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  Dedication

[image: image-placeholder]

For Chris. My own personal confidante, best-friend, lover, life-partner, trucker-man. Thanks babe, for all your insightful wisdom. You always have the answer to any question. Your, know-ledge of vast historical events continues to amaze me. You stepped inside my head and led me out to this new journey. Thanks for all your faith in me. You are the yen to my yang.
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Define Martial Arts  
“The heart of our karate is real fighting. There can be no proof without real fighting. Without proof there can be no trust. Without trust there can be no respect.”

Code of Bushido
“The code of Bushido stresses unquestioning loyalty and obedience, value and honor above life.”

Meraki
“Meraki is the essence of yourself that is put into something.”

Krav Maga
It is the most, deadly form of martial arts. It means ‘no concern for well-being.’ It is Bokator (bad). The fighter using this has the advantage as they do not care who they kill or even why.

Samurai
Once a member of a powerful military caste in feudal Japan. Warriors that belonged to noble classes of ancient Japanese society. They were both revered and respected as Samurai Warriors. Families passed on this tradition from father to son and daughter. A true Samurai practices the “Code of Bushido.”

Ninja
Often referred to as mercenaries. Some Ninjas could also be Samurai, however Ninja’s had to be secretive in order to survive as a spy. Ninjas were vital to military activity. Often referred to as Assassins. 

Assassin
A person who murders an important person for political or religious reasons, or for payment or loyalty to a cause.

Yakuza 
Japanese Mafia








  
  Prologue
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It was the darkest part of night on old Omachi Road near Black Mountain, outside of Osaka, Japan. 
Destination: Freedom.
It was three a.m. with no moon in sight. I climbed the last few feet to the top of the building, swinging myself up and over the ledge. It was a good six-foot jump from the first building to the second building, but this did not bother me. I have jumped this distance and more before. I dropped to the floor and lie flat, melding to the roof as dark figures climbed the same wall I just climbed and ran past me, unaware that they were within seven feet of me. I stayed frozen in place until I was sure they were gone. I could have taken them out, yet decided to let them pass, keeping my presence unknown.
They had no idea what I could have done to them. To give my position away at this point would prove foolish. I was far from home. I had to somehow get to the airport and get back to the United States. I had to keep moving while staying out of sight, until help could get to me. I stayed hidden until the assassins got in the jeep and vanished up the road out of sight. Only then did I climb down and run. I was exhausted. My cracked ribs cried out in despair at the torture I was putting them through. There was no time for rest, not now. I had to keep moving and put some distance between my enemies and myself. I ran along the side of the road in the dark leaving the mountains behind me.














  
  Chapter One

[image: image-placeholder]

Have you ever heard the phrase the secrets out of the bag? Have you ever gone into your family closet after a loved one has passed to go through their things? That is when you discover the parcel of hidden letters, perhaps or secret documents. 
Why does no one ever tell us the truth while they are alive? What are we supposed to do with all this newfound knowledge after they are gone? They must know all the secrets are there hidden in packets and boxed, waiting to be discovered. Like Pandora's Box. Someone will eventually find them.
This happened to me recently. My adopted mother passed away leaving me a large box of secret letters and documents that I had never known existed. She obviously wanted me to find them, but only after she was gone. Should I be angry at her for keeping things from me? Of course, I have every right to be, but I am not. She was a gentle kind woman. I found out recently that my ancestors were members of an Elite Samurai family in Japan. This explains so much about myself to me. Now I understand why my mom and dad kept secrets from me.
I was sent away by my birth mother to supposedly keep me safe. There was a faded document showing an Ena Minatozaku, age eighteen, as my biological mother. I am sure she had no idea that the family member who professed to place me in a safe place instead gave me to an evil old woman called grandmother. I choose to believe she thought her baby girl would be safe and happy somewhere. There is no mention of who my biological father would be.
I had just left my job as a New York Detective after fourteen years. I am preparing to open my Counseling Services just as I always wanted to do. I still help Jeff and the gang over at the Investigations Manifestations Office that we all started a few years ago.
Sam and I even find time to sneak away to our favorite secret cabin in the mountains. The same cabin we hid Angie away at while she healed last year, bringing her back to life. She became our adopted protege. She managed to merge both personas, Eigna and Angie into one and become a new person. Of course, she must stay on meds to keep balanced but she is our bad-ass junior. She is the mini-me that I created. My wild child.
I tried to tell Sam the truth about myself. At least as much as I could tell him. He deserved that much after all he had done for me. I had only shared bits and pieces prior to this. The fact that Sam had a rough childhood himself and grew up on the streets helped us form a special bond. He never judged anyone else, and I never judged him.
I do not know the complete story yet myself. It was as if I was given an investigation into my own background. I may never know the whole truth about me, my origins. My childhood has always been a blur. I had no reason not to believe my father or mother. After all, they adopted me and gave me a good life. They were good parents. They loved and protected me. They were honest, for the most part. However, there is nothing wrong with my memory. I remember everything about the years I was in China with the woman I called Grandma.
It was always obvious that I was Asian. I frowned as I gazed into the bathroom mirror. Memories come blasting back at me. I twisted my long black hair into a ponytail of choice. I am extremely small framed. However, the few who were unfortunate enough to challenge me were often met with a dish of humble pie. I am versed in several martial arts. Memories came back to consume me. They flooded through me. I shook off the impending feeling of doom. I had no time for silly emotions, not right now. I have too much to do. 
I had details somewhat twisted up until recently. I was found in China. That is where the police picked me up and a female detective took care of me. The main factor in all of this, is the fact that I am from Japan not China. My adopted father was a well-respected New York Detective. He was killed in the line of duty when I was eighteen years old. I still remember the first time I met him in China all those years ago. I have a mental picture in my head of memories of that horrible woman who made me call her Grandma. I remember my childhood friend Ti who helped me escape my nightmare. I was barely ten years old. All those memories are true. Memories of that evil woman, screaming as I crawled out of the bedroom window. Ti running up to me, grabbing my hand and telling me to run and not look back.
It is all those things you learn afterwards that make you stand up and say, what? Why wasn’t I told any of this before now? With everything I remembered and already knew I could have put all these puzzle pieces together years ago. I would have known that my biological father was very much alive and looking for me. We could have had a life together.
This is the frustrating part. Who invented that saying? The skeletons are falling out of the closet. They must have had some real history themselves.
My adopted name is Lillie Musin. My real name is Lillie Minatozaku Yo Ling. This is my story.








  
  Chapter Two
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I glanced at my watch, realizing it was four a.m. I’ve been existing on three and four hours sleep all week. I’ve asked Sam and Angie to come today so we can have a chat. He is the yin to my yang. I love him very much. Angie is like a younger sister to us both. Instead, here I sit going through documents and papers my adopted mother left after she passed suddenly. I should have been getting a few more hours sleep. I perched on the edge of the sofa, going through the boxes of things from my past that had been hidden from me. I already have my beautiful Japanese Samurai Sword my adopted father gave me many years ago. He had said it was our secret. My mom had not agreed to give it to me. I understand now why he wanted me to have it. I kept it hidden for years until I was old enough to claim it. 
Father must have known about all the other stuff and realized I would eventually find it. After I started reading and going through documents and investigation reports, all the blank spaces started to fill up.
It appears I was born into nobility in Japan. I was a mistake, unplanned. My mother was young and unmarried. She disgraced the family by becoming pregnant. She was eighteen when she had me, so she would’ve been about fifty-two years old if she had lived to see me reach my thirty-four years of age.
If I understand the notes I was reading, my biological mom sent me away to protect me. It made me feel better, at least knowing that I had been loved enough by her to want to do that. There are still so many unanswered questions. 
Why was I with that horrible old woman? How did I get to China from Japan? Surely that was not her idea of protecting me because that was far from what happened. Some of this information was written as if someone hastily jotted things down. I would have loved the opportunity to question mom and dad. I am sure that is exactly why they did not tell me before.
Grandma let men hurt me, like I was a dirty piece of baggage. I have no memory of how I ended up there. However, I do remember how I got away from her. I was ten years old when I escaped thanks to Ti and a group of kids who were homeless. I will never forget the pain. Memories come flooding back. This isn’t like me at all. I don’t like the feeling of confusion and deceit. 
An undeniable urge swept through me, I needed to find my birth mother. I needed to see what came of her. Where was she? Is she dead, alive? If she’s dead, was she buried? Cremated?
I reached for the Samurai sword and the urge abated some as I felt the familiar feeling, similar to how I think a ghost stepped into my body would feel when I held it in my hands. My father enrolled me in Karate when I was twelve years old. Learning martial arts flowed easily for me as if I had been born doing it. I sucked up every bit of history and knowledge to learn all I could. 
By the time I turned twenty-four, I was already an expert in all Japanese martial arts. Learning and training in martial arts fed my soul, as though it had always been a part of me - in my blood.
Out of the corner of my eye I caught sight of the damaged letter in a ripped envelope. The name on the outside of the envelope read Ichika Minatozaku. I googled it. Ichika means “One Thousand Flowers” and Minatozaku represents royalty. Unfortunately, the partial piece of paper remaining was illegible.
I must find out what happened to my birth mother. I will claim my rightful place, my rightful name.
My only regret is that I cannot take Sam and Angie with me. It is too dangerous. I won’t find answers here in New York City. I must go to Osaka, Japan. I must do this alone.






  
  Chapter Three

[image: image-placeholder]

It was early, barely five A.M when I gave up on sleep. I pulled on a light sweater as I stepped out onto the balcony with my first cup of coffee for the day. It was mid-July and beautiful in New York City. I preferred the calmness of dark. It never scared me as it did others. I could not sleep. Stories, questions long unanswered threatened to explode out of my brain. I am officially still a NYC Detective and Licensed Psychologist. Until recently that had been enough. When you add in newfound information that you are possibly a member of an old Elite Samurai Noble family in Japan, with the name Minatozaku, life can get extremely interesting. 
I have been many things to many people over the years. In my line of work, I have come across many bad people who had to be dealt with. I have rescued victims and returned them to their families. I have gone underground for months at a time to help infiltrate and solve cases. I always tried to remain aloof and uninvolved emotionally. I found it better and easier to do my job that way. This type of life though, usually leads to living alone. 
All this changed for me a little over a year ago after my mom passed away and I had joined my work partner Jeff on an emergency protection case involving a young lady named Angie Winston. 
We ended up in California in what turned out to be a rescue, protection, and survival for a twenty-three-year-old young lady, against a serial killer. Something happened to me inside when I met Angie and Sam, her bodyguard. My emotional control as I have always known it got flipped upside down as I fell in love with both. Angie became like a younger sister to me, while Sam became my trusted lover. In the end, after Angie was rescued and saved, we all ended back in New York City.          
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It's my turn to do something for myself. I stood there with my fav drink, hot coffee, in hand, looking out my living room window at the beautiful view of downtown West Side Soho from my third floor Condo. Where had the time gone? It was already mid-morning. I was deep in thought. Was I really going to carry through with my plan? Was I about to tell Sam and Angie that I was flying off to Japan alone? I am going to venture into the unknown to find out what became of my birth mother. I have no desire to intrude in her life, but I deserve some answers. I had to have some answers to be at peace with myself. The fact that no one wanted to return my phone calls or answer a simple email raised red flags. If I really am a member of an old elite Samurai Family, then I have questions. Questions that deserve answers.
I always knew or believed that I was from China since that is where my adoptive father had rescued me and brought me to the United States. I was raised as a daughter to a New York City Detective and a stay-at-home mom. My dad and mom were honest, at least now it appears they were partly honest, about where I came from. Maybe they truly never knew the whole story. It is hard to know what to believe now that my mom passed away and I started going through her closets. Wow all the info I found. 
I had called Sam last night and asked him and Angie to both join me over at my place this morning. I wanted time alone to go through all the stuff, the papers. Sam was a big distraction for me in a very good way, yet a distraction all the same.  I had never needed all these fancy surroundings to be happy. I was just as comfortable over at Sam’s apartment in the lower East-side Area. Sam is my soul mate. We had become an official couple this past year. He grew up on the streets. He is big, bad, and sexy as hell. He is one of those few men that can spout a long black braid hanging down his back and look bad ass doing it. We are total opposites yet very much alike in similar ways. He is the yin to my yang. We complete each other. My old work partner Jeff has the Investigations office open over there. It is easy enough to get from there to here. This area is very trendy and popular. The East side offers great bars and eating places. I had always planned on opening my own counseling services using my condo as a private office.
To be truthful, I never spent too much time here. I just recently started redecorating the place. I spent months, sometimes under cover with Jeff for so many years on the job it was never safe to come here. I did what I did best, going incognito to gather information. I recently requested a few months of leave, allowing me time to think about where I want to go from here. 
I ‘ve long had a desire to counsel women, to help them find their way back from a painful past. My condominium had always looked unlived in however, with a bit of work it would be easy enough to transform the living area into an office type library. I had two comfortable sofas facing each other with an over sized chair at each end. There was a large desk in front of this awesome window complete with computer, phone, all the necessities of a counseling business. The small kitchen-net was complete with a do-it yourself coffee bar. I am a coffee freak I admit. There is a nice sized bathroom and my private bedroom which remains private to all except Sam. I had new recessed lighting put in and the soft glow made the atmosphere very relaxing.
I have a PHD in Psychology and Counseling. I have already been contacted by a few detectives I used to work with who have a list of names of female victim’s they say would benefit from my counseling skills. First however I need to make a trip to Japan and check out a few things. I must deal with a few issues for my own peace of mind. 






  
  Chapter Four
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I glanced at my phone realizing it was after ten a.m. Where were they? Sam and Angie should have been here by now. I am ridged about punctuality. I always have been. It goes along with being an undercover detective. Sam is rather good about this. He understands how important timing is to me. Angie, however, is a work in progress. We are still trying to instill in her the reality of going on an assignment of any kind with us hinges on her being able to be at the appropriate place at the right time. 
She has gotten so much better in the past few months. I met both Sam and Angie about two years ago when Jeff and I were hired by Angie’s father, Dr. John Winston, to go to California to protect his daughter from a Stalker/Serial Killer called the Whisperer. We were thrown into an impossible situation which bonded all of us together. It is a long story for another time. Suffice it to say the bad guy was taken out and Angie, Sam, and I, along with Jeff and several other security guys, all returned to New York. Due to information brought to light, to this day Angie still does not have much to do with her famous father. He is known to do extensive plastic surgery on anyone who can pay his high prices for a new face. There is a lot of bad karma going on there.
Angie developed a split personality, aggravated by all she endured by this Serial Killer. Eigna, it turned out had been with Angie for many years. She/they were recently placed on medication that she’ll have to take for the rest of her life to keep her demon at bay. This demon Eigna is Angie’s total opposite and very dangerous to her health and wellbeing. Eigna is a dominant and reckless personality. She is a total opposite of smart, funny, sweet, loving Angie. The medicine helps meld them together. I had mistakenly thought we had combined their personalities into one and that perhaps the meds would not be necessary, but I was wrong. We all found out the hard way the medicine is necessary. 
I am immensely proud at all Angie has accomplished in the past two years. She has kept both Sam, Bryan; her boyfriend, and I all on our toes. She has a straightforward no-nonsense personality which I appreciate very much. I have come to think of her as my younger sister. If she keeps on her meds, she can harness her “other self.”                                          
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A soft knock at the door announced their arrival. Angie came in spewing a torrent of cuss words about someone who spilled their drink down the front of her in the elevator. My eyes gravitated to Sam as they always did. We locked eyes as we moved toward each other. It had only been a few days since I had seen him, but it felt like weeks. He was a very large, muscled man. I am obviously very much attracted to him.
I knew the first time I laid eyes on him back in California there was a connection there. We had to keep it professional at the time as Jeff, Bryan and I had joined him and Angie to protect her from the serial killer. Later, however, we came to a meeting of the minds and made up for lost time. 
“Oh, I’m ok,” Angie inserted herself between us. “Do not worry about the fact that I have an ugly orange stain down the front of my silk blouse and jeans. I will just wear this to the restaurant, where they will probably ask me to leave. See, Sam, I told you we should take the stairs, but no, you had to cram into the elevator.”
Angie had my attention then as I noticed the ugly stain flowing down the front of what was a beautiful silk top. “Oh my,” I frowned. “What happened to you and why would you take that elevator? I am only three floors up. It’s a healthy walk.”
Sam intervened. “That’s my doing. I must have tracked six miles in the past few hours with Wilson and Bryan looking for someone for Jeff. Man, I’m sweaty. Don’t I have an extra shirt and jeans in the closet? I need to change. Sorry but Jeff begged us to help, we could not say no. He wants us all to meet him at this new Italian restaurant in,” Sam looked at his watch. “two hours. He said to tell you he’d explain when we get there.”
I must have looked irritated as Sam picked me up, kissing the tip of my nose and set me back down, saying, “I will be right back.” He ran into the bedroom where he already knew his clothes were hanging in the closet. Yes, he spent a lot of time here now. He used to be uncomfortable here, saying it was too fancy for him, but he had gotten used to my side of town. 
I looked at Angie now for the first time. “My, you are a mess. What does the other guy look like? Wait. How did you respond? Was it Eigna or Angie? Did you hurt anyone for this? Come with me, and we will find you extra clothes here also. I suppose we’ll have to start keeping some extra clothes for you here also, especially if you start working for me when I open for business.”
She mumbled, “the other guy’s ok. It was a young kid, he apologized. I behaved myself, but man people should be more careful. Lillie, there is no way you possibly have anything to fit me. You are barely five foot two. I am over five foot three. You’ve got have to be a size zero or two. I don’t have time to run back home, Bryan is going to be here any minute. Man, this is a new silk blouse. First time I wore it.”
I shook my head at how silly Angie was being. It is true she was a few inches taller than me, but she was very tiny. I would say she was on the skinny side. She followed me into a guest bedroom I used as my closet and gasped in awe at the rows of matching pants and shirts. 
“Do you have a favorite color? All of these are stretchy material and I declare they will look awesome on you. Here, let me help. This dark royal blue will look good with your golden red hair. It has grown longer. Are you letting it grow out?” I handed her the outfit and turned around while she tried it on.
“Wow,” was her response. We both looked in the mirror. “I don’t know what this material is, but I love it.” It was a shimmery sleek look which showed off her slim figure. The bottom of the legs flared out slightly to allow for boots to be worn, which is what Angie had on. The sleeves were long but allowed you to push them up. She was used to wearing Denim jeans all the time.
Angie exclaimed, “Thanks Lillie. You may never get this back.”
I smiled as I whispered. “Oh, you can keep it. I have so many of those. Let us join Sam and talk. I am annoyed that Jeff pulled this dinner thing on me. I have much to discuss with you both, but I guess we will humor him.” 
Jeff got himself shot last year while we were on our case in California, and almost died on us. He has since retired from the Detective Unit but remains active in investigations. Some things never change. We all keep a close eye on him. He’s due to have surgery soon to remove bullet fragments that were left because of their position. Sam appeared from the bathroom wearing a dark grey sleek pull over I had brought for him. He still had on his black jeans and boots. “Do you think this is ok for a nice restaurant?” I slowly made my way toward him. “If they ask you to leave, I certainly have no problem leaving with you.” Angie threw herself down on the sofa, making herself at home as she always did when she was here.






  
  Chapter Five
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We all set to wait for Bryan who was due to join us any minute now. Sam was looking at me rather intently, I understood why. He knew something was up and it had everything to do with the boxes we brought back from my parents’ house earlier. I drifted off as we set in silence. He had been with me when I had gone over there to go through the boxes that had been in moms’ closet. I had expected to find old clothes, hats, personal items as I knew she had a habit of collecting things neatly in little boxes.  
I never, however, expected to find two boxes labeled to me. There they were sitting neatly on the floor front and center as if she had placed them there herself for me to find. My name was written neatly in her hand.
The note read: “To my darling Lillie. Open after I am gone. There is a time for everything, and your time is now. I hope you will forgive me for keeping secrets from you. Your father and I only wanted to keep you safe. The selfish part of me must admit I was always afraid of losing you. You brought blessings and happiness to your father and me from the moment you came into our lives. My one regret is that I will not live to see you marry and start your own family. But if you are reading this then I have joined your father in heaven and I am not lonely anymore. Love you so much, Mom.”
I read that note over and over as I sat on mom’s bedroom floor crying. There was nothing Sam could say or do except to be there for me. I have never considered myself to be an emotional person. I learned at an early age it was safer to remain quiet. It was better to not bring attention to oneself. I would do the chores grandma gave me to do. I spent so much time trying to hide. This was many years ago in China before my dad had discovered me. 
My earliest memories were of that evil woman who made me call her grandma. There were several other young girls and boys living with us. We were not allowed to talk or play with each other. I remember as far back as maybe age three or four.
When I was five years old, she started bringing men into my bedroom. At first, they would just take pictures of me or with me. I did not understand what was going on. I just knew that she did not love me. I knew great fear.
She started allowing me to run errands and going to the market when I was maybe eight years old. That is where I met Ti and his friends. They were stealing fresh fruits and vegetables from the open market. 
Ti was maybe twelve or thirteen when I turned ten years old. I remember the first apple Ti gave to me to eat. I was afraid to eat it, but he promised no one would know. That was the first hint of freedom I was given. Even though there were several kids of various ages, they were clearly living out on the streets on their own. 
I told him where I lived and that my name was Lillie. I did not know my last name. He made a face when he heard who I lived with. Grandma’s reputation preceded her. He told me that they came to this market place every day about the same time, that I could find him there any day. I remember asking him if he had a mother and he laughed. They had all been given up by their moms or sold for money. He told me that Grandma probably was not my mom at all. He said she was an evil bitch.
At ten years old I did not understand that word until a few days later. Grandma brought a man into my room on the night she said I was ten years old. He raped me. I screamed and cried but no one came to help me. I survived only because Grandma came and pulled him out of the room. She was not concerned about me. Rather she said she could not risk destroying her China doll so early on if he was not willing to pay more.
I remember hearing her yell at him that for the right price he could come back and do whatever he wanted. The next day at the market I told Ti what happened. He saw my black eye and the bruises on my arms. He was calling her names and hugging me as I cried. That is when I understood what a bitch she was. We made plans that moment to get me out of there. I was terrified of what she would do if she caught me, but I was more afraid of what would happen to me if I did not get out of there. I promised him I would follow the rules of the gang if he helped me escape.
I went home that afternoon with the groceries she had told me to get. I kept my head down and tried to stay out of sight. Ti was going to come to my window that night to get me. It was only much later that I realized he could have just kept me with them that day. He had other plans to avenge me. He had to gather some friends to help him. He had planned on killing grandma and letting all the other kids in her home go. 
I was the only one in a room up front. The rest of the kids were down the hall toward the back. Grandma had mistaken my quiet demeanor and outer calm reserve as being submissive. I was in survival mode. I checked the window and made sure it was unlocked. I was terrified she would check it at bedtime and realize it was unlocked.
It did not occur to me that Ti and his friends could come in through the back door. He wanted to make sure he got me out first. He almost did not make it in time. Grandma came into my room again that night. That same man was with her. I will never forget the look in his eyes. It was pure evil. I have no doubt that Ti saved my life that night. I could not forget the memories even if I wanted to. They were embedded into my brain like an ugly old re-run of a horror movie.
I jumped up yelling and swinging a small knife I had stolen from the kitchen. I cut Grandma on the arm before she backhanded me sending me flying across the bedroom where I landed on the floor. 
The man grabbed me by my hair and was pulling me out the door. He evidently was taking me somewhere. The bedroom window opened, and Ti sprung through it. Another boy followed him. It seemed as if they had flown in through the window. I could hear noise coming from the living room and realized there were more of Ti’s friends in there.
I remember a girl grabbing me by the hand and pulling me out through the window. They called her Tinker although I have no idea why. Ti and his friend ran to the other room. There was screaming and yelling, then quiet all in a few seconds. Ti joined us out front, hugging me as we ran away from that horrible place. He said, “she is dead. She will never hurt you again.”                                
I was homeless with Ti and his gang for several happy months before I was caught shoplifting which got me separated from Ti and the rest of the gang. That is when my world changed forever. I was brought to the United States where I was adopted by a New York City Detective and his wife. A wonderful loving couple by the name of William and Beverly Musin. I will admit I started questioning about my ethic background when I was about twelve. Mom and dad always brushed it off. I jerked back to the present and realized Sam was still sitting there quietly. I am not sure even now if I spoke aloud to him of my thoughts.
Here I am the calm, graduated Counselor with a PHD in Psychology. A New York Detective of almost fifteen years. I was able to practically run up a wall in my dad’s training class when I was barely fifteen. I do my best work when I am on my own and in stealth mode. I have helped many women and people over the years. Now, however, it was my turn to help myself. My mind was made up the moment I started going through documents in that box
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