
Prologue 

 

Miyoko Hirakawa looked at the worn picture in her hand. She’d meant to 

convert it to digital years ago, but she didn’t trust a comp screen to 

hold the essence of the portrait’s subject. She sighed and placed it 

on the desk, the closest it had ever been to leaving her possession in 

decades. 

 

“I need you to find this woman for me. This is from her youth, she is 

around my age now.” 

 

“Assuming she’s still alive.” 

 

“I thought she was dead. But then I saw her. At the market of off 
Webster and 12th, I think? Or was it 10th…” 

 

“12th. I know of it. What’s her name?” 

 

“Ina Ren.” 

 

“Can you repeat that?” 

 

“Oh yes, sorry I forget the order of names here is different. Her name 

is Ren Ina. R-E-N, I-N-A. Or, at least it was when we knew each other. 

Please, you have to help me. She’s in trouble. And it could all be my 

fault.” 

 

“I’ll see what I can do.” 

 

* 

 

Lawless looked up to see a tall, brown-skinned blonde walk into the 

office. The woman smiled, making the Detective’s muscles tense, 

remembering the last case that brought them together. 

 

“Hello Violet. It’s been a few years. Wasn’t sure if you died in that 

cave in.”  

 



“You can call me Vi. I’m just hired muscle,” she shrugged. “I know 

when to dip before a job costs me my life. It’s in my contract, 

actually.” 

 

“So you got some smarts.” 
 

“It’s called business,” Vi said. “Speaking of which, I need you to 
find someone. Yniko Black. I’m in trouble and she’s the only one who 

can help.” 

 

The woman in the photofile Violet provided was a few years older, but 

she was identical to the woman in Miyoko’s photograph. 

 

Inaren 

 

I’d been expecting this visit for some time now. I opened the door to 

find my grown child nearly soaked with rain, dripping on the hallway 

carpet. 

 

“Come on in honey, I just made some soup.” 

 

“I’m fine okasaan, tea will do.” 
 

“Nonsense, sit down Inaren.” 
 

Inaren nodded and sat down at the kitchen table. My sister Hanae gave 

it to me years ago as a wedding present. After Lucien died I brought 

it with me to my current apartment, in the small building we’d bought 

after he resigned from the force. He went freelance, but we needed 

reliable income to supplement my earnings. 

 

“How’s Lila? And Jaime?” 

 

“She’s fine. Jaime’s looking at colleges... Momma, I needa ask you 

somethin.” 

 

“Go ahead dearheart.” 

 

“You recognize the name Ren Ina? or Yniko Black?” 



 

I froze with the kettle in my hand. Hadn’t heard either of those names 

since I’d come to the California. I have to admit that even though I 

saw it coming, I wasn’t quite prepared to hear them. 

 

“Ee. Why?”  
 

“Can you tell me bout ‘em?” 

 

“Well, they been dead awhile…” 

 

Inaren looked at me expectantly, comfortably slouching in the chair. I 

sighed and sat down with our tea. 

 

“Fine. But it’s gonna take a while. You will eat while you are here.” 
 

Inaren smiled and nodded. Lucien and I raised our baby too well. 

 

Ren Ina 

 

“Ren’s maternal grandmother was from Baltimore, her name was Sunny 

May. She studied abroad in Japan and fell in love. It was her first 

time away from the eastern seaboard. Everyone said she had the Sight, 

and when she first stepped off the plane she saw her future unfold. 

After her degree she moved to Kyoto to teach English. She ended up 

marrying the son of an ama free-diver and moved to Toba with him. 

Their one and only daughter became a high-energy particle physicist, 

working at the KEK lab in Tsukuba, Ibaraki prefecture. There she met a 

an Afro-Japanese man, who could trace his African American ancestry 
back to World War II.” 

 

“How do you know all this?” Inaren’s untouched tea was gonna to be 

cold soon. I sighed. 

 

“She attended the National University in Kyoto, Kyodai. We were the 

same year.” 

 

“So y’all were close.” Inaren leaned back, finally drinking the now 

lukewarm tea. I didn’t appreciate the feeling of being analyzed.  



 

“You could say that. I was the one who encouraged her to talk to 

Miyoko, her first love.” 

 

Inaren rose an eyebrow at hearing Miyoko’s name. 

 

“Tell me about her.” 

 

“Child, is that any way to talk to your mother?” 
 

“There a reason you’re tryna distract me?” 

 

 

Miyoko Hirakawa 

  

“Miyoko was bold and in-your-face, while Ren was more reserved-- the 

type to watch and wait. I worried she’d wait too long before telling 

Miyoko how she felt, that she would lose her chance to spend time with 

her before…” 

 

“Before what?” 

 

“We’ll get to that later,” I shook my head, reminding myself to keep a 

grasp on time. In my old age, past and present had tended to blur 

together, now that there wasn’t so much to look forward to anymore. 

S’pose I spent so much of my life looking ahead that I forgot to look 

back as often as I should have.  

 

“Anyway, they were about twenty-one when they started dating. They 
were nearly inseparable, even when their work was demanding. Miyoko 

became a teacher, while Ren went to work for the government. She was a 

social policy researcher, working to find solutions to human 

trafficking. The global population boom had just started to reach a 

tipping point when Ren was born, and panicked immigrants became 

vulnerable. Especially those who stood out in what was still a largely 

homogenous nation. Ren’s oldest sister disappeared when Ren was ten. 

everyone suspected traffickers were involved. They never found her. 

 



Eventually Ren couldn’t take any more bureaucracy. She couldn’t change 

anything on her own, and many of her suggestions were brushed aside 

for being too radical. Her passion consumed her to the point that she 

was willing to let go of her life. Even Miyoko. That’s when Japanese 

Intelligence recruited her. The only thing they asked was her complete 

dedication. She quickly proved herself a capable agent by breaking up 

several small-scale trafficking rings, before they assigned her deep 

cover. I don’t know that Miyoko ever truly moved on from her, even 

after the government notified the family that Ren Ina had died while 

in the field.”  

 

Yniko Black 

 

“Yniko Black was the secret mastermind of a smuggling empire based out 

of Singapore. At least, that’s what the most popular rumour said about 

her. She claimed to be an heiress. The truth was Yniko Black was an 

intelligence officer for the Japanese government––” 

 

“So Ren and Yniko knew or knew of each other?” Inaren interrupted me, 
mouth full of noodles.  

 

“You could say that. You best not talk over me again, I don’t have to 
do this.” 

 

“I don’t buy it.” Inaren’s cocky smile was the same as Lucien’s. And 

that smile had always worked on me. 
 

“Yniko had ‘associations’ with several gangs around East Asia, 

including the Hong Kong Triads and the Yakuza. Eventually, she found 

the group that she thought was responsible for her sister’s 

kidnapping. Lesser known, but powerful, this Japanese-American gang 

was based in New York. They called themselves Chrysalis. Last I heard 

of Yniko, she busted their entire operation and killed the big boss, 

Jiro Watanabe. But Japanese intelligence left her to fend for herself. 

She’s either dead or in hiding.” 

 

 

 

 



Goodnight  

 

“See you tomorrow, baby.” 

 

“Sure, I’ll stop if I get the chance. Got a couple of new cases…” 

 

“And bring the sugar-lumps by, I haven’t seen them in a minute.” 

 

“I will if I can, but I ain’t makin any promises. Love you, okasaan.” 

 

“Love you too.” I closed the door and listened to Inaren’s footsteps 

lead away from my home and into the night. I turned out the lights and 

crawled into my bed below the bay window. I slipped off my dressing 

robe and threw it on the floor. I was too tired to drape it over the 

chair or hang it up. Inaren’s visit stirred up so many memories. I 

wasn’t sure I was going to sleep well with so much churning in my 

head. Yet I still managed to fall asleep only minutes after my head 

hit the pillow. 

 

At First Sight 

 

Ren was walking out of her last class that semester, her natural hair 

hanging down her back in long twists, when she saw Miyoko. She saw the 
wind pushing Miyoko’s short hair around her face like ink spilling on 

a table, the sun reflecting off her warm brown cheekbones, her eyes 

bright as she and Ren leaned in to press their lips close to one 

another’s. Ren blinked and Miyoko was gone. She stood in the path, 

trying to ground herself in the present when she felt a tap on her 

shoulder. When she turned, her classmate was right behind her. Ren 

dropped the books from her arms, which Miyoko deftly caught before the 

rain damp ground could soil them.  

 

Wet Pillow  

 

I woke crying but couldn’t remember why. I was clutching my pillow in 

my arms, its satin case slick with my tears. I threw it to the side 

and settled back into my sheets, breathing slowly until my head was 

clear. 

 



First Meeting 

 

Yniko sat in a corner booth sipping watermelon soju. Her black wrap 

dress was almost opaque, allowing the silhouette of her arms to show 

through the boxy, elbow length sleeves. She adjusted her position so 

that her thigh was no longer visible through the high slit of her 

dress. She shut her volume of Meiji era poetry as she saw him approach 

out of the corner of her eye. Right on time, she thought to herself. 
He'd been watching her for about ten minutes, showing two more minutes 

of restraint than she'd predicted. 

 

"That is one of my favorite volumes," he said, "if I'm not mistaken 
that isn’t a translation you're reading." Yniko smiled with slight 
amusement as turned her book around to she show him the poem she’d 

just finished. 

 

"This is one of my favorites." 

 

"May I sit to look? I can't quite see from here." 

 

"Certainly," Yniko nodded. "And your bodyguards can sit at the table 

right next to us if they'd like." He took the seat in the booth next 

to Yniko. 

 

"How'd you know they were bodyguards?"  

 

"I’m intuitive." 
 

"I see. So you must already know that I came over here for more than 

just my attraction to your taste in poetry. May I buy you another 

drink?" 

 

"Only if you buy yourself one as well." 

 

"My name is Jiro, by the way." Jiro waved the waitress over and 

ordered two margaritas on the rocks. "Good tequila is only one of my 
weakness," he winked. 

 

"I’m Yniko. Tequila is one of mine as well." 



 

"Well, Yniko, it's a pleasure to meet you. Here's to hoping that we 

share more vices than one."  

 

Tangled Sheets 

 

The second time I woke, adrenaline was pumping through my chest. I got 

up to use the bathroom and splashed some cool water on my face. I 

didn’t remember what dream had me on edge anymore than I could recall 

the dream that had made me cry. But I did remember the last dream I 

had that night. 

 

Nightmare 

 

Mona was sitting by the Bay. She couldn’t tell where she was-- 

California, New York City or Japan. Sitting on a rock, her toes grazed 

the water. Black chiffon blew around her-- she wasn’t exactly sure 

what kind of garment it was, just that it kept moving. Yet there was 

no wind. She looked to the right and saw Miyoko walking along the 

water. She was not as Mona remembered her, she was older, probably the 

age she would’ve been now. When Miyoko saw her, she didn’t smile. She 

was shouting and gesturing, but the crashing surf drowned her out. 

Mona got up to walk toward her, but Miyoko shook her head, pointing 

beyond her. 

 

Mona turned to see her late husband and child playing on the beach. 

Inaren was searching for seashells while Lucien stood in the sea foam, 

subtly dropping shells from his pocket into the water. Inaren looked 

up and started running toward Mona, waving a sand dollar in the air. 

Mona stopped herself from stepping off the rock when she realized she 

was surrounded by deep tide pools. Suddenly a wave washed over her 

family. She screamed, trying to throw off the billowing garment that 

slowed her movements. When the tide receded Lucien was gone and Inaren 

was grown. The bay was churning.  

 

Mona stepped into a tide pool, the chiffon cloud around her both 

weighing her down with the water it absorbed and pulling her backwards 

as if caught in a gust. The pools became deeper, eventually rising to 

her waist. Her legs stung in the icy water-- at least she now knew she 



was in the Pacific-- and she was sure anemones clung to her ankles. 

She reached out to grab the last rock before the beach when a large 

wave nearly submerged her. She felt two hands reach for hers. She woke 

up before she could see their faces.  

 

Insomnia 

 

I didn’t sleep for two nights after Inaren’s visit. I kept racking my 

brain for anything that could tell me what was coming. My visions 

usually come on their own, but I can trigger a trance if I go without 

sleep. Which might not tell me anything, but I had to take the chance 

when my family was at risk.  

 

I lit candles and drank tea to help keep me awake. I closed the 

curtains to destroy my sense of time. I didn’t eat or move, except to 

light a new candle and make tea. I just sat, trying to clear my head 

of any distractions. 

 

Trance 

 

I hold a ray-gun against his temple. I can see his face but can’t make 

out any details. He dares me to pull the trigger, but I can’t. I am 

not afraid to kill him, I sense that keeping him alive is the best 

choice. And I have no desire to murder anyone. Out of the corner of my 

eye I see a woman who looks very much like the ama my grandmother 

taught (except that her hair is platinum blonde) untying Uzi. On the 

floor, Inaren lies unmoving.  

 

He notices the worry on my face and laughs. I want to hit him. To hurt 

him, make him beg for my mercy. I do not. That is the end. 

 

Aftershock 

 

The man in my vision was familiar, but I didn’t know him. I couldn’t 

have seen his face before. But something about him reminded me of 

someone I once knew, a very dangerous man. 

 

 

 



Spiked 

 

Jiro's hand was on Yniko's waist, but it was obvious to any keen 

observer that she was the one keeping him in place. His hand travelled 
to her hip as she traced his jawline with the tips of her fingernails. 

Yniko brushed her finger across his lips as his hand found her thigh.  

 

"I see you are armed," he said feeling the small pistol just above the 

slit of her dress. He drew her closer and her hand slid down to rest 

against his neck. "I think you should know now that I am a dangerous 

man. I'm beginning to see that you are a dangerous woman." Yniko 

smirked.  

 

"And here I thought you were more observant than that," she purred. He 

cocked his head, signaling his guards that they did not need to come 

closer. 

 

"What do you mean?"  

 

"You havne’t noticed my nails are both incredibly sharp and that their 
tips are coated in Fatale lead coating. As I'm sure you know, it's 

poisonous when it comes into contact with even the smallest amounts of 

iron, like that in blood." Jiro looked surprised, impressed and 

slightly aroused.  

 

"You say that as if you haven't considered that I'd taken precautions. 
Like I said, I'm a dangerous man. I could've spiked your drink."  

 

"And I could've spiked yours." Yniko rubbed her locket ring under 

Jiro's chin. "Well, how about we both drink and see who spiked who?" 

Yniko downed the rest of her second margarita in one swallow. Jiro 

chuckled as he sipped his.  

 

"I'm afraid I have to go," Yniko said as she rose. "The pleasure of 

meeting you was all mine, let me assure you.” Jiro found that he 

couldn't seem to move, mesmerized as he was watching Yniko leave. He 

had trouble focusing on anything but her— as she walked further away 

everything else seemed to become hazy. He lost consciousness just 

after she was gone.  



 

When Jiro came to, his guards were taking his pulse.  

 

"She's nowhere to be seen, completely gone."  

 

"Are you hurt? Is anything missing?" Jiro shook his head no as he felt 

his pockets. His knives and gun were still on him, as were his wallet, 

watch and ring. When he pulled out his wallet to make sure that no 

cards or cash were missing, he found a data chip about the size of his 

pinky nail.  

 

"Hell, when I find that bitch—"  

 

"It appears I am to have with her on Thursday. Chez Leon by Central 

Park. She has expensive taste."  

 

"Not as expensive as yours, apparently." 

 

Lila Calls 

 

“Hai?” I wasn’t expecting a call from Lila, it wasn’t really her 
thing. She usually just showed up or sent a text. 

 

“Do you know where my lale is?” 
 

Lale was Lila’s pet name for her partner. My child. My blood grew 

cold. I should’ve realized everything I’d seen was already happening.  

 

67 289th Street 

 

Inaren had converted the old family home into a Restorative Justice 

and Community Policing Center after solving a series of murders three 

years back. Private detectives, counselors and social workers had 

offices on the first floor, while the second served as a living space. 

The Offices were typically closed on Thursdays, so I didn’t expect to 

find anyone there. 

 

I entered through the backdoor with my key, and worked my way to the 

front. I heard voices outside the door.  



 

“Who are you?”  
 

“A client. I need someone found.” 

 

“So you hired this detective too?” 
 

“Yep. And haven’t heard anything for three days.” 
 

“I heard Detective Lawless was the best. But now I am not so sure…” 

 

“Oh trust me. Lawless is the real deal--” 
 

I sighed and opened the door. 

 

“Hello. I’m Mona Oshi, the mother of Detective Oshi-Lawless. Who is 
currently missing. Would y’all like to come in for some tea?” 

 

Tea Time 

 

“So you married then.” 

 

“Yes.” I couldn’t tell if Miyoko was bitter or just curious, her voice 

neutral. The other woman seemed content to stay out of the 

conversation. 

 

“And to a man? That’s not something I expected.” 
 

“You knew my tastes are diverse.” 

 

“I just hoped they haven’t changed.” Miyoko looked at me with slightly 

hooded eyes while sipping her tea. She definitely wasn’t bitter. 

 

“Um, do you two know each other?” Violet asked.  
 

“I have known Ren since our University years.” 

 

“Who the fuck is Ren?” 

 



“The person I hired the detective to find.” 

 

“Well I’m looking for Yniko Black, who is obviously right in front of 
us.” 

 

“No, she is Ren Ina.” 
 

I cleared my throat. “My name is Mona Oshi. Both of those other women 

are dead as far as I’m concerned, they’re past lives. You’re both 

looking for me for the same reason.” 
 

 

Reacquaintance 

 

“Thank you for letting me stay with you.” 

 

“It’s safest here.” 

 

“That may be true, but certainly you could have found me another 

space…” 

 

“Miyoko, I’m sorry.”  

 

“It’s been so long, Imomushi…” 

 

I smiled when I heard her old pet name for me. I wonder how she saw me 

now. I had been slender when we first met, before my body developed 

into thick curves. Now most people just saw me as a fat old lady, not 

that I had a problem with that.  

 

I reached for her hand--- which rested on the pillow between us-- as 

we sat on the couch. She let me take it. After all these years, she 

still remembered the part of my palm that was ticklish. I was looking 

forward to see what else she remembered. 

 

Sleep  

 

Wearing only my black robe, I kneeled in front of Miyoko’s open legs. 

She wore black satin tap pants and a matching vintage style bullet 



bra. Both were trimmed with dark grey lace. I reached under the shorts 

to feel her thighs, her wrinkled skin soft and supple like the pages 

in a well-thumbed paperback. My short nails grazed her hips, just 

sharp enough to scrape into her skin. Her moans were deeper than I 

remembered. Wanting to hear more, I licked Miyoko’s inner thigh,slowly 

dragging my tongue against her. I gripped her harder, aiming to draw 

blood. 

 

“Your memory is very good,” Miyoko said, breathing heavily. “But don’t 

think that just because I’m old you need to go easy on me.” 

 

“I suspect you’ve gotten much harder to please since the last time we 

did this.” 

 

“Your suspicions have always been correct.” 

 

“I always loved how much you challenged me.” I didn’t give her a 

chance to respond before moving one of my hands to the more familiar 

folds of skin between her thighs. 

 

1st date  

 

"I see you didn’t bring your extra muscle this time."  

 

"I don't find them useful to have tonight."  

 

*  

 

"I hope you still have an appetite, I have something I think you'll 

enjoy."  

 

"Oh?" Jiro said, raising an eyebrow. "Am I not treating you to dessert 

or after dinner drinks?"  

 

"Not if you wanna have room for me."  

 

"My place or yours?"  

 

"You haven't earned my place yet."  



 

* 

 

"You haven't earned that yet either," Yniko said, pulling Jiro's hands 

away from her breasts.  

 

"But I want to fuck you," Jiro gasped, leaning his head back as Yniko 

sunk her teeth into his neck. 

 

"No, you don't. You want me to fuck you."  
 

"What makes you think that?"  

 

"I can tell by the way you look at me. Tell me, when was the last time 

you had a woman inside of you, feeling you from the inside and filling 

you until you burst? There's no reason to deny what you want when 

someone is offering it to you."  

 

"I've never— I... This is not the response I usually get. I barely 
know you but you see me so clearly."  

 

"I'd let you pick which finger you want, but I think I already know 

your favorite." Yniko held up her right hand, her ring fingernail 

shortened to the skin.  

 

"I have a bigger appetite than that."  

 

"I have a feeling this is all you're going to need tonight."  

 

"Are sure?"  

 

"Positively. But just in case you surprise me, I can always get the 

nail clippers you keep in the nightstand door."  

 

"How do you know all this?"  

 

"I told you I was intuitive."  

 



It took two minutes before he was moaning her name and only another 

twenty before he was sore.  

 

"You were right," Jiro panted after she slid out. "Let me wash this 

for you," he said, taking her by the hand. He led her to his bathroom 

where he tenderly cleaned her hand, kissing her fingers when he was 

done.  

 

"I already can't wait to see you again. Can I take you to lunch next 

Sunday?"  

 

"Sunday is perfect."  

 

Early Riser 

 

I slept until noon. Neither the sun shining through my window nor the 

smell of Miyoko’s attempt at cooking woke me. I only left my bed 

because I heard the door open, I didn’t even notice the knock. But, at 

the sound of the lock clicking open and the squeaky hinges (that I 

refused to oil), my eyes shot open. I grabbed the stun revolver from 

under my pillow and had it cocked and aimed before I even remembered 

where I’d put my glasses. 

 

“Holy shit,” Vi said. 

 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Lila said as she walked up behind 
her.  

 

2nd date  

 

Yniko knew that Jiro could be killed on their second date. If he died 

that soon, her lead would be lost and all her work for the past few 

years could be gone. She sighed as she put on her makeup, waiting for 

him to surprise her at the door. The bell chimed just as she finished 

her eyeliner. She smiled to herself, glad she had timed herself well 

enough to have not put on either lipstick or underwear.  

 

She answered the door in her dressing gown, purple silk embroidered 

with black orchids. "Hello Jiro, I've been expecting you. Please come 



in. I've set out a vase for the flowers on the counter." She knew she 

shouldn't have been flaunting her Sight so much to this man, but she 

was beginning to love throwing him off. She would let him come to his 

own conclusions about how she came by her information. "How'd you find 

out where I lived?"  

 

"I've been so intrigued that I decided to look you up. A man in my 

profession cannot afford to take chances with those so exposed to 

his... weaknesses. And I suppose you already know who I am."  
 

"One of the most powerful men in the international black market, Jiro 

Watanabe-- also known as the Red Moth." Yniko tried to keep her heart 

rate down, hoping her cover hadn't been blown. The only thing that 

kept her calm was the fact that her fellow deep cover agent, Ke’Vaughn 

Félix, would die before exposing her-- that and she always saw the 

important things coming. Well, almost always.  
 

"And you're Yniko Black, also known as the Caterpillar Woman, one of 
the most successful smugglers between Singapore and Europe. So 

successful that you retired early— or at least just before you got 

caught but after you were banned from the Euro Zone."  
 

"I'm impressed. It's not easy to find that much out about me, 

especially out here."  

 

"I have many resources."  

 

Catfight 

 

Lila slapped Violet in the face. When she came back for a second blow 

Vi caught both her hands, and held held them down in front of her. 

Lila looked ready to shoot LAZERs out of her eyes. To be honest, I 

wouldn’t be surprised if she could. I wouldn’t have put it past Dwight 

to have some cybernetic defense systems implanted into his daughter, 

with or without her knowledge.  

 

“Yeah, I pretty much deserved that,” Violet said looking Lila straight 

in the eye. “But don’t expect me to take that shit again, alright? You 

got any ice Ynik-- I mean, Mrs. Oshi?” 



 

“What did you just call her?” 
 

Damsel 

 

She took one last sip of her mojito before telling Jiro that he should 

probably get down.  

 

"What?"  

 

"Trust me." Yniko pulled him to the floor just as the bullets ripped 

through the cushions on their chairs. Good thing Jiro's favorite 

brunch spot had concrete tables.  

 

"You just saved my life."  

 

Yniko shrugged. "I can't resist a damsel in distress."  

 

“I'm not sure why, but that may be the hottest thing anyone's ever 

said to me."  

 

Yniko grinned and pulled Jiro close to kiss him. Mostly to distract 

herself from the sounds of other patrons dying and bleeding out around 

them.  

 

Caught Up 

 

“Okay, now I get why you sleep with a gun under your pillow… But how 

is this bitch involved?” Lila asked, her arms crossed in front of her. 
She glared at Vi, who held a cold pack up to her face. “And more 

importantly, how do we know she isn’t the one bringing the trouble?” 
This time her gaze focused on Miyoko. 

 

Miyoko on the Spot 

 

“I will admit, I came here because I thought you were alive. But I 

didn’t truly believe it until I saw you at the marketplace.” 

 

“How did you know?” 



 

“I stayed close with your family after you left, and even after the 

Service told us you were dead. The burial was closed casket, but we 

all knew it was empty. I suppose you know that your mother recently 

passed--” 

 

“Yes, Hanae told me.” 

 

“--so I was helping your Aunt and Father clean out her stuff and I 

found a letter from ‘your beloved niece Aiko.’ I could tell it was you 

who wrote it. Your voice is unmistakable. But I didn’t have time to 

look at it long, so I didn’t see where it was sent from. I started in 

New York, and word got out that I was looking for you-- or, at least, 

someone who looked like you.” 

 

“But how did you know to come to the Bay?” Lila was obviously 

unconvinced. I hid a smile. 

 

Gifts 

 

Instead of jewels and frilly lingerie, Jiro gifted her with cocks and 

complementary harnesses. After two months, she had a bigger selection 

of toys than most sex shops.  

 

"When can I have something thicker?"  

 

"When you buy me another harness. None of these will fit my biggest."  

 

"You have something bigger than all the ones I've bought you?"  

 

"I had to save something for the imagination."  
 

 

Unconvinced 

 

“I have some old friends who know Hanae. I came to Santa Marta instead 

of San José so that I would not accidentally see her… I did not expect 

to encounter you, Mona.” 
 



“You’re a lucky woman Miyoko,” Lila started, arms still crossed. “Not 

many people get a second chance at lost love, if they get one at all. 

But, my partner’s hopeless romantic streak has rubbed off on me…” 

 

“I never pegged Lawless as a romantic!” Vi laughed.  

 

“You’re Ren’s daughter-in-law?”  

 

Uzi 

 

Uzi Murasaki was Jiro’s son from his second marriage. He lived in 

Washington Heights and came to visit his father in the Upper East Side 

once a year. Uzi tried to keep Jiro out of his personal life as much 

as possible, but his boyfriend Rodrigo of two years had insisted on 

meeting the father of the man he loved. Especially since there was no 

way to meet his mother, who refused to have anything to do with Jiro 

or his son. That was a year prior to Jiro meeting Yniko. After he met 
Jiro, Rodrigo insisted that Uzi try to rejuvenate their familial 

relationship. The things men do for love. 

 

Yniko’s constant presence made Uzi’s increasingly frequent visits 

bearable, sometimes even enjoyable. It also eased some of the pressure 

off Jiro, who could leave Yniko to entertain his son while he attended 

to business. In his mind, he was also helping keep Yniko safe after 

that spy almost murdered her.  

 

In-Law 

 

“Basically,” Vi explained, ignoring Lila’s glare. “She’s also the 
daughter of one the Bay’s Big Three.” 

 

“So why come to Re- Mona for help? Before today you didn’t even know 
who she really was…” Miyoko said, now the one who was a little 

suspicious.  

 

“Because I know who she is. And that she has a way of knowing things. 
Besides, I don’t take after my father.” 
 



“Neither do I,” Vi interjected, “but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t use 

his resources.” 

 

“Then why didn’t you?” 
 

I’m not accustomed to seeing into the past, but as I watched Vi argue 

with Lila, I caught a flash of what still seemed like a previous life.  

 

 

Ynez Murasaki-Espinal 

 

“Yniko, meet our daughter Ynez.” Uzi beamed as the five-year old 

walked up to Yniko.  

 

“We officially adopted her a year ago,” Rodrigo explained. “But she’s 

been with use for eighteen months.” 

 

“So did you find her through an agency or…” 

 

Rodrigo and Uzi exchanged a look.  

 

“Not exactly…” Uzi started. 

 

“She was on the street. We took her in.” 

 

“I see,” Yniko responded knowingly. She looked Uzi in the eye, letting 

him know she wasn’t satisfied with that explanation. 

 

 

Calling in a favor 

 

I knew Lila didn’t like asking her father for help, she considered his 

resources as dirty as his money. But he owed me a favor, and damn if I 
wasn’t gonna do everything in my power to save my child. I’d used my 

influence as a tool when I’d had it in abundance, but these days I’m 

not sure that I really used it for good. Casualties didn’t matter back 

then as long as it was for the right reason.  

 

 



Advantage 

 

It wasn’t long before Jiro constantly had Yniko at his side, even 

bringing her to important “business” dinners. She usually said little 

beyond small talk and witty banter. Some of his closest confidantes 

and allies were suspicious, and his rivals thought he was getting 

sentimental. Six months after Jiro met Yniko, his right hand man 

decided to say what everyone had been thinking. 

 

“Why is she here?” Mr. Wu asked, eyeing Yniko from across the table. 
 

“To keep you from fucking over Jiro,” Yniko calmly stated. 

 

“How dare you! You, no better than a common--” 
 

Yniko stopped listening, she had heard this all before. She didn’t 

hide her boredom while she waited for him to finish.  

 

“None of what you said has anything to do with the fact that you made 
deals with both Mr. Guo and Ms. Joneson to help them offload some 

‘subpar goods’ onto Jiro.” Yniko had rehearsed what she was going to 
say enough times that referring to people as goods didn’t make her 

choke. Feigning ignorance, she continued, “Now I can’t pretend I have 

any knowledge about what type of goods these are, but I’m sure you are 

all aware of my reputation as a businesswoman. Even the Yakuza know 
not to question me.”  

 

“Liar.” Mr. Wu tried to smile away his anger, his face reddening, 

while his co-conspirators began to fidget. Yniko rolled her eyes. 

 

“Posture all you want,” she said. “Your words can’t hide the insurance 
policy you have in your pocket.” 
 

“Empty them,” Jiro commanded sternly, staring Mr. Wu dead in the eye. 

 

“Boss you know I-- You can’t believe--” 

 

“I did not ask you a question.” 

 



Mr. Wu reached into his pocket without breaking eye contact with Jiro. 

Even as Jiro’s knife flew into his chest and he sank to the floor, he 

held on. 

 

“I was…” he coughed, “only trying… to save us.. From--” Mr. Wu died 
before he could finish his warning. Mr. Guo and Ms. Joneson died 

shortly after from bullets to the brain. 

 

 

3pm 

 

“Your late-husband asked me for help once. I never liked him. Too much 

of a rule follower to be very interesting. And impossible to bribe. 
But I did for him what I could. Because of you.” 

 

“Are you saying that I’ve used up my favor?” 

 

“Not at all,” Dwight said, sipping his afternoon tea. I seemed to be 

the only person who knew that he could always be found in a private 
room at the Kween’s Kettle for their famous High Tea. He helped supply 

many of their rarer herbs, one of his few actually legal activities. 

“Have a scone--” he offered, “they’re delightful. Actually, you still 

have me ‘bent over a barrel’ as they say.” 

 

“You know I wouldn’t use Qumîr against you.” 

 

“I don’t. You could easily ruin me without dragging Lila’s mother into 
this. But I don’t simply owe you out of fear. I owe you my life. I 

don’t know anyone else who could’ve managed to smuggle the man who 

assassinated the Russian President against direct orders out of a 
country that was still fighting to exist. If I’d been caught, both 

myself and Kurdish sovereignty would’ve been ruined.” 

 

“Do you still love her?” I asked, reaching for a scone.  

 

“Qumîr? I don’t know. I will forever be grateful to her, but you know 

she didn’t hold men in very high regard. Qumîr wasn’t just a freedom 

fighter for her country, she was one for herself. She used to say she 

only tolerated me because I knew when to shut up and listen.” 



 

“I hope that’s still true. I need you to find some information for me. 

My child is missing. I know who, but not where. And I don’t have much 

time.”  

 

Grateful 

 

The little girl’s palm felt sweaty in her hand. Yniko knelt down to 

look into Ynez’s eyes. “Are you excited to meet your granddaddy?” 

 

Ynez cocked her head.  

 

“I already know Mr. Watanabe. He’s the one who brought me here. I 

don’t like him, but Papi says it’s good for us as a family.” 

 

“Do your Daddy and Papi know that he brought you here?” 

 

Ynez shook her head. “No. They found me in the bad place. I don’t 

remember where I was before that, just that I was happy. Before Mr. 

Watanabe brought me to the bad place.” 

 

“Why haven’t you told them?” 

 

“I don’t want them to hurt like I hurt. You won’t tell them, will you? 

Please?” 

 

Yniko nodded. She knew she couldn’t, even if she wanted to. She saw 

the potential consequences clearly, and couldn’t jeopardize her 

investigation. Ynez hugged her as she stood up.  

 

“Do you like Thanksgiving?” the girl asked her, eyes wide and curious. 

 

“I dunno. We never celebrated it growing up.” 

 

“It’s my first time too.” 

 

Yniko smiled, taking Ynez’s hand back into her own as they both 

prepared to hide their hatred for Jiro. 

 



6pm 

 

I had a feeling he’d have results for me fast. 

 

“Dad, what the fuck are you doing here?” Lila asked, slamming her 
modelo negro on the table. Vi snorted. 

 

Despite everyone’s insistence that I stay in, I was sick of being in 

my apartment. We compromised, deciding to go to the oldest Mexican 

restaurant in Oakland, which still probably had the same decort as it 

did when it opened in 1927. 

 

“Mona asked me to find some information for her--” 

 

“You couldn’t have just sent a text? Or had one of your goons come 

by?” 

 

“I don’t recall you always thinking my employees are goons. And no, I 
couldn’t have. I did this work myself, and I don’t trust anyone else 

with it.” 

 

“So you are the big crime boss,” Miyoko said, appraising the 
unassuming but dignified man before her. 

 

“And who might you be?” 

 

“I am Miyoko. And old friend of Ms. Oshi.” 

 

“It is an honor to meet you.” Dwight bowed slightly and Lila rolled 

her eyes. Miyoko was unimpressed by his charm. 

 

“I’m Vi,” Violet interrupted. “I freelance for––” 

 

“I am aware of who you are, Violet. I’m not hiring new muscle at the 

moment. However, if you’re willing to revive your Thorn hacking 

collective... someone with your background and connections could 

provide useful...” 

 



“Dwight,” I warned, “Does this look like a job fair to you? And I 

don’t see things going well for either of you if you hire her. You 

could get in enough trouble helping me with this.” 

 

“Who are you?” Miyoko asked, turning to Vi, who had tamal nearly 
spilling out of her mouth.  

 

“The people who are looking for Mona have my father. They think he can 

help them. I won’t let him be more blood on her hands.” 
 

“Neither will I.”  

 

Ke’Vaughn Félix 

 

Yniko stood at the edge of the pool of blood that was quickly 

spreading from his body. Only the heels of her stilettos remained 

clean. 

 

“You have to,” Agent Félix said. His cover had started about a year 
before Yniko’s, with him infiltrating one of the clubs that Jiro used 

as a front for his trafficking operations. He worked security, keeping 

certain people out of certain places. But his cover had been blown. 

And to keep hers safe, Yniko had to kill him. 

 

“Your wounds are lethal--” Yniko surveyed the aftermath of the 

gunfight that had left one of Jiro’s men dead and Ke’Vaughn bleeding 

out. 

 

“Not quite,” he cut her off. “If they find me in time they can keep me 

alive long enough to get the answers they want. Our orders are to 

avoid interrogation by their hands at all costs. Please, Yniko.”  
 

Yniko nodded and swallowed. She’d tried to avoid this. She picked up 

the dead man’s gun and fired two shots into the skull of her only 

friend. 

 

“He was going to kill me next,” she said as footsteps sounded behind 

her.  

 



“It’s okay baby, it’s over now,” Jiro whispered in her ear, removing 

the gun from her clenched hand. He would have preferred to catch the 

mole alive, but Yniko’s apparent dedication to him warmed his heart. 

Agent Félix’s blood and brains coated her, but Jiro didn’t ever want 

to let his black flower go.  

 

Docks 

 

Vi whistled. “I haven’t been to the docks in like, years... thought 
everyone gave up on this part of it since it’s always flooded during 

high tide.” 

 

“That’s exactly why we’re here,” Mona said.  

 

 

Mercy 

 

Yniko had never killed a person before. It was messy and often more 

trouble than just knocking someone unconscious. She didn’t cry but her 

body was shaking. 

 

She hated Jiro. Even as he spoke soothing words to her while cleaning 

the blood off her body, she could feel the shock and fury mingling 

together. She was cold. She was burning. She was numb. She could 

barely contain her thoughts. The only positive thing was that she Saw 

something when she shot Ke’Vaughn that told her how all this would 

end. It would not be the last time she pulled the trigger. 

 

 

Plan C 

 

I insisted on going alone, even though I knew they wouldn’t let me. So 

I agreed to go with Vi and Dwight.  

 

“If you try to go in without me, I’ll just show up anyway,” Lila said 

when both Dwight and I suggested she stay in the car. “Which has much 
more likelihood of me ruining things and getting killed.” 

 

Dwight sighed. “Do you even know how to shoot?” 



 

“Yes, mom taught me. I may be a pacifist, but mom also made sure my 
knife skills were accurate. I’m good enough to know how not to kill.” 
 

“You may have to. Something neither your ona or I wanted you to 
experience.” 

 

“I can live with that.”  

 

“I don’t know if I can.” 
 

“I will be at her side,” Miyoko said. “My beliefs permit me to take a 
life in self-defense.” 

 

“No, Miyoko--” I started. This was getting out of hand. 
 

“I don’t need to remind you how advanced I was in my Shotokan training 

even before we met. My retirement from teaching has not been idle.” 
 

I couldn’t help but over analyze my premonition-- I hadn’t seen 

Dwight, Lila or Miyoko in my vision. I tried not to assume the worst.  

 

 

Cold Blood 

 

Uzi watched her bullet tear through his father’s heart. All she said 

was “I don’t love you,” and pulled the trigger on her revolver, close 

range. Uzi stepped out of the secret corridor behind the bed. He had a 

habit of walking the hidden passageways Jiro had built into his home 

when he couldn’t sleep. Yniko turned to look at him. 

 

“I hated him too. I’ll help you hide.” 

 

Uzi walked up to her and took the gun from her hand. She suddenly 

looked lost, staring at the man who’d nearly dragged her under. Uzi 

wanted to be sure she wouldn’t use it on herself.  

 

“You don’t even know who I am.” 

 



“But we both know who he is. What he did to my daughter. What he does 
to everyone around him.”  

 

 

According to Plan 

 

“Ynez!” 

 

“Dad!” Vi ran towards her father, who was bound to a chair in the 

windowless room. Light from the ceiling reflected off the cold metal 

walls, casting strange glares. My skin prickled. This was too easy. He 

had to have known we were coming. There had been no guards by the 

warehouse, just a series of rooms sealed with Tecklocks™ which Vi and 
Miyoko had no trouble cracking. When we reached the center room, I 

suggested we split up. I could feel that this was the room I Saw.  

 

“Ynez, you have to go,” Uzi said. “This is--” 

 

“A trap,” I finished. “He’s right, you can’t be here for what’s next.” 

 

“I’m not leaving without him.” 
 

“I’m not asking you to. Uzi, do you know where that hatch in the floor 

goes?” 

 

“It’s just storage. Before I was tied up I explored every nook and 

cranny of this place.”  

 

“Hide there, Violet.” 
 

She nodded. Uzi looked between me and his daughter, as if trying to 

recognize people he used to know. 

 

“Explico mi nombre cuando we get out of here, okay dad?” 

 

After she was hidden, I headed back to try the door. It was locked. 

There were no cameras, but the doors had sensors that sent alerts 

whenever they were opened or closed. That way whoever controlled them 

could lock the doors, preventing intruders from escaping. I didn’t 



have to wait long before he showed up. His timing was good-- almost as 

good as mine. The realization made me feel nauseous. 

 

Mommy 

 

He was the spitting image of Jiro-- even had the same taste in suits. 

I would’ve thought he was a clone if it weren’t for the broad nose, 

deep blue eyes and wiry curls that were the same as my own. He dragged 

a barely conscious Inaren in with him. I heard the lock click as the 

door shut.  

 

“So, we finally meet. I am Nyko Watanabe, rightful heir to the Jiro 

Watanabe empire. Your son, and Uzi’s brother.” 
 

“You are not my family,” Uzi spit at Nyko’s feet. Nyko pulled a gun 
out of his jacket and shot Uzi. The blast passed an inch from my cheek 

bone. Uzi grit his teeth as his body slumped and his eyes shut.  

“That’s just the ‘shock’ setting,” Nyko explained. “It’s not as hard 

on the nervous system as the stun setting, but it’s a whole lot meaner 

than knocking someone unconscious.” 

 

“How?” I asked. He knew I wasn’t talking about the gun. 
 

“I was made in a lab, as a present. That’s why he named me after you. 
You see Jiro was very powerful. He paid off your doctor to retrieve 
some of your eggs when you were getting your birth control implanted. 

Then he had those eggs inseminated until one of them became a viable 

fetus. I was gestated in one of his ‘assets.’” 

 

“You mean one of the people he trafficked and then exploited.” 

 

“Oh yes, I know you had quite the sympathy for them. You see, I looked 
into you. I even went to Japan to find out who you were. Research is 
so easy when all you have is a picture. You never did find your 

sister, did you? What was it like, fucking the man who ruined her 
life? Did you hate yourself?” 

 

 

 



Another fuck 

 

Jiro's newest gift was Yniko's favorite by far. She would have to find 

a way to keep it after her mission ended. It was a black mesh bodysuit 

with a built in harness. Navy and deep purple lace overlay swirled 

around the structure of the harness to make it look like her cock 

sprang out of an expensive flowerbed. The lace flowed from her pelvis 

to her hips, fading as it crept higher onto her body.  

 

"Will you fuck me now?"  
 

"No," Yniko shook her head.  

 

"We both know that neither of us are ready. Does this dick look wet 
enough to you?"  

 

"I can fix that." Jiro dropped to his knees in front of Yniko and 

started sucking her off. She grabbed his hair and pulled. She hadn't 

expected it to feel this good tonight, and she still wasn't sure how 

she felt about enjoying sex with Jiro. She had no problem getting off, 

and her newfound intimacy was getting her access to all kinds of 

crucial intel.  

 

Since Yniko had saved Jiro's life, he considered her a good luck charm 

and insisted on her accompanying him while he conducted his business. 

She was worried Ke’Vaughn was getting jealous every time they reported 

their progress. He had infiltrated Jiro’s club network and was having 

a much less glamorous mission. Not that what she saw with Jiro was 

easy to stomach. His cruelty astounded her. She never imagined that 

she'd be having hot sex with a monster who was everything she'd ever 

hated.  

 

The next thing Yniko knew she had him bent over a snakeskin trunk as 

he begged her for more.  

 

"You disgust me," she said, thrusting slow and hard to emphasize each 
word she spit onto him. He cried out louder each time.  

 

"I don't deserve this," He panted.  



 

"You sure don't. You're a pitiful excuse for a human being." She meant 

every word.  

 

"Don't. Stop. Please. Don't stop. Please don't stop, please don't stop 

please don't– Oooh!" She kept thrusting faster and harder until she 

came, even harder than he did. 

 

Sibling Rivalry 

 

“Shut the fuck up,” Inaren said, half crouched at Nyko’s feet. Nyko 
smiled and kicked Inaren in the face. 

 

“Don’t you dare touch Inaren again.” I didn’t step any closer, knowing 
that any wrong move could cost me my child. 

 

“Oh your dear Inaren. Tell me, if you had known about me would you 
have taken me with you? Maybe if you had, I wouldn’t have grown up to 

resent you. I was born the day you killed my father. You destroyed any 

chance I had at a life. My birth mother died shortly after giving 

birth to me. She refused to feed me or herself. No one wanted to take 

me in-- her family only did so out of guilt. She was the last to 

immigrate, and Jiro was the cheapest option. Or so they thought. I 

didn’t even know who I really was until I was eighteen, when Jiro’s 
will said I owned everything. His money just sat in the bank, waiting 

for me. If only he had seen his death coming, he could’ve rewritten 

his will to provide for me sooner.” 

 

“You can See, can’t you?” 

 

“Yes,” Nyko said, smiling. “And not just into the future.”  

 

Condition of the Mother 

  

“It was easy to rise to the top, to claim my inheritance as Jiro’s 

son. I suppose that’s part of the reason Jiro kept you around-- 

knowing who’s going to double cross or try to kill you comes in handy. 

Inaren, how do you feel about having a big brother to watch over you 

now? Hope you’re not feeling left out that you didn’t get mom’s gift.” 



 

Inaren stood up, hands bound in blood stained ropes. “Only momma calls 

me that. You can call me Lawless.” Inaren slammed into Nyko, knocking 

him nearly to the ground. I could tell Nyko was not a man used to 

being surprised, or beaten. As I rushed towards them, Nyko pointed his 

gun at Inaren. Not that it stopped Inaren from jumping onto Nyko. Nyko 

fired, but Inaren still fell on him, knocking the gun from his hand. I 

walked over and grabbed it while Nyko was busy pushing Inaren’s still 

body off himself. He was brushing off his pants when I backhanded him 

with the gun in my hand. He obviously wasn’t much of a fighter.  

 

Actualization 

 

I held my ray-gun to his head. This wasn’t the one I kept under my 

pillow, it was fully lethal.  

 

“Go ahead,” he said, “shoot me. Just like you did my father. I’ve got 

my revenge.” 

 

I could’ve. I almost did. If I hadn’t already convinced myself of 

reason not to, I might have. The way his neck was bent, Nyko couldn’t 

see Vi untying Uzi or Inaren’s barely noticeable breathing. I wondered 

if we’d shared a vision of this moment, both incomplete. Neither of us 

knew how this would end, but Nyko thought he did. I decided to let him 
think he got what he wanted. I pulled the trigger. 

  

To the Rescue 

 

“Bout time y’all showed up,” I said as Dwight, Miyoko and Lila entered 

the room through the whole they’d just blasted through the wall. 

 

“Took a minute to set the charges,” Dwight said. 

 

“You did a good job though.” 

 

“Actually it was Lila. Apparently Qumîr taught her more than I 

thought.” 

 



“Um,” Violet said, her father half-draped over her shoulders, “I get 

that this is kind of a family reunion and bragging about your kid is 

expected, but can we please get the fuck out of here?” 

 

Rest 

 

I slept for two days. I thought I’d processed everything Jiro had done 

to me, who I’d become with him. Now to find out, fifty years later, 

about the most intimate way he’d violated me… I cried myself to sleep 

in Miyoko’s arms. I insisted Inaren stay in my guest room.  

 

Dwight looked at me like I’d grown a second head when I told him to 

take care of Nyko for me. Until I decided what to do about him. I 

never loved Jiro, but could I love his son? Our child? 
 

August 

 

“This is the second time I’ve had to nurse you back to health, Lale. 
You better not be making this a habit,” Lila was saying as I walked 

into my guestroom.  

 

“I’m not makin any promises, but I’ll try to get in less trouble.” 

Inaren’s grin was almost the same as Lucien’s. I sighed, knowing that 

both my children had a habit of echoing their fathers.  
 

“Inaren,” I started, sitting at the edge of the bed, “What can you 

tell me about the time you spent with Nyko?” 

 

Nyko Watanabe-Black  

  

“Are you sure you want to do this?”  

 

I nodded. Dwight uopened the door and I stepped into the room. There 

were no windows, just a large skylight that took up one side of the 

slanted ceiling. Nyko sat on the bed. He didn’t look at me as I took a 

seat on the reading chair across from him.  

 

“Why didn’t you kill me? I Saw you pull the trigger and everything 
going black. I assumed that meant I would die.” 



 

“That what you wanted, boy?” 

 

“Yes. I wanted you to lose everything, to hurt as I did.”  
 

“You asked me what I would’ve done if I’d known about you. Honestly, I 

probably would’ve paid for your birth mother’s abortion. Jiro violated 

both of us. Haven’t had any regrets about killing him.” 

 

“I read his journals. He loved you more than anyone. You saw who he 

was and didn’t want to leave, you accepted him. Or so he thought.” The 

venom in Nyko’s words was meant to sting, but he was the one who it 

hurt. I shook my head.  

 

“I never would’ve been able to walk away from a man like that and 

live, his love was was something that took all of you. The things I 

saw him do, the things he confessed to me… I learned to pretend not to 

be disgusted. After a while nothing fazed me. I couldn’t even hate 

him, all that emotion would have killed me. So I repressed it. Years 

later I hated myself for being able to stand him.”  

 

“I guess you’re where I get my sentimentality from.” Nyko sounded 

ashamed. 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

“I inherited Jiro’s wealth, but I never joined Chrysalis. I own a 

chain of supermarkets. I lied. I wanted you to think that your absence 

turned me into the monster Jiro was. That you could’ve saved me if 

only you had been there, or if only I had lived.” 

 

“Why you tellin me all this?” 

 

“I heard the rumors about him, I always assumed they were somewhat 

exaggerated––” 

 

“They weren’t. Most people don’t even know the half of it. I’m still 

not convinced he really knew what love was--” 

 



“He loved us-- me before I was even born. He gave more of your name 
than his-- I’m actually Nyko Watanabe-Black. He wrote that I was a 

testament to his feelings for you.” 
 

“He didn’t even truly love Uzi, not really,” I shook my head. “Jiro 

saw him as a potential accomplishment, an extension of his own ego. He 

was secretly proud Uzi didn’t follow in his footsteps... not that he 

would’ve admitted it.” 

  

“And yet I’ve spent my entire life trying to be something I thought my 

father would have been proud of.” 

 

“You know how any of this will end?” 

 

“No.” 

 

“Me neither.”  

 

Brothers  

 

“He rewrote his will early in the morning just as I was born, maybe 

about an hour before you watched Yniko shoot him--” 

 

“Her name is Mona,” Uzi said softly. The husky build from his youth 

hadn’t changed much, but he seemed less restless and angsty. As a 

baker, he had more useful outlets for his anger. 

 

“She was Yniko then. I don’t care who she is now, but Yniko is my-- 

our father’s murderer. You wouldn’t even talk to his lawyers, you just 
moved to Miami as if he never existed. His penthouse went to you, Uzi, 

but all his money would go to me once I turned 18. Yniko was to be 

able to access the account on my behalf. But she was declared dead, so 

there was no one to care for me. No one would even tell me who I was 

until I was 16. I had no idea why I thought was my family hated me so 

much. Can you imagine? Growing up feeling like a curse, only to 

overhear your oba and oji trying to convince your sobo to hand over 

your birth certificate so they could have some control over your 

inheritance. All they got was the Penthouse and to never have to see 

me again.” 



September 

 

“I understand.” 

 

“How could you? You had a father. You have no idea what it’s like to 
live up to an expectation that you can never meet, to follow in the 

footsteps of a man that you can never hope to know. ” 

 

“He missed my birth.”  

 

Uzi looked at me, surprised, then turned back to his sibling. 

 

“We were never in sync, always misunderstanding each other. For most 

of my life I thought he was kind of an asshole. We clashed constantly 

as I got older, and I began to reject his approval. I left home when I 

was sixteen. I didn’t come back until my twenties. By then my dad was 

dying. But his name--Lawless-- still means something. I inherited a 

legacy that is impossible to continue.” 

 

“Then why not go by your other name, Oshi?” 

 

Inaren smiled.  

 

“I think you know why.” 

 

“He’s the one thing that you can’t get rid of.” 

 

 

Violet 

 

“I picked Violet as my alias because it’s one of the translations for 

Murasaki, the name my Fathers’ gave me.” 

 

“We’ve missed you,” Uzi said, taking the coffee I handed him. “Ever 

since you quit that tech job you’ve been so distant.” 

 

“I hated that fucking job. Coding up to twelve hours a day, it was 
like a goddamn factory. And I kinda got fired for hacking into the 

system all the time. So I figured I’d just do that for a while and get 



paid to fuck shit up. I knew you and Papá wouldn’t exactly approve, so 

I kinda tried to keep away. Especially after some trolls doxxed one of 

my colleagues for some of her public activism. We were at her studio 
when some of them actually followed through on their threats. Three 

months of hospitalization and a year of physical therapy later, I 

decided I needed another career change. Came out here and started 

beating the shit out of people for a living. Was fun for a while, but 

didn’t make me any less angry.”  

 

“Jesus fucking christ Ynez! And you never thought to come back to 

Miami for the past five years?” 

 

“Well, I did go back… how do you think I found out you were missing? 

Even abuela was worried… y tú sabes que she doesn’t really like you.”  

 

“Which is why I took a vacation in the first place, she’s been testing 

me since she moved in two years ago. I was actually coming to find 

you.”  

 

Couch Surfing 

 

Uzi was living in my guest room. He would’ve stayed w his daughter, 

but Violet never stayed in one place for that long and rarely paid 

rent. I was hoping she could stay at Inaren’s office.  

 

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Vi asked as we waited by the 

office door.  

 

“It’s the best one I’ve got while we sort shit out.” 

 

“I guess you’re-- Oh. Hi Lila.” 
 

“Mona, good to see you. Hello Violet, I’ve been meaning to speak with 

you. Come on in, we just brewed a fresh pot of coffee.” 

 

Violet and I exchanged a look as Lila led us into one of the mediation 

rooms, which used to be the guest room. Inaren came in a few seconds 

after with a tray, carrying one of Lila’s favorite copper coffee sets. 

 



“We’ve been talking and… ” Lila started, clearing her throat “and, 

well, I owe you an apology. You helped save Lawless’s life. And you’re 

family now, even if it is in a weird, round-a-bout, really fucked up 
way.” 

 

“I’m sorry too. Ya know, for almost killing you, Lawless. Both times. 

Not really sure I’ve made up for it, but… I’d like to try. I wouldn’t 

have found my father without any of you.”  

 

“Well, you’re gonna be staying here for a while, so we got some time 

for everyone to make it up to each other,” Inaren said.  

 

“What? How did? But I haven’t even asked yet…” 

 

Inaren and I exchanged a look and both of us started laughing. Lila 

tried to hide her amusement by rolling her eyes.  

 

“These two can practically read each other’s minds. They get real 
mischievous.” 

  

“I appreciate the warning.”  

  

 

October 

 

“Have you had a chance to let anyone know what happened?” Uzi asked. 

 

Nyko laughed darkly. “What do you mean?” 

 

“Like friends, family, a partner…” 

 

“I’m divorced. Twicefold. I have an ex wife and an ex husband. Neither 
of them can stand me. Haven’t had much of a social life since the 

second divorce, finding Mona pretty much took all my free time.” 

 

“I’m sorry to hear that.”  

 

“At least we didn’t have kids.” 

 



“Did you ever want any?” 

 

Nyko sighed, shifting his gaze from Uzi to me.  

 

“My second spouse and I considered it, we even looked into adopting. 

But I fucked that up… hearing all these kids’ tragic backstories made 

me feel guilty or reminded me too much of my own childhood. But I 

couldn’t tell him that. It was too painful. I didn’t think he’d be 

able to understand, so I only let him see one side of me: the coward. 

So he left.”  

 

“I don’t think you’re a coward, not anymore,” Uzi said gently, resting 

a hand on his brother’s shoulder. “I get that you’re fucked up, and 

most of it isn’t really your fault. But the thing is you’re still 

young, you’re only fifty. You have time to take responsibility for 
your life. To let go of Jiro-- you don’t have to live in his shadow.”  

 

November 

 

I didn’t quite tell Nyko the truth when I said I didn’t know how this 

would end. It was one of those situations where there was no clear 

outcome-- so in that case I didn’t know-- but I could see the 
possibilities. And their consequences.  

 

 

December 

 

We decided a semi public place was the best option for New Year’s, it 

lowered the likelihood of anyone being killed or seriously injured. It 

was also neutral ground-- more or less. Our private room at the cliff 

house was courtesy of another member of the Big Three, the Madame. 

She’d bought out a corner of the terrace a ways back, paying for a new 

wall so that she could have her own private meeting and dining room.  

 

“This is the first time I’ve left my place without my safety-escort in 

the past few months that I’ve lived here. And here I thought you were 

above bribery, mother.”  
 



By his “place” Nyko meant his court assigned housing. We decided not 

to press charges-- it would mean more trouble for all of us if there 

was an investigation. And I refused to let Dwight brush it under the 

rug. Nyko had to undergo a psych eval to identify any risks of harm to 

himself or others before he was free to leave his apartment. After a 

week, his therapist determined that he wasn’t likely to become 

outwardly violent, but that he was at high risk of harming himself. So 

they assigned him a live-in safety-escort, someone who both kept him 

from being isolated and helped monitor his symptoms.  

 

“I think you know by now that I have plenty of connections.” I felt 

him looking at me, but I refused to turn to look at him. I merely 

glanced at him sitting next to me out of the corner of my eye.  

 

“Oh yes,” Nyko smiled without any warmth in his eyes. “I am aware of 

the close relationship between your late husband and the former 
Mayor.” 

 

“Nyko,” Inaren warned, “you know my dad ain’t got shit to do with you, 

leave him out of this.” 

 

For a moment, my son looked regretful. He sighed, seeming to release 

some tension within himself. 

 

“I’m sorry. Dr. Sanusi is working with me to not project my bitterness 

onto other people. I really don’t want to fuck up my relationship with 

you.” 

 

I wasn’t surprised that my children seemed to get along. Although Lila 

didn’t trust Nyko as far as she could throw him, and Uzi was still 

unsure, Inaren didn’t seem to mind being kidnapped and almost 

killed... and obviously didn’t consider him a threat. Maybe Inaren had 

more of both my and Lucien’s talents than I thought.  
 

 

7.1  

 

The rattling of windows was the first sign. Then I looked down to see 

the water sloshing over the rim of my glass. Lila and Vi were outside, 



smoking, when the shaking started. Dwight, Inaren and Miyoko ducked 

under the table immediately. Nyko froze, unsure what was happening. I 

pushed him to the side, shielding him with my body as the chandelier 

above our seats fell. 

 

 

Under the Table 

 

The Madame had somewhat rustic taste, and chose a found-wood table for 

her dining room. The redwood slab held up by steel legs was sturdy 

enough not crumble underneath the piece of wall that fell against it. 

The drywall actually split around the table, closing it in on three 

sides. On the fourth were panes of of bulletproof glass knocked out of 

the windows.  

 

Outside 

 

Smoking wasn’t allowed within 25 feet of any entrances to the 

building, so Violet and Lila walked along the the walled promenade to 

smoke. When the earthquake hit, both of them went over the wall 

separating paved concrete from cliff and sea. 

 

 

Mother & Son 

 

My leg was pinned under the fallen chandelier. As a child I’d had a 

vision of the moment that it crashed onto me. It had been abstract-- 

sharp, scraping pain, blunt impact, light scattering in fragments 

around me-- but I didn’t forgotten it. Something had pierced my foot, 

and ruins of the lighting were scattered up to my knee. Luckily it 

wasn’t connected to power anymore. I was pretty sure my tibia was 

broken somewhere along my shin. It wasn’t the worst pain I’d felt, but 

fuck me if it wasn’t close. 

 

“Nyko?” I called out, hoping he was at least unhurt. No response. A 
couple minutes later I felt a hand touch mine. When I heard coughing, 

I craned my head as much as I could behind me to see Nyko slumped on 

the floor, against a piece of wall that had been dividing the Madame’s 



room from the main terrace room. She should have paid more for it. 

“You hurt?” I could see blood running down his face. 

 

“No,” he shook his head. “It’s just a flesh wound. Had way worse in my 

rugby days.” He tried to smile, but it seemed to hurt him. 

 

“Don’t get up,” I said, “You probably have a concussion.” 

 

“I don’t.”  

 

“How much of this did you See?” 

 

“Just you, with your leg pinned under that chandelier. I had it when I 

was young, one of my first vivid ones that I knew wasn’t a dream. You 

were too real, your pain too… tangible.” 

 

I wanted him to keep talking, it helped ease the pain. 

 

“What did you feel?” 

 

“Confusion, mostly. Eventually I realized that the old woman-- you-- 

was important in my life. I didn’t know it until I saw a picture of 

you. That’s when it all started coming together. I didn’t think that I 

would actually be here when it happened. I didn’t have awareness of 

any emotions other than your pain.”  

 

“None at all?” 

 

“Well…” Nyko pushed himself slowly into a seated position, rubbing his 

head. “There was... calmness, a sense of relief I think? I’m having a 
bit of trouble focusing…” 

 

“Keep talking,” I said. “It’ll help you stay alert.” 

 

“Okay. Yeah... you were in so much pain but almost grateful? about it… 

No, that isn’t quite right… And you weren’t scared. Why aren’t you 

afraid? Your injury could kill you, you could lose your leg…” 

 

“True. But you would’ve died if this had crashed on your head.”  



 

“Why did you save me? After everything I’ve done--” 

 

“Despite your best efforts to become Jiro, it’s obvious that you’re 

not him. And despite my past, I am not a killer.” 
 

“Still, you could’ve chosen to just get yourself out of the way, you 

didn’t have to help me.” 

 

“Boy, please. You know damn well I am not the kind of person to spare 
your life only to let it end because of a goddamn falling light 

structure.” 

 

“You keep surprising me, actually.” Nyko smiled softly, brushing dirt 

from the shoulder length coils of hair that had fallen from his bun. 

 

“What did you expect me to be?” 

 

“A cold, manipulative woman with no remorse. Emotionally unavailable.” 

 

“Did something you See make you think that?” 

 

“No,” Nyko shook his head. He winced, immediately regretting it. “It’s 

how my exes describe me. It’s how I learned to cope with this ability 

to know things that would happen. I have Seen so many horrible things, 

tragedies coming into the world. The only way I could cope was to stop 

caring. Eventually, I didn’t really care about anything, not even 

myself. The only purpose I had was avenging my father. Which I failed 

at.” 

 

“Yeah, well, Jiro was an asshole.” The pain was making me lose my 

filter. Nyko was right, I could die here. If I was going to bleed out 

or hit my head on something during an after shock or be electrocuted 

in front of my son, he could deal with the truth. “He was actually the 

second person I killed.” 

 

“I read about the first one, your fellow agent right?” Nyko was 

looking at me with more sympathy than judgement, for once.  

 



“I didn’t have a choice. We were trained to die before getting 

captured or interrogated. If I hadn’t shot him, Jiro would’ve done it 

himself and made it last as long as possible. He lost his first wife 

because of a spy, so he hated them. After he was gone I felt truly 

alone, all I had was my mission. No one else knew the truth about me.” 

 

“You never told Uzi?” 

 

“No. Even after he helped me hide, I wasn’t going to endanger him by 

telling him who I really was.” 

 

“You’re a real angel of mercy, aren’t you?” 

 

I glared at him. He grinned. His laugh was surprisingly warm. 

 

“I mean it mother-- or should I call you Okaasan? Momma?” 

 

“Okaasan is fine.” I was losing feeling in my foot, and I could feel 

blood rushing from my skin with each pump of my heart. I didn’t think 

Nyko wanted to watch me die, so I was glad my black wide-legged pants 

hid how badly I was wounded. 

 

“Okay Okaasan. I do mean it, you are merciful. It didn’t take me long 
to realize you aren’t who I thought you were. Seeing you, like this, 

it scares me. For so long, I thought I knew who you were. My father’s 

killer, but he was the reason you killed. If not for him, your hands 
would be clean. Now, that you could be gone, it makes me feel 

unstable. You have been the only certainty in my life for fifteen 

years… but I was wrong. I accepted that I would avenge my father and 

die for it. Other than that I was nothing. The past few months I’ve 

been working to accept that I have you. I have family. And I can’t 
accept losing you. I won’t. You will not die here.” 
 

“Do you know that?” 
 

“I feel it.” 
 

“I’ll take that as a ‘no.’” 

 



Nyko reached out to grab my hand. “Your hands are cold.” He frowned, 

checking my pulse through my wrist. I was starting to feel faint, my 

vision blurring around the edges. I think he was talking to me, but I 

don’t know what he said. There was banging, the sound of something 

crashing to the floor, more voices. I felt pressure release from my 

leg. Then I felt nothing. Someone lifted me up, holding me to their 

chest. I let myself relax-- not that I had much of a choice, my energy 

was quickly fading-- my head nestled into the space between neck and 

collarbone.  

  

 

  


