2-23-2036 
Hinata City, Kanagawa Prefecture 
Roughly 45 miles west of Tokyo 
10:53 A.M 

“Missing…………what do you mean missing?” 

“I mean Akira, that as of earlier this morning, the United States government lost complete track of your parents. They were staying at the Watergate hotel. At 17:00 hours they left their room to go eat and run some errands. They were tracked by our people until they went back to the hotel. They retired to their room for the evening last night at 22:00 hours and at 01:30, the bodyguard standing over their room heard some kind of disturbance in their room. When he went inside to investigate, they were gone.” 

Akira was beginning to feel himself go numb. He sat down on the ground and Wright sank to a crouching position next to him. That cold feeling when you know something bad has happened but you are still trying to fight the acceptance of it had taken hold. How could they be missing? I just saw my parents…..they can’t be missing…… For some reason, at that exact moment, the memory of the smell of his mothers lotion welled up in him. Feeling his throat tighten up, he looked at Wright, 

“Who took them?” 

“We don’t know that for sure yet but we do have some ideas. There is already an international search going on and every federal officer in the United States has been notified.” 

Akira nodded but it did nothing to ease the pain. They might be dead already….or tortured or God knows what. Then something occurred to him. 

“How did they get my parents out of the room if there was a bodyguard there? Surely he saw something.” 

Wright then stood up and extended his hand to Akira’s. Akira took it and Wright helped him off the ground. Akira began to brush the grass off of himself. 

“That was the exact question that we asked ourselves. Before I elaborate any further though, I need you to come with me Akira.” 

“Go with you……to where?” 

Wright stepped forward and put his hands on Akira’s shoulders. Looking down at the boy, he had a deadly serious expression on his face. 

“How would you like the chance to get your parents back Akira?” 

Akira looked back at him in disbelief, 

“What do you mean get them back, what can I do?” 

“Just answer the question, do you want to get your parents back?” 

Akira was beginning to become frustrated, 

“OF COURSE I DO!, WHAT KIND OF QUESTION IS THAT?!?” 

Wright let go of Akiras shoulders and began to walk out of the garden, 

“Follow me.” 

Akira started walking and fell in behind the man. “Wait, where are we going?” 

“I can’t tell you that right now.” 

Akira stopped dead in his tracks and felt his face go red with anger, 

“If you don’t tell me, I’m not going. As of 30 minutes ago, my entire world was the way it always had been and then you, a person I have never even heard of in my life, show up to tell me that my parents have gone missing from a hotel in another country. Then you won’t answer my questions as to the details of their kidnapping and you ask me if I want to get them back? OF COURSE I DO, WHAT CHILD WOULDN’T! NOW TELL ME WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON?” 

Wright turned around and walked back to Akira. Reaching into his suit jacket pocket, he pulled out something small and white and handed it to the boy. Akira took it and it did not take him but a moment to realize that he was staring a photograph. Suddenly a realization came over him that he had seen this photograph before. 

Akira was about five years old the last time he had seen this picture. He had come home from school and had made his way into his dads home office, hoping to show him a project he had finished at school and had done well on. When he went into the office however, there was no one there and he assumed that his dad had stepped out. Pulling himself up into his dads chair he had sat in it for a few minutes, pushing himself off the desk with his legs and spinning around in the chair. After he bored with that he had started looking through his father desk for things to play with. 

Pulling the bottommost drawer open on the right side of the desk, he had discovered a manila envelope laying on the top. Curiosity getting the best of him, as it would most five year olds, he had opened it and looked inside. All that was inside was a single photograph. In the picture were his parents and he smiled when he saw them. His parents looked much younger than they did now and he decided that the picture must have been taken immediately after they had been married. They did not have the wrinkles and work lines that had begun to plague them in their more recent years. 

His mother was standing in the front of the picture and she was wearing her work clothes and had a lab coat on. His father was standing behind her, arms wrapped around her waist and hands locked on her stomach. He was resting his chin on the crown of her head and they looked to be very much in love. It was the object behind his parents though that had really caught his attention. 

The picture had been taken in a lab somewhere. In the background, you could see other people in lab coats, most of whom were carrying clipboards or looking at papers. There was a walkway running the wall on the other side of the room and it appeared from the photograph that the room was probably an octagon or some other even geometric shape. In the center of the room, just behind where his parents were standing was a raised platform of some kind. On the platform, was one of the strangest looking things Akira had ever seen. 

It was a stone of some kind, probably 8 or 9 feet tall. The color and consitency of it reminded him of the pictures that he had seen of Stonehenge in Scotland. The most notable feature of all though, was the strange writing that was all over the front of it. Whatever alphabet that was, Akira had never seen it before nor since. That sometime bothered him to this day. He had been educated at Oxford and had been exposed to most forms of writing. He also spoke 5 languages fluently and could understand even more. Still, that writing eluded him. 

It was not 15 seconds that he had been staring at the picture when he heard his father clear his throat. Akira had been startled and has dropped the picture on the floor and looked up at his father. The look on his dads face was not a pleasant one and Akira instantly sensed that he was in trouble. He tried to apologize, 

“I’m sorry daddy…..I didn’t mean to look at it….I just came in here to show you something. I’m sorry” 

He hung his head and waited for the lecture. Strangely, it never came. His father had merely walked over, reached down and picked the picture up and off of the floor. Putting it back in the folder, he placed it on his desk, picked Akira up, sat down in his chair and placed Akira down in front of him. 

“I thought I told you to stay out of here if I wasn’t here.” His fathers voice was dead and montone. Akira felt a himself wince. 

“I know. I shouldn’t have looked through your things. I’m so sorry.” The stinging pain that a child feels when he knows he disappointed a parents and is truly sorry for it began to build its way into his chest. He felt tears well into his eyes and was trying to blink them back when a hand had lifted his chin up. Looking into his fathers face, wiped his tears away and had waited for his fathers verdict. Suddenly though, his dad smiled and tousled his hair. 

“I’m glad that your sad Akira, that means you are sorry for what you did and you know that you did something wrong. In the future, see to it that you stay out of here unless I’m in here. There things in here that you do not need to see or know about. Do you understand me?” 

“Yes father.” 

“Good, now go find your mother, tell her I want my dinner and I want it pronto.” 

Akira saw a teasing smirk on his fathers face and he felt a smile blossom onto his own face. 

“You know shes going to come in here and hit you.” 

“I’m counting on it. Now get out of here.” 

As he turned around to leave, he had looked back at his father, 

“Why do you always like to tease mom?” 

A strange kind of smile had then passed over his fathers face and it would be years before Akira had understand the motivation behind it, 

“I’ll tell you when you older.” 

With that Akira had left the office and was so happy that he had not gotten in trouble that he had pushed the photograph out of his mind for the time being. However, here it was now, in his hand and in the possession of someone who shouldn’t have it at all. 

“Where did you get this?” Akira felt his hand shaking. Seeing his parents there in the picture was bringing the searing reality of what was going on back into his mind. 

“I promise you Akira, that as soon as I can, I will tell you everything that you need to know. But for right now, I need you to trust me. I want to get your parents back almost as much as you do. I’ve been a colleague of your fathers for many years.” 

Akiras head snapped up and he looked Wright in the eye, 

“You know my father…how?” 

Sympathy played out in Wrights blue eyes and he met Akiras gaze, 

“I’ve worked with him and your mother on many projects that they have overseen in the United States. Your dad is a good man and your mom a wonderful women. I’d rather die than see harm come to them and I swear you that I am going to do everything I can to get them back here quickly and unharmed. To do that though, I need for you to come with me. I need you to trust me. You are going to play a more important role in getting your parents back than you think. I promise you that I will tell you everything you need to know in good time.” 

“If I come with you, it will help get my parents back? How do I know that I can trust you” Akira looked at the man in suspicious disbelief. He wanted to trust him, wanted to go with him. 

“Look at the picture again, at the far right side in the back, just above your moms right shoulder.” 

Akira looked at the picture again and about fell over. There, holding a clipboard and dressed in a lab coat, was what could be no other than Dorian Wright. He looked a bit younger than the man standing in front of him but there was no mistaking that it was the same man. Akira looked back up at Wright and saw a smile on the corner of the mans lips. 

“You were there with them.” 

“As I said, I’ve worked with your parents for quite a few years. They are some of the best people I know. Now, will you come with me.” 

Akira looked at the photograph one more time and then looked back at Wright. Handing the photograph back to the man, he stated in a confident voice, 

“Lead the way sir.” 

Wright smiled and turned to walk away, 

“I’m glad you’ve chosen to come with me Akira. I promise you, not only will we get your parents back but I would also say that you have one hell of a ride ahead of you.
