

    
        
          Murder and Mistletoe: Crime Lords Novella

        

        
        
          Crime Lords, Volume 3.5

        

        
        
          Mandy Greenwood

        

        
          Published by NaomiAoki, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MURDER AND MISTLETOE: CRIME LORDS NOVELLA

    

    
      First edition. March 13, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Mandy Greenwood.

    

    
    
      Written by Mandy Greenwood.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Blurb

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Blurb

[image: ]


CHRISTMAS TIME MEANS presents, except the ones Misaki keeps stumbling upon aren’t the kind he welcomes.

A chance to bloody his hands and destroy the new enemy stalking the streets of Greertown? He wasn’t going to turn that gift down.

Ones that saw death knock on his door, repeatedly? Misaki wasn’t quite so keen...hell, he’d return them to sender if it was at all possible.

Murder and Mistletoe is short story set in the world of the Crime Lords series.

Want to know more about Misaki and his two lovers, Aidan and Kristof? Then you can find the rest of the series here: books2read.com/rl/WelcometoGreertown
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Prologue
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MISAKI SCOWLED AT THE state of his suit, the expensive bespoke tailoring ruined by splashes of blood and missing buttons. It wasn’t the first time either had happened to his clothing, came with the territory when you walked in the dark shadows of the city, and thankfully his dry cleaner was adept at dealing with both. However, it might take a miracle to repair the damage to this suit after the buttons had been torn from the fabric by the fingers of a desperate man. Demanding compensation for the cost of replacing the suit was pointless, even if the man could’ve afforded the six-thousand-dollar price tag... dead men didn’t pay their debts. 

Killing the man himself might have brought Misaki some satisfaction, but he’d been robbed of that pleasure too. Someone else had gotten first as a bullet fired from a distance slammed into the desperate man’s head and splattered Misaki with what remained of the man’s brain along with his blood.

But dead was dead.

Nothing he could do about it now.

Yet the man’s death had confirmed one thing, that his suspicions of a new organisation stalking Greertown’s streets were well founded. Except being correct wasn’t always a good thing. The Omori-Vasilev Syndicate wasn’t well-placed to handle another conflict after being embroiled in a bloody battle with the Kilpatrick Group a mere six months ago. A conflict that had brought two men into his life, and just as cruelly tried to snatch them away from him.

It had all worked out in the end. An uneasy, but stable alliance being formed between the two major organisations that dominated Greertown’s criminal underworld. Though Misaki knew that alliance would be tested by this new group, because it wasn’t only on the streets that they were making themselves known, but in their clubs and bars as well with the distribution of a new drug that the police were desperate to pin on Misaki and his friends.

Sighing, Misaki picked the larger chunks of the man’s brain off his suit and dropped them onto the ground, blood, flesh, and bone standing out stark against the snow covering the ground. Another fucking holiday season spent knee deep in blood.

Murder and fucking mistletoe... and Misaki fucking loved it. 
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Chapter One
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“WHAT KIND OF TRAP HAVE we walked into, Boss?”

Misaki spun around in a slow circle, a knife held out in front of him while his brows furrowed at the emptiness of the house they’d entered. All the information they’d gathered had suggested that there’d be people here, men who were connected to the recent spate of attacks on Misaki himself along with several of the Syndicate’s businesses. But they’d been fooled. 

“Good question...and I’m not sure I want to stick around long enough to find out the answer,” he said, gesturing for Niall to head back toward the front of the house. But they’d barely reached the door when the answer had revealed itself with an earthshattering boom. 

Misaki and Niall were thrown to the ground while wood, glass, and roofing iron were sent skyward before raining back down on the property. Scrambling off the ground, their curses filled the air as they tried to avoid the buildings attempts to smother them, dodging the falling beams and shattered remains of windows with some success.

Gasping for breath, Misaki leaned heavily against their car while glancing over the roof at Niall. Dust covered the man’s suit and darkened his blond hair, not that Misaki imagined he looked much better. “Shit! You okay, Niall? No injuries?”

“Can I... answer that question tomorrow?” Niall asked while fumbling with the car keys and quickly unlocking it. “Right now... I’m still trying to process how we survived that damn explosion. I mean, fuck, we were inside the building when it blew up, Misaki... how the fuck did we escape that?”

Misaki clambered into the passenger seat and shook his head. “I can’t answer that one. But I don’t think it was supposed to kill us...just scare us, maybe.”

Niall snorted. “Yeah, well...they underestimated us. I’m not scared, just fucking pissed! Shit! Michael is going to lose the fucking plot over this.”

Misaki winced. He couldn’t imagine that Kristof or Aidan were going to be particularly happy either. Truthfully, he’d rather not tell them about it at all. The last thing Misaki needed was for his men to wrap him up in fucking cotton wool simply because someone had threatened his life.

“You don’t have to tell him.”

“What?” Niall pulled away from the curb and tore off down the street. “It’s not like I’m going to be able to hide it... pretty sure we’re both going to be a patchwork of bruises come morning”

“Yeah, true as that might be, I have no intention of mentioning it tonight...better to wait until tomorrow when Aidan’s here... and the longer I don’t have to worry about being saddled with extra bodyguards the better.” 

It had already been hard enough to stop Kristof from barricading Misaki in his office building with a shit ton of guards after the first attack at the restaurant.

Niall huffed his displeasure. “I’ll make sure Michael doesn’t inform Kristof...but it didn’t end well the last time he kept secrets from him.”

“Thank you...I appreciate it.”

––––––––
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YOU’RE HOME EARLY?” Aidan’s voice drifted up from the couch, startling Misaki as he entered the apartment.

“It’s been...a long, frustrating day,” he replied, carefully peeling off his suit jacket and tossing it over the back of a nearby chair. Adrenaline had surged through his body in the immediate aftermath of the explosion, but now it had begun to wane taking its pain-killing properties with it. “And weren’t you supposed to be arriving tomorrow night?”

Aidan rose from the couch and strode quickly toward Misaki. “I missed you...missed you both. Phone calls and text message aren’t the same as actually seeing you...touching you.”

“You wanted it like this, Aidan,” he pointed out, wincing internally at the harshness that edged his words.

“I know. Doesn’t mean I can’t whinge about it.” Aidan snapped back before sighing and pushing a hand through his hair. “But anyway, Su-Jin has everything under control for the next scheduled fight...so I thought why not take advantage of that and surprise you both.”

It was definitely a surprise, and one that Misaki could have done without today. But it wasn’t like he could tell Aidan to go back to the Martel residence and return again tomorrow as scheduled. There were often long stretches of time between the three of them being able to get together like this, and any extra time they could snatch was always appreciated. Except right now it wasn’t. Misaki didn’t want to face questions about his injuries, and it’d be hard to avoid them once Aidan touched him.

Misaki leaned in to accept Aidan’s kiss while neatly sidestepping Aidan’s attempt to hug him. He winced internally at the pained expression Aidan wore at the obvious avoidance; confusion lingered there too because it was unlike Misaki to refuse an opportunity to touch Aidan or coerce him into bed... yeah, fucking was the off the cards for tonight at least.

“That’s good then... Kristof and I are always up for spending more time with you.” He wandered through the apartment to the kitchen and flicked on the jug. “How is that new fighter turning out?”

Much to Misaki’s relief, Aidan shook off his confusion and sat up at the breakfast bar, picking up the cup of green tea that Misaki soon slid across the bench.

“Nico?” Aidan blew on the cup before taking a small sip. “He’s proving to be quite the asset. I’d never thought of recruiting a gymnast before...but the agility, strength, and rapid uptake of new skills that’s expected of their sport has translated over to the fight scene better than expected.”

“And Ji-Hun? He hasn’t caused anymore issues regarding it?”

Aidan snorted. “Not after you
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