
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Sentence of Jake Throne

        

        
        
          World of Hell, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Broken Pen

        

        
          Published by Broken Pen, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE SENTENCE OF JAKE THRONE

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Broken Pen.

    

    
    
      Written by Broken Pen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To 

my mom and dad 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I accept my guilt, Your Honor,"

 "Please, my lord… sentence me to..."
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The early morning light filtered through the sheer curtains of Jake Throne’s penthouse suite, casting golden threads across the plush, deep-pile carpet. He stirred beneath silk sheets, stretching with the slow ease of a man who’d earned his comfort—whether by right or by ruthlessness.

Muscles ached from the previous day’s training, but it was the kind of ache he welcomed. It reminded him he was still alive, still in control, still dangerous.

Jake stepped into his walk-in closet, fingers brushing over rows of tailored suits and crisp dress shirts. He selected a deep blue ensemble—his signature color—and dressed with effortless precision. In the gilded mirror of his marble-lined bathroom, he studied his reflection. Chiseled features softened by morning light. But behind his eyes—sharp as ever—lurked the weight of memory and the hunger for more.

Steam from the shower curled through the air like cigarette smoke in a noir film. As water ran down his skin, his thoughts drifted—not to dreams, but to decisions.

He remembered how he’d acquired the luxury tub now cradling his frame. The deal had come from a rape and murder suspect. Not convicted—at least not yet. The fat cow hadn’t been butchered, only milked. And Jake? He’d taken his cut.

“Morality doesn’t pay the bills,” he muttered to himself as he soaked in silence.

He’d heard the gasps when the charges disappeared. Whispers in the corridors, raised eyebrows. But Jake knew better than most: justice had a price, and in a city this corrupt, everyone was buying something. If the wealthy danced above the law, he’d just learned to waltz in their shadows.
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