2-23-2036
Hinata City, Kanagawa Prefecture
Roughly 45 miles west of Tokyo
10:37 A.M




“Shimada-sensei, you have a visitor.”

Hearing his name called, Akira slowly opened one eye.

“Who is it Charles?”

“I do not know sir. He say that he in an American and that he needs to speak with you. He is fairly important looking. He said he is representing the United States Government but nothing beyond that.”

“Where is he?”

“He is waiting in the south garden sir. Would you like me to take a message and till the gentleman you are occupied.?”

“That will not be necessary Charles, I will meet with him.”

“Very good sir.”

With that, Charles bowed, turned promptly on one heel and walked back down the hallway. Standing up from the cross-legged position in which he had been meditating, Akira began making his way to the south garden of his families estate. The Shimada estate was a huge compound, one of the largest estates in Japan. The main house, a large structure designed with a mixture of both Western and traditional Japanese architectural styles, was famous in the local area. Akira’s father had been educated in the west, as had Akira and it showed in everything they did. You could walk into one wing of the Shimada estate and see nothing but the usual small rooms with the rice paper walls and mats on the floors that were the staple in any Asian country and then if you walked over to a different wing, you came across huge rooms, with couches, arm chairs, book cases, chandeliers, paintings and tapestries and many other items that were traditional of the west, where space was an abundant commodity. The family used the different rooms depending on their moods and if they had guests. If his father was entertaining a fellow business partner from the Unites States or England he used the western style rooms and vice-versa for his Asian business partners.

The gardens on the east, west and south sides of the house were each a mixture of trees and flowers from across the world. In one part of the garden you might have a small collection of cherry blossom and bonsai trees, both distinctly Japanese and then if you walked to a different area, you would see a grove of palm trees with a pool underneath them, giving it an oasis feeling. Even the food the Shimada’s ate was a distinct mixture of cultures. Akira’s father had made it a point to have a cook hired to his staff that was capable of making a good pepperoni pizza, something that was unheard of in Japan for the most part, but was common in the United States with it’s high mixture of cultures. When Akira’s father had attended school in the U.S., he had fallen in love with the Italian cuisine and still ate a hot pepperoni pizza with extra cheese every Friday. Akira had quickly discovered that he had a weakness for French fries and to this day he had his private chef make him a batch of the golden brown delicacies for him every so often.

Reaching the southern end of his house, Akira walked out of the back door and onto the covered walkway that led to the wall of green that was the southern garden. The garden itself was actually surrounded on one side by a large wall of pine trees, so it gave the impression of simply being a large bank of trees, however once a person entered through a small break, you came across a huge layout of trees, flowers, statues, waterfalls and pools. As he walked down the path, many of the servants, gardeners, maintenance hands, cooks, maids and butler who were employed by the Shimada’s all bowed deeply as he walked by, as was the traditional Japanese custom when a person of higher station, a “noble as it were” walked by. Akira kept walking and acknowledged each of them in turn. As a young boy, his mother and father had instilled in him a deep sense of humility and kindness. 

Actually, he though to himself with a smirk, they sort of beat it into me. When Akira had been about 5 years old he had once told one of his hand maidens to get out of his sight, because she hadn’t brought him his lunch quick enough. The poor women, fearing for her job, had left in tears, bowing profusely and apologizing over and over again. When word of the incident had reached his mother and father, they were enraged. Akira still winced when he remembered the hours long lecture, the quick and painful lashings with the bamboo cane and the embarrassment he had felt when they had made him personally serve lunch to the hand maiden for the next month. He could still hear his mothers voice,

“Remember Akira, you live a life of privilege because of others, not because of yourself. Everything we have, everything we are would not have been possible had it not been for the loyal and wonderful people who had supported your father in his company all of the years. Without them, you are nothing, remember that and treat people as such. There is honor in humility my son.”

After that, he had gone and apologized again to the maid and to this day, every once in awhile, he made a point of going and having lunch with the women, whom he had long since become very good friends with.

Reaching the garden, he walked through the opening in the wall of trees and looked around for his visitor. It was not long before he saw him. The man was large, even by American standards. He was Caucasian and looked to be about six foot six and probably in the neighborhood of 270 pounds. A short military style haircut sat atop a severe, no nonsense face. Dressed in a grey business suit with a tie, he was sitting on a bench looking into one of the koi ponds. When he saw Akira, the man stood up and walked to meet him. The man walked with the kind of fluid grace that one would normally find in a martial artists or a trained soldier. Even at his size, Akira guessed the man probably knew how to throw his weight around, or so the western saying went. When he reached Akira, the man placed his hands together in from of him and bowed deeply but not before Akira noticed the ring on his right hand,

“Konichiwa Shimada-Sama. Watashi wa Dorian Wright desu.”

Akira was slightly taken aback, although he did not let it show. The man’s Japanese was perfect, with no hint of the stuttering or accent-cross over that normally came along with someone who was using a second language. After the man, apparently a one Dorian Wright, straightened up, Akira took a step forward and offered his hand to the man.

“Hello Mr. Wright, I am Akira Shimada.”

If the man was surprised at all with Akira’s English, he did not let it show and he took Akira’s hand and shook it with a powerful grip.

“It is very nice to meet you Mr. Shimada. Please forgive me but I’ll cut straight the point. I suppose the first question you have to ask is why am I here and who am I?”

“Call me Akira please and yes, I was wondering why a representative of the United States government was asking to speak to me?”

Akira saw a shot of steel flash through the mans green eyes. It was the kind of subtle change that someone made to themselves when they went from being serious to being deadly serious. All of a sudden, Akira got a very weird feeling that something was not right. 

“How much do you know about what your parents company does?”

For the second time today, Akira was taken aback. Akira’s family owned the Shima-Tech conglomerate, the largest weapons designer in the Pacific Rim. Akira’s father, Tatsuya, had come from a poor family, but with hard work and lots of luck, he had landed himself a scholarship to attend Tokyo University on an engineering scholarship. After completing his first four years of study, Tatsuya had found a job in the U.S.A in California and while he worked, he had attended Cal-Tech and had eventually graduated with a PhD in engineering. While there, he had met an American born Japanese women named Mutsumi, who was also a graduate student in the field of physics at Cal-Tech and they had fallen in love and eventually married. Deciding to travel back to Japan, they had started out with very little money and had taken out some massive loans to start a company that worked with the Japanese and American governments on new weapons and forms of power. They had nearly gone bankrupt when Akira’s parents had made some kind of breakthrough and to this day, no one knew what it was. Shortly thereafter however, the United States government and the Japanese government had jointly purchased the project from Shimada-Tech and the sum they gave his parents had been enough for them take the company to where it was today. Tanks, airplanes, guns, tracking systems, artillery, anything and everything that had to do with weaponry and technology, Shimada-Tech had a hand in it. Needless to say, many of the projects that his parents company worked on were classified and so Akira never really knew exactly what it was his parents did every day, only that they ran the company and still aided in the design of many of the most important projects. Looking back up at the man, Akira shook his head,

“Very little, why do you ask?”

“You do know that your parents have been away on business in the U.S for the last week correct?”

Akira nodded. He could still remember talking to his mother before she had boarded their families jet.

“Be good son, remember, I love you.”

She had kissed him on the cheek. He could remember shoving her away playfully and giving her a hug. She had whispered in his ear.

“We will only be gone a week, so don’t worry about anything.”

He could remember thinking that her comment had been odd but before he could ask her about it, she had parted from him and was going up the ramp to the plane. He could still smell the lotion his mother always wore, a sweet mix of Jasmine and some other flower he had never been able to identify. Akira’s father was already on board and had waved to him from on of the windows. Akira had waved back and given him the thumbs-up sign, indicating that everything would be fine. His father had returned it and then they had taxied off and were gone. That had been 3 days prior.

“Of course I knew they were gone. Is everything all right?”

Wright looked suddenly disturbed, as if he had something to say but couldn’t quite get it out. Akira took a step forward and looked the man dead in the eye,

“Mr. Wright, what happened to my parents?

“Akira, as of 1:32 A.M this morning, your parents went missing.”
