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ALTHOUGH JIMMY AND Agatha have been two of my most dedicated and loyal associates for the past 11 years, every fiber of my being wants to tear their organs out right now.

“What did you just say?” I ask through clenched teeth. I hope to fucking Christ that my ears heard them wrong because they cannot have told me that they’re unable to find Summer—my bride and the woman I’m supposed to marry in less than an hour.

Jimmy swallows nervously and wipes sweat off his forehead. “Um, it appears that we can’t, er, quite locate Miss Zhu.”

I clench my fist. Miss Zhu is supposed to become Mrs. Spencer today. Where the hell is she? Ice-cold fear grips me. What if one of my enemies kidnapped her? I made it absolutely clear to my rivals that they would suffer slow, excruciating deaths if they tried to harm a single hair on Summer. If one of them took my woman, I would show him exactly why they call me a merciless savage.

Jimmy is a 38-year-old man who’s 6 and a half feet of pure muscle, but he sounds like a little kid as he asks in a meek voice, “Should we, um, tell the guests that the wedding has been canceled?”

I shoot daggers at him. “Tell them that the wedding has been postponed.” I might not be able to make Summer my wife today, but I will marry her. She’s mine, and she’s going to be mine for life.

“Yes, sir,” he says before running out of the room.

I turn my glare on Agatha now. “How did you lose track of my bride?” I hiss. “Didn’t I instruct you and Jimmy to keep an eye on her at all times?” Whenever I can’t be around Summer, I instruct one or two of my associates to act as her bodyguard. She thinks I’m being overprotective, and perhaps I am, but she doesn’t know what my rivals are capable of, and she definitely doesn’t know the true nature of my work. I wanted to keep her within my sight on our wedding day, but much to my chagrin, she insisted on following the tradition of the bride not seeing the groom before the ceremony.

“Sorry, sir,” Agatha says, squeaking like a mouse.

Jimmy comes running back into the room. “We’ve located Miss Zhu!” he exclaims breathlessly.

“Where is she?” I ask, my pulse racing.

“She’s at the airport, sir.”

I knit my brow in confusion. “Why is she at the airport?” Is one of my enemies trying to take her out of the country?

Jimmy clears his throat, seeming uncomfortable. “I’ve been told that she has a suitcase with her, so, um, I can’t say for certain, but I’m guessing...” He gulps. “She’s a runaway bride, sir.”

His words make me freeze. Summer is trying to run away from the wedding—from me? My jaw tightens. Well, she’s going to learn that she’ll never be able to get away from me. “Make sure she doesn’t get on the plane,” I say.

“We’ve made sure that her flight has been delayed.”

The corner of my mouth curves up. “And that’s why I keep you around.” I tell Agatha, “Get the car. We’re going to get my bride. And I know you’re a careful driver, but if you follow the speed limit, I swear to God—”

She nods. “I’ll go 20 miles over the speed limit at a minimum.”

The other corner of my mouth curves up. “And that’s why I keep you around.”

***
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ON THE WAY TO THE AIRPORT, I thank Christ that traffic isn’t bad. To my satisfaction, Agatha keeps her promise of disregarding the speed limit and races through the streets of the city. No cops attempt to pull us over, which is fortunate for them. God knows what I would do to anyone who’d prevent me from getting to Summer as soon as possible.

The second Agatha stops the car, I jump out and rush into the airport. When I spot Summer across the room, my heart stops for a beat. The sight of her still manages to take my breath away. Her silky raven-black waves, bright almond-shaped brown eyes, soft porcelain skin, and curves that are accentuated by her white gown. I shake my head, banishing my awe. I shouldn’t be wasting time staring at her. I need to get my woman now.

I hurry across the lobby, grateful that she’s waiting in line to be screened by the TSA. If she went through security, I would’ve bought a plane ticket, no matter how expensive it’d be, but I would’ve lost my shit if I had to wait in line.

As soon as I’m close enough, I pull her into my arms and say, “Hey, Summer.”

She lets out a yelp of surprise, blindly punching me in the chest. Well, “punching” in the loosest sense of the word. Summer isn’t exactly known for her formidable arm muscles.

She turns around, widening her eyes. “Chris!” she exclaims. “Don’t you know better than to grab a woman from behind without warning?”

I narrow my eyes. “Don’t you know better than to skip our wedding without telling me?”

She flushes. “I’m sorry, but—”

I cut her off, not wanting to hear the rest of her sentence: “You’re coming with me.”

“I can’t—”

“You can, and you will,” I growl, scooping her up.

An elderly woman in line glowers at me from behind her bifocals. “You should put the lady down, young man,” she says. “She doesn’t want to go with you.”

I return her glower and almost snarl, “Stay out of this, you old crone,” but Summer says, “It’s okay, madam.”

“Are you sure?” the crone asks. “I can call for security—”

“There’s no need,” Summer says quickly. “Thank you for your concern.”

The crone points her cane at me. “You need to learn respect, young man.”

Before I can snap at her, Summer says, “Let’s go, Chris. Have a nice day, madam.”

The crone and I shoot each other dirty looks before I grab Summer’s suitcase and carry her out of the airport. 

Once we’re in the car, I pull Summer onto my lap and bark at Agatha, “We’re going to our house. And roll up the partition. I wish to speak to my bride in private.”

Without a word, Agatha nods and obeys my command.

Summer tries to slide off my lap, prompting me to wrap an arm around her waist. Stroking her cheek, I say, “I should spank you for ruining a very expensive wedding.” For our nuptials, I spared no expense. I booked the ballroom at the Ritz, ordered a custom-made dress from her favorite designer, got catering from the French restaurant we went to on our first date, and even paid for fucking white doves.

“I’m sorry,” she says in a quiet voice.

“Why did you try to run away?” I brace myself for the worst, expecting her to tell me, I don’t love you anymore. Because I’m a selfish bastard, I won’t let her go even if she tells me that. I’m too obsessed with her. I’d make her fall in love with me again, no matter what it takes.

“I know what you are, Chris.”

I still. Shit. “What do you mean?” I ask, masking my inner panic.

“I know you’re a crime boss.”

Shit, shit, shit. Because I have a couple of restaurants and stores acting as fronts, Summer assumed I was a wealthy, law-abiding businessman, and I never corrected her. Dishonest and wrong of me, I know, but I didn’t become a powerful crime boss by being a morally upstanding guy. I never told Summer the truth, even after proposing to her and planning our wedding, because I knew she would try to break up with me as soon as she found out. My Summer is too damn sweet. She literally can’t hurt an ant. While I can kill bugs (and men) without remorse, she leads ants out of the house with trails of sweets instead of spraying them with Raid. 

She’s too good for me; nonetheless, I was determined to keep her and I still am. “Summer...” I caress her cheek, and my heart aches when she shivers, not out of pleasure but out of fear. Though I’m a ruthless crime boss, she has no reason to be scared of me because I would never hurt her. “How did you find out?”

“Jay found out and told me.”

I grit my teeth. Fucking Jay. He’s one of Summer’s closest friends, though it’s obvious the motherfucker wants a lot more than friendship. He probably relished telling her about my criminal activities, believing that it would cause her to break up with me and run into his skinny arms. “I’m going to kill him—”

“Chris!” she shouts. 

Fuck, did I say that out loud?

“You can’t hurt Jay,” she says. “He’s only looking out for me.”

I resist the urge to say, He’s looking for a way under your dress.

Softly, she adds, “I deserved to know the truth.”

That fills me with guilt. “I shouldn’t have lied to you, but I didn’t want to lose you.” 

Avoiding my eyes, she whispers, “I can’t marry you, Chris.”

Her words hit me like a bullet train. “But I love you—”

She is silent for a moment, then shakes her head. “I can’t be with you. You should ask Agatha to stop the car. I can take the bus back to the airport.”

“Like hell you will,” I hiss, tearing open the front of her dress and exposing her white lace bra. 

She gapes at me. “What the heck? This dress was expensive.”

“I’m aware of that since I paid for it,” I say coolly before ripping the skirt and revealing her panties.

A scowl appears on her face. “What is with you?”

“You can’t go to the airport in such a condition.” For good measure, I rip the back of her dress.

She exhales. “You can be such a...such a jerk.”
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