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Before I begin, a quick note to all who read this story. It is set just before and possibly during the King of the Iron Fist Tournament 4. Most of the characters are based on those of Tekken 4, though their personalities and situations are of my own creation. So don�t take this story literally as a product of Namco, or for it to be any part of Tekken 5 (if they make one that is). Also any characters that are not products of Namco are my own creation, so they belong to me! Anyone who steals them will end up pummelled on the floor!! By the way there may be some strong language in some parts of this story so all those who are too innocent to read this please leave now, I don�t want to be responsible for warping your fragile little minds. Oh, and I apologise for any really corny sound FX!!


Enjoy J





�Hello.�


�I need your help.�


�A job?�


�A mission for the truth.�


�I come at a high price.�


�I�ll pay it.�


�Where will I find you?�


�Brisbane.�





This is a story about a man. A man plagued by torment and much sorrow. A man leading life in exile, fearing who he was and what he had become. But most of all he despised HIM. He is a man who MUST know the truth, at any cost. 





It had been almost 18 months since it happened, but it was like yesterday to him. He had not dreamt of anything else since that day. It was crystal clear, he could not rid himself of it, he could not hide from it. Though it seems ten times worse when you dream it. Maybe it�s because the truth is distorted, or maybe just because it�s the pain of going through that horrible experience one more time. He didn�t know. He just wanted it to stop; he wished it had never happened. 





BANG! BANG!! BANG!!! The guns fired. I feel weak, so sleepy, can I go to sleep, please? I hit the ground, but I don�t feel it. Something makes me open my eyes; I'm so sleepy. I see� I see a man towering over me. I reach for him; will he help me? I know him, I've seen him before, I know him. Mishima� Mishima Heihachi, that�s his name. He is my grandfather; surely he�ll help me! BANG!!!! Guess not. Why? Why didn�t he help me? He�s my flesh, my blood! Instead he points a magnum at me, pulls the trigger. So tired, can I sleep now?� Wait!!! I�m not tired! I feel warm, hot� I'm so hot. It�s filling me� filling me with� anger! Hell I�m angry!! He shot me! They shot me! The bastards!!! I�ll� I�ll� I�ll kill them! I open my eyes and he�s walking away. He�s actually walking away! How does he not know I�m lying here awake?!? I count them one� two� three. I can take them, easy. I spring to my feet; it doesn�t hurt anymore. Number one Demon Slayer. Number two Spinning Demon (this is too easy). Number three Demon�s Paw. He goes flying and hits a pillar right in front of Mr. I�m SOOO Good Mishima. That�s right, now you see me. I�m soo angry!!!! Something�s happening, I buckle over, my arms flop� I�m changing. Lightening coarses through my body, I�m strong. Slowly I look up� he�s astonished! The look on his face, ha! What a picture! The angers taken over now, there�s nothing I can do. I just let it. I run, I�m running towards him but he doesn�t move. I grab him by the head I�m still running. Oh look there�s the wall. Your head would make a good battering ram. SMASH! Down we go, the grounds coming nearer, ladies first Heihachi. SMASH!! Never deceive me again Mishima Heihachi, if you�re not dead, then you will be if I ever see you again. I promise you that. Then I leap, I don�t know why; it just seemed like that was what I had to do. I crunch up into a ball and then stretch. I�m flying, flying up and up, into the sky. It all looks so beautiful from up here. The moon; it�s so big! Where will go? I�ll just keep flying. I showed him! Don�t fuck with me Mishima Heihachi!





Jin Kazama yells as he sits bolt up right in his bed. He�d had it again, that same God Damn dream! Why does it plague me? Why will it not leave me alone? The sweat was glistening on his bare chest and running down his forehead. He wiped it away as he turned to look at his alarm clock 2:23am. Jin knew he wouldn�t get back to sleep, he never did after that dream, so he lay there still for a moment and took a deep breath. Finally he threw off his sheets and sat on the edge of his bed. He looked at the floor, deep in thought. He�d thought a lot in those 18 months past. It was one of the only things he did, apart from sleep, eat and train. Train, he�d trained for all that time too. He was desperate to unlearn his previous style of Advanced Mishima Style Karate, it was dirty, it belonged to dirty blood, Heihachi was dirty. Anything that belonged to Mishima was dirty. But no matter how hard he�d ever try, there was one thing that Jin would never be rid of, and it was the dirtiest thing of all.





The devil gene in his blood.





Jin took another deep breath and opened his eyes. Looking up, he saw the magnificent view from his window. Even as the city had built up all around him, that view had never been lost. It was the ocean; light up by the many skyscrapers like little fireflies, gradually getting darker in the middle and just visible on the horizon was a golden band. The sun was beginning to rise, but what really set it all off was the moon; bright as a sun of the night casting it�s magnificent glow toward the water, Jin loved the moon. There was a shadow on the rippled surface, a person? No, it couldn�t be, its just a bird, it must be.





Ignoring it Jin got up and walked towards the bathroom. Turning the knob of the shower on, he went over to the mirror. Looking at himself, he saw the huge bags that were forming under his eyes. Hello sexy, he thought to himself, don�t we look gorgeous this morning. After slipping off his boxers, Jin stepped into the steaming shower. The hot water ran all over him, it eased his tense muscles and for a brief instant he forgot all his troubles. Rippling down his back, caressing his well-toned chest and beating down his very developed abdominals. The water was so soothing; the heat penetrated his skin warming him to the very bone, it was like being in a loving embrace and feeling it warm you everywhere. Jin had only had that feeling with one person, his mother. 





But she had been stolen from him when he was only fifteen, when he was not yet trained enough to save her. He had tried though. Lord knows he had tried; he�d ended up with two broken legs, cracked ribs and a fractured wrist, not to mention concussion, while trying to save her. But he couldn�t. That was all behind him now, but only because he had other things on his mind, thinking of his mother would distract him and he couldn�t let that happen. Jin continued to let the water run over him, just a few more minutes, he thought.





Meanwhile, down at the beach�





The Shadow stepped out of the water and dropped five glistening objects on the sand, though two seemed not to look like fish, nothing from nature at all. After a two-hour swim it was ready to eat it�s catch, sushi was for dinner. Looking up toward the town, the Shadow saw the silhouette of a small dojo. It looked somewhat out of place in the built-up city; cosy perhaps, the Shadow would like it there. Maybe, the Shadow thought, I shall go and have a look� soon�





Jin got out of the shower and reached for a towel. The air was cold on his moist skin, sending a chill down his spine. Wrapping the towel around him quickly Jin took another and used it to dry his hair before he left the bathroom. He crossed his bedroom and opened his wardrobe, taking out a pair of blue, flamed gi pants, a navy vest and a blue and silver, flamed, hooded jacket. He practically lived in these clothes; they hid him perfectly, despite being covered in bright flames. Jin didn�t like it, but he needed to hide, there were people looking for him that he didn�t want to see. Heihachi was looking for him, but so far he had hid well, they would never look for him here, a small dojo in Brisbane was not what Heihachi�s men would think to look for. Pity really, Jin would have loved to take out some of his anger on those pathetic little drones. Stop it Kazama, Jin thought to himself, you need to clear your mind to train properly, anger cannot drive you. Wiping his thoughts aside, Jin got dressed quickly and went into the next room, the kitchen. It was a small room, very modern and clean, white everywhere apart from the stainless steel surfaces and appliances. It was simple, but it suited Jin just fine, he only came in here to eat anyway, so why bother with fancy decor? Making himself a strong, black coffee (with plenty of sugar) and a bowl of cereal, Jin sat at the breakfast bar eating and drinking quickly. He wanted to begin early as he was up and ready, so didn�t want to waste valuable time lazing while he ate breakfast. After finishing his meal, Jin washed up fast and went back to the bathroom to brush his teeth (personal hygiene was something his mother had taught him to always uphold), then he proceeded downstairs.





The dojo was large and spacious compared to Jin�s quarters upstairs, the floor was covered in mats, the walls were plain except for one made of glass, not that it was of much use at this hour. On the sidelines of the dojo was much equipment used for training, including ropes, vaults and parallel bars, Jin rarely used these, all he needed was the punching bag in the centre of the room. It stood as if waiting for Jin to come; it was like a close friend waiting for him, pleased when he arrived and almost sad when he left. Though it was not alone; Jin had decided to put up two other bags to form a triangle in the room, creating multiple opponents for him to train against. 





Without switching the lights, Jin proceeded to the centre of the triangle and began his warm-up. A series of slow punches and kicks so as not to pull any muscles after he stretched, Jin worked from the neck down to his ankles. Now training began; furiously Jin attacked all the men around him, beating each one to a pulp before sending them flying across the room. The supply was endless, as soon as one man was knocked down, another took its place, Jin was on fire, throwing punches, kicks, combos and juggles everywhere. He was like this for about three hours, too busy to notice the figure watching him from the doorway, then, Jin unleashed a powerful uppercut on his opponent. There was a groan and a snap, as the punching bag broke free of its chain restraint, flying across the dojo and landing with a slap on the floor.





�Are you going to break all my equipment by the end of the day, my pupil?� a man�s voice, Jin whirled around to face the voice as he turned on the lights. Jin bowed down low to show respect to his master then looked up with confusion written all over his face.





�Don�t worry, my apprentice, I haven�t been here long, that was very impressive work, and I trust that you will not need me for the time I am away? I will be departing for Japan this morning and will remain there for a time. I'm not sure how long yet. There are personal matters that need to be attended to. Contact me if you have an emergency and keep up with your training, my student.� With this, he smiled and departed, after a respectful bow from master and pupil. Jin was very respectful of his master; he had helped him to unlearn his previous style and was guiding him in the art of Traditional Style Karate. Jin owed his master a lot and he was very thankful to him.





He was a wise man, age had done him well, he looked about thirty-two when in fact he was more like double that. He wasn�t the tallest of men, about five four, but what he lacked in height he made up for in build. His face was friendly and his eyes warm, like a father really. Jin wasn�t sure whether he had children or not, he had never asked. In fact, he didn�t know much about his master�s personal life, it wasn�t something that they discussed during his training sessions. Not that it really mattered to Jin anyway; he had his own things to worry about, why would he want to hear someone else�s life story?





Jin continued to train well into the evening. He never kept time; he preferred to just let time take its course and judge when he could finish by where the moon was in the sky. With a final punch Jin looked out the windows that created one of the walls of the small dojo. The moon had risen quite high now; breathing in long gasps, Jin stretched his muscles again, before walking out of the dojo, turning the lights off on his way out. Taking a glass of water from the dispenser, Jin proceeded upstairs and into the bathroom. He stripped and had another shower. His muscles were always tense after a days training and the perspiration on his body was stifling. He showered quickly this time, as he�d realised how hungry he was after the long day.





I�ll eat out tonight, Jin thought to himself. With this he wrapped a towel around his waist and walked to his wardrobe on the far side of his bedroom, this time, he picked out a pair of black jeans, a smoky grey shirt and another hooded jacket, this time in black. Slipping them on, he looked out of his window again at his astonishing view; there it is again, that same Shadow on the surface of the water. A seagull perhaps� again Jin ignored it, shaking the thoughts from his head as he put on his Nike trainers. Flicking the lights off as he left, Jin went down the three floors to ground level and began to make his way down the street.





It was busy, as always on a Saturday night, people coming and going, couples holding hands, groups of friends linking arms and laughing. Jin missed that he�d had loads of friends when he was in Japan, being the most popular guy at school would do that to you. He was never alone if he didn�t want to be, everyone was just a phone call away. He�d always been popular, especially with the girls, though he�d never had a relationship with any of them, he just didn�t feel that was what he wanted. None of them were �the One�. But one disadvantage of having many friends, and being popular, is that when they�re all gone, you feel so alone and empty, and that is the most terrible feeling in the world. 





Jin passed many shops and restaurants on his way through Brisbane, bright neon lights were everywhere welcoming potential new customers, buildings towered above him, reaching for the sky it was a beautiful city. After navigating the crowded streets, Jin reached his destination, a small Japanese restaurant over-looking the ocean. The Pouncing Tiger, it was called. It was a beautiful little place and very traditional, it was filled with low mahogany tables surrounded by cushions to sit on, the tables were laid with bowls and chopsticks and each had a vase of irises, a native flower of Japan. A few people were scattered around at tables inside, twos, threes, fives and tens, how happy they looked. Jin stepped into the small building and was hit by the most magnificent smells: fish, gohan (rice), seaweed, pork, nuts, oriental spices, noodles and tea. All those different flavours combined into one to make the most mouth-watering tastes and smells Jin had ever known. 





Jin stepped up to the counter where a waitress, rather quickly, came to serve him.


�Hello, how are you? A table for one, sir?� the waitress asked, she was young by the looks, about 20, she had hazel eyes and a slim figure. She was dressed in an 3/4-length kimono with oriental embroidery, it was obvious she wasn�t Japanese herself, she didn�t look remotely oriental, her make-up gave her a slight Asian appearance and it was easy to tell her black, long, orient-styled hair was a wig. Jin simply nodded and she led him to a table by the window. He sat down, cross-legged on the floor, removed his jacket and browsed the menu. The waitress appeared a few minutes later.


�Do you want anything to drink, or are you ready to place your order, sir?� 


After placing his order, Jin quickly scanned the room, he felt a presence, but it was far off so he ignored it, for the time being. Shortly after, his sushi arrived; he picked up his chopsticks and began to eat.


 


The taste was indescribable, the fish, the gohan, the seaweed all combined to give that intense burst of flavour in your mouth. It was on very rare occasions that Jin came here, but this was most certainly where he got the best food he had enjoyed in a long time. Jin felt he could relax a bit more when he came here to eat, so he took the time to enjoy his meal and look at the people around him. At the table in the far corner was a large group of girls; four tables had been put together to accommodate them, it looked like one of those girly nights out. They took up most of the space in the restaurant so only a few others were scattered about There were two gentlemen in business suits having a late-night business meeting, what looked like a small birthday party and a couple. They were sitting opposite each other and giving each other tastes of their meals, it looked very romantic. The women had a pink rose next to her bowl and they both had glasses of champagne. Jin looked longingly at the two for a moment, before leaving adequate payment on the table for the meal, replacing his jacket and left without looking back. The night was still warm, even at eleven, so he decided to go for a walk along the beachfront for a while.





Jin removed his trainers and socks and rolled up his trouser legs, and then he walked down to the water. The sand was cool under foot and the sea was warm on his bare feet and carrying his trainers along with him, Jin walked along the waters edge. There was a pleasant breeze blowing in his face, the water lapped on the soft sand, birds were calling over-head, all the sounds of nature and all the sounds that Jin loved. After walking for about half an hour Jin looked up the main road, he could see the small dojo where he had been staying. He refused to call it his �house� because he refused to think he would spend his life there. He was only there until he didn�t need to be anymore, so it was more like a hostel, not a home. Jin decided to start making his way back to get some rest; he would be training all day tomorrow. So he started up the road, trainers still in hand, then he thought, the Shadow. Turning around to look at the water, Jin saw what he thought must have been the Shadow, a lone bird on the surface, that was all. With a sigh Jin turned around and proceeded back up to the dojo.





As soon as Jin stepped in the door, he knew something was wrong. Something didn�t feel right and that was not good. He sensed a presence, an aura and a very strong one at that, it was the same presence he had felt at the restaurant. And with an aura that strong, whatever it was would probably know he was there too.





Jin went, slowly, up the stairs being careful not to make any noise. Checking the dojo first; it was empty, next he went to his living quarters. First the bedroom, cautiously checking every possible hiding place in there, then in all the other rooms on that floor; nothing. Lastly was the roof.





 Jin removed his jacket and threw it on the bed before going to the door that led to the roof, he wasn�t going to hide himself from whatever was up there, he wasn�t afraid. Slowly, Jin turned the doorknob, luckily it didn�t creak, neither did the door as he squeezed past it. One step at a time he treaded lightly on the stairs, the roof was near. One step left� now he was fully out in the open, the roof was a flat, tiled clear space with only a low wall and waist-high railings to stop anyone one plummeting down the four-story drop. Jin turned to face what was before him.





�Konnichiwa, Kazama Jin.�





Standing there in front of Jin was a woman, her back towards him. She was about five foot ten; she wore a long, black leather coat that was only a couple of centimetres off the floor. It hid everything else she was wearing, except the cowboy-style hat she wore, at an angle, on her head. Her long black hair was visible, coming down just past her slender shoulders and even though her back was to him, he could tell her arms were crossed. The accent, quiet sophisticated, but not too much, it was� English. Jin went to move toward her (she was standing on the far side of the roof just in front of a rail, on the furthest side from the roof entrance), but as he did her right hand came up, gesturing him to stop.





�No�, she said. It was more of a command than a request. Her other hand came down onto her hip and she turned her head slightly, though her features could still not be seen.





�You�re probably wondering who I am.� she was definately English, �I was the Shadow down in ocean.�





�It was you!� Jin burst out with in shock.





�Yes.� There was a pause �I have to eat, and I feel a rush with catching my own food. Its very satisfying you know� The Shadow was very calm and collected when she spoke and Jin was becoming increasingly worried, though he didn�t let it show.





�You still haven�t told me who you are� Jin spoke sternly, he didn�t like intruders and this Shadow was uninvited, he would have to deal with her if she persisted. �And what you�re doing here!�





�Oh?� the Shadow pivoted her head a little more, but her face was now hidden by her glossy hair, �I came because you asked me to�





�WHAT!!�, now Jin was very shocked, �What are you talking about?!�





�I found you� the Shadow paused as if waiting for Jin to say something, when he didn�t, she continued. �You told me you were in Brisbane.�





�Then your the��





�Yes. You wanted my help, so now I'm here.�





�Why didn�t you come sooner?�





�I wanted you to be alone. Your Master was here, now that he�s left I decided the time was right for me to offer my services.� She was still very calm, by now she had gone back to her original position, arms crossed, though her head was still tilted slightly towards Jin.





�Then we have much to talk about. Please, come downstairs.� Jin�s tone had completely changed, now he knew who the Shadow was, now his worry had been replaced with relief and excitement.





�By the way,� with this she turned around completely, there was a gust of wind, and her coat swung around her like a ball gown, as did her hair. Jin was transfixed, he couldn�t move; just stare. Her face was oval and her body perfectly formed, she had to be a size 8 at most. Her lips were full and red and she must have been wearing lip-gloss to give them such a shine. Her nose was small and very cute, her cheeks were rosy, she had the most amazing bone structure he had every seen, her eyebrows were dark, thin and had a very distinct curve. But what really caught him were her eyes; they were almond-shaped with long, curling lashes. She was wearing some make-up: mascara, black eyeliner and what looked like a nightshade blue on her eyelids, but they only drew more attention to those beautiful eyes. On the very outside of her iris was a dark grey ring, on the inside a fiery yellow, with just a hint of green and in the middle, was the most time-stopping ice blue Jin had ever set his own eyes on. Those eyes pierced him and he felt she was looking into his very soul. She was the most beautiful women he had every seen.





�My name� is Nyah Nordoff Hall.�





(perhaps finish a chapter here)





Nyah walked past him to the entrance to Jin's quarters downstairs. This was when he could see what see was wearing underneath that leather coat. She was dressed all in black: tight, long trousers that flared at the bottoms with a golden dragon winding around her left leg, a very revealing buster done up at the front with lace and for the first time, Jin noticed that she was also wearing a black glove on only one of her hands. Also around her neck, Jin heeded, Nyah wore a black choker with a metal pendant on the front, it was a wolf standing on a cliff, howling at a full moon. It was quite ornate and looked very valuable.





�Are you coming Kazama-san?� Nyah asked him, �or are you planning on sleeping here tonight?� with this Jin snapped out of his �trance� and followed Nyah downstairs.





�Do you want something to eat, Miss Hall?� Jin asked as they entered the kitchen.





�We�ve both already eaten, Kazama-san, and you can call me Nyah.�





�How do you know that?�





�I�ve been watching you for the past five days Jin, I arrived in Australia a week ago. I needed to find out what kind of person I would be working for. We don�t just work for anyone; there are rules, a code of honour, if you will. I needed to check you out, I hope you don�t feel� stalked, but I had to, I had to know if you were OK.�





�No, its alright, I guess, I understand. Well, we still need to talk��





�Yes, but the hour is late, you need rest. We�ll talk in the morning.�





�Alright, where are your things?�





�In your room. I put them there earlier.�





�Umm� where are you sleeping?�





�Don�t look so worried Jin, I�ll sleep on the floor if you�re uncomfortable.�





�Uncomfortable with what?�





�Sharing.� A look of shock came over Jin, �Like I said, don�t worry if your uncomfortable, some are, others wait a while, and some even have two beds� That was a joke by the way. Honestly its okay.� There was a split-second pause, Jin felt very uncomfortable, finally, he said.





�No, no. You can�t sleep on the floor; I�d feel guilty. You can share the bed.�





�Are you sure? I'm comfortable on the floor,� Jin gave a convincing nod, �Very well, but I�ll be up for a while longer, I don�t need as much sleep as you, so don�t wait up.� With this Nyah left the kitchen. Jin poured himself a drink of water and went into his bedroom; there he noticed was a black suitcase and a small, brown leather rucksack bag in the far corner why hadn�t I noticed them before? Shrugging Jin took a gulp of his water while going into the bathroom to brush his teeth and wash his face before getting ready to go to bed. Once changed, into only his boxers, Jin slipped under the covers of his king-size bed and closed his eyes. Where did Nyah go? Should I sleep on the floor instead? No, its okay, she suggested it and if she�s okay with it, I am. 


�Stop being pathetic Jin,� he said aloud, �just go to sleep and stop worrying, she�s only sharing your bed� don�t make such a big thing about it. Go to sleep. GO TO SLEEEEEEEEP!! Jin closed his eyes once more and slowly drifted into slumber.





In a small dojo, the shadows full of darkness� a young woman sits in the lotus position, her hands resting on her knees. She sits alone, meditating, the moon reflecting on her up-right figure. She thinks of many things, but one thought consumes her. Master? Master.. Nooooo!!!





BANG! BANG!! BANG!!! The guns fired. I feel weak, so sleepy, can I go to sleep, please? I hit the ground, but I don�t feel it. Something makes me open my eyes; I'm so sleepy. I see� I see a man towering over me. I reach for him; will he help me? I know him, I've seen him before, I know him. Mishima� Mishima Heihachi, that�s his name. He is my grandfather; surely he�ll help me! BANG!!!! Guess not. Why? Why didn�t he help me?





�Jin?� a faint voice in the distance.





 He�s my flesh, my blood! Instead he points a magnum at me, pulls the trigger. So tired, can I sleep now?� 





�Jin?!� there it is again, a bit louder now.





 Wait!!! I�m not tired! I feel warm, hot� I'm so hot. It�s filling me� filling me with� anger!





�Jin, open your eyes.� It�s getting louder.





 Hell I�m angry!! He shot me! They shot me! The bastards!!! I�ll� I�ll� I�ll kill them!





�Open your eyes, Jin!� with a start Jin sits up opening his eyes and gasping. A cold sweat all over his naked flesh. A hand touches his shoulder and he jumps.





�Jin!? Are you alright? You were shouting in your sleep.� Nyah, Jin turned to face her. She wore nothing but blue satin lingerie; it showed her impressive cleavage. Her hair was down, parts laid over her slender shoulders and her eyes full of concern, those beautiful, beautiful eyes.





�Just a dream�





�Dreams, nightmares, more often then not have a meaning� do you want to talk about it?�





�No.� Jin said bluntly, what was the point? What good would it do? It won�t help me.





�If we�re going to work together, you�re going to have to trust me� That means no secrets. Or this won�t work� Nyah gave Jin a hard stare, waiting for an answer. Jin could only stare back into those captivating eyes now softening in concern once more.





�Okay� he said feebly, breaking the gaze by looking to the floor. Nyah gave him a sweet smile, though he couldn�t look. She reached for the floor and picked up a short navy kimono covered in embroidered tigers.





�I�ll get you a drink� she smiled again while putting on the garment. Getting up, Nyah made her way out of the room. Her kimono was so short it barely covered her derri�re. Jin fell back against his pillow and put a hand to his forehead. Should I tell her? Can I trust her? Should I let her in?





(perhaps finish a chapter here)





Nyah walks into the kitchen and looked out the window where only a few days ago she had been looking in. The view wasn�t much from this side: a couple of trees far below, a towering skyscraper and just within seeing-distance were burning red clouds, as red a blood.





�The Sun�s rising�, Nyah�s sweet voice filled the room. After staring a little longer, Nyah remembered why she had entered the room and turned quickly around; as she did so, she became suddenly very dizzy; the room was spinning, her vision blurred before turning to black spots and finally total darkness. Nyah fell to the floor and just grabbed the kitchen surface as she fell, quietening her landing, her legs were sprawled from the knees in opposite directions and her head rested in her other hand. Nyah took long deep breaths and after a few seconds she opened her eyes, her vision having returned.





�Dammit!� she spat in an angered whisper, massaging her temples with her fingers and pulling herself up with the hand still holding onto the kitchen side. She took another deep breath in, held it and let it out feeling calmer and began to take a glass from one of the top cupboards as though nothing had happened. After filling the glass with water, Nyah, took a sip for herself and left the room. Not again.





Can I let her in? Yes� No.





�Your first thought is usually the right one.� Jin sat up, surprised, to find Nyah standing in the doorway with a glass of water in her hand.





�Pardon?�





�You looked like you were trying to make a decision, so I thought I�d help you out�





�Oh, umm� thanks.� Nyah made her way towards the bed and sat on the edge. She handed Jin the glass; he took a sip, thought for a moment and then downed it. 





�I know you�re not going to get back to sleep Jin. You never do after this dream, we�ve got all the time in the world� tell me� please.� Jin closed his eyes and took a deep breath, then he looked it to those beautiful, beautiful eyes again. Those piercing, yet concerned eyes. Those time-stopping eyes that gave Jin all the time in the world, all the time in the world to tell her, just to tell her and maybe, just maybe, it would be a little better, just a little easier to bare the weight of the world on his broad muscular shoulders. Shoulders that screamed for help, screaming with agony and buckling under the pressure he had held for so long. Those eyes that invited him to share his pain, his agony, his anguish. He looked down into his lap; he couldn�t talk about it if he was looking into those eyes, not yet. This is going to be hard, but I must let her in. She is the key.





�It happened eighteen months ago, during The King of the Iron Fist Tournament 3. It was the final battle, me versus the War God Toshin. I had been training for four years and finally my moment had come. Finally I would destroy he who had killed the person I had held most dear to me. I had come through the whole tournament with that one hope in my head, it had driven me all the way. Through the pain and the injuries and through all my training before. I could think of nothing else for those four long years. 


�I had gone to my grandfather four years previous to the Tournament, as instructed by my mother, should anything happen to her. Of coarse, it had�� Nyah, who had not made a sound during this short explanation, now used Jin's pause to pose a question. 





�What happened to her?� Jin shifted his position slightly, but continued to look into his lap under the sheets. Nyah also shifted further onto the bed, brining her knees to her chest and wrapping her arms around them. Now resting her chin on her arms, she looked at Jin coaxing him to go on. After a pause, Jin gave a quick side-ways glance at her, then� 


�She was murdered.� Nyah raised her head and looked squarely at Jin�s tilted face, she was shocked.





�I'm sorry.� Jin acknowledged her comment but didn�t react. Instead he continued.





�I was fifteen, we lived in the forest of Yamanashi. I remember climbing the trees and being able to see Mt. Fuji covered in snow. I had lived with my mother since birth, we were quite happy. She was beautiful you know, with her short black hair and her hazel eyes, she loved white� hardly ever dressed in anything else. And she loved all nature; she used to spend hours just sitting and wading in the lake a few minutes from our house.


�But one day� she sat me down and told me about my father. She told me about my blood-line and what had happened to him��





�Kazuya?�





�Huh?� Jin looked at Nyah as if put off from his trail of thought.





�Kazuya Mishima. He�s your father isn�t he?�





�Yes.� Returning his gaze, once again, to his sheets. �He was� Jun told me that I was to go to my grandfather, Heihachi Mishima,� Jin winced at the mention of this name, huh? What was that about? Why is he wincing at the name Heihachi? �should anything happen to her. I was confused at first, I asked her why she was telling me all this. She just gave me a stare, there was a look of sorrow in her eyes, and then she burst into tears.� Jin took in a deep breath and Nyah rubbed his arm in support as he let it out.


�I couldn�t understand what was wrong. I wanted to stop her crying, she never cried in front of me. I had only ever seen her smile, even when she was sad she would always spare me a kind and gentle smile� but I had began to notice in the week or so before she told me all of this that she had been crying herself to sleep in her bed when she thought I was already sleeping. I� I couldn�t have possible predicted what happened next.


�Then she stopped crying all of a sudden and looked up at the sky, I remember a single tear still rolling down her cheek. I went to wipe it away when she whirled her head around so quickly and stared straight into my face, her eyes were wide with fright. It was then I noticed the sky had turned black and the sound of thunder roared through the air. She grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me into a tight embrace. Then she whispered in my ear, �Jin, you must go to your grandfather. Right now, Jin. No matter what happens. Run now Jin, run.� I pulled back and stared into her scared face. I was so confused, what did she mean? Why did I have to run? What was going to happen? Then she just shouted �RUNNNNN!!!!!!� I barely heard her over the thunder that had come at that very moment, and the lightening illuminated her desperate face and I knew she wasn�t joking. She was so scared and serious at the same time. I think I started crying then, I'm not really sure. But I knew I couldn�t leave her, whatever it was that had made my mother this hysterical couldn�t possibly be something she could deal with on her own.


�All I could do was shake my head, she was screaming at me to run and tears ran furiously down her face, but I stood my ground. I just couldn�t leave her. And then it came. A flash of blue came up beside me and I suddenly had the most excruciating pain in my left arm. It was like a raging, burning fire on my arm, but within a few seconds it was gone. I forgot it in an instant as I looked at what was before me and my mother. It was like a ghost, it glowed a deathly shade of blue and it was almost completely see-through. It towered above us both; staring down with its menacing red eyes, neither of us could speak� or move.� Jin closed his eyes as he continued and the scene came flooding back into his mind.


�I HAVE COME FOR YOU JUN KAZAMA! YOU CANNOT ESCAPE ME! I, TOSHIN THE GOD OF WAR, WILL ABSORB YOUR ESSENCE!! RESISTANCE IS FUTILE!!!� the voice of Toshin was cold and ruthless. Jun stared up at the ghostly being with nobility in her eyes. She was no longer crying, she had accepted her doomed fate and would face it with honour, but she had to protect her son first, she must get Jin to leave. Though in her heart, she knew he would not. The mist that was the Toshin began to materialise before Jun and Jin. It�s lower quartile came first, changing from blue haze to the sickly bile green form of muscular calves and thighs. It wore golden shin pads and pieces of torn leopard fabric on It�s ankles. The Toshin�s midriff came next; a torn leopard loincloth covered what lay beneath It�s waist. The forming creatures stomach was like a washboard, It�s chest firm, and the Toshin�s arms were muscular, like those of a bodybuilder�s and bore golden pads on It�s forearms, identical to those on It�s legs. On It�s right upper-arm a torn leopard cloth was tied, blowing in the iced gale circling fiercely from hell itself. The mist that remained swirled in the tornado moving wildly around the creature, twisting and turning, a blue neck appeared and then the shapeless silhouette of head, red eyes focused on the target, lastly the mist swirled around and around down to the shape of a ponytail reaching to the creature�s lower back. Once this was complete the mist glowed for an instant in a colour like mould on decaying fruit as the head of the Toshin solidified from the mist; It�s features, now formed, made the Toshin appear human in shape, but human it was not. It�s face was long and elongated even more so by the golden head-dress encrusted with sparkling jewels atop It�s head, a huge ruby, the size of a fist, was fitted into the middle; like a third eye sensing the auras of its next potential victim. If it hadn�t been for the fear deep in the hearts of mother and son, the may have found it beautiful. The bushy, deep purple ponytail flapped around the godly form like whips lashing out at tortured men. Blood red eyes fixed and unblinking





�YOU CANNOT ESCAPE ME JUN KAZAMA. I WILL ADD YOUR POWER TO MY OWN.� The Toshin�s voice boomed once more. The being floated in midair about half a metre above the ground; making It seem even taller than what It already was, and even that was about 8ft. Jin reached for his mothers hand, but she had begun to walk towards the towering beast, her head up high, fists clenched.





�You may take me if you wish, but please, I beg you to spare my son. I will surrender freely to you, if you promise not to hurt him.� At this the Toshin burst out laughing. It was a deep, evil laugh sending a chill down Jun�s spine, it froze Jin to his spot; the sound of it iced his heart.





�YOU MORTALS ARE PATHETIC! SO SOFT AND PROTECTIVE OF YOU�RE OFFSPRING!! I DO NOT NEED YOUR COOPERATION TO TAKE YOUR ESSENCE, YOU ARE OF NO THREAT TO ME!� the Toshin paused contemplating, �HOWEVER, YOUR SURRENDER WILL PROVE USEFUL TO ME. I SHALL SPARE YOU SON FOR THE TIME BEING.� Jun turned to Jin and walked to face him. She knelt down to his eye level and put her hands on his shoulders. The Toshin looked on with disgust on his face.





�Jin� I want you to leave, I want you to go to your Grandfather, Heihachi Mishima, and I don�t want you to look back.� She pulled her son into the last embrace they would share together, held him tight and close. Then she whispered into his ear, �Jin I want you to run. Run and don�t look back, no matter what you hear. Do this for me� please.� She kissed him on his forehead and gave his hand a final squeeze. Once more she looked him square in the face, �go� now.� Jin looked once more into his mothers brown eyes, all he could do was nod, without thinking he turned and began to walk. In his head there was a fierce argument, what are you doing?! Go back you must save her! Just keep walking; mother will be fine. Turn around! I�ll see mother soon, I will go to Heihachi and wait for her. TURN AROUND DAMN IT! I�ll wait for her with Heihachi, just like she said. SHE WON�T LIVE THAT LONG IF YOU DON�T DO SOMETHING! TURN AROUNDDDDDDDDDDD!!! Jin began to run. 





Jun watched him go. Then she turned to face her adversary, tears weald in her eyes, she would never see her son again but at least she had saved him. Jun looked into the burning red eyes of the Toshin, she was not afraid of death and she was not afraid to sacrifice herself to this creature, Jin was now safe.





�I'm ready.� Was all she said. The Toshin straightened his arm and pointed a finger right at Jun�s heart.





A blue light shot from his hand like a harpoon on a rope and plunged into Jun�s chest, she stumbled back and took a gasp of breath, Jun felt like a hand had reached into her body and was trying to rip out her very soul. Falling to her knees Jun clutched her hand around the blue rope imbedded in her chest, squeezing at her heart, she looked again into the burning eyes of the Toshin; you can take my soul Toshin, but you will never have my heart. The Toshin heard the words Jun spoke in her mind and the blue light grew a tentacle from its middle at It�s unspoken command. The new rope of blue slowly slithered its way through the air and around Jun�s fragile neck, winding, winding around and with a sharp pull almost totally cut off Jun�s air supply. Using It�s other hand; the Toshin used its telekinetic powers to lift Jun's whole body into the air. Raising her hand to her throat in a futile bid to loosen the restraint on her neck, Jun screamed. Not a scream of pain or of terror but of shier fury at being powerless against this creature�s will. The Toshin chuckled menacingly.





The cry reached the far corners of the forest, sending birds flying from their trees and small mammals leapt into their burrows in panic. Thunder roared and lightening cracked the dark skies lighting everything in an evil glow. The forest became a mass of hands, scratching, grabbing, and clawing, with evil faces illuminated by the sky that seemed to be falling apart. The mass roared collectively, as a pack of lions, sending a chill down any spine that heard it. The forest was a beast, and this beast was angry. It lashed out, assisted by the winds, at anything it could reach. Again the lions roared





Starved of air, Jun�s body began to give up on her. Her arms and legs became heavy, even keeping her eyelids from closing was becoming more and more of a challenge. Jun�s mind did not want to let go; she did not want to leave her son. She begged her body to help, but her efforts were in vain; her body did not respond, it was gone, as was hope. Just as she was about to give up a sudden cry pierced the air. And a body went flying past her, flying like a bird. It all seemed to go into slow-motion, Jun could see the flying kick whoosh past her, see could see it aimed at her foe and she could see who was behind it. With her last breath she screamed.





�NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!� the Toshin looked around and just had time to narrow It�s eyes before the blow struck. The blow was not much to a god, but the impact on It�s stomach was enough for the Toshin to release It�s super-natural grip on Jun, sending her crashing to the ground with a thud. She lay there still with her hair over her face, her white knee-length dress now possessed a burnt ring where the first tentacle had plunged into her chest, though her skin looked untouched. A hand reached out to touch her; it pulled back her hair and looked into her face. A pale face. Another hand reached down and grabbed Jun by the shoulder, then nudged lightly.





�Mother?� Jin shook the limp body again with dread. Her skin was cold. The paleness of her body matched her white face and now her once full red lips were dry and blue. Jin had been too late. His eyes began to water again, kneeling over Jun�s body Jin began to weep, even forgetting that the God of War was behind him, and angry. 





Jin squeezed his mother�s cold hand and looked again into her pale face. Jun�s mouth was open, though before it had been closed. Then suddenly a spluttering cough burst from Jun�s blue lips, she was alive! 


