Mukashku Chikara (Ancient Power)

By: Galen Muhammad

Prologue:

My name is Aisu Kurimu, leader of the Red Dragon Clan of the Ryu Tatakai dojo, and holder of the Shenlong Katana. The year is 1860, and my dojo and all of its students, are gone. I am the last survivor of my clan when my rival Masshu Poteto came. I was away running errands when it happened. Masshu is the leader of the Dark Void Clan of the Akuma dojo; he is on a quest to unite all the styles under his control. By doing this he hopes to rule the world, he’s doing this by killing innocent dojo members and threatening the masters to teach him their most valuable techniques, and then he slaughters them. It’s a horrible scheme, but for Masshu, anything and everything goes. Even after obtaining enough power to make at least Japan succumb to his will, he is still after me, and the power that I possess.

Chapter 1:


I’m walking through and alley in search of a place to sleep for the night. Scattered throughout the alley are rodents, alley cats, beggars and a staggering drunk man who looks as if he didn’t even know how he got here. I see a door on the side of a building to my left. I said to no one, “Well, I haven’t had any luck so far, why not give it a try. The worst thing that could happen is if I get a mean look then a door slammed into my face.” I knock on the door and wait awhile. When I decided that either no one was home, or they saw me and wanted me to think they weren’t home; I started to continue my search when I heard the door open. My eyes met with a beautiful woman dressed in clothes that looked as if she were about to play basketball or something. She looked at me weirdly for a second, then when she was sure I wasn’t going to harm her she asked, “Yes, what do you want sir?” I saw that she was starting to blush a little, which made her look even cuter. I said, “Umm, I need a place to sleep, but just for tonight, don’t worry I can pay you, and I’m not a hentai, so I’m asking you if you’d be so kind as to let me stay for just one night, I’ll be gone before you even wake up.” I displayed my please-don’t-leave-me-out-here-to-die face on. She seemed to have second thoughts, and I felt for sure that she was going to shut the door and laugh while she went back to her warm fire place. She said while smiling, “Sure, why not. You seem like a nice enough guy, and if I was in your position, I’d have hoped that you would let me in. Like my mother always said, treat others as you’d like to be treated yourself. She moved out of the doorway to let me in. I bowed to her and said, “Thank you. I won’t forget this.” I walked into the door and took off my shoes. I looked at my host, her nervousness was gone and she was closing the door behind me and relocking it. I stood there not really wanting to intrude in her house. She said, “Don’t look so stiff, you can sit on the couch while I got make some tea ok. The bathroom is down the hall, and your room is right around the corner.” I asked, “How can you trust someone you just met, how you know I won’t rob you and run?” She looked back over her shoulder, then turned around and said, “Because I can sense that you really need to be here, for some reason or another you’re hiding from someone.” She glanced down at my sword then looked back into my eyes. “Everyone needs shelter sometimes from a world that’s against them, I’ll be right back.” She left the main room, and went through a doorway which most likely led to the kitchen. Her words led me to believe that she understood my situation, but that was impossible unless she was a mind reader. She came back with two tea cups on a tray. She handed me my cup and I took it generously, though I wasn’t really thirsty I didn’t want to be rude. I finished off the tea quickly then went to look at the room she offered me. It was nicely decorated with a bed with neatly fixed sheets. I looked back around the corner and asked, “You sure you want me to sleep her, these clothes of mine aren’t exactly clean you know.” She said, “Its ok, you can were whatever’s in the closet while you get your clothes washed.” I smiled at her and said, “That’s very kind of you, never in a million years would I have found anyone as kind-hearted as you.” She blushed again and turned her head so I couldn’t see it. I decided to wear the red and black pants with the red shirt. As soon as I was changed I fell fast asleep on the smooth, comfortable sheets in this stranger’s house. My last thoughts were, “I haven’t even asked for her name yet.”
[A few Hours Later]

A scream awoke me from my peaceful slumber. I sat up quickly still groggy from my long needed sleep and hit my head on the bedpost. I yelled, “F***!” Rubbing my head I grabbed my sword and leapt out of bed. I heard the scream again, but now with a clear head, the scream sounded more like a battle cry than I scream of anguish. It was coming from outside, I quickly exited the house with my katana out ready to fight. Down the alley I saw the woman who was letting me stay with her surrounded by a group of men. On their backs was the symbol of the Akuma dojo. As I got closer, I realized that it wasn’t she, who was receiving the blows, but the men were scattered all over the place and many had bruises on their heads. The woman had a metal pipe in her hands, which look like it came from a discarded broom or a mop that was thrown into the garbage pile. She seemed to be handling her own, but I could tell she was being worn down by the shear numbers of assailants. I think it’s about time I stepped into the fray.
I jumped into the air and said, “Hey ugly, heads up!” Surprised by my sudden entrance the fight guy looked up with a look of surprise as my blade cut through his neck. “Opps, did I say heads up, I meant heads down.” I smiled at my lame joke as the other fighters turned to me. One said, “Is that him the one Masshu’s been telling us to look for”. One of the other fighters nodded his head, he look scared, as did the others. But they knew they had no choice but to fight me or feel Masshu’s wrath. They forgot about the woman and came after me, big mistake. She had picked up one of the guy’s swords and pierced the stomach of one of the retreating men. She kicked him off of the sword and jumped over the fighters coming towards me and landed beside me in a fighting stance. I said, “I would have never taken you for the killing type”. She smiled then said, “Well, you can’t judge a book by its cover you know. Cause even a seemingly beautiful, and harmless Venus flytrap has sharp teeth ready to strike down its prey.” The Akuma dojo fighters had stopped moving, they didn’t know whether to keep going or run, but I wasn’t going to give them a choice. I ran forward in the direction of a fighter who was straying away from the rest of his pack. With both hands on my sword I slashed at his head, but somehow he managed to dodge the fatal blow either with skill or pure luck. He only received a diagonal cut across his face, which bled vigorously. He staggered back and I stepped behind him, reversed the position of my left hand to the top of the handle, and sliced through his body. His top half fell instantly splattering organs onto the alley floor; the bottom part stood for about a split second then dropped as well. (~Note~ He holds the sword with his left hand.) I looked up at the others with a cold, hard glare. I could see traces of perspiration begin to form on their faces. The woman said, Hey, don’t forget that I’m still here!” One guy had turned and got stabbed in his eye and through his brain, his body went limp and the woman extracted her sword from his corpse. There were three guys left; all the others had been taken care of before I got here, so it seems that this woman didn’t need my help after all. The woman and I looked at each other and nodded our heads as if we had some kind of psychic connection. I jumped into the air and pulled out my backup blade as the woman ran forward with her own. She sliced through the two guys who were side by side as I came down and cut through their already dead bodies. The four pieces of their bodies fell to the ground in a heap of blood. I said, “Humph, was this supposed to be a challenge, or someone’s idea of a joke? We turned our attention to the last guy; he was backing up until he ran into a wall. He looked as if he were going to piss his pants. The woman said, “Just give up, there’s no where to run. Now, pardon me if I make this quick.” Suddenly a smile came across the guy’s face. This surprised both of us, either he just heard the funniest joke ever, or he’d gone mad with hysteria. He said, “I’m not going down without a fight”. Suddenly he threw a dart that stuck in the woman’s arm. The guy ran down the alley a little. “There was a very potent poison in that dart, sure you can come kill me now, but if you don’t act quickly she’ll die.” The woman said, “What are you talking about, I feel..f.i..n…e.” She collapsed onto the ground, the guy ran away as I picked up the woman and carried her back into her house hoping to alleviate her of the poison destroying her body.
I carried the woman to her couch and laid her down. I looked for anything to help stop the bleeding. I found a clean cloth and wrapped her arm where the poisonous dart pierced her. Her breathing was becoming shallow and her blood flow was slowing down. I had to act fast. I said, “There’s only one thing for me to do, I have to use my healing technique.” I placed my hands over her body and a white light surrounded my hands. I concentrated as hard as I could and used my energy to remove the poison. The glow around my hands faded. I smiled and said, “It is done, she should make a full recovery by morning. She looks so beautiful when she’s sleeping.” I forgot that I didn’t close the door. I did so, and then dropped down against the wall from exhaustion. Soon I too was sleeping peacefully under the glow of the vibrant full moon.
[The Next Morning]

I awoke for the second time with a start. I was in the same position as when I fell asleep; it seems that after so many years of training I’m able to keep my body perfectly still even while asleep. The previous nights events rushed back to me. I tried standing, but failed on my first attempt. Then I managed to get to my feet with the help of my sword. I said, “Man, that technique really drains the hell out of me.” I looked at the couch and was surprised to see that the woman was gone. “What could have happened to her; was she kidnapped while I was sleeping?” I drew my sword from its sheath and quickly went upstairs. As I ascended the staircase I heard a noise downstairs that sounded like it came from the kitchen area. I approached the door to the kitchen prepared to behead anyone who dared to intrude into this kind woman’s house. I turned the corner and nearly ran into her as she came around the corner at the same time. I was frightened as well as relieved. She somehow managed to balance the two plates she was carrying. She looked at me and said, “What’s the matter with you? I thought you were fearless.” I regained my composure and said, “I thought something happened to you, and I wasn’t scared, just startled.” She rolled her eyes as if she didn’t believe me. She asked, “What did you do to me last night anyway. I thought I was dead for sure, but then I woke up this morning thinking I was going to see the pearly gates of heaven, but instead I find myself in my house with you sleeping against the wall like you were shot by an elephant tranquilizer gun. Oh and I made breakfast too while you were asleep.” She handed me my plate of waffles, turkey bacon and a glass of orange juice. All I could do to keep myself from shoveling the food down my throat was to remind myself that I was in the presence of a lady. I hadn’t eaten in a while, and especially not food of this caliber.

I said, “Thank you miss…I’m sorry I never thought to ask you your name. How embarrassing this is.” She said, “My name’s Sakura Kakuteru.” A look of surprise came across my face, “Kakuteru? That name sounds familiar. You’re the master of the Tora Enkou style. I heard about you from one of the newspapers, you were the first female to win in the national deadly arts tournament. Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t tell you my name either. I’m…” She cut me off, “I know who you are, Aisu Kurimu. I’m just hurt that you don’t remember me.” She turned away from me, I could tell she was hurt, but I didn’t know why. I don’t recall ever seeing her before unless. Suddenly he noticed something that he didn’t see before, it was a small scar on the side of Sakura’s neck. “I knew who you were from the time that I saw that sword of yours, the carvings in the sheath are unmistakable, and not many sheaths have the picture and symbol of a dragon on it you know. I didn’t recognize your appearance because you changed your hair color, but you don’t even know who I am.” Was she crying, of that I had no idea, but I decided to take a shot in the dark. I said, “I do remember you. You were the girl that lived across the street from me, we used to train together, and I gave you that scar on accident. I didn’t realize it was you. So fate has brought us together once again.” She turned around back to her cheerful self, happy that she isn’t forgotten.
She asked, “You don’t still have that crush on me do you?” Now it was my turn to blush. I said, “Well, I uhhh. Wait, we need to leave here as fast as possible, I forgot about that guy that got away. He would have surely told Masshu of our position.” Sakura seemed mad that I changed the subject, but she replied, “Yea, I guess your right. Hold on for a sec.” She left the room and came back a minute or two later with a handful of cash, and a cloth wrapped around something long. “Can’t leave the house without money can we?” I asked, “Is that what I think it is?” She nodded and unwrapped the cloth; inside was the legendary Tiger blade still lying dormant in its sheath, which was designed with orange and black stripes. “Now that we’re set, lets get out of here before Masshu shows up.” I opened the door and we started out, Sakura nearly bumped into me when I stopped suddenly. She asked, “What’s wrong?” Then she looked up the alley and standing there was another group of fighters from the Akuma dojo. But that isn’t why I stopped, up in front of them was the devil himself. Masshu Poteto was standing there with his sword slung over shoulder smiling at us with his cold, evil eyes gleaming with excitement.


Masshu put his hands in his pocket, “So Master Aisu, we finally meet again.” I said with a stern face, “How’ve you been old friend?” He shrugged his shoulders, “Fine, though I’ve had a hard time tracking you down, luckily for me one of my informants got away from you to tell me where to find you. Step forward Yakihoto!” The guy that escaped from us the previous day stepped in front of Masshu, “Yea its me again, this time you won’t be so lucky”. Sakura’s face filled with rage, “You tried to kill me you bastard, and for that you shall pay”. Before either I, or Sakura could make a move a sword went through Yakihoto’s head upside down. The sword was positioned right between his eyes, which were wide with bewilderment. His head slide down over the upturned blade. As he fell Masshu could be seen behind him still holding up his blood-drenched weapon.
I took out my sword; the sharp edge gleamed in the light of the morning sun. Masshu’s fighters began to move forward, but he put out his hand to signal them to stop, and without question they did so. He said, “Let me handle the great master Aisu, you all can take care of the girl. You may not kill her, but you can do whatever you want to her, if you know what I mean.” He smiled and the expressions on the others faces showed that they were all for his idea. I turned to Sakura, “Get out of here, this place isn’t safe for you.” She didn’t even looked scared at the sight of our opposition, “Did you forget who you were talking to? I can fight just about as good as you, don’t treat me like I’m useless.”

As I turned around Masshu’s blade was almost upon me, I barely blocked with my own counterattack. Sparks flew as our legendary blades made contact, Masshu smiled his taunting, ****y smile, “I almost caught you off guard, how very unlike you. Its seems that you’ve gotten soft during your days of running.” I said, ”I’ve only been thinking of a way to humiliate you and end your reckless acts.” We jumped away from each other, it seemed that we were evenly matched or he was holding back, I was giving it all I got, and if he is holding back, then I’m in trouble. Masshu’s smug look was gone and replaced by a grimacing snarl, “So you have improved a bite since our last encounter, you may want to assist your friend over there.” I turned and saw that Sakura was out numbered; I took one last look at Masshu then jumped beside Sakura.

I sliced at one guy cutting his throat and sealing his fate. One guy came up from behind me; I merely turned my sword around and let him impale himself on my sword. I pushed him off of my back, I was totally enjoying myself, the thrill of the kill is another reason I had become a swordsman, but my main reason is to protect. But if I happen to get a few kills in the process then I’m all for it. Sakura was looking a bit disappointed that I interfered in her bout. There were three remaining fires left. Sakura looked at me and gave me an I-got-the-rest-so-stay-out-of-this-or-else expression. I backed up a bit, but kept out my sword just in case. I could feel Sakura’s aura getting stronger by each passing second. Even her opponents had stopped to try to feel where this energy was coming from. By now I had completely forgotten about Masshu and now wanted to see what it is that Sakura could really do.

END OF CHAPTER 1

