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Kingsley

—Two Years Ago—
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[image: ]


Kenna narrowed her eyes and shook her head, stubbornly refusing to listen. Kingsley stepped toward her, pinning her to the wall. She needed to learn a big lesson.

Don't ever fuck with a Stafford.

"You're playing a dangerous game, brat." He raised his arms and planted his hands on the wall behind her.

Kenna arched her back. The front of him warmed. He looked between them. His cock throbbed to attention. She'd pushed her full breasts against him.

"You kissed me back." She softened her voice. "Your hand was on my ass."

He growled. "I was trying to get you off me."

Her hand cupped his cock through his jeans. "Explain this."

Fire lit his veins. It was impossible not to see how Kenna had grown up through the years. He stayed away just long enough that she'd physically change each time he returned to check on her.

The young woman standing in front of him was not the young girl who was mad at the world. Kenna had bottled all the anger and hurt she'd experienced in her short life into an out-of-control passion.

A passion she directed toward him any chance she could get. Instead of embracing her friends, foster parents, and teachers, she'd given him every precious emotion she refused to give everyone else.

And he knew what a fucking gift that was, even if Kenna hadn't hit the point where she understood what she was doing or why she chose him.

She only wanted love.

Being loved is a basic need, and most people take it for granted because it comes easily and freely.

But Kenna had only experienced losing love, and the pain had scarred her.

At one time, Kenna had all the love a girl could want, and she lost it all, one by one when her mom died, her dad died, and the state of Idaho took her away from her younger sister when they split them apart within the foster care system.

She wanted that love back more than anything, and she turned to the one person she felt safe with to fill that deep-seated need—him.

She fucking had his balls in her hand and knew she could do whatever she wanted to him.

Kenna's head tilted more, and she stroked him, sure of every touch. His toes curled in his boots. She wasn't old enough to have the kind of confidence that came with the experience of women twice her age.

He grabbed her wrist, halting her. "You're playing with fire, Kenna."

Her eyes searched his. "I'm not afraid."

His grip tightened, but his resolve to stop touching her wavered. He could feel the heat from her body, smell the sweet scent of her arousal, and see the challenge in her gaze. He leaned in, their faces millimeters apart, and whispered, "You think you're ready for this?"

Her pulse beat at the base of her neck, and she licked her lips, daring him. "I've been ready for a lot longer than you think."

Kingsley's gaze dropped to her mouth, and he bargained with the devil for a split second. It was only the two of them. No one would know if he fucked her. She'd been asking for it for months. Hell, years. Since she was sixteen years old, Kenna had made it clear she was open to having sex with him.

He snapped his gaze back to her, angry for believing they were the only two that mattered. "You don't even know what's going on."

He was her protector. Her guardian until she was old enough to live independently.

He'd done a favor for his dad. When Ridge Stafford spoke, people listened—and that included his sons. He and Zane promised to look after Kenna and her younger sister, River.

Their dad, sitting in prison for assault with a deadly weapon, owed Tom Pruitt a favor. In return, he and Zane carried out their part.

Tom Pruitt wanted his daughters to believe he was dead. But the truth was, he was sitting on death row in the state prison, waiting for the day his life would end.

He held the truth from Kenna because the lie was painful enough. She'd never be able to go through losing her dad all over again if she found out his secret.

She yanked her wrist free from his clutch and stepped closer, her breasts pressing against his chest. His body hardened more.

"Please, King," she murmured, her voice thick with need. "Don't send me back, thinking no one will ever love me again. That today might be the last time I ever get to see you. That you're getting ripped away from me, just like my family."

The air charged between them. Tension rolled through his body. He fisted his hands, banging them on the wall, fighting the urge to give her everything she wanted.

Kenna rolled her hips against him, biting her bottom lip. She pushed his boundaries, testing him, and a part of him was one hundred percent in on the game she played.

He leaned down. His mouth hovered over hers. "Are you sure?" he whispered.

Kenna pulled his face down to hers without a second thought, her lips crushing against his in a heated kiss that sent shockwaves through him. He tugged her closer, taking control of the kiss with years of pent-up lust pouring out.

She tangled her fingers in his hair, tugging him closer, dancing her tongue in and out of his mouth.

Her breath mingled with his. A rush of desire hit him low.

He gripped her ass, lifting her slightly so she could feel him fully against her. Kenna moaned into his mouth, attempting to climb him and failing.

He picked her up. She'd won. The game she played was far more complex and dangerous than she understood. But he couldn't fight her.

The world outside their embrace faded away. Only their pounding hearts filled the silence. Kingsley slid his hands underneath her shirt and spread his palms on her bare back.

She gasped into his mouth. He groaned, his grip tightening as he explored the curve of her waist and the softness of her hips.

He needed to touch every inch of her.

Setting her on her feet, his hands went to the front of her body, molding over her ribs, her breasts. She arched into his touch, her nipples pebbling against his palm. Kingsley's thumb circled the tightness, teasing until she writhed in his arms.

He broke the kiss, panting as he stared down at her. "You're going to get more than you begged for."

Kenna's eyes sparked with determination. "Show me," she challenged.

With a low growl, Kingsley claimed her mouth again, his other hand reaching between her legs to cup her sex. She was wet, soaking through her panties. He slid his fingers under the fabric, finding her clit and stroking with a firm pressure that had her hips jerking in response.

Her nails dug into the leather of his vest, holding on as he brought her closer and closer to the edge as she whimpered.

He needed her wet, plump, and ready.

Her knees buckled. He caught her, walking her backward to the hotel bed until she tottered and lost her balance, sitting on the bed with a plop. He went down with her, spreading her legs.

He slipped the tip of his pinky in her pussy, stroking in and out with slow deliberation. Kenna held on, not moving. That told him everything he needed to know.

She hadn't been with anyone else.

He moved his mouth to her neck, licking, sucking, nibbling his way to her ear. "I can stop," he whispered.

He needed to give her an out. She postured, coming across as unbreakable. But this was no longer a game she played. It was her virginity.

And he knew her better than she knew herself.

She wasn't as tough as she wanted him to believe. There was a sensitivity about her that allowed all the things in her short life to scar her.

He wanted inside her. To get deeper, beyond the scars, and heal the hurt.

"I'll hate you forever if you stop," she whispered.

Her hips rocked against his hand, her breath coming in gasps as she chased the orgasm that was out of reach. He found her clit again, circling it with the perfect amount of pressure as he quickened his pattern.

Her body moved under no direction from Kenna. He nibbled her ear. "That's it. Take it."

With a cry, she came, convulsing in his arms. He held her through it, slowly drawing out her pleasure until she went limp and trembled. 

He put his lips on her ear. "We can stop now—"

"No." She inhaled a shaky breath. "I want you."

With a growl, he yanked her shirt over her head, pulling her bra over her breasts. He leaned down and captured a nipple in his mouth, biting and suckling until she moaned. His hand left her pussy, struggling with his belt.

Kenna pushed his hand away and undid his buckle, and managed to get his jeans open, springing his cock free. A surge of arousal pulsed through him, making him bigger. Harder. Longer.

He would fill and stretch her in ways she had never imagined.

Her eyes widened, a mix of fear and excitement in her gaze. He held still, slowing.

"It'll be uncomfortable when I push inside you," he whispered. 

She nodded, trusting him.

"Slip your panties off." He pushed himself to his knees and dove his hand into his back pocket for his wallet, where he had a condom.

Kenna raised her hips and worked the tiny strap of cloth off her legs, dropping her panties on the floor. He rolled on the condom, noting she couldn't take her eyes off his cock. She hid her true feelings. He wasn't sure if his size struck fear in her or fascinated her.

He positioned himself between her legs. Not taking the chance to change his mind or ask her again if she was sure she wanted to have sex, Kenna wrapped her legs around the back of his thighs, hitting that sweet response, and his pelvis bucked forward.

He positioned himself at her entrance. The tip of his cock nudged her opening. Looking at her until she locked eyes on him, he paused.

"You're mine now," he whispered, and then pushed inside.

Kenna's eyes rolled back in her head. An uncomfortable groan escaped her lips. He held still for a moment, giving her time to adjust, and then he moved.

Slow. Steady. Deep.

Kenna inhaled swiftly, scraping her nails on his biceps. "King."

It wasn't a protest. It wasn't fear. It was surprise. It was pleasure.

He moved his body faster. Determined to show her what sex was all about, he found his arms shaking as he held himself above her and his pace grew erratic. He breathed heavily as he approached his own climax.

"King." Kenna slapped his shoulders. "Yes."

Her body spasmed around him in pleasure. He groaned, no longer able to hold himself back. His hips stuttered before he shot his load.

He hung his head, trying to gain his second wind. He'd crossed a line he never thought he would. But the taste of her was addictive. He'd wondered what it would be like to have her sweet body wrapped around him and his dick buried deep inside of her.

"You're mine." His voice thickened. "Mine."

Her eyes searched his, looking for reassurance. Kingsley knew she was scared, but he also knew that she craved intimacy—craved him. He had seen the way she looked at him, the way she watched him. Tension between them had grown over the years, and now it exploded into something raw and untamed.

He kissed her gently. She melted into him. He could feel her trust. Her surrender. His chest tightened, taking on more responsibility.

He'd fucked her.

Guilt filled his gut. He pulled out of her, taking that time to pull off the condom and drop it in the trash can beside the bed.

Kenna sat up, wincing. He gritted his teeth, knowing he'd done that to her. In the matter of minutes, he'd taken her virginity.

She inched her way to the side of the bed and sat beside him. Her gaze searched his, a flicker of something new in their depths. "You'll help me find him, right?" she whispered, the words barely audible.

His chest tightened. He stood from the bed, tucking his spent cock back into his jeans and fastening his belt. From the moment he found her and initiated himself into her life, she'd always had the same request.

And every time he answered her, she'd leave, not liking what he said.

"Kenna, your dad is dead." He tucked his pistol back underneath his belt.

Her eyes flashed with anger, lighting her features. "You're lying. He's out there. I just need to find him."

He sat on the bed with her and ran his hands through his hair. "He's been dead for years."

Her face crumpled, and she scrambled off the bed, grabbing her shirt and pulling it back on. "Fuck you." Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears. "I hate you."

Before he could calm her, she was gone. The door slammed behind her. He sighed, staring at the orange shag rug beneath his boots. He'd promised to protect her, to be there for her, and now he'd destroyed her.

He and his brother had watched over River and Kenna for the last six years as a favor to their dad, who owed Tom Pruitt

In two months, she'd graduate and no longer be under the state's control. He planned on being there to take her to Gem Haven, where she could live and take the time to figure out what she wanted to do with her life.

"I'll make it up to you, Kenna," he whispered. "I promise."
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Kenna
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Kingsley moved to stand beside her, and Kenna crossed her arms to avoid touching him. They wouldn't be here, waiting to see what crimes her dad committed to put him on death row at the state prison if Kingsley had told her the truth from the beginning.

As quickly as she'd lost her mom and dad when she was twelve years old, she'd just as quickly gained the Stafford men in her life. Kingsley rode in on his motorcycle and declared he'd protect her. Zane had promised the same thing to her younger sister, River.

River had gotten over Zane's part in lying to her for all those years, but Kenna refused to deal with Kingsley.

He had years to tell her the truth. How many times had she sworn her dad was alive somewhere and Kingsley had shot the idea down, telling her he was dead?

Their whole relationship was a lie.

"Turn on the computer," said Zane.

Kingsley went around the desk to the back wall where the computer sat, pushed the button, entered the password, and waited for it to load. The hum of the computer stopped.

"Ready." Kingsley swept his hair back. "What am I doing?"

"Look up the name Burt Shay," said Zane.

Kenna moved toward Kingsley to see the monitor, but she looked at Zane. "Is that my dad's real name?"

Zane nodded.

River joined her as Kingsley scrolled through the results. There were hundreds of pages. She couldn't focus on the words. Kingsley went too fast.

His broad shoulders tensed. She leaned closer.

Murder. Brutal. Massacre.

"Oh. My. God." Her stomach rolled. 

She covered her mouth. That couldn't be right.

Kingsley turned in the chair and met Zane's gaze. "I think that's enough for right now." He turned off the monitor. "Let's take baby steps."

"No." Kenna lurched forward, trying to reach past him to turn the computer back on. "I want to read what it said."

He held her against his chest and backed her away from the desk, away from the truth. "Slow down."

Kenna struggled in Kingsley's strong arms, her breath coming in short, panicked gasps. "I need to know," she insisted. "I deserve to know the truth about my father."

River stepped closer, placing a comforting hand on her sister's back. "Kenna, maybe it's better if we take a moment to process this. We can look at it together, but let's just...catch our breath."

Kingsley's jaw clenched, every muscle in his body taut with tension. She wanted to push past him and look for herself. She'd imagined every possible scenario through the years when nobody believed her that her dad was alive.

She understood the headlines and could imagine the horrific details beneath them. But she needed to know what her father was living through when she was shuffled around in the foster care system, being told he was dead.

"Kenna, we'll go through everything," Kingsley said softly. "But we need to keep our heads. What you're going to read can't be unseen. You need to take more than two seconds to decide if it's in your best interest to know more or if you want to walk away and put it behind you. You need to talk with your sister and see if this is something she wants to—"

"I do," said River, squeezing her sister's hand in solidarity.

Kingsley nodded in agreement, his grip on Kenna loosening slightly. He'd already kept the truth about her dad from her. She wasn't going to let him do that to her again.

"You're not alone in this." He rubbed Kenna's back. "Whatever happens next, you have your sister and us."

With a shuddering breath, Kenna stopped struggling and leaned into Kingsley's embrace. "I just want to know."

He leaned down to push the button on the computer tower.

"Wait." Kenna turned to River, grabbing her arms. "You don't have to stay here."

She'd always tried to protect River. How many times had she tried to convince her that her dad wasn't dead and there was no reason to be sad?

Growing up, she pretended he was on a business trip or got lost in another country while on vacation. Not once had she imagined him on death row. 

She even excused Zane and Kingsley's need to watch over them as something her father would've wanted. He would've made sure they remained safe if he wasn't around. 

"I'm not leaving you," whispered River. "You tried to tell me he was alive, and I didn't believe you."

Now was not the time to discuss how alone she felt, fighting for something no one believed in and how there were moments, long moments, when she questioned what family meant to her.

It was hard enough to understand what she had overheard and how she'd concluded that her dad was alive.

She shook her head and squeezed her sister's hand. "It's going to be bad."

There was no sugarcoating what happened to their dad. He was waiting for the state to kill him for crimes he committed. 

Together, hand in hand, they walked over to the computer.

Kingsley moved out of the chair and motioned for her to sit. Zane brought over another chair and set it in front of the monitor for River. The two brothers stood behind them, silently supporting them while close enough to read over their shoulders.

As far as she knew, they had no idea of the crimes their dad committed, only that he'd remained on death row the entire time they were protecting her and River. She grabbed the mouse and clicked on the first Google result. A news article from Idaho Statesman newspaper.

Three days ago, forty-five year old Burt Shay entered Lehman's Mart & Gas with two automatic weapons, killing Mitch Bellow, Aaron Dixon, Shaun DeFrees, and Roy Fine. This horrific crime occurred precisely nine months after another grizzly murder outside the same business involving Shay's common-law wife.

"I didn't know Mom was murdered," whispered River.

Kenna looked away from the monitor. "What did you think happened?"

"I don't—an accident." River met her gaze. "Dad said there was an accident. I thought it was a car accident."

"I remember what he told us." Kenna inhaled a trembling breath. "I overheard him on the phone later that same night. I think he was talking to the police, and he'd gotten angry, demanding answers about why they weren't looking for the person responsible for killing his wife."

River closed her eyes, shaking her head. Kenna glanced at Kingsley. His dark gaze locked onto her, silently questioning her. She'd never told him that information because it hurt too much to replay that day in her head.

Turning back to the monitor, she scrolled online, looking for a later entry. Finding the jury's ruling, she opened the page.

The twelve jurors voted unanimously. Burt Shay was found guilty of four counts of capital murder, which carried the death penalty.

She stood and walked away from the monitor. "He wouldn't kill someone—four men, for nothing. They had to have done something to him."

River sniffed. "Maybe he went crazy after mom was killed. Maybe raising two daughters on his own, since mom was always the one who handled getting us to school and watching us when we were home, was too much for him."

Kenna turned around and looked at Kingsley. "Did they ever find my mom's killer?"

"I don't know, but I can look." He moved around the chair and sat in her place, typing on the keyboard. “What was her full name?”

“Louanne Pruitt,” said Kenna and River at the same time.

As quickly as the name came, she shook her head. “Try that one and Louanne Shay.”

River frowned. She shrugged. At this point, they had no idea what her parents' real names were.

She paced the office, unable to sit down. To her, her father would never be a killer.

Not the dad she remembered. He adored her mom. In the evenings, she often watched her mom sit on her dad's lap in front of the television. They never paid attention to her or the TV. They'd talk quietly, whispering in each other's ears. Her mom would smile, smothering her laughter behind her hand, while her dad's hand liked to pat her mom's hip. But she could tell by how he rocked the recliner that he was happy.

"I'm not finding anything except the reference that Burt Shay's common-law wife was killed outside the gas station,” said Kingsley.

“Look for a murder in St. Maries without using a name." Zane hugged River from behind. “For whatever reason, Burt Shay could’ve given his family new names. River and Kenna could be aliases he gave to the state.”

"Those are our names. I don't remember any others," said Kenna.

“Could he have done that?” asked River. “Birth certificates and everything?”

“Anything is possible.” Zane’s voice hardened. “At this point, we must accept that anything could’ve happened as we unravel the mess.”

“Neither name shows anything.” Kingsley swiveled in the chair and met Kenna’s gaze. “Let’s take a break and get something to eat.”

She followed everyone out of the office and into the clubhouse. The music, loud conversations, and general hum of the room made it feel as if she was walking in a dream. She couldn’t make sense of what was happening around her.

Outside, silence cloaked them.

Zane and River headed toward his motorcycle. Kenna walked straight, heading toward the bar.

“Hey.” Kingsley motioned her toward his Harley. “You can ride with—”

“I’ll walk.” She kept going, not giving him a choice.

It'd only take her a few minutes to walk down the hill. She wasn't in the mood to be close to Kingsley. When he was around, it muddled her thinking. She had a hard enough time as it was trying to make sense of her life.

She questioned her parents, who she was, and even her sister. All the years she'd spent separated from River had strained their relationship. Or maybe growing up had added an additional hurdle she'd have to climb over to feel the same security that she once had with River.

Maybe she'd never gain that closeness back.

Maybe too much had happened for her to return.

Trusting others would never be easy for her. Foster parents, social workers, and Kingsley had lied to her.

The rumble of the motorcycle deafened her to her thoughts. Kingsley pulled up beside her, cut the engine, and let his bike roll down the hill, keeping the machine beside her.

Ahead of them, Zane had already parked and stood with River outside the bar. She dropped her gaze to the ground, watching her step.

"Are you okay?"

Of course, she wasn't okay. Everything she knew was a lie, and her parents weren't there to make it right again. She had a hard time accepting what she read online. It felt a lot like it was happening to someone else.

"I'm fine." She continued walking.

"We need to talk." He let the bike roll ahead and stopped in her path. "Later. Tonight. Leave your bedroom unlocked."

"There's nothing to talk about." She walked around him.

He rolled after her. "I know I hurt you."

She scoffed. "You were my person."

"I know."

Before she reached her sister and Zane, she glanced at him. "I just want to eat, sleep, and forget about today."

Kingsley inhaled deeply and nodded. She squared her shoulders to hide how much it hurt that he'd accept her pushing him away so easily. Yet, if he fought for her, she'd still walk away.

She had a hard time forgiving people.

Her dad was her hero. For the last nine years, he was alive and hadn't wanted her to see him. He rather have her believe he was dead.

When a parent makes that big of a decision to hurt their child, what was she supposed to think? 

If her Dad couldn't love her enough to stay in her life, how could she expect Kingsley to love her?

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





