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You would run, you bastard, Akiko thought as she raised the stainless steel Beretta in her black gloved hand at her retreating father’s back and pulled the trigger.


The bullet tore a black hole in his white dress shirt between his shoulder blades, causing a fountain of blood to burst forth as he fell to his knees. 


He stumbled to his feet, took off again as Akiko pursued him relentlessly, her finger resting on the trigger of the big gun.


It cost the sixteen year old Japanese schoolgirl almost all the money she made on her after school job for the gun and the box of ammunition for it.  But feeling the juices between her legs from the excitement of pulling the trigger the first time, it was well worth it.


Her father slid the back door aside and ran outside into the back yard.  Akiko’s shiny black school shoes clicked on the kitchen floor ominously as she pursued him.


Akiko could accept the fact that her father abused her mother, or even her, as she had in the past.  But when she found out he was doing the same to her 12-year old blind little sister, well, that was the last straw.


She went through the back door, raised the gun again, shot him through the right knee.


He crashed to the ground, pushed himself up on his good leg, dragged the other behind him.


Akiko then shot him in the back of the left leg.


He went down again, stayed down, crying out in pain.


Akiko walked up behind him, her long straight black hair and plaid school uniform skirt blowing in the breeze.  Anger colored her beautiful face.  Her almond shaped eyes narrowed, seething with pure hatred.


Her father looked up at her, tears in his eyes.  She had never seen him cry before.  Akiko could not help but be pleased she had made him cry.


Akiko aimed the gun at his head.


“What are you doing?” he screamed.  “I’m your father!”


“No father beats an innocent girl,” Akiko snarled.


“You deserve to be punished,” he spat.


Akiko sneered.  “Not me, you stupid fucker,” she snapped.  “My sister.”


“No!  Never!”


Akiko put the barrel of the gun against his forehead.  “Liar!”


He made a grab for the gun.  She stepped back, out of his reach, then stepped forward and struck him across the face savagely with her weapon as hard as he could.


Blood dripped from his lip as he glared back up at her.


“Not this time,” his daughter said as she aimed the gun again at his forehead.


Akiko pulled the trigger, a sound of pure pleasure escaping her lips.


There was a wet sound as the bullet entered his forehead and exited the back.  Her father’s head snapped back and he fell back onto the grass, his eyes staring up at her, almost accusingly.


Akiko didn’t give a damn.  In fact, she shot him in the head again, just for the fun of it.


The juices she felt earlier between her legs was now a flood.  She smiled.


Then she turned and went back inside the house.





Her mother was waiting for her, holding her shocked little sister, crying.


“What have you done!” she cried.


Akiko walked up to her, raised the gun, leveled it at her head.


“I should kill you too for letting him do this to us all these years,” Akiko snapped.


“Please don’t, onee-san,” Yumi said quietly.  Big sister.  “She is not as strong as you.”


Akiko looked at her little sister and could not help but smile.  Her reminder probably saved her mother’s life.  Even though Yumi was her little sister, she was wise beyond her years.


She lowered the gun, shoved it in the waistband of her skirt.


“Go pack your things, imoto-san,” Akiko said quietly.  Little sister.


Yumi pushed away from her mother and left them alone.  She looked back at Akiko sadly and gave a wan smile to reassure her before disappearing into their room.


Akiko didn’t feel like a good big sister.  If she had been, she would have protected them better.


But now they were all free of the tyrant.


“What are you going to do?” her mother, still emotional, wailed.


“I am taking my sister and we are leaving,” Akiko said flatly.


“W-what about the police?” her mother stammered.


Akiko backed her mother up against the wall, her hand on the butt of her gun threateningly.  “I’m sure you will make up a good story,” she said with a sneer.  “Perhaps men with guns came in here screaming about debts and shot him while you hid and your daughters ran away in fear.”  She grabbed her mother by the chin.  “Because if I hear that you say anything differently, I will come back, and Yumi won’t stop me from putting a bullet in your brain next time.”


Her mother looked Akiko in her cold black eyes and saw her steely resolve.  At that moment, she knew that her other daughter was the only reason she was still breathing.


Akiko let her go and her mother went over to the bar.  Her alcoholism had never helped their cause.


“Fix me one too,” Akiko ordered.


Her mother whipped around to look at her, but then turned back to grab a second glass.


Akiko walked over to the coffee table, plucked one of her mother’s menthol cigarettes out of her open case.  As her mother poured their scotches, she clicked the gold lighter lying beside the case, enjoyed that first joyous hit of nicotine.


Her mother walked over, said nothing as Akiko casually exhaled smoke in her face.


Akiko didn’t need to worry about smoking or drinking on the sly any more.  She could do whatever she wanted.


She took a glass from her mother’s hand.


“To our freedom,” Akiko said, raising her glass in a toast.


Her mother drank silently.  Akiko enjoyed the feeling of the fiery liquid going down her throat, warming her insides.


She drained the rest of the glass, sat it down hard.


“Ah,” Akiko said, smacking her lips.


She took another satisfying drag off her cigarette, then headed for the bookcase.


“No!  You can’t!” her mother pleaded, knowing what she intended.


Akiko looked back at her sternly.  “Can’t I?”


Her mother suddenly went silent with the implied threat.


Akiko moved some books aside, revealing her father’s hidden stash of cash.  She retrieved a bag and filled it with the cash.   It wasn’t all that much in the end, but it might come in handy while they were getting started in their new life.


“What am I going to do?” her mother said under her breath, though purposely loud enough for Akiko to hear.


“You’ll get his life insurance,” Akiko reminded her.  “You’ll be fine.”


Her mother thought a minute, then slowly smiled.  “I hadn’t thought of that,” she said.


Akiko looked back at her.  “You see?  We’re all free now.  Even you.”


 “Where will you go?” her mother asked quietly.


Akiko just looked at her a moment before answering.  “Don’t worry about that,” she said.  “I don’t want you anywhere around us.  I don’t expect you will see us again.”


Her mother began crying.


Yumi came back, dragging a rolling suitcase behind her.


“I’m ready,” she said.


 “Say goodbye to your mother,” Akiko said.


Yumi reached out to her mother, who gathered her in her arms.  Tears rolled down her mother’s face as she looked back at Akiko.  Yumi and her mother had always been closer than her mother was to Akiko.  Perhaps it was because Yumi was the baby of the family.  Now it even angered her more than her mother did nothing to stop her father from touching her sister.


Akiko brought out the suitcase she had packed earlier and picked up the cigarette case and lighter along with the car keys to the family Toyota.


“We need to go.”


Yumi let go of her mother, retrieved her little suitcase.  She walked over to Akiko’s voice.  Yumi grasped her sister’s hand and they left their house.


Akiko got her sister settled into the car, then stowed her suitcase in the back.


She climbed into the driver’s seat and fastened her seat belt.


Yumi turned to her,  her nostrils flaring.


“Why were you smoking, onee-san?”


Akiko smiled, which Yumi would never see.  “Because I can.”


Yumi looked at her, her eyes unfocused as they always were, of course.  “I understand why you did it,” she said softly.  


Akiko knew she wasn’t referring to her smoking this time.  She started the car.  “Oh?”


“It was because of me.”


Akiko swallowed hard.  Emotions were starting to well up inside her.  Dammit.


“You always look out for me.”


That did it.  A tear rolled down Akiko’s face.  She had promised herself she would never cry again.


“I love you, Akiko-chan.”


Akiko wiped her tear away.


“I love you too, kiddo.”


Yumi smiled.


Akiko put the car in gear and they drove off, leaving their old life behind.














Next story:  Akiko goes to work




















