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Epilogue 
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The first book present more of a light romance story. 

The second book shades off some of the filters and comes with narratives of dark stories that our characters are going through. Some of the narratives might seem distressing or even trigger traumas. 

It’s meant so. 

The second book from this series touches subjects that are hard to talk about, yet they happen. 

As we go through life, life goes through us. 

We learn to deal with stuff or let them deal away with us. 

We refuse to accept their existence or refuse to accept the way the way they affect us. 
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Chapter: Sanity 

M
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I jerk awake with a gasp. It takes me a few moments to come into senses and realize my whereabouts. 

Dark hotel room, with thick curtains blocking any sort of light intruding from the outside world – a world that I simply despise right now. 

Out of habit, I stretch a hand to check the other side of the bed – it’s empty and that only adds to my frustrations. 

It takes few groans to make my way out of the bed and take few steps. Half naked; loose pants hanging on my waist; barefoot and sick; not only with hangover, but with everything. The sanity is slowly creeping in and I don’t want it. Not yet. 

Every step shakes my body and aggravates the headache that makes my brain melt, but that still cannot stop me from reaching the table and pour myself a glass of whiskey with fresh brought ice. I gulp it instantly and then carefully feel the moment when the expensive booze caresses its way through my throat down to my stomach. 

It’s like a sip of fresh life and my next groan is more of a joyful one. 

Only now I notice the faint flickering lights from the TV running in the background. The volume is as low as possible, almost not disturbing the silence. It’s some old movie, with iconic actors, that were very young at the time. 

My attention shifts to the phone buzzing on the table. Some new messages, missed calls and other notifications. I reach for it and swipe it open to browse through the received phone calls and messages. 

Until I slide to a page that has his photo on it – smiling and all happy looking. Under it there are thousands of comments predominantly in Japanese and English. All of them expressing their regret about losing such a talent and beloved idol. All of them mourning his death. Some even express the desire to follow his path, others the inability to go on living without him. 

To some extent I share their feelings, and even more. He was someone I was so close and deeply bonded with. In our industry, one does not make genuine friendship so easily; it’s a very rare gift. And just like many others – he couldn’t take it anymore. The depression drained the life out of him before he decided that it was enough. 

My hand clenches so tight around the phone that it starts shaking, then with all my strengths I smash the device to floor. 

Idiots! You’ve lost an idol. I lost a dear friend! 

It hurts that posts like this on SNS are probably the few left crumbles that still bear his memory, because the world just goes on minding its own stuff and forgetting about those like him. The world that he loved so much will now pretty fast forget about that he ever existed and probably nobody will remember that he died alone and in pain. 

That’s the reason for this insanity episode of mine. The sanity is too big of a luxury in crazy world like this. And I cannot accept and deal with the harm of putting those two together right now. So I hide myself in here, with no contact to the outside world, isolated here with my pain and demons. 

And her...

I look over my shoulder as she’s standing on a side. The tremor in her voice gave away her presence. Her eyes shift between the smashed phone on the floor and me. Apparently, it was hers. 

“Where have you been?” I turn toward her. “You must always be by my side...” the words come with a drawl as I motion for her to come closer. 

She walks to me in her Yukata hanging from her shoulders, wearing only panties and pair of socks under it. Even with that fresh bruise in the corner of her lips, she’s still pretty. Her hair is tied into a bun held by a hideous hairpin. I reach a hand to pull it out and throw away. 

She grasps for air at my sudden grip. With a hand clenched on her jaw I pull her closer and lick her bruise. 

“You are not to leave my side without a notice...” I growl against her lips, but instead of kissing her like she expects, I release her from my grip with a push. 

It feels like I need a smoke, but the pack of cigarettes is nowhere to be seen around. She must have hidden it somewhere. Playing games with me again. 

I scoff and look in the direction of the TV. It does not take a genius to figure it out that she probably hid it somewhere there – most probably behind the TV attached to the wall. 

I direct my steps to there and just as if she read my mind she sprints toward the same spot, then cuts my way positioning her body in front of me. I push her away, but she grabs my arm and soon enough our push and pull play gets into a struggle in the process of which we smash something to the floor. 

The adrenaline rushes my blood the moment I find the pack of cigarettes right on the TV stand. The moment I rush to grab it I hear a squeak and when I turn to check on her she’s already on the floor. 

All this fuss just to prevent me from smoking.

In an opulent manner I stick a cigarette in my mouth and go down on a knee next to where she’s lying. She’s on her side, breathing heavily as I am about to light the cigarette, but I pause just to admire the picture. 

Her breath pauses leaving the way to a momentary deep silence that brings the realization for what’s next. 

Her hip, sticking out toward me as if making it worse. Thus I cannot refrain but spank her real hard. Her moan of pain is pleasing my ears and I spit the cigarette away and lean toward her bare shoulder. 

“Please don’t...” she pleads. “I’m sorry... please...” 

Maybe she succeeded in preventing me from smoking this time, but nothing can prevent me from pressing my teeth into her soft skin until I sense the hint of iron smell. Then, I proceed with giving her a lesson for challenging me. 
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a year later
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Chapter: Party gone wrong

Ken 
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Recently, one of my pleasures in life is throwing parties at my summer house in the mountains. I always invite restricted number of people, with enough alcohol and fun. I even make sure to have special staff, young and ambitious girls, willing to do their part in winning my favor and land a good role in a project or something. I love when things are nice and smooth, so I prefer well behaved and mannered staff. 

This time I invited M and Alice. Through a short message I informed that she’ll be accompanying M to this party and be the good girl she is. That includes not drinking too, wearing modest outfits and keeping her to herself while reading her books or whatever that keeps her busy and out of sight when my staff entertain my guests. 

Sometimes these small parties are an innocent combination of business and pleasure, Alice’s presence is necessary, but her knowing her place is priceless. She wouldn’t learn that herself, of course, with a bit of training from my part it always goes well. That way she does not get jealous or pathetically sulky when some other attractive young girls are stealing all her husband’s attention.

On rare occasions she bursts, giving a reactions or a mean comment, but then she’s immediately reproached by her husband, in a silent manner, a mute exchange of looks that only they know. 

Like tonight. 

After two days of partying, we weren’t only exhausted, but out of common senses; the two special invited girls must have lost their senses, as they took entertaining my guests too far. It shattered Alice’s mask and a mean remark slipped out of her mouth. 

From her kitchen counter, where she was, her eyes rapidly traveled across the living room to where M was seated playing poker with the boys. Everybody went quiet and he did not even look at her, rather he looked at the floor under her feet. His eyes were so cold that I almost felt she would sink into the ground from his staring. Maybe I was too tipsy, but I surely knew she was in trouble. 

The thought entertained me, more than it should have. With a smirk, I sipped from my glass, purely enjoying the moment, then as if to save the mood, I raised my glass asking whether anyone wanted a refill. The girls cheered and they came by the poker table to restore the joyful mood together, adding ice and pouring more booze into our glasses. 

One of the girls, at one moment later, brushed her shoulder against Alice, then shoot her a cold look, as if ready to curse or something. Alice inhaled some air, and whatever she was about to say, she swallowed it at the sound of M tapping his nail on the empty glass that needed yet another refill. 

On such settings, Alice is always in charge of whatever he pleases to drink, like keeping her busy so that she doesn’t get bored or something.

Almost unnoticed, he glared at her and she lowered those icy blue eyes in defeat. From the point on, the night was nothing but pleasant. 

Actually, every time I notice tension between the two gives me an unjustified pleasure. Whether I am tipsy or sober, it still amuses me to some extent knowing that Alice is going to get punished in a way or another. 

Around 3am I find myself restless, even lonely a bit. My girls ended up in someone else’s bed, leaving me all to myself. Just ago, I even heard one of them muffled moans as she pleasured some of my guest, she must have decided to keep him company until the morning, that’s how ambitious she is. 

My searching for a quiet place takes me to the back of the porch that has the open view to a nice garden. At this time it is dimly lit by the lamps that usually turn off automatically before the dawn. 

Somewhere at the back corner in the garden, next to a bush of wild roses I notice some movement. Two recognizable silhouettes having a struggle. Alice wearing a buttoned summer dress, undone buttons reveal a messy cleavage, braless, with her hair pouring down on her shoulders. And then M, tensed and upset on her. She shakes her head at him, but he doesn’t take it and spears a hand into her hair, getting a good hold of her; and then raising a warning finger into her face. 

If I have to choose between hearing a muffled sex scene and watching a fight episode, I would rather go for the second one, and I don’t usually like drama. But when it’s about these two, it feels like it’s alright, and she gets what she deserves. 

“We’ll finish this conversation at home.” I hear him groan and pushing her out of his grip, then he walks away. 

She’s left breathing intense, her chest rising and falling like she just run 10 miles or so. She even brings a hand to rub the back of her neck, wincing at the pain. 

And suddenly I feel something drop into my gut, probably I start pitying her because from where I stand – that scene seemed a bit too much. I only can imagine what waits for her at home and it sort of gives me mixed emotions. 

I know well M’s demons and his tendencies. I’ve been long enough around him, and got close enough to read through him. He never had any stable relationship with a woman; all of his connections range from 2 weeks to barely 2 months, followed by occasional encounters after. But nevertheless, he got stuck with this foreigner and jumped head down into a marriage with her, against all the odds. It’s her fault too, so whatever comes her way she totally deserves it. 

Except, seeing it with my own eyes, raw and unfiltered, feels a bit... brutal. 

I shake the feeling away. It’s their business, after all. It doesn’t concern me. 

*** 
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I let M driving my luxury SUV on the way back to Tokyo, while I catch up on some sleep next on the passenger seat. He is a good driver, so I have a good sleep for a while.

Until, I start struggling with a nightmare or something of the sort. 

At some point, my body must have betrayed that, because now I feel his hand patting in a quite rhythm at my shoulder. It’s so comforting that it becomes kind of pleasant. In a playful mood I put my hand over his and squeeze it pretending to sleep while smile – habitual bromance gestures we perform time to time. 

Except, when I open my eyes, my smile fades immediately. 

It’s not M’s hand comforting me, but it’s Alice’s. She’s the one driving my luxury SUV. Her eyes on the road, while the other hand gripped on the stirring wheel; doesn’t even look at me and neither does she withdraw her hand from me. 

The long blond hair braided in a messy fish tail; white gold diamond earrings, a gift from M, gently dangling in her ear as she checks rear and side mirrors, completely focused on driving. 

Barefoot? She’s driving barefoot. In a sky blue sleeveless midi-dress with a V-cut that graciously emphasizes her neckline, carelessly showing some bruises, too. Those are probably from last night, or this morning? 

At my light movement she quickly checks on me. Her pink glossy lips curve into a smile, then she retrieves her hand and returns her attention back to the road, leaving the hand resting on the gearing stick. 

I look over my shoulder to the back seat to check on M. It would be strange if he sees us exchanging smiles like that in front of him, although as far as I know, jealousy was never something that he nurtured. 

“Are you alright?” he asks calmly briefly lifting his eyes from his phone. 

“Yeah... I thought you were driving.” I adjust my position and address his reflection in the rear mirror. 

“I needed a break.” He keeps staring at his phone increasingly tapping the screen, apparently playing a game. “Slow down, will ya?” he addresses Alice in a rough tone. 

“Sorry.” She flinches and does as she’s told. 

His tone and her reaction to it somehow both disturbing, but I pretend it doesn’t bother me at all by sticking my nose into my own phone. 

Pretending is shown well on the outside, whilst on the inside there is a grain of concern that has been seeded. And yet again, I successfully wave that feeling away by reminding myself that this is not my problem at all. 

It does not concern me why and how she got those bruises. It’s none of my business how he treats her. It’s their problem and I won’t stick my nose in it. 
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Chapter: The apology

M 
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The door to our apartment swings opened and she steps in first. Sulky and grumpy, but that does not diminish her beauty any bit. She leaves her shoes carelessly, as I follow behind pushing the carrier inside. The door closes behind us as I take a moment to arrange our shoes nicely next to each other. 

I like order. I am a perfectionist. And the fact that she is messy and clumsy grinds my gears in many ways. 

Moments later, I find her in the kitchen, leaning against the counter and pouring a second glass of iced tea, with ice cubicles rattling in the glass. She hands the glass to me without even looking. Uncertain of whether she deliberately avoids eye contact with me, I sip my tea quietly. It has a nice flowery flavor, no sweetener, just a nice iced fruity sencha. 

“We have an unfinished discussion...” I remind her. 

“I’m tired.” She sighs annoyed. 

“Oh well...” I walk up to her so close, that my body presses onto her as I leave my glass on the counter next to sink. “That’s not my problem.” I whisper against her cheek as serious as this matter could be treated. 

“What’s your problem then?” Her sharp reply comes with a hint of spite. 

“You.” I place my hands on her waist literally losing myself for a moment in her icy blue eyes. “...and your attitude.” She scoffs in reply. “I warned you, didn’t I?” I catch her chin in my hand to force her look only at me. 

“I did my best.” 

“Except for the times you did not do your best... right? Subtle mean comments? Daring behavior in the garden last night?” I start counting her errors slowly observing her swallowing dryly. “...road rage with Ken’s car? I warned you to be nice...” I speak against her lips then graze the lower lip with my teeth. “What am I to do with this untamed spirit of yours?” my hand slowly spears through the hair at the back of her head, giving her a gentle rub, then get a rough grip of it. 

She sucks a breath with her lips parted. My other hand slides up on her waist and ribs until meets the wire of her bra. Now she’s wearing one, unlike last night in the garden. I cannot bear the thought that someone might have accidently notice those beautiful breasts on the loose. No one should catch even a glance of that. She’s all mine. 

Her chest vibrates as my hand travels up to her neck, then pause to brush a thumb over the pit of her neck, before my hand snakes inside the collar of her dress and bearing her shoulder for me. I find there a spot on the soft part of her shoulder, and while we hold each other’s gaze, she knows exactly why my middle finger circles there. 

“I should apologize...?” she whispers half uncertain. 

“You should...” 

“It’s been a long journey. Let me take a shower first.”

“Nah. You’re not allowed to. I like it that way.” I yank her toward me for a kiss and fill her mouth with mine as my hands claim my ownership over her body. 

When I pull back, she grazes her lips discreetly. Timid, but very much willing to go on, she observes me taking my phone out and positioning it with its front camera ready to record what’s going to happen next. It intimidates her for a moment; nervously tucks a strand of her behind her ear and glances at me shyly, before she proceeds with her apology.  

***
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The midnight finds our stripped of clothes bodies resting on the fluffy creamy carpet in the living room, between the creamy white sofa and big TV on the wall. 

She’s half asleep right next, with her back to me. Exhausted after the trip, I shamelessly took what little strength remained. 

As I listen to her regular soft breathing my eyes measure the big ceiling above us. I take special pride that we live in such a big apartment in a nice residential area in Tokyo. It’s totally different form the small flat we rented in London. At the time, our budget was tight, to no say that we barely had one. I was freshly jobless, houseless, and in debts with my previous agency. But that was nothing compared to the cruel grudge the country was holding against me. Back then I was the trendy topic many would hype about. Even if I knew what the consequences might be and prepared my heart for it, facing all that was brutally painful. 

Alice was disappointed and angry, but not with me. She was angry with the rest of the world while standing strong by me. I am certain she still hasn’t grasps, even now, how fragile the fate of an idol is in Japan. Those who put you on a pedestal can take you down and toss you away like you never meant anything for them; and from the symbol of their love they can turn you in the target of their hatred and make a laughing matter out of you. All that because you made certain choices, and chose to live like a human, instead of slowly dying an idol. 

It seemed like the whole world ditched me, except Ken, my best buddy, and this beautiful human being that I tied to my life, with the promise that she would never leave me. “It’s alright. We will make it through. I am here with you. I will never leave your side.” I had no idea how much I needed to hear that assurance. That gave volume to my conviction that I indeed was right with my choice. 

My anticipations about us turned to be worse than I expected. I left the country, together with Alice, but there was no way I could leave my demons behind. Soon, that turned me miserable obsessed with her, paranoid and emotionally abusive; a selfish taker and receiver; impertinent and greedy. I occupied her life and entire space with only me and my needs. My true colors couldn’t be kept hidden away for too long, and I left it all out knowing too well that she won’t leave. 

She never even mentioned it. Not even once. Although it was never her fault, she simple took it as if it were. I was upset and bitter because the loss felt too unfair, and instead of a honey moon, I offered her the unfiltered version of me, insane and abusive.

She took it all and only responded with love and understanding. This human being, all to myself and only mine, holding me dearly, comforting me, and soothing the raging chaos within me.  

“Are you melancholic again about those days we lived in London?” she mumbles over her shoulder, then her hand gently moves mine away from the spot where she has a small but very noticeable scar on her back. Apparently my thumb was circling the spot too intense and it bothered her. 

This scar was a scary bloody wound, inflicted by a kitchen knife. I have never stopped blaming and reproaching myself for that incident. 

I sigh and gather her into my arms, doing my best to not allow the memory of that day stir negative feelings and ruin this sweet moment. She’s here with me, by my side, and I can hold her warm body and inhale her smell – that’s all I need. 

Her hand gently brushes over mine, until I relax my grip like hug and have our hands join into a silent caressing dance. 

“It’s been two years, already. Things are better now.” She says softly. 

“Hum.” 

Somehow things are better now. 

In late autumn of that year I returned and dropped a new album, it was successful. Also then I set the foundation of my own agency, and with the help of those who still believed in me, business took off quickly and steadily. I was able to not only pay my debts, but also buy out Ken’s contract and secure him to our agency. That was last summer.

The things were going amazingly well last summer. Until the loss of my close and loyal friend. Apparently, I wasn’t as loyal as he was, and I did not notice how lonely he was; heavily suffering from burnout and depression. He eventually lost the battle and put an end to everything in just one night. 

It crashed me emotionally. Again. 

My company suffered too, since it happened right in the middle of a joined project. A wave of backlash washed over me and my company, holding us accountable for what happened. But that was insignificant compared to how deep heartbroken I felt losing a dear friend like that. 

Alice had to survive through yet another episode of my insanity. In my obsession I made her my emotional oasis. I took advantage of her love and understanding in so many ways, leaving her no choice but to take it and not complain, knowing well that she will never leave my side.

“Worried about next week?” she asks giving a shake to my hand locked with hers. 

“Hum.” 

“There is little concern, though.” her thumb softly brushes over my skin. “I’ve seen the ratings and critics scores of the movie trailer.” 

“Hum.” I bluntly nod even though she’s doing her best to be cheerful. “Did you also read through the comment sections?” 

“A bit.” 

“I thought I told you not to.” 

“I only read through the nice comments. Those are predominant.” 

“Is that so?” 

“Yes! People are really looking forward to it.” 

“I’m still uncertain about how will they react when the full movie is released. It’s solely dedicated to Haruki...” My voice is filled with tremor as I pronounce his name. “Some say that’s a bit too late... a year has passed and probably shouldn’t stir...” 

“No, it’s not too late. And it’s not stirring, it’s reminding. Whether it’s addressing it a few days after or a year later, or even ten years from now on, people must be reminded of him. Of who he was and why he has left. No struggling soul must be forgotten.” She speaks softly, but I can still feel the warrior energy in her voice. 

It was her idea to keep going with the project and make sure his last moments would never fade to darkness. With the right investors we turned it in a huge project in his name. It bears not only a piece of his legacy, but also awareness of the matters involved. No struggling soul must be forgotten – is our mantra for this movie. We cannot change the entire world, but we refuse to accept that all our attempts would be in vain. 

Her beautiful body adjusts toward me in the fading light intruding from outside through the big windows. 

“What’s on your mind? What exactly worries you now?” her palm is gently caressing my chest and shoulder, as if directly sensing my heavy heart. 

“It’s going to reopen wounds. Bring back painful memories.” I murmur. I am also afraid of another breakdown and an insanity episode that will affect both my personal and professional life.

“It’ll be alright. We’ll deal with it and make it through, in a way or another. And if it is that bad, we’ll take a break, somewhere at a summer house in the mountains, isolated from the mean world, where no one can reach us.” 

She sounds like it is indeed a vacation, when actually it is a terrifying thing to be in the same room with me when I cannot help but let my demons devour me. 

“It must be hard to endure...” a faint whisper escapes my lips. 

“Not that bad.” She shakes her head. Her smile betrays something mischievous going in her mind. “I have my method to endure it.” 

I manage to smile at that, too. 

“What if that method won’t work anymore?” 

“Hmm... we might try some helping tools.” 

“What if that doesn’t work either?” 

“You are somehow pessimistic today. Helping tools always help to work.” 

“And if it doesn’t work?” 

“It should work. What’s the point the point, then, if it doesn’t work?” 

“You only stay because it works?” 

“Well, it’s not like I am staying... still... or something. I am very much involved, as well.”

“True. So it work...” I press her against my body and feel my nostrils with her smell. 

She knows exactly what I mean. She’s well aware of my insecurities and fear that one day she might have enough and actually leave me. Occasionally, when I mention anything about it, she always waves the subject with a bit of joke or sarcasm. 

The intimacy is one of our strongest points, I dare say. I keep her hooked to me like that, obsessed in a way. And in return, she keeps me sane in my insanity. 

“I love you.” She whispers. 

“Because it works real good?” I feign skepticism. 

“... and your money.” 

“Pff...” I snort. “I’m all in debts.” 

“Right! Your sexy ass is all in debts since we got married.” 

“Yeah. But it’s not like my money were the reason you got married to me, anyway.”

“It’s not like there was any reason at all.” 

“Oh yeah?”

“Uh-hum. Except...”

“Except?” 

“That I was madly in love with you. And I couldn’t go on without you anymore.” 

I scrutinize her for a moment in the soft darkness, taking special delight in intimate moments like this, when she speaks out her mind. Having her exposing her heart on the sleeves makes my blood rush. 

“What do you mean you were?” 

“I was...”

“Did it change?”

“It’s a variable thing.”

“Is that so?”

“It depends on your maintenance efforts.”

“That should be addressed immediately.”

“I agree. Immediately... constantly... and regularly.” She says through kisses. 

“You’re so greedy.”

“That makes the two of us.” 

I press my mouth against hers as she totally submits to me. Then she pulls away, turns her back to me and moves her hair on a side. Like a lioness showing me exactly how she want the matter to be addressed this time. Her curves bathe in the dim light, making her body so irresistible. My hand caresses those curves under the soft melody of her irregular breathing. I still find myself amazed how much she enjoys the intimacy with me. It’s often so effortless and yet so intense. 

Our moment gets suddenly interrupted by my phone flashing brightly somewhere on the floor next to us. Out of habit, I turn my head to check it out, but judging from her disappointed sigh – it takes only one guess about who might be.

“1 am? not that late...” 

“Must be something important...” a lame excuse. 

“Sure... but if you gonna answer that, you might as well invite him over.” 

Her sudden moody sarcasm is amusing. She can treat everything with a bit of sarcasm. Though, the idea grinds my gears. There is no way in the world I would share her with somebody. She’s all mine. 

My phone flashes with the new notifications coming in. Our shadows get casted on the wall – depicting the sweet intimate moment. 

For a split of second I flinch with concern that someone might actually see that, but then, our apartment is on a high floor, where no one could peek on us. Though, the thought alone somehow sends rushes through my blood. 
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Chapter: The after party 

Alice 
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I like parties – full of high energy and fun; dancing on loud music with close friends and fine drinks. That’s my definition of party. 

The after parties I occasionally have to attend are different. Music is more an element of background, performed life, usually slow and calm. The atmosphere is less chaotic, but more aesthetic and polite. Such parties are flooded with premium alcohol and sophisticated cocktails, which are enjoyed graciously and in elegant manners, no overindulging, which is probably saved for later. Everybody in here is for the mere socializing and networking; wearing their fancy designer outfits and high end luxury accessories. Among them there are aspiring artists, actors, directors and producers; they all are clutching in small groups engaged in low conversation and good mood. 

There is not much that bonds me with these people, except that my husband, an artist himself, runs an entertaining agency and today it was the premier of his first made movie. The buzz here is all about celebrating his first promising steps into movie industry. He totally deserves it, because he has sacrificed much for it for the past year. 

Sacrifice – might be too soft of a word for the way this project took the toll on him, consuming him emotionally and physically. The matter and the legacy of his late friend involved in here fueled his perfectionism. And his perfectionism is a painful curse. I won’t lie that I secretly blamed myself for urging him to go on. But the final result and M’s delight with the achievement convinced me once again that it was a great idea and a noble cause to sacrifice for. But in the end, the happiness in his sparkling eyes and the smile shining with satisfaction outweigh all the dark days we went through to reach this moment. 

He’s somewhere in the crowd all engaged with people round him. I occasionally spot him by his elegant tuxedo, with impeccable white shirt and black shiny belt around his waist. He’s much more handsome and joyous than he was in our wedding day. 

My own lips curve into a smile at the thought, but amid that someone might actually read my mind I look away. 

I turn to the floor-to-ceiling glass windows that offer a magical view of the night Tokyo. Its beauty never fails to hypnotize me. With this city I do have a deep special bond – of course, it’s again, my dear husband. If it weren’t for him, I suppose, I would have never fallen in love with Tokyo. 

At the slightest movements, my faint reflection in the glass window sparkles with the 5 pieces set jewelry. My elegant evening dress is so long that even the high heels don’t prevent it from gently brushing the floor – the attire was exclusively chosen by my husband. I must be grateful enough to him for allowing me to wear a slightly off shoulder dress like this, with a side cut nearly above the knee. 

The champagne glass is resting on the top of my tiny clutch bag in my hands. A drink I cannot fully indulge in, considering my inability to relax properly. I should keep my guards up and brain functioning well. 

From the other side of the room comes across a contented laugh. Mr. Nomura, a senior businessman, owning several businesses, takes pride in running a filmmaking agency, too. He and my husband are business partners, both engaged into a conversation in a group of people that occasionally laugh. 

Ken is somewhere around here too, wearing a similar outfit as M, but proving to me much more thriving with socializing around. 

Both M and Ken proved to be outstanding artists and actors in this projects, writing the script and the background songs. Their acting is worth to be nominated for the next award event. Except, I will always root for M to win, since my heart is entire loyally surrendered to him.

Ken salutes me in a subtle manner by slightly raising his glass toward me from across the room. He knows I am already bored and there is little I can do to engage myself in meaningless conversation with people I have nothing in common. I nod back, almost unnoticed, I think. 

I am supposed to hold my composure well, with utmost grace and elegance, like the geishas that had been invited to this party. They are here to entertain the guests with their manners and skills. I did my part too, but it is not my night, and I wouldn’t even claim any of the honor traded around here. I even little understand why people keep congratulate me for my husband’s success. Of course, I am proud of him too, but that mostly has to do with his own hard work and ambitions. I am well aware that they are being nice and polite, but keep praising me on an empty spot just makes me feel more like a failure myself – I am only his wife, I don’t really have any other achievements besides that. I am sure no one around here would actually want to talk about me failing another proficiency language test on this week. That was indeed a failure. Good thing that Japanese education system protects personal information about achievements and failures. Imagine the news about your wife who significantly fails at passing tests. What a laughing matter it would be. 

Probably I should put more efforts into studying and also find some new hobbies. Like – studying about geishas? It would be nice to get a deeper insight on how to be as elegant and as refined in speech as them. And that emotionally controlled skill – is a talent I have to master. Only glancing at one of them I can sense the many years of leaning and hard training. If I ever get the chance to be a geisha, I would most probably be a horrible one, with my impulsive traits and inability to hide my emotions. Someone would surely buy me for the sole purpose to send me as far as possible from the geisha house. 

I must be very grateful to my husband who found me and fell in love with me. He loves, in a way, my impulsiveness and inability to hide emotions. Actually, he loves and hates it at the same time, always instructing me to be otherwise in public, but raw and unfiltered only when he is in the mood for it. 

And I love when he is in the mood for the real me. 

“Your smile captivates so much expressiveness...” I am suddenly startled by some gentleman that appears on my side. 

He is tall, around 30s maybe, in an expensive outfit, exhibiting the vibe of that charming man from American movies. He himself, though, looks to be at mixed blood. In his hand – a glass of bourbon with ice. 

I slightly bow to him while in my mind I rewind the past few moments. If he made a comment about my smile, most probably I was smiling like an idiot. 

Something about his presence is unsettling, so I remain silent, hoping he will take the cue and go away, but he doesn’t seem to give up. He reaches his glass to mine and clinks it to mine. His fragrance of some expensive perfume combined with notes of alcohol brushes over me and I cannot help but flinch at how intense that is. 

“Cheers to whatever is celebrated here.” He says in an accent that gives away his American half and probably the many years he has lived in there. 

His words somehow irritate me. What does he mean ‘whatever is celebrated here’? My husband worked his ass and head off to achieve whatever is celebrated here, and this guy is so ignorant that I feel the urge to educate him a bit. But the appearance of a geisha before me engaged with some senior gentleman in discussion prevents my impulsiveness from sinning. 

“Oh!” he nods as if finally caught the hint that I am uninterested, yet that still does not prevent him from more attempts. “What’s your name?” 

“Mrs. T.” I say and feign taking a sip from my glass. 

“Ah... I did not ask whose missus are you, I asked your name.” he scoffs. “Come on, don’t be mean. Just answer me that.” he insists. 

“Alice.” I give him what he needs hoping that he will finally go away. 

“Alice? Like from Wonderland?” his white teeth shows as he laughs. “Wait, I hope your name is not as fake as your jewelry.” His motions the hand that holds the glass to me, his finger brushes down the air as his eyes asses me. 

Completely flabbergasted, I shoot him a gaze. I am not sure what annoys me more: his kindergarten jokes or his audacity to comment about my jewelry. I remind myself that he is probably drunk, his smell betrays that, and I am to maintain my composure together. Yet, that does not completely prevent the roll of my eyes. 

“So, geishas are here for entertaining. Those models are here for hook ups. How about you? What are you here for?” 

“The view.” I nod to the windows behind me. 

“Ha... the view from my hotel room is also nice. You would love it. Come keep me some company and in return I will gift you with a pair of real diamond earrings.” 

“You are forgetting that we are on the top floor. There is no better view than this.” 

“Yeah? And the pair of real diamond earrings isn’t tempting? What if I can take you higher than this?” he glances at me expectantly. “You will love it...”

“Dude...” my lips curve into the first syllable of a curse, but somehow I swallow that back. 

I rather escape this conversation, but as soon as I make a step away he makes few and positions himself in front of me as if in attempt to intimidate me with whatever charm he thinks he has. 

My eyes swipe over his appearance, from top to bottom, from his styled hair to shiny dressing shoes he seems a respectable man, except his rubbish attitude proves the opposite. Another strong proof how appearance might often be deceiving. 

“I suggest you move away.” I speak low key so that only he could hear. 

“And if I don’t?” he replies in a low tone, playfully. “I know what I want and I like pursuing it.” he smirks overly confident. 

“And that is?” 

“You.”

“Oh... what are you going to pursue me with? Your combination of aristocratic look but repelling attitude? Your cheap cologne, ridiculously mixed with top notes of drunken filthiness? That’s nothing but a pure letdown. What heights do you plan to take me to? You think I could be impressed with the bottom level of your IQ combined with kindergarten jokes?” 

“Wow... you are...” he stutters. 

“Obnoxious?” I complete his limited vocabulary, then I cock my chin as a silent warning. 

“Alice?” M’s voice comes from a side exactly when I would expect him the least. “I see you have already met Mr. Mike Nomura.” 

Nomura? Damn it! 

Just once I allow myself to stand for myself in front of a jerk and it turns out to be another high profile big fish, whose tail I stepped on intentionally. 

M walks between us as if intentionally breaking the tension, while shooting me a cold gaze, unnoticed by others, but deeply felt in my gut. Like what the hell I am doing? I just messed up and all I can do is to smile as polite as possible. 

“Mike is the son of respectable and honorable Mister Nomura.” M continues as if rubbing my mistake into my nose. 

Well, he surely did not inherit any great virtues from his father, did he? – I would like to say, but I better refrain even from thinking that. 

“Apparently, she had no idea. I am Mike Nomura, nice to meet you.” He laughs aristocratically and sticks out his hand to shake it with me, but I only bow politely to that. “Oh, Japanese culture has trained you well, turns out.”

“I’m still learning.” 

“Yes. There is much to learn.” He laughs again, almost as if asking to be punch in his face. “I have heard many nice things about your wife, M-san, but never knew how impressive she actually is.” 

“Thank you for you kind words.” M slightly bows. He himself hates that attitude, but is forced to perform it – humbly flattering the high profile person. “Mr. Mike is very notable in the film industry. He has got his education in US. A real talented actor and direct.” He adds as if for me and flattering the jerk in the same time. 

“It is a special honor to be praised by someone like you, yourself, M.T.-san. Let me congratulate you once again for the release of the first movie. I can already count the many rewards and nominees you are going to get.” 

“Oh, you have very high expectations of me.” M replies. 

This very jerk right here was well aware of the event’s background and of the person he was speaking with when he was hitting on me, but played it like he had no idea. A stupid game of a narcissist or something. 

“Oh, but unfortunately, it seems like we did not kick off on the right foot with Mrs. Alice.” The dude shifts his eyes to me as if the previous subject of their conversation did not matter that much. 

“I am sure it was just a misunderstanding.” M briefly looks in my direction, most probably as a cue to apologize for whatever I did. Though, I am sure he heard it all that I had to say to this jerk. 

“Was it? I really hope so...” if this is his acting, then he surely isn’t much of a talented actor. “What do you say, Mrs. Alice? Was it really a simple misunderstanding?” he is now putting pressure on to force out some apologies. 

M’s eyes shift to me expectantly as well. I don’t have many options here.

“I am sorry that it looked like that to you. I surely did not mean it.” I bow graciously to Mike. 

“Oh, but it looked like you really meant those words.” 

“I apologize for my words.” I say before M’s mood escalates. “I must have had too much to drink. I am really sorry.” I bow again. 

With the corner of my eye I notice M’s hand going into a tight fist, which he hides away at his back. He is probably upset that he has to see and deal with such thing. 

“Oh, well... if you say so. It clears all the misunderstanding now.” Mike smirks. “See, I wouldn’t want any misunderstanding between me and my best business partner.” He addresses M now and they exchange a smile. 

“Of course.” 

That smirk full of satisfaction flashes once again toward me, as if having me apologizing was his life achievement. He is the one who must apologize and get lost from here, but instead he is taking pleasure in admiring my sudden shift of attitude. Just ago I was ready to kick his ass, but now I apologize for that, humbled and submissive in front of my husband. It’s like he had a game planned in my mind when he came approaching me. 

Although, maybe he is a jerk, but it is still my fault for allowing myself to react the way I did. I should have just ignored him and walk away. I should have refrained from those comments. I knew M was around; I could have just kept silent until he would come rescue me from an unwanted conversation. Of course, he was keeping an eye on me. 

M holds his composure calm and cool, like always, but I know what’s beneath that. That mask always drops off when is just two of us. 

“Let’s pretend it never happened.” Mike laughs. 

“Oh, you’re so kind indeed.” The words are right, my tone is not. Thus another brief cold glance shot by M. He stands by me like a supreme guardian, taking in every tiny detail of this situation and everything that’s going around.

To my rescue comes M’s personally assistant, an energetic young man, self-conscious, with the right manners, in elegant suit, which is obviously less luxury looking than the guests here. He apologizes for interrupting, then whispers something to M. 

M listens and nods once. Apparently there is a more important matter to attend than watch over my manners with some guests. 

Right when M opens his mouth to say something, Mike jumps in: 

“Of course. Don’t worry. You can attend the matter. Mind your thing...” He even holds an open palm in the air as if inviting him to feel more than free to leave us without any ceremonial excuses. 

“I’m really sorry. Let me apologize one more time for any understanding.” M bows to him in a noble manner, then, before he leaves us, his cold gaze shoots me a silent warning. 

Mike lets a relieved breath out. 

“Phew... so tell me, was that enough to impress you?” He smirks at me. “It surely impressed me to see that crazy free spirit of yours, daring and wild, tamed and humbled in just one second.” He snaps two fingers almost into my face, then his index finger pointing down as if describing how that free wild spirit got subjugated to the floor, all by his means. 

My intuition was right. This guy had a game in his dirty and sick mind. 

My stance remains still, trying to give away as little expression as possible, yet I couldn’t prevent my eyebrow jolt. Impressive indeed – anyone can push me to the limits and then take delight in how my husband forces me to swallow my pride and apologize for standing for myself. 

“I expect you to make it up for it, you know?” he continues as we both are gazing randomly at the people in the room. “Because, you see, I am in the middle of hard decision here: whether to become your husband’s permanent partner, or politely decline business opportunities with him. Of course, that will influence my father’s point of view in a way.” he shrugs acting completely innocent and almost careless. 

His attitude and gestures betrays that vibe of American freedom. Although mixing up professionalism and casual things is more a sign of low intelligence. 

“I can sense how much you despise me right now.” He adds again, briefly glancing at me. 

Even if I don’t look at him directly I still notice his gaze dropping on my chest and measuring my outfit again. When I feel enough annoyed with his stare I turn to him just to find him admiring my lips, then lifting his eyes to mine. 

He laughs, out of sudden, some sort of laugh that is meant to sound aristocratic or elegant, but it is far from that. 

“What a unique laugh you have.” I speak softly. 

“Does that impress you as well?” 

“Impressive, yes. Sounds like a donkey in distress.” 

He leaves out a sound that is something between choke and scoff. 

“You’re playing with fire.” 

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. It’s risky. You should behave.”

“I am well aware of my origins, status and influence. I cannot say the same about you. A business shark like your father wouldn’t have built an empire if he took in account your opinions about how to do business. My husband is an amazing talented artist. He will succeed with or without your specific partnership.” 

“Shark?” he jots as if that specific word hit him in the throat. “Why shark?” Is it because of his teeth?” 

I look at him confused and trying to figure out if using the was shark was actually inappropriate regarding Senior Nomura. From across room his laugh bursts out, hinting to his presence somewhere near, engaged in conversation with some other prominent guests at this party. I don’t think his set of teeth stand out so much that every reminded me specifically of a shark. I would never compare him with one because of the teeth appearance. 

For God’s sake! I think I messed up enough today without teeth shaming some senior gentleman. My thoughts run like crazy and I feel the panic creeping in as this entitled idiot just stays there smirking at me again. 

“It’s a metaphoric say to convey that he is a great businessman.” I clarify. 

“You could have used lion. Or bear. Why shark? Why not wolf? His hair surely resembles one. Why exactly shark?” It must be his teeth, right?” he laughs. 

I look at him frowning in total confusion whether he is acting like an idiot or he actually is one. Although, given his earlier kindergarten joke, I shouldn’t really assume that he is a grown ass man. 

I habitually run a finger over my hair as if checking if my elegant French twist hasn’t dropped itself from so much audacity around here. 

“I won’t keep you any longer.” I try to excuse myself. 

“Oh, no, but I enjoy it here with you.” 

“Oh, but I don’t.” 

“Careful, Alice, I might tell on you to your dear husband again.”

“Oh, well, see? That is precisely why we need him around, so he could monitor me and prevent the shit exploding into your face.” 

He laughs at that and exchange his empty glass with a fresh poured one with ice from the waiter’s tray. He gulps from it and then addresses me low key. 

“You know... I am more powerful and bigger than the man you call your husband.” 

“Bigger?” my gaze swipes him up and down. 

“I have bigger stuff... opportunities, assets, possession and ... you know.” 

“You mean...?” 

“Yes. I have it bigger, too.” 

I give him a moment as I hold his glass stare. The attempt to exhibit some sort of perfect confidence is just hilarious. 

“So you like to bring your dick to the table for measurement?” 

“I can only say that I am really gifted. Both physically and financially.” 

“The assets and possession you’re talking about are mostly thanks to the initial deposit your father invested. Take all that away, and all you are just a dick.” 

“You know, what’s the fun part about sassy and daring girls like you? Breaking them down.”  

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. You are all big mouth and standing tall, until I bring you down.”

“You will need to summon my husband for that part. No one holds my bridle like he does.” 

“Do you realize I can ruin you both?” 

“We’ve been there before, and we made it right back up again.” I smirk in to his face. “Nothing new for us.” 

He laughs at my words and I respond with a face laugh. From aside it might look like two friends laughing at a nice joke, but far from that. I bet M is somewhere around keeping an eye on me. 

“You’ve bored me enough, Mike-san. You can go on, talk to other people or touch some grass.” 

“I like it here.”

“I really want this weird interaction to end.” 

“I really don’t want it to end, actually. I think we actually have something going on here.”

“You think?”

“Yes.” 

“Adorable.” 

“I am, right?” 

“Adorably foolish.” 

“Don’t say that.” He holds my gaze, then for a brief moment his eyes fall on my lips again. “Feels like you hate me.”

“Hard to disagree.” 

“That’s a start.” His stare becomes unsettling. 

“Please, stop this...” This disgusting interaction is what I mean. 

“I wonder how those words sound in Japanese from your mouth.” He whispers without tearing his eyes from my lips. 

“You really need to seek help.” I frown and raise a palm in the air against him. 

***
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No matter how well a woman walks on high heels, there is still the moment when grace and elegance should be given a break. 

In moments like this, I couldn’t be more grateful for a soft place to sit and relax in the ladies’ powder room specially designed right next to the bathrooms. Probably, I should later send a special thanks card to the staff of this venue for the comfortable red velvet sofa, round with cushions, that has been placed right in the middle of the powder room. 

My dress, regardless of how fancy it may be, it’s not as comfortable and it cannot go without occasional checking or fixing time to time, so that I keep my confidence and look good wearing it. Considering the place and the occasion, every inch of exposed skin matters. 

The quietness that this room offers is so refreshing. The music resounding in all the venue, hardly disturbs. The warm lightening itself makes this place so cozy and private that I’d rather hide here until the party ends. 

But my peaceful moment is disturb by someone walking in. I immediately recognize who it is by the soft sound of the shiny dressing shoes as he steps get closer to me.

His jacket is missing, he must have left it somewhere, but even without it he looks enough elegant and handsome. I curve a smile admiring him, but as soon our eyes meet my smile fades away. He seems cold and even tensed. 

“You just love making me mad, don’t you?” his tone low and deep. 

My feels as if pierced by a hot arrow that travels through my body until my very feet. 

He steps closer while unbuttoning the cuffs of his impeccable white shirt and rolling each sleeve up. His stance now standing hovering over me, intimidating and dominantly. He brings a hand to caress my jaw line as I hold my gaze on him. At his touch I swallow dryly, my breath infused with soft tremor. His thumb comes to my lips and pauses there shortly before he presses it in the middle and wipes my lips, smearing the lipstick on the side of my mouth. 

That’s a warning gesture. And even if I gently rub my cheek against his hand, that still doesn’t soften his heart and he grabs my jaw forcing me to stay still.  

“We’ll continue this discussion home.” His voice vibrates with a groan, sending scents of his fragrance into my face. 

The grip and our locked gazes remain intense for another moment. And I won’t lie – I would love him to kiss me right now instead of silently reproaching me. The corner of his lips twitch as his eyes fall on my messy lips, and then he finally relaxes his grip and his hand slowly leaves my jaw. Then he steps away from me and turns toward the mirror to check his appearance. He gets a facial tissue from the box there and wipes the lipstick off his thumb. Then, with gracious movements he pretends to fix his hair, that doesn’t even need fixing, and then rolls down his sleeves and buttons his cuffs. In the end throws me a cold look in the reflection of the mirror. So cold that I have to lower my eyes and look away. 

I remain like that until he leaves the room. His steps gone and door closed behind. 

His presence wasn’t loud, but tense enough to make me take some moments even after he has left. 

Then I stand up shortly to arrange my dress, which can be easily done, but not the same can be said about my makeup, which now very messed. Half of my glowing lipstick is on the side of my jaw, the other half remain intact. I should have probably opted for a simple type of lipstick, this one needs at least 3 steps fixing. 

I sigh and sit back down, deciding to take a longer break now. Nobody expects me back to the party anyway, and with my messed make up, surely I shouldn’t even show my face at all now. 

Still being able to see my reflection in the mirror I
































































































[image: ]











































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
| REFUSE TO AGGEPT i

2nd book






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
| REFUSE TO ACGEPT Il

2nd book
AK






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





