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“I’m gonna kill all the mother fucking
punks that get in my way. I’m a real fucking gangster, ya hear. You
wanna fuck with me? I’ll kill you. I’ll kill you, mother
fucker!”

Shin leaned back in his seat. Kumo loved
gangster rap and today he had been playing DJ Boom throughout their
entire ride down from Saitama into Tokyo. Shin would have told him
to shut it off, but today they were going to rob a nightclub run by
some punk Yakuza wannabes that were selling drugs and moving a few
weapons.

The club’s owners weren’t so different from
Shin and his brother’s crew, except that Keisuke didn’t want them
to join the Yakuza. His brother had told him that if you get caught
up with the gangs then you only end up getting taxed everything you
earn and then you start doing bigger shit with near no return that
might get you chucked in prison rather than just a beating from the
cops.

Shin admired the lights of Shibuya passing
them by as they raced down the highway. Sometimes he was envious of
other guys his age. Most of kids 18 years old or around about were
studying for university, mooching off their parents or fucking
around with the opposite sex. Shin had been stealing stuff since he
was in elementary school. Keisuke had been there right beside him
through it all.

“Yo! Did you hear that fucking cool line,
Shin?” Kumo said from the driver’s seat.

“Yeah, it was out of this world,” Ko agreed
from next door.

Shin groaned. Kumo was hard into his hip hop.
If he said ‘yes’ then he was going to get a lecture on the finer
points of rhythm and harmony. If he said ‘no’ then he was going to
get an air full about the importance of hip hop in Japanese culture
and so on.

“I missed it.”

Kumo sighed loudly.

“You have to understand this shit.”

He taped the CD player.

“Right here is our life played out in a
musical form, ya hear.”

Ko winked at Shin. He knew that Shin was more
honest that he should be for a thief. Ko was probably looking
forward to see how this conversation turned out.

“I see. Well, how about you turn it up and
play that part again,” Shin said hoping that Kumo would get caught
up in the music and leave off.

Kumo twisted the dial and the music filled
the inside of the car. The singer was going on about how he sold
drugs and fucked whores on a regular basis. It didn’t sound much
like Shin’s life, but Kumo wasn’t that connected with reality on a
good day, so he let it pass.

About 20 minutes later they pulled into the
bad side of Shinjuku. Keisuke’s little ‘rabbit box’ apartment,
which was a nice way to say it was tiny, was located above a
hostess club and under a brothel that the cops knew about, but left
alone because it was run by one of the biggest gangs in the
city.

“I’ll go on up and get him,” Shin
volunteered, not relishing the thought of being in the car with
Kumo when he was in one of his ‘explaining’ moods.

He got out of the car and walked towards the
stairs.

“You want to come in and talk to a lady?” the
black suited man on the door asked, “We have a full selection of
girls: Korean, Chinese, Japanese, even an American. You can play as
much as you like.”

Shin stared at the man walking along beside
him. This was the probably thousandth time that he had come to
Keisuke’s apartment at night and every time this guy would fuck
with him.

“Do you want me to break your fucking
nose?”

The older man stepped back a little and put
his hands up. This was their little game. Shin would tolerate his
bullshit for a little and then the guy would back off. They’d been
playing the game for a long time now and it was nothing new.
However, Shin still wished that he didn’t have to. It would have
been a lot less hassle that way.

The stairs up to Keisuke’s apartment were
lined in pink lights with the occasional dirty signboard that
advertised the wares of the whores upstairs. Shin had seen them so
often that he could almost recite some of them word for word. There
was only so many times you could see the kanji for ‘massage’
without it becoming ingrained into your mind.

Keisuke opened the door when Shin came up the
stairs. He had probably been watching from the window as usual.

“You know, you don’t have to fuck with the
poor guy every time you come here,” Keisuke complained.

“He fucks me off. I hate those kind of
guys.”

Keisuke rolled his eyes and clapped Shin on
the shoulder.

“It wasn’t so long ago that we were handing
out flyers outside the train station. Don’t forget your roots.”

Shin snorted.

“Our roots are a broken home, abusive father
and stealing shit. What the fuck does that have to do with our temp
job days?”

Keisuke winked.

“You’ll know when you grow up.”

Shin rolled his eyes. His brother was one
year older than him and constantly gloated over it. Shin wished
that Japanese society wasn’t so hung up on the whole seniority
thing. Keisuke always liked to use that against him.

“Come on. We need to get to the club before
they start being selective about who they let in.”

Keisuke grabbed his leather jacket and threw
it on over his black singlet. He had the height and looks to be a
host in one of the clubs if he wanted to. Shin had always been a
bit envious of his older brother. Keisuke had never had any trouble
with the ladies.

They strolled down to the car. Keisuke winked
at the hawker outside the club and they got into Kumo’s little red
Toyota.

“Is everyone ready for tonight?” Keisuke
asked, putting on his leader voice.

Kumo flashed his switchblade in one smooth
movement.

“Ready to poke holes in some losers.”

“Good,” Keisuke said, “We need to make sure
that this goes down without a hitch, alright. This could be a
decent payday.”

Shin nodded and fingered the knife in his
pocket. He wasn’t like Keisuke and the others, in that he would
stab someone if they got in his way, but he could do his job and
that was enough for the guys most of the time.

They pulled up outside the club half an hour
later. The highway from Shinjuku to Ikebukuro had been relatively
clear today. It was almost as if god was begging them to come to
the city and kick some ass.

Keisuke and Shin got out and let Kumo park
the car in the parking area just down the road from the club. This
was their meet up point after the job was done.

“Let’s go,” Keisuke said leading the way once
Kumo and Ko joined them.

They walked through the crowds of young girls
dressed in short skirts and tight tops. It was Friday and a lot of
them would be meeting up with their boyfriends. Shin looked on
hungrily as a group of 18 year old model-like women with high
heels, which were long enough to make them walk like reeds swaying
in the wind, walked by.

“We’re here,” Keisuke said getting Shin’s
attention.

The club was one of those dirty little dumps
that was half falling apart. This sort of bar made its money on
providing an environment for people too poor or drunk to get into
the super clubs only a hundred meters down the road. Shin could
already see a few people lined up for the pleasure of entering this
shithole.

“See you in there soon,” Keisuke said to Ko
and Kuma.

Shin and Keisuke started walking towards the
club.

“You ready for this, little brother?”

Shin looked over at Keisuke.

“I’m always ready.”

They strode up to entrance. The bouncer was
muscular, short, and looked like he could crush either of them with
ease. He eyed them up, but let them through.

The inside of the club stunk of cigarette
smoke and overly sugary alcohol. A few office workers, off work
early or skipping it, mingled with the crowd of mainly young
university students. The club’s sound system was pumping some
American club classic that Shin couldn’t understand and a few
people were dancing on the club’s tiny dance floor.

Shin sat down to admire the girls for a bit,
while Keisuke went to get some beers.

He was starting to feel tense. Ko and Kuma
would be coming in soon and then the real action would get
underway. Shin was dearly hoping that tonight went off without a
hitch. This score would buy them a little leeway with the bills and
every one of them was on the ropes with at least one loan shark or
another. Crime just didn’t pay that well.

Keisuke passed him a Kirin beer and they
moved nearer to the door that Keisuke’s scouting told them lead to
the club’s office.

“Do you see those three punks near the
bar?”

Shin looked over to see some poorly dressed
men a bit older than him drinking sake and playing cards on the
bar.

“They are the club’s owners.”

Shin nodded. They would be trouble later if
the two of them weren’t careful.

Ko and Kuma came through the entrance yelling
and screaming like they had just spent all day partying and were
drunk to high heaven.

“Here we go.”

The two of them got as far as the bar before
they started to push and shove each other.

Some of the crowd looked over at the
altercation taking place in the middle of the bar. The owners and a
bouncer ran over to the two of them and pulled Ko and Kuma apart.
They continued to scream obscenities at each other and began to
struggle with the men trying to restrain them.

Keisuke led the way to the door and stepped
through.

Shin was next. He looked back to see Kuma
pounding on one of the owners’ chests, screaming about how Ko
fucked his sister. They would be tied up for awhile.

On the other side of the staff door was a set
of stairs which led up to a door with a light that illuminated the
word ‘office’ set in a gold plague that looked like it had seen
better days.

“On 3,” Keisuke said pushing his shoulder up
against the door.

Shin fingered his knife again. If someone was
on the other side of the door then Keisuke would want to fuck him
up. He didn’t feel entirely comfortable with the idea of more blood
on his hands.

“3!”

Keisuke turned the handle and barged the door
open. The office was empty and Shin breathed a sigh of relief.

They went to either side of the small room
and started to dig through the various cabinets and sets of filing
drawers.

“Pay dirt,” Keisuke said with a grinning
holding up a yellow envelope he had pulled out of the top drawer of
a filing cabinet in the corner.

“How much is there?”

Keisuke threw him another package and pulled
out a plastic container and put it out on top of the cabinet.

“We got seven envelopes and two containers of
drugs,” he said, “There’s also this.”

Keisuke held up a small revolver with an
ivory handle.

“Shit. Do you think they might be
packing?”

Shin immediately started to worry about Ko
and Kuma. What if the try-hards downstairs had guns as well?

“I doubt it. They don’t look the type to be
carrying heat out in the open like that. This is probably their
only gun.”

Shin watched Keisuke pocket the weapon. Japan
was strict on guns. This little revolver alone could earn them a
good payday.

“We should –“

There was a sound from the stairs.

Both of them went quiet.

“Fuck. Someone’s coming,” Shin whispered.

Keisuke grabbed the envelopes and filled his
pockets. Shin grabbed the drugs and they pulled out their
knives.

“They stopped,” Keisuke said quietly.

Shin could feel his hands sweating and heart
beating fast. If someone was outside that could mean that they had
been found out. It would mean that whoever was out there would be
ready for them. There might even be several men.

A tall man in an expensive suit stepped into
the office. He had a nasty scar over his left eye.

“Don’t fucking move,” Keisuke said stepping
in and pushing his knife to the man’s throat.

“Eh? What are you punks doing in here?” the
man asked calmly.

Shin nearly shit himself. This guy was cool
as a cucumber. Keisuke’s knife was drawing a little blood from the
man’s neck, but his face didn’t show even a hint of fear. This was
real Yakuza.

“Go and sit down in that chair,” Keisuke said
looking the man in the eyes.

The man didn’t move. He kept on staring at
Keisuke.

“You have some fucking attitude,” Keisuke
said.

“Help me out.” He said to Shin.

They grabbed the man and dragged him over to
the chair. He didn’t put up a fight, but he didn’t stop staring
either.

“Have you got the ties?” Keisuke asked.

Shin pulled out a bunch of twist ties and
started to strap up the man’s hands.

“I’m going to kill you both. You won’t get
away,” the man said.

Keisuke punched him hard in the face. The
man’s head went to the side, but he didn’t flinch.

“Let’s get out of here,” Keisuke said walking
to the door.

Shin closed the door. The man hadn’t stopped
staring at him all throughout their tying him up and leaving. The
look in his eyes and his lack of any expression made Shin a little
nervous. That man in there wasn’t normal.

The rushed down the dimly lit stairs and
turned to the door. This was the difficult bit of what they had
planned. By now the owners and the bouncers would have cleaned up
the mess that Kuma and Ko had created and would be settled back in.
Shin and Keisuke were going to have to get through the staff door
and out the entrance before they realized what was going on. He
just hoped that they weren’t looking this way.

Keisuke stepped through with Shin on his
heels.

“Oh shit.”

The owners were sitting at the bar with their
cards, but they weren’t playing. There was no sign of Ko and Kuma.
However, several tough looking men in black suits stood talking to
the owners, who were looking rather uncomfortable.

One of the men pointed as they walked out the
door.

“Run!”

Shin sprinted for the door. The bouncer
turned their way, but Keisuke drew his knife and slashed out at him
as they passed by. The man jumped backwards and they were out the
door.

“Where the fuck is Ko and Kuma?” Shin asked
as they ran down the street towards where the car was parked.

“I have no idea, but we have followers.”

Shin glanced behind him and saw five of the
Yakuza from the club chasing them with the bouncer from
outside.

“Fucking shit! We gotta move it.”

They sprinted through the crowd with the
black suits behind them. They weren’t going to be able to go to the
parking lot because the mafia would get Kuma’s plate number and
then they really would be fucked.

“We’re going to have to find a way to lose
these idiots and get on the train.”

Shin looked behind again. The black suits
were getting closer. They were pretty quick on their feet.

Keisuke turned into an alley behind a
Japanese pub and raced passed some foreigners stumbling down the
road drunk. They ran for what seemed like ages with the Yakuza
behind them. Shin looked back a few times to see the men breathing
hard. How much longer was this chase going to go on?

Keisuke ducked into an alleyway and sprinted
down the dark bicycle lined lane. They were just getting into the
suburbs and there were a lot of smaller roads and pedestrian
walkways between buildings and houses here. They might be able to
lose them in the urban sprawl of those tunnels.

“Left,” Keisuke said wheezing from the
constant exertion.

They ran down a small pathway between a
school and a block of apartments.

“Into the school,” Keisuke said.

Shin ran up to the fence and leapt over top
of it. He landed on the grass on the other side and kept running
across the concrete play area that the kids used for soccer and
other sports.

He looked back. The Yakuza were there, just
jumping the fence now, but they had thinned out. There were only
three black suits behind them and they were lagging behind.

Keisuke ran to the front gate of the school
and pulled on the lever to open it. They rushed out into the lane,
knowing that they were almost home free.

A black car screeched to a halt in front of
them. Shin turned left, but men were running towards them from that
direction. There was a similar situation to the right.

“They fucking boxed us in,” Shin cried.

Keisuke scrowled. They both knew that they
weren’t going to get out of this alive if they didn’t do something
drastic.

The tall man from before stepped out of the
car. He stood there watching them as the Yakuza that were chasing
them and the others caught up.

“I told you that I would catch you.”

The tall man reached into the car and drew
out a long curved Japanese sword with a gold grip and an ivory
pommel.

He started walking towards them.

Keisuke reached in his pocket and drew out
the ivory handled gun.

“Stop right there.”

The man looked at the gun and smiled.

“You’ve got balls, but you aren’t very
smart.”

Shin looked at the guy in concern. What the
fuck was with this guy? He had a gun pointed at him, but he didn’t
look worried at all. What was going on?

Keisuke brought the gun down.

“Can we do a deal?”

“What are you doing, Keisuke?” Shin asked in
shock.

He threw the gun to the ground and glanced at
Shin.

“It’s empty, little brother.”

Shin felt his heart nearly rip out of his
chest. If the gun was empty then they were fucked.

The tall man shook his head. There was no way
that he was going to let them walk away from this after tying him
up and threatening him. This wasn’t the way that Yakuza worked.

A siren howled in the distance.

“It’s the cops!” One of the Yakuza
yelled.

Shin felt a surge of hope. Their natural
enemy was here to save the day.

“Run!” Keisuke yelled pushing Shin down the
road.

Shin tried to run, but the tall man stepped
in front of him.

“You should have picked another club to
rob.”

Shin’s eyes widened as the blade of the sword
came around in an arc.

“Shit!”

Shin flew forwards suddenly.

A burst of sticky fluid showered down on
Shin. He looked up to see the most horrifying sight of his 18 years
of life.

The Yakuza leaned up against Keisuke, a knife
sticking out from his stomach. Keisuke’s head lay on the pavement
beside them.

“Brother,” Shin screamed pushing himself to
his feet.

The Yakuza slashed out at him and stepped
away towards the car.

Shin didn’t even notice him leave. Keisuke’s
body lay on the ground in front of him with blood pouring from
where his head had been attached. The expression on his face was
one of shock.

Later the police would tell him that he was
sitting on the ground holding his brother’s head in his hands and
weeping, but that was later. Right now, all Shin knew was that his
brother was dead – right here in front of him.



DECISIONS

 


At 3pm on Saturday afternoon, Shin finally
stepped out of the police station. The cops had not gone lightly on
him. They knew the Yakuza was involved and wanted answers. Shin had
spent most of the evening and the day lying through his teeth.

Ko and Kuma were waiting for him outside.

It was a chilly winter day. Shin could feel
the cold sinking into his skin. It did nothing to cool the rage
that was quietly burning in his heart.

The cops had brought in the photos on
Saturday morning. Shin knew they were just trying to take advantage
of his loss, but it still hurt seeing the headless corpse of his
brother displayed like that. It had taken everything he had to not
get up and punch the detective in the jaw.

He walked down the steps to the car and got
in silently.

“Where is he?”

Kuma gripped the steering wheel firmly.

“They have the body at the Tokyo University
Hospital. Are you sure that you want to see it.”

Shin said nothing for a moment. He had seen
photos and still could remember a little of what happened after he
saw his headless brother. Still, he wanted to see it, to know that
his brother was really dead and that the bastards that did it were
still out there somewhere. His rage and his hate would not allow
for anything else.

“Take me there.”

Kuma started the car and pulled out into the
street. Shin
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