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Yuki Sakai drew on her cigarette as she watched the pathetic creature on his knees in front of her.  She smiled cruelly as the lungful of smoke escaped from between her silky cherry red lips.


	This was supposed to be a powerful mafia crime lord.  But looking down the barrel of her gun, he was scared shitless just like the rest of her victims.  Soon he would be just as dead.


	She flicked the cigarette aside and circled around behind him.  Yuki raised the stainless steel large caliber automatic pistol in her black gloved hand and aimed carefully at the back of the shaking man’s head.  This is the part she really liked.


	Yuki gave a little gasp of sexual pleasure as she pulled the trigger, watching her gun blow brains and blood all over the ground in front of him before he fell forward onto his bloody face.  She lowered the gun, ready to fire a second time into his head, but it was unnecessary.  He was stone dead.


She turned to her henchman Masashi, standing silently off to the side, shotgun still primed in case he was needed as she holstered her gun.  He was young, handsome, solidly built, with rock hard abs.  Just how she liked her men.


“Come here,” Yuki snapped in a husky voice.


	Masashi approached his beautiful boss, knowing what she wanted.  Killing people turned her on, and he was turned on by the fact that he was the one she turned to for release.	He yanked down her panties and he could smell her scent, she was so wet for him.  Yuki tore at his jeans and in moments set his throbbing member free.  She sat on the hood of her luxury sedan and Masashi entered her, Yuki gasping in pleasure as he slid into her up to the hilt.


	“Oh, yes,” she murmured.  “Fuck me.  NOW.”


	Yuki’s holstered .40 caliber Smith and Wesson stainless steel pistol flopped against her left side as Masashi fucked her vigorously.  The gun was more than just a tool, it was a symbol of her power over such men as Musashi.


	“Harder,” Yuki ordered, and Musashi increased the tempo like a good boy.


	Yuki’s pleasure grew as Musashi was hitting her g-spot just so.  She shook her head rapidly, panting in her lust, and cried out sexually themed expletives in Japanese as she got more and more on the verge of her release. 


	They came together, Yuki crying out at the top of her lungs as Masashi filled her with his seed.  Yuki thought the orgasms would never stop and Masashi continued jetting his seed inside of her until finally he was totally spent.


	Yuki rested against him as they recovered from the experience, her head lying against his strong chest, her short dark hair matted with sweat from the excursions of their furious fucking.





	Yuki smoked a cigarette and watched out the window of her Lexus as they crossed the Brooklyn Bridge.


	Her father was one of the most powerful yakuza in Japan.  Being more progressive than most of the old school yakuza, he had given Yuki, his daughter, control of their growing territory in America, specifically in New York.  Her brother was already firmly entrenched in the underworld of Los Angeles.  She was content to allow her brother his space to control the yakuza activities there…for now.


	The Italians had not liked Yuki getting up shop in what they considered their turf.  Even though they were not as powerful as they were in their hey day, they still were a thorn in her side as she established her power base.


	So she started taking them out, one by one.  The one tonight had been the latest.


	Yuki might only be five foot two and petite of build, but she was one of the most intimidating people in the New York underworld.  One hard gaze from her cold black eyes was enough to instill fear in even the most hardened criminal.  Yuki was hardened herself, having started as a hit woman for her father when she was 16.  Her own idea, not his, but he was proud of her all the same.  Her third degree black belt in karate and her incredible skill as a marksman were a deadly combination to anyone who drew her wrath.


	She loved the feeling of a big gun in her hand.  Yuki enjoyed having the power of life and death in her hand.  The thrill of pulling the trigger and watching her bullets wreak destruction on the flesh of another human being was an incredible feeling of power and control like any other.   Yuki was a very sexual person, being a bisexual and all, and the wetness between her legs when killing someone was greater than the best foreplay she could ever have with a lover, whether male or female. 


	Now eleven years later, Yuki was the yakuza family’s oyabun in New York, quite possibly the biggest city on the planet, and ruled the New York underworld with an iron fist, her enemies soon becoming dead at her feet.


	Her driver pulled into an underground parking garage in the tall, large glass building where she had her offices.  Sakai International, the sign on the door said.  Yuki smiled.  It was indeed an import/export business as advertised.





	Masashi opened the door for her and she climbed out.  Yuki’s men were around the car, in front of the elevator, after sweeping the garage.


	It was very ego boosting to have so many men at her command, bowing to her every whim.  Yuki strutted to the elevators as her men fell in around her.  The doors opened at her approach.


	Masashi inserted a key in the panel and turned it before pushing the button for the top floor, the penthouse suite which belonged exclusively to her.  Two other men rode with them as the elevator ascended.


	Yuki allowed herself a satisfied smirk as she saw Musashi standing beside her.  She was certain he was wondering if she might command a repeat performance tonight, but Yuki wasn’t in the mood for a man in her bed now.


	The elevator doors opened and Yuki entered her apartment, where her two ladies in waiting were doing exactly that.  They were both Japanese, both young.  Yuki had known them all their lives and they were extremely loyal to her.


	“Welcome home, Madam,” the youngest one said as Yuki kicked off her high heel shoes.


	Yuki turned to the elevator.  “Good evening, gentlemen,” she said, dismissing them.  “I will be going to the club later, of course.”


	Masashi watched her as the doors closed in front of him.


	Yuki spun back around and ripped off her leather jacket.  “I need a bath,” she snapped, heading toward her private rooms, her ladies hurrying to keep up.





Yuki blew out a stream of cigarette smoke as she looked down from the balcony at the dance floor in the hottest club in Manhattan, a club that she just happened to own.  The techno pop music assaulted her ears, the beat rhythmic and primal.


	That’s when she saw the blonde.


	She owned the dance floor, her long flowing blonde hair whipping from side to side as she moved to the beat.  Her tight white dress clung to her ample breasts, her slim waist, her nice ass.   Yuki watched her, her black eyes ablaze with lust.


	Yuki licked her lips, already anticipating having the blonde.  There was no doubt in her mind that hot blonde bitch would be in her bed tonight and for many nights afterward.  No one said no to Yuki Sakai.


	She snapped her fingers and one of her men appeared at her side.


	Yuki told him what she wanted.


	She looked down at the dance floor and smiled.





	Yuki was polishing off her plate of sashimi when they brought her up.


	She had brought an authentic Japanese chef from Tokyo for her new club.  Yuki enjoyed the home style food he prepared, and took many of her evening meals here.


	The blonde tried not to react as Yuki slurped down the last piece of raw fish, Yuki could tell.   Apparently Yuki would have to educate her on fine cuisine.


	“So they tell me you wanted to see me,” the blonde said.  Her voice was husky, yet sweet.  Yuki liked it.


Yuki dabbed her mouth with a napkin, then leaned back and fixed her eyes on the blonde.  “Are you enjoying yourself this evening, my dear?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


Yuki smiled.  “Please, call me Yuki.”  She motioned to the chair at the other side of the table.  “Please.”


The blonde sat.  She extended her hand.  “I’m Brandy.”


Yuki smiled.  “A fine vintage indeed.”


Brandy blushed.


“Can I have the chef bring you something?” Yuki asked.


“No thanks,” the girl replied.  “I ate earlier.”


Yuki nodded.  “Well, Brandy, I own the club and I noticed you on the dance floor.”  


	Brandy smiled.  “I know exactly who you are, Miss Sakai.”


	Yuki smiled.  The girl had guts too.  She liked that.  Yuki lifted the bottle of Dom Perignon out of the bucket beside the table.  “I hope you will have a drink with me,” she said, pouring her a glass.


	“Thank you,” Brandy replied.


	Yuki lifted her glass in a toast.  “To new friends.”


	They clinked glasses and drank, their eyes focused on each other.


	A sharply dressed waiter came over with a box of cigars.


	Yuki selected one.  “Help yourself,” she said.  “They’re Cohibas, straight from Cuba.”


	“No thanks,” Brandy said.


	Yuki bit the cap off and spat it out.  “You should enjoy all the finer things in life, Brandy,” Yuki commented before pausing to accept a light from the waiter, puffing the cigar to life.  She chucked out a cloud of brown-gray smoke and again leaned back in her chair, the cigar poised between her elegant fingers.  “You can have that kind of life with me.”


	Brandy gulped her drink, draining the glass.


	“Are you afraid of me, Brandy?” Yuki asked.


	Brandy looked at her.  “You do have a reputation.”


	Yuki smiled.  “You have nothing to fear from me, Brandy.  You are not my enemy.”


	Brandy laughed nervously.  “Good to know.”


	Yuki blew out another cloud of smoke.  “Quite the contrary.  I want to fuck you, Brandy.  A lot.  I want you to be my hot fucking girlfriend.  For a long, long time.”


	Brandy gasped.  For a moment Yuki thought the girl was going to pass out.


	“I will take good care of you, my dear,” Yuki told her.  “You will want for nothing, and no one will ever mess with you again, or they will answer to me.”


	Apparently Yuki had seen the drunk guy who she brushed off earlier on the dance floor and didn’t want to take no for an answer.  Now Brandy knew why he seemed to disappear all of a sudden.


	“Are you not attracted to me?” Yuki asked.


	Brandy paused.  How do you refuse a crime lord who wants to make you her mistress?  Especially one so rich and powerful?


	“No, that’s not it,” Brandy answered.  “As a matter of fact, I have always kind of had a thing for Asian women.”


	Yuki took another puff off her cigar and smiled.  “Then what is the problem?”


	Brandy played with her glass.  “It’s just that, I never thought I was…I mean, I’ve never been….”


	Yuki smiled knowingly.  “You’ve thought about it, but you’ve never fucked a girl,” she finished.


	Brandy blushed again.  “Yeah.”


	Yuki leaned across the table, grasped her hand.  “Do you want to be with me?”


	Brandy looked into Yuki’s eyes.  “Yes,” she heard herself say.


	Yuki smiled.  “Then there is no problem, is there?”


	Brandy returned the smile.  “No.”


	She had the feeling she just sold her soul to the devil.





	Brandy gasped as she entered the penthouse apartment.


	One whole wall was a series of windows showing a beautiful view of the lights of New York City.  The living area was adorned with beautiful furniture all around, low couches with an extremely large HD TV along one wall opposite the couches.


	Japanese art objects were arranged all around, reflecting Yuki’s heritage.  Brandy was impressed.


	“Shoes,” Yuki snapped as her ladies in waiting came running up to them.


	“What?” Brandy said absently, then realized.  She pushed her high heels off and one of the girls collected both hers and Yuki’s.


	“Sorry,” she said to Yuki.


	Yuki caressed her face.  “That’s all right.  You need to learn our ways here.”  She turned her attention to her ladies.  “Ladies, this is Brandy, my new mistress.”


	The girls greeted her less than warmly.


	Yuki’s eyes narrowed.  “You will follow her instructions as if they were my own.  Is that understood?”


	The girls swallowed in fear as one.  “Yes, Madam,” they said in unison.


	“Good.  Now leave us alone.”


	The girls hurried off.


	Yuki turned her attention to Brandy.  She moved toward her, put an arm around her waist, pulled the blonde to her roughly.  Brandy gave a little cry of surprise.  Yuki smiled and kissed her.


	It was a deep, hungry kiss, pull of passion and pure, unadulterated lust.  Yuki grabbed Brandy by the hair, taking possession of her prize.


	“I wanted you from the moment I saw you,” Yuki said in a husky voice after the kiss ended.  She grabbed Brandy’s cleavage, ripped it open, tearing the dress away.  Her hands moved over Brandy’s breasts, still enclosed in the white bra, then ripped the bra in half.


	Yuki smiled as the bra fell away, revealing Brandy’s 36C breasts.  Her thumbs massaged the nipples and Brandy gasped.


	“I want to see all of you,” Yuki said.


	She pushed the remnants of the dress over Brandy’s hips.  It fell to the floor around her ankles.  Yuki’s hands took possession of Brandy’s panties and pushed them off her, revealing her pubic mound.


	Yuki actually gasped at the beautiful creature standing naked before her.  She circled Brandy, her hands moving over the girl’s body as she inspected her nice ass, her smooth legs, then came back around to smile at the spot between the girl’s legs.


	Her own pussy was as wet as it ever had been, even after killing someone.


	Yuki ripped off her holster, threw it aside onto a couch.


	“Undress me,” Yuki ordered.


	Brandy unbuttoned her blouse, pushed it off her shoulders.  She leaned in close as she removed Yuki’s bra and Yuki claimed a hungry kiss.  She felt Brandy removing the skirt, leaving her in her panties.  Then she felt Brandy push them off her hips.


	“On your knees, bitch,” Yuki snarled, full of lust.


	Brandy obeyed.


	Yuki lit a cigarette, let the smoke escape between her lips as Brandy’s tongue worked its magic, licking her pussy lips.  Yuki grabbed her by the hair with her free hand as the girl’s tongue found her g-spot, pleasing and teasing her just the way she wanted.


	She enjoyed her cigarette as the pleasure grew, causing her to give little cries of pleasure.    





They lay in bed watching TV afterwards, specifically the news.


	Yuki enjoyed a Cohiba as she always did when she was done for the evening.  Brandy was having a Virginia Slims as she found Yuki’s full flavor cigarettes too strong for her.


	“Mob boss Frankie Giamatti was found murdered today in a diner in suburban…”


	Brandy missed the rest after seeing the smirk on Yuki’s face.  She gasped as she realized.


	“Did you kill him?” Brandy asked without thinking.


	Yuki backhanded her.


	“What was the first rule I laid down with you, bitch?” Yuki snapped, seething with anger.


	Brandy held her stinging face, tears in her eyes.  “Don’t ask about your business,” she whispered.


	Yuki grabbed her by the hair.  “And what did you just do?”


	“I’m sorry!” Brandy exclaimed.


	Yuki jumped up hauling Brandy off the bed with her.  “You will be.”  She pushed the naked blonde down on her stomach, her legs hanging over the edge of the bed.  “Stay put or you’ll be sorry.”


	Brandy heard a noise but didn’t dare look back.  Then she heard the crack, felt the stinging on her backside from the whip.  She screamed.


	“You will get ten strokes from the whip for your insolence,” Yuki said around the cigar.  “And if you show weakness and cry out again, I will give you five more.”


	Brandy bit her lip to keep from screaming again as the whip struck home once more.


	


	Yuki drew deeply on the cigarette as the flame touched it, sucking in that first hit of nicotine.  She looked at Brandy as she exhaled, curled up in a ball on the other side of the bed.


	She had made the bitch please her again after whipping her, then fucked her in the ass and pussy with her big black dildo.


	Brandy was getting too familiar with her.  Obviously she took Yuki’s lust for her for another emotion.  Brandy needed discipline, and if there is one thing Yuki enjoyed, it was meting out discipline.  She had to have discipline.


	“You seem angry when you know you deserved your punishment,” Yuki snapped.


	“You wouldn’t let me cum,” Brandy whimpered.


	Yuki smiled as she blew out smoke.  “More punishment for your insolence.  Now come to me before I get the whip again.”


	Brandy came over and lay next to her.  After a moment, she put her arms around her.


	“Why were you so cruel?” she whispered.


	Yuki grabbed her by the chin.  “Actually, I was merciful.  The last mistress that disobeyed me, I shot in the head.”  She stabbed out her cigarette and settled in beside Brandy, pulling the blonde to her, feeling her up roughly, but again leaving her unsatisfied.  “Now go to sleep,” Yuki snapped harshly, leaving no doubt it was an order.


	Brandy lay against Yuki, wide awake, frightened as Yuki slept a peaceful sleep. 





	“Actually, she is right.  You were lucky,” Akiko said as she applied the cream to her whipped skin the next day after Yuki had gone off with her men.  “I see the mistress is still efficient with the whip.”


	“You say that as if you know from personal experience,” Brandy replied.


	Akiko shivered.  “Those of us with her for some time have felt her wrath.”


	Brandy sat up, pulled her wrap around her.  “Tell me about her.”


	Akiko walked over to the dresser, sat the jar of cream aside.  “Yuki Sakai is more dangerous than any man.  She had to be, to survive in that world, and thrive well enough to command the family.”  She withdrew two cigarettes from the silver box, lit them, brought one to Brandy, then sat beside her.  “Once you are in her power, your best chance of survival is to just obey her at all times.  She will kill you without a second thought if you do not.”


	Brandy blew out a stream of smoke.  “She loves me.  I know it.”


	Akiko shook her head.  “Yuki Sakai is driven by power and lust.  She enjoys killing people.  Love, compassion, kindness, those are foreign concepts to her.  The sooner you realize that, the better off you will be.”





	Yuki and Brandy were making out on the couch when Yuki’s cell phone rang.


	“This better be damn good,” Yuki snapped when she answered.


	Her anger was soon dissipated by whatever the caller had said.


	“Hai,” Yuki said after a fashion.  “Domo arigato.”


	Yuki punched the end button, then punched in another number.  She spoke quietly and quickly in Japanese, then snapped the phone shut.


	Brandy watched as Yuki plucked a Cohiba out of the humidor, walked to the window mechanically.


	“What’s wrong?” Brandy asked.  She didn’t know enough Japanese to know what the second call was about.


	Yuki’s reflection in the window was bathed in a yellow glow as she lit the big cigar, then the glow was gone.  Brandy could see the fierce red glow of the burning end as Yuki puffed repeatedly on the cigar.


	Brandy walked up behind Yuki and put her arms around her.  “Please tell me.”


	Yuki continued drawing on the cigar.  After Brandy thought she would never answer, she finally spoke.


	“My father is dead,” Yuki said absently.


	Brandy hugged Yuki tighter.  “I am sorry, honey.”


	Yuki blew out a cloud of brown-gray smoke.  “It was his time.”


	“I have always wanted to see Japan,” Brandy said.


	Yuki chuckled.  “Good.  Because we are moving there.  Immediately.”


	Brandy blinked. “What?”


	“My brother will be dead shortly,” Yuki told her.  “Leaving me in charge of the yakuza world wide.”


	“You ordered them to kill your brother?” Brandy asked in a shocked voice.


	Yuki spun, her eyes boring into Brandy for asking such a question about her business.  “It’s either him or me.  He has most likely sent an assassin after me.”


	“But he is your brother!”


	Yuki’s teeth clenched down on her cigar in anger.  “He is my enemy!” she snapped.  Yuki took a deep breath.  “As we speak, my sniper is looking at him through the scope of her high powered rifle.  Just a press of the trigger and he is gone.  Then I will be the only one who can replace my father as oyabun.”   She took a majestic puff off the cigar.  “Those who thought I was a weak female will now bow down to me!”


	Brandy merely looked at her.


	Yuki grabbed Brandy by the chin.  “You will be considered quite the prize in Japan.  Many dream of having a blonde mistress to satisfy their sexual appetites.  I will parade you in front of them all.  Everyone will know you belong to me.”  Yuki kissed her hard, with intense hunger.





	On a rooftop in downtown Tokyo, Rika smiled around her cigarette as she looked at Ichiro Sakai through the scope of her sniper rifle.


	He was surrounded by guards at ground level, but no one was up here on the roof of the building opposite his.


	She had been Yuki Sakai’s most trusted friend since they were teenagers in private school.  Rika was the first member of Yuki’s gang there.  They had a lot of fun together in those days, smoking cigarettes on the sly, shaking down other students for money, and a whole host of things they weren’t supposed to do, but they boldly did them without any consequences, mostly because of who Yuki’s father was and how people feared him.


	They had planned this day for years.  Rika’s job was to follow Ichiro until this day came.  Her job as his administrative assistant allowed her to do that, and to also move around undetected by his men.


	So going to her car, grabbing her duffle bag containing the broken down rifle and coming up here was quite easy.  They thought she had gone home for the day.


	Rika had dreamed about carrying out this hit for her friend, the woman she loved like a sister.   Now the time had come.


Her black gloved finger pressed the trigger and Ichiro’s head exploded.


	Yuki would be pleased.





	Back in New York, Yuki was fucking her blonde mistress in the ass with her black strap on dildo, her hand entwined in her blonde hair as the girl cried out in a combination of pain and ecstasy.


	Yuki finally had the power she had craved her whole life.  She was now in charge of a worldwide criminal empire.


	She would wield that power without mercy.











