioner's body to death then beheaded the man.  Winds that carry the mountain's cry dies down into tears while the shinobi's puts away their swords, executes a perfect bow to Rau then leaves the cemetery on their horses.

The two shinobi still were dragging away headless bodies then disassemble them.  A mere sight of them slicing away their limps, organs then throwing them into the fire nearly sickens Yakuza.  She vomits in the puddle of blood left from the bodies before her feet.  Her brown eyes looks up and saw Rau glaring down at her coldly.  Yakuza stands completely back up.  “You’re not going back on that mountain.  Find somewhere else to go.”

“NO, I can't leave.” she said then tries to convince him in a whisper.  “They don't recognize me.”

“One that mask won’t last for long.  Two, the only reason why they don't know is because I didn't say anything.  .  Try to come near here I will change my mind.  Your kind is the cause of this.  YOU’RE KIND!  I would still have my okaa-san if she only had a cure!  We're sitting here having to come down to the point of having to kill each other.  We are doing all the suffering.”

Yakuza's eyes begins build up in tears. “If there was something I could have done I-.”

“Get out my sight.” he said then walks away, mounting his horse did and leaves the cemetery.
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Chapter Three-  Unknown Healer
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YAKUZA TOKE HER CHANCES in leaving mount Iga, but better yet to leave Japan.  In an endless thrive do she want to gain immortality, but finding out the truth of her people was more enough to leave for what has happen on this night is also taking place in the land of Yanshi.  Only one way to find out.  .  She walks across the cemetery, mounting her horse and takes one last glance upon the mountain then rides away through the forest.  In her travel through the forest, down high hills she tries to remember where the docking port was.  “I think it was near a village.” she muttered to herself.

The break of dawn was near, dark heavens hue blending into aqua blue one, the sun rising in the east.  Yakuza slows down her horse, exiting the forest she could hear fishermen repeatedly saying a simple phrase or song.  She rides the stallion down a dirt path by path until she finally came across a village.  The village was near a docking port, farming families near its shores and in the water she could see large group of fishermen near the ocean shore, pulling a large gauge net that were full of thousands of koi fish.  Their leg motion in the waters were almost like a dance that depict ocean waves, dragging nets, pulling ropes, some lifted luggage over their shoulders while saying ,  “DOKKOSHIO!”  “DOKKOSHIO!”  “SORAN!”  “SORAN!”  (Put your backs into it!  Heave, ho, Heave, ho! Heave, ho!  Yes! Yes!)  It was like a work of art the first that she have ever seen in Japan.  Yakuza wanted to get a closer look at the docks so she rides her black stallion down into the village.

Once she made it up to the docks she came across a familiar elderly man wearing a black and green shan, jacket worn over a yi- an open cross collar garment and white ku, trousers, standing near the docking port before a large sampan.  Yakuza felt good inside to see a familiar face and native clothing of her people.  “Watanabe!” she calls out to him.

The elderly man turns around and begins to peers his eyes at her, trying to remember in the back of his mind who she was.  “Do I know you Miss?”

Yakuza dismounts her horse and approaches him.  “It is me the former princess of Yanshi.”  She bows before him, but he was still peering his eyes at her, trying his best to remember.  “My hair was longer.  .  My eyes were.” She pause in the middle of her sentence taking notice that Watanabe was still puzzling at her.  “You remember me?”

He shakes his head.  “I'm sorry.”

“I was the first and only princess you -

“Mam, I am sorry.  I don't know you."

“What?”

A man’s voice traveled from a far. “Grandfather!”  The young man looks of the age in his early twenty's he was wearing a white and black.  He place his hand over his grandfather's back.  “You O.K. want to sit down.”

“No, no I'm fine.  This miss.”  He points.  “She thinks I know her.” he smiled

The young man blows between his lips then looks at Yakuza and asks him.  “Grandpa, take a good look at her.  You remember her?” he asks, but again he shakes his head.  He turns to Yakuza and said.  “We believe he may be sick with a disease that's causing him to forget.  His mind will go back and forth most times.  What's your name?”

“I'm the former princess of Yanshi.”

The young man's eyes widen.  “Xuan?  You’re the Xuan?”  He takes a close look at her.  “I'm sorry the stories that my grandfather told me of the princess he carried had.  Long black hair and green eyes.”

Yakuza could see that this was going to be hard for her to convince them base on her current appearance.  “I know, but.  .  Look can you please.  .  Can I please have a transport way to China?” she asks

The young man toke a quick look at Watanabe then back at her.  “I'm sorry, we are currently delaying travels to other nations.  It is becoming difficult for us to find more secure passing ports for our boats and for passengers.  The trafficking of ships has become a problem once we've reached stability then we can continue our original schedule.  My grandfather is too old to do this kind of work.  He is leaving it up to me.”  Yakuza nodded, he leans closer towards her and added.  “If I were you Miss, I'll stay here.  There's more going on out there then you know.” he steps away.

Yakuza silently begins to ponder of what's really going on in other nations that causes holding traffic for the ships, could it be similar to what happen on the mountain. “No it couldn't.” she mutters to herself.

“What couldn't?” the young man asks

“I'm sorry, thank you for your help.  I'll be on my way.”

“Wait! I hate to leave you in such a disappointment especially since you somehow know my grandfather even though he doesn't recognize you.  Have breakfast with us.”

“Thank you. Does that mean you believe who I say I am?”

“Noooo.  I take you as crazy for that one, but I can see that you must have known him because you know his name, so no doubt you've traveled with him before.”

“I see.”

Yakuza find herself entering inside a small traditional house.  Its floors were fully clean padded white, except for the kitchen and dining area had lean wooden floors.  Watanabe takes a rest in the living area, sitting down on a mat before a table which had stacks of books on its surface.  In curiosity she enters into the living room and takes a look around.  Through it's open screen window she could see her stallion walking back and forth in the front garden, on the wooden table there were many books of history, world maps, poetry even the most resent William Shakespeare plays writing copy, comedy and romance one can lit one's soul on fire.  Watanabe picks up a book of poetic nature, but Yakuza picks up the red book of William Shakespeare play writings.  “You like books?” Watanabe asks

“Yes, which one is this?” Yakuza asks.  She was also puzzled by the unfamiliar letters written on the cover.

“That's a romance play piece written by William Shakespeare.  I hope his writing won’t change.” said the young man as he closes the door behind him and enters into the cooking area.

“Like to help me prepare dinner?” he asks

“I don't mind.” she smiled.  She follows him into the cooking area.  Its shelves were full of filled spice bowls and five wooden crates of fresh fruits and vegetables.  Yakuza closely looks at him realizing how handsome he was.  His appearance almost reminds her of her fiancee, Chang Hoa except for his short black hair. 

The young man opens the wooden crates that were on the floor then places it on the table.  One crate was full of luscious red delicious apples, zucchini, and avocados.  He picks up a sharp knife off a wooden chopping board then looks up and down at her.  “You’re wearing matching black clothes.  Something that the people from Iga wears.  Are you from there?” he asks

“You’re afraid?”

“No.”  He sets the knife back down on the chopping board.  “Because if your leader told you to come all the way over here to assassinate anyone, don't be surprise I kill you first.”

“You brought me back here to threaten a jounin?”

“Jounin, no one’s a jounin.  Now I know you’re lying.  And that thing, saying you’re a Chinese princess, please.” He looks down at the crate, picks up the knife and a zucchini out of the crate. The young man looks back up and notice that Yakuza was no-longer standing on the other end of the table, he self-convince himself that she must have left; but once he looks back down at the chopping board before him he notice the knife in hand is gone.

“Who's lying?” The female voice startled him that he immediately dash to the other end of the table, watching Yakuza standing where he was, holding the knife he was holding and the zucchini. Coming to term of realizing that she moves like a ghost to appear one place to another unseen strongly convinces him that she was truly a jounin train ninja.  “If I was sent here to assassinate you I would've done it already.” she added then turns to the chopping board and begins to slice the zucchini a piece at a time.  “Are you going to help me?  Or are you going to stand there and stare at me?  I'm starving.”

“Yeah.” He deeply exhaled, picks up a sharp short range knife then grabs an apple out of the crate.

“What's your name?”

“Chi.” He looks down and begins to peel away the apple peeling with the knife.

“So, why you believe Iga would want to assassinate you or your grandfather?” she asks while she was chopping zucchini after zucchini on the chopping board as the apple peeling fell over it.

“Well shinobi's from Iga have been harshly criticizing my grandfather's business.  Reporting back there to the Kiyomizus that we were corrupted by the government because I told them what I've told you. .  We can't transfer any passengers.  It's even getting harder to smuggle citizens in and out of the country. .  I just thought that finally they be ready to end our lives.”

“Corrupt by the government?”

“The Shogun Yoshibu believe to have been assassinated the other night.  One of the soldiers founded a katana left in the main halls of Chiyoda castle.  Now they are seeking to form a newly government system.  They say will bring birth to the golden ages.  The ages when even murder and deceives.  They believe we have the first call of the government's system.”

“How do you know?”

Chi chuckled.  “Have you ever study the history books and then after you've finish one chapter you go back and combine everything together?”  Yakuza shakes her head.  “When you do you'll be open to the truth of what the golden ages is really all about.  And this is how is begins.  The formation of a new government.”

“Why won’t the people fight back?”

“Oh they will. Just wait until they have enough.”  Once he was done peeling the apples he begins to dice the apples into tiny pieces.  “It's not like we want to be holding our ships.  .  It's just hard for us.”

Yakuza was done with the zucchini.  “I'm done chopping theses.”

“O.k.  There is a personal watermelon in that crate near the door.  Chop that up for me, please.”

“Fine.”  Yakuza walks over near the door, reaches down and picks up the small watermelon. 

“Why you’re away from the clan and down here in all places?”  She walks back at the other-side of the table then places the watermelon down on its surface.  “I know you mentioned about heading to China.  Did your leader told you to head there?”

“No, I just wanted to leave.”

“Did something happened up there?” he asks, but Yakuza didn't respond instead she grabs a butcher's knife, then raise it with one hand while the other holds the melon still and slice the melon in two; but it became unpleasant for in an instant her mind falls back to that moment she'd beheaded a little girl just several hours ago.  In believe that she was no longer in Chi's kitchen her body remain still and her eyes was close leaning over the table.  “Oh my god!” he shouted.  Peculiarly she could feel the liquid flowing out from her other hand.  “I shouldn't have asks that.”  She hears his voice but her mind was far gone.  “Here clean yourself with this.”  Yakuza opens her eyes, seeing the blood flowing out the palm of her hand, looking up across the table she saw Chi holding out a cotton cloth before here.  “Here, stop the bleeding.” he offered.  Yakuza accepts, lays down the knife then takes the cotton cloth out of his hand and presses it against the palm.  “That was close.  You were inches away from butchering your hand off.”

Watanabe enters the kitchen with eyes of haggardness. He begins to wondering around the table.  Yakuza turns away from the table still pressing the cloth against to not bleeding over the food. Unaware of the drop of blood tainted on the apple peelings Watanabe picks a few peelings and slice zucchini off the chopping board then eats them one piece at a time.  “Grandfather, wait 'till we are finish.” said Chi

“Ohhh, you sound like your mother.” Watanabe said.  “By the way I believe I told you two weeks ago to send a notice to the government officials of the food supplements.”

Chi's hands instantly became paralyze leading the knife and apple in his hand to fall onto the table. He couldn't believe what his grandfather just said, but neither could he believe that he remembered what himself have forgotten.  “Wait your reminding me of something?” he shouted

“Did you do it or not?” Watanabe shouted back.

“No, I forgot!”

“Stop shouting in the house!”

“How come you remember that?”

“What do you mean how come?”  Watanabe was becoming irritated by his questions.  Yakuza also was astonished by his memory returning.

“You couldn't remember a thing for months.  I'm shock you remember something I didn't!”

“I always have to remind you of something!  We must send that notice off immediately before the government turn over.”

“How do you know that?”

“Boy!  You’re annoying me!  And stop acting like your so shock!  You want to do this job you better be on it.”  Watanabe back over his shoulder with a spark in his eyes.  Yakuza felt enlightened to see him recognize her, but suddenly his smile faded away.  “I'm sorry miss, I thought you were someone I know.  Yakuza, you look just like her, but those eyes really gives everything away.”  She fell in disappointment hearing those words even so she would've seen it coming by her current appearance.  He looks up and down at her clothing.  “You’re from Mount Iga wearing clans clothing.  I'm aware that many are angry with us by not transporting goods and people at this time.”

“Don't feel uneasy I'm not going to harm you.” said Yakuza

“You won’t, but the people will.  .  So neither will I be transporting strangers.”

“I'm not a stranger! Please, I need to go back to China.”

“Unless you transform your eyes and hair.  I'll diffidently consider you.”  Yakuza pause for a moment to ponder silently reminding herself of Rau's words that the mask she's wearing won't last long.  If she would just hold out the mask to come off then he will consider her.  She nodded. 

“The people will?” Chi asks

Watanabe turn back to his grandson.  “The longer we hold ships the less merchandise enter and exits the country.  Leaving less food trade, medicine, you name it, gone.  Everyone knows we work with the state.  We have no choice, but will they see it no.  Just be prepared.”   He grabs a shaved apple off the table and exits the kitchen.  “Hurry up with that food and stop starring at me!” 
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Chapter Four:
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"I'll help you sleep tonight." he said
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In kindness Watanabe offers her to spend the night in his home.  Yakuza accepts but only to find herself alone again inside an empty room, laying on a soft pallet, listening to the wind whispering between the cracks, and admiring the sight of the moon light beaming through the screen window.  A night of loneliness can damage a woman as to wanting pleasure from about anyone or thing.  It makes one think are we by nature are weak as it seems.  She couldn't imagine nothing but wanting her fiancee Hoa Chang.  Yakuza couldn't forget the night of their last sight within her friend Tast's home.  He handle her body well and gentle, not heartless or rough, rarely kissing upon lips.  In moments of wanting him she can intimately feel wetness between her legs, her fingers curves around and grips the sheets in a somewhat wanting to pleasure herself.  Knowing that her fiancee is so far away from her and her from him enlightens her to wonder if he felt the same when he lay in his bed at night or if he was alive.

She closes her eyes, tossing and turning struggling to go to sleep.  “If I sleep maybe I will dream of him.” she said in the back of her mind; but even though she tries to fall into a dream her body refuse to rest...A knock came to the door.  “Yes.”  The shoji door slides open seeing that it was only Chi on the other side holding gray wool blankets in his arms.

“Can I come in.” he asks

“Yes.”

He enters inside, slide the shoji shut behind him.  “I figured you need this.  Temperature is dropping tonight.”

“Thank you.” Yakuza takes the folded blankets and place them next to her.

“Aren't you cold?”

“I feel pretty warm.  When I feel cold I'll use them.”

“Okay.  I know this is not any of my business; but are you married?”

“You?”

Chi shakes his head.  “No.”

“I have a fiancee.  His name is Chang Hoa and he's far away from me.  I was supposed to be married to him.  These are one of the nights that I wish he was here laying with me.”

“You can't sleep?”

“I wonder can he?  I wonder if he needed someone to touch him at night.”

Chi slightly chuckled.  “Every man has needs.”

“Women does too.”

“I understand those feelings.  It's true its worst when you don't have anybody.”

Yakuza gulps saliva down her throat, in exhale she asks him a question she thought she'd never asks anyone in this land.  “I can't sleep because I am in need.  Can you -

“I'll help you sleep tonight.” he said, with understanding eyes.

She lowers the sheet from her shoulders down to her waist, then begins unties the kimono while Chi lifts the sheet up from her feet to the center of her stomach and begins lowering her hamaka trousers, exposing her lovely curve fit legs.  His eel arouses underneath his trouser as he rubs his hands up and down her legs, admiring her soft skin.  Converting temperature of his body neither felt cold as well but very warm.  He began taking off his shirt then moves his hands further down her legs to in between her thighs, feeling deep wetness on and between his fingers.  In that moment he takes his eel out of its prison and begins rubbing it between her.  Chi heavily breaths and moan over the ravaging feeling of his hard eel rubbing against her wet cunt.  Yakuza's mouth parted to moan as well admiring how good it felt, but closes her eyes to imagine that her fiancee was touching her.

In respect of assisting her and of knowledge of her having a fiancee he decided not to allow his eel to enjoy exploring her cave, but ever so he loved her moaning and the exposure of her perky breast, hard nipples fully out her robe.  He pushes three of his long, thick fingers inside her cave, then penetrates her enjoying the moistness of her walls in one hand and pumping his eel in the other.  Her moaning was intertwine with the rapidness of soft exhaling breath to the innocent cry of a virgin's virginity being taken in a ravage way for he started gentle then immediately became rough, forcing his fingers harder and deeper inside her.  “Stop.  .  Not so rough.” she plead, but Chi ignored her cry, he continues to push harder.  It began to become difficult for Yakuza to imagine Chang by him pleasing her in such a way, Chi was demolishing her fantasy.  “Chi.  .  Stop.” she plead between her moan, but Chi ignored her command.

He felt his eel becoming tighter and coming to the point of wanting to explode, so he turns his fingers inside her cave in a repetitive circular motion changing Yakuza's moaning more differently to a more settle one wanting her to come too, but she didn't want to for her mind was now completely focus on Chi when she wanted to come for Chang, immediately Yakuza sits up, slipping Chi's fingers out of her cave preventing herself to come for him.  “Why did you move?  Didn't you want me too-?

“You keep ignoring me.”

“I'm sorry.  I couldn't help myself.”

“You didn't handle me respectfully.” Yakuza quickly ties up her black kimono and leans over to her ankles to grab the ends of her trouser, but Chi slips over and holds her hands.  He looks into her eyes in pleasing.  “What-

“Please let me try again.  No woman moan that good for me.”

“This was a stupid mistake.” She moves his hands away and pulls up her trousers.

“No, let try again I'll listen to you this time I promise.”

“Forget it!  I didn't want you anyway.”

Chi's mind was resettled by her response, reminded by what she really wanted.  He gazes down at the surface of the futon.  “I'm sorry. I lost sight what this was.”  Yakuza secures her hamaka with her brown eyes still staring away from him.  “You must hate me now.”  She didn't respond.  “I'll leave you alone, night.”  He puts his shirt back on his body then exits the room, closing the shoji behind him.
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Chapter Five
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Before dawn have break Yakuza immediately gather her possessions and leaves Watanabe's home.  On a mission to win his favor to keep her by bringing them fresh meat to roast.  Their house was only fill with fruits but she knew that Watanabe favors a roast meal to eat.  She mounts her black stallion then rides far from the port to far south still near the coast.  The sun was now up high in the aqua heavens upon Japan.  A calming scent of the ocean breeze draws her to stop near the cliff's edge.  Yakuza dismounts her stallion then takes a look over the ledge, seeing the roaring ocean waves brushing against large rocks a mile below, then looks out to the east.  She wasn't sure where to go.  “At least we're far from Iga.” The horse neighs as Yakuza stomach began to growl.  “O.K., Pablo let’s find some breakfast.”  She grabs her bow and arrow then, mounts her horse then sets out further into the south, directly into the countryside.

She slows down, dismounts him once she'd reach a large tall- grass plain.  “Since I'm on my own might as well start hunting.  If I'm lucky to find a deer for Watanabe.”  Yakuza walks through the grass plain unaware of a shadow following her in a woods nearby.  Once she meet at the end of the plain, she squat down in between the tall grass as Pablo runs through creating a settle environment for any animal to enter into.  Hours of waiting lead Yakuza to ask for patience, but suddenly Pablo races back from the far end of the plain and runs back out of the tall grass, in a high pitch neigh as if something was wrong.  Yakuza toke a peek over the edges of the swaying grass seeing a lovely baby deer, not much meat but a perfect meal for one.  She reach for her arrow and position it onto her bow.  Pablo highly neighs then runs away, down the dirt path leaving Yakuza alone in the plain, she hesitated to call him, but she didn't want to lose the deer.  She quickly aim, shoots the deer directly through its neck.

Hours of waiting for this one deer surprisingly brought delight to her as she walks through the plan to retrieve it, but peculiarly an eerie moaning stirred up within the grass.  “That doesn't sound like the deer.” she said in the back of her mind.  Yakuza pulls out her katana while she carefully walks closer between the grasses, hearing the moaning getting louder.  Her body froze and so had her heart stop by a undead man, skin  dried up and falling off his body, blood stains on his brown kimono and decaying hands, his legs were detach from his body.  He screams in excitement over yakuza's beautiful flesh, his faded white eyes glares up at her and with an evil grin he crawls with his hands towards her.  Yakuza immediately moves aside and beheads him.  She looks down at his feet noticing that he was wearing straw like getas on his feet.  “He is a farmer.” she said to herself.  A scream of a woman arouses from the tall grass that slightly startled her.  Yakuza walks up and saw an undead woman wearing a green and blue kimono robe, eating on the flesh of the deer.  Her skin was entirely shriveled up that she could see the outline of her skeleton, without hesitation Yakuza cuts off her head in one swing as two full carriages of men and women laughing inside them passes by the plain down the dirt path.  Which lead her in deep thought of knowing just how much the inhabitants of Japan are unaware.

She glared back down at her prize deer that's too corrupted to be slaughtered for a nice fest then out into the plains, coming down with a decision to abandon the deer and try to find Pablo.  Yakuza races out of the plain at the same time watching where she steps making sure that there weren't any living dead left in the field that they won’t be able to grab her feet; but blindly she didn't notice a group of four dead women walking around far off at the end of the field, can smell the flesh of the dead deer laying in the tall grass.  Once she made it out of the grass plain so did her legs continue to run down the dirt path , up a steep hill back where it lead her back on top of the cliff.  Yakuza stop to pant, catching her breath.  She place two of her fingers on the edge of her mouth and blew, executing a loud whistle.  In moments her ears could hear his hooves trampling afar and soon can see him race through the trees.  “Don't leave like that again!” she shouted at him, then mounts his back and heads back to the port, empty handed unable to deliver a favor to Watanabe so he could trust her enough to take her back to China the moment the new government was formed which won't be long.  “I doubt if he lets me stay another night there.” she said to herself.

Once she'd reached the coastal lines can witness Chi and Watanabe afar off entering back into their house also the fishermen gathering their price from the ocean shore, walking down the dirt path to their homes with labors on their backs.  In curiosity Yakuza dismounts Pablo walks over near the ocean shore then gazes down into calm waves brushing against the beach at her reflection in the waters wonder if the mask was removing itself; but still her eyes was brown as the sacred tree and not as green like the earth's grass.  “This is a nightmare!  What-

“THE HELL!!” a familiar man's voice not only toke the words out of her mouth and yet startled her.  She turned around seeing that it was Spider and Koji staring at her near the shores.

“Rau?” she said

He rise his eyebrows while throwing a cold glare.  “Bitch?”

Yakuza almost forgot how rude he was and just how much he hates her automatic she responded back to him by throwing a cold glare as well.  Kaji wasn't sure who Yakuza was at first by her appearance, but he assumes she must have been a friend of his Sensei.  Kaji is the youngest brother of Koji known as Hawk-eye he is slightly shy and very young of age eleven, still learning the ways of a rappa.  “Hey.” he greeted and humbly bow.

“What are you doing way over here?” he ask in a sharp tone

“I have business with Watanabe.” she answered sharply back at him

Rau looks back over his shoulder directly at Watanabe's house then back Yakuza.  “What a coincidence, so do I?”

Yakuza peer closely and notice the black hilt of his katana peeping out of is robe.  “You’re not going to hurt them.”

“And you have authority over me?”

“Their ships are held back from doing anything!  They move when the government moves.”

“Like I give a rat's ass about the Shogun.  They move when we ask them to, not the government.  They didn't want to do it then they shouldn't agree to it.  We aid them! They are to aid us!”

“They're not your slaves Rau”

He felt offended by Yakuza's remark then marches towards her, tops inches from her face.  “And you to talk about who's a slave!  We were slaves under your ass!”

“And I was a slave to kill for the clan's ass!” she yelled back at him, but in that moment instantly risen rage within Rau.  He grabs the sleeves of her kimono then forces her off the shore edge into the water with him trying to drawn her. 

The sight of Rau in such a rage enlighten Kaji for he knew only one woman will anger his sensei that much.  “Yakuza.  .  .  Hey! Sensei stop!”  Yakuza 's leaps was waves in the water to get Rau off of her seeing his face above her, she kicks his left leg which threw him off balance to fall into the water and in an instant Yakuza stood up and began trying to drawn him under the water listening to Kaji pleading from ashore.  “You guys Stop!!”  Chi exits the house and notice from afar from his porch of Yakuza drowning a man in the water.  He runs off the porch and down into the water.  “Break them up!” Kaji shouted.  Chi grabs her by her waste to pull her off of him, but in a couple of attempts she pushes him off.  On the third attempt he manage to wrap both of his arms around her waist line then lifts her off of him, with his back turn Rau sits up out of the water gasping for air and panting.

Chi was able to carry Yakuza to shore, but she wanted to
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