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      I hope you make the best of it. I hope you see things that startle you. I hope you feel things you’ve never felt before. I hope you meet people who have a different point of view. I hope you live a life you’re proud of, and if you’re not, I hope you have the courage to start over again.

      F. Scott Fitzgerald.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PUBLICATION HISTORY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Past published by Spillwords

        Connections was first published in Walking.

        Sasha was first published in Quadrant.

        Satellite City was first published in Quadrant

        Bully was first published by Quadrant

        Stars was first published in FourW

        The Streets was first published in FourW

        Jazz published by Spillwords

        Opal Beach published by Spillwords

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TOKYO JAZZ

          

        

      

    

    
      She worked as a hostess in a club in Tokyo until she went missing three weeks ago. She had only been in the country for three months, was twenty-one years old. The Japanese cops had told her parents they had few leads. Moments before my Japan Airlines flight lands, I take the photo of her from the inside of my black suit jacket and stare at it: the blonde hair like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, dark brown, almond-shaped eyes, a shy little smile on her still young, cherubic face. Those Japanese guys in the club would have died for her. Her name is Lily Henderson, she is from Terrigal, a small town on the central coast of NSW.

      I get through customs quickly, buy a Suica card, find the express train from Narita Airport to Shibuya. It’s my first time in Japan. I’m doing what all the Tokyo guides told me to do. Takes a stranger to find a stranger. It is 9.30am. I slept roughly on the flight. I am thirty years old. My name is Lee Janson. I’m a private investigator. I will do everything possible to find Lily, to try and bring some peace to the parents.

      I look out at the city from the train; lots of lights and billboards, a river crossing, old-style Japanese homes, too. Industrial-type buildings that fade quickly. She had told her parents she was staying in an Airbnb. They gave me the address. I booked an apartment in the same building only a few hours ago. She didn’t send any photos to her parents. No Facebook account. No Instagram. No Tick Tock. This is so weirdly unusual in the age of social media.

      She didn’t have any close friends in Terrigal. She had moved to Sydney a year ago, worked as a waitress in a café on Victoria Street, Darlinghurst, rented a room near Five Ways in Paddington, called her parents twice or three times every week, told them she liked going to the MCA and the Art Gallery of NSW, that she was happy. Then, out of the blue, she went to Tokyo.

      I get out at Shibuya station suddenly surrounded by people. My mobile tells me that I need to find exit eight or the Hachiko exit for Shibuya Crossing. I look at the signs, everything is organized. I walk slowly behind a wall of people, hear other trains arriving, traffic noise from the world outside the station, people talking, laughing. I shuffle on down a narrow platform following the signs, the crowds. They are all dressed immaculately, except for most of the western tourists; that’s what I notice about the people around me. I’m dying for a cigarette. I’m walking faster now, going down some escalators, doing a sharp right as I look at my phone, platform signs, people. I’m at the exit. I walk through the gate, tapping my new Suica card as I go through the turnstile.

      It’s like a postcard, like the final few moments from Lost in Translation. It is buzzing, people all around. I look up at the neon billboards, look in every direction following where the crossings lead, the different streets intersecting, people talking but waiting politely for the lights to change. On my mobile I change the location I’m heading for to the Airbnb apartment. The lights change. People arrive from every direction, seamlessly. I put on my wireless headphones for the directions. Cross over the lights, walk past Starbucks, a book shop, turn left up the hill, continue walking for seven hundred metres up Koen Dori towards Yoyogi Park, Google tells me. I keep walking, avoiding hitting people, but it’s a very polite, civilized crush of people.

      When the crowd thins out a bit as I walk up the hill, I stop, light a cigarette. Take a few drags on it, keep walking. I have my Zorali backpack on, my laptop bag strap across my chest, looking no doubt like a fuckin’ tourist. I see shopping malls on my left and right, straight ahead, all-around, electrical stores, sushi bars, ramen and noodle shops, American style diners, fashion boutiques, up-market and downscale shops everywhere. I walk on. Get directions through the headphones to turn left in two hundred metres. I turn past the 7-11 store, walk another fifty metres to find the building. I find the keypad, punch in my pre-arranged code, enter the small foyer, up in the lift to the third floor, another code to enter the apartment. I punch it in, open sesame.

      I made it.

      I take a long shower in the tiny, extremely well-organised bathroom. Clean my teeth. Change into a new black suit over a black t-shirt, put on my black Doc Marten kicking boots.

      I’m going to the Club in Shinjuku where she worked, then to the police station there. The club is where the trail begins and ends. Airbnb confirmed that a girl stayed here under the name of Lily Henderson for the first three months she was supposed to have been here in Shibuya. They had no photo ID of the girl. I hustle out, down in the lift. Open the Uber app on my mobile.

      Wait!

      The Club is closed. I have a mobile number for it. I heard they call Shinjuku ‘the sleepless town’; well, even Kabuki-Cho is sleeping now. I call and am surprised when someone answers after the third or fourth ring.

      “Moshi Moshi.”

      “Hello. My name is Lee, I’m…”

      “Ah, you’re the Australian, yes?”

      “Yes, I am.”

      “You want to know about the girl?”

      I’m staggered. “Yes. You are Hiroto?”

      “Yes, Mr Lee Jenson.”

      “Are you at the club now?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’m outside.”

      ‘Give me a few minutes.’

      I emailed this guy back and forth a few times, confirmed she worked here. The club is simply called the Shinjuku Club. I tap my pocket where the photo of Lily standing outside the club is and wait.

      The metal door swings open and a tall man with jet black hair parted on the right side appears and says, “Lee?”

      “Yes.”

      “Come in.”

      We walk down a short hallway into a large, open room with booths, small tables, longer tables for big groups. A bar stretches along one wall. It’s dark.

      Hiroto guides me to a booth and says, “Please sit.”

      I slide into the booth. No mirror balls here, it’s very low key, no garish lights but it’s daytime in the land of the city at night.

      “Any idea where Lily is?”

      “She only worked here for a week, maybe ten days.”

      “What?”

      “She only worked here for a short time. As I said, maybe a week, ten days.”

      “Her parents, the police, they are under the impression she…”

      “It’s the wrong impression. I found out she was having a sexual relationship with a guy, a regular, outside the club, on her own time. It doesn’t work like that here.”

      “Where did you learn English?”

      He gives a look that says, are you insane?

      I smile.

      He says, “I spent some time in America and the UK.”

      “Right.”

      I take the photo out of my pocket and say, “This is the girl I’m talking about.”

      He takes the photo, looks at it. “I’m not sure. The Lily who worked here had black hair, the same colour as mine and short, not long like this. It looks like her, but in the club, she wore a traditional-style Japanese evening dress, she even looked a bit Asian with her narrow, dark-brown eyes.”

      Shit.

      I want to explode.

      “Listen, mate, I have a police report saying she worked here for at least two or three months and…”

      “I’m sorry, Lee but we can’t even agree it’s the same person.”

      “But you had an Australian girl called Lily working here?”

      “Yes, but I told you she…”

      “Where the fuck did she go, mate? After you sacked her like that.”

      “I’m going to give you some advice, Lee. If you behave like this, you won’t get anywhere. Nobody will help you. Most likely they’ll be amused by your lack of self-control. Even if you’re furious as you are now, it…”

      “Thanks, thanks. I’ll take it on board. Where did she go after you sacked her?”

      “I heard she began working for a brothel further down Kabuki-Cho. It happens to a lot of girls, but I don’t know which brothel.”

      “Did she make with friends with any of the girls here?”

      “I’m not sure. We open at seven tonight. The girls get here at six. You can come back then, speak to whoever you like.”

      He shakes my hand at the door but neither of us says anything and he closes the door on me.

      

      The police station is at Nishi-Shinjuku 6-1-1. I walk slowly there. The police report that the Japanese cops sent Lily’s parents didn’t have a photo of her in Japan. It’s a big building. I climb the stairs and enter the front office. Talk to a Japanese cop who seems to understand but says nothing to me. He picks up the phone on the desk, says something in Japanese, then turns his attention to me, says very slowly, “Please take a seat?”

      He points to a row of chairs behind me.

      I do what he tells me, while wondering what the fuck is going to happen here. I want to fucking rattle some cages, choke some fucker into telling me the truth. All this politeness. Fuck. Is this what Lily came up against from day one?

      A man in a grey suit with a light blue shirt and dark blue tie walks towards me. Stops, hands me a card, bows. The plain white card says Chief Inspector Sato. It has a mobile number underneath it in black print. I take out my New South Wales Private Enquiry Agent license and show it to him. He holds it with his right hand, looks at the photo, at me, nods, then says, “How can I help you, Mr Jenson?”

      “Lee.”

      “Lee, thank you. How can I help you?”

      “You don’t know why I’m here?”

      “I know. Please tell me how I can help you?”

      “Lily Henderson went missing three weeks ago. She rang her parents two or three times a week, telling them she was a hostess, everything was going fine, she was making money, saving and then nothing.”

      “We have been working hard on this case, Mr Jenson. As I told her parents, we don’t have any leads as yet.”

      “What did you find in her apartment?”

      “We went to the address she said she was staying at and the apartment was empty save for a few books left behind. The owner of the Shinjuku Club said that she had left of her own accord about the same time she stopped contacting her parents.”

      “I’ve just been at that fucking club, Chief Inspector, and the owner told me she was sacked after only a week or ten days, so what the fuck did he tell you?”

      “Who?”

      “The fucking hostess club owner, who the fuck else?”

      He nods a few times, looks at the floor, says, “What is the name of the man you spoke to, please?”

      “Hiroto Suzuki.”

      “What did he look like?”

      “He was tall with black hair, parted severely on the right-hand side, black eyes, a smooth, clean face, dressed well, he was in his thirties or thereabouts.”

      “I’m afraid there has been a mistake. Mr Suzuki is an older man, short and balding, I think nearly sixty years old.”

      I sit down. Shake my head. What the fuck?

      “I… ah… shit. I have a passport number for Lily Henderson.”

      “Yes.”

      “Something is fucked up here. Very fucked up. She would have filled out a landing card on the plane. She flew with Philippine Airlines via Manila airport. Your customs officials will have the card, yes?”

      “Yes.”

      “How can I get it?”

      “I can organise for you to go to the correct office.”

      “Right, her passport would have been scanned, yes?”

      “Yes… er, the passports are checked by personnel on the counter. Yes, it would have been scanned.”

      “Have you checked that it was?”

      “What?”

      “I want to know if she arrived here. The prick at the Shinjuku Club couldn’t ID her. Airbnb has no photo of her. You say the apartment she was in was empty. I want to know what the fuck happened to her from the minute she got off that fucking plane.”

      Sato sits down next to me and says, “Mr Jenson, can I give you some advice?”

      “Chief Inspector, I get the feeling you’re going to comment on my manners. Am I right?”

      “Yes, I think if…”

      “Have you found the girl?”

      “No.”

      “Do you have a fucking clue what happened to her?”

      “We have no solid leads.”

      “Then, excuse me, but I’ll stick to how I do things, right? Now, I need to see that card. I need to see the passport that was scanned. Can you help me or not?”

      He simply nods, ignoring my bluster, and says, “I can help you. Please wait here. I will be back shortly.”
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      I’m on the express train to Narita. There is an office there where the cards are kept. Another where I can see the scanned passport. For unknown reasons, they couldn’t email it to me but I want to see it. See the time and date. I also contacted Philippine Airlines but they haven’t got back to me, yet. The train arrives on the platform. This is the legwork I don’t care for but it has to be done. Dotting and fucking crossing. I ask at the information counter for directions to the office. It’s kind of amazing, with all the technology everywhere, that it comes down to this card Lily filled out with a black biro or pencil.

      I find the office, open the door. A girl in what looks like a customs uniform sits at a desk. I take a deep breath. Think, be polite. I tell her why I’m here.

      She nods. “The police said you would be coming, please take a seat.”

      I turn around and spot a small row of blue plastic chairs behind me. I sit. She smiles. Picks up the phone. I understand “Moshi Moshi”, nothing else.

      I wait.

      I think about going to an electrical store and buying a translator thing. That’s the technical term. The Uber driver to Shinjuku used one to communicate with me and it worked beautifully. But I haven’t found a language barrier so far, so decide to hold off.

      A small guy, dressed in the same style uniform as the girl, comes out from behind a frosted glass door. Looks at the girl, at me. The girl nods. He comes over to me, bows. I’m expecting the business card but it doesn’t get produced.

      He says, “Mr Jenson.”

      “Yes.”

      “Please follow me.”

      I get up and follow him through the frosted glass door. Down a hallway with offices on each side. He stops and opens the door of an office on his right.

      “Please come in,” he says.

      “Thanks, mate,” I say and follow him in. It’s quite a large office, a white desk in front of rows of filing cabinets. He goes behind the desk, sits in a comfortable-looking black chair with rollers on it. Points to a chair in front of the desk, says, “Please.”

      I sit.

      He opens a desk drawer, takes out a disembarkation arrival card, puts it on the desk, pushes it across to me. “Please.”

      I pick up the card. Lily Henderson. I take out my mobile camera, indicate to the guy I want to take a photo. He nods. I put the card on the desk, take a photo. I pick it up, turn it over, take another photo. Pick it up again, go to the section about where she would be staying. She has written in black pen, not pencil, so it hasn’t been erased or anything: APA Hotel Shibuya-Dogenzaka-Ue. Not only APA Hotel but the full title and location. I shake my head. Why? But it doesn’t matter. I have, I hope, a solid lead unless she was, in rugby league terms, selling a dummy, but I think she did that with Airbnb. Why lie to her parents about it? She tells them she’s working as a hostess in a Japanese club, which probably didn’t make Mum and Dad back home in Terrigal all that proud, but makes up stories about where she is living. Nothing makes sense.

      She was here; she then vanishes.

      I look at the guy and say, “Did the police ask for this card?”

      “No.”

      “Thank you. I was told you could help me with seeing a scan of her passport?”

      “Yes, that is in a different office. You will be able to see the time and date of the scan. Also, a photo of the girl at the customs arrival counter at the same time and date.”

      “Arigato.” Just thought I’d try it out.

      He nods and smiles.

      OK. Things are moving forward at last.

      “Please follow me.” He opens the door.

      I say, “What’s your name, mate?”

      “Kei.”

      “I’m Lee, nice to meet you.”

      He smiles.

      I put out my hand.

      He shakes it. “Pleased to meet you.”

      “Likewise.”

      I follow him down the hallway. We get into a lift, go up a few floors. I follow him out, down another long corridor. He opens a door on the left-hand side. I follow him in. In this office, there is only a desk with one chair behind it. One computer on the desk, a mouse and mouse pad.

      “Please sit down, Lee,” he says.

      I sit down. He leans over next to me, plays with the mouse, the screen comes alive, he clicks on an app, finds what he’s looking for, double clicks on the name Lily Henderson and her passport comes up on the screen. The date is June 1st. Three months ago, and the time is 8.15 pm. It coincides with the arrival time of the Philippines Airlines flight. I nod, he clicks on something else. A photo of Lily with her short blonde hair at the customs arrival check-in with the same date and time.

      I nod.

      She was here.

      I stare at her photo. She is wearing a green t-shirt, has white buds in her ears, a suitcase on wheels, a laptop bag strapped across her chest. She is smiling at the male customs officer, he is smiling back at her. I don’t say anything, but Kei volunteers.

      “We have a video of her leaving the terminal and getting on the Narita Express.”

      “Thank you.”

      “The police didn’t ask for this information, either.”

      I nod. “I appreciate that.”

      He says, “What happened to her?”

      “She’s missing. Three weeks now, her parents are worried about her.”

      “I am a father, too,” he says. “My daughter is eighteen, she wants to go to America, to Memphis, to see where Elvis lived.”

      I laugh out loud. It makes me feel wonderful. Like a human being again, not a machine trying to track down the girl.

      “If you need help with anything, you can call me,” he says and puts down his little white card with his name and mobile on it.

      “Thanks a lot. You’ve been a big help.”
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      Back at Shibuya Station, I’m still not sure about how to get to the crossing exit without following the signs. My headphones are in my laptop bag. I enjoy all the sounds, voices, hints of music from other headphones around me. I make it to exit eight and smile to myself, spirits lifted by my visit to Narita Airport. When I get to the Airbnb I’ll call Lily’s parents.

      It’s dark now. I merge into the streams of people, look up at the screens high on the buildings. It’s so much more beautiful at night. There is a video of a trailer of a film called Black Hat starring Australian Chris Hemsworth. I can hear him speaking over the crowd like a beautiful Big Brother. It’s a little weird and scary, but fun. This place is a bit like magic land, with the video screens, posters, neon lights, beautifully dressed young and old Japanese people, the tourists looking all around them, taking it in. I cross the road and begin walking up the hill. I don’t need Google now.

      I enter the code into the front door of the apartment. Push it open, see it has been trashed. My gear is all over the floor, bed and black leather couch. I’m angry. I want to fuck the place up. I don’t. I slowly pick everything thing up. Nothing is missing. I had my laptop and phone and my USBs with me. They have gained no information. I think for a second about what the Chief Inspector told me. I take his card from my wallet, call him.

      “Moshi Moshi.”

      “Chief Inspector, this is Lee Jenson.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Do you have the books she left behind?”

      ‘They are in an investigation bag, yes.”

      “Can I have them?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’ll pick them up tomorrow. Also, my apartment has been trashed. Nothing is missing but maybe you could have a look.”

      “Maybe, we check for fingerprints, some DNA, yes. I’ll send a team but it won’t be for a while, maybe not even tonight but tomorrow.”

      “Right, thanks.”

      “Where will you be staying?”

      “I don’t know,” I say, lying to him.

      “Thank you, Mr Jenson.”

      “Arigato, Chief Inspector.”

      I don’t why I want the books. I’m still not one hundred percent sure she didn’t stay in this building. Maybe she stayed at the APA, then moved here. But I think, I’m the only one who knows she stayed at the hotel. I call and book a room there.

      I gather my backpack, phone and camera, sling my laptop bag across my shoulder, put my headphones on, then walk to the hotel with the help of Google.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I show the girl at the reception desk the photo of Lily. She looks closely but doesn’t know her. I am on the tenth floor in 1007. It is a lovely, clean, compact room, with a view of the city at night. More lights that dazzle in the biggest metropolis in the world. Thirty-eight million people. I take a few bottles of vodka from the mini-bar, a small bottle of lemonade, take a few sips, make another and another. Drink some local Asahi beers. Open my Uber app. It will be interesting to drive around the city at night.
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      I arrive at the Shinjuku Club at eight PM. There is a small queue. I wait politely. Pay the cover charge. Fuck. I forgot to call Lily’s parents. Shit. Anyhow, maybe I’ll find out some more now. I am shown to a small table. I look around the room for the tall Japanese man from this morning, but the lights are subdued, muted. I can’t see him. A beautiful Japanese girl in a cocktail dress approaches my table. I watch her come to me. She has her black hair tied up in a bun, dark skin, a bit like the tennis player Naomi Osaka but, in contrast to her, she is slim and small, not strong and athletic.

      She bows in front of me, saying, “Would you like some company?”

      “Yeah, I would, thanks.”

      “You’re Australian?”

      “Yes.”

      “What would you like to drink?”

      For some crazy reason I order two Mai Tais, not even sure they’ll make them.

      “Thank you, but I can’t drink at work.”

      “They’re both for me.”

      “Oh, I’ll go and get the drinks.”

      I think I scared her and it’s only the first order.

      I watch her walk to the bar. The little black dress is a backless cocktail number showing off her slim legs. She has a small bum, elegant back, that hair piled high.

      She comes back and places the drinks down on Shinjuku Club coasters that are already on the table. I make a mental note to grab a couple for souvenirs but it’s work time now.

      I take the photo of Lily out of my pocket and show it to her. “Do you know her? She used to work here.”

      “Oh, let me see the photo,” she says, taking it from my hand. She gives it a decent look then hands it back, saying, “No, sorry.”

      “She worked here. Her hair might have been black.”

      “No.”

      “Do you know the tall man that was working here this morning? He had jet black hair, slicked down and parted clearly on the right hand side. Tall guy.”

      “The manager is tall, has hair like that.”

      “Is he here?”

      “Somewhere, yes. Why don’t you relax, tell me about yourself?” she says, putting her hand on my thigh, which I’m sure the tall guy has instructed her to do.

      “Lady, I’m here looking for the girl in that photo. Her parents are worried about her.”

      “I can’t help you.”

      “Get me two more Mai Tais.”

      “Yes, sir. What’s your name?”

      “You know my name.”

      She walks off quickly. I sit looking around for the long, tall piece of shit that I met this morning. I see him at a table far off in a back corner with three other men, talking.

      My hostess comes back with the Mai Tais. I’m little pissed already but that’s OK, it means I’m loose, ready. She says, “The tall man is Tony Lei, you should be careful. He’s Yakuza.”

      “Tony Lei? He’s not Japanese.”

      “Part Japanese and Chinese. He grew up in Hong Kong, moved to America for University, his mother is Japanese, his father Hong Kong Chinese, very connected family.”

      “Why are you telling me this?”

      “Be careful.”

      “I will. I want to see a different girl. You’re not to my taste.”

      “Please relax. I’ll be back shortly.”

      I see her look over at Lei. He nods to her. She goes behind the bar and another girl quickly comes to sit beside me.

      “Hi, my name is Angie.”

      She’s blonde, like Lily was, or is. I’m getting worried about that. She has a classic beauty, like she’s carved out of stone with her strong nose and chin, her cut cheekbones. She’s the opposite of the other girl, all boobs and ass and a long, green, body-hugging dress keeping it all in shape.

      “Are you having a good night, sir?”

      “What’s your name?”

      “I told you, my name is Angie.”

      I start to feel a little dizzy. I get up and go to the bathroom not far from where Lei and his mates are sitting. I splash water on my face. It’s OK, I thought he might have drugged the drink but I’m just tired and pissed. I keep splashing water all over my face, feeling a little better. I arrived early this morning and haven’t stopped really, but this prick setting me up with his cockteaser girls? Fuck him!

      I walk out, turn sharp right, walk to his table, take the photo out of my pocket.

      “Hey, Tony. Tony.”

      He looks up.

      I hold the photo up and say loudly, “Where’s the girl, Tony? Where is she?”

      He smiles and looks at his friends who all smile back at him.

      I ask him again, “Where’s Lily?” shouting this time. “Where’s Lily?”

      He stands up, walks towards me and says, “Calm down, my Aussie friend, what did I tell you about your manners?”

      “Go fuck yourself, you cunt, you lied to…”

      He hits me hard in the side of the head with his right fist. I spin around, dizzy, trying to focus. I get hit on the other side of my head, go down. He whispers in my ear, “Stay down, stay down.”

      I grab his leg, he shakes me off, kicks me in the mouth. I taste metal, blood. People are moving away from me, he drags me by my collar, lifts me up, whispers, spitting in my ear, “Outside, dog, outside into the alley.”

      Another man grabs my left shoulder, big Tony Lei has my right shoulder, they hustle me out through the kitchen. Cunt, he has a big right hand, that’s for sure. Out through a back door, throws me on the ground with the rat shit and lurking cats. Tony lays the boots in two or three times. I curl up in a ball, they both start kicking the shit out of me, I start to waver in and out of consciousness, then feel a powerful blow to the head, lose sight of everything. I’m spinning… spinning… out.
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      I wake up, feel sore all over, more like fucking aching pain actually, try and lift my head up but feel dizzy again. Rest. I wake up again. Feeling sore as shit still but my head is a bit clearer. I look around. I’m in a motel room. I’m also naked. A cheap motel room. It consists of the double bed I’m on, a Smart TV, little fridge, door to the unseen bathroom. A round wooden table with two black plastic chairs tucked underneath it. There is a tray on the table with croissants and juice. I see a Nespresso coffee machine on a long shelf on the other side of the bed.

      Where the fuck am I?

      I get up, see a pair of grey sweatpants at the end of the bed, a blue windcheater-type thing. A pair of black briefs. I put them all on, pull out one of the black chairs from under the table, sit down, grab a croissant, eat it quickly, drink the orange juice down fast, eat the second croissant.

      A knock on the door. Here we go.

      I get up but the door opens before I get halfway there. A girl dressed in a super short maid’s dress, black fishnet tights and the whole rest of the cosplay gear including a little black hat thing, walks into the room and says, “Good morning. How are you feeling?”

      “Where am I?”

      “In a motel in Kabuki-Cho.”

      “How did I get here?”

      “We found you in the alleyway early this morning. Beaten up.”

      “Thanks for looking after me.”

      “You’re welcome. Where are you staying?”

      “Shibuya.”

      “I’m going to work now if you want to share an Uber with me?”

      “Thanks, er…” I feel dizzy, sit on the bed. Take a few breaths. “How far are we from the Shinjuku Club?”

      “Two doors down.”

      “Do you know the…”

      “We know who the manager is. He’s a Yakuza. You’re Australian. What happened to you?”

      “Like you said, I got beaten up. You’re really beautiful, you know that?”

      She bursts out laughing, rapid-fire, like a fucking machine gun, holding herself. I smile at her. She keeps going for a while, then eases down to a smile and says, “You might still be drunk.”

      “Have you got my clothes?”

      “Yes. I washed them. I’ll bring them to you.”

      I stay seated. She comes back. I take the clothes from her and go into the bathroom, get changed into my black tee and suit, put my kicking shoes on that didn’t get the workout I wanted as it came the other way around.

      As I walk back into the bedroom, she says, “You look handsome.”

      “Thanks.”

      “You look alright without clothes, too.”

      My turn to laugh and she points at a camera up in the corner of the room.

      “Got me.”

      I reach into my pocket, pull out the photo, show it to her, say, “What’s your name?”

      “Suki.”

      “I’m looking for this girl. She’s Australian, been missing for three weeks now.”

      “Ah, I see, she worked for the club?”

      “Yes. Now, this is super important, Suki.”

      “Yes.”

      “Her parents are worried sick about her. The tall guy from the club, Tony Lei, he told me she worked there for a week or ten days then he sacked her. I don’t believe him and as you saw this morning with me in the alleyway, he doesn’t want me sniffing around, either.”

      “Yes. I don’t know what…”

      “Do you know any of the girls who work there? I need to speak to someone who was there. Who saw her. Who knows her.”

      “I know two girls who work there. One is friends with Tony Lei, the other one might talk to you. She only works two nights a week, on the weekend. She’s a single mother, needs the work.”

      “Great, great, that is fucking great. Shit. Suki, it’s Saturday, right? She’ll be in tonight.”

      “Yes.”

      “I can’t go back in there. Do you know her number, maybe? Maybe you could get it from the club, make up some excuse that you need to see her or something.”

      “What’s your name?’

      “Suki, I’m Lee. Lee Jenson. I think Lily, the girl in the photo, she is in danger or worse. Why else would he lie to me? And the cops don’t care.”

      “Lee, I have to go to work, or I’ll lose my job.”

      She screws up her little face and I’m really looking at her now. Man, she is beautiful. And sexy. Whoa, that costume! After this is done, I… I don’t know. What a crazy twenty-four hours.

      “But I can do what you ask. If this Lily is missing, people must be worried about her. The girl is Mari. I can find out, speak to her. Give me your mobile number.”

      I give it to her.

      “Now, we have to go,” she says, “hurry up.”

      I get out of the Uber at the APA and we wave to each other. Either I have a lead or I’m getting strung along by an expert, because she seems genuine. She fixed me up, dressed my cuts, and so on, undressed me, which I wish I had been awake for. There’s a new receptionist on so I show her the photo of Lily. She doesn’t know her but I ask her to check the records and she finds the reservation. Lily stayed here for three days after her arrival. Why I didn’t ask before to check? Too many thoughts in my head. I want a rematch with Tony Lei but I’ll do the… and my side fucking aches badly. My head starts to ache a little, too.

      I buy some paracetamol from the receptionist. Go to my room. Take the pills. Get the desk chair and jam it under the room door tight.

      Lie on the bed. Close my eyes. Sleep.
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      I sit bolt upright.

      Email.

      I haven’t checked her email. I got obsessed because she had no social media. Why the fuck did she suddenly decided to go to Tokyo from Sydney? Maybe… I ring her parents. It is 3pm in the afternoon here, there is only an hour’s time difference.

      Her mother answers.

      “Jill, this is Lee Jenson. I need your daughter’s email address.”

      “Have you heard something? Found her?”

      “I know she was here. I know she worked in the club like she said. I know where she stayed when she first arrived. I have contacted the club where she worked and the trail dies out there, but I’m meeting a girl this afternoon or early this evening who worked with her at the club. I’m making progress but I think the email might be important.”

      “I’ll ask my husband.”

      I wait, light a cigarette, get out of bed, open a window so the smoke detector doesn’t go off. Switch on the kettle. Tear open three sachets of coffee, pour them into a small white cup, grab one of those UHT milk things, wait for Mrs. Henderson, wait for the kettle to boil. Then…

      “I have it.” She reads it out to me.

      “Any ideas about a password?”

      “I think she told me once it’s Robbie.”

      “Who is Robbie?”

      “Her dog, Robbie, who she left behind to go to Sydney. A black lab, she was a bit heartbroken to leave her. The dog still misses her. She told me one day, laughed and said, my email password is named after her. After the dog.”

      “Bloody Jesus. You are a miracle.”

      “Please keep looking for her. Do everything that you can.”

      “I’m making progress. I’ll call you again in the morning.”

      We say our goodbyes.

      I connect to the internet through my mobile. Log into her email. It’s all there. The first connection. Lily must have seen an ad online somewhere. She got a quick reply after she sent a bit of a sexy photo of her in a denim mini skirt and black crop top. The whole thing is worked out, but she tells the contact, someone called Akiro, that she will be staying in the Airbnb she mentioned to her parents. She was unsure about the contact – protecting herself, my guess. Why did she lie to her parents? Who knows? Does it matter? No.

      I email Airbnb, tell them of the break-in, send them the Tokyo police report I have, asking for confirmation of payment and proof that Lily was there. This is the second time I have asked. This time I get a decent reply. Customer service can so often be about getting lucky, finding someone who gives a shit. Konami from Airbnb sends me a receipt that was issued by email to Lily. For six weeks, at the address she gave her parents.

      The book! I have to check the books in the evidence bag at Shinjuku cop shop. Now, I have another six weeks to account for. The next stage of her journey here. I contact the Chief Inspector. He gives me a code to give to the policeman at the desk. The books will be released to me.

      I walk around to the Airbnb where she stayed, where my stuff was thrown about. Konami told me she was in 401. I catch the lift to the fourth floor. Get out of the claustrophobic lift, knock on 402. Wait. A young Japanese guy, slim, wearing black jeans, a blue tee, black cardigan opens the door.

      “Hi, do you speak English?”

      He gives me that are you stupid look.

      “Sorry, I’m new here,” I say. “Listen, did you know the Australian girl, Lily, who stayed here in 401 for a while?”

      “Yes,” he says softly, nodding his head.

      “Do you know where she is now?”

      “She moved out about six or seven weeks ago.”

      “Yes, but where to?”

      “She was with a tall man, maybe a Chinse guy, or maybe part Japanese too or something. She said she was moving to Ueno. He was helping her.”

      “That’s great, great. Were you friends with her?”

      “Not really. She had a boyfriend, not the tall guy, an older man, like a bad guy, a tough guy, maybe fifty years old.”

      “Tough? What do you mean?”

      “Just the way he dressed. Black leather jacket, but scuffed up? Scuffed, is that the right…”

      “Yeah, yeah. What else?”

      “He had a gun holster. When Lily introduced us, he opened the jacket and I saw the gun in a shoulder holster.”

      “Yakuza?”

      “I don’t know. She was always friendly, happy, except when he was around she would ignore me.”

      “And you don’t know where in Ueno?”

      “No.”

      “Anyone else here knows her?”

      “Maybe. I don’t know anyone else. The guy in 404 used to say hi to her.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Is she alright?”

      “I don’t know.”

      He closes the door. I knock on 404. Get no answer. I get a call on my mobile, hit answer with my finger. “Hello.”

      “Lee?”

      “Yes.”

      “It’s Suki.”

      “Yes.”

      “The girl I know, Mari, who works at the club.”

      “Yes, yes.”

      “She knows this Lily.”

      “Fuck, Suki. What? What?”

      Silence.

      “I’m sorry, sorry. Please, what’d she say?”

      “She said Lily was working at a massage parlour in Ueno. Owned by Tony Lei. She thinks she lives there, too. A lot of them do.”

      “A lot of the girls are kept there, you mean?”

      “Maybe, I think so.”

      “Maybe.”

      “Mari said she thinks so.”

      “Alright, alright, but she’s there, Lily is there.”

      “Yes, all the girls in the club were telling each other about you. What happened with you.”

      “Suki?”

      “Yes?”

      “Can you give me the address of the parlour?”

      “I have the name, it’s Candy.”

      “Candy, in Ueno.”

      “Yes. There’s a train station at Ueno, It’s a busy place. I Google it now, here’s the address.” She reads it out and I write it down in my notebook.

      I thank her, tell her I’ll call her.

      “Be careful,” she says.

      The call ends.

      

      It looks like a ten-minute walk from the station, down a small alleyway off Ameyoko Street, which runs between Ueno and Okachimachi Station. I walk down the hill from the hotel past crowds gearing up for Saturday night. I find a pawn shop I saw down one of the alleys, buy a blackjack, which is a piece of metal wrapped in hard rubber in the shape of a truncheon. Put in the inside pocket of my jacket. I pass beautifully dressed people, a loud American tourist, some Australians laughing at something, small Lawson Stores, which are like 7-11, closed breakfast places, cafés, restaurants.

      I’m learning it pays to look up all the time as lots of the buildings are small and thin but tall, with entertainment and bars on all the floors. I haven’t been able to explore all the laneways. I walk past a Pachinko bar. The door opens and the noise is deafening and I’m at the crossing, into the station. Find the right platform with help from Google.

      The train trip is agonizing. I have no plan. As I walk from the station to the laneway, I think Tony Lei will be at the Shinjuku Club; he runs it, it’s his place. Are they following me? Do they know where I am, or am I a blink of the eye, waste of time, dumb Aussie? I find Candy, a small, discreet-looking place with only a small wooden sign on the front door, not the big splash of pink I was expecting, but if they’re keeping the girls here it makes sense.

      I walk past slowly. There are bars on the windows, a smaller alley down the side of the building to a fenced-off area. I go back the way I came and ring the doorbell. A small woman in a kimono opens the door. She’s like an angel, so beautiful. Her long eyelashes flutter at me as she says, “Welcome, sir,” and ushers me in.

      I sit on a big brown plush sofa. There are three others just like it in the surprisingly big room. On the walls are photos of American Hollywood stars from different generations, Marilyn, Sigourney Weaver, Margot Robbie, and others.

      The woman in the kimono says, “I’ll get the girls.”

      I nod, say nothing.

      She returns with five girls, one Thai, another Chinese-looking, two Japanese girls, all in various stages of undress with what they think is their best attribute out on display, and there is Lily, right in front of me. Short black hair like Tony Lei said, beautiful, smiling but not quite all here, a distant look. On smack or some other relaxing-type drug, maybe not hooked yet but getting there. She introduces herself to me as Katie, puts out her hand and I shake it gently.

      The woman says, “Do you like anyone?”

      “Katie.”

      “A good choice, sir.”

      The other women file out of the room. Katie looks at me, puts her hand out again and says, “Follow me.”

      I take her hand. She leads me out of the room, down a hallway and says, “Wait here.”

      I’m in the hallway.

      She enters a room, says, “I’m sorry,” and closes the door.

      Sorry?

      Two men come at me down the hallway from the other direction while another man bursts out of the door behind me, hits me in the side of the face, knees me in the thigh fucking hard. I go down. Shit. Push my head into his groin as hard as I can. He backs away in pain. I punch his balls two, three times. He goes down. The other two reach me and one pulls a baseball bat from behind him, strikes me in the knee, twice and I’m down again. He smashes it across my back, my neck, two, three times, then they drag me down the hall, out into the yard. I get hit from every direction, covering up again. A blow crashes onto the side of my head. I blank out again.

      I wake up in the dark on concrete somewhere. I’m dizzy but not like the other day. Sore as fuck but not blackout city. I look up. I’m out the front of the zoo, which I remember from the Google map is not far from Ueno station. They want to kill me but they think two Australians missing might be too much. Why else wouldn’t they finish the job?

      I have work to do. A girl to save. When Lily opened the door to the room I saw a cupboard. I saw bars on the window, a chest of drawers like she lived in the room. Like Suki’s friend said some of them do. When they dragged me out the back, I saw the back door, not metal, not strong. A bathroom window, not barred.

      I get up. Wonder about security cameras. There are none I can see. The blackjack never got out of my pocket. I test out all the limbs on my body. Everything seems alright. I’m sore. I’ve been sore before. I start the walk back to the parlour named Candy, slow and easy. I look at my mobile. 4am. I wonder if it’s still open.

      I walk past it on the opposite side of the street. When I first arrived, there was a small light on in the porch, but it’s not on now. Must be closed. I keep walking, look down the alley. No lights anywhere. I cross over, walk down the alley slowly. At the back gate, I look through the small space where the latch is. No cars. No people. No lights. I move a metre or so along and see that the place next door has a low wall. I clamber up on it. Look into the small backyard space. No-one. Nothing. I climb over, drop down gently onto the ground. No sensor turning lights on. I walk up to the back door. Locked. It’s also stronger than I thought. The bathroom window… I get a black bin, wheel it over, climb on top of it, my back aching from baseball-bat-strike, kind of sit on the bin. Pull out the blackjack, gently as possible break the glass, slowly take the pieces of broken glass from the window. I can get through it, just, and I do.

      Inside. Fuck. I open the bathroom door to the hallway. The number nine flashes into my mind. Just before Lily opened the door it was there. The number nine. As I walk slowly down the hall, a door opens. The Thai girl who lined up before me hours ago walks out of number eight, on the opposite side to Lily’s room. She throws her head back in shock. I see cameras in the corners of the hallway, and outside some of the rooms. I put my finger up to my mouth in a shooshing motion The Thai girl smiles. Then starts screaming.

      Fucking hell.

      I knock on the door to number nine as it is being pulled open.

      “Lily, I’m from Australia, your parents hired me. Let’s fucking go. Grab any money you have, come on.”

      She stands there, scared, shocked, goes back into the room, grabs a purse. She’s wearing a black tracksuit. I grab her hand.

      “Yes, yes, let’s go. Thank you. Thank you.”

      The door to number one opens, opposite the bathroom, and a guy comes out half asleep, no baseball bat with him this time. My kind of odds. He stumbles out into the hallway, sees me, sees Lily holding my hand and charges down the hall. I stop, kneel, turn to my right, reach into my pocket, grab the blackjack and smash the hard rubber into his kneecap, fucking hard as I can. He buckles. I stand up and dish out a beating across the back of his head and shoulders, his lower back, strike after strike. He doesn’t get up.

      I unlock the back door, Lily holding my free hand. We reach the gate. I show her how to scramble over and she follows me. I take her hand as we run down the alleyway along the street and back onto the bright street lights of Ameyoko Street, where a taxi waits for us like it’s at the opening to Heaven. We climb in. I give instructions to Tokyo Square, the most expensive hotel in Tokyo. I don’t think they’re going to find us there.

      I call the Chief Inspector, who is not happy to be woken until I give him the news. I tell him I want a passport, now, or a way to get through customs without any problems. I book Lily on the JAL flight back to Melbourne, the day after tomorrow.

      After, at the Tokyo Square, we sleep together fully clothed under the doona on the big, king-sized bed.

      Safe.

      Exhausted.
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      I walk her to the gate at Narita Airport. There are a couple of cops on hand, too. She told me they basically treated her well but she couldn’t leave, was only let out into the back courtyard like a dog. They had her taking tranquilizers, not smack; no addiction. To me, she appears undamaged, but I didn’t ask her too much about the work she had to do. Did she start out there voluntarily? I didn’t want to go there; she didn’t tell me.

      That cunt Tony Lei.

      Fuck him.

      Case closed.
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      I have some unfinished business back in Tokyo. I check into a small three-star hotel in Shinjuku. It’s comfortable and clean and the staff are friendly to me even though it looks like I did a few rounds with Mike Tyson. I mooch about most of the day, then ring Suki and ask her out.

      She does that machine-gun laugh again but says yes, then, “You’re a bit crazy, Lee.”

      I guess I am.

      Fuck do I care.

      We go to a little jazz bar. When we walk in, the little five-piece band is playing the jazz standard Take Five and they do it gorgeously well. Then, from the side of the stage, this stunning Japanese babe with dyed blond hair and a killer body struts on stage in a tight-fitting bright green evening dress, cleavage to die for. The band starts playing My Baby Just Cares for Me, and I put my arm around Suki and take in the Tokyo Jazz.
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