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WARNINGS APPLY TO THE Crime Lords Series 

Open Relationships. Love/Hate Relationships. Obsessive Behaviour. Violence/Torture/Blood/Injury. Toxic Relationships.

The Crime Lords books are not standalone stories and must be read in order. Some will end with a tentative HFN/Cliff-hanger
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Chapter One
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“WHY ARE WE HERE?” MISAKI stretched out, feet propped up on the table in front of him and hands tucked behind his head while ignoring the other men’s pointed stares. “I can’t imagine I’m the only one who’s curious.”

He glanced at the other two men present—Kristof Borokov and Ji-Hun Vasilev—cracked his knuckles and smirked as their disapproval of him grew. Misaki gave respect to those who warranted it, tempered of course by his own arrogance and toward these men... he deferred to them out of habit, formed when he worked for Mao years ago. But nowadays he was their equal and if the situation dictated it, Misaki wouldn’t hesitate to remind them of that fact.

Misaki ran his own territory now. Commanded men and developed businesses that benefited the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate all three—along with Mao Omori—were partners in. An organisation that looked strange from the outside, not many in their cutthroat world prepared to trust others as much as they did each other. Alliances might be formed, but they were always uneasy and prone to cracking under the slightest pressure. But they’d realised there was strength in numbers and under Mao’s leadership, their power within the city of Greertown had grown.

Harnessing the unique skill sets each brought to the table, they increased the syndicates influence in the city. And it was because of this that Misaki had been catapulted through the ranks to become one of the syndicate kings. 

Misaki quickly discovered he had a knack for information gathering, building on his natural charisma and arrogance to collect it from drunk clientele at the many bars and entertainment clubs he now ran. Seduced them until they begged for his attention and spilled their secrets willingly. He’d heard the rumours about his nightly exploits, far-fetched tales that some chose to believe, and others laughed off. But Misaki never chose to deny or attempt to rectify the stories spread through the city like a game of Chinese whispers. What was the point when truth lay behind each one?

The angry glares focused on him didn’t ease, nor did his companions offer up a reason as to their being here. He glanced at Ji-Hun who sat to his right. While Misaki dealt with information, Ji-Hun specialised in the seedier, darker and bloodier side of the syndicate. His hands were the dirtiest, stained with the blood of countless enemies. Pockets lined with cash obtained through numerous illegal gambling venues and cage fights, and the clubs were prostitutes could easily be obtained. Borrowing money from any of Ji-Hun’s financial lenders was asking for trouble—interest crippling and failure to pay could be deadly. Misaki had availed himself of the man’s skills on several occasions when his own hands needed to remain clean and even though he’d known Ji-Hun since he first began working for Mao, the man still scared him. But then who wouldn’t fear a man who could smile so sweetly right before snapping someone’s bones.

Yeah, Ji-Hun was not interested in offering up his opinion so Misaki turned his attention to the man on his left, Kristof Borokov. 

Kristof always looked out of place at these meetings, the way he carried himself, his mannerisms and the way he spoke more suited for the social gatherings of Greertown’s elite. It was an image he used to great advantage while handling all the organisation’s legal issues, not that his actions were necessarily undertaken in the pursuit of justice. Blackmail, bribes were as efficient tools for Kristof as the legal texts stacked on the shelves of his office. He had wealthy businessmen, high-ranked cops, judges and politicians all in his pay and often how they got there was through the information Misaki had gathered.

It was also Kristof’s responsibility to oversee and acquire the more legal business fronts through which they laundered money not so legally acquired. Ensured that it didn’t attract the attention of police who couldn’t be paid off as easily. But the calm-façade he wore was carefully crafted mask and anyone who underestimated his power, his strength, paid for it. Kristof was no less dangerous that Ji-Hun, he was simply better at hiding it.

The last member and leader of the group, Mao Omori was the one who kept the syndicate together, and had championed its creation when the older members of each founding group had tried to oppose it. Coordinated everything from the acquisition of new territory, dealing with nearby organisations—friend and foe—and brokered peace when internal disputes arose. A man not satisfied with controlling most of the western half of the city but wanted all of it. 

The men under Mao’s command were loyal to him and his husband Jun, followed his orders without question even if that meant taking out men under Misaki, Kristof or Ji-Hun’s command. They policed the syndicate, rooting out those who were disloyal or threatened its existence from within and handed all those they deemed unworthy of Mao’s continued protection over to Ji-Hun. Mao ran his fair share of bars, clubs and entertainment venues too, like the one Misaki currently sat in the backroom of, growing increasingly annoyed the longer Mao took to explain why they’d been called here.
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MAO STRODE TO THE FRONT of the room and flicked his gaze over the three men present. He didn’t need to study them long to read their emotions; the confusion at being summoned here and not the boardroom of his office, angry at being forced to await his arrival, and annoyance over the short notice they’d been given. Each believing their thoughts were hidden behind layers of charm, stoicism and dangerous glares. And while that amused Mao, it would be better for everyone if he stopped stalling and explained the reason for the urgent meeting.

“As you all know,” he spoke sharply. “We have a semi-formal alliance with the Martel’s, a smaller organisation situated on the outskirts of Greertown...one that I’ve continued to foster, even ensuring their young heir attended the same private high school alongside our younger members.” He smirked, realising he’d caught their attention. Unbeknown to many within the city of Greertown, Black Hills Academy was owned by their syndicate—and before the syndicate’s formation it had been overseen by Mao’s family—and many of their younger members were recruited from amongst its students. “Well, now they wish to formalise that arrangement.”

The room fell silent with only the noise from the bar on the other side of the door drifting into the room as the three men considered what Mao was saying. He knew they’d realise the oddness of his requesting this meeting when gaining new territories happened all the time and were merely a footnote of their regular monthly meetings.

“There must be more to it than that,” Kristof pointed out, his voice breaking the silence softly and yet the power behind it couldn’t be missed. “If it was only about adding... or at least absorbing territory then you could have handled it yourself and wouldn’t have bothered calling a meeting like this. So, what is it that you aren’t telling us Mao?”

“That’s because it isn’t straight forward, and not how I’d normally handle these matters-” pausing to get the right words “-they want to formalise it through marriage.” He leaned against the desk behind him, fingers biting into the wood. “Seemingly their heir—and I have meet him myself—is very loyal, enthusiastic...and a bit of—”

Ji-Hun snorted. “Stop dancing around it, Mao, and just say the boy is an idiot. Because he is. Blurts stuff out, acts without thinking-” his voice took on a venomous tone as he continued to talk “and was forever getting my younger brother into trouble and yet managed to escape without a scratch,” he muttered.

“Oh...does that mean we know this person Mao speaks of?” Misaki’s brow furrowed as he tried to discern who the boy- no, young man might be, his association with the smaller organisation having been kept secret during his time at the Academy.

“Unfortunately,” Ji-Hun sighed with annoyance. “Are you sure you don’t remember him?”

Mao huffed as he watched it dawn on Misaki just who the young man was that he and Ji-Hun alluded to. 

“You don’t mean that brat?” his eyes widening in surprise. “Aidan? Aidan Martel? Shit! I vaguely remember him... or at least I remember all the hassle Demetri went through...all the expletives that echoed through the hallways whenever he had to bail them out. Don’t think it got any better once they hit college either.” Misaki chortled while Ji-Hun scowled. “Hang on... why have you called us, if the Martel’s are desiring a marriage connection? I don’t have sisters and neither do Ji-Hun or Kristof.”

“Actually... I remember my brother mentioning that the damn brat did something ridiculous recently. Told his family that he was gay in the hopes of wrangling his way out of the arranged marriages being thrust at him.”

Misaki slapped his knee and shook his head. “Did he not think his family would simply switch tack and come to us directly? But just who of us are you intending to marry off to him?” The laughter in his voice disappearing as his demeanour turned serious.

“And how do we know that they aren’t simply using us to make him admit his lie? Or as leverage against another group?” Chris asked, leaning back in his chair, arms folded across his chest. “Or worse, he might be a spy?” A bitterness seeping into his voice that Mao could understand

“We don’t,” Mao replied. “But I want that territory. And I intend to grab it before they decide to offer this opportunity to someone else.” He narrowed his eyes, making sure they realised that one of them would be marrying Aidan whether they liked it or not.

Kristof sighed, resignation and annoyance echoed through it. “I guess this is a task you wish either I or Misaki will take on?”

Misaki grinned. “Or more importantly... just how far are we expected to take this little charade?”

Mao returned Misaki’s grin, pleased that he and Kristof were on board with the plan even if they weren’t entirely happy with it. “Charade is right, Misaki. I don’t care if you’re still fooling around with others while you pursue Aidan, but maybe keep it quiet so his family don’t catch wind of it. We need to bind him to the syndicate, grab the land that comes with him and then...” shrugging his shoulders as his words trailed off. “He’s not going to be any more receptive to his family’s plans now than he was before...maybe less so...and while I sure as hell aren’t asking you to fall in love with the guy, it wouldn’t hurt to make him fall for one of you.”

Kristof huffed, rolling his eyes at the overly enthusiastic response given by Misaki. “So, are we finished? I have other business that needs attending too.”

“For now.” Mao straightened and strode toward the door leading into the main floor of the bar. “But don’t take too long in your pursuit. There are other organisations desperate to get their hands on that land.”

“Seeing as that I’m not going to be pursuing Aidan... why the hell was my presence requested?” Ji-Hun barked.

Mao stared at the man, not all scared of his dangerous bite. “To keep you in the loop... and I’m sure you can provide Misaki and Kristof insight into Aidan and how they should best approach him.”

Ji-Hun laughed. “My advice would be that they stay well away from him. Aidan is trouble.”

Mao shook his head, opened the door and gestured for the men to leave. He leaned against the door frame and watched as they slipped through the crowded bar seeking out their lackeys, flunkies, bodyguards or whatever they hell they chose to call them and exited onto the street.
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Chapter Two
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AIDAN TREMBLED WITH rage as he stormed into the house and entered the room where his grandfather and stepfather awaited him. They’d requested he return to the main house on the edge of Greertown urgently and Aidan didn’t even need to guess what it was they wanted to speak about. He’d thought the matter had been dealt with on his last visit, much preferring to be in his own apartment near the centre of the city or dealing with the businesses he’d been slowly acquiring. Businesses his family were unaware of.

And it hadn’t occurred to him to refuse his grandfather’s orders. Too loyal to the organisation even if he was hesitant to take on the mantles of responsibility that came with being its heir. He knew his attitude frustrated his grandfather especially when Aidan’s own father had died to protect the family. But this subject of marriage was one he’d hoped to have buried with the proclamation he was gay—a spur of the moment word vomit that he was beginning to reconsider, it wasn’t as though marriage was limited to cis-heterosexual couples these days. But Aidan wished he’d remembered that...wished his family hadn’t as he listened to them spout on about the Omari-Vasilev syndicate that controlled most of West Greertown and their plans for him to marry one of their high-ranked members.

“I don’t want to get married... and I really don’t give a fuck what their gender is either.” Why couldn’t they understand it and why were they in such a hurry to marry him off? He wasn’t even thirty yet.

“Doesn’t matter what you want, Aidan. A marriage will be beneficial to the ongoing survival of our organisation... keep those who rely on us safe from those who want our land but don’t care about the people who live here,” his grandfather growled. “And this one—no matter which of the candidates you choose—will be better than any of the others we’ve put before you.” He leaned back in his chair with a satisfied grin knowing that Aida couldn’t find a reason to argue otherwise. “You will be getting married, so you’d better choose wisely.”

Aidan glared at his grandfather, biting his tongue to stop the flow of disrespectful words desperate to escape. He spun on his heels and stormed out of the office needing to put distance between them and him before he did something reckless. Fists clenched tight, Aidan swept through the house and ignored the attempts of others to speak with him, pleased that they all quickly recognised his foul mood and didn’t chase after him. Right now, he needed to be somewhere quiet, somewhere where he could forget everything he’d been told.

As soon as feet stepped outside the door of the main house, Aidan started to run. Kept on running until he reached a field separated from the main house by a long stand of trees. He’d often come out here in the past, screaming at the world as he vented all the frustrations that came with being an heir to a criminal organisation in a small community. To have friends and yet still be lonely as everyone feared you... and it hadn’t changed until high school when he quickly discovered that many of the students at Black Hills Academy where he’d been sent were exactly like him. And right now, he had a lot to yell about, venting his frustrations until his voice grew hoarse.

He dropped to the ground, punched it angrily as he continued to curse his family. Aidan could understand the logic in his grandfather wanting to solidify the alliance with the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate, they were powerful and with his rash proclamation it made marrying into it so much easier. Again, he’d acted without thinking of the consequences and it had come back to bite him just as his friend Su-Jin had warned. But he wasn’t sure if his friend could have imagined this scenario... and fuck, he’d stormed out of the room so damn fast, Aidan hadn’t caught the names of the men who he was supposed to choose from. Hoped like hell one of them wasn’t Su-Jin’s brother... Ji-Hun was a scary fucker, and not one you wanted to encounter in broad daylight let alone in a dark alley.

“Shit. Shit.” Aidan wished he could remember the names of the other high-ranked members of the syndicate. He slammed his hand on the ground and then winced, as he stared at the dirt engrained in his skin. Aidan scrambled to his feet, brushed the dirt off his clothes. Kenta wasn’t going to be impressed with the state of his suit once he returned to the apartment, not that Aidan could understand the man’s continual gripping. If his clothing got ripped or stained, then it was just as easy to buy new ones. Some days the man was more mother hen than the bodyguard and personal assistant he was employed to be.

He slowly trekked back to the main house, stomped up the stairs and snatched up the bag he’d not yet unpacked. Aidan had intended to stay for the weekend, but now, he’d rather head back to the city and pretend today hadn’t happened. Due to how late it’d be when he returned, his flatmate might not even be in the apartment, but he didn’t care. His own bed and a good bottle of wine to drown his sorrows with were all he needed. In the morning, maybe his friends could help him figure out a solution to his problem. 

After they finished laughing at him, that was.
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AIDAN STORMED INTO the apartment his anger hadn’t eased on the train as he headed back to the city. He kicked off his shoes, leaving them scattered across the entrance way, and his keys clattered loudly as he dropped them on the bench. But despite the racket it didn’t draw the attention of his flatmate. “At least he’s here,” he muttered, glancing back toward the door and seeing Su-Jin’s shoes sitting on shelf by it. “Hopefully he’ll think of some way for me to get out of this.” 

He banged about the kitchen as he grabbed out food and sat down five minutes later at the table with bowl of noodles, finally appreciating the silence echoing through the apartment. Except the more he appreciated the silence, the more Aidan realised it wasn’t. He put his bowl on the table and cursed, rubbing the bridge of his nose as he remembered that Felix never left his shoes at the door on the off chance Ji-Hun turned up unannounced—and he’d done so several times since Aidan and Su-Jin had moved in here.

“Fuck! That so wasn’t what I wanted to come home too,” he whined, his appetite for food evaporating as the noise from Su-Jin’s room grew louder. Blushed as his usually reserved friend’s voice echoed through the apartment as he moaned Felix’s name. There was no way in hell, Aidan was going to stick around and listen to his friends going at it. He snatched up his keys and wallet, dug his phone out of his pocket and rung Kenta. Didn’t care that he was upsetting his damn assistant’s night either as he shouted at the man to organise him a hotel for the night, preferably one with a good bar. He needed more than one stiff drink to blank the sound from his ears.
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Chapter Three
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MISAKI LEFT THE BAR and strode down the street to the waiting SUV, sighing at the pout worn by his lover Matty as he climbed inside. Matty hadn’t appreciated being made to wait outside, not usually excluded from meetings even though he held no rank within the syndicate other than convenient bed warmer. But he wasn’t the only one excluded, Kristof and Jin-Hun also forced to leave their dangerous shadows behind. And as a show of good faith, Mao had also attended the meeting without Jun at his side which only proved how strange the proceedings were.

But Matty’s mood didn’t improve much as Misaki ignored the man’s attempt at seduction and swatted the hand reaching for his zipper away. 

He mulled over the reason for Mao’s announcement and tried to make sense of it. Understood why Mao wanted the territory belonging to the Martel’s, the land was still underdeveloped in comparison to Greertown, but the city was growing fast and with it, property values would rise. But why waste time on this whole alliance-through-marriage scheme? And why rope him into seriously pursuing the young heir—snorted at the idea of calling Aidan young, when there was barely two years separating their ages—Misaki didn’t do relationships. Not even his arrangement with Matty was serious, a friends-with-benefit situation that had lasted for eight years... or was it ten? One that persisted only because he trusted Matty, known him since they were kids.

It took a few minutes of driving before he realised that there was something different about the vehicle as it slipped through the busy Greertown streets.

“Where’s Niall?” he snapped. Not that it was Niall’s job to chauffeur Misaki. His actual job was more akin to a personal assistant, helping Misaki to manage the various business interests he owned, and head off problems before Misaki needed to step and dish out punishment. But when Misaki had meetings like this, Niall and Benjamin accompanied him, with Niall preferring to drive which made his disappearance surprising and concerning.

“There was trouble at one of the clubs,” Benjamin quickly explained. “He got one of the boys to pick him up and headed there to deal with it.” He glanced in the rear-view mirror at Misaki, not even flinching at the dangerous expression crossing his face. “Niall said he’d call if anything warranted your input.”

Misaki sighed, the tension filling the vehicle easing as he acknowledged what Benjamin had said. If there was trouble, it was only right Niall went instead of Benjamin to sort it out, being the more hands on of the pair when it came to the businesses Misaki ran. Benjamin’s role was behind the scenes, usually in the basement of their apartment building trawling through all the electronic data they’d collected. Misaki was yet to find anyone else who could sift through masses of information and find the smallest of threads that connected important clients to blackmailable material. He could even identify people from the grainiest of photos making it easy for everyone in the organisation to track and dispose of unwanted troublemakers. And he trusted that Niall could deal with whatever issue had cropped up and that he wouldn’t hesitate to call if Misaki’s presence was required.

“Which club?” Misaki asked, this time doing nothing to dissuade Matty’s roaming hands as his lover sought to distract him from his stress. A distraction he might sorely need. “And do we know who the culprits are causing the ruckus?”

He really hoped his presence wouldn’t be needed. Misaki wanted to go home to his penthouse apartment, take off his jacket and tie, grab a glass of Bordeaux and collapse onto the couch. Wanted to enjoy the slow languid movements of Matty’s mouth on his cock until he was boneless, and all thoughts of Mao’s plan had faded from his mind. Not that he was entirely opposed to it. More than happy to take up the challenge of pursuing Aidan, so long as Mao didn’t expect him to be the one marrying him.

“The new one that you acquired. But from what I heard it wasn’t anyone trying to muscle in on our territory... just small-time wannabes playing at being tough.”

Misaki huffed and nodded his head to signal the conversation was over, Niall would find him later to deliver his report on the incident. He turned his attention to Matty and the wandering hand caressing his inner thigh, drifting ever higher. Misaki knew exactly what the man was angling for and would’ve happily indulged him here in the back SUV if it weren’t for the shortness of their journey. Though maybe instead of relaxing on the couch with Matty on the floor between his legs, he’d take him into the office, and fuck him over the desk while Niall gave his report on the incident at the newly purchased club. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d dealt with business while he fucked Matty or any other of his playmates, and it sure as hell wouldn’t be the last. The men who worked under him, didn’t even blink at his antics anymore.

And that brought him back to the issue of Aidan.

His arrangement with Matty didn’t require monogamy, both free to seek pleasure elsewhere, but Misaki knew he’d still need to tread carefully. Matty saw himself as Misaki’s favourite, the one whose side he always returned too...hoped that one day Misaki realised that he loved him. 

He didn’t. 

At least not in the way Matty wanted. 

Matty was convenient. Someone who’d known Misaki for a long time, accepted all his flaws and his abrasive personality without question. Yet, Misaki knew Matty had developed pesky emotions—reminded him of them several times a day... Maybe he should be looking at this situation with Aidan as an opportunity to cast Matty aside. The only reason why he hadn’t already, was the lack of jealousy Matty had shown toward Misaki’s other partners in the past or to the clients he still entertained. A good fuck was not worth the hassle of the green monster that could jeopardise Misaki’s ability to do his job seducing influential people into spilling their secrets.

So long as Matty continued to abide by the rules Misaki had laid down when they started this relationship, then he’d hold tight to Matty and offer him protection until the moment Misaki grew bored of the man’s company.

And Aidan promised to be far from boring. The idea of seducing the brat into his bed and introducing him to the wonders of being bedded by a man, was a challenge almost too good to pass up. Another straight man he could add to the list of many who’d fallen to his charm and prowess...introduced to a world they’d never imagined and then he left them begging for more. Grinned salaciously as they offered him money, fine clothes, jewels... anything he wanted if he’d just fuck them again. And really that’s all it would be for Misaki, a game that he’d played so many times before with the added bonus of the territory that came with Aidan, though maybe that would fall to Kristof seeing as he’d be the one ultimately to marry the brat.
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THE JOURNEY BACK FROM the meeting to his seventh-floor office hadn’t improved Kristof’s mood. If anything, it had steadily grown worse as the annoyance he’d felt at Mao’s proposition developed into an anger that consumed him—a dark rage that had everyone moving swiftly out of his way as he stormed into the building’s lobby. A fury that was unleashed on the wall of his office as he smashed his fist into it hard enough that even his right-hand man Alexis flinched. It wasn’t even the first time the man had witnessed such outbursts from Kristof, each battering of the wall or someone’s face came after the taboo subject of relationships were brought up in his hearing.

“What the hell went down at the meeting?” Alexis hissed, keeping a wary distance from him.

“Nothing fucking important,” he snapped, his usually dead emotionless eyes burned with rage.

Alexis huffed. “Well, it must have been something,” he muttered. “You don’t usually smash the bloody wall over nothing.”

“What was that?” Kristof snarled, rounding on Alexis, not in the mood for the man’s snarkiness. “Care to repeat what you said?”

“You fucking heard me.” Alexis straightened his back and folded his arms across a puffed-up chest. “Mao doesn’t call urgent meetings for nothing... and you don’t lose your cool over it either.”

No one dared speak to Kristof like this, arrogant and disrespectful, without fearing retribution and Alexis was one of the
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