Pop Star


By Keiko Tanaka





The long, black stretch limousine with tinted windows pulled up in front of the Park Hyatt Tokyo hotel.  A crowd was gathered outside the hotel, but was roped off on both sides of the entrance to allow guests to get in an out of the hotel.


	A burly Japanese man, big enough to be a sumo wrestler, got out of the limo on the opposite side and came around to the side facing the crowd.  His face was contorted in such a way that he looked as if he would break someone in half if they crossed him.


	The man opened the door and the crowd, mostly teenagers screamed.  He reached his hand inside and a feminine hand grasped it.  When the owner of the hand stepped out of the limo, the squeals of the teenage girls broke the sound barrier.


	The beautiful young lady in the mink coat emerging from the limo was Reiko Ishikawa, the hottest new pop star, or talento, in Japan.  She looked around at the crowd through her Ray Ban sunglasses and smiled her megawatt smile as the flashbulbs went off, then waved at the crowd.


	Reiko was as tall and curvy as a fashion model, which was why boys and men all over the country followed her every move and lusted after her.  Reiko’s latest CDs and posters were the biggest sellers in retail stores right now.  All the girls wanted to be like her, and she saw several in the crowd who dressed as she did.   Some even wore items from her new line of clothing.


	All of this, and Reiko was only 16 years old.


	Japan’s newest sensation walked along the red carpet to the hotel entrance, flanked by her bodyguards and assistants.  Reiko stopped from time to time to give some autographs, shake hands, even to get an enthusiastic hug from a teenage girl who screamed with delight after the encounter.  She was famous for being so gracious to her many fans.


	They were met inside by the hotel manager, who fell all over himself welcoming Reiko to his hotel, assuring her that the best suite in the hotel was ready for her, with everything she needed.  Of course, he insisted on showing her to her room personally, guiding her and her entourage to a private elevator.


	The group stepped out of the elevator onto the floor, the manager opening the double doors for them to enter.  Reiko took off her sunglasses and looked around in approval.  It was indeed one of the finest suites she had stayed in, as advertised.


	“This is very beautiful, Mr. Takashi,” Reiko told the manager.  “Thank you.”


	Takashi nodded, then paused as if he had something else to say.  Finally, he gathered his courage.  “Miss Ishikawa, I am a big fan.  Would you do me the honor of signing an autograph?”


	Reiko smiled her flashy smile.  “Of course.”


	Takashi looked as if he were about to burst.  “Make it out to Hiroshi, please.”


	An efficient Akiko, one of her assistants, was suddenly at her side, giving Reiko an 8 x 10 glossy photo that she quickly wrote “To Hiroshi, it was a pleasure spending the night with you, Reiko” on.


	She gave Takashi the photo and he blushed a little when he read her inscription, then bowed.  “Thank you very much, Miss Ishikawa.  If you need anything at all, do not hesitate to call me, day or night.”


	Reiko gave him a slight bow.  “I will.  Thank you, Mr. Takashi.”


	Takashi quickly left, and the bodyguard closed the doors behind him.


	Reiko sighed.  “I need a cigarette.”


	Mayumi, her other assistant, was quickly at her side with a gold cigarette case already open, containing four of her favorite imported British cigarettes.  Reiko plucked one out, and no sooner did she place it in her mouth then Mayumi clicked a lighter to light it for her.


	Reiko leaned her cigarette into the flame, then sucked gratefully on the cork colored filter, feeling herself relax as she exhaled the lungful of smoke.  Akiko came over with a glass filled with two fingers of single malt Scotch.  Reiko took the glass and nodded her thanks.


	She had barely taken a sip when there was a knock at the door.


	“This is my time,” Reiko snapped to Kozo, one of her bodyguards, who nodded before going to answer the door.


The message was clear – her adoring public was off limits right now.  Her public image of being young, sweet, and virginal, was something her people worked very hard to protect.  Reiko had never been photographed smoking or drinking or in the company of men, and her people took great pains to keep it that way.  Reiko was only too glad to go along with it, it had made her rich in a very short time.


	Kozo returned with a tall, handsome Frenchman.  Jean-Pierre Trudeau was not only her family’s attorney, but was now her manager.  Reiko was intelligent enough at this young age to not trust just anyone with her growing career, she had heard too many horror stories.  As a lawyer, Jean-Pierre was one of the best, and had been a family friend for years.


	“Jean!” Reiko exclaimed.  She embraced him warmly, then kissed him on both cheeks in European fashion.  “I didn’t know you were in town.”


	“Hello, cherie,” Jean-Pierre said, kissing her in the same manner.


	Reiko turned to look at her assistants and bodyguard.  “Everybody out,” she ordered.  “We have business to discuss.”


	Her people looked at each other knowingly and left the room.  After they left, Reiko looked up at Jean-Pierre.


	“Now, how about a real kiss?” she purred.


	Jean-Pierre took her in his arms and they kissed hungrily.


	“I’m glad you’re here,” Reiko breathed after they broke off the kiss, then she kissed him again.  Their tongues met, intertwined, shared saliva as the kiss intensified.  Out of breath, Reiko pulled back, then hotly pushed off his suit jacket, then started tearing at the buttons of his dress shirt.


	“Easy, baby,” Jean-Pierre said.


	“Take me to the bedroom and fuck me,” Reiko snapped.


	Jean-Pierre scooped her up in his arms and headed to the bedroom to do just that.





	An hour later, Reiko was sitting up in bed atop the sweat soaked silk sheets, lying back against Jean-Pierre.  She took a sip of hundred year old brandy from the crystal snifter she held in her hand.


	“I needed that,” Reiko sighed.  “I needed to work off some stress.”


	Jean-Pierre fondled her bare breasts and her nipples again became erect.  He buried his face in her neck.


	Reiko gasped.  She had never known such pleasure was possible until the first time she went to bed with the handsome Frenchman.  Now she couldn’t imagine how she existed without a healthy sex life.


	“Speaking of stress,” Jean-Pierre said.  “Your father called. He wants to see you.  I’m sure you can guess why.”


	“Money,” Reiko snapped, then drained her brandy glass.  She sat it aside.  “Why must I keep paying for his failures?”


	“Relax, cherie,” Jean-Pierre murmured in her ear, then began massaging her shoulders.  “Don’t let him ruin our time together.”


	Reiko turned in his arms.  “You’re right.”


	She wrapped herself around him and they eased back onto the bed.





	The black Lexus pulled up in front of a modest suburban home late that night and parked.  The driver got out, went around to the other side, and opened the back door.  Long, smooth legs with high heels emerged first, followed by Reiko, dressed in a simple navy blue blouse and skirt, carrying a black purse over her shoulder.


	Reiko lamented that her mother never got to see the house.  One of the first things she did when the money started rolling in was to build her parents a real house away from the city, where her family had lived in a modest two room apartment all her life.  Unfortunately her mother was dead before they could move in.


	She went into the house and found her father in the living room watching TV, one of those silly game shows where the contestants made fools out of themselves just to get on television.


	“Reiko,” her father, Hideki Ishikawa, said by way of greeting when he saw her.  He didn’t get up or further acknowledge Reiko.


	“Jean-Pierre said you wanted to see me,” Reiko said, sitting down on the couch.  She took her gold cigarette case and lighter out of her purse.


	“I need your help,” Hideki said.


	Reiko plucked a cigarette from her case.  “And how much do you want this time?”


	“I did not say I needed money,” Hideki replied.


	Reiko lit her cigarette and blew a stream of smoke at her father savagely.  “That’s the only time you want to see me.”


	“Not true!”


	Reiko leaned back on the couch, the smoldering cigarette poised between her elegant fingers.  She looked at him as if he were a lower form of life.  “How many times have you seen me the last six months that wasn’t concerning you wanting money from me?”


	Hideki looked at the floor.  She was right, and he knew it.


	Reiko leaned forward once more.  “Ever since my mother was killed, you have accumulated many debts.  Each time I have bailed you out.”  She took a long pull off her cigarette.  “You’re bleeding me dry.”


	Hideki scoffed.  “Look at you,” he snapped, gesturing toward the TV where an ad for her next concert was showing.  “All over the TV, in every newspaper, record store, everywhere I go, I see your face.  You’re making money hand over fist.  And you complain about giving your father a few hundred thousand yen to help him out of debt.”


	Reiko’s eyes narrowed.  “You know as well as I do that time is my enemy.  When I grow up, they won’t want to see me anymore, they’ll be getting hard for the next 16 year old girl that comes along.”


	“Don’t be so vulgar,” Hideki snapped.


	Reiko exhaled a cloud of smoke.  “I learned it from you.”


	“Are you going to help me or not?” Hideki asked, exasperated.


	Reiko ground out her cigarette.  “I’m cutting you off.”


	Hideki stood up.  He leaned over her threateningly.  “You can’t!  I’m your father!”


	“Sit down,” Reiko ordered.


	Hideki looked at her a moment in disbelief, then complied.  He really had no choice, anyway.  His daughter held all the cards now.  He had to give his wife credit.  She had transformed a shy, intelligent schoolgirl of 14 into this strong, confident young lady he now saw before him, just oozing of sex appeal and idolized by millions.  The only problem with that is now she did not think so highly of her father any more.


Reiko stared him down, her eyes full of anger, as she put on a pair of black gloves.  “You never supported my career, mother did that.  After she was killed, Jean-Pierre looked after it.  The only reason you are not in jail for vehicular homicide is that I used my money and influence to get you off.  The money I earned for MY talent.  You didn’t even have the decency to commit seppuku after what you did to her.”


	“It was an accident!”


	“You were drunk,” Reiko snapped.  “And when you crashed the car, mother died.  It should have been you.”


	Tears rolled down Hideki’s face.  He sat down hard.


	“You have become a liability,” Reiko said, putting her cigarette case back into her purse.  “One I can no longer afford.”


	Reiko stood up.  Hideki looked up and saw her casually attaching a silencer to the business end of a stainless steel Beretta 9mm pistol.  She savagely pulled back the slide and chambered a round, then trained the gun on Hideki.


	“What are you doing?” Hideki cried incredulously.


	Reiko smiled.  “It’s amazing what money, fame, and power can get you.”   She aimed the pistol at him, her eyes hard.  “You’re right.  I do have a wonderful life.  I have people falling all over themselves to please me at my command.  I have an elegant penthouse apartment in downtown Tokyo.  I wear the best clothes, sleep on the softest beds, stay in the best hotels, smoke expensive cigarettes, drink the best liquor.  When I want sex, I have a wonderful lover who satisfies me in every way a man can satisfy a woman.  I want to keep that life.”


“I’m your father!”


“You’re a leech,” Reiko replied.  “Besides, it’s time for justice, so mother can rest in peace.”


“Justice?  This is murder.”


Reiko smiled the coldest, most evil smile Hideki had ever seen.  “Perhaps it is at that.  I could have just sent my bodyguard Kozo to kill you by a mere command.  Or I could have picked up the phone and you would have been dead within the hour.  I have a lot of fans among the yakuza.”


Reiko knew that having the kind of power to order a death was heady enough.  But she wanted more than that in this case.


“But I wanted the pleasure of killing you myself,” Reiko continued.  “I’ve already arranged to have my friends in the press and the police find out about all your debts, and that your yakuza friends aren’t happy that you owe them so much.  Your death will be ruled a yakuza hit.  Once you’re dead, one phone call will put it all in motion.  Don’t worry, I’ll get away with murder, just like you did.”


Hideki watched in horror as Reiko pulled the trigger twice.  Pfft!  Pfft! he heard seconds before each bullet slammed into his chest.  He was thrown back in his chair, then his body slowly slid onto the floor, his back against the chair.


Reiko walked up to him.  The experience of pulling the trigger, the large gun bucking in her hand, gave her an almost sexual thrill.  The feeling of the power it gave her, the power of life and death over another, was incredible.  Her money might have given her some power before, but this was REAL power.  It was intoxicating.


Hideki looked up as he coughed up blood.  “Please,” he begged her.


His daughter laughed, the most chilling, evil sound he had ever heard.  Clearly, she was enjoying this.  The silencer on the business end of the Beretta seemed huge as she slowly, almost reverently, placed it between his eyes and pressed hard. 


“I’ve wanted to get rid of you for a long time,” Reiko said darkly.  “Now I will.”


Hideki saw her finger pull the trigger once more and his world went dark.


Reiko looked at her father’s dead body, satisfied with her work.  She casually slipped the gun back in her purse.  She took off her gloves and put them in her purse as well.


“Now it’s finally over,” Reiko told her father’s dead body.


She retrieved her cigarette case from her purse and opened it.  Reiko looked down at her father’s dead body and smiled as she lit her cigarette.  She then walked out, puffing on her cigarette, and left to arrange things as planned, making a call on her cell phone.





Jean-Pierre stirred in her bed as Reiko walked into the room.  She smiled as she slipped out of her clothes and let them drop to the floor.  At this point, she had Jean-Pierre’s full attention.  He looked at her nude body in the moonlight and smiled himself.  


“How is your father?” Jean-Pierre asked.


“I took care of him,” Reiko replied as she threw the covers back and sat astride him.  She was horny as hell after the excitement of the murder she had just committed and needed release...NOW.  “Now you’re going to take care of me.”





The police took one look at Hideki when they arrived on the scene and ruled his death the result of a yakuza hit as they were instructed by their superiors.  No further investigation was done.   He had obviously owed many debts and his daughter’s refusal to bail him out any longer did not sit well with the yakuza, as many media outlets reported.  Reiko was heartbroken, of course.  Her tough love had back fired.  Had she known it would lead to the yakuza killing him, she would have obviously continued to support his weaknesses.


Hideki’s body was quickly taken to a mortuary to await the funeral.  No autopsy was done, even though a medical examiner’s report of a finding of homicide was properly filed.


The nation mourned with Reiko as the news of her father’s death spread.  She thanked her public for their support in a statement where she announced the cancellation of several of her events the next several days.  Her fans would understand, she was in mourning, after all.


	The funeral was a public spectacle.  Reiko had spared no expense in honoring her father.  Many attended that did not even know Hideki Ishikawa, but came because he was Reiko’s father, and they adored her.


	Reiko stood at the front of the crowd of mourners as the funeral ended, watching Hideki’s body consumed by the flames.  She had insisted on a proper Japanese burial ceremony.


	When it was over, she thanked the priests who conducted the very beautiful ceremony, accepted the condolences of many of the other mourners.  Reiko asked to be driven back to her apartment to be alone with her thoughts.  She declined with thanks the efforts of Jean-Pierre, her assistants, or her bodyguard to come with her.


	It had been a trying day.


Reiko now stood at the big picture window in her luxurious penthouse apartment in downtown Tokyo, watching the bright lights of the city below, an unlit cigarette between her teeth.  She wore silky, sexy red lingerie she bought from Victoria’s Secret in America.  She liked the feeling of it against her skin.  Most of all, it had met with Jean-Pierre’s approval.


	Reiko studied her reflection in the window, bathed in the yellow light from the lighter as she puffed the cigarette to life.  She admired the beautiful, sexy woman she saw there, a credit to her mother.  Kumiko Ishikawa had seen what her daughter could be, and saw to it that Reiko pursued the dreams she never had herself.  Reiko missed her terribly, but she was happy she had avenged her death.


Now those dreams had come true.  The cigarette glowed bright red in the window as Reiko puffed upon it, enjoying the fine tobacco.  She looked down below, and saw all of Tokyo at her feet.  Indeed, all of Japan was her playground now, to do with as she wished.


She laughed joyfully.  She had committed murder, even enjoyed it, without repercussion.   Such power!  Everyone adored her and would do anything for her.  She could do anything she wanted now.  And would.





