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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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OMORI-VASILEV SYNDICATE

Mao Omori:  Head of the Syndicate, Founding Family

Jun Omori:   Mao’s husband, Second in Command

Ji-Hun Vasilev: Head of Interrogations, Founding Family

Demetri Kotov:  Ji-Hun’s lover, Second in Command

Su-Jin Vasilev: Ji-Hun’s brother, Aidan’s friend, and business partner

Felix Park:  Su-Jin’s lover, MMA fighter—underground circuit

Kristof Borokov: Head of Financial/Legal concerns

Alexis Croydon: Second in Command

Michael Chernoff: Works for Kristof—Accountant, Niall’s lover

Misaki Nigiri:  External Security, Information Gathering

Niall Evans:  Second in Command

Benjamin Fewkes: Hacker and all-around computer whizz

MARTEL GROUP

Aidan Martel:  Head of the Martel’s, former MMA fighter

Kenta Suyama: Second in Command

Marcus Thorne: Go-between with the Syndicate, Kenta’s lover, Chauffer 

KILPATRICK GROUP 

Masada Kilpatrick: Head of the Kilpatrick Group

Matty Okari:  Masada & Gabriel’s lover, former lover of Misaki

Gabriel Martin: Masada and Matty’s lover

Karl O’Cole:  Enforcer, bodyguard
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“WE SHOULDN’T HAVE DONE that, Misaki.”

“Done what? What shouldn’t we have done, Kristof?”

“You know what I’m talking about! We shouldn’t have fucked Aidan... not like that.”

“Are you saying you regret it?”

Aidan woke with a smile on his face and an ache in his arse. Memories of what he’d done last night flitted through his mind; brought a flush to his cheeks as he remembered how he’d begged... begged several times in fact for Misaki’s cock, for Kristof’s. But his smile quickly waned as Aidan heard the angry words being shouted on the other side of the door.

“No... that’s not it! I mean yes, I regret it. Regret the way we did it... when it comes to men, Aidan was a fucking virgin, and we both knew that. Last night probably meant a hell of a lot more to him, than it did to either of us!”

His smile disappeared completely as a tearing pain shot through his chest, and it sent Aidan scurrying from the bed.

“It’s not like we forced him! He could have said ‘No’. Aidan wanted it just as much as we did! Do you not remember the way he begged us?”

“Fuck, Misaki... you’re not understanding the problem at all. This was just sex for us, but for him... for Aidan there are probably feelings all tangled up with it. He’ll expect something from us—either of us, that we don’t wish to return.”

“But where’s the harm in having a little fun? It will make this sham marriage we’re expected to proceed with go so much easier.”

Aidan burned with fury at the words being exchanged between Misaki and Kristof, the way they were so callously dismissing everything they’d shared last night. He hurriedly tugged on his clothes and ignored the tears rolling down his cheeks. It wasn’t stupid of him to believe that the two men cared for him, their actions alone had shown him that truth, but it still hurt Aidan to hear them running scared. 

He crept over to the bedroom door, pushed it gently open and peered around it looking for Misaki and Kristof. Breathed a sigh of relief as he spotted them on the far side of the living room arguing intensely and Aidan took the chance to slip out of the room and out the apartment door. He leaned heavily against the elevator wall as it sunk toward the ground floor, wondering what he had done to deserve this pain he was suffering. The tight squeeze of his chest left Aidan struggling to gulp in air as heart break tore through him, and he was desperate for a single full breath to calm his panicked nerves. Nothing could have prepared him for this pain. Nothing at all. And the only saving grace was that the words lingering in his mind like a siren’s song had not been uttered out loud.

And they never would be.

Aidan stumbled out of the elevator and ignored the concerned looks of Kristof’s men as he strode across the foyer, pushed through the door, and hopped into the back seat of the awaiting SUV.

“Aidan, is everything alright?” Kenta asked, eyes narrowing with concern.

“No... not really. I think I’ve managed to make quite the fool of myself... done something extraordinarily stupid, even for me.” 

He heaved a sigh of relief when Kenta didn’t push for details, merely pursed his lips, and tapped Marcus on the shoulder, indicating they could leave. Glad of it when Aidan wasn’t sure where to begin, how to explain all that had happened between him, Misaki and Kristof. Scrubbing his face, Aidan realised it was own childish actions that had led him to this place, and the only way out of this mess was to grow up and act his damn age.

Decisions needed to be made, ones Aidan could no longer put off. He needed to stop running from the responsibilities that were thrust at him and take up his rightful place within the Martel Group. Time for him to stand up and be the man his grandfather wanted him to be.

But Misaki had also been right. He had wanted it. He hadn’t said ‘No’ or asked them to stop... Yet it didn’t make their words hurt any less.

“Where do you want to go, Aidan?”

“The apartment. For now. Tomorrow I need to pay a visit to my grandfather,” he ground out. It wasn’t going to be a pleasant conversation, but it was long overdue.

Everyone saw him as a spoiled brat. A man who spent too many nights drinking in bars, nightclubs and picking up girls with little thought to his future. And it had suited him to let them all think that; to believe he was too lazy and incompetent to take over the running of the Martel Group as his grandfather wanted. Left him free to pursue his own interests in and out of the ring. But he wasn’t going to be that bratty man-child anymore and the first thing he’d do to achieve it was to get this idiotic marriage proposal with the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate revoked...

No, the first thing he needed to do as his phone began to buzz, was to change his damn phone number.

“No wait. I want to buy a new phone first.”

“What?” Kenta stared at him, stared at the phone in his hand. “There’s nothing wrong with that one.”

“It’s broken... I lost it... take your damn pick of excuses-” winding down his window, he tossed the phone out the vehicle “-but either way, I need a new phone.”

––––––––
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“ARE YOU SURE ABOUT this?”  Mao studied Aidan, the man sitting in front of his desk was nothing like the brat of before. “This was an agreement I had willingly arranged with your grandfather... and while I have no problem ending it, I don’t wish to do so at the expense of the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate.”

He’d been surprised when the young Martel heir had requested an urgent meeting. Shocked further when Aidan explained he wished to end the alliance Mao had arranged with the current head of the Martel Group—or was that former head? Mao wasn’t too sure—and thinking on it might just give him a headache—but the young man looked the part. His former image as a brat, playboy, and man-child no longer visible with the tight jeans that he usually wore replaced with a dark brick-red bespoke suit. And even the way he spoke to Mao, pointed to a man who’d accepted the responsibilities of his position and understood that his request could yet be denied.

No, this wasn’t the man who the senior Martel had been trying to foist onto Mao’s syndicate in exchange for an alliance and eventually the territory—and all its associated businesses—that the Martel Group owned. This was a man whom Mao was more than happy to do business with, to treat as an equal.

“Yes, I am sure... and my grandfather no longer speaks on the Martel Group’s behalf. But I can assure you that while I seek to end this ludicrous marriage proposition that my grandfather offered you, I do not wish to end the alliance between the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate and the Martel Group. Regardless of whatever you and those so called ‘Kings’ of yours believe about me, I am not an idiot. I am more than capable of commanding men and running businesses... it’s just I’d chosen not to. But that has changed... and maybe I have Kristof and Misaki to thank for that.”

Mao pressed his lips thin at the harshness of Aidan’s voice, curious to know what Misaki and Kristof had done to earn Aidan’s ire. Wasn’t sure if he should be thanking or cursing them for it.

“Fine...you have my agreement on the matter, and the syndicates ongoing support.” He rose from his seat and stretched his hand out. “I look forward to working with you, Aidan.”

“Likewise.” Aidan shook his hand. Paused as he turned to walk away and grabbed something out of his pocket, holding the slim business card out to him. “And you’ll need my new contact details.”

Mao raised an eyebrow. For Aidan to go as far as to change his phone number... he wondered what on earth Misaki and Kristof had done to screw up so badly. Or maybe it was him who done so. Maybe his hope that the previous arrangement would bring about a change in both men had backfired. Mao could only pray that whatever had gone wrong hadn’t sent Misaki and Kristof careering down another dangerous, darker path.

“Do you wish for me to pass this onto?”

“No. Do not give to them,” Aidan replied firmly. “If either of them wishes to speak with me, then they can track me down themselves.”

Mao nodded and watched the man leave his office, turning the card over in his hand before tucking it away in a drawer.
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Chapter Two
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“WHAT ON EARTH DID IT do you?” Kristof caught the phone sailing towards him as he walked into the living room. Narrowed his eyes at Misaki worried that the scowl the man wore had become permanent over the last week. “And it will be no good to you broken.”

“He won’t message me back... Won’t take my calls,” Misaki ground out, a pout toyed with his lips and his arms were folded across his chest.

Kristof sighed. He understood Misaki’s frustration, bewildered himself as to why Aidan had ghosted them so hard. Guilt ridden too at the thought the brat might have overheard his argument with Misaki the morning he’d disappeared and taken it the wrong way... no, Aidan would have taken it exactly the right way, but he and Misaki had never intended for the brat to hear any of it.

“He might need a break from us... time to figure it all out. We did turn his whole world upside down, and it might not be easy for a man who considered himself straight, to accept otherwise.”

“Fuck, I know that. But it doesn’t make this silence any easier... it’s like he’s changed his damn number or something.”

Kristof dropped onto the couch and pulled Misaki into a hug—something they’d been sharing a lot of recently—and hummed in agreement with his thoughts. Aidan had gone silent on them before, furious at their not letting him participate in a scuffle with the Kilpatrick Group. But that silence and this one felt different. Felt as though there was a widening chasm between them where a tentative friendship—and Kristof refused to acknowledge that it might have been more than that—had once stood. And he knew it hit Misaki the hardest this loss of being constantly in communication with Aidan. Misaki moved through his workday in a daze—lost to the world that surrounded him and if he didn’t snap out of it soon, Kristof feared that Misaki might walk into a dangerous situation without noticing.

And yet, Kristof didn’t know what scared him more: watching Misaki disappear into the dark recesses of his mind and leaving him behind or the thought that Aidan might not speak to them ever again... Or the reasons why he cared about any of it.

“Are you finally going to admit that you miss him... that you—heaven’s forbid—developed serious feelings for the brat?”

And maybe it was a bit hypocritical of him to tease Misaki over it when Kristof’s own face dropped whenever his phone buzzed and it wasn’t a message from Aidan. That the brat’s absence from his bars, the couch in his offices wasn’t hitting him hard...and it didn’t matter to Kristof that there had been no sign of Aidan anywhere within the syndicate’s territory recently. His moods turning black on the nights Su-Jin and Felix appeared in his bars; the pair happy enough to drink his booze but not willing to share information on Aidan’s whereabouts. The withering stare Ji-Hun’s brother levelled at him after his fifth attempt to get information out of him, had Kristof stepping back, hands raised and an apology teetering on the tip of his tongue—the young man more like his brother than Kristof had ever realised.

And it was on those nights, whiskey and shattered glass decorated his office.

Misaki huffed. “If you admit it first.” Kristof remained silent. Hypocrite. Coward. That he wouldn’t argue “Yeah, I thought not.”

“You’re falling for him, aren’t you?”

“No more than you are.”

Kristof sighed, fingers toying with Misaki’s hair. Love wasn’t supposed to be a part of the plan. Mao hadn’t demanded it of them and yet here they both were pining—even if they both refused to admit it—after the damn heir to the Martel Group. Moping about the apartment as though they’d been dumped and ignoring the bigger issue. 

Aidan only needed to choose one of them.

They both wanted to be that man.

Both wanted each other and Aidan as well.

And neither willing to admit it.

––––––––
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HE STARED AT THE CEILING and scrubbed his face. It wasn’t unusual these days to wake during the night—or their version of the night—and find Misaki wrapped around him. Arms, legs sprawled across his body and sometimes even then man’s head resting on his chest, drool, and all. He’d grown accustomed to it. Craved it. And Kristof knew he shouldn’t. Misaki didn’t live here.

At some point Misaki would return home. Whether that was to the penthouse apartment he’d once been loathed to step foot in because of Matty, or to a new place devoid of those memories. 

And just the thought of his bed being empty once more infuriated Kristof. It felt natural for Misaki to be here, slotting into Kristof’s life as though he’d been there all along... Aidan had fitted too. His breath hitched at the thought of the brat who’d barged into his life, tipped it on its head and made him feel things again—complex emotions that refused to be packed away now that Aidan had disappeared. Dizzying questions that roused Kristof from his sleep and left him lying awake for hours as he tried to find the answers. But there were no answers. At least none that Kristof had found.

His body itched to move, to toss about in frustration until the sheets covering him became a jumbled heap on the floor. Yet Kristof was loathed to wake Misaki, not wanting to explain why he wasn’t sleeping.

Carefully Kristof shuffled to the edge of the bed, disentangling himself from Misaki’s embrace and clambered out of bed. Paused for a moment, watching the man sleep and marvelled at the beauty of his friend, wondering how he’d never noticed him like this before. Wondered why it had taken until Aidan for him to realise he cared for Misaki as more than a friend. And those were the exact thoughts he needed not to be thinking of. He shook his head and crept out of the bedroom.

Pacing the apartment, hands tangled in his hair, Kristof tried to convince himself these stray thoughts, the emotions swirling in his head didn’t exist. He’d sworn off love after the debacle with Zack. No one was worth risking his heart for again... yet he wondered if it was already too late and that he’d given it to not one man but two. Yes, he was physically attracted to both men. Kristof happy to admit that. But nothing more. 

It couldn’t be anything more.

He wasn’t fazed by the idea of being in a relationship with two men, it was the idea of a relationship at all that scared Kristof. Didn’t want to put himself in a position of vulnerability, opening his heart up to be destroyed...betrayed again. But could he bear it if Aidan chose Misaki over him? Kristof gritted his teeth and swallowed the pained roar that wanted to rip from his throat at that thought. It was getting harder and harder to deny that he wanted Aidan, and harder yet to admit that he wanted them both. Wanted to handover his heart and all the trust that went with it... and yet
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