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        1991

        Tokyo

      

      

      We walked up the hill to Takanawadai in silence. We went into the hotel bar and had two drinks. Mine were double gin and tonics as I needed something strong to calm my nerves. The alcohol, far from making me confident like it usually does, made me jittery, and by the time we got to his room, I was a nervous wreck.

      He knew.

      He didn't waste any time. 'How far are you willing to push the envelope out?' he said like he had earlier. 'You've done it before.' I knew what he was talking about, of course, but I played dumb. 'What do you mean?' I said. 'You've done it before,' he repeated. 'John Hazel.' No elaboration. 'This is what you're going to do.'

      I left the hotel on Thursday morning thinking: it's Pete or me.
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        Thursday, February 28, 1991

        Ginza/Shinjuku, Tokyo

      

        

      
        PETE BOND

      

      

      'What did you did at the weekend, Pete-san?'

      'Did… did… did?'

      'Ah sorry, Pete-san. What did you do?'

      'I went out with some friends.'

      'Ah.' Mr Takahashi sucked some air in. 'Good friends, Pete-san?'

      'Yes, otherwise I wouldn't have been out with them.'

      I knew he hadn't followed my swiftly spoken reply, and it was hardly an example of good teaching using a structure more complicated than the target language, but it was one of the benefits of teaching people this stuff. You could be rude to them, and they couldn't spot it. And this bloke asked for it.

      'Where did you went?' He continued his weekly interrogation.

      'Went… went?'

      He sucked in a lungful of air, his face contorting in concentration. 'Where did you go?'

      I considered winding him up with a story about doing a tea ceremony course but stopped myself. He would know I was taking the piss. I settled for: 'We went to Roppongi.'

      His face lit up. 'Ah, Roppongi. Hmm, dangerous.'

      It was anything but. He thought differently, though. He thought only wild Japanese went there as everybody else was worried about mixing with so many foreigners. Scared of catching something, probably. Evidently, Japanese people don't get HIV, but we all have it. But he loved talking about the place, so I told him a few stories, gave him something to wank over when he got home to his shitty little six-tatami room with nothing to do except stare at the walls, watch sexual perversions on Thursday evening TV and worry about pleasing his boss.

      'Did you have a good time?' He was persistent, and at least he had remembered his grammar for once.

      'It was good fun.'

      'What did you do?'

      'The same as most weeks.'

      'Did you meet many people?'

      Many, not much. I was impressed.

      'Yes.'

      'What about women?'

      It usually took him this long to get round to his favourite subject.

      'There were a lot of women in Roppongi. There always are.'

      'Were there some nice ones?'

      'Any.'

      'Were there any nice ones?'

      'Of course.'

      I decided to give him some bullshit about pulling some beautiful gaijin model with big breasts as I knew he was fascinated by them. Big breasts and slim bodies didn't often go together on Japanese girls, although Maki was one standout exception. Not that he ever got near any of the ordinary ones.

      'Hmm. I am jealous Pete-san. You enjoy Tokyo.'

      'I certainly do.'

      'Will you see her again?'

      My thoughts turned to Suzi as it was her I had described to him. A fantasy reply to a fantasy question. Since that night last September in Gyotoku, I had hardly seen her, let alone done anything else.

      The lesson dragged on until I was finally rid of the irritating little man. Privates always wore me down. But maybe my situation was about to change. I headed to the small room that passed as the staffroom, said goodbye to a couple of teachers who were poring over the jobs section of the paper and left.

      Fifteen minutes later, I was negotiating one of the biggest train stations in the world. Usually when I exited Shinjuku station it was to head for Kabukicho. But today I was going to Tokyo English Language College, just west of the tracks. My contract at the worst language school in Tokyo was finishing soon, and I needed another job. It wasn't the money that was the problem; it was the visa situation. I needed another school to sponsor me, otherwise I would have to go to Seoul and re-enter Japan on a 90-day visa and look for work. I had an interview with a certain Clint Eastman. With a name like that it sounded like he rode to work on a horse, but someone had told me he came on a motorbike. At least that gave us something in common. But there was one major problem to today's interview.

      'But I've got an M.A., Mr Eastman,' I said, wondering if I sounded as desperate as I felt.

      'If it was in applied linguistics or something else relevant, I'd overlook your lack of ESL qualifications, but you've overstepped the mark, Mr Bond.'

      He picked up my forged certificate, well, not even forged to be honest. I had simply borrowed a friend's RSA certificate in TEFL from International House in Madrid, photocopied it, tippexed out Melvyn Dee and typed in Peter Bond and photocopied it again. I never thought there would be a problem as another mate did precisely that with a degree certificate, and it fooled Immigration. No such luck with Clint fucking Eastman, though.

      'Falsifying your qualifications is extremely serious. I've a good mind to inform Immigration,' he droned on.

      I snatched the photocopy back off him, along with my application form that was on his desk and stuffed them in my pocket. 'Fuck yourself. Who needs this job?' I stood up, and he cowered back in his seat.

      I ignored him and left. The early evening late February air was cold as I walked beside the railway tracks that ran alongside the road down from the college. I needed a drink. Badly. As I reached the main road, I started thinking how easy it would be to steal Eastman's motorbike. It must have been the old Triumph Bonneville that had been parked outside the college.

      I walked under a bridge and found a suitable watering hole. Set above a dual carriageway that ran through Shinjuku, it looked like a chain, so it would be cheap. I found a table away from the bar and ordered a big bottle of Asahi Super Dry and a plate of yakitori. I needed sustenance.

      The izakaya was already half-full, and I could see a long night coming on. I got thinking about which one to favour later in Gyotoku, the outpost I lived in an hour away up the Tozai line. I had just decided it would be Dontaku because my mate Ken, the master forger of degree certificates, would probably be there when I noticed a bloke to my left looking at me. I ignored him and took a swig of my beer. My yakitori arrived, and I tucked in, aware that the man was still looking over. I let him think I hadn't noticed him. It looked as if he wanted to talk to me. What did he want? It took him until I had taken my last mouthful of food before he spoke. Perhaps he was just being polite.

      'Hey, you don't mind if I talk to you?'

      'Depends what it's about.' I wasn't feeling particularly friendly, and the bloke was another Yank.

      'I don't wish to intrude, but I need to talk to someone.'

      I took another slurp of my beer.

      'Would you like another bottle?' he said.

      I didn't want to get into buying rounds with someone I didn't know, but he seemed desperate. Slightly pathetic, even. 'Why not?' I finally said. 'I've had a bad day. Maybe a chat will be good for me, too.'

      'What's the problem for you, then? Hey, I'm Harrison, Harrison Thom.' He extended his hand towards me. I shook it.

      'Pete,' I said.

      I didn't tell him my surname. And I didn't elaborate on my earlier comment. The beers arrived, and I knocked back the best part of a small glass before he said anything else.

      'Jesus, man, I've had a bad day myself. You wouldn't believe how bad.'

      'Oh yeah,' I said, my tone neutral.

      'How long have you been in Tokyo?' he said.

      'Coming up to a year.'

      'So you know it pretty goddamn well.'

      'Better than I did.'

      'I only just got here. Last few days.'

      'Business?'

      'I guess so but not the kind of business I want.'

      'No?' My tone was now borderline disinterested. I could have done without this. I had never been one for listening to people's problems, but I forced myself to show some interest. 'Bad day at the office?'

      'I wish that's all it was. I really don't know what to do, where to begin with this shit. Oh, man, I'm sorry, you don't deserve this.'

      If he had intended to make me feel guilty, he couldn't have done a better job.

      'I'm sorry, Harrison, I'm a bit caught up with my own problems, but I've a feeling yours are worse. Go ahead, what's happened?'

      He took a deep breath. 'Jesus, what I could do with is meeting a private eye but some hope here, I guess.'

      He had my interest now. 'A western one, I take it.'

      'Well, I don't speak Japanese.' He paused, and I waited. 'It's my daughter. She's gone missing. She came over here a while back to work in a language school.'

      'Which one?'

      'Nova. The Ginza one.'

      Near me.

      'She left there almost as soon as she started.'

      'Without giving notice?'

      'Yes. She just didn't turn up one day.'

      'So what are you going to do?'

      He unravelled a banner in front of me. I read it.

      

      HAS ANYONE SEEN MY DAUGHTER? AMY THOM MISSING LAST SEEN DECEMBER 28 1990

      

      No photo. Odd omission. I didn't comment.

      'Where have you been with this?'

      'I'm on my way. Roppongi. Went there this afternoon, but it's a bit pointless until it's dark. It's the main night place, isn't it? Know it?'

      'I know it,' I said. 'You know she socialised there?'

      'She mentioned the place on the phone. She'd just been. Said it was real fun. Lots of young people from all over the world.'

      'Where was she staying?'

      'A gaijin house in Ikebukuro.' He seemed ready for this question and passed a piece of paper over with the address. 'But she said she was leaving. This was after, let's think, three days. The only time I heard from her.'

      'Where did she move to?'

      'I don't know.'

      'Have you been to her first address?'

      'Yes, but no one knew where she'd gone. She was only there five minutes, so no surprise no one knew her.'

      'Where are you staying, Harrison?'

      'A hotel near Gotanda. Know the place?'

      I nodded.

      'Up the hill from there. A place called Takanawadai.'

      I was all ears. This was the area Suzi lived.

      'The hotel's superb. It's the New Takanawa Prince,' he said.

      He wasn't wrong. The hotel was about five minutes’ walk from Suzi's. I had ridden my bike past it a few times. I wondered how much it cost. But what interested me more was the fact he was in Shinjuku. To get to Roppongi from Takanawadai meant a forty-minute walk or a subway journey that took in a change on to the Yamanote line one stop away in Gotanda and another change at Ebisu. The route didn't go as far north as Shinjuku. What was he doing here? Before I could think of an answer, he started talking again.

      'If I could find a P.I., I could hire him to look for my daughter. But I don't know what the score is with private investigators in Japan. And I can't speak a goddamn word of the language. Anyway, Pete, what do you do here?'

      I told him where I'd been working for nigh on the whole of last year. It didn't sound impressive, and just like all the other times someone had asked me what I did for a living, I felt the need to let him know I was more than an unqualified English as a foreign language teacher. That I'd actually had a life before Tokyo. The thing was, though, that telling him I used to be a detective in the London Metropolitan Police Force begged the question: why did you leave? And that was the problem. I thought back to that fateful evening in King's Cross in London over two years ago. The irony of it all. Caught in a police sting on kerb-crawling. I shook my head. It still made me angry. But I had the skills Harrison Thom was looking for.

      How much was he willing to pay?

      'I'm working in a language school at the moment,' I said.

      At the moment. As if there was anything better on the horizon.

      'Wow! Have you always been a teacher?'

      As if he could possibly be impressed. 'No, I worked in security in London, and a load of other stuff,' I said, sounding vague even to myself.

      'What type of security?' He was persistent.

      'National security,' I said on an impulse. And added: 'I can't say anything more than that. Other than it all became a bit too stressful. I suppose I burned out. And then I met a Japanese girl in London and followed her out here.'

      'Hey, I like Japanese girls,' he said, showing a sudden boyish enthusiasm at odds with his current predicament. 'I wouldn't mind meeting one… but of course I've more important things to do. Are you still with her?'

      'I see Maki from time to time.' I didn't like lying. I did see her occasionally, but I didn't know her in London. Or any Japanese girl for that matter.

      'Maybe it'll work out for you.'

      He changed the topic of conversation. Abruptly or my imagination? 'This security work: I know you can't say anything detailed about it, but you must have skills other people don't.'

      'I suppose so.'

      'Mind you, you're busy in the classroom all day, aren't you?'

      'Not for long. My contract finishes in a few weeks. I've just been for an interview near here, but I didn't get the job. I'm happy being a man of leisure for a while, but I can't let that situation go on for too long. I'm okay for a couple of months, so a break kind of suits me.'

      I knew what was coming next.

      'Would you be interested in working for me?'

      'In what capacity?' I said.

      'Helping me find my daughter Amy. You have the skills. I can tell just talking to you.'

      Harrison Thom went on to outline the terms of the short-term contract.

      It was nice little earner, I had to admit. Fifty thousand yen a day plus expenses, paid a week at a time. He gave me a photo of Amy which I pocketed, along with an envelope containing some money and instructions to ring him at his hotel in three days' time.

      As I got on the train at Shinjuku, the thought occurred to me that it had all been so easy. But who was I to turn it down? It had to be better than teaching. And I might even get to ride my motorbike around.

      I must have dozed off after the change on to the Tozai line because we had got back to ground level after Minami Sunamachi. I checked my jacket pocket. The money was safe. I would start my investigation tomorrow, but tonight I wanted some more beer and food.

      Just before Kasai, three stops from home, a familiar figure nodded at me and spoke. 'Pete, how did it go?' It was Ged, a bloke I knew from the Roppongi bars I went to on Saturday nights. I remembered him telling me he lived in Kasai.

      'Blew it, Ged. The arsehole didn't like my forged TEFL certificate. Ken told me there'd be no problem.'

      'Ken! You don't listen to him, do you?'

      'Seems like it. Didn't fancy working there, anyway. Not to worry. Something else will crop up.'

      'See you in Vu or Panic Saturday night, Pete,' he said as he got off.

      Probably, I thought as the train set off across the river to Urayasu. I didn't often miss my Saturday night in Roppongi.
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        Thursday, February 28, 1991

        Gyotoku, Ichikawa City

      

        

      
        PETE

      

      

      I was right in assuming Ken would be in Dontaku. He was established in his usual seat tucking into yakitori, an almost empty bottle of Asahi Super Dry to his right hand. I sat down opposite him, and his beaming smile said it all. Of all the blokes I had met in Japan, Ken was one of the few that didn't seem to have a hidden agenda. He was just him. The same every time.

      'Any luck, Pete?'

      'Not exactly, Ken. I'm afraid the forgery didn't hold up to scrutiny.'

      'I am surprised. So you didn't get it?'

      'No, but on reflection I can't say I'm bothered. To be honest, I don't think I'd know what to do with a classroom full of students. The small groups at our place are easy. Is that Japan Times yours, Ken? I just want a quick look through it.'

      While Ken was in the toilet, I skimmed the whole paper. No mention of a missing gaijin woman. Had there been any coverage earlier in the week? I would have to check old copies at work. This meant popping in tomorrow. I didn't work Fridays, but I was going to get straight into my new role, and I was looking forward to it. Police work was what I loved.

      When Ken got back, I filled him in with a potted version of events in the Shinjuku izakaya.

      'So you've got some work, even if it's not teaching,' he said.

      'Thing is Ken, he said she worked at Nova.'

      'Which one?'

      'Your place. Ginza.'

      'What's she called?'

      'Amy Thom. Remember her?'

      'We had a couple of young chicks start last month, and one disappeared pretty soon after. But that happens a lot. People start, then get a better job and leave.'

      'Name?'

      'Fuck knows. She had big tits. I remember that.'

      'You do surprise me, Ken.'

      I showed him Amy Thom's photo.

      'Can't say I recognise her, but her hair's the same colour as the chick who left. I'll find out if it was her tomorrow.'

      'That would be a big help.'

      Ken took an almighty drink from a new bottle of beer that had appeared while we were talking. 'I fucking need that. What a shite week it's been.'

      I thought Ken had looked his usual cheerful self when I arrived, but now he looked down. 'What's up, Ken?'

      'I don't know. I wonder what I'm doing here sometimes. I mean, it's better than the factory back home. I keep telling myself that, but sometimes I feel so depressed. It all feels so meaningless here. What's it all about? I haven't got a bird, and I can't see where one's coming from, to be honest.'

      'You could make the effort to get down to Roppongi. I'm going on Saturday. Why don't you come?'

      Ken laughed. 'Every time I go there I end up arm wrestling for money. I tend to win, but what's that all about? It's stupid behaviour.'

      Ken's mood made me think. Since the spectacular events of last year, there had been a lull in my life. Nothing much had happened to me since September. I hadn't built on the one night I had spent with Suzi who, if I were being honest, I thought about lengthily every day. It wasn't doing me much good, though. I had only seen her three times since then, and there had been no hint of a repeat. Still, I suppose my access to the lovely Maki was some kind of compensation. What was it about me and whores? Suzi and Maki both worked for an upmarket Shibuya escort agency run by a woman called Yuriko. Suzi was evidently the best paid girl there. A cool half million yen a night. And young Maki was coining it in, as well. Why couldn't I fall for a normal woman? Without the excitement of pursuing Suzi, my life in Tokyo felt flat. I thought about a conversation I'd had in summer last year with a Canadian couple on the train.

      'It's called riding the Tokyo roller coaster, Ken,' I said.

      'What is?'

      'You're up one day and down the next. And for no apparent reason.'

      'Neat phrase that,' Ken said. 'I reckon I agree.'

      'According to psychologists, after you've adjusted to life here, as in abroad, and experienced the highs, you're supposed to level out and feel normal. But it doesn't work like that. Up down, up down. That's what I feel like, Ken. We're all the same.'

      'You've been reading some fancy books, Pete,' Ken said and laughed. 'Come on. Let's snap out of this depressing self-analysis. It's nearly the weekend. I tell you what. I wonder what happened to that big Yank in my block. The police must have had him for four months now. Why do you think he killed the other bloke?'

      'What are their names again?'

      'Brant something, and the bloke he topped was called John. I don't get why he did it. You don't kill your flatmate. It isn't normal.'

      Ken's reference was to a much-talked-about murder in his apartment block last September. But it was an event I'd been blocking out of my mind ever since it happened as the American had been Suzi's boyfriend. Surely she couldn't have had anything to do with it. Why would she? But why would Brant do it? Ken was right on that point.

      It was the timeline that bothered me. The body had been found a few days after I had run into Suzi in the 7-Eleven here on the main street. I hadn't asked myself what she'd been doing an hour from where she lived in midweek. She had once told me she only saw her boyfriend at the weekend because her midweeks were full of nocturnal activities he wasn't aware of. And wouldn't have liked. But they were the things which made her so attractive to me. She had become my Lois substitute. Lois, my on-off girlfriend in London I had first seen working at the peep show on Tisbury Court in Soho who had later whored herself in a walk-up on nearby Rupert Street. The parallels between Lois and Suzi were undeniable. But it was Suzi I was obsessed with now, and I had to control myself when I was with Ken. I had to stop myself talking about her. Ken had no idea I knew her. And if she'd had something to do with John's death… She couldn't have had, but what the hell had she been doing that night?

      'You must remember the American's girlfriend. We were having a smook that Sunday morning, and she was shouting the place down just above us. He must have been doing a right job on her. You seemed interested in what she was called. Remember later when you were on your bike?'

      'Vaguely, Ken.' I didn't elaborate and sat in silence for a few moments.

      'You seem lost in your thoughts, Pete. What's up?' Ken's tone was concerned, as friendly as ever.

      'Remember that strawberry blonde girl you said you saw in Bangkok in '89?'

      'Yeah. Ginger pubes.'

      'That's the second time you've said that. Actually, she shaved them.'

      'Phwoar!' Ken said. 'Never had a bird with a shaved chuff.'

      'Chuff? Where the hell did you pick that word up?'

      'Off Ged in Kasai.'

      The bloke I had just seen on the train.

      'What was the bloke like she was with in Bangkok, Ken? You remember?'

      Ken didn't know my connection with Jean-Luc Valois who was now residing in Bang Kwang prison in Bangkok. I wanted Ken to confirm it was him he had seen her with.

      'I told you last year. Horrible great big scar across his cheek and part of his ear missing. Nasty-looking piece of work. What are you going on about him for all of a sudden?'

      'I… I don't know really. Lois just came into my mind, and then I remembered our conversation round at your place that time.'

      But I knew exactly why I had started talking about Lois. Her link with the drug-smuggling, schoolgirl-trafficking Valois riled me, but that wasn't why I had dropped her into the conversation. It was to stop Ken pursuing my interest in Suzi.

      Suzi: what was she doing right now?

      

      
        
        EXTRACTS FROM THE DIARY OF SUZI SLOANE

        

        Monday, December 31, 1990

        It seems fitting to start my diary on the last day of the year before I go out enjoying myself. And what a year it's been. If someone had told me last New Year's Eve in London that 1990 would see me moving to Tokyo and supplementing my meagre college salary with erotic dancing, I'd have laughed. But here I am letting it all hang out at Club O. I would have thought before I started at Club O, the last thing I'd want was for these little men to be gawping at me. It gets on my nerves on the trains, but on stage… well, I'm a performing artiste. I suppose the big difference is I know they can only look and not touch. On the trains, you have to be continually on your guard otherwise some chikan will stick his hand up your skirt. But at Club O, I can tease as much as I want. That knowledge is so empowering.

        The trouble is I've been doing it for nearly six months now, and the novelty is beginning to wear thin. It's not that I don't enjoy it. It just isn't enough. You couldn't even call it striptease as I only get to take my bra off. That's why I have lined up an interview (or a better way to describe it is probably an audition) at a new strip club in Roppongi. I have to go there on the third. I can't wait. I've no idea what the pay will be, but that's not what's motivating me. The money is largely irrelevant seeing I'm doing two nights a week for Yuriko's agency. So much money. Two assignations, and I earn a million yen in a week. That's four thousand pounds. So I really don't need to be doing this stripping stuff. Only, obviously I do, otherwise why bother?

        Yuriko's agency work interests me, although in one sense, it's been disappointing ever since the first two dates. They were nice guys, especially the first, Hiroshi, whose wife was in a wheelchair. I'm disappointed he hasn't booked me again. Yuriko told me he rang her a few days after the date and raved about me. He said I was the best he'd ever had. I'd like to see him again. I hope he's okay. But since him, apart from the second date with the former baseball star, it's been all downhill. If I'm going to have sex and, let's be honest, I could do it with just about anyone, I want to really go for it. But some of these guys. Jesus! They're finished in two minutes. Imagine that. You're paying 500,000, plus whatever Yuriko makes, not to mention the cost of the meal and the hotel, and you shoot your load in two minutes. How much does that work out at an hour? Let's see. Suppose Yuriko takes 200,000, I can't see it being less, and let's say the hotel costs 15,000, and some of them are much more than that. Factor in the meal and drinks: make that another 25,000. Total cost: 740,000 yen for two minutes actual sex. That works out at 22,200,000 per hour. Jesus! That's 88,800 pounds. It would be a lot cheaper just to have a wank.

        Of course, it's about much more than the sex for them. Probably more important is being seen with a gorgeous white girl. The blokes at Club O are just the same. They pay through the nose to take a girl out on dohan just so they can be seen with her. And everyone knows they're paying for the privilege. And it is a privilege, because I don't know any western girl who'd have a Japanese as a boyfriend. I wouldn't. Apart from the fact they're usually irritating, materialistic, little men who are always trying to impress with their silly possessions, they've got such tiny dicks. Apart from the enormously endowed Shigeru, I haven't had one that's been more than about five inches. I know I'm a bit obsessed with size, but five inches is big for these guys. One bloke, I swear his cock was less than two inches. I could hardly feel it. It felt like I was being tickled. Still, I suppose it's easy work. If I could be bothered, I'd work out the total length of cock I've been paid to accommodate. Let's see… No, I'm too tired to bother.

        It's nearly three and a half months since the incident up the Tozai line, and I haven't a clue what's happened. If the police were going to talk to me, surely they'd have picked me up by now. I worry about it sometimes. Like now, for example, or I wouldn't be writing this. There hasn't been much in the papers, other than straight after the body was found. I went into panic mode then. Surely they'd be looking for me, but I gradually rationalised things:

        1 No one saw me in that infernal little commuter town apart from Pete and the girl in the 7-Eleven, and she didn't look like a memory girl. Pretty dumb, in fact.

        2 The only people who saw me and Brant together, apart from my friend Sally, are people who wouldn't know who we were. Such as in Roppongi once or twice or other places we went on dates. Other than Mel and that tall friend of his, Ant, I seem to remember his name is. Oh, and some friend of his, also from Stoke-on-Trent, and I can't remember his name, but it was only once, anyway. Even those awful blokes who hang around Roppongi, Ged, Stan and that loathsome Tony, who I punched out that time he stuck his hand up my skirt, never saw me with Brant. Which reminds me. I must get even with Ged and Stan, especially Stan for molesting me in Charleston. Ged's no better. Another groper but not as bold as his mates. At least they can't put me and Brant together as a couple. That's the main thing.

        So I think I'm in the clear. As far as relationships go, it obviously pays not to see the guy too often. I must take note. What a laugh. I only once saw Brant two nights in succession. Some relationship. But I don't have them, do I. It was in Nagano in the Alps and a small place called Hakuba, where we went for a short break. Shit! Brant must have booked the hotels in his name. What if the hotel proprietors recognise Brant's name? The police must have got him. Who else would they have to arrest? If they trace his movements, they'll know he went on holiday with a woman. And I stand out physically. People always remember me. That's not being arrogant. It's stating fact. I can't see the women at either hotel remembering Brant's name, though, and there wasn't a photo of him in either English language paper, so there couldn't have been in the Japanese press. I think that the angles are covered. I'm in the clear.

        Not entirely. The big problem is my pornographic film co-star Sheryl. I haven't seen her to talk to since three days before I killed John. I saw her the day after, of course, as she walked out of the station with Brant. The dead Brant. Supposedly. When did she pick him up? Brant must have been the 'hunk' she said she was meeting in some new bar in Nishi Azabu the night I last talked to her. So how long before that had she met him? I'd finished with him the Saturday before. Precisely a week before, so had he gone to Roppongi that night and met Sheryl? I'd been in Roppongi that night because I'd ended going back to a hotel in Monzen Nakacho with some older bloke I'd picked up. We'd spent some time in Lexington Queen before we caught the taxi, so Brant could well have been in the bars I usually go in. Probably looking for me. Poor Brant. He doesn't deserve this happening to him, but it's him or me. And it isn't going to be me.

        I wonder whether Brant told her my name. Not the best approach when you've just met a new chick, blathering on about an old girlfriend, but he might have mentioned my name in passing. It's weird. I feel a kind of jealousy. I was always confident Brant had never experienced any female like me. But Sheryl's in the same league. Brant must have enjoyed himself. It's annoying. Did he forget about me? Just like that. Is he thinking of Sheryl now as he sits in his cell wondering how the hell he got there? Who gives a fuck? I don't.

        I've been thinking about why I'm writing this diary. I'm not going to be able to whore myself for more than another ten years. I'm 31 on 1 February. I won't look the same at 40. But if I can keep myself in shape and continue working for Yuriko for another nine years, even at a reduced rate as I get older, I'll be a multimillionaire. Naturally, I'm talking about pounds, not yen. And what then? I'm going to have a great big void in my life given I'm never going to reproduce. I have the perfect solution. I know how to write, and I have spotted a gap in the market. The whoring memoirs of a pneumatic femme fatale. I'm sure it would sell. It's so many women's fantasy. Something most would never admit to. Selling their bodies. Accommodating miles of cock. Yeah, let's work it out. Two a week for ten years. Even if these horrible, little men were only modestly well-hung and were average western size, that would only add up to 500 feet of cock. And that's less than a tenth of a mile. Sounds disappointing when you put it like that.
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        Friday, March 1, 1991

        Ginza, Tokyo; Gyotoku, Ichikawa City

      

        

      
        PETE

      

      

      This was the first time I had been into work on a Friday, and everyone was surprised to see me. Fortunately, the old copies of the Japan Times I had seen in the corner of the staffroom hadn't been thrown out, and I scooped them up and put them in an old bag. No one seemed to notice. When I got back to the bike, I put it in my top box.

      I fancied a bite to eat and decided on a small restaurant on Route One south of Gotanda close to Togoshi station. I had eaten in it once before, and I liked it. It was a homely little place, and as I was early, I thought I would be able to spread myself out a bit to do my reading. I was right. No one else was in the restaurant. I ordered a chicken dish and started going through the papers. I worked forwards from the issue which came out the week after Amy last turned up for work at Nova language school to the most recent copy. I scanned the front pages first. I found nothing. Surprised, I went back to the first paper and went through each page thinking there would be a short article somewhere buried amongst all the minor stories.

      My meal turned up before I had completed the fifth paper, and I put the search on hold until I had eaten. When I had drunk my coffee, I went back to my task. This was going to take longer than I thought, and I was taking too much space up, so I paid my bill and carried the bag full of old newspapers back to my bike.

      I rode the bike back up Route One to Gotanda which was on the most southerly part of the Yamanote line, Tokyo's equivalent of London's Circle line. Or, to put it another way, at the position most easily thought of as six o'clock. As I decelerated into Gotanda, I glanced towards the bar in which I'd had my first drink with Suzi. She lived a kilometre up the hill past Gotanda station. It wasn't out of my way. I accelerated up the four-lane route, turning off at the Lawson convenience store and rode along the small lane behind it. I hadn't been here for a couple of months, and I felt a stirring as I recalled the time I had first been back to her old apartment late in August last year. I had pillioned her along this lane, and she pressed her breasts into my back as I let the torque of the big, air-cooled engine drag the bike slowly along the lane towards the turning down to her apartment, wishing I could ride around all day with her on the back.

      I cut the engine and coasted down the short slope and parked my bike at the end of her lane. Was she in? I felt nervous. I looked up at the ageing apartment block. Ageing as in late '50s/early '60s vintage, but this was Tokyo. I tiptoed up the steps to the top floor and peered through the small, circular window in the heavy duty, grey, steel door.

      I couldn't see her, but I could hear music. It didn't seem like she had company. Footsteps. I moved away from the window. I heard the tap in the bathroom running. Jesus! She was going to have a bath. Should I knock? It wasn't as if I was a stranger, but the fear of rejection stopped me. I settled for watching. It wasn't the first time I had done this. Last summer in Takadanoba, I watched her at her gaijin house bedroom window. I had been in this situation here, as well. One time, she had been with a man; the other time, she had been with a girl called Sheryl, her co-star in Yuriko Haneda's pornographic film sideline. The music became louder, and the water stopped running. It took an age for the bath to heat up. Several minutes in, Suzi appeared in the kitchen. Her hair was shorter than the last time I had seen her. It suited her, complemented her cheekbones. She had obviously been at work in the Ikebukuro college she taught in. If I didn't know better, I would say she was the gaijin version of a demure office lady. She started undressing. Off came her jacket, followed by her skirt. She turned. Her back was to the door. She undid her blouse and moved out of sight. I could hear splashing in the bathroom. Show over.

      I retrieved the Honda and rode across Tokyo. Aroused and annoyed. Had she known I was watching? Was it another of her games? But I had more important things on my plate. I made it to the bottom of the 357 in twenty minutes, and I was home twenty minutes after that. I stopped at the 7-Eleven on Gyotoku's main street for some Lipton tea bags and a couple of onigiri. The rice triangles wrapped in seaweed had become my favourite fast food. And then I was parking the bike outside the apartment.

      Maison Yu was a two-storey block, three units on each floor. Each apartment had a six-tatami-mat room and a four-and-a-half one. Add a small lino-floored kitchen and tiny bathroom and toilet. I used to share with a Ghanaian bloke, but when he moved, I took over the whole place. One hundred and five thousand a month didn't stretch me, and I liked my own company.

      I made a cup of tea and sat at the kitchen table. Despite the extra space I had acquired, this was still my preferred place. It took me forty minutes to go through the rest of the papers. I didn't get it. There was no mention of any missing young gaijin woman. Harrison must have reported her disappearance. Any father would. I gathered the papers together and took them outside to the end of the passage and dumped them in the rubbish bin.

      I gathered my dirty clothes. At least Maison Yu had a washing machine. It was outside and wasn't even automatic. I put the clothes in it and pointed the nozzle attached to the tap into the drum. I filled the drum and switched on the fifteen-minute cycle, went inside, made another cup of tea and took it to the steps at the end of the passage which ran in front of the flats.

      A voice behind me. It was the young English bloke who lived in the apartment next door.

      'I've bought some tea bags, Ant,' I said. 'Pop into my flat and make yourself a cup.'

      'It's alright, Pete. I'm not working today, so I'm starting early,' he said, brandishing a 660 ml bottle of Asahi Super Dry. 'You were out early today.'

      Ant had assisted me with a spot of surveillance last year. I hadn't meant to be investigating someone. I thought I had left all that behind in London, but I had got entangled with a group of schoolgirl traffickers via a drug drop which had gone wrong. Well, wrong for them; not for me as I had intercepted the proceeds. I had been motivated to follow the operation through to get revenge for Lois, my drug-trafficking ex.

      'I've got another job,' I said.

      'Tokyo English Language College? Nice one! That's a top place.'

      'No. Another private eye number.'

      Ant had been under the illusion I had genuinely been doing a private eye assignment, as in being paid by someone, not financing it with drug money. At least this time I could tell the truth.

      'I fucked up the TELC interview.' I wasn't going through the whole story again but said, 'After it, I met this American bloke.' I filled Ant in with the details. 'The funny thing is I can't find any mention of her disappearance in the Japan Times. And I can't see the Asahi Evening News having anything on it if they haven't.'

      'You'd think he'd report her missing, but it doesn't follow it'd get in the papers. People go missing all the time,' he said.

      'If I was Harrison Thom, I'd have made bloody sure it did.'

      'The Japanese authorities can't be bothered with gaijin. I reckon this would be the easiest place in the world to get rid of one. The police would only be half-hearted in their investigation.'

      The irony: this was what I was banking on. Someone back in England must be missing the English loser I had accidentally killed last summer during the struggle to acquire the drug money. He was buried on a beach in Chiba, but if his parents came over and pressed the police into conducting a thorough search…

      'You've gone quiet, Pete.'

      'Just wondering about the police here, that's all. Hang on, that's my phone. Back in a minute.'

      I nipped back into the apartment. It was Ken. He had just got into work and had asked about Amy. I listened.

      'You're telling me she never showed up? She was expected, wasn't she?'

      'Aye, but she never materialised. It happens all the time.'

      'So she wasn't the chick with the big tits.'

      'That was someone else as it turns out.'

      'Have you got the precise date she should have started?'

      'Monday, the third of December.'

      That tied in with the date Harrison said she had last been seen if he thought she had turned up at Nova. Did that mean he hadn't been in communication with her during December? Unusual if it were the case.

      Young women generally kept in touch with parents. But not always. I thanked Ken and went back outside. Ant was waving to someone across the street.

      'Bloody hell, Pete. That Japanese chick who lives in the apartment over there.' He was pointing at the block diagonally opposite. 'She's just been on her balcony topless.'

      'You're kidding!'

      'I'm not.'

      'Bit cold in this weather.'

      'She looked it, mate. Stood out like chapel hat pegs.' He stood up and stretched. 'I'm going to have a shower. If I can help with any part of this investigation, I'd love to.'

      'I'll have to see.'

      When Ant had gone back into his apartment, I drained my tea and stared across at the top floor apartment the woman lived in. She'd been threatening to do this ever since I had been here, and I thought it was all for my benefit. Obviously not.

      I walked to the washing machine and transferred the clothes into the drum on the right, directed the tap nozzle into it, turned the tap on and started the spin cycle. Quite why I enjoyed this part of my domestic routine was anybody's guess. When all the soap had been rinsed out of my clothes, I turned the tap off and waited another couple of minutes. I hung my clothes on the line at the side of the apartments at the other end of the block. I went back into my apartment. I needed some sleep. I had a lot to do later.
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