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PAWNS IS THE THIRD and final book in Jun and Mao’s trilogy, and Knight & Bishop should be read first. Kings, Dukes, and Princes is the first trilogy in the Crime Lords Series and while it doesn’t need to be read first, doing so will give the best reading experience.

Pawns contains mentions of or references to: Violence, Sale of Drugs, Torture, Blood, Betrayal, and Screwed up Family Dynamics.
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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
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MARTEL GROUP

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

Kenta Suyama: Second in Command

Marcus Shinyama: Go-between with the Syndicate, Kenta’s lover, Chauffer 
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KILPATRICK GROUP

Masada Kilpatrick: Head of the Kilpatrick Group

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

Gabriel Martin: Masada and Matty’s lover

Karl O’Cole:  Enforcer, bodyguard
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VALDEZ CARTEL

Rafael Valdez: Heir to Valdez Cartel, MMA Fighter

Andres Santiago: Head of the Cartel—runs it on Rafael’s behalf

Marco Juarez: Rafael’s bodyguard/trainer
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FISHER KINGS GROUP

Mitchell Fisher: Head of the Group

Seo-Jin Keum: Second-in-Command, Ji-Hun/Su-Jin’s cousin
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Chapter One
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“DO YOU HONESTLY BELIEVE everything that this man tells you?”

Trust? Not even close. 

Jun blew out a harsh breath and hoped Mitchell thought his nerves were from being introduced to the man’s family, and not what might happen if his ruse was uncovered. Because even if Jun had once trusted the stranger he’d taken into his bed while angry at Mao, Jun had never handed over any part of himself. And the trust Mitchell thought he’d been granted after their—his and Mao’s—little display in the restaurant, was nothing more than an illusion.

Except in gaining Mitchell’s trust, Jun had lost Mao’s.

Maybe forever.

And maybe that made him a fucking fool. A lovesick, devoted one at that. But if he wanted to protect his husband’s fledgling empire, then Jun might need to sacrifice his own heart first. A broken heart was the least of Jun’s worries when he couldn’t guarantee that he’d walk out of this alive. Couldn’t guarantee that those who supported him in the background, namely Misaki and his men, would survive this whole ordeal either... Maybe death was preferable rather than dealing with Kristof and Aidan if Misaki was injured by Mao because of Jun.

Now that Act 1: The Betrayal had played out, there was no halting the rest of the performance until the final curtain had dropped. It’d be the performance of his life. Literally. And if Jun was to reach the final act alive, then he needed to convince Mitchell his feelings were real.

But it wasn’t only Mitchell who needed to be convinced.

And Jun had never been one for theatre.

Pausing inside the door, Jun glanced around the large entranceway and noted all the doors that came off it as well as the stairs that led up to the second floor. Exit points for himself if things turned bad and entry points for those who sought to collect the bounty he guessed was now on his head. Too many doors, into too many rooms, with too many windows... and there was no sign of a security system that would provide them with a level of protection Jun preferred. But it wasn’t as though he could call up Misaki and request his team installed one. Might be a little too on the nose and the opportunities of fuck ups happening were high.

“...I don’t need to because I trust you. But I don’t trust him.”

He shifted forward to stand behind Mitchell, hands sliding into the pocket of his pants to hide how much they now shook. Jun wished Mao’s voice would fall silent in his head. He didn’t need the constant reminders of how much he had to lose by doing this. Needed them even less when he met those who were closest to Mitchell—like the owner of the feet that thudded on the floor above in response to Mitchell’s arrival home. Guilt slid further into his gut at the prospect of lying to a child...but it couldn’t be helped.

“Benji!” Mitchell greeted the young boy who tore down the stairs with a frazzled woman chasing after him. “You know better than to run down the stairs.”

“Sorry, Uncle Mitchell. I wanted to see you before bed,” Benji said contritely, although Jun reckoned it wouldn’t stop the boy from doing it again. 

Benji’s attention slowly shifted from Mitchell, brows furrowing in confusion as he stared at Jun, no doubt trying to work out who he was to his uncle. Jun arched an eyebrow and smirked at the young boy, trying to appear friendly. Normally he wouldn’t care if it worked or not but getting Benji’s approval or at least acceptance of his presence in the house was important to Jun maintaining his cover. Befriending him too could be an easy way for Jun to gather information on Mitchell’s business interests...the comings and goings of others who visited with Mitchell. Children were easily overlooked and forgotten, leaving their ears open to hear matters that should never be spoken of in their presence. 

Mitchell grinned at Jun and pressed a kiss to Benji’s cheek. “This is my boyfriend Jun... he’s going to be staying with us for a while,” he told his nephew while his gaze never wavered from Jun’s making him wince internally. Maybe it wouldn’t be as hard as he thought to convince Mitchell of his feelings when the man appeared to be halfway there himself.

This... this was a fucking bad idea. 

Jun wished he’d never come up with it.

Wished that Misaki had tried hard to talk him out of it.

And there’d been plenty opportunities for him to end the dangerous charade...

right up until the love in Mao’s eyes had turned to anger, anguish, and then the coldness of betrayal.

“...the next time you cross my path, your body will be the one left broken on the pavement.”

Words delivered with such vitriol, Jun didn’t dare believe that Mao wouldn’t follow through on the threat, leaving him with no choice but to continue with his plan. Either way he went with it now, death was a certainty.

“Hi, Benji... I’m Jun... and I’m so happy to finally meet you. Your uncle has told me so much about you,” he said to the boy while lying through his teeth. Mitchell had hardly mentioned the boy at all.

“Hi!” Benji replied before turning his attention back to Mitchell, his curiosity over who Jun was obviously sated.

He listened to the pair chat to each other in hushed tones. Childish pleading tempered by the surety of an adult’s decision. Jun sucked on his bottom lip and considered interrupting their conversation to side with Benji, not wanting to disrupt their normal routine with his presence. It wasn’t like he required babysitting for the few minutes it would take for Mitchell to drop Benji at school tomorrow morning. However, Jun quickly dismissed that thought when his attention was dragged back to the stairs as another set of footprints echoed off them.

Jun might not need a babysitter, but he might need a protector. 

Meeting Seo-Jin’s murderous gaze, Jun refused to blink away first and let the man believe he was easily intimidated. Dangerous, scary...they were all good descriptors for the man who walked toward them with a smile on his face that almost matched the conniving vulpine one that Ji-Hun wore. And it was the “almost” part of the sentence that was important. Seo-Jin was a pale imitation of his cousin, and to someone like Jun who knew Ji-Hun well, Mitchell’s offsider was no deadlier than a house cat. 

That didn’t mean the man wasn’t a danger to him. Loose tongues could kill as easily as any weapon and Jun didn’t need Seo-Jin slipping his location to Ji-Hun to save his own skin. And he wouldn’t put it past Seo-Jin to do it when the Guem Family was divided between following Ji-Hun as their Hyung-nim or not, with violent deaths awaiting those who opposed Ji-Hun. His friend wasn’t known for his subtle, quiet ways of dealing with people and even less so when those who annoyed him were family.

Jun knew if he gained an unfortunate invitation to Ji-Hun’s basement, he wouldn’t leave it alive.

“Jun Omori,” Seo-Jin greeted him, the smile on his face stretching wide yet never reached his eyes. “You are not a man I’d ever expected to see walk through those doors.”

“Didn’t expect to walk through them myself,” he replied with a wry laugh. “It’s funny how loyalties change when a marriage disintegrates.”

“And has it?”

“Has what?” he asked, brows furrowing.

“Has your marriage ended? For good.”

Jun snorted. “When your former husband threatens to kill you,” he hissed, pleased that Benji had disappeared at some point after Seo-Jin’s arrival. “I think that’s the point where a marriage is no longer fixable.”
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Chapter Two
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“SO...” JI-HUN DRAWLED, shattering the silence that had lingered over the casino office since Mao had confronted Jun at Silver Dice. “Will you actually go through with it?”

Mao blinked. He heard the words tumbled from his friend’s lips but what they referred to, took far more processing power than Mao’s brain was capable of right now. “Do...what?”

Ji-Hun narrowed his eyes at Mao, concern more than confusion filled them and if it had come from anyone else Mao would’ve dismissed it as nothing more than brown nosing. Not from Ji-Hun though. Not with their history that started before Jun had stepped foot into the academy and stolen Mao’s heart. Power wasn’t the only reason the Syndicate bore both their names. Coming from fractured families, they’d both wanted to make a name for themselves, one that surpassed their parents... more importantly their fathers.

He'd trusted Ji-Hun back then, but it had only been superficial. Friends for a single purpose only and that was to survive in an academy that bred criminals of all flavours. Trust that was later strengthened by the emotional bonds that developed between them, and that soon spread to others within the academy who’d become core members of the Syndicate—Misaki, Kristof, and Demetri. Friendships that wouldn’t have existed at all if it hadn’t been for Jun...

“What do you mean, ‘Do what?’” Ji-Hun snarled. “I’m referring to the situation that’s called Jun... and the fact that you threatened to kill him!”

“Fuck...that.” Mao scrubbed at his face and sighed heavily.

“Yeah...that!” Ji-Hun replied. “Will you be able to do it? Kill Jun, that is... because I’ll kill him for you. You know that right? And I won’t make his death quick...or pleasant. Fucking traitors don’t deserve it.”

Kill Jun? Fuck, he had threatened that, hadn’t he. But whether he could go through with it or not...Mao didn’t know the answer to that. What Mao did know was that he didn’t want Ji-Hun doing it. He couldn’t bear the idea of his husband suffering before he died...

And maybe that was a strange desire to have when Jun, his husband, had betrayed the family by his own admission. Hinted too that his betrayal might’ve gone on longer than their little marital spat...

But that couldn’t be right, either?

It was Mao’s father who introduced them when they were fifteen, dumping a boy from the wrong side of the city, so to speak, into a school filled with criminal elite. There’d been no other way for Jun to even attend the academy which required its students’ families to have money and power behind them. Politically expendable capital that came in different flavours depending on where you sat in Greertown’s society. For Mao, and those who became his friends, it meant having a family who was deeply engrained in the criminal underground that governed the city from the shadows.

He and Ji-Hun had been set to take over their family empires...until they met Jun, and everything changed. And for the better.

Which made everything that happened tonight...wrong.

So very wrong.

“Mao!” Ji-Hun roared, a hand slapping onto the desk to get his attention. “Answer the damn question. Can you, do it? Can you kill Jun? Because I will do it... won’t take much pressure on Seo-Jin to get close enough to do it.”

“No! You’re not killing Jun,” Mao shouted, not realising he’d even checked out of the conversation. “If he needs to be taken out, then it’s my responsibility to do it both as the head of the Syndicate...and as his husband.” He slumped in his chair and wrung his hands together. “But whether I can do it? Honestly, Ji-Hun, I’m not sure if that’s a question I can answer...and even if I could, I imagine my answer would change daily, if not hourly.”

“Traitors are traitors, Mao... they don’t get to live. Worse still, Jun implied that he’s been betraying us for a long time. Played us all for fools.”

Mao stared at Ji-Hun, his gaze darkening as fury overtook his veins and reddened his vision. It didn’t matter that his own brain had shared many of the same thoughts that Ji-Hun hadn’t hesitated to verbalise. But thinking it, and hearing it were proving to be different things. And it didn’t make the accusations any more believable... 

“If our situations were reversed, and it was me sitting here questioning you over Demetri... could you kill him? Could you let someone else do it for you?”

“Firstly... Mitya would never betray me,” Ji-Hun snarled. “And it’s not for the lack of opportunities to do so over the years. Secondly... we aren’t talking about me.”

“I’ll take that as a ‘no way in hell can I kill him, nor will anyone else’, then.”

Ji-Hun groaned and rubbed at the bridge of his nose. “Even if Jun’s not a traitor...that some of what he said tonight was designed to obfuscate the situation for whatever reason... He still betrayed you...the entire Syndicate, and for that he needs to be punished.”

“Well, yes... but whatever form that takes is for me to decide...and for me to dish out.” Mao wasn’t surprised that his words elicited a wince from Ji-Hun. He hadn’t gone easy on Ji-Hun when Mao had grown tired of his friend’s possessive bullshit toward Demetri. It hadn’t taken hours of beatings to do it either. Not when the easiest way to hurt people was through those, they loved. Except Mao wasn’t sure how to inflict such suffering on Jun when they’d been each other’s family for years.

“But”—drumming his fingers on the desk next to a glass of water and painkillers he’d yet to take—“you’ve got to admit there was something odd about tonight. Something not quite right about... well, any of it.”

“I... don’t really get what you mean.” Ji-Hun narrowed his eyes, confusion swirling amongst the anger that blazed from them. “Aside from never expecting Jun to betray the Syndicate, I didn’t really pick up on anything odd about it all.”

Of course, Ji-Hun wouldn’t have picked up the subtleties of the conversation Mao had shared with Jun when he’d missed so much of the context. Namely the events of last night. The softly whispered words which Mao didn’t want to believe were nothing more than a fanciful dream... the recollection of a memory tarnished by a refusal to accept reality. Yet even those subtleties could’ve been imagined by Mao, one last effort by his brain to prove that Jun wasn’t a traitor.

“I was more surprised that Seo-Jin hadn’t sold Jun out to save his own hide before now.”

“You assume Seo-Jin knew who Mitchell was fucking.”

Ji-Hun chuckled. “While an argument could be made that Jun mightn’t have known the identity of the stranger he took into his bed, at first... I doubt that was the case for Mitchell. There was no reason for Mitchell to be anywhere near Jun unless he’d been waiting for an opportunity to approach him...or anyone in the Syndicate. But honestly, it’s more believable that Jun and Mitchell have been working together for a while.”

“Yeah, but I—”

“You don’t want to believe it. And fair enough too, I don’t want to believe that my friend was just another traitor in our midst either. The truth says otherwise.”

“But whose truth do we believe?” Mao sighed, rubbing at his temples, the migraine that had teased at the edges of his brain beginning to make itself known.

“Fucked if I know,” Ji-Hun replied with a shrug. “But take your damn pills and I’ll get Demetri to drop you off at home.”

Home. Mao didn’t want to be their either. He didn’t want to be surrounded by all the memories of a relationship that might just have been founded on lies. And maybe the only saving grace was that his father was already dead because if he’d been alive, Jun wouldn’t be. No questions. No chances to explain himself. Nothing more than a corpse in a dark alleyway where the police might find him.
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Chapter Three
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SEO-JIN PACED THE BACKROOM at the Kingfisher Club where all the security monitors overseeing the popular venue were located, anger tinged with jealousy surging through his veins. He’d dismissed the employees who’d usually oversee the array of monitors, identifying troublemakers and people of interest far faster than Seo-Jin could ever hope to. Sent them onto the floor of the populus venue despite their having no experience in the surveillance techniques necessary for them to succeed. Not that Seo-Jin cared if they did... because with the anger surging through his veins tonight, the club could burn down around him, and Seo-Jin still wouldn’t give a damn.

Anger? Fuck, that was an understatement if there ever was one. The heat rolling over him in unrelenting waves, was more like a cold-boiling rage tinged with a jealousy Seo-Jin wished he could extinguish. Not even revealing that it had been Seo-Jin’s actions that had saved Mitchell’s life that night had changed where his friend’s affections lay. And sure, Mitchell could say everything between Jun and himself was an act...a means of earning the former Syndicate member’s trust before destroying the organisation, but Seo-Jin wasn’t sure he believed it anymore. At least not in the way that Mitchell meant it. He was almost certain that Jun’s displays of intimacy were the act in this scenario while Mitchell’s had long drifted into something real. 

And Jun had only lived with them for two days.

Two. Long. Fucking. Days. 

Seo-Jin blew out a harsh breath and slumped against the desk behind him and clasped his hand behind his head. He wished he’d argued harder with Mitchell before this trainwreck had even begun. Stopped it in its tracks or he’d had at least managed to unhook his carriage before the train crashed into reality hard. Failure was an expense he’d rather not pay, but now he might not have a choice.

Normally, he and Mitchell did this together, sitting back and watching as their clientele for the night strolled through the door, bought drinks from the bar and drugs from the dealer in the shadowy corners. Tonight, however, Seo-Jin had been left to do it alone and he was fucking pleased about that. As much as he’d prefer to be here with Mitchell, Seo-Jin didn’t want Jun anywhere near the place. He didn’t trust Jun enough to be comfortable with the man learning what few secrets they had—like the identities of high-value guests who visited the club on occasion. Theirs were names that didn’t need to be passed back to the Syndicate... not unless it served his and Mitchell’s endgame. 

Mitchell would argue that it didn’t matter. That Jun wasn’t a part of the Syndicate anymore and was hardly likely to spill their secrets to old friends who wanted him dead.

But again... Seo-Jin didn’t trust Jun. 

He needed to prove that Jun’s loyalties hadn’t changed, because to leave everything as it was... was too fucking dangerous to consider. But uncovering the truth wouldn’t be easy and would require delicate negotiations with those who still regarded themselves as enemies of the Syndicate. However, since their war with the Kilpatrick Group, the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate had gained more allies than enemies, making his task difficult.

Seo-Jin could reach out to his cousins for assistance, their hatred toward Ji-Hun at least enough to warrant it. Except his cousins were cowards. None of them were brave enough to risk drawing the ire of Ji-Hun after he’d demolished the leadership of the Geum Family. Brutal and bloody, the senior members of the family weren’t sure if all the body parts belonging to Gui-Jin and Nam-Ji had been retrieved before their funerals. He blew out a harsh breath and laughed. The Guem family wasn’t just running scared, it was in complete disarray...and that wasn’t a mess Seo-Jin wanted to navigate.

Another option was to approach the Vasilev’s knowing many of them were opposed to being kept under Ji-Hun’s heel. But it was an idea that Seo-Jin quickly dismissed as the Russians only viewed Ji-Hun and his younger brother, Su-Jin as their enemy, and not the Syndicate as whole. Their desires barely aligned with Seo-Jin’s, and it wasn’t worth stepping into that pit of angry vipers especially if he risked them biting him as well.

His options grew more limited with every organisation he discarded.

The Valdez Cartel? 

They wouldn’t go against the Syndicate, and recently they’d become more concerned with securing Rafel Valdez’s next fight than profiting on drug sales.

The Kilpatrick Group?

Seo-Jin sucked in a sharp breath, not wanting to dismiss the organisation made up of former classmates and academy alumni out of hand. But he couldn’t dismiss their recent alliance with the Omori-Vasilev Syndicate either. If he was to find an ally amongst them, then Seo-Ji needed to find an individual within The Kilpatrick Group who disagreed with Masada’s current choice of ally. It wasn’t that long, after all, since the two organisations had been at war with each other... and that bitter hatred couldn’t be so easily forgotten.

At least he hoped. It’d be far easier to bring his desire to expose Jun Omori for the fraud he was with the help of people Seo-Jin knew, and trusted, than to negotiate a deal with someone else.

Seo-Jin slumped onto the chair in the small office and paid the security feeds being displayed on the various monitors the barest of attention. No matter how hard he thought on the issue that was Jun Omori, he couldn’t figure out who to approach to help...or in some cases, how to do it without signalling his intentions to the Syndicate. Whether they were all in on Jun’s subterfuge was unknown, but it wasn’t a risk Seo-Jin wanted to take... and not if it meant a run in with his cousin Ji-Hun. He had no plans in joining Gui-Jin and Nam-Ji on the other side of living.

Twenty minutes later and regretting his lack of company, Seo-Jin hazarded a glance at the bank of monitors. Surveying them out of habit instead of necessitation, not caring too greatly if a fight broke out in the club so long as the police didn’t make an appearance, his gaze snagged on a man at the entrance to the club. Grinning, he hurriedly tapped on the keyboard in front of him and paused on the man’s image, blowing it up larger until he could clearly identify the man before letting the live feed resume.

Excitement flowed through his veins as he watched the man, Gabriel Martin—lover to Masada Kilpatrick, and Matty Okari; and a former alumnus of the academy in Lonstown—entered the club. What surprised him even more than seeing Gabriel in the Kingfisher Club, was that he appeared to have no bodyguards trailing behind him, nor was there any sign of Matty. And that played into Seo-Jin’s hands quite nicely because if there was anyone within the Kilpatrick Group who still had a beef with the Syndicate it was Gabriel. Not that Seo-Jin blamed him. He wouldn’t look to favourable on the organisation responsible for kidnapping him for the purposes of revenge.

Of course, that didn’t mean it was wise for Seo-Jin to emerge from the back rooms and step into the main bar to approach Gabriel straight away. Just because he couldn’t see bodyguards surrounding Gabriel, didn’t mean there wouldn’t be any surrounding Masada’s lover. But now that a viable option had presented itself, Seo-Jin was prepared to patiently wait for the best time to deliver his offer to Gabriel.

But not too patiently.

Seo-Jin leaned back in the seat, fingers drumming on the desk while he watched Gabriel move through the club. He couldn’t guarantee when this man would walk into the club under such perfect conditions, so before the doors closed tonight, Seo-Jin will have convinced Gabriel to join him in bringing Jun, Mao, and the rest of the damn Syndicate down.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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UNSURPRISINGLY, IT had taken far more cajoling than what Seo-Jin had expected. Gabriel had every right to be suspicious of his men’s approaches, their requests to join Seo-Jin in the back office becoming less so with every rebuff the man gave them. He watched it all from the security feed, legs stretched under the desk and hands folded across his stomach, finding that he enjoyed watching the dance his men and Gabriel were having. 

He laughed too at the annoyance that furrowed deeper into the man’s face. If Gabriel didn’t want to be hassled by those wishing to use him against Masada, then he shouldn’t have stepped foot outside of the Kilpatrick compound without bodyguards. It was Gabriel’s being alone that made him the perfect target. No need to deal with the pesky politics that came with bodyguards who’d not keep any meeting between them secret. Of course, if Gabriel had entered the Kingfisher Club with an entourage, then Seo-Jin wouldn’t have approached him. Not tonight at least. He might’ve risked it if Matty had been the only one in attendance with his younger lover, but Seo-Jin knew even that would’ve been too much risk. Seo-Jin didn’t expect that Matty’s encounter with him, and Mitchell had gone unpunished or remained a secret for long.

Seo-Jin fist pumped the air in an uncharacteristic manner as he watched Gabriel’s shoulder’s slump before glancing up at the nearby camera and glaring at it.  He didn’t care for the man’s anger, nor did Seo-Jin believe it would last for long once he laid his cards out on the table. Not all of them, of course, only those that pertained to matters of direct interest to Gabriel. There was no way that Gabriel wouldn’t want to seek a little revenge for what had happened to him at the hands of the Syndicate.

“You wanted to speak with me, Seo-Jin?” Gabriel asked, striding into the office, and sprawling on the couch opposite the desk where Seo-Jin sat. “And where’s your offsider? Mitchell.”

Seo-Jin arched an eyebrow and leaned forward, elbows digging into the hard surface of the desk. “One could ask you the same?” he replied. “Where you go, Matty isn’t too far behind. Or is that the other way around?”

“We’re... not joined at the hip.”

“Hmm, is that so?” he said, not hesitating to let his disbelief echo through his words. “And there was also a significant lack of security around you too... do you think you’re safe walking into this club because Mitchell and I own it?”

Gabriel sighed. “Are you wanting to ransom me or something? Not sure Masada would pay, not when he can simply storm the club instead... and I don’t imagine there’d be much of it left standing once he’s done.”

Seo-Jin tipped his head back and laughed. “You’re right, I can’t imagine there would be. Good thing then, hitting him up for money wasn’t why I wanted to speak with you.”

“Then why do you?” Gabriel rubbed at his jaw, confusion flickering over his face. “Because it’s not like I can offer up information on our business dealings, even if I was inclined to do so.”

He shook his head. “No, that’s not why I asked you here either.”

“Then just fucking tell me, instead of beating around the bush.”

“We have a mutual enemy in common... and while apologies might’ve been forthcoming from them, I don’t think words were what you wanted to hear.” 

Seo-Jin let his statement sink in knowing Gabriel might need a few minutes to let it percolate across his mind and the meaning of it hidden beneath the vague context became clear.

“And what enemies are those?”

“Omori-Vasilev Syndicate.”

A bitter laugh ripped its way free of Gabriel. “Enemy? Masada signed an agreement with them... so that makes them allies.”

And it was that bitterness that Seo-Jin wanted to latch onto. “I’m not talking about the Syndicate as a whole...per se... maybe just a few...select ones.” He wasn’t going to mention names, didn’t think he needed to. There was only one member amongst the Syndicate who was the target of Seo-Jin’s plans, and the one member who Gabriel had the most issues with.

“Misaki Nigiri,” Gabriel spat out with a vehemence that belied the man’s innocent
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