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Kenji Tocighi woke up from a heavy sleep like a faint, wanting to raise his hand to push the window curtain aside, but the semi-shadow overwhelmed him, melting his movements like a hungry woman bending over him, covering him with voluptuousness. The new secretary he had just hired, with her high school skirt and knee-high stockings, with her black eyes sharp enough to cut paper with their gaze, knew her job so well... she worked wonders at the spa, with a single touch she overturned all his senses that he could not invest. his financial empire. All of Osaka will be dotted with spas and massage parlors, luxury hotels and casinos. A scorpion silently descended, flashing from its fluid image on his right nostril and Kenji, observing it from the corner of his eye, moved his nose instinctively, letting the scorpion descend on his cheek, then closing his eyes as if to think of falling from his eyes again, to think of the sleep of taking care to think of my fall. from these turbulent and wet dreams still haunting his mind. But the scorpion, reaching the level of his chin, raised its tail, buzzing menacingly, lingering for a moment, climbing onto a pebble, reaching with its spine right next to his eyelid, ready to attack. Kenji started to raise his hand and chase away this illusion, wanting to turn to his side, he still felt frozen in pleasure. Suddenly a memory clenched his teeth - yesterday's meeting between the clans gathered immediately after the death of Takumi Edo. In the marble hall with a rack of swords on a river stone-colored wall and a single watsabi table made of a massive wooden slab stuck in a rock tooth, all the yakuza had gathered, clucking like scared poultry because why had he killed Takumi and raised him to the level of the rock. So that the whole neighborhood could see him with a sword in his belly. That's why... Why, why, he was tired of this rascal who beat up his guards at the Odaba Hotel where he ate without paying, slept with them, used their girls and behaved as if he were the master. -The Edo clan has deep roots in Osaka, said Tirasa Konda, the oldest of the yakuza, after carefully making sure that everyone was in the room and there was no one older than him, with a heavy and harsh voice wiping the faces of those at the table with grave approval. Even today, the Edo clan supplies the government with the most trained and cruel assassins. And the Edo family has always owned the Odaba Hotel. "One of them helped me a lot," Tirasa wanted to say, stopping his words on his lips, wiping them with a handkerchief or a streak of saliva.

-That was a long time ago, until old Shintai lost him at cards, Kenji said confidently with a bright smile thrown from the corner of his mouth as if he had left a gold coin as a tip.

Tirasa turned his sharp eagle profile suddenly towards Kenji as if he had drawn a sword, but he calmed down, thinking, lowering his head - "at rigged cards."

-Tirasa is right, though, someone dared, the elite IJA troops are trained by members of the Edo family. Shadow counterintelligence officers are chosen according to an Edo protocol.

-Legends to lull children to sleep, Kenji grimaced, lighting a cigar, admiring his elegant suit in the ceiling mirror.

The Edo clan is gone.

-Not really, there's still Emshi Dewa.

-Well, that's good, Emshi is a teenager...anyway, I have the impression that he's in prison, "I'll take care of him too", thought Kenji, suddenly banging his fist on the table. Now let's have some fun... Edo is history. The Edo family has no money left, they have no soldiers, I have a thousand and I can raise a brigade. A new era is opening, Kenji said, taking a drag from a cigar that shone like a jewel, leaving a curtain of smoke relaxed on his back as if surrounding him both above and below, as if Kenji's mind had let itself be lost in the pleasure of the cigar aroma with a label.

- The Edo clan never needed soldiers, they solve their own problems, Tirasa growled, taking off his sunglasses, revealing his white eyes that blinked like fish scales. The Edo family has treasured their martial arts for centuries.

-Enough, Kenji shouted, pounding the table with his fist. I'm responsible now. He wanted to say "I'm oyabun now... but without knowing why, his mind slipped to one side and he chose the word "responsible." A bodyguard had gotten up and closed the window because from outside came the annoying cadence of a jackhammer digging with a chisel into the asphalt of the road, making a noise like it was drilling your brains, pushing aside the layers of bitumen, scratching the road into the rock, effectively covering the tooth of a mountain. When he had gone to the spa, the limousine passed right by the work site surrounded by plastic barriers and banners with work zone signs, noticing that a worker with an earring in his ear was just lifting a bottle of sake to his mouth and he even wondered how that worker could drink alcohol in the scorching heat. When the limousine turned the corner, he thought he saw that worker smiling cheekily at him, almost greeting him as if he knew him. He even thought he should call the prefecture... what kind of work is being done in the middle of the road when the houses in the area have neither gas pipes in the middle of the road nor water pipes? Another flash of the subconscious numbed by pleasures showed him the covered face of a ninja who appeared in the ceiling, carefully lowering a thread, releasing a single precious drop from a bamboo container, rhythmically and silently sliding directly towards Kenji's lips. Stressed, he tried to raise his hand to chase away this image that could have been real or rather it was a natural effect of the unconscious. More than likely he had seen a documentary about ninjas with exactly this scene when he was a child, but now remembering that sequence, fear replaced the eyes and gaze of Emshi Dewa Edo, whom he had learned had escaped from prison, in the image of that warrior's face. That's why his house and garden were full of people. Komo Aray Aisoon, his trusted man, the Thai, was right now in the kitchen, he could clearly hear him asking about the coffee of the boss who had to wake up. He smiled knowing that his trusted man was attentive to all the details. Suddenly he felt a sharp sting from an insect, turning his head to the side and trying to hit his cheek, which began to tremble as if by itself. Opening his eyes, the vibrations deepened, making his chin tremble even more, rhythmically hitting the asphalt with his bone. The vibrations went down his spine to his rectum, and his gaze had just begun to feel around him in confusion when the light of two headlights hit him from very close, violently like a sword, throwing a wave of dust directly into his left eye, from which a strand of blood, blue as a salamander, began to flow, gurgling.

-What the hell, what the hell... Kenji stammered, trying to reach his hand
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