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            SUMMARY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I’ve been watching. Patient.

      

        

      
        Building an empire worthy of her while moving every piece—our enemies—into position. And while she lived in peace, I killed to protect her. I’ve picked off every single threat, one by one, but the last laugh will be hers.

        It’s what the KINGS owe her.

        An apology.

        Because it all ends today.

        No more running. No more hiding.

        I will never spend another night without Willow in my arms.

      

        

      
        My bunny will never leave me again.
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      “You touched something that belongs to me.”

      At the sound of my voice, the man kneeling atop a bed of broken glass shards, naked and bruised, flinches back. Not that he gets far. The click of a gun follows his action, the muzzle pushing deep into the back of his neck while one of her guards stands over him.

      The woman works with her husband to take care of my most prized possession and is more proficient than her counterpart.

      And it’s that dedication that brought us to a vacant office building I own not far from the Orlando airport. This was the main office hub for King Aviation a few years ago, but the day I took over, our location moved to a more centralized site.

      As did our private jets. From lumped in with commercial flights to a luxury concourse and lucrative agreement with the city politicians—those hungry to stay in a position of control—to an underground network of criminals with ties to my family.

      Because money moves people. It creates fear and gives power.

      And I provide safe transport to those who are loyal while donating to others who turn a convenient blind eye.

      I’ve also never gotten rid of this place.

      To the world, it’s our off-hangar storage; completely redone to contain our new prototypes and equipped to run tests from the engineering department. There are guards everywhere. You can only come on site after passing three security checkpoints.

      This place is a lie. All lies.

      Because every affluent family is full of secrets, and mine is no different.

      The heavy metal doors slam shut behind me once I’m fully inside. Their sound is loud, an eerie echo while the other two watch my every move. One with fear. One awaiting orders.

      “Please let me go,” Boris Nunley whimpers, shifting his position. “This is all a mistake.”

      I’ve noticed he’s trying to alleviate his left leg, adding more of his weight to the other. The problem with that? He sinks, the glass crunching and slicing the skin there as rivulets continue to drop.

      The bloody sight makes me smile, yet it doesn’t curb the appetite to slit his throat.

      “No. It’s not.” Taking in the perfect example of human excrement, my eyes narrow while I remove my suit jacket and roll up my sleeves. There’s an empty chair not far from where he kneels and I place the garment over the back of it, all the while eyeing my guest. This is the man who didn’t take well to the word no. He pushed and taunted my girl—using his status as her direct boss to make her uncomfortable. It happened three times, the first two being verbal invitations to dinner, but after being denied, he grabbed her arm and threatened her job.

      Boris didn’t get another chance to see her.

      Nor will he walk out of this building alive.

      That’s my secret.

      A family legacy.

      Sins are paid with blood.

      Many have done so in the past, and others will do so in the future. Like the man who’s been sitting in his filth for over a month now.

      No wife to claim him.

      No family to care about his whereabouts.

      He’s a miserable cunt and will end up dead because of his proclivities. Back in London, he’s being dubbed a no-call, no-show by the publishing house that employed him. But that’s what happens when your bank accounts are empty, your clothing is gone from your flat, and a letter is left behind stating you needed a break and will be on an extended holiday in Peru in search of yourself.

      Boris will never return.

      I’m owed for his disrespect.

      “I’ll pay you. My family—”

      “You’re an orphan who grew up in a nunnery, Mr. Nunley. There is no family or wife, much less children you’ve claimed as yours. Although, your dark skeletons aren’t as hidden as you’d wish.” Without giving him a chance to lie, I pulled out a white envelope from my back pocket. It’s brimming, unclosed, and I toss the contents at his frame and watch them bounce off his chest and spread about.

      Different women. All within the ages of nineteen to twenty-eight, and all have had a bad experience with him of some sort. This behavior stems from his teenage years, unchecked and without consequence, when Boris believed himself invincible. Most of these were verbal attacks—insults and threats—but two allegations have come forward at the publishing house and have been dismissed after citing a misunderstanding.

      One of the two is an ex-fling he hit after finding out she was pregnant. Not that he’s recognized the child as his, instead claiming it’s defamation. That she became obsessed after being turned down.

      That was their biggest mistake. Believing a piece of shit without investigating, and more so after only being the head editor for less than a year.

      A man like me would never allow his woman out into the world without my protection, known or otherwise. Both her guards have a position at the publishing house: one as security and the other as a personal assistant.

      Always watching and reporting back, and when he grabbed her arm, I knew within minutes.

      He was taken into custody that night and knocked unconscious for his flight to Florida. One blow to the temple, and he dropped like the utter pussy he is.

      “Who are you?” he asks, licking his dry lip and wincing when touching the bloody split in the bottom one. It’s a deep cut, too. “I don’t know you.”

      “Willow Caddell.”

      “What does that prude...son of a bitch!” One sharp strike across the bridge of his nose from the guard standing behind him and he shrivels, bowing into himself and then crying out as the glass slices deeper. He tries to jump back and out of the special box of shards made for him, but fails as one of the larger pieces penetrates his right thigh like a stab wound, and when he attempts to remove it, I hold a hand up.

      “Leave it.”

      “Mate, whatever she’s told you is a lie.” Spit and blood mix on his lip and dribble down the corner, much like the red rivulets of sweat rolling steadily at various areas of his upper body and face. Temple, neck, and chest; all bear the brunt of my guards' wrath. I’ve yet to touch him, although my hands itch to choke the life out of him. To feel the way his pulse will accelerate, yet the longer I obstruct his airways, it will slow until nothing is left. “I’ve never come near the insufferable woman.”

      “Is that so?” Hasn’t escaped my notice that he’s ignoring the pictures I threw at him.

      “Yes.”

      “Miss Charlotte, if you please.”

      “With pleasure, sir.” She tucks her gun back into its holster and walks over to the coffee bar area I have set up for those working here. It’s well stocked with snacks and drinks as well as all their coffee needs, but apart from that, I have a commercial-size tea kettle. It’s specially made and is used for anything—from tea to ramen—for large groups at once, but I know this will become my favorite.

      Charlotte fills it from the overhead spigot on the wall and flips the switch, the bright orange light on the side coming to life at once. You can hear the heated metal and water begin to sizzle right away. See the steam rise from the spout and billow into the air above while the man whimpers, tries to slither back but can’t.

      Not when he’s tied at the waist to anchors on the cold concrete ground.

      Instead, he further drags his already mutilated flesh over the broken glass.

      “I didn’t touch her.” A yell; his body shakes as adrenaline and fear crash into each other. There’s also the stench of piss, both old and new, and if I had a weaker stomach, I’d be sick. Then again, there are more bodily fluids than the obvious surrounding him. “She turned me down.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “That girl thinks she’s too good for everyone.”

      “Really?” Charlotte meets my eyes quickly and after my nod, walks off and comes back with a large bottle of vinegar. This takes less than a minute, but enough time for him to see and understand what I’ll do with the mixture. “What else did she not do?”

      “Please don’t.”

      Taking the steps between us, I drop to his level and meet his panicked stare with my calm one. They say the eyes are the mirror to the soul, and mine are full of hate and thirst for vengeance. He put his hand on her—made my bunny uncomfortable—and his position made him untouchable then.

      Not now. Not with me.

      “Answer the question.” Charlotte walks back over, the boiling mixture now in two regular kettles. “How else did my Willow fail to please you?”

      “S-she…bloody fuck,” Boris screams out, the pain-filled sound reverberating throughout the spacious room. It echoes and bounces between us, pinging off the walls and then blending with the next cry.

      I’m pouring the acidic water at a constant trickle, moving down his chest and abdomen, taking in the way his dermis peels and shrivels in whatever random pattern the water takes. Red welts appear across his pale complexion almost instantly. The damage is gruesome, but I don’t stop.

      I empty one and toss it aside. The clang of metal is loud and he jumps, spreading his legs a little more. Perfect.

      The entire content of the other is poured over his small and disgusting dick. Slowly. Steadily. And if his screams were loud before, now they’re deafening.

      What’s left is also a mess; peeling and sliced skin, yet no matter which way he twists and turns, there’s no escaping the pain. His agony.

      That’s when I toss aside the kettle and pick up one of the still-dry pictures. A few remained out of the way, and the woman on it was a thin blonde. “Do you remember her?”

      “No.” Low. Weak.

      “You sure?”

      “Yes.”

      “Fair enough.” I place it face up and pick another. “And this one?” Boris shakes his head. “What about this red-haired twenty-something?”

      “Please.” Blubbering. A bit delirious. His body shudders, the jerky movement of his limbs causing more damage to his mutilated knees. Then there’s the slight oozing of the burned flesh. “I-innocent.”

      “Until proven guilty.” I line up the three pictures shown in front of him and then pull out my cell from inside my dress shirt pocket. Two swipes across the screen and I open a folder dedicated to my world and show him the contents. My Willow. My beauty. Every time he approached her, I had proof. Of the incident in question, I have a video.

      And I let him watch. Replay it.

      Slowly.

      “No more.”

      “I’m going to ask a final question, and I expect honesty. Do you understand?” For a second his eyes roll back, but I’m quicker and land a blow to his midsection, forcing the air from his lungs. The harsh action hurts him but has the desired result and he’s awake. “Did you touch Willow Caddell in a menacing nature and with intent to intimidate her?”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “No. You’re not.” Pocketing my cell, I look him in the eye. For a few seconds, we stay like that, but then my hands are around his neck and I’m squeezing. His eyes flash open in panic, body thrashing in a last attempt to survive, but I tighten my grip and watch as his lips begin to turn a pinkish shade of blue.

      The lack of oxygen affects him quickly, his limbs and body becoming heavy, but I don’t stop. And as he struggles with his final breaths, I bring my mouth next to his ear. “You were never worthy enough to exist in the same room as her.”

      It doesn’t take long for him to still.

      For vacant eyes to stare back at me.

      But just to make sure, I snap his neck and let him drop. The world is a better place with him gone, safer for Willow, and I’d move heaven and earth—burn the world to the ground—then build an empire in her name to keep it that way.

      All for her. For my heart.

      It’s time to come home, bunny.
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      A drop of condensation rolls down the right side of my beer bottle’s neck a week later, meeting with another two near the bottom edge while more begin to form. They race, each gaining speed while those around me continue to discuss some last-minute wedding bullshit I could care less about.

      I’m not here to celebrate the happy couple, and the groom knows this.

      He owes me his loyalty for more than one reason:

      I saved his life. He met his future wife because of me.

      Moreover, I was never his friend but accepted the man because of his ties to my Willow, not because of whom he’s marrying. Yet, he’s now someone I value in a different light. He’s the means to the end I’m fighting for:

      My sweet girl. Always her.

      It’s always been that way, even if her stubbornness and fear—her doubt in me—kept us apart over the last three years. Since she ran off two days before her college graduation without a single goodbye or explanation, something she’ll atone for when the time is right.

      Beneath me. Writhing. Giving me what will only ever belong to me.

      Because she’s stayed single and untouched. I’m her first and last.

      During our time apart, I’ve never taken my eyes off her while she spread her wings professionally, achieving her dream to work for a large publishing company in England. And while the married couple assigned to protect Willow reports daily to confirm this, I trust her. My bunny hasn’t entertained a single look or smile from any male; she’s faithful to me and the memories we share.

      My obsession doesn’t blind me; it’s simply a motivator. I protect what’s mine because many see what I’ve always known.

      She’s a gem. Priceless.

      And before the end of this trip, I will kill again for the right to her love.

      An elbow bumps into my arm, pulling my attention back to the present. “Relax. She’ll be here soon.”

      I don’t turn my face toward the voice, knowing it’s her cousin and the groom. “When?”

      “Her flight should’ve—”

      “It landed thirty minutes ago.” Willow arrived in Curacao a little earlier than expected while her guards trailed close enough to keep every other traveler at bay. Unbeknownst to her, they sat in the row across while the rest of the first-class private suites remained empty at my request to the staff.

      I own the airline she used. Logged in to her account and switched the flights, booking her on a newer line under King Aviation.

      Two other employees followed in a private plane carrying important cargo.

      My gift to her. More proof of my love.

      “I’m not even going to ask.” And I don’t reply, just tilt my head to the side a bit and nod for him to carry on, while bringing the bottle to
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