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      Sensei is second first book in the Miyamoto Mafia Series.

      You can download the other books here:

      Book 1:

      Book 2: You are here.

      Book 3:

      At the end of this book I’ve included one novel BONUS preview from my recently released SEAL’s Captive. This is a bad boy romance novel. If you’re easily bothered by strong alphas and hot romance, this book may not be for you…

      

      Ciao! Happy Reading! — Jamila
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      KENJI

      I broke a vow for Hassana.

      

      I’ll never be forgiven.

      

      If anyone finds out, especially my father, Kazuo, I’ll be finished.

      

      The day after we made love, I ushered her out of my apartment with unprecedented haste. She made no efforts to hide her conclusion while I had whatever I could. Hassana knew what my tattoos meant, at least vaguely. If she’d lived in Japan as long as she claimed she knew they made me dangerous.

      

      How dangerous precisely might have been a mystery to her still and I intended to keep it that way.

      

      As a sensei, I had new physical challenges to face as well as the list. I’d made no progress on it, but I spent all my nights tracking the names on the list. I’d created a simple mnemonic in English to help me remember and I muttered the phrase to myself as I walked and drove around Tokyo either tracing my targets or tracking them down.

      

      All of them were within the city limits and only one of them was scheduled to leave, making his capture the most pressing.

      

      I put Hassana out of my mind for the next few days. Kasumi returned and Junpei resumed his lessons at her house giving me valuable and necessary freedom to think. I had no regrets about what went on between us. Being with her had been inspired by a deep necessity — a drive, a longing for her that I couldn’t fully understand or explain.

      

      Explaining it would be foolish. Hassana was fate incarnate, a foreign woman from a foreign land who had a hold on me that defied my years of training. She tried to call me after a week but I ignored her call. I had important business to attend to and I’d put both of us in enough danger by kissing her in the first place. As for the other stuff… That could get us both killed if I wasn’t careful.

      

      I sought advice at the temple on the way to my father’s office in Shinjuku. As I lit incense and bent my knee before the heavens, I prayed for guidance and I whispered pleas for understanding and an explanation for how I’d allowed this to happen. The Gods refused to speak with me.

      

      I continued to Shinjuku, expecting my father and Haruko to be scrutinizing me considering my radio silence for the past seven days.

      

      I arrived at the office and the new man at the front desk scanned me in, sending me past him to the elevator that shot up to the top floor of the building like a silver bullet. When I arrived at the top floor, I could hear no voices from my father’s office — no screaming from Arata and not even Haruko’s booming bass voice.

      

      The silence comforted me. At least my father wasn’t angry.

      

      I rapped on the door and Haruko pulled it open.

      

      “You’re late.”

      

      “By three minutes.”

      

      “I don’t care. Father has been waiting.”

      

      “I was at the temple,” I explained.

      

      “Let him be, Haruko,” my father said, and Haruko let it go.

      

      I entered my father’s office and bowed to him. My father nodded and grunted in response.

      

      “Where have you been, Kenji?”

      

      “Busy.”

      

      “Working on the list?”

      

      “Yes.”

      

      “Good. I have discovered new information that you’ll find interesting.”

      

      Haruko grinned.

      

      A bead of sweat formed on the back of my neck. Although it was impossible, I had the fleeting worry that they’d somehow discovered what happened between me and Hassana, and I would be punished for it.

      

      “What did you discover?”

      

      My face didn’t betray my worries. My father reached for a large manila folder in the top drawer of his desk.

      

      “Haruko, tea.”

      

      My brother nodded and walked to the kettle as my father slid the folder across the desk to me.

      

      “Read this.”

      

      I opened the folder and saw the name plastered at the top. This man was on my list.

      

      “The American?”

      

      “Yes, the American.”

      

      I flipped through the file which had been compiled in a mixture of Japanese and English.

      

      The kettle came to a quick boil and Haruko brought green tea over on a tray.

      

      “Father has reason to believe he’s CIA and he’s specifically interested in you.”

      

      “In me? What have I done?”

      

      Haruko chuckled.

      

      “Keep that up and maybe you’ll fool them.”

      

      “I don’t understand.”

      

      My father sipped his tea slowly, closing his eyes and savoring the flavor. The wrinkles on his forehead and cheeks grew more pronounced as he scrunched his face up to sip the hot tea. By the time he set the cup down again, he cleared his throat.

      

      “We have all done things as members of the organization but the leader of our organization only has two sons.”

      

      “Haruko has done worse than I have.”

      

      “Don’t be sullen, Kenji,” my brother chided.

      

      “Can’t Kasumi get more on him? Everyone knows CIA play dirty.”

      

      “He’s a ghost.”

      

      “It’s an alias then?”

      

      “Yes. And we have reason to believe their latest recruit is a civilian.”

      

      “A Japanese civilian?”

      

      Haruko and my father exchanged glances.

      

      “What’s that look all about?”

      

      Haruko shrugged, “We don’t know.”

      

      “What does he want with me then?”

      

      “Information. Interrogation. The usual.”

      

      I grumbled, “You seem awfully calm about this.”

      

      Haruko chuckled, “It’s not me he’s after.”

      

      “Only your brother…”

      

      “Boys, quiet,” my father’s voice boomed, stopping our usual bickering in its tracks before we had a chance to get started.

      

      Haruko and I fell silent.

      

      “I need you to find out what he knows and find out who his agent is, Kenji.”

      

      I bowed.

      

      “Yes, father.”

      

      “Tomorrow, you begin your meditation challenge. Are you prepared?”

      

      My face went blank. Shit. No, I wasn’t prepared. I’d have to face twelve hours of intense meditation in the temple saunas and I hadn’t done a damned thing to get ready. My mind had been preoccupied with other things — Hassana.

      

      “Yes. I’m ready.”

      

      “Good. Your brother will gather as much information as he can about this agent. Tomorrow night after your meditation, you will find him.”

      

      “Yes, father.”

      

      “Good.”

      

      “Finish your tea,” my father commanded.

      

      Haruko and I both tipped our mugs to our lips and finished.

      

      “You will both need your strength. Our quarterly report from the Seoul casino came in and we are down 13%.”

      

      Haruko winced.

      

      “Does Kasumi know?”

      

      “Yes, Kasumi knows,” my father continued, “She believes, as do I, that this is the work of American intelligence agents. We can’t allow this to happen. We can’t allow them to come here from across the world and interfere in family business.”

      

      “I agree.”

      

      “Any American that thinks they can get in the way of the Miyamoto organization must be killed. Do you understand?”

      

      I nodded and my brother did too.

      

      “I relish the thought of slitting the throat of a treacherous American,” Haruko replied gleefully.

      

      My father scowled.

      

      “Don’t be childish, Haruko. These Americans are more dangerous than the triads, better funded and their determination to get involved with Japanese affairs is unparalleled.”

      

      “We will stop them,” I asserted confidently.

      

      “Yes, you will. Leave here, get rest, and tomorrow night after your meditation, return. Haruko will have all the information that you need by then.”

      

      “Yes, father.”

      

      I bowed and left my father’s office, my head still spinning as I pondered what was expected of me and the upcoming 12-hour meditation. If I failed the meditation, I would have to do it again and again until I perfected it. The meditation was one of the notoriously difficult physical challenges we had to face. 12 hours for the first meditation and the next one would be 24. Usually, such a feat required extensive preparation. I had none.

      

      I left my father’s office and called Kasumi to discuss Junpei. She had no interest in Junpei for once and insisted that I take the business with the American agents seriously. She knew they had a civilian in Tokyo, but how the hell could I find one person in a city of over 9 million people. Kasumi promised she would narrow it down.

      

      “This is important, Kenji. Junpei deserves to grow up with a father.”

      

      Before I could ask my sister to decode her cryptic message, she hung up. Great.

      

      I set about preparing for my meditation with the little time I had. The temple sauna we used was in Shinjuku, a few blocks away from my father’s office. Before my meditation, our family guards swept the temple, clearing out any civilians and shutting the door, allowing only members of our organization to pass the threshold.

      

      I arrived early, wearing the thin black kimono and slippers that I’d prepared for the event. I climbed the steps and greeted Arata at the door. He’d finished his meditation and as he left the temple, his skin was flushed red and his head shaved. Black hair that had fallen from the razor stuck to his neck and his eyes possessed a faraway look to them. I bowed to him and he bowed back, wordlessly.

      

      As I entered the temple, my father awaited, dressed in his ceremonial kimono, as red as the rising sun.

      

      My father bowed to me wordlessly and then led me to the back room near the sauna.

      

      “Remove your robes, Kenji.”

      

      I stripped, standing before my father and two hand servants naked. The two women folded my kimono as it fell to the ground. My bare feet slipped against the tiles and the heat from the sauna permeated the entryway where I stood. Sweat began to pool on my back. My brands stung from the heat as my fresh ones had yet to fully heal.

      

      “Step inside.”

      

      I stepped into the sauna. Thick, hot mist made my first breath difficult. I sat on a mat, naked in the center of the room. My father turned the dial, raising the temperature, and I closed my eyes to begin the meditation.

      

      The heat surrounded me and entered me simultaneously. At first, I struggled to quiet my mind, but I had to. If I opened my eyes or moved a muscle, I’d have to begin again from the very beginning. My mind was empty and all I could do was breathe air as thick as water and sweat. The first two hours, I struggled as my desperation for water heightened with each passing instant. My hair stuck to the back of my neck and I grew so thirsty that I was even tempted to lick the sweat off my arm.

      

      I resisted the sick compulsion and focused my mind intently on stillness.

      

      After the first few hours, when I had become my thirst and my mind could hold no thoughts, a vision came to me. I saw Hassana again. I knew that more than anything, I had to stay away from her but when my mind retreated to its depths, she was the only thing present. She was the key… the key to something.

      

      I had to see her again no matter how foolish it was to defy my father and the code by which I lived.

      

      My tongue lolled in my mouth like a dry log. In my vision Hassana’s hands grasped mine. I clenched my jaw shut, trying to shake the thought from my mind but it wouldn’t leave. Hassana. Hassana. Hassana. She was all I could think about. Her warm brown skin tantalized my attention. Her luxurious hair in tight lengthy twists commanded my affection.

      

      My vision was powerful, and each of my senses titillated with the thought of Hassana. Yet, she was the last thing I should have been thinking of.

      

      After my twelve hours was up, my father walked into the room.

      

      “Congratulations, Kenji.”

      

      I couldn’t nod, and could hardly breathe. I opened my eyes and struggled to make out my father’s shape in the darkness. I heard his feet against the floor.

      

      “Bow your head.”

      

      I obeyed.

      

      He grasped a handful of my hair between his fingers and metal sliced together before clumps of my hair fell to the floor. Once he’d cut my hair, he pressed a razor to my head and shaved me bald.

      

      “Tomorrow, you will receive another tattoo. Come to the Shinjuku office prepared.”

      

      Once he was done shaving me, he tilted my head back and tipped a ceramic jug of icy water to my lips. I shuddered as the water spilled out of my mouth and ran cool refreshing rivers down my arms and back. I trembled and begged for more, jutting my tongue out of my mouth as I licked every last drop out of the jug.

      

      My father helped me to my feet and led me back out to the hand servants who dressed me in my kimono and sent me back out onto the streets of Tokyo with my weakened limbs, to return to my life. I pondered my vision, curious as to its meaning and why my mind maintained this fixation on the one woman in my life who was forbidden to me.
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