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AS ALWAYS I NEED TO thank all the members of my readers group who are never hesitant to give me that confidence boost when I need it... even if it’s only to complain about how mean I’m being to their favourite characters.

Extra special thanks to needs to go to my beta/proofreader extraordinaire Abri at Abrianna Denae Proofreading.
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Author Note
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BISHOP IS THE SECOND book in Jun and Mao’s trilogy, and Knight should be read first. Kings, Dukes, and Princes is the first trilogy in the Crime Lords Series and while doesn’t need to be read first, doing so will give the best reading experience.

Bishop 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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JI-HUN SCOWLED AT THE dark narrow streets. Heavy shadows lingered on either side of the lamp posts dotted sparsely along them, providing the perfect place for his enemies to hide and then ambush him. Or men who’d like to think they were worthy of being Ji-Hun’s enemy...saw his head as a gateway into the lucrative criminal organisations that ran this city. Insignificant was what they were. Not worth the expense of the dry cleaning bill that came with blood stained suits. And normally he wouldn’t run the gauntlet of such cretins by visiting the fringes of the city when Ji-Hun could order any of his men to handle business here.

Tonight’s business, however, wasn’t something Ji-Hun could leave to those worked for him. Trusted employees or not. He needed to keep this meeting a secret for as long as possible with not even Mitya knowing where Ji-Hun was going or who he’d be meeting up with. His lover hadn’t been pleased by that...even less so when Ji-Hun threatened to lock Mitya in the basement if he even dared to think about following him. He would’ve followed through on the threat if needed, but an incident at Golden Decks had quickly drawn Mitya’s attention, allowing leaving Ji-Hun to leave unimpeded.

He didn’t plan to keep it a secret forever, this meeting. But right now, the last thing Ji-Hun needed was the complications Mao’s involvement with it would bring. Once he’d gotten the information they required, and the necessary threats were delivered...then Ji-Hun would come clean. And he was the only one who could do this... who had the power to not only make demands of the person he was meeting with, but also order them to leave Greertown in his capacity as the head of the Geum Family. Not the public head of the family, of course, Ji-Hun wasn’t ready for the bloody battle that would ensue when he tried to claim that crown in addition to that of the Vasilev Family which he already wore. Easy enough, though, to manoeuvre said cousins from the shadows, sending and removing business opportunities at his whim. A generosity his cousins didn’t deserve with their constant belittling of him and Su-Jin because of their dual heritage, but it suited Ji-Hun currently to allow it.

Tonight, it might change due to the actions of one cousin. Distant and yet, no less important when it came to the Geum Family hierarchy. Ji-Hun looked forward to the conversation ahead. Looked forward to reminding his cousin why it hadn’t been a good idea to step foot in Greertown with the purpose of assisting the Fisher Kings to set up shop. He’d gone to great lengths to ensure the Fisher Kings hadn’t become the powerful player in the neighbouring city of Lonstown, paving the way for Mao’s plans to succeed—plans that had existed long before their alliance with the Kilpatrick Group. Killed the head of the family and his wife... taken out all viable members of their organisation and left no heirs who’d seek revenge later. Or so he’d thought. Fucked him right off to learn the intel he’d been using had missed one...no, two pieces of vital information. One...the existence of an heir—Benji Fisher—who while only a child, was no less dangerous to the Omori-Vasilev. Two... Mitchell Fisher, younger brother to the head of the Fisher Kings who Ji-Hun had been to lead to believe had no interest in running the organisation.

Ji-Hun’s scowl turned into a snarl. That mistake was hurting them all now.

Killing those barely old enough to realise Santa and the Easter Bunny weren’t real let alone understood the true darkness that existed in the world wasn’t a task he enjoyed. But if it was required, Ji-Hun wouldn’t hesitate. Better to eliminate all threats in the present than deal with the potentiality of one in the future. The brother, Mitchell, however, was someone Ji-Hun should’ve dealt with back then regardless of the information he’d been given on the man. It wasn’t that Mitchell was some choir boy who’d never coloured outside of the lines of the law when his friends had included Seo-Jin Keum...Ji-Hun’s cousin. A cousin who should’ve worked harder to warn Mitchell of the consequences of going up against the Syndicate. Of going up against him.

Hiding away his scowl, Ji-Hun replaced it with the trademark thin-lipped smile that he was known for. The vulpine slyness that sent sparks of terror down the spine of those who saw it. Even his friends, colleagues, and members of the Syndicate knew to get the fuck out of his way when Ji-Hun started to smile. Backpedalled on their demands as they prayed they received nothing more than that smile directed at them. Well...most of them did. Misaki Nigiri might be the only person who didn’t openly display his fear of him...though he didn’t doubt that his friend—sort of—did fear him. But even after spending seven days tied up in Ji-Hun’s basement, beaten and tortured, it hadn’t taken away the man’s cockiness. Misaki hadn’t walked away entirely unaffected from that time. His lack of trust which had come with the betrayal that had landed him in Ji-Hun’s hands, had almost cost Misaki his relationship with Aidan and Kristof.

Not that Ji-Hun felt guilty about that. He wasn’t the one who’d betrayed Misaki.

He didn’t feel guilty about the beatings either.

Misaki had touched something...had touched someone who didn’t belong to him, and for that he needed to pay the price. Hell, Misaki should be grateful that he’d been able to walk away...that he’d been allowed to survive. So many of the others who wound up in Ji-Hun’s basement either died...or wished they had.

And that was something else Ji-Hun needed to impress upon his cousin. The not touching those that don’t belong to you. Seo-Jin mightn’t have been the one to take advantage of the cracks in Mao and Jun’s relationship, but he’d done nothing, as far as Ji-Hun was concerned, to stop it.

Mitchell Fisher needed to learn to keep his hands and dick to himself, though if he continued it wouldn’t be Ji-Hun who taught him that lesson. More’s the pity. Although Ji-Hun would just as happily beat the message into his cousin and then deliver it to Mitchell Fisher’s door. The man’s identity might’ve remained secret from the rest of the Syndicate for now, but once Ji-Hun had learned of his cousin’s involvement, he knew Mitchell would’ve been a part of it too. 

He should never have allowed the man to live.

*
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JI-HUN’S SMILE FALTERED as stopped outside the address Seo-Jin had sent him...under some duress mind you. A few threats...a few reminders of who really called the shots in the Geum Family—and it wasn’t whichever second cousin who thought he wore the crown—and Seo-Jin had quickly capitulated. If only the rest of the night would go as easily... easier would be even better.

Blowing out a harsh breath, Ji-Hun pushed on the door and stepped into the small bar, its interior dimly lit. After a quick survey of the tables, it didn’t take him long to locate Seo-Jin. Near impossible to miss him when they were the only ones in the place.

“So, you can follow instructions, sachon.” 

Seo-Jin snorted. “I think it’s in both our interests to not be seen meeting, don’t you?”

“For you, more than me, I imagine, sachon,” Ji-Hun remarked, crossing the floor to the table where Seo-Jin waited. “Your master is more likely to gut you as easily as Mao will.”

“Are you saying that yours won’t be concerned about you meeting with me?”

Ji-Hun shrugged and gripped the back of the chair in front of him. Mao wouldn’t be pleased with his meeting with a member of a supposedly defunct group, especially one that Ji-Hun had been charged with destroying. But the difference between him and Seo-Jin was that Ji-Hun wasn’t ultimately answerable to Mao regarding everything he did and even more so when it came down to family issues.

“Are you saying that you’ve done something that’d require me being censured for meeting with you, sachon?”

He was curious as to how close to the truth his cousin would get, or if he’d try to pass off lies as the truth. News had broken yesterday after Matty had come forward, that the man who’d been handing off drugs within his casino was his own cousin. A revelation that had infuriated Ji-Hun and that was putting it mildly. Demetri had needed to arrange for several new holes in the walls of his office to be patched along with ordering several new pieces of office furniture. Knowing that one of his own cousins had been brazen enough to step foot into his casino and peddle drugs for another organisation was a display of disrespect that Ji-Hun had no intention of letting go unpunished. No matter what Seo-Jin believed when he walked out of this meeting, Ji-Hun would be getting his revenge once the time was right. The Geum Family needed to be reminded that the title of Hyung-nim belonged to him.

“So, you’re admitting that you answer to Mao? I can’t imagine the Vasilev Family like their Pakhan being subservient to another.”

“And you’re avoiding the question, sachon. What are you and Mitchell up to? You aren’t supposed to be in Greertown... unless you desire the completion of the job I undertook two years ago... I have no qualms about ensuring the Fisher Kings never rise again.”

“Don’t you dare touch them,” Seo-Jin snarled. Leaping to his feet, Seo-Jin slammed his hands on the table and leaned over it, trying to intimidate Ji-Hun by encroaching into his personal space.

Ji-Hun arched an eyebrow and stared down his cousin until Seo-Jin had once more resumed his seat. “Then you should’ve made sure Mitchell went somewhere other than Greertown! You should’ve made sure the man kept his nose out of underworld business.”

Seo-Jin’s shoulder’s slumped as a frustrated sigh slipped from his lips. “You think I didn’t try that... that I haven’t warned him.”

“Then you should’ve tried harder... and sachon, you definitely shouldn’t have involved yourself in whatever death-bringing plan Mitchell decided to engage in.”

“We aren’t involved in anything,” Seo-Jin hissed, eyes narrowing while failing to express innocence. “We’re law-abid—”

“Do you seriously think I’m stupid? That the men who I work with are incompetent?” Ji-Hun snapped, his hands blanching as he gripped the back of the chair because it was either that or throttle his stupidly arrogant cousin. “That we wouldn’t uncover the identities of the people...of the person who was dealing drugs on our premises?”

“We are not—”

“Do not fucking lie to me!” Ji-Hun threw the chair across the room. “Not only do we have video footage of you operating... Matty has told us everything!” And while that was a lie on his part, Ji-Hun did have enough respect for Misaki’s skills to believe that his friend would’ve rooted out Matty’s connection to the drug dealers already. Hell, that news could already be waiting for him, although Ji-Hun would rather Mitchell’s name remained unknown to the rest of the Syndicate until he’d rectified the mistake he’d made.

Fear flickered over Seo-Jin’s face before being shuttered away and replaced with a cockiness that might just get his cousin killed...one day. “Like anything Matty says is believable.”

Ji-Hun narrowed his eyes. “This is your last...and only warning... Leave Greertown and take Mitchell with you or face the consequences. And I can assure you, sachon, that won’t be something you’ll enjoy.”

Seo-Jin swallowed hard, his arrogance faltering, knowing exactly what Ji-Hun was capable of. “He won’t want to leave.”

“Then next time we meet, sachon, only one of us will be walking away alive,” he told his cousin before spinning on his heels and striding out the of the bar, not waiting for Seo-Jin’s answer.
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Chapter Two
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ANOTHER RESTAURANT.

Crowded rooms, bright lights, and waitstaff that had all begun to look the same. Not surprising when Mao had taken Jun out for dinner three times this week, four times over the last one, and would no doubt hit a similar number next week.

Another night of romancing Jun with good food, exceptional wine, and Mao’s undivided attention.

And Mao could accept that he’d failed his husband, failed the vows they’d shared not long after they’d finished university. Although if he could’ve gotten away with it, he’d have slipped his ring onto Jun’s finger the moment they graduated high school. He’d never intended to ignore his husband. Never planned to take his presence at his side for granted or push Jun aside while striving to achieve his lofty goals. There’d be no point in being the King who lorded his power over the rest of the criminal community if he didn’t have Jun by his side... and yet that’s what he’d done.

Another night when Mao returned home to their apartment. Alone.

Another night left wondering if Jun returned to the embrace of that man.

Mao sighed and drummed his fingers on the table next to the empty champagne flute while staring in the direction Jun had disappeared off to. Fear clawed at his heart...fear that Jun wouldn’t return to their table, and it assaulted Mao every time his husband left his side. Feared that Jun preferred the embrace of another man... one whom Mao knew very little about beyond the name Syn. And what he did know only stoked Mao’s fear instead of quashing it.

He took another ragged breath while trying to keep an air of calm around him. It wouldn’t do their business interests any good if people thought Mao was no longer in a position to maintain the Syndicate’s control over a large portion of the city. Wouldn’t do his reconciliation with Jun any good either...

Syn couldn’t be the man’s name. It sounded too...fake... too tongue in cheek and yet Mao hadn’t recognised it after their brief meeting at Misaki’s old apartment. He prided himself in knowing who all the major players were in Greertown...the minor players too, along with many of those who operated outside of the law in neighbouring cities. There was nothing to say this Syn character was a part of the country’s criminal fraternity at all. Syn could be nothing more than a hapless civilian who took advantage of Jun’s distressed state and unwittingly placed himself in a very dangerous position. But there was also nothing to suggest that Syn wasn’t a part of their shadowy underworld either.

Mao knew how to find out one way or the other. A simple request to Misaki like he’d done many times in the past and everything there was to know about Syn would land on his desk a few days later. But Mao had been hesitant to make that request. Afraid in part that Misaki would refuse to do it when their last meeting outside of a Syndicate one had been far from...pleasant.

Embarrassment was another reason too. The tight control over his emotions regardless of the situation was something Mao had prided himself on. He never lost control. Never let his emotions guide his actions...his decision making. Everything was handled with a cold, calculated calmness. Yet when faced with the very real fear of losing his husband, the tethers restraining his emotions—his anger—had snapped and Misaki had been the unfortunate recipient of Mao’s rage.

And in that one moment when he had Misaki bailed up against the wall of the stadium, fingers tightening around his friend’s throat, Mao had risked losing it all. Risked losing the respect of his fellow Syndicate members and those they’d allied with. Their willingness to follow his lead and let him direct their futures started to fracture with the press of Kristof’s knife to his throat.

Mao hated it.

Hated the anger...the pity directed at him.

Hated that the crown of untouchability he’d worked so hard for had begun to slide from his head.

Grovelling for forgiveness from Jun was something he had no qualms of doing. Embarrassing, yes, but in order to save his marriage, then that’s what Mao needed to do.

However, repairing the damage his actions, in the wake of Jun’s disappearance, had caused...was far more humiliating. His fear-laden anger had been directed at the wrong people and no amount of apologies could guarantee the respect Mao had once coveted...the trust they’d all given him, would be the same again.

Saving his marriage took a priority over everything else in Mao’s life.

The problem was Mao didn’t know when he could call his relationship with Jun repaired. Did he wait until Jun had returned to their home...their marital bed? Or was it simply when Jun accepted Mao into his bed regardless of where it was? And this not knowing hurt Mao’s heart as much as his fear that his attempts to reconcile with Jun could still be for nothing. But regardless of the worries plaguing Mao, he refused to let them tarnish the fragile relationship he was rebuilding with Jun. He refused to give up on his marriage without a fight... a bloody one if necessary.

Forcing a smile onto his face, Mao watched as Jun walked back through the crowded restaurant to their table. He couldn’t help but notice the little changes in his husband that had occurred since their separation. Jun no longer limped, his gait almost normal enough that if you hadn’t known he’d been shot, you’d never guess. It pleased Mao to see. Saddened him too. Not that Mao wanted his husband permanently hampered by his injury, but simply that he’d wished to have celebrated with Jun once his husband had been able to forgo the use of a cane.

Mao hid his pained wince when Jun sat back down without any of the displays of affection that had once come so easily between them. Never did they walk away from each other without at least sharing a kiss and it didn’t matter if they were separating for an hour or only a few seconds. Even when they met up at the restaurant, Jun had only allowed Mao to press a kiss to his cheek, stealing away the opportunity for Mao to indulge in the kiss he wanted to share with his husband...as chaste as it would still need to be in public. But it was one of the rules that Jun had set in place... rules that served to frustrate Mao and fed into his doubts as to whether Jun would take his place at Mao’s side again.

No kisses except on the cheek.

Mao could tolerate that... for a while at least.

No asking/pushing for sex.

He couldn’t even believe Jun had made that a rule. The pushing for sex, that was. Mao never wanted to sleep with a man who wasn’t interested in it...hadn’t consented. But there was only one man Mao would consent to having in his bed. Jun. His husband. And the only man Mao had ever slept with. Asking, however... that would be harder to stick to.

Restrict messaging each other to a few times a day.

Mao winced when Jun laid that rule down. Neither of them were great at messaging each other outside of work needs. Never needed to be when they’d never been far from each other’s side. But Mao envisaged it’d be easy enough to send a smattering of texts throughout the day starting with ‘Good morning’ and ending with ‘Goodnight, I love you’. Despite Jun’s reasoning behind the request, Mao had no intention of bombarding his husband with ‘where are you?’ messages. Didn’t need to when he could just as easily ask Misaki to track Jun.

No long working hours.

He could understand the reasoning for the request...why Jun would stipulate it. But how would Jun know if Mao obeyed or not when Jun wasn’t waiting at home...wasn’t working alongside him? It was far more tempting to keep working the long hours instead of facing the emptiness of their apartment.

No asking about Syn.

Mai had to admit this request was hard. It was only his reluctance to hear Misaki’s refusal that had stopped Mao from knocking on his friend’s office door and demanding he investigate the man.

No demanding exclusivity.

Of all the rules Jun put in place, Mao hated this one the most. He didn’t understand what Jun’s possible reasoning for it. If Jun was serious about fixing their broken marriage, then why did he feel the need to leave the door open to being intimate with other men? Mao had no interest in being with anyone who wasn’t Jun... so why didn’t his husband feel the same way?

“You okay?” Jun asked, brows furrowing as he leaned over the table. “You’re not coming down with a migraine or something?”

Mao wanted to wave off Jun’s concern, to dismiss it out of hand purely based on a sudden need to be spiteful. Why did his husband suddenly give a fuck about his health, when for several months Jun hadn’t given a damn about it. He didn’t though, gripping his cutlery tighter while forcing the smile worn by his lips to reach his eyes. Mao didn’t think he was winning the battle however he didn’t want to share the thoughts racing through his mind either. Their reconciliation was fragile enough as it was without admitting to the doubts he held. And he guessed that wasn’t a good thing either for it—their marriage—if Mao didn’t feel confident about the outcome of honest communication.

Trust went both ways.

Mao didn’t trust that Jun wanted to stay.

And Jun didn’t trust that Mao wouldn’t take him for granted again.

It was a stalemate that they’d either work through or one that would destroy their marriage once and for all whether Mao was prepared to accept it or not.

“Mao? Do you need me to grab painkillers?”

Mao cleared his throat. “No... no. My head is fine. Just... thinking.”

Jun pursed his lips and didn’t look completely satisfied with his answer. “Not sure if I should ask what is that you’re thinking about... what it is that has put a sadness in your eyes... or if I should let it slide.”

“The last one... please.” Mao turned his face away from Jun and stared at the food on his plate. “We’re having a nice night out... no need to spoil it with whatever is going on in my head.”
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Chapter Three
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JUN GRIPPED THE EDGE of the porcelain sink and blew out a harsh breath. Things between him and Mao were going... 

Honestly? Jun couldn’t say whether everything was going well, or if they’d stalled... found themselves in some kind of weird limbo that Jun wasn’t sure how they were meant to get their way out of. Their conversations now were no different to the ones they’d shared in the past and yet everything about them felt...different. A strange tension had developed between them which had only made the distance between Mao and him grow wider with every date they went on.

And Jun was damn sure that wasn’t how this was supposed to go.

They were meant to be identifying where everything had gone wrong in their marriage, and then repairing it so it never fucking happened again. This process should leave their marriage in a stronger position that it had been before, and not see it continue to crumble around them.

At least that’s what Jun had expected to happen. 

Not that he knew anything about repairing broken relationships. And yes, he could’ve sought advice from their friends who’d taken their own messy relationships and turned them into something unbreakable. But his and Mao’s relationship hadn’t been broken like theirs... and their friends had shown their partners how much they still cared, even if in a slightly fucked up and twisted manner. Mao...he hadn’t done that.

Hell, he didn’t know anything about dating either. He and Mao had never really dated, not in the way their friends had. Never gotten the chance to explore the complexities of relationships—of sex—when it had only ever been Mao for Jun from that first introduction. And maybe that had been a mistake on their part, sliding into each other’s lives within an exclusivity that could also be described now as dependency. Wherever Mao was, Jun was expected to be not far behind, and now that he’d gotten a chance to stand back, he’d begun to wonder if their friends saw them as individuals or as one being with two parts.

Which then begged the question... who was Jun without Mao? Did he truly love his husband? Or had they simply married each other because it had been expected? Marriage had always been the next logical step for them to take, and yet had it really. Horrible questions to consider, but Jun knew that regardless of how uncomfortable they made him, they were ones he needed to answer without a single doubt in his mind.

And that’s why Jun had put rules in place. Some might appear cruel, more of a punishment than a necessity for fixing their marriage, while others could be seen as Jun putting escape routes in place if their marriage couldn’t be saved. His refusal to remove Syn from his life could easily be construed as that... that Jun wasn’t serious about saving his marriage.

Did he want to save his marriage?

Jun lifted his head and stared hard at his reflection in the mirror, searching for the answer to that very question. Three weeks ago, when he’d agreed to meet with Mao at Silver Dice for dinner his answer had been a resounding yes...prompted in part by the terror that had streaked through him when Mao had threatened to walk away. Nor had he sought Syn out since then—not that he’d heard from the man either. And that demonstrated his serious desire to repair their marriage... right?

But Jun wasn’t prepared to close the door entirely on that relationship.

Relationship? Jun snorted and shook his head. What he’d shared with Syn had been about sex and nothing more. Emotions—Jun’s at least—definitely hadn’t come into it. There’d been a thrill in it. Fucking someone who wasn’t Mao. An excitement that had Jun feeling like a teenager again...horny as fuck and down to try anything. A freedom that came with exploring desires Jun hadn’t realised he even had... and maybe it was that freedom filled with the headiness of lust that Jun was unwilling to let go of. And if that was true, what did it mean for his marriage with Mao which was one hundred percent monogamous?

Fuck, Jun wasn’t sure if even God knew the answers to his questions. He definitely wasn’t going to find them in a restaurant bathroom. The answers he craved could only be found by Jun spending more time with Mao...and not just these late night dates that Mao had restricted them too. Tomorrow he’d shift his work schedule so that he could spend more time at the office working alongside Mao. And the fact it would help to kill the rumours beginning to circulate about their crumbling marriage was merely a bonus.

Relaxing his grip on the edge of the sink, he flicked on the tap and ran his hands under the water. They didn’t need to be washed, Jun was simply using it as another excuse to delay his leaving while also collecting his thoughts—depressing, confusing thoughts that needed to be tucked out of sight. And then when he couldn’t avoid Mao any longer, Jun stepped out of the bathroom and strode through the crowded restaurant to their table.

His footsteps faltered as he drew closer to the table and caught sight of the weird expression flickering over Mao’s face. Hints of sadness mixed with pain that wasn’t obvious to those who sat at nearby tables, but Jun recognised even the slightest change in his husband’s mood. He checked his pockets out of habit and then cursed when Jun realised they were empty. Not surprisingly really, no need for him to carry the painkillers that staved off Mao’s migraines anymore. But even though he’d stopped
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