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1.

Kenji made the long and arduous journey up the mountain, his heart filled with determination. He had heard of the Old Master Yuji and his mastery of the mystical arts, and he had come to the man seeking a solution to a problem that had plagued him for many years.

As Kenji approached the small cabin that served as Old Master Yuji's home, he took a deep breath and steadied himself for the task ahead. The old man was said to be wise and powerful, but also unpredictable and strange.

Kenji pushed open the door of the cabin and stepped inside. Old Master Yuji was seated at a small table, surrounded by scrolls and books, his wrinkled face lit by the glow of a single candle.

"Welcome, young traveler," Yuji said in a voice that was surprisingly strong and clear. "What brings you to my humble home?"

Kenji took a step forward, his eyes locked on the old man's. "I have come to ask for your help, Master," he said. "I need you to use your magic to turn me into a woman."

Old Master Yuji raised an eyebrow. "A woman? And why would you make such a request?"

"I need to become a woman in order to get close to the man who murdered my father," Kenji replied, his voice filled with a mix of determination and sadness. He is a careful man who trusts no one, but his lust is legendary. I had hoped I could disguise myself, but I cannot risk my once chance. I need to become a woman completely to succeed in my killing him."

Old Master Yuji leaned back in his chair and stroked his chin thoughtfully. "Your request is a strange one, indeed," he said. "But I sense a great strength and purpose within you. Perhaps I can help you achieve your goal. First, you must bury three mustard seeds under a flower pot under a full moon. If you do this, you will begin to notice changes in your body."

Kenji sat nervously in front of the flower pot, his heart beating fast. The full moon was rising in the sky, casting its silver light across the mountain peak. He could feel the magic of the spell pulsing through his veins, transforming him from the inside out.

As the moon reached its peak, Kenji felt a sudden jolt, as if something inside him had snapped into place. He looked down at his hands and gasped as he saw them elongating and slimming, his fingers becoming delicate and graceful.

He watched in wonder as his body continued to change, his chest growing rounder and fuller, filling  and his hips widening, his hair growing longer and his face becoming more feminine. When the transformation was complete, Kenji was no longer a man, but a beautiful young woman, with long hair and soft, curving lines.

Old Master Yuji looked at Kenji with a serious expression. "Your physical transformation is impressive, but it's not enough," he said. "If you want to be convincing as a woman, you will have to learn to act as one. From now on, you will be known as Kimiko. And if you hope to be a successful geisha, you will have to learn the art of seduction."

Kimiko nodded determinedly. "I will do whatever is necessary," she said.

Old Master Yuji nodded, a small smile on his face. "Good," he said. "But remember, you cannot hope to seduce the man who killed your father until you can learn how to seduce me."

Kimiko frowned, not understanding. "What do you mean?" she asked.

Old Master Yuji's smile broadened. "You must understand a man’s desires, his motivations, his weaknesses. And you will know how to use your new body to exploit those weaknesses" he said. "Only then will you be able to draw him in and get close enough to seek your revenge."

Kimiko nodded, a newfound determination in her eyes.

“I will seduce you, Master Yuji,” she said.

“You will try,” Yuji answered. 


2.

Kimiko took Old Master Yuji's words to heart and set about trying to seduce him. She practiced moving gracefully, speaking in an elegant, refined manner, and perfecting her appearance.

But despite her best efforts, Yuji remained indifferent. The more she tried to make herself desirable, by wearing clothing that accentuated her feminine body, the more her efforts seemed to fall short. Kimiko couldn't help but feel frustrated and annoyed, and she found herself breaking character.

“You’re playing tricks old man,” she said. “You desire me, but you try to hide it.”

Old Master Yuji noticed her annoyance and approached her. "You need to try harder," he said sternly. "If you can't even seduce an old man like me, how do you expect to seduce the man who killed your father?"

Kimiko hung her head, feeling ashamed. She had been so focused on her own anger that she had forgotten to stay in character.

"I'm sorry, Master," she said, bowing her head. "I will try harder."

Old Master Yuji nodded, his expression softening. "Good," he said. "Now, let's start again. This time, do not look through your own eyes. Try to imagine yourself in my eyes. See yourself as feminine and graceful. You are effortlessly gorgeous and graceful."

Kimiko closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened them again, she was back in character, all her annoyance forgotten. She moved gracefully, speaking in a soft, refined voice, and focused all her energy on seducing Old Master Yuji.

This time, she could see a faint glimmer of interest in his eyes, and she knew that she was making progress. She continued to practice and refine her skills, determined to be ready for the day when she would finally face the man who had killed her father.


3.

One day, Old Master Yuji suggested that he and Kimiko play a game of Hyakunin Isshu, a classical Japanese poetry game. Kimiko was eager to show off her skills, but as they played, she quickly realized that her knowledge of classical poetry was not as extensive as she had thought.

Old Master Yuji noticed her struggles and didn't hesitate to point them out. "You will never receive induction into a geisha house unless you can develop your feminine skills," he said sternly. "Knowing classical poetry is an essential part of a geisha's repertoire."

Kimiko hung her head, feeling embarrassed and disappointed. She had worked so hard on her physical transformation, but she had neglected other aspects of her training.

"I'm sorry, Master," she said. "I will study harder and make sure I know my poetry well enough."

Old Master Yuji nodded, a hint of a smile on his face. "Good," he said. "Remember, a true geisha is not only beautiful, but also knowledgeable and refined. You have to excel in all aspects of your training to truly become a geisha."

As they played their game, Old Master Yuji could sense that Kimiko was distracted. He knew that the burden of her mission weighed heavily on her mind, so he decided to broach the subject of the man who had killed her father.

"Kimiko," he said softly, "I know you have much on your mind. Tell me, what do you know of the man who murdered your father?"

Kimiko hesitated for a moment, gathering her thoughts. "My father was a simple peasant, kind and decent," she said. "But the cruel Daimyo Nobunaga saw him as a threat and had him killed for a minor infraction. I knew I had to get close to him but knew he would be suspicious if he knew my identity. That's when I got the idea to become a woman, to get close to the daimyo and avenge my father's death."

Old Master Yuji raised an eyebrow in surprise. "And how do you plan to do this?" he asked.

"I've heard that the daimyo has a legendary lust for young geishas," Kimiko explained. "I thought that if I could become a geisha, I could get close to him and find a way to bring him to justice for what he did to my father."

Old Master Yuji nodded thoughtfully. "It is a bold plan," he said. "But remember, it will not be easy. You must be convincing as a woman, both in appearance and behavior. And you must also be skilled in the art of the geisha, or the daimyo will see through your disguise."

Kimiko nodded resolutely. "I understand, master," she said. "I am ready to do whatever it takes."

Kimiko was determined to win Yuji over. She took on extra lessons from Yuji, studying the ancient poems, dances, and songs of the geisha. She even practiced her tea ceremony to perfection, hoping to impress Yuji with her newfound skills. She poured her heart and soul into her training, determined to win the Old Master's approval.

One day, as they sipped tea together, Kimiko decided to take a bold approach. "Master Yuji," she said, "I understand that you are aware of my true identity, but I hope that you will see beyond that and appreciate me for who I am now. I want to become a geisha and I am willing to do anything it takes."

Yuji smiled and leaned back in his chair. "Kimiko, you have indeed made great progress. But I need to be sure that you can seduce a man and that you can carry out your mission. You must be able to convince the man who killed your father that you are his type of woman."

As the weeks passed, Kimiko's failures began to weigh on her. Was she really so unattractive that she could not turn the head of an old man who lived alone in the forest? Finally, she begged the old man to explain how he could still deny her.

Kimiko's frustration reached a boiling point as she faced repeated rejection from Yuji. Despite all of her hard work, he still saw through her disguise and refused to be seduced. In a moment of desperation, she confronted Yuji and demanded to know why she was failing.

"Old man," she said, her voice shaking with anger, "I have done everything you asked. I have become a geisha, learned the poetry, and practiced my movements. Yet, you still reject me. What more do you want from me?"

Yuji regarded her with a mixture of sadness and amusement. "You are not ready, my child," he said calmly. "You have the appearance of a geisha, but your heart is still that of a man. You cannot deceive someone with true desires."

Kimiko's anger turned to despair. What did a monk who lived alone know of true desires? She was burning with passions of her own. True, the old man had held no appeal to her at first. But as she came to see herself through his eyes, imagine him desiring her supple young body pressed against his own, she felt aroused. Kimiko discovered what it meant to have a woman’s urges, and they built up inside her like a dam that just barely contained the force of a mighty river, though not forever.

She began to imagine herself walking naked around the hut. Yuji, lustful as any man, would break down and force himself upon her. Kimiko would feign resistance but only to heighten the pleasure of submission. She tossed and turned, unable to chase lustful thoughts from her head.

Finally, one night, she could take no more. She silently entered the old man’s room, presenting the full splendor of her naked, nubile body there for him in the moonlight. The old man opened his eyes and watched her enter, but he said nothing as she stood naked at the foot of his bed.

Yuji watched as Kimiko brought a hand to her breast, moaning gently as she enjoyed touching her own nipple. She reached down and pulled the blanket from the old man, revealing his lean and wiry frame underneath. She was disappointed to see that he was still not erect, but she would soon change that. Climbing onto the bed, she began to suck him. Slowly, she coaxed the old man’s penis into the stiffness she craved.

She touched her breasts, enticing him with the spectacle as she pleasured him. The tiny dribble of semen that leapt from the old man’s cock was like the taste of victory to Kimiko. She rose, spat on the floor, and announced triumphantly that she had done what was asked.

“You cannot deny it!” Kimiko crowed. “I have seduced you, Master. I am an enchanting geisha at last!”

“All you have proven tonight is that I have successfully seduced you, my dear Kimiko,” Yuji said softly.

“What?!” Kimiko shrieked. “How can you say such a thing?”

“Was it this withered body you craved?” he asked. “No. You lusted for me only because I denied you. If I had given into your charms, you would have lost interest immediately. So instead I made myself the object of your desire by not allowing you to become mine.”

Kimiko was amazed.

“Master, you speak truly. I was deceived.”

“No matter,” Yuji said. “I have no more to teach you. Tomorrow you will leave this place. It is time for your induction into the geisha house.”

“Thank you, Yuji-sama,” Kimiko said, falling to her knees and bowing deeply. “I will not forget the lessons you have taught me.”

“Very good, my child,” said Yuji. “May you succeed in your new role and find peace when your father’s spirit is avenged. 


5.

Kimiko felt vulnerable traveling on the road to Edo in a way she had never felt as a man. She thought about the sacrifices she had made but told herself it would all be worth it in the end.

She practiced her geisha walk and grace, trying to perfect her disguise, but at the same time, she felt the fear of being discovered. The further she traveled, the more she encountered lecherous men who leered at her, making her feel even more exposed. Kimiko couldn't help but think about what would happen if they found out the truth about her disguise. Would they hurt her, or worse? 

As she entered the city, the hustle and bustle overwhelmed her. The crowds were enormous, and the noise was deafening. But she pushed on, determined to make it to the geisha house. Once she arrived, she presented herself to the madam, who looked her up and down skeptically. 

"What brings you here, ojisan?" the madam asked. 

"I wish to become a geisha," Kimiko replied, trying to keep her voice steady. 

"And what makes you think you are suitable for such a life?" 

Kimiko took a deep breath and replied, "I have honed my skills for many months." 

The madam raised an eyebrow. “Our girls study these arts for years,” she said. But the okiya saw something in Kimiko's eyes that convinced her. She nodded her head and took Kimiko under her wing, training her in the ways of the geisha. 


The okiya mother led her through the spacious halls of the geisha house, pointing out various rooms where the geisha practiced their music, dance, and other arts. Kimiko was awed by the beauty and elegance of her surroundings. She felt as though she had stepped into another world, one of grace and refinement.

The okiya mother introduced her to the other geisha, who welcomed her warmly. Kimiko was assigned a room of her own, and her training began in earnest. She was tutored in the traditional instruments of the geisha, such as the shamisen and the koto, as well as in dance, poetry, and tea ceremony. The days were long and challenging, but Kimiko was driven by her desire to become the best geisha she could be.

Kimiko threw herself into her training, eager to impress the okiya mother and the other geisha with her newfound skills. She danced until her feet ached, strummed the shamisen until her fingers were sore, and practiced her tea ceremony until she could perform it flawlessly.

Years went by, and Kimiko became one of the most sought-after geisha in Edo. Her beauty, grace, and talent were renowned, and she was a favorite among the city's wealthiest and most powerful men. And yet, she never forgot her true mission. For she was not just a geisha, but a woman on a quest for revenge against the man who had killed her father: the cruel daimyo Nobunaga.


6.

Many men visited the geisha house, but for weeks she saw no sign of the daimyo. Then one day, one of Kimiko's geisha sisters whispered to her that Nobunaga would be visiting the house that evening. Kimiko burned with anticipation, but when evening came Nobunaga was absent.

Kimiko's heart sank when she saw the handsome young man walk into the geisha house. She had been preparing for this moment for months, imagining the day she would finally come face-to-face with the daimyo who had taken her father's life. But now, she realized that her chance at revenge would have to be put on hold.

Despite her disappointment, Kimiko quickly regained her composure and put on a charming smile as she approached the young man and his entourage. She greeted them with a graceful bow, and as she rose she looked up into the young man's eyes. He was even more handsome up close, with striking features and a charming smile.

"My name is Kimiko," she said, "I am honored to be in your presence. May I offer you some tea?"

The young man smiled warmly. "I am Tatsuo, the son of Daimyo Nobunaga. And I would be honored to share some tea with you."

Kimiko showed no outward sign of surprise as she poured tea for Tatsuo and his entourage, making small talk and making sure they were comfortable. She was determined to make a good impression, knowing that her geisha training had prepared her for moments like this.

As they sipped their tea, Tatsuo told Kimiko of his travels and the battles his father had fought. Kimiko listened intently, eager to learn more about the man who had taken her father from her.

Eventually, Tatsuo and his entourage took their leave. Kimiko's heart was racing as she watched them go, her mind already turning to the next time she would see Tatsuo and how she could use her newfound skills to win his favor and ultimately gain her revenge.

It was not like before Tatsuo appeared again at the geisha house. Kimiko had been eagerly awaiting his return and her anticipation had been growing with each passing day. As he approached, she gracefully rose from her seat and greeted him with a traditional bow.

"Welcome back, Tatsuo-sama," she said with a warm smile.

Tatsuo's eyes lit up at the sight of her and he returned her bow. "Kimiko, it is so good to see you again," he said.

As they sat and talked over tea, it became clear that Tatsuo was allowing himself to be seduced by Kimiko’s charms.

"You are truly exceptional, Kimiko," Tatsuo said, as he leaned closer to her. "I have never met a geisha quite like you."

Kimiko's mind raced as she considered how to use this newfound attention to her advantage. She wanted to make the most of this opportunity, but she didn't want to appear too eager or risk scaring Tatsuo away. She remembered what the old man had taught her and resisted the urge to reciprocate his feelings for fear he would lose interest.

"I am honored by your compliments, Tatsuo-sama," she said, lowering her gaze. "I strive to be the best geisha I can be, for the pleasure of all my clients."

Tatsuo chuckled. "You are truly a treasure, Kimiko. I am lucky to have found you."

As the evening wore on, Kimiko could feel herself becoming more comfortable in Tatsuo's company. They talked and laughed, and she found herself completely caught up in the moment. She could tell that Tatsuo was just as captivated by her, and her heart swelled with hope.

For the rest of the night, Kimiko was Tatsuo's devoted companion, entertaining him with her talents and charming him with her wit. And as she said goodbye to him at the end of the evening, she felt certain that her plan was working, and that Tatsuo was becoming more and more smitten with her with each passing day.


7.

Kimiko sat in her small room at the geisha house, deep in thought. She had spent so many years honing her skills, developing the perfect façade of a beautiful and demure geisha. But now, with the opportunity to exact her revenge on the man responsible for her father's death finally within reach, she found herself hesitating.

Tatsuo was the perfect target. If there could be a greater punishment for the daimyo than losing his own life, it would be to lose his favored first-born son. Every night that Tatsuo appeared to her, he made himself vulnerable without ever knowing it.

"Can I really do this?" she whispered to herself. "Do I have the courage to take a life, even if it means justice for my father?"

She thought back to the night Tatsuo had first visited the geisha house, and the thrill of excitement that had coursed through her at the thought of getting close to him. And now, with each passing day, it was becoming increasingly clear that Tatsuo was smitten with her.

But could she truly use his affections against him? Could she bring herself to kill him, knowing that she would be signing her own death warrant in the process?

Kimiko sighed heavily, rubbing her temples. She felt torn in two, knowing what she needed to do, but unsure if she had the strength to see it through.

"What would father say?" she muttered to herself. "What would he want me to do?"

Kimiko closed her eyes, imagining her father's wise and kind face, and took a deep breath. She knew what she needed to do, no matter how difficult it may be. She would not let Tatsuo or his father get away with what they had done. She would make them pay, no matter the cost.

The following evening, Kimiko stood in the tea room, holding the small vial of poison in her hand. The moment she had been planning for was finally here, and yet she found herself hesitating. She had never taken a life before, and the thought of killing Tatsuo, who had been nothing but kind to her, felt wrong.

She had prepared the tea with care, and now all she had to do was add the poison. But as she lifted the vial, her hand began to shake. She couldn't do it. The image of Tatsuo's trusting smile filled her mind, and she couldn't bring herself to take that smile from his lips forever.

Kimiko placed the vial back in her obi and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She knew that her anger towards the daimyo and her desire for revenge were driving her actions. But she couldn't let herself be consumed by those feelings.

Tatsuo walked into the room and smiled at her, completely unaware of her inner turmoil. "Good morning, Kimiko. The tea smells wonderful," he said.

Kimiko forced a smile and poured the tea. "It is my honor to serve you, Tatsuo-sama."

They drank the tea and chatted, and Kimiko found herself relaxing. Tatsuo's warm personality and genuine kindness made it hard for her to think of him as the son of the man who killed her father.

As Tatsuo finished his tea and stood to leave, Kimiko realized that she had made the right decision. She would not let her thirst for revenge cloud her judgment. Instead, she would bide her time and look for another way to get justice for her father's death.


8.

It was not long before Kimiko found herself departing the geisha house. Something she had never anticipated when she was plotting her revenge was about to change everything for her.

Kimiko sat in her room at the geisha house, lost in thought as she gazed out the window. She was startled by the sound of the door sliding open, and she turned to see Tatsuo entering the room.

"Kimiko," he said, his voice low and serious. "I have something I must ask of you."

Kimiko felt a flutter of anticipation in her chest. Tatsuo knelt in front of her, taking her hand in his. "Kimiko, I have been drawn to you from the moment I first saw you. I cannot imagine my life without you. Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

Kimiko felt a mix of emotions. Part of her was elated that Tatsuo had finally proposed, but another part of her was filled with dread at the thought of becoming the wife of the son of the man she had come to hate most in the world.

"Yes," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I will be your wife."

Tatsuo's face lit up with joy, and he pulled her into a passionate kiss. Kimiko knew that this was the first step in a long and complicated journey, but she was determined to see it through to the end.

Within less than two weeks, Kimiko was a bride. All of the geisha sisters and the madam she had come to trust were in attendance. It was a

Kimiko stood at the altar, her heart pounding in her chest. Beside her, Tatsuo looked handsome and confident in his traditional attire. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, and she knew that all eyes were on her. The priest began the traditional wedding ceremony, reciting the prayers and performing the rituals that would unite the two of them in marriage.

Just as the Shinto priest was about to announce the couple as husband and wife, the doors to the temple burst open. All heads turned to see a group of men enter, led by a tall, imposing figure in full armor. Kimiko's heart skipped a beat as she recognized the man in the lead - it was the daimyo, Nobunaga himself.

Tatsuo's face broke into a broad smile as he greeted his father. Kimiko bowed deeply, trying to hide the fear and anger that she felt at the sight of the man who had destroyed her life.

"Rise, my son and daughter-in-law," Nobunaga commanded, and Kimiko obeyed, her knees shaking as she stood before him.

The daimyo looked her up and down, his expression unreadable. "So, this is the geisha who has captured the heart of my son," he said, his voice cold and dismissive.

Kimiko fought to keep her face neutral, but inside she was seething. She knew that she had to be careful, that she could not let her true feelings show.

“Well, then, may you both be blessed,” he said loudly, for the sake of the crowd. The people cheered as the daimyo bowed to the couple.

The wedding continued, but Kimiko was only half present. She was too focused on the daimyo, wondering what he was thinking, what he knew about her, and what he planned to do to her. As she and Tatsuo exchanged vows, she realized that this was only the beginning of her journey, and that she had much work to do if she was ever to avenge herself on the daimyo
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Kimiko stepped into the daimyo's sprawling estate, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement. As the wife of the daimyo's son, she was now one of the most powerful women in the land. But that power came with a price, as she was soon to discover.

Her new family was waiting for her in the main hall, and Kimiko could feel the eyes of the daimyo's concubines burning into her as she approached. She tried to keep her head held high, but her nerves got the better of her and she hesitated for a moment before entering the room.

One of the women, a sharp-featured beauty with hair like black silk, stepped forward. "Welcome to our home," she said, her voice dripping with disdain. "I am Lady Keiko, one of the daimyo's wives. I assume you know your place here?"

Kimiko gritted her teeth, trying to hold back the angry words that threatened to spill out. As a man, Kenji had been a proud man undisturbed by those who did not like him. But Kimiko had never encountered such open hostility from women. "I am honored to be here," she said, trying to sound gracious.

Lady Keiko sniffed. "You are a geisha," she said, as if that was all the explanation necessary. "You do not belong here among the wives of the daimyo."

Kimiko felt a surge of anger, but she kept her voice steady. "I am here as the wife of Tatsuo-sama," she said, using the proper honorific for the daimyo's son.

Lady Keiko raised an eyebrow. "For now," she said, with a wicked smile. "But I would not get too comfortable, if I were you."

Kimiko held her tongue, trying to ignore the ominous threat in Lady Keiko's words. She had always known that her position in this household would be a difficult one, but she had not expected to be thrown into such a den of vipers.

Still, she was not about to let a group of spiteful concubines get the better of her. Kimiko lifted her chin, meeting Lady Keiko's gaze. "I will do my best to earn my place here," she said, with a serene smile.

And with that, Kimiko turned and walked out of the room, trying to ignore the whispers and laughter that followed her every step. Kimiko tried to hide her discomfort with her new home from Tatsuo, but the perceptive man realized something was wrong.

Tatsuo took Kimiko's hand and led her to the garden where they sat down on a bench surrounded by blooming cherry blossoms.

"Kimiko, I know that you are not entirely happy here," he said softly. "What is it that troubles you?"

Kimiko was hesitant to speak at first, but then she sighed and looked up at Tatsuo. "The other women in the household are not kind to me. They whisper behind my back and give me cold looks. I feel like an outsider."

Tatsuo frowned. "I am sorry, Kimiko. I had no idea they were treating you this way. I will speak to my father about it, and he will resolve the matter."

Kimiko nodded gratefully, her heart warming at Tatsuo's understanding and care for her. "Thank you, Tatsuo. I feel much better now that I have spoken to you about it."

Tatsuo took her hand and kissed it gently. "Remember, you are my wife and a member of this household. You deserve respect and kindness. I will make sure you receive it."

Kimiko smiled, feeling relieved and grateful for her husband's support. She was starting to realize that Tatsuo was not just handsome, but also kind and considerate. Perhaps this marriage could be a good thing after all.


10.

Kimiko was relieved whenever the daimyo was away, giving her the peace to enjoy her time with Tatsuo. She found herself falling deeper in love with Tatsuo. She tried to resist these feelings, knowing they complicated her mission.

But Tatsuo was persistent, showering her with attention and affection. He was nothing like his father and Kimiko struggled with her feelings as she realized she was torn between her desire for revenge and her growing love for her husband.

Starting even when she was still living in the geisha, Kimiko had taken eagerly to her role as the doting and submissive geisha. With Yuji, the lust she felt was a redirected lust for her own female body. But Kimiko drank in the features of the young and handsome as he entered her, making her squeal with delight as he parted her wet folds.

Kimiko had learned well the art of seduction, but now it was her turn to be seduced. As a solitary bachelor burning with thoughts of revenge, Kenji had never known the pleasures of a woman. Now Kimiko was discovering the pleasures of womanhood. She could feel herself growing wet with desire whenever Tatsuo entered a room, powerful urges within her craving his manhood. She loved the sound of his voice in her ear when he was inside her, pressing himself deeper until they were like a single body.

One day, Tatsuo surprised her with a visit to the tea gardens. The gardens were Kimiko's favorite place, and she felt at peace whenever she was surrounded by the lush greenery and tranquil water features. Tatsuo watched her, a small smile playing at the corners of his lips, and took her hand.

"Kimiko, I know that you have not been happy here," he said softly. "But I promise you, things will get better. I will do everything in my power to make sure you are comfortable."

Kimiko looked up at him, her heart racing. She was overwhelmed by the tenderness in his eyes and for a moment, she forgot about her mission for revenge.

"Tatsuo, I... I don't know what to say," she stammered.

Tatsuo chuckled and pulled her closer. "Just say you'll stay by my side, always."

Kimiko felt her resolve slipping. She was caught between two conflicting desires, torn between her love for Tatsuo and her need for revenge. But for the moment, she pushed aside her concerns and let herself bask in the warmth of her husband's embrace.

One night, after a night of wild passion, Kimiko fell asleep in her lover’s arms, feeling completely contented. But then something disturbed the tranquility of her mind in sleep.

Kimiko found herself bowing before her father. Though she was a woman, she wore the simple peasant clothing she had once worn as a man. Her father looked down at her with tears in his eyes. Kimiko felt an overwhelming sense of shame but could say nothing. She was paralyzed with guilt.

Kimiko sat up in bed, her heart racing. The dream had felt so real. Her father's ghostly figure, beckoning her to complete the mission she had set out for. She shook her head, trying to shake off the feeling of guilt that weighed on her. She knew what she had to do, but every time she tried to make the necessary move, her resolve crumbled.

She glanced over at Tatsuo, who was sleeping soundly next to her. She couldn't deny it any longer. She had fallen in love with him. The thought made her feel sick with guilt. She had never intended for this to happen. She had become a geisha for revenge, not for love.

But now, as she looked at Tatsuo, she couldn't imagine taking the life of the man she loved. She felt torn in two directions. She wanted to complete her mission and make the daimyo pay for what he had done to her family, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. Not when it meant shattering forever the life of the man she loved.

Kimiko lay back down, trying to steady her breathing. She didn't know what to do. She was trapped between her love for Tatsuo and her need for revenge. She couldn't have both. One thing would have to give. And she didn't know if she had the strength to make the decision.


11.

Then one day the daimyo returned to his home in a rage. None of his wives could soothe him, and Kimiko heard them retreating from his room crying one by one. Finally, Lady Keiko came to Kimiko and told her Nobunaga wanted a private audience with her. Kimiko did not know what the daimyo might do. She looked for Tatsuo for support, but he looked away and said nothing. With a heavy heart, she went to her father in law's bedchamber.

Kimiko stood at the door to the daimyo's bedchamber, her heart racing as she took a deep breath and pushed it open. Inside, she found the daimyo lying in his futon, a bottle of sake in one hand. He looked up at her with bleary eyes and beckoned her over.

"Ah, Lady Kimiko," he slurred. "You have come. My wives, they all disappoint me. They scheme and play games with my affections. You, on the other hand, will sing me to sleep. I trust you will not disappoint me."

Kimiko approached the daimyo cautiously, taking in the sight of the man she had hated for so long, now vulnerable and drunk, she felt a sudden surge of power, knowing that she held the life of the man who had caused her so much pain in the palm of her hand. She glanced towards the door, thinking of Tatsuo. But he had allowed her to enter his father’s chamber alone.

She took a deep breath and began to sing, her voice soft and melodious. As she sang, the daimyo's eyes grew heavy and eventually he drifted off to sleep. Kimiko stood there for a moment, watching him, considering her next move. This was her chance, her opportunity to strike and avenge her family. But as she gazed at the daimyo, she found that she could not bring herself to cut his throat. She had come so far, but now that the moment was finally here, she just could not do it.

With a heavy heart, Kimiko crept out of the room, her mind awhirl with confusion and frustration. Though she had not taken her revenge, she knew that she would bide her time, waiting for the right moment to strike. For now, she would continue to play the game, pretending to be the daimyo's loyal daughter-in-law, waiting for the perfect opportunity to take what was rightfully hers.


12.

Kimiko sat quietly on the edge of the bed, looking out the window at the moon shining in the sky. Tatsuo sat beside her, a look of resignation on his face.

"Kimiko, I have to go," he said softly.

She looked at him, her eyes filled with tears. "I know," she whispered.

"It is father's order," Tatsuo continued. "I must go on campaign in the north for several months."

Kimiko nodded, trying to keep her emotions in check. "I understand," she said, her voice trembling.

"I will miss you," Tatsuo said, taking her hand in his. "But I will come back to you, I promise."

Kimiko forced a smile, but inside she felt a storm of anger and frustration brewing. She knew that the daimyo had sent Tatsuo away to get closer to her, to claim her for himself. But Tatsuo refused to acknowledge this fact, and it made her feel rage toward him.

"Why won't you stand up to your father?" Kimiko asked, unable to keep the frustration from her voice. "Why won't you tell him that you won't be used as a pawn in his games?"

Tatsuo sighed. "I have tried, Kimiko," he said. "But my father is a powerful man. He will do what he wants, regardless of what I say."

Kimiko sighed, feeling defeated. She knew Tatsuo was right, but it still hurt. She leaned her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes, trying to hold on to the moment for as long as she could.

"I will miss you," she whispered, feeling the tears slip down her cheeks.

Tatsuo hugged her tightly, kissing her forehead. "I will miss you too, Kimiko," he said. "But I promise, I will be back before you know it."

Kimiko held onto him, not wanting to let go. She knew that she would miss him terribly, but she also knew that she couldn't let him go without showing him what he meant to her.

They made love with an intensity that surprised Kimiko. She was used to the gentle, caring lover she had come to know. But Tatsuo was like a frantic animal, pounding her furiously against the bed with each sharp thrust. The pain was only a slight sensation that seemed to amplify the intense pleasure. She felt so good being completely ravaged, knowing that her lover had a desperate need to fill her completely. When he finally finished, her nipples were raw and her slick pussy was soaked with cum. She felt completely spent and delirious pleasure. But her heart ached knowing that she would miss his presence all the more the next day.


13.

Five days after Tatsuo left on campaign, Kimiko woke up feeling nervous and on edge. She had tossed and turned all night, worrying about Tatsuo’s safety. When she received the summons to join Nobunaga in the tea garden, her heart sank. She took her time getting dressed, knowing that there was no sense putting off the inevitable encounter with the daimyo.

When she entered the garden, she found the daimyo sitting cross-legged on the ground, surrounded by his retinue. He looked up as she approached and gave her a small nod of his head. Kimiko tried to hide her discomfort and took a seat opposite him.

"Kimiko, I have been thinking about you," the daimyo began, his voice surprisingly gentle. "You have demonstrated a rare insight into the world, and I find myself intrigued by your thoughts."

Kimiko's head spun. She had never suspected the daimyo of being interested in her opinions, and she wondered what he was trying to gain from this conversation. "Thank you, my lord," she said softly.

"I would like to hear more," the daimyo continued. "Tell me, what do you think of the world?"

Kimiko was taken aback. This was not what she had expected. She had always thought of the daimyo as a cruel, ruthless man, with no interest in the thoughts of others. And yet, here he was, asking her what she thought.

"I... I do not know," she said hesitantly. "I have seen much hardship and suffering in the world, and it can be difficult to hold on to hope."

The daimyo nodded, and there was a hint of sadness in his eyes. "I understand," he said. "It can be difficult to find meaning in a world that is often so cruel. But I have found that it is possible to create meaning for oneself, if one is willing to work for it."

Kimiko felt a strange sense of connection to the daimyo, despite her initial aversion to him. He seemed like a different person than the ruthless daimyo she had always known. She wondered if she had misjudged him all these years.

As the conversation continued, Kimiko found herself opening up to the daimyo in a way she never would have imagined. She told him of her time as a geisha and her fictional childhood as a little girl. The daimyo listened intently, offering sharp insights and canny observations.

By the time their conversation was over, Kimiko felt like a weight had been lifted from her heart. She had never expected to find solace in the daimyo's company, but she had. And as she left the tea garden, she realized that the world was not always as it seemed, and that people were often more complex than they appeared.


14.

Kimiko's days were filled with a mix of fear and disgust. She was no longer able to distinguish the difference between her feelings for Tatsuo's father and Tatsuo himself. Whenever she was in the presence of the daimyo, she was constantly on edge. The animosity from the other wives was palpable, and she felt their eyes on her at all times. Kimiko knew that she was only safe when Nobunaga was around, but she was also repulsed by his company. She found herself constantly torn between her duty to seek revenge and her growing feelings for Nobunaga.

Every night, when she was alone with her thoughts, Kimiko would think about how she could fulfill her mission. She thought of taking a knife and putting an end to the man who had ruined her life, but every day she was too scared to do so. She knew that if she killed the daimyo, she would surely lose her own life, and might even threaten Tatsuo’s. But the thought of living with this guilt and hate was too much for her.

Kimiko felt that she was stuck in a never-ending cycle of indecision. Every day she felt more and more trapped, and every night she cried herself to sleep. The thought of Tatsuo made her heart ache, and she was filled with guilt for her feelings towards him. She had become a pawn in her own game of revenge, and she didn't know how to escape.


15.

As the weeks passed, Nobunaga came to treat Kimiko with greater sweetness and deference. The daimyo, however, was also becoming increasingly persistent in his advances. He would often take her to his private chambers, and she would spend hours singing and playing instruments for him. He would drink and become increasingly flirtatious, making comments that betrayed his obvious sexual interest in her. Kimiko was careful to never encourage these advances, but she could sense the growing tension between them.

One night, after the daimyo had become particularly inebriated, he tried to kiss Kimiko. She pushed him away, but he would not be deterred. Kimiko was afraid and felt trapped. She did not know how to handle the situation, but she knew that she had to stay calm and find a way to avoid his advances without inciting his wrath.

“I must not give in,” she told herself. “But if I deny him now, will he not desire me all the more?” She felt that Master Yuji’s lesson was being twisted in front of her. She did not want to seduce this man. But she felt she could do nothing less.

With ice water in her veins, she rose and slowly removed her obi. Nobunaga’s lecherous eyes drank in her silky flesh. She imagined what he saw when he looked at her, and the thought aroused her just as such thoughts always did. There was something so sexy about being desirable. As the daimyo began to fondle her breasts, his breath stinking of saki, Kimiko felt her pelvis warming in spite of herself.

Her shame and anger only fueled her passion. When he mounted her, she felt both disgust and relief. The lust that had built up inside of her during her husband’s absence was finally being released. But she also knew that Tatsuo would be devastated to see her now. After the daimyo finished inside of her, she rose and dressed. She left without so much as a word or a glance in Nobunaga’s direction.

As she lay in her own bed that night, she thought about what to do. She realized that she could not continue playing this dangerous game forever. She needed to make a decision about what was most important to her - her mission or her love for Tatsuo. She knew that whichever choice she made would change the course of her life forever.


16.

Nobunaga sat in his study, surrounded by advisors and retainers, discussing the latest reports from the north when a messenger burst into the room with a scroll. The messenger approached the daimyo, bowing low, and offered him the scroll. Nobunaga took the scroll with a frown, recognizing the seal of a trusted general who was leading the campaign in the north.

Kimiko was sitting in the corner of the room, near a brazier that warmed the chill winter air. She watched as Nobunaga broke the seal and began to read the scroll. At first, his face remained impassive, but then a muscle in his cheek twitched. He read the scroll again, his eyes scanning the words with increasing urgency.

Suddenly, the daimyo let out a roar of rage, crumpling the scroll in his hand. Kimiko was on her feet in an instant, her heart in her mouth. She had never seen Nobunaga lose control like this before. The retainers in the room stepped back, giving the daimyo a wide berth.

"What is it, my lord?" Kimiko asked, her voice shaking. "What has happened?"

Nobunaga turned to her, his eyes blazing with anger. "Tatsuo is dead," he said, his voice cold and hard. "Killed by rebels in the north."

Kimiko's heart sank. She felt her knees giving out underneath her Tatsuo was dead. The man she had married, the man she had grown to love, was gone. She felt the tears prick at the corners of her eyes, but she fought them back. She had to be strong. For Tatsuo's sake.

But she was also afraid. Tatsuo's death left her vulnerable. She was a widow, with no one to protect her. And she was in the home of a powerful daimyo who was known for his ruthless nature. What would happen to her now?

Nobunaga seemed to sense her fear. He reached out a hand to her, and she flinched. But he did not touch her. Instead, he said, "I will ensure that you are protected, Kimiko. I will see to it that you are taken care of."

Kimiko looked at him, uncertain. She did not trust the daimyo. But what choice did she have? Tatsuo was gone, and she was alone. She nodded, unable to speak.

The daimyo turned back to his retainers, issuing orders for Tatsuo's funeral and for the ruthless punishment of many rebel villages. Kimiko listened, her mind numb with grief. The world had changed in an instant, and she did not know what the future would bring.

The funeral of Tatsuo, the son of the powerful daimyo Nobunaga, was an elaborate and traditional affair. The ceremony was held in accordance with the customs and rituals of Edo-period Japan. The body of Tatsuo was dressed in his finest robes and laid in state in a room surrounded by offerings of food and incense.

Friends and family gathered to pay their respects and offer condolences. The air was heavy with the sweet scent of burning incense and the low murmur of prayers. The priests recited sutras, the sacred Buddhist scriptures, to ensure the peaceful passage of Tatsuo's spirit to the afterlife.

At the climax of the ceremony, the mourners formed a procession and carried the body to the graveyard. They buried Tatsuo with great care, placing offerings of food and flowers on the grave. In a final act of respect, they built a memorial stone to commemorate the life of Tatsuo.

As Kimiko stood beside the daimyo at Tatsuo's graveside, she felt a mix of emotions. Her heart ached for the loss of the kind man she had come to love. At the same time, she was afraid of what the daimyo's grief would mean for her. She had heard the tales of powerful men who had taken out their anger and frustration on those closest to them after losing a loved one.

The sight of Nobunaga openly weeping at his son's graveside caught Kimiko off guard. She had never seen him so vulnerable, so broken. It was as if all the hardness, the ruthlessness that made him the most powerful man in the land had melted away. His tears sparked her own, and she found herself crying too, for the loss of Tatsuo and for the daimyo's sorrow.

As they made their way back to the daimyo's home, Kimiko was aware of the weight of his grief and the possibility that he would turn his anger towards her. She was torn between her love for Tatsuo and her mission to avenge her father's death. With each step, she felt herself being pulled in two different directions.


17.

At first, Nobunaga was inconsolable. He spent hours alone in his room, drinking heavily and mourning his son's death. Kimiko tried to comfort him, but her efforts were met with cold silence or harsh words. She felt more alone than ever before. However, as time went on, Nobunaga became more and more fixated on her. He was obsessed with having her by his side, and would become angry if she wasn't there to sing for him, pour his tea or simply be near him. Kimiko was trapped, feeling like she was slowly suffocating in the grief and sorrow that permeated the household.

She felt like she was in a constant state of alertness, never sure what to expect from the daimyo. He would be kind one moment and then lash out in a fit of anger the next. Kimiko was afraid of him, and her fear only seemed to fuel his desire for her. He would often stare at her intently, a sinister look in his eye, and she knew that he was trying to intimidate her. Despite her fear, Kimiko remained vigilant, knowing that she needed to bide her time until she could finally exact her revenge.

Kimiko found herself in a difficult position. She was the only person in the household that the daimyo still trusted, but she was also aware of his growing lust for her. Every time she was with him, she was reminded of her mission and the promise she made to her father. But as the days passed, she found it harder and harder to carry out her plan. The daimyo had grown deeply attached to her, and she could not help but feel a growing attachment to him as well.

She often thought of Tatsuo and how much she missed him. She missed his smile, the way he would listen to her and make her feel safe. She wondered if he would approve of the way she had changed. She felt as though she was walking a tightrope, trying to balance her mission with her growing feelings for the daimyo.

Every day was a struggle for Kimiko. She was torn between her loyalty to her dead father and her loyalty to the man she had grown to care for. She could see the daimyo's pain and loneliness, and she wanted to ease it. She wanted to make him happy and fill the void that Tatsuo's death had created in his life.

Kimiko knew she could not continue living in this state of limbo forever. She had to make a decision. The thought of killing the daimyo filled her with dread, but she knew that she had to do what she came to do.

One day, the daimyo summoned Kimiko, as usual, to his private chambers. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she approached the door. As she entered, she found him sitting on his bed, surrounded by his favorite possessions.

"Kimiko," he said, looking up at her with piercing eyes. "You have been by my side for so long now, and I have grown to trust and depend on you. I want to make you my wife."

Kimiko was taken aback by his proposal. She had been dreading this moment for so long and had not expected it to come so soon. She stood there, speechless, as the daimyo continued.

"I know that I am not a young man, and that I am not the easiest man to live with. But I promise you, I will make you the happiest woman in all of Nippon. I will give you everything you could ever want."

Kimiko's mind was racing. She knew that she could not refuse him. She was trapped in his household and her only chance of survival was to become his wife. But the thought of marrying him was unbearable.

"Nobunaga-sama," she said finally, bowing her head. "I do not know what to say. I am honored by your proposal, but I need time to think."

The daimyo nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "Take as much time as you need. I will wait for you, my dear."

Kimiko left the room, her mind in turmoil. She knew that she must make a decision, and soon.


18.

Kimiko stood in front of her vanity, staring at her reflection. She was dressed in her traditional bridal kimono, her hair styled in the intricate manner befitting a noblewoman. But despite her appearance, she felt like a different person. The weight of her mission pressed upon her heavily, and she knew that she must carry it out. She had promised her father that she would bring justice to his death, and she had promised herself that she would see it through.

The sun was setting, casting a warm glow over the room. Kimiko knew that it was time. She picked up the dagger that she had hidden in her room, ready to use it to take the life of the man who had caused so much pain. She took a deep breath and began to walk towards the door.

As she stepped into the hallway, she heard the sound of laughter. The daimyo was in his room, surrounded by his retainers, drinking and celebrating his upcoming nuptials. Kimiko's hand tightened around the dagger, and she took another step towards the room.

But then, she hesitated. She had seen the daimyo's true nature, but she had also seen another side of him, one that was kind and gentle. He was a changeable and complicated man. But she had come to see him as she felt few others had.

The wedding was as solemn and dignified as a funeral, and Kimiko felt a great weight upon her as she wed the man who had been her father in law. Nobunaga looked younger and happier than she had seen him in a great while. He looked dashing and powerful in his ceremonial kimono.

As they returned to his chamber as husband and wife, Kimiko imagined herself as his wife. She would bear him a child, and perhaps many. She might even replace the son that the daimyo had lost. She took her place on the bed and allowed Nobunaga to mount her, all the while concealing the small knife she had hidden in her kimono. As Nobunaga thrust, unaware of his mortal peril, Kimiko meditated on the deliciousness of her revenge. Truly, she had seduced completely the man who she had given up her manhood to see dead.

The moment before he came, she plunged the knife straight and true into the side of Nobunaga’s neck. He gasped and writhed, overwhelmed by surprise and agony. He crumbled to the floor. Kimiko rose and looked at him, flecks of his blood staining her carefully-decorated face.

“Father,” she said, with tears in her eyes. “I have avenged you. Please forgive me, Tatsuo.”


19.

Kimiko slipped out of the daimyo's bedchamber, the knife still gripped tightly in her hand. She had done it. After months of planning and plotting, she had finally avenged her father's death. She felt a sense of relief wash over her as she stepped out into the cool night air.

The moon was full, casting a silver light over the estate. Kimiko made her way through the gardens, her heart pounding with the excitement of her victory. She had been so focused on her mission for so long, it felt strange to finally be free from its weight.

As she reached the gate, she paused to catch her breath. She looked back at the daimyo's estate, a small smile playing on her lips. For the first time in a long time, she felt hopeful for her future.

Kimiko was a woman of many talents. She had been trained as a geisha, and her allure had been enough to make the daimyo fall in love with her. She was also smart and resourceful, traits she would use to build a new life for herself.

With a final glance back at the estate, Kimiko turned and walked into the night, ready to start a new chapter in her life.


Books By This Author

The Agent's Secret

Chester Brandt is shown a photograph and given a choice. Either he can become the woman in the photo until his mission is complete or he can walk away and say goodbye to half a million dollars. Chester takes the deal. 

Chester experiences a magical transformation from male to female. Experiencing her new feminine form for the first time, Cynthia has to navigate suddenly becoming a woman. As she learns to use her feminine body to her advantage, her training also reveals to her that she is becoming attracted to the target she is supposed to seduce. 

Will she be able to keep her new girly feelings from getting in the way of her mission? And does she really want to? Find out in this latest story by Lexi Twist!

A Knight to Remember

Xavier is a mage who is no match for the brigands and bad guys who stand in his way of reaching the citadel and his dreams of becoming a great potion master. When he's saved in the woods by a knight, he is astonished to find that she's female. Though that's not how she tells it. 

Ryder tells Xavier that she was turned from male to female by a curse. She insists that her transgender transformation is only skin deep and she's still a knight deep down. But Xavier sees a knight he wouldn't mind spending the night with. Ryder makes him an offer. She'll escort him safely to the citadel, and in return he'll make her a potion that will restore her male form. 

But as they grow closer, Xavier starts to wonder if he wants Ryder to swap genders again. And he suspects she may be wavering in her resolve too...

The latest from your favorite TG writer Lexi Twist!

She's My Idol

Adam lets his girlfriend believe that she's the Missy Stardust fan in the relationship. Actually, he's obsessed with her too. So, when Adam suddenly finds himself in Missy's body, he is going to make the most of it. 

Being a starlet isn't easy, especially for a newly-minted female. It's not just trying on women's clothes, getting bikini waxes, and the constant scrutiny from the public. Missy's also got a bad boy boyfriend who she has to try to tame, and some unfamiliar feelings for her dance choreographer. Plus, there are those sexy photos that just got leaked. What's a girl to do? 

They say the show must go on, even when you've switched genders, swapped bodies, and found yourself in someone else's life. Will Adam adjust to life as a pop star and his #1 idol?

The Widow's Revenge

A foolish bet ends up costing Edmund his manhood when he is forced to serve ale to his best friend Lionel wearing a dress. Enraged, his father takes him to a pool that turns males into females, guys into girls. Emma emerges from the pool a newly-minted woman with curves to die for. Too bad she's quickly married off to a man as old as dust. But all is not lost for this plucky heroine.

The Baron Tiber takes a special interest in Emma, especially after he learns her secret. He's a rich playboy with a good heart. What can happen when Emma stops resisting her feminine urges and gives into her attraction to the Baron? Find out in this latest gender swap romance by Lexi Twist!

OEBPS/image_rsrcPW.jpg
e // y f// //} '::@’
LERT TWIST
)





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcPX.jpg
QQ‘TY

&
VICSy





