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DEDICATION


 


 


This series is dedicated to all
the strong women who had to face bullying, are facing bullying, and who will overcome
it.  


 
















 


SERIES BLURB


 


Tossing the Black Envelope is tradition. Now Tempest Ryan has
received it, anyone in school can bully her. 

Make her leave. 



That's the K3's decree. That's what she gets for trying
to mess with us Royals. 

Kingsbury Prep is a 500 year old institution. 

Only those with royal blood can attend this school. 

A commoner like Tempest Ryan does not belong. 

We will break her, break her will, break her heart. 

She will wish she never stepped foot into Kingsbury. 

Only now, she is getting under all of our skin like a
burn that can't stop itching. 



*** 



Kingsbury Prep's K3 Royals have made it known they
don't want me here. 

Being at the receiving end of the notorious Black
Envelope is no laughing matter. 

I'd learned someone had died from it. Another nearly
died but left Kingsbury just in time. 



These guys are cruel. They started a war against me.
Even though I am reeling from the pain, I have some secrets of my own. 



Love and Hate is a fine line, especially when they all
seem to hate me, but can't stop wanting me. 



***REVENGE is reverse harem/mature high school bully
romance novel. This is book three of six in the series. Contains foul language
and sexual scenes; any sex featured is consensual. 













PLEASE READ BEFORE READING THIS BOOK


NOTE FROM
AUTHOR


Disclaimers


 


Although
Bad Boy Royals of Kingsbury Prep is fiction, there was a school in history
which only allowed those of royal blood to attend. It was a school to train
them to become global rulers and diplomats. The names of the countries of
the royals have been changed for fictional purposes. In the writing of this
series, specialists such as a weapons specialist, a fighting specialist, and a
lawyer were consulted to best accurately depict certain scenes, while being
fiction. While this takes place at a high school level academy, due to the
maturity of the themes, language, and sexual content; this series is best
suitable for a mature audience. Tempest and her lovers are seniors and at least
18 years old.


 


This is
also a Reverse Harem, which means the main female character will have three or
more love interests. 


Possible
triggers in this book for those sensitive to these issues:  suicide,
bullying, attempted rape.


 


The entire
series for Bad Boy Royals of Kingsbury Prep takes place Senior Year for Tempest
and the K3s. Events may go faster than a typical bully romance RH Academy book,
which takes place 1 book per year.  Tempest, Book 1, is told from her
point-of-view and the language will reflect this. The structure of events and
timing will reflect her point-of-view to keep with the integrity of the storytelling.
Please keep an open mind for the way this book is told, as it may not fall
within the typical style of RH Romances and Bully Romances. On the contrary to
the typical RH Romances and Bully Romances, this series has a twist to it.


 


As this
book series has been optioned as a film and is based on a mix between genres
(manga, mature comic, and contemporary romance), there will be more action
rather than description. 


Finally,
this is a bully romance which means enemy to lover romance. By no means do we
promote or advocate any bullying of any kind, but seek to prevent it in real
life. If anyone is facing bullying in real life, there are resources and help
out there.  One we recommend is: 


Shy
Girls Social Club Handbook on Dealing with Bullies and Other Meanies by Kailin
Gow


https://www.amazon.com/Social-Handbook-Dealing-Bullies-Meanies-ebook/dp/B0049B2C7A


 
















 


 


 


 


Prologue



Tempest


 


 


The door fumbled and clicked
open. I braced myself. Whoever was coming towards me wouldn’t be who I
expected, would he?


 


I noticed his white spiked up
hair immediately. Then his silvery-blue eyes whom I had spent countless nights
staring into. 


Then there was his amazingly
strong and perfected fighter’s body, complete with his colorful masterful
tattoos. 


“Ori?” I said to him as he walked
into the bedroom. He stopped and looked over at me. 


“Thank God, you’ve regained
consciousness,” he said.


“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked.


“Miss,” he began. “You were
sleeping for days. Knocked out. Unconscious. Normally other fighters wouldn’t
care about what happens to the fighter they beat up during a tournament. Well,
you’re fragile-looking and a girl. I didn’t want to leave you behind in the
ring. Plus, it would be bad for my public image.”


“What are you? Aren’t you a
prince?” I asked


“In a way,” he said. “I’m a
Prince of Wall Street. I dabble in stocks and bonds. Real Estate sometimes. 
But my fun and thrill is underground fighting. That’s where we met. I knocked
you out, and since there’s no medical treatment at these places, you could end
up dying. So I just left you at my place here.”


“I feel terrible,” I said. 


“Well, you had a concussion. Some
possible broken bones, but you were knocked out for a while.”


“But what about K3 and Kingsbury
Prep?” I asked.


“K3? Kingsbury? What are those?”
Ori asked.


“You’re part of the K3, and we
all go to this Academy for Royals called Kingsbury Prep and…”


“Miss, I don’t know what you’re
talking about…”


I got up but fell out of bed to
the carpet.


“Hey, don’t move. You’re still
not well.” Ori got up and came around towards me. 


But not before I saw the paper
take-out menu on the ground.  All Day Dim Sum.  


 


I looked at Ori, approaching me,
and suddenly, my fighting sense began flashing warning signals to me.  


 


Something is definitely not
right.


 


 
















 


 


 


Chapter 1 


 


Hunter


 


I understood science. I
understood the laws of physics. Technology was my playground, especially when
you could use it to alter reality with fantasy. 


“How’s it going?” Kaz’s voice
bellowed as he walked into my hotel suite where we had set up our operation. 


“Going as planned,” I said,
barely glancing at him while keeping my eyes on the monitors. “She is buying
into it.” Kaz stopped walking for a second and his face briefly displayed a
moment of regret before it became stone cold. Kaz’s killer face. 


“Good,” he said coming up to my
surveillance table. I had three monitors displaying various views from cameras
set up in key locations where Tempest Ryan frequented. Kaz stared at the
monitor where Tempest was alone in the hotel room with Ori. 


She was holding her face in both
of her hands. 


Was she crying? 


“Zoom up on her face,” Kaz said.
“I want to see her.”


I hesitated for a moment. Could I
do it?  Could I really look into those violet brown eyes of hers and not feel
anything? 


“Hunter,” Kaz said. “Why are you
hesitating? Are you having any regrets? Remember what she did to us. Remember
how she betrayed us.”


I put aside my own feelings and
concentrated on the task. Kaz and I were thick. We’ve been raised almost like
brothers. Since toddlers, we’ve always shared. Even Tempest. She made us
believe she loved us all. Then she pulled the rug from under us when we
uncovered the truth. Tempest’s betrayal was an affront to us…a terrible
heart-wrenching one which I wanted to overlook, but couldn’t.  


“Ori’s doing his part,” Kaz
reminded me. “I didn’t think he could act so convincingly, but he’s a born
thespian.”


“That he is,” I said. “A born
show boater. It’s in all those videos. People love him.”


I zoomed up close to Tempest’s
face. Stunning. She could have a career as a model if she just walked away.
Smooth glowing porcelain skin. Flawless. High regal cheekbones, full kissable
lips that I had ravaged many times. I closed my eyes remembering how she would
use those soft lips on me, on my body. Especially when she would wrap them
around my girth. I took a deep breath before letting it out. I was already hard
just looking at those lips. 


And her silky purple hair so soft
it felt like cashmere. I remembered the first time I touched it, I couldn’t
believe hair could be so soft yet thick. Strong yet soft at the same time, like
Tempest herself.


“Her eyes,” Kaz said as the
camera zoomed in close to reveal her brilliant violet eyes. Large, almost
doe-like, and so innocent-looking. He gulped, betraying his feelings. If I
didn’t know Kaz better, he was affected just like I was, just by looking at
her. If Kaz and I weren’t born to different parents, we would probably be twins
where I could feel and sense what he felt. Even with Tempest, when we were
making love to her, we were like one unit. God, it hurt like a bitch, what she
did to us. 


I had to take a deep breath or I
would have a hard time breathing. I felt like I had been gutted, stabbed
through my heart. The pain was so deep, I almost killed Kaz, the messenger of
the news, for delivering the news to Ori and I.


Tempest wasn’t crying like we
thought she would. She was looking at Ori, her eyes bright and direct,
confident. It was the expression I loved. She was still fierce. Still defiant.
Still so fucking sexy. 


Kaz ran his hand through his
blue-black hair and his blue eyes darken into almost black as he stared at her
on the screen. “Damn, Tempest,” he swore. “Why did you have to betray us? Why
did you fucking have to make this so hard?”


I felt the same way. We all did…all
three of us K3s, what we were called everywhere since Kaz, Ori, and I were inseparable,
thicker than brothers.


Kaz took a deep breath and said,
“She messed with us, broke us, but she’ll have to pay. There is no other way.”


 


I nodded. He was right. For what
she did, she had to pay or we would never be able to trust her again. It was
our revenge to be had. 


 
















 


Chapter 2


 


Ori


 


Tempest Ryan was holding her face
in her hands, like she was about to cry. 


Of all things I hated about
this…me being right here with Tempest as though we didn’t have any history
together and one that had my world centered on, was the fact she was right here
physically in front of me, and I can’t reach out to touch her, to kiss her, or
to make love to her like I did before. And if she started crying, I wouldn’t be
able to hold and comfort her.  


Now Tempest, my Tempest, my
heart, was about to cry, and I couldn’t even console her.


But she would be paying soon.
What she did would have had her executed back in the old days. She was like a
double agent, a spy, who was now found guilty. As I stared at her, all I wanted
to do is go over to her and hold her in my arms, but then I remembered what she
did, and could only glare at her. 


What Kaz, Hunter, and I have
agreed to do was a much more humane way to make her pay. It would hurt her, but
it would hurt us more. We had loved her before her betrayal. Hurting her…was
like getting our hearts torn out once again. 


I stared at her, almost unable to
move because my heart was tearing in two as I acted indifferently towards her,
like I didn’t even know her when I intimately did.


“Ori,” Tempest said, looking up
at me with her violet eyes, a look that melted my heart. “I don’t understand
all this. Where am I really? Why does my head hurt so much? What’s going on?”


“Like I said, Miss,” I put on my
American Wall Street voice, “you had a concussion and was knocked out for
days.”


“How?”


“You fought against me in a
tournament. An underground fight. I do it for pure adrenaline rush and to
escape a high stress job. Trading stocks and commodities. But you…I think I
heard the announcer said you were fighting because you needed the money to help
your kid sister out. Well, you fought against me since you had to fight the
reigning champ, me. And well, sorry honey, you fought your best, but I still
beat you.  A head blow, unfortunately, which I always try to avoid, but you
were such a fierce fighter, I was put on defense until I had to knock you out.
You fell down hard and ended up with a concussion.”


“But how did I end up here?” she
asked, wiping her eyes. She was trying not to cry, which ate me up. She was
being so brave. 


“I didn’t want to leave you in
the ring with a concussion, Miss,” I said. “So I brought you to my hotel suite.
I fly back and forth from San Francisco to New York enough that I have a place
here when I do visit.”


“Could I have dreamt it all?”
Tempest asked.


“Whatever you’re thinking or
whoever you think I am, it could all be because you had a concussion. It makes
your head weirded out. Hallucinate.”


“Oh Ori!” Tempest covered her
face with her hands. “I hated being bullied at Kingsbury Prep by the student
body and Veronica just because I was the first common blood student admitted
there in years and not of royal blood, but I’ve grown to love it because of
you, Kaz, and Hunter. I loved you guys more than anything in the world, except
my sister Lily. Now it’s all gone. It never existed?  There wasn’t a Kingsbury
Prep or a K3? Is that what you’re saying?”


“Yes, Miss, you made all that up
while you had a concussion.”


She shook her head.  “I can’t
believe it.”


I smiled. “Well, what you said about
this Kingsbury Prep seemed unbelievable. A school just for royalty? And I’m a
prince?” I laughed. “A prince who has tattoos and fights in underground
tournaments?”


She nodded and smiled a lopsided
smile, throwing her hands up. “Yeah, crazy as it sounds, there was a private
Academy for royals to train them for leadership and diplomacy. It was the ideal
school for monarchs to send their children so they could learn how to get
along, learn about other cultures, the world, languages, etc. etc. to become
good world leaders. It was held in a beautiful castle called Kingsbury Castle,
which was once owned by the Kingmaker William of Kingsbury who could predict
and choose who would become king.” 


Tempest winked. “And yes, at
Kingsbury Prep, there was a prince who was so hot and gorgeous, his body was
like my temple where I would spend all day and night ‘worshiping’ and loving
his intricate tattoos. He and his other two crown princes were like Kings at
Kingsbury hence the name K3 so yes, he was allowed to have tattoos on campus.
Fighting in underground fight clubs…though, he did that in secret.”  Tempest
stood up and moved so fast across the ground to stand right in front of me
then.


I inhaled her scent. Her
intoxicating lavender and jasmine scent. It made my mouth water as I remember
licking her entire body and wrapping her scent around me. She had said my body
was like a temple to her, but her body was home for me. I couldn’t live without
her, and to be separated from her, was like losing a piece of me. With her, I
wanted to possess her, to eat her up. For hours, I would eat her pussy, spread
her folds wide so I could lick deep into her, plunge my tongue into her over
and over again until she was coming all over me. Then I would lick her up again
and start all over again. I couldn’t get enough of her. I wanted her so much.
So much that sometimes I didn’t want to share her with anyone, not even my
brothers from K3. 


She was so close, I could feel
her presence touch me. I could smell her hair. I could almost taste her. God, I
wanted to bunch my hand into her hair and make a fist holding her hair and pull
her back so I could plunge my mouth against hers. 


“Sounds like a wonderful dream,”
I said, gruffly.


She held up a white paper takeout
menu. All Day Dim Sum. “What is this?” 


Shit. Why didn’t we find that
menu in the room and had gotten rid of it before she woke up? 


“A menu from one of the places I
must have ordered from before. I order around here all the time when I’m in
town.”


“Oh? What did you order from
them? All Day Dim Sum is my favorite restaurant in San Francisco,” she said. “In
fact, I’m hungry right now. Starving. I’d like to order from them.” She looked
around. “Have you seen my phone?”


“You know, you didn’t have it on
you when I brought you here,” I said. “You couldn’t carry it with you into the
arena so someone must have held your phone for you…maybe? Did you bring someone
from home or you could trust to the fight? You should’ve.  Sometimes the
organizer at the more shady ones, they leave you unconscious right there while
everyone make a beehive out of there when the police would show up.”


“Great,” Tempest said. “So I lost
my phone, too.”


She touched her head with her
hand, the same one I had sucked every finger from when  she fed me pieces of
her chocolate birthday cake that day we surprised her with one at Kingsbury.


I took a deep breath and said,
“Sorry you lost your phone. Maybe you can get a new one. I know someone who
could get one to you cheap.”


She smiled her special smile that
lit up her entire face. “That’ll be great, Ori. I’d love that.”


I almost falter then. I almost
let my guard down and gave in. I loved everything about her, but it was her
smile that always got me. After getting her a new phone, I would tell Kaz and
Hunter I’m done. I text a quick message to them about getting her a phone. 


Hunter responded by saying he’d
have one delivered to the hotel suite…a phone with a new account for her. No
texts or phone calls from anyone from Kingsbury Prep. Nothing that would
deviate from the story we were creating for her. 


“I texted my friend, and he has a
phone for you. It’ll be here in a short while.”


“Thank you,” she said, looking
relieved. “It’s one less thing to worry about.”


“I’m glad,” I said, trying not to
feel anything for her. I had to remind myself she deserved this. Making her
think we were just a figment of her imagination was easier on her than the
alternative. If she ever accepted or pursued the fact that she was at Kingsbury
Prep, then she would truly have hell to pay. Not just from K3 but from so many
others. 


“You know,” Tempest said. “When I
think about it, it felt as though being at Kingsbury Prep was like some kind of
dream and nightmare at the same time. I couldn’t even tell you exactly where it
was located. And the princes from K3, I couldn’t tell you which countries they
were from, where were their kingdoms. The island of Arcadia? Sounds almost
mythical. A crown princess like Veronica? She would be put into an insane
asylum. Sounds like some kind of manga or graphic novel I had been reading that
suddenly featured me as the main female character. I mean…I was like some kind
of female Bruce Lee or John Wick, fighting off groups of guys and then girls
who were bullying me. I turned into some kind of badass fighter called Tempest
Storm and then beat them all up. Most of all, I must have dreamt it because I
dreamt I had all of these princes in my reverse harem, and we constantly had
sex. Reverse harems in real life and with crown princes? I must have been
dreaming! Oh, and everything is told from my point of view so my narration
sounded like me with all the conversation speak and so forth. I was wise-cracking,
sarcastic, and always had convenient one-liners like a movie.”


I nodded. She had described
everything about what had happened to us as though it was a manga or graphic
novel. But the crazy part of it all…it did happened, and she did do something
to us that forced Kaz, Hunter, and I to do this crazy shit set up.  At the same
time, if she ever figured things out, she deserved it.
















Chapter 3


 


Tempest


 


Great. Just great. Not only did I
seem to be whisked out of La La Land or Kingsbury Prep World with the K3s as my
beloved crown prince harem, but now I have lost my phone…with all my photos,
videos, contacts…everything I needed to remember Kingsbury Prep.


Everything at Kingsbury Prep
seemed so real. I couldn’t have dreamt everything up. I couldn’t have
hallucinated about it. 


At the same time, when I arrived
at Kingsbury, it was as if I became a different person. Everything was hyped
up, amplified like some action film. Like I was acting out some kind of action
fantasy. Tempest Storm was my alter ego. The amount of sexual action I was
getting with the K3s was insane like I was in some erotic novel like Fifty
Shades times three Christian Greys. Oh, actually, wouldn’t that be a good one I
could sink my teeth into?


I looked over at Ori, who sat
down on the blue velvet sofa in the suite’s living room. He looked very
uncomfortable and unhappy. He clearly didn’t want to be in the same room with
me. This Ori was different. Not the Ori I knew from Kingsbury World. 


I looked around. I didn’t have
luggage nor did I have a purse. 


I was dressed in my own sweats,
though. The one that Lily gave me for my birthday last year. Lily.  I had to
find her. She could tell me the truth.


I walked out of the bedroom, past
Ori, heading to the door, when Ori stood up and blocked me. “Hold on, where are
you going?”


“I’m going to find my sister,” I
said.


Ori gritted his teeth. “You have
a sister?”


“Yes,” I said. “She could tell me
what happened.”


“Where would she be? Maybe I can
walk you there since you still might have a concussion.”


“Skylark Academy,” I said. “For
girls. She’s in middle school, though.”


“Strange,” Ori pulled up Skylark
Academy on his phone’s search engine.  “There doesn’t seem to be any Skylark
Academy in San Francisco.  Looked like there was one in Los Angeles, though.” 


“She couldn’t be in Los Angeles,”
I said. “Our home is here.  Our parents’ company was located here.”


I sat back down. Nothing made
sense. 


Maybe if I found the Airstream
trailer I owned with my sister, the home we moved into when we lost our parents
and our parents’ company, 3 Kings Technologies; I could find out what happened.


But now, I had to ditch this Ori.
He seemed like he was here to keep me in line. 


I got back up again, walked
briskly to the door, and opened it.


I had to blink several times to
believe my eyes. Hunter was standing in front of me, looking gorgeous even just
wearing jeans, sneakers, and a heavy metal rock band t-shirt which was tight on
his wide muscular chest. 


I almost had forgotten how hot he
was as he looked me over and smiled.  “Hey,” he said to me. Almost as though he
knew me. “Ori, who’s this chick in your room?” he asked.


My heart fell. Of all the K3s,
Hunter and I had such an easy-going bond. He was the one who saved me from Veronica
and Sabrina, the Q2s. He was the one in the music room who had pulled me to
safety. 


“The girl fighter I beat in the
tournament, Hunter,” Ori said. 


“Oh?” Hunter said, pushing past
me into the room, without further acknowledgement. “Here,” he said to Ori,
handing him a phone. “You asked for a phone.”


“For her,” Ori said. 


“A phone’s a phone,” Hunter said.



My eyes couldn’t stop watching
him. He was that good-looking, like a K-pop rock star. He was my
artistic prince at Kingsbury. He was also the one I composed a song for.  I
started humming the song, called The Chase.  


“Hunter,” I said. “Thanks for the
phone.”


Hunter looked over, his eyes
acknowledging mine for a brief second. 


I continued humming the song. Did
he know it? If he did, I didn’t dream about Kingsbury Prep.  


“That song,” Hunter said. “Sounds
familiar.”


“It’s called The Chase,” I said.


Hunter looked confused. “No, I
think it’s something else.” He took out his phone and came over to me. We were
standing so close together, I could feel the heat between us, like the first
time we met. He showed me a website from the 1990s and played one of the songs
on there. My mouth dropped.  There it was…my song The Chase.  Only it wasn’t
called The Chase, but Victory Lap. 


“It can’t be right,” I said. “I
composed The Chase for you, Hunter. During music class. You loved it so much,
you played it with your band Tenacious during the Concert at Kingsbury.”


Ori and Hunter exchanged looks.
“I’m sorry, Miss, but I don’t recall being in any music classes with you. I’m a
tech guy. Not someone artsy fartsy. A rock band maybe but that’s every guy’s
dream, isn’t it?”


I stepped back. Who was this
Hunter who seemed so cold? I almost cried remembering how talented Hunter was
and how sexy he had always been especially that night of the concert when he
rocked the concert and won over the hostile student body.


“I miss you, Hunter,” I said out
loud. “I miss you so much my heart’s breaking.”


At that, I thought I saw this
Hunter’s hand clenched slightly as though it wanted to make a fist.


Ori’s jaws did clenched. 


“I don’t know where to go,” I
said. “My home isn’t my home anymore.  My sister is now hours away from San
Francisco…”


Ori came over, and I thought he
was going to hold me like he always did when I needed it. Instead he handed me
the phone and said, “Take it, on me. Until you get settled again, you can have
it.”


Hunter didn’t look at me, but
said, “Ori, you’re sending this girl off without a single dime on her? In San
Francisco? Don’t be that cruel.”


Ori came over and handed me a
crisp $100 bill. It was so new, I knew he had just exchanged it or gotten it
from a bank. Ori was the crown prince of a country from Europe. 


 


“Thanks,” I said, feeling
dejected. Now that I had my phone, I walked over to the door. “You may not be
the Princes from K3, but it was nice meeting you.” I walked out of the room,
closing the door behind me. 
















 


 


 


Chapter 4 


 


Tempest


 


 


As I walked out of the hotel and
into the bright morning sun of San Francisco, I breathed in the salty air. I
was near the pier, a place where I once had a good delivery route as a bike
courier.  I was at Kingsbury Prep for months, entering at the beginning of the
Spring semester of the Senior Year. I haven’t been able to get back to San
Francisco in a while. 


“Great to be home,” I said to
myself. Great to be free from the royals and all their bullying just because
they didn’t want a commoner student in their royal school. 


I walked to the Pier and watched
the seals before heading to one of the food stands to grab clam chowder in a
bread bowl. As I was sitting near the Pier, eating the warm New England
chowder, a popular treat at the Pier, I called Lily.


For some reason, I kept getting
an error message. 


I tried texting Lily but kept
getting error messages.


Now I was worried.  Where was my
little sister Lily? I found the phone to Skylark Academy and called it.


“Hello?” a friendly woman’s voice
said. “How may I help you?”


“Hello,” I said, “I’m looking for
a girl name Lily Ryan. She’s my little sister, and she isn’t responding to my
calls.”


“Let me check. I’m sorry, Miss,
there isn’t a student here name Lily Ryan.”


“No, that must be a mistake. Lily
is enrolled in your school.”


“Are you sure this is the right
school?”


“No, do you have a campus in San
Francisco?” I asked.


“We did, but it was suddenly shut
down. Most of the students were transferred here.”


“Then Lily should be at your
school,” I said.  “If not, where could she have gone? Where did the students
who didn’t transfer go? Please help me find my little sister.”


“Miss, we are not allowed to
disclose student’s contact information without authorization.”


“But I’m her legal guardian. I’m
her sister, the only blood relative she has. You have authorization from me to
tell me where she is. She’s now missing. Please help me.”


“Can you send over a form of
identification so we can get an authorization?”


I checked my phone and found
nothing. Of course, it was a blank new phone. And suddenly, it seemed as though
I didn’t have an identity. 


But I had a strong memory. A
photographic memory which comes and goes at times.  What were all my numbers? 


I concentrated hard, trying to
remember numbers that I had always just pulled up from my records. Suddenly, I
remembered the number to my bank and called it.  


“Hello?” a friendly male voice
asked.  “This is Sutter San Francisco Bank. How may I help you?”


“Hi, I’m Tempest Ryan, a banking
client.” I gave him my account number. “How much do I have in my account?”


“Ms. Ryan, it appears you don’t
have an account with us any longer. You closed your account a couple of days
ago.”


“That’s impossible. I did not
close my account. I would have remembered.”


“There was a Ms. Ryan who closed
the account. Had your photo and numbers…”


“But I wasn’t here to close it!”
I shouted. 


“You don’t have to be. It was
closed over the phone.”


“Where did the phone call come
from?” I asked. “You do have a record of that, don’t you?”


“We will have to get a security
specialist to comb through all the records for that, and that could take
months.”


“You’re serious?”


“Yes, our records are handled by
a security company outside of the bank. I’m sorry I couldn’t help you further
with that. Is there anything else I could help you with?”


“What’s the name of the security
company then?”


“I’m afraid I cannot tell you,”
the man said. 


“Look, I had a large amount of
money held at your bank, and…”


“I understand that, but I could
not give away any security information. It would be detrimental to the bank. We
simply can’t give that information away, and…”


“Thank you for your time,” I
said, hanging up.


I was adding it up, the only
other person who had authorization to the bank and to the information about
Skylark Academy was my sister Lily. But she was only 11 years old. How would
she be able to close an account and change schools without an adult
authorization?


She must’ve been the Ms. Ryan who
called the bank. 


No matter what, I had to find my
sister. 


She was the one who sent in an
application for me to Kingsbury Prep when they made the announcement they were
looking for an extraordinary student to be the first non-royal to attend the
prestigious and high exclusive school only for royals. 


Lily was also the one who gave me
information about the K3s, which I couldn’t find anywhere. She also found out
we were descendants of Kingsbury himself. 


And, she told me about the $5
Million dollars that were wired to me…the amount plus the prize money I
remembered winning from the underground fighting tournament. It was enough to
buy all the shares of 3 Kings Technologies, the company my parents started, and
I was a part of…the company their partner Sloane stole from us when my parents
died and left Lily and I penniless, homeless, and orphans.


So…what was going on? Why was Ori
and Hunter messing with me? Were they? Did I really attend Kingsbury Prep? Did
I really win the fighting tournament? Did Lily really attend Skylark Academy?
Most importantly…where was she?


With just a phone in my hands and
nothing else, I was now homeless, penniless, and without any real identity.  I
needed to get things squared away fast, especially since Lily was missing. 


I called Mr. Nichols, my parents’
longtime attorney and the one who handled the takeover of 3 Kings Technologies.
He should know what happened. He was reliable and someone whom my parents
trusted.


The phone kept ringing and
finally went into voicemail. 


I tried texting him, but he
didn’t answer. 


Not Mr. Nichols, too. 


It was as if my entire existence
was wiped out. My past at least.


This doesn’t change the present
or the future, I told myself. 


I wanted to cry. I wanted to give
in to despair. But I couldn’t. My fighting spirit in me was too strong for
that. Survival. It was my primal instinct.


It was what helped me survive the
streets when Lily and I first became homeless.  I could do it again. 


I walked over to the nearest
consignment store and bought a used bicycle for $10. It needed a paint job, but
it was still in working order. For now, it would be the way I could get around
town.


I rode my bicycle to the trailer
park where Lily and I had our Airstream trailer, which was our pride and joy
when we lived in it. Helen, our neighbor who acted more like a close aunt to
us, said she would watch our trailer for us while we were away.


As I rode in, I prayed the
trailer was still there. It would be my shelter while I figured out everything
that was going on.


I turned the corner on the
familiar route and sighed a breath of relief when I saw Helen’s trailer. Still
the same with the garden in front and the yellow and white stripe awning that
jutted out from the side to provide cover for the little table and chair porch
set she had in front. Helen, who always had a smile on her face, was the aunt
we always wanted. She had left her country years ago, because of some family
dispute, came to America to find independence. She was happy living on her own
at the trailer park, but had embraced Lily and I when we moved there. If it
wasn’t for Helen taking care of Lily, I wouldn’t have been able to work all the
jobs I needed to provide for us. 


Helen was outside watering her
garden when I pulled up.


“Helen?” I called. 


She looked up. Her long grey
black hair pulled back into a pigtail fell over her shoulders. “Tempest?” 


I got off my bike and ran to her,
pulling her in for a tight hug.  


“Oh my goodness, Child,” Helen
cried, “I’ve missed you.”


“I’ve missed you, too,” I said.
“So much. I thought I’ve lost everyone I loved and was close to when I woke up
today. It had been a strange crazy day.”


“Your home,” Helen said. “I’ve
kept it just as you had it. I couldn’t sell it as you’ve instructed me to do.
It reminded me too much of you two. You and Lily are like my granddaughters,
you know.”


“I know,” I said sniffling. 


“Come inside and take a look at
your place,” she said. “I kept it clean because I knew you would be back.  If
not for the holidays, but soon.”


“I was only going to be at
Kingsbury Prep for the rest of my Senior Year,” I said. “Just months there
until I graduate.”


“Oh yes, Kingsbury Prep,” Helen
said, suddenly frowning. 


My heart started racing. It did
exist. I didn’t make it up. “You’ve heard of the school?”


“Of course, silly,” Helen said.
“Lily and you were so excited for you to go.”


“I did go,” I said. “It just
wasn’t what I thought it would be.”


“Royals,” Helen said. “You never
could expect them to be normal. But then again, they have their personal
problems too. Only louder.”


“You can say that again, Helen.”


“Why are you back?” Helen asked.
“Don’t you have to finish school and graduate? After all the hard work you put
into school?”


I didn’t want her to worry so I
said, “It’s Spring Break so I wanted to come home.”


“Oh Sweetie,” Helen said. “I’m so
glad you came home. Things have not been the same without you.”


“And Lily,” I said. “Do you know
where Lily is?” 


“Isn’t she at the boarding school
for girls? Skylark Academy?” Helen asked. “You mean she’s not there?”


“Skylark Academy’s San Francisco
campus closed and the students were transferred to their Los Angeles campus,
but Lily wasn’t,” I said. “I don’t know where she is, and I lost my phone, and
it seemed everything I thought happened didn’t really happened.”


“Hold on,” Helen said. She took
my arm and led me into my trailer. It was just like the way I left it, but
neater, cleaner. 


“You did a great job taking care
of this place,” I said. “Thank you, Helen.” I hugged her again. 


“My pleasure,” Helen said. “I
knew you would return soon. Now sit down at the table. I’ll bring you lemonade
and cookies. I just made some.” She went to the fridge and took out a pitcher
of lemonade and some glasses which she placed in front of me. “Hold on, I’ll
have to get the cookies from my oven,” she said, leaving to go across to her
trailer.


Coming back to this small
trailer, the size of Kaz’s Kingsbury Prep mansion’s bedroom closet, had never
felt better. I looked around, appreciating the positive sayings pinned to the
walls and the bright cheerful photos of places Lily and I would like to see
around the world. We were so poor but we were happy in this trailer. For about
two years we lived here, growing up and learning to take care of ourselves. I
was only 16 years old when we lost our parents, and Lily was 9 years old.
Living on our own made more sense than being separated and having to go live in
foster homes so I was fortunate enough to have Mr. Nichols declared me
independent and the guardian for Lily. 


Helen came back, carrying a tray
of shortbread cookies fresh from the oven. “Hmm, Helen, you always make the
best cookies,” I said taking one and gobbling it. 


“Baking is my passion, only I
don’t have anyone to share it with except you girls.”


“We are so lucky to be your taste
testers then,” I said. “You’re so good, Helen, you could sell these.”


“No, it’s just a hobby of mine,”
Helen said.


“I could sell these for you and
deliver them,” I said. “We can sell them at all the restaurants along the Pier
and even gift shops. I’m sure they would love to sell something local and help
you out.”


“There you go, Tempest, being so
enterprising.”


“Can’t help it,” I said. “My
parents were, and I grew up working at 3 Kings Technologies with them. They
taught me to be enterprising as long as I could remember. 3 Kings Technologies
were every bit a part of me as it was my parents’ company.”


“What happened to it, Tempest,”
Helen asked. “I never fully understood.”


“Well, when my parents died,
their silent partner who never lifted a finger to help run the company suddenly
appeared and said my parents owed him all the shares from the company because
they never paid him. Lily and I didn’t know anything about that since we weren’t
there to know what kind of deal my parents had with Sloane. Without any way to
prove him wrong when he produced some papers, the court awarded him the entire
company. But it wasn’t enough. He kicked Lily and me out of our family home, repossessed
it along with all of our family’s belongings, including paintings by my mother
of us, and left us homeless and penniless.”


Helen looked so angry, she could
burst. “How heartless. Especially when you’ve just lost your parents.”


“Speaking of which, I can’t lose
Lily too, Helen. Do you have any idea where she could be? Knowing Lily, I think
she’ll be alright, but I need to find out for sure.”


“Lily is a smart one, for sure,”
Helen said. “She’s like her older sister. Tough.”


“I hope she didn’t fall for some
stupid ruse or something like her older sister did,” I said. 


“Oh?” Helen asked. “Why did you
say that?”


“I think when I went to Kingsbury
Prep, I was constantly trying to fit in, that I became someone who really
wasn’t me. I got caught up in some stupid ritual they had there called The
Black Envelope.”


The color on Helen’s face
drained. “You were part of The Black Envelope?”


“I was the target,” I said. “I
didn’t want to tell you, Lily, or Mr. Nichols because I didn’t want you to
worry about me. But I had many incidents where I was bullied and even
threatened with death.”


“How dare they bully my Tempest,”
Helen said, clenching her hands.


“It’s okay,” I said. “I survived.
But I heard that someone died from being targeted by the Black Envelope. And
another student became insane after he narrowly escaped.”


“Stupid rituals,” Helen said.
“How could they let that happen?”


“It started out in a noble way
and with a better intention back in World War Two, as a way for the school to
weed out Nazis from the student body. The war outside the school was affecting
how students treated each other at the school, so the student body President
came up with it to help with the Ally cause. It worked.”


“So you threatened them that much
that they had to target you with the Black Envelope?” Helen asked.


“I’m the first commoner to set
foot on their campus deliberately to open their doors to the outside world.
It’s a change so drastic, they targeted me just because I was a symbol of
change for them.”


“Just like being bullied for
changing the way people like to read their romances,” Helen said. 


“What?” I asked.


“Oh, when you and Lily left, I
started reading romances and even joined a book club at the local bakery café
where we pick books to read. I picked a bully romance book, and it wasn’t the
same as the ones out there, and got bullied for picking something different
when all I wanted to do is open the minds of my fellow book club members to try
something new and to appreciate authors who are trying to innovate their
genres.”


“Good for you, Helen,” I said. 


“I left my country because they
were so stubborn with keeping things the same way for hundreds…no, thousands of
years. They were falling behind the times, the economy there had weakened,
people were losing their jobs, and wanted change. Still the monarchs there were
too stubborn for change. So…I left. I couldn’t change their minds.  Only
education and being open-minded could.”


“I don’t know if I want to return
to Kingsbury at all, Helen, to tell you the truth.”


“You don’t have to, Tempest,”
Helen said. “But it depends on the reasons. Is it because they are trying to
force you out? Or is it because of personal reasons?”


I wasn’t a quitter. I hate to
admit defeat. Out of pride alone, I wouldn’t quit school just because some
dumbass bullies wanted me out of their school. I wouldn’t be quitting Kingsbury
Prep because of the Black Envelope target on me. 


Personal reasons? The only
personal reason at Kingsbury Prep would be my relationships with the K3s. I
thought they loved me. I knew I loved them. 


But why were they acting like I
never went to Kingsbury Prep and that I never met them? Ori and Hunter at the
hotel were not the same ones from Kingsbury Prep. And where was Kaz, the King
of Kingsbury Prep? 


Something was up, and I was going
to find out what it was or die trying.  I was going to play their game to
uncover their scheme.


“Helen, thank you for that wise
advice,” I said taking her hands and squeezing it. “I’m not going to quit. I
can’t. I was chosen to be there for a reason, and I can’t let bullies force me
to do something I don’t want to do…which is quit. I’ll never let anyone force
me to do anything I don’t want to do. I can’t. It’s not in me. I’m going back
to Kingsbury Prep to finish what I started. I’ll be the first commoner to
graduate from Kingsbury Prep, whether they like it or not.”


Helen beamed at me, raising my
hand up like a champion. “There’s my girl!” she exclaimed. “There’s our
champion! I knew you were the one they were looking for, despite all the
threats…”


My mind perked up. “Threats? What
threats, Helen. Has someone threatened you or Lily while I was away?”


Helen looked down, mouthing
silently, “Shoot”.


“Helen?”


“I didn’t say anything.”


“Did anyone threatened you?”


“There were some threats,” Helen
said. “For Lily. They didn’t know about me, plus I don’t bend to anyone’s
threats. But I was worried about Lily, and I didn’t want to worry you about
it.”


“Is that why Lily is no longer at
Skylark Academy?”


Helen nodded. “Just know, she’s
safe and in good hands.”


“Mr. Nichols?” I asked.


“He’s on top of things,” Helen
said. “But just don’t expect to hear from him. He has reasons to avoid contact
with you. He will reach out to you if he needs to.” Helen then quickly spilled
a jar of sugar on the table, wrote something in the pile with her finger, and
looked at me then looked down at the pile.


“They are watching you.”


I nodded.


She exclaimed. “Oh I’m so clumsy,
I spilled.” She wiped the sugar off the table.


“I need to get ahold of him,” I
whispered.


She nodded. 


I was going to use my phone to
call him, but Helen shook her head. The phone Hunter had given me was tapped.
No wonder none of the numbers worked. They were diverted to other numbers. I
couldn’t get ahold of Mr. Nichols because of it.


“Thanks,” I said. “For
everything. I love you, Helen like family.”


“I love you too,” Helen said,
hugging me. 


I took out a backpack from my
closet, filled it with clothes and a few things, including the tin box I had
filled with cash and mother’s precious jewelry. If I couldn’t get ahold of Mr.
Nichols to gain access to my accounts, I’ll need to pawn my mother’s jewelry.


As soon as I rode out of the
trailer park and into downtown, I went to a trash can and dumped Hunter’s
phone. 


Going to a drugstore I’ve never
been to, I purchased a cheap phone without a subscription plan. Harder to
trace, too, in case whoever was watching me or listening in on me was tracing
me.


If they wanted to erase my
identity, I could do that myself. But I could do it so they couldn’t even find
me, if they tried.


So Mr. Nichols and Lily were in
hiding. I figured they also managed to take out whatever amount I had left over
in my bank account after we purchased 3 Kings Technologies. 


I sighed. At least they were
safe. 


Helen, who they didn’t notice as
being anyone close to me, was left alone.


So, whoever was tracing me, was
going after my family and anyone close to me. Could that mean the K3 was just
acting like they didn’t know me to keep me safe?


I wanted so much to believe they
had not deliberately ghosted me. To pretend that I never existed was cruel and
painful. 


It was worse than breaking up. 


As painful as it was to confront
what had happened, I had to. I needed to see Kaz, Hunter, and Ori again. 
















 


 


Chapter 5 


 


Tempest


 


 


Using my new phone, I called Mr.
Nichols on his private line which he had set up for Lily and I to use in case
of emergencies. Why I had forgotten that, I didn’t know. 


He didn’t answer, but I left a
message for him to call me. Or at least to let me know how Lily was doing.


Right after I left the message, a
woman selling flowers from the corner newspaper stand walked over to me and
handed me a lily flower. “Lilies are flowering well in Spring,” she said. “In
the sun they are flourishing, especially when they have all the water and
nutrients that they need.”


“Thank you,” I said. “And where
do lilies grow the best?” I asked.


“Where there are 3 Kings,” she
said.


“Thank you again,” I handed her
some coins, and placed the lily in the basket at the front of my bike. 


Where there are 3 Kings.


Did she mean the K3’s? Kaz,
Hunter, and Ori?


Or 3 Kings Technologies?


It couldn’t be with the K3’s if
they were acting the way they did with me. Strange and aloof. 


I pedaled faster headed to the
building where 3 Kings Technologies was headquartered. Could Lily be there?


Locking my bicycle on a post near
3 Kings Technologies, I walked in. I was glad I had changed out of the sweats I
had on this morning and had freshened up at my Airstream trailer. I was wearing
a nice crisp button down shirt with beige slacks, flats, and a navy blazer as I
approached the receptionist in front.


“Hi,” I extended my hand. She was
new and wouldn’t remember me from over 2 years ago when I used to visit 3 Kings
Technologies every day. “I’m Tempest Ryan, the owner of 3 Kings Technologies.
We haven’t met.”


The girl’s bland face lightened
up and she stood up. “Oh, Ms. Ryan, nice to meet you. Sorry about that.  I
couldn’t recognize you. I’m Becky.” 


“Nice to meet you Becky. Can you
buzz me in?  I left everything at home and just wanted to visit the office.”


“Sure thing,” she said, pressing
a button to open the gate into the Executive offices.  I headed right into the
President’s Office. 


Without knocking at the door, I
walked straight in. Sitting there in front of a large computer monitor on the
President’s desk, was my sister Lily.


“Lily,” I said. “Thank God you’re
alright.”


“Tempest!” she jumped out of the
cushy Herman Miller chair and ran to me, hugging me tight.


“Oh my God, Lily,” I said,
squeezing her. “Don’t ever disappear on me again.”


“I’m sorry, Tempest,” Lily said.
“I didn’t mean to. I didn’t even had time to tell you, plus the threats said if
we got in touch with you, something horrible would happen to you.”


“Poor Lily,” I said hugging her.
“Sorry I put you in such a predicament. I didn’t want you to leave Skylark
Academy and our home.”


“Mr. Nichols thought it was safer
to pull me out of Skylark and have me stay here. There’s a penthouse suite
built into this building so I could live here, plus the security here is top
notch.”


“I’m just glad you’re safe and
well,” I said. 


“What about you?” Lily asked.
“Are you okay? Why aren’t you at Kingsbury? Did something happened?”


She looked at me with her wide
blue eyes, the color she had inherited from Mom. 


“It’s Spring break,” I said, “So
I thought I’d visit home.” I hugged her tighter. “Plus, I miss my baby sister.”


“Tempest,” Lily said. “If they were
threatening me with death and all kinds of things, then what are they doing
with you? Are you really alright? How’s K3? Ori? Kaz? And Hunter? Are they now
your friends?”


I didn’t know how to answer her
so I just smiled. “Well, Kingsbury Prep is not a place for commoners yet. We’re
working on that, though. And the K3? I did become friends with them, but I’m
not sure what’s going on with them right now. Boys…word of advice about them,
Lily, until you really know them, don’t trust them.”


“You know, Tempest, even though
it was my idea for you to go to Kingsbury Prep, you don’t have to go,” Lily
said. “I don’t want you in danger. I don’t know what is going on there, but
Tempest, I’m not dumb. I’m also not like a normal 11 year-old. I had to grow up
fast like you did when we lost Mom and Dad. You can tell me what’s really going
on. I’ll always be on your side, Tempest.”


“I forgot you’re a 30-year-old in
an 11-year-old body,” I said.


Lily laughed, “No, an ancient
alien in a kid’s body.”


“Still watching those reality tv
shows?”


“Trying to catch up on them. I
missed out on several episodes when I was at Skylark.”


“Missed Skylark?” I asked.


“Yes and no,” Lily said. “The
academy life is lacking for me, but I enjoy the education. Mr. Nichols found a
good solution for me for school though. I’m getting schooling one-on-one with
the instructors so I don’t have to go in for school. That way I could get the
education but don’t have to go to the school that would expose me to any
security concerns. The school is happy with that, too.”


“That is a good solution,” I
said. 


“Plus, now that 3 Kings is ours,
Tempest,” Lily said. “I’m here trying to help run things.”


“You?” I asked.


“The only other person who owns
this company is you, Tempest, but you’re at Kingsbury.”


“I can help run the company from
afar,” I said. 


“You have the real experience to,
Tempest,” Lily said. “Me, I may be smart, but I really don’t have the
experience. There are senior management here who are keeping the company going,
but since Mom and Dad, the company has been faltering. They need a real leader.
You know Sloane didn’t even bother. He was here just to collect the cash at the
end of the day.”


“I know,” I said bitterly. 


“They are only listening to me
because I’m a Ryan,” Lily said. “They think I’m you, so I’ve been pretending to
be because I’m underage.”


“So you’re the Ms. Ryan who
closed the bank account we have,” I said.


“Guilty,” Lily said. “I had to
close it immediately because one of the threats were that they were going to
hack all our accounts and steal everything we’ve got from the banks. Mr.
Nichols and I had to act fast. Sorry about that.”


“I knew something was up, and
yes, I did think it was you. Quick thinking.” 


I sat down and looked around. The
office looked almost the way Mom and Dad had left it. Sloane didn’t change a
thing. 


“Remember when we used to stay
here while Mom and Dad worked late into the night?” I asked Lily.


“Yes, Mom had all my toys here so
I didn’t mind.”


“It’s like coming home, isn’t it,
Lily?”


“Yes,” Lily said. “Why don’t you
stay here with me in the Penthouse Suite? Did you know Mom and Dad had it
built? Must have been a place they had to stay in when they worked really
late.”


“I don’t remember the room at
all,” I said. “How did you find out about it?”


“Mr. Nichols said they had one,
only it was very well hidden, with a secret door that looks like a wall, in
case of emergencies,” Lily said. “In my case, it was an emergency.”


“Lily, about those threats…can I
see them?”


Lily looked apprehensive. “Sure
you want to see them? They’re pretty rude.”


“Lily, I’m older than you. I can
handle rude.”


“Okay,” she said. She pulled out
a notebook and handed it to me.


 


I couldn’t believe what I saw.  


“This is by no means the work of
some genius,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean you or Mr. Nichols should take the
threats lightly.” 


I looked over the crude
hand-drawn pictures. They were child-like and childish. 


I read one out loud. 


 


If you don’t pull out of Skylark
Academy, we will kidnap your sister and feed her to sharks.


 


You and your sister will be
penniless because we will hack your computer and steal all your money from your
bank accounts.


 


If you contact your sister
Tempest, we will kidnap you and sell you into prostitution in some country with
dirty bathrooms.


 


“What?” I said. “This sounds too
much like someone I know back in Kingsbury.” I turned to Lily. “Look, I only
have a few months left before I graduate from Kingsbury. Then I’ll be back full
time to help run 3 Kings.” 


“Mr. Nichols and Helen have been
taking good care of me. Like parents,” Lily said, smirking.


“What are you smirking about?” I
asked.


“I think they’re into each
other,” she said.


“Oh? That’s great! I think it’s
about time both of them found love. They are good people, too. They deserve
each other.”


“What about you?” Lily asked.
“Have you found love with any of the Princes? I really want you to become a
Princess, you know.”


“I may have,” I said. “But then
again, they were acting so weird, I don’t know what’s going on or what will
happen in the future.”


“Who’s your favorite K3 prince?”
Lily asked. “Do you have one? From looks and description alone, I’d like Kaz
since he’s the King, but Hunter is so dreamy and artistic, and Ori…he’s just
hot.”


“Lily…you’re too young to be
thinking of them that way.”


“I’m a tween. Tween girls are
already boy crazy. Who do you think are the biggest fans of boy bands?  Tween
girls!”


“You’re right about that,” I
said, rolling my eyes.  “God help us.”


“Whatever is going on with them,
Sis, you can solve it. I have confidence in you. Those boys don’t know who
they’re dealing with…Tempest Storm!”


“That’s reassuring,” I said. “I
did win the tournament, didn’t I? As Tempest Storm?”


“You beat the White Night fair
and square,” Lily said. “Or should I say…Ori.”


“Why the heck did Ori acted like
he beat me and was not the Ori from Kingsbury?” I asked myself.


Lily heard me and said, “Maybe he
was threatened too, and he had to act differently towards you?”


“I don’t know, but I will find
out.”


Lily’s face grew sympathetic. “Ah
Tempest, you care for them…the princes. I could just tell. Just now. Your
expression changed when you talked about Ori, Hunter, and Kaz. You must like
them because it shows on your face.”


I choke back some tears. I did
like them. I loved them. But something wasn’t right. 


“Will you stay in SF for the rest
of Spring Break?” Lily asked.


“Since I’m home, I will.  I’ll
help you and Mr. Nichols with 3 Kings as much as I could while I’m here.”


“Good,” Lily said. “I really
missed you even though I was so busy with Skylark Academy.”


“I missed you too,” I said.
“Although I was really busy at Kingsbury Prep.”


“Kingsbury Prep sounds so
wonderful,” Lily said. “Maybe I could go there someday.”


“Maybe you could. I hope you
could, but I won’t let you go there if it’s the same as it is now. I’ll need to
help Ms. Turlington turn it into the kind of Academy worthy of its name.”


“If there’s anyone who could
change things, you could, Tempest.”


“And I could always count on you
being my biggest cheerleader,” I said. “Thank you.” 


 


 
















 


 


Chapter 6 


 


Tempest


 


For the next couple of days, I
spent as much time as possible with Lily at 3 Kings Technologies while enjoying
the sights with her including taking her out to the Pier with Helen and Mr.
Nichols. 


We visited Alcatraz, and rode the
cable cars, pretending to see San Francisco for the first time. We did a ghost
tour of San Francisco’s Chinatown and watch ladies in a restaurant window make
dumplings from scratch.


It was at Golden Gate Park’s Art
Museum that I thought I saw a familiar face and body.


My heart stopped for a second
while I took him all in. He still had that effect on me so much so that even
Lily stopped to glance over. 


He wasn’t dressed in the t-shirt,
jeans, and sneakers that I last saw him in but a stylish custom navy silk suit
cut to fit his lean but muscular form. His black hair was slick back while he
stared at a painting. 


“Whoever he is,” Lily said, “he’s
gorgeous.”


“That’s Hunter,” I said. 


Lily’s eyes lit up. “He’s here in
San Fran? Come on, introduce us. I want to meet him!”


We walked up to him as quiet as
we could since we didn’t want to disturb someone studying a painting, as was
custom at all museums. 


When we were close enough, I
could feel the electric heat that had always been between us…the unexplainable
chemistry we shared even when we weren’t touching. 


Hunter’s eyes were closed. “Tempest,”
he whispered so softly as though he was talking to himself. 


“Hunter,” I said bright and
cheerful. 


His eyes opened, and he whirred
around to face me. Taken by surprise, his eyes gazed into mine with a look of
affection and happiness. 


I smiled. Maybe Hunter was back
to being the Hunter who once celebrated his album hitting the top 100 on
Billboard by eating chocolate cake off of me. “You were always my Artistic
Prince,” I said. “My favorite class was my Art one which you taught,” I said
standing so close to him by his side to stare at the same painting. 


Lily walked up to stand next to
my other side, studying the painting just like we were. 


“Is that cubism?” Lily asked.


“It’s a form of it,” I said.
“Abstract. The artist wanted to create a 3 dimensional appearance on a flat
surface so he used a form of cubism to achieve the effect.” I deliberately made
a mistake, hoping Hunter would correct it.


Instead, he walked off, ignoring
me and Lily.


“Wow,” Lily said. “Are you sure
he was Hunter? He acted like he didn’t know you.”


“Whatever,” I said. “He was rude.
He may have something against me, but he didn’t have to be rude to you.”


Lily was beaming. “I got to meet
Hunter from K3. I know he was rude and arrogant, but he was every bit how I
pictured an arrogant prince to be, especially K3. He’s living up to my expectations.”


“Lily, I couldn’t believe you
like that crap…mean bully boys type. Boys should treat women like queens, not
bully them.”


“They’re sexy,” Lily said. “Guys
like Hunter and Kaz, who really must be much more arrogant because he’s the
King, would be really sexy.”


“Lily, I hope you don’t fall for
any of them. No one wants to be treated like shit, um, crap, by someone they
loved.”


“If Hunter treated you like crap,
would you dump him?” Lily asked.


“Most definitely,” I said. “Women
shouldn’t put up with that from a man.”


“And if he was mean to you?” Lily
asked.


“I would be mean right back at
him,” I said. “We Ryan women would never be someone’s doormat.”


“Helen is reading a lot of those
bully romances, and she told me some of the bully boys in there were downright
mean and criminal,” Lily said. 


“I could just say that I could
not tolerate that cruelness long before I give them their own medicine. Being
abused would never be sexy. There is such a thing as being a commanding and
take charge alpha, and then there would be such a thing as being a hurtful and
abusive criminal. When a man ever becomes abusive to you, thinking that was
sexy and physically hurting you, just walk away. It would never be romantic
when you’re beaten to death by the very person who claim to love you.”


Lily nodded and said, “Gotcha.
You know, Temp, I started taking martial arts from your teacher. He said I have
the same ability to quickly grasp concepts. I’m motivated now to get really
good at it.”


“Good,” I said, walking with Lily
past a section in the museum which was new. 


In the far corner, staring at a
painting, was Hunter. 


Knowing that sound would carry in
the room, I turned to Lily and loudly said, “Out of all the K3s at Kingsbury
Prep, I liked how Hunter always seemed like a gentleman. If I had to choose
only one of them, though, I would probably not choose him.”


I noticed at that moment, how
Hunter’s head snapped back. 


Lily asked. “Why wouldn’t you
choose him, Tempest?”


I said, “He always went along
with Kaz and had never stood out more than Kaz. At least Ori said he would fight
for me, if I would only choose one.”


I saw Hunter’s fist clench then. 


“So it would either be Kaz or
Ori?” Lily asked.


“Or none,” I said. “None of them
alone would be man enough for me.”


At that, Hunter turned around,
and his face was twisted in pain and rage. Good, he heard me, and he cared
about what I said. 


He took one step forward like he
wanted to run over to me, but stopped. He was looking at Lily and then at me. He
opened his mouth to speak, but then closed his mouth again.


I turned to Lily and said, “I
have to talk to him. Stay here?”


Lily nodded and pushed me
forward.


I walked over to Hunter and
touched his shoulder. As soon as we made physical contact, Hunter almost
jumped. “Hunter,” I said softly. “Are you okay?”


He turned his head away from me.
I looked over at Lily, who went to sit on one of the benches. 


“It’s okay,” I said. “We’re
alone. Can you tell me what’s going on?”


Hunter looked like he was in such
pain. 


“I’m not supposed to talk to
you,” he said. “But it’s killing me.” 


“Why?” I asked. “Why can’t we
talk and be the same as it was?”


“I don’t want to hate you,
Tempest,” Hunter said. 


“Why do you have to hate me?” I
asked. “What did I do to make you hate me?”


Hunter looked at me and there was
so much pain in his eyes, I reached out to hug him, but he pulled away. “If you
don’t know, then it’s not for me to tell you.”


“Then I’ll just have to find out
myself,” I said. “Even if I go back to Kingsbury, I will.”


“Tempest,” Hunter said, pulling
me to him. He was looking into my eyes as though he wanted to find the truth in
them. “Don’t go back to Kingsbury. I beg you, don’t go or we have no choice.”


“Why?”


Hunter’s hand reached up to cup
my cheeks, like he did when he wanted to kiss me. He was looking into my eyes
as though he was trying to memorize me. “If you do, then this is the last
friendly kiss you’ll get from me.” He smashed his lips against mine, kissing me
with so much passion, I was breathless when we pulled apart. 


“Hunter, I love you,” I said. 


He closed his eyes. “Don’t make
this harder than it had to be. Just go.” He pushed me away, as I stumbled over
to Lily. 


Lily stood up. “How did it go?”
she asked.


“Hunter’s not himself,” I said.
“But he wouldn’t tell me why. He said I did something that changed everything,
but I don’t know what I did.”


“Sounds like quite a puzzle,”
Lily said.


“I know.” I ruffled her hair and
said, “Come on. Let’s spend the rest of this day doing something fun.”


“Let’s blow this joint,” Lily
said.


“Uh huh,” I said. 


We linked arms and walked out. I
didn’t glance back at Hunter. It would be too painful to see him.


Seeing him in so much pain and
unable to talk to me broke my heart. 


Whatever was going on, I have to
change it. I didn’t want to see Hunter look at me like that. Like I had done
something horrible, and he couldn’t even look at me again.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 
















 


Chapter 7 


 


Tempest


 


 


 


The last day of Spring Break
finally came. By now I was living with Lily in the Penthouse Suite of 3 Kings
Technologies and combing through binders after binders we had found in a safe
within the Penthouse. 


“Mom and Dad’s private notes,”
Lily said, looking through one binder after another. 


“Patents pending on several of
these inventions,” I said.  “All of these would be worth millions. But that
binder…”


I pulled out the newest binder.


Lily stopped looking at the
binder in front of her to look at the one I was pointing to. “That binder…could
get us killed.”


Lily opened it and gasped. “Do
you think that was why Mom and Dad mysteriously died?”


“That’s the thing,” I said.
“There had been no investigation into their deaths.  No evidence of foul play.
Yet suddenly, Sloane shows up, takes over the company and our house to do
what?  Not to run the company…but to search it. Maybe for this binder?”


“Well the safe we found these in
was hidden behind the bookcase,” Lily said. “He might have been looking for
them, but couldn’t find them.”


“We have to keep these hidden,” I
said. “Especially this one.”


Lily asked, “But where?”


“I don’t think anyone else but
Sloane would know about this,” I said. “And he had already searched the
building. We might as well keep it in the same place.” 


“But add some kind of booby trap
to it,” Lily said almost gleefully.


“Whatever security measure we
could do ourselves. No one should know about that binder.”


“It got Mom and Dad killed,” Lily
said.


“Supposedly.” I helped Lily put
the binders away, neatly tucked into the safe which was built into the wall.
Then closed the bookcase over it. 


If the binder was ever stolen, I
would have a backup of it, having memorized each page with my photographic
memory. 


“These binders made strange but
interesting bedtime stories,” I said to Lily.


“But at least we got to read them
together to figure out what Mom and Dad had been working on before they died.”


“Now we know,” I said as I tucked
Lily into her bed and went to sleep in mine.


 


*****


 


The next morning, I prepared
breakfast for Lily and me. Her favorite…chocolate chip pancakes, scrambled
eggs, and sausages. “The breakfast of champions,” I exclaimed plating her plate
and then scooping out the rest for me. 


I was leaving for Kingsbury today.
This time, I was prepared. Lily and I did our research, and we figured out the
shortest and fastest way to get to Kingsbury from San Francisco was going to be
about 10 hours on our company private jet. 


This time, going to Kingsbury
would be a different experience. I had a private jet at my disposal. I had a
powerful tech company behind me with some of the most brilliant scientists and
innovators working for me at my company, and I did my research on each and every
student at Kingsbury Prep since each had a biography on them courtesy of them
being a royal.


And that binder that was so
valuable Sloane went through so much trouble to try to find it…I had it
memorized in my head…the plans to build some of the most destructive weapons,
airplanes, and even drones. Mom and Dad’s plans for 3 Kings Technologies was to
become a military contractor for the government. Perhaps any government. And
they had detailed plans on building an entirely new wave of weapons the world have
ever seen.


It was mind-blowing. 


It was crazy.


Lily and I would never have
thought that of our parents. 


 


So…was it worth everything to get
3 Kings Technology back from Sloane?


Knowing how he may use it for
evil, it was worth it. 


 


So with a heavier heart upon
leaving Lily behind with the binder right next to her room in the Penthouse
Suite in 3 Kings Technologies, I hugged her good-bye, telling her that I’ll do
everything I could to finish and graduate from Kingsbury Prep. Now that I had a
private jet to use, too, I would fly back as much as I could while at Kingsbury
Prep. 


 


Then I was on my way back to the
school that nearly killed me.


Kingsbury Prep. 


 


 


 


 


 


 
















 


 


 


Chapter 8 


 


Hunter


 


 


“So you lost it with Tempest,”
Kaz said when I told him how she surprised me at the museum.


 


“She’s the only girl I’ve ever
loved,” I said. 


Kaz looked away. “She broke your
heart. She broke all of our hearts.”


“She asked me what did she do
that made me hate her? She didn’t even know, Kaz.”


“She would have known,” Kaz said.



 


“If she had known, it would make
her a darn good actress pretending not to have a clue about her betrayal,” I
said. “She was just standing there, looking as sweet and innocent as a doll
next to her little sister. Tempest had never looked so angelic, Kaz. You know
how I adored her, but seeing her there…and not being able to touch her…I don’t
know if I could ever get over her.”


“You have to,” Kaz said. “As much
as I loved her, I have to get over her.”


“As much as I support you, Kaz,”
I said. “I think she’s innocent. She didn’t try to betray us.” 


“She’s just Tempest,” Ori said
sitting in the hotel suite’s desk with his legs propped up. “You get what you
get with her…all that beautiful luscious Tempest…the hottest girl who ever
stepped onto the soil of Kingsbury Prep.”


 


I couldn’t help picturing the
first time I saw her with her long purple hair, tight body and large round
breasts. She was a goddess, and every man’s wet dream. She had been mine since
I chose her to be the first commoner student at Kingsbury when I approved her
application while I served as the student rep for the committee. I wanted her
to succeed. And now, as part of the K3, I have to keep her from succeeding. 


“Look, Hunter,” Kaz said trying
to keep control. “If you don’t go through with it, then you’re out of K3.”


Ori’s head turned towards me in
surprise. 


“You can’t mean that, Kaz,” he
said. 


“I do. What Tempest did,
shattered me. I couldn’t believe it at first. I didn’t want to because, you
know guys, I loved her so much I would have abdicated my crown for her if she
would have me. But she did the unthinkable, and I don’t know how I could ever
get over it.”


“Well, she’s on her way to
Kingsbury, Kaz,” I said. 


“Didn’t she get enough bullying
and death threats when she was there?” Kaz asked. 


“That’s not the point,” I said.
“She going back to prove to everyone and her little sister she was not a
quitter.” I had to smile. Tempest was definitely inspiring. 


“My girl’s fucking fierce,” I
said. 


 


“She had no idea what she will be
facing,” Kaz said. “Let the games begin.”


 


 


 


 
















 


 


Chapter 9 


 


Tempest


 


 


We landed on the airstrip on the
Kingsbury Prep campus, which Castle Kingsbury, a magnificent medieval castle
over 500 years old sat like a crown on top of Mount Wright, a mountain on an
island with an entire city called Arcadia.  


The flight in was scenic, as we
pass by different islands all surrounded by the azure blue waters…the same
color as Kaz’s eyes. These islands were ruled by Kaz’s family. 


Kaz, himself, was left at
Kingsbury Prep to become Trustee of the school, and to run the school, at the
young age of 14. As a crown prince of the island country which owned Kingsbury
Prep, Kaz had been left at Kingsbury Prep to serve as a sanctuary for him while
his country had some civil unrest. 


Hunter, also a crown prince, of
an Asian country, Kaz’s best friend since childhood, attended Kingsbury Prep
since age 14 as well. Their families were the longest attending families at
Kingsbury Prep and had an alliance between them. 


While Kaz had always assumed his role
as a crown prince, Hunter had traveled the world and made a name for himself as
an artist whose works have been showcased in museums all over Asia. He was also
the lead singer in a rock band called Tenacious and an accomplished musician. 


Ori, was the crown prince of a
European country. He was a rebel like Hunter, escaping his role as a crown
prince by fighting under the guise of the White Night, an underground fighting
champion. He had tattoos all over his body which were the best I had ever seen depicting
scenes from nature that his mother loved. He became a rebel when his mother
passed away and his father remarried a woman who would put Snow White’s
stepmother to shame. Although Ori was to inherit the throne, he didn’t care for
it and would rather be at Kingsbury Prep than back at his own palace. 


They were the K3s at Kingsbury
Prep, and they were already standing there together, inseparable, at the
landing when I climbed out of the 3 Kings Technologies jet.


Taller than any of the students
at Kingsbury, beautiful with healthy shiny hair, and sexy as their bodies were
the fittest, most fine-tuned bodies honed to perfection through their daily training
in Kaz’s private high-tech gym beneath his mansion. I knew because as part of
K3, I trained along with them, and afterwards had sex with each of them. 


The K3s were my reverse harem,
and I loved each one of them so much.


I was wearing my Kingsbury Prep
uniform, proudly as I descended from the jet’s stairs, carrying my backpack and
a small duffle bag.


My hair was up in a half crown
and held in place by a Kingsbury Prep plaid bow barrette. I looked every part
like a school girl but as everyone in school knew, as well as the K3, I was a
lethal fighting machine. 


When my parents were alive, they
had martial arts specialists privately train me since I was a toddler. When
they died, I found a way to keep training at the martial arts studio, where I
cleaned and maintained the equipment near our trailer park. 


If I had to take on the entire
school again because of the Black Envelope decree that Veronica and the K3 set
on me, then I would. 


If they came at me as they did
the first time I came to Kingsbury, I would invoke my own Black Envelope of all
of them. Like my favorite movie character, John Wick, my response would be “I
will kill them. I will kill them all.” 


Only, I had some humanity in me. 


I was also raised to be kind,
benevolent, and fair. 


There were some good seeds at
Kingsbury Prep, and they didn’t deserve the wrath I could unleash as Tempest
Storm, just because they attended Kingsbury Prep. 


Ms. Turlington, the President and
Principal at Kingsbury Prep, had told me she wanted me to succeed at the
school, and I had agreed to help weed out the ones who were the bad seeds and
report them to her.  Obviously it was easy for me to identify who they were
since they were the ones who would attack me, bully me, or try to humiliate me.


As I descended the steps of my
own private jet, my pleated skirt flew up, blown by the wind, and exposed the
barely there lilac lace thong I wore underneath…the same scent as the body
lotion I wore.


The lilac scent drifted to the
K3s as they seemed to stand mesmerized by what they briefly saw. 


Another strong gust of wind
surprised me, causing me to drop my duffle bag and lift my skirt up high while
I bent over to pick up my bag, exposing my butt clearly in front of the guys.


“Lord have mercy,” I heard one of
them exclaimed.


“Oh God,” another one muttered.


I knew who they were and inwardly
I smiled, knowing my guys still wanted me, despite the way they were acting.


I finally was able to pick up my
duffle, bent upward, and straighten out my skirt while I jutted out my chest,
as though I didn’t just given the guys a show.


History was one of my favorite
subjects at Kingsbury, especially on the topic of strong women rulers. In a
world where men still thought women were second class citizens or mere property
for men, the women rulers had to rely on all their assets. Cleopatra was one
who truly relished her feminine assets and used it to the best of her
abilities. Like Cleopatra, who knew how to make an entrance and to entice the
very men she wanted, I knew what my best assets were, especially when it came
to my guys in the K3.


I smiled at them when I finally
reached the bottom of the landing and approached them, swaying my hips, and
jutting out my full chest which bounced a little. I was very excited to see my
guys, and my thin bra couldn’t hide the highbeams I was giving to the guys.


Ori had licked his lips hungrily,
as he stared at my nipples then at my lips, and then at my nipples again. 


Hunter was taking all of me in as
his eyes devoured me. 


Kaz’s face remained
expressionless except for his enlarged pupils, which was definitely aroused.


“Hi Princes,” I said, licking my
teeth as I smiled seductively at each of them, my eyes half hooded before I
looked each of them in the eye, almost shyly. “Missed me?” I brushed pass each
of them, my lilac-scented hair tickling their noses as I walked by, and my knuckles
lightly brushing the front of their crotches where each of them had hardened. 


Before any of them could speak, I
walked away, swaying my hips as I walked, knowing full well they were watching me
as I walked off.


 


 


 


          


 
















 


 


Chapter 10


 


Ori


 


I had never wanted to defy Kaz
and his plans for revenge against Tempest more than the moment she stepped out
of her private jet, looking every inch like a princess, no, more like the Queen
of Kingsbury Prep.


The way she carried herself, the
confidence, the seductiveness…she outshone all the girls at Kingsbury.  Then
when her skirt flew up, revealing her beautiful sexy crotch, where I was so
intimate with, where I had spent hours licking and eating; I about lost it. I
wanted her so badly, especially since I haven’t been able to see her or touch
her, let alone make love to her for over a week. 


My mind was telling me she had to
pay for what she did, but my body was betraying me for wanting her more than
anything.


One have to admire her for
figuring out the elaborate set up we went through to try to get her to leave
Kingsbury Prep. Creating a scenario as though she had never stepped foot onto
campus and had dreamt it all was the last resort. She had looked so confused
back at the San Francisco hotel when she first woke up. 


It might have worked very well
had she not figured out her phone was rigged. Hunter and Kaz had relied on
using only the phone to keep track of her, to change things up, and to divert
her if she came close to figuring anything out. But she caught on quickly, and
we lost track of her.


“Damn, she’s smart,” Kaz said
beside me.


“Now she’s better than ever, more
prepared than the first time around, and hotter than ever,” Hunter said,
licking his lips. 


“On her own, even during all the
bullying at Kingsbury, she managed to acquire 3 Kings Technologies,” Kaz said,
almost in wonder. “I didn’t think the commoner had it in her.”


“3 Kings Technologies,” Hunter
said, pulling up information from his tablet. “A high-tech company founded by
Rachel Ryan and David Ryan, husband and wife scientists from Stanford
University who held hundreds of patents. Since their passing, the company is
now held and managed by their senior daughter, Tempest Ryan, an 18 year-old
genius and martial artist.” Hunter smiled. “Can’t say I’m not proud of her. She
came far, guys. What the blurb didn’t mention was that 3 Kings Technologies was
taken over by a man called Sloane right after her parents died. That’s when
Tempest and her little sister, who I actually have seen and looked like a miniature
version of her except she had blonde hair, became homeless and penniless.
Tempest managed to raise her sister, get straight A’s, hold down 4 or 5 jobs,
and still train during the two years period before being accepted into
Kingsbury Prep.”


Hunter continued. “For being
extraordinary and able to accomplish all that, including all the patents and
inventions she developed while at 3 Kings Technologies when she worked there as
a full-time Executive for her parents, I chose her to be the first commoner to
attend Kingsbury.”


“I respect that she was your
choice,” Kaz said. “But I was and still remain unwilling to accept a commoner
at this school.”


I shook my head. “After
everything we’ve been through with Tempest,” I said. “Remember, Kaz, I met her
before I even knew who she was, before she came to Kingsbury. I couldn’t care
less if she had alien blood rather than royal blood in her. If she had never
entered Kingsbury Prep, she would still be that girl I fell for during the
fight. She would have been mine and only mine if she didn’t come here.”


“Is that why you were eager to be
the first face she saw when she woke up and saw that the K3s were only just a
dream?” Kaz asked.


“So you could have a chance to be
with her in a different kind of world…one where you could pretend you’re a Wall
Street guy and not the crown prince?” Kaz continued. 


As much as I hated to admit it, I
did. I didn’t want Tempest at Kingsbury Prep, sharing her with Kaz and Hunter.
I wanted her to have a different life…one where she was with me, and I was someone
else other than a title and an heir to a country where there were so many lies,
politics, and intrigue in the palaces, I couldn’t even trust my own flesh and
blood. 


Kaz’s face was strict yet stoic
as he said, “Remember, brother, you were born into our world of privilege. You
were born to rule. Your birthright. Your destiny. You could not turn your back
on everything that was and would be handed down to you. Divine destiny. That is
what Kingsbury Prep is all about. And as the K3s, we need to enforce it.”


Hunter walked off then without a
word. For being so invested into getting Tempest to Kingsbury only to have to
force her out even after he had really fallen in love with her must be torture
for him. I could understand his pain because I was going through it myself.  I
was close to Hunter and Kaz, but not like Hunter was close to Kaz since their
countries were in alliance with one another. Their relationship reflected their
countries’ interdependence. 


If Kaz was to walk away from the
K3,  if he was to sever ties with Kaz, it would mean a severance between their
countries as well. At Kingsbury Prep, every relationship, was more than a
relationship…it was diplomacy which could affect countries, nations, and the
world.


“So, Kaz,” I said. “Tell me you didn’t
feel anything for Tempest before we went to San Francisco. Was this all a ruse
for you?”


Kaz bunched up his fists and
said, “You fucking bastard. You knew how I felt about Tempest. I would kill
anyone who would get between me and her. She was the most important person to
me, Ori. That was why when I found out what she did to us, it hurt so much
harder. You don’t have any idea how much it hurt that I wanted to admit defeat.
But I couldn’t. My mother nearly died from the internal war within my family, and
my great aunt…she fled the country. Everyone who believed in me need me to
stand strong. And well…Tempest, she broke me and then betrayed me. She might as
well stab me through the heart and bury me.”


I took a deep breath before
putting my arm around Kaz’s shoulders. He looked like death worn over when he
first told Hunter and me about what Tempest did. He even looked like he had
taken an overdose of pills so much so he had collapsed and Hunter had to take
him into town in Arcadia to the emergency room at the hospital to have it
pumped out. He was almost suicidal with his grief over Tempest’s betrayal. 


Of course Hunter and I couldn’t
believe it at first. We wouldn’t believe it until we saw the evidence. Still
now, we were trying to fight it. 


But we all knew that Kaz believed
it so strongly that his health, his mental state, and even his ability to live
was at stake. So was the state of Kingsbury Prep. 


“Okay, Kaz,” I said. “I’m
completely in with your plans to take down Tempest and send her packing out of
Kingsbury Prep. It really was what I wanted. She should never have come here in
the first place. San Francisco was her home. Her sister, her company…they were
there. The sooner Tempest leave Kingsbury, the better off she would be.”


 


 
















 


Chapter 11 


 


Tempest


 


I had settled back into my own
dorm room which looked like a small hotel suite that came with a kitchenette, a
stacked washer and dryer, a bedroom, and a living room. It was nothing like
Kaz’s mansion, the only full-size single property house on campus, but it was
luxurious, crafted of fine materials, and cozy.


I loud knock distracted me from
checking up on 3 Kings Technologies on my laptop. The shares were climbing back
up now that we had released a new product into the marketplace which was
quickly being sold out.


I brought back the Miracle Brush
which was a brush that stimulated the scalp to help hair growth and thicker
healthier hair. It was discontinued shortly after Sloane took 3 Kings over, but
now that I was back, I brought it back out again, but in different colors, a
sleeker and more lightweight design, and at a better price point.


I had three of them with me in my
duffle bag. A black one, a gold one, and a rose gold one. I remembered
promising Veronica’s sidekick Sabrina one if she would turn away from her evil
ways and become Veronica-free.


The heavy knocking sounded again
against my front door. I turned off my laptop and hid it in a secret drawer I
had quickly added under the desk, in case the student body decided to break
into my room and ransack everything like they did twice before.


 I walked to the door, flipped a
button on the monitor I had added to the wall next to the door, and saw that it
was Kaz.


Kaz.


My heart quickly fluttered as I
watched him on the monitor. Tall, dark, and handsome was made to describe the
gorgeous crown prince. He was also exquisitely beautiful, having been named one
of the World’s Most Beautiful People along with his mother, a true beauty,
Queen Shira. 


“Tempest,” Kaz knocked again.
“Are you there?”


I fixed my hair and opened the
door, smiling enticingly at him. “Kaz,” I said, lowering my voice seductively.
“What brings you here?”


Kaz returned my smile with a
megawatt smile of his own that made me melt a bit. He acted and looked every
inch a future king.


He walked into the room, pinned
me to the wall, and lifted my arms over my head to gather them together with
one hand. He quickly tied my wrists together and pressed his body into me,
letting me feel his hard cock against my crotch. “Tempest,” he breathed, his
mouth against my ear, “I want you so badly I couldn’t wait.”


“Oh Kaz,” I moaned. “I missed
you, especially when I didn’t see you again since we made love at the hotel
room.”


Kaz’s thumb rubbed my lower lips,
heating me up as I looked deep into his azure blue eyes. “I want you too, Kaz,
so badly.”


Kaz’s eyes were on mine,
darkening with desire. “How much, Tempest. How much do you want me?”


I took his thumb into my mouth
and began sucking on it, while keeping my eyes on his. “You’re so sexy,
Tempest,” he groaned, closing his eyes. “I want this so badly.”


He pressed into me where I could
feel his hardness like a rock against my stomach. My hands were tied together
so I couldn’t reach down to stroke him. 


“Take me, Kaz,” I said, rubbing
myself against his hardness. “I know you want to…I could feel how much you do
right there. All you need to do, Kaz, is reach down, pull my skirt up, and
shove your rock hard…”


Kaz’s free hand was already
pushing my skirt up, and snapping off the barely there threads holding my
thongs up. Then he was kneading my folds, rubbing my clit with his fingers, and
kissing my neck, my chin, and then my mouth with his full sinful lips.
“Tempest...you tempestuous temptress, I want to take you in your bed now. I
want to take you on the floor. I want to take you in the shower and turn you
around to take you from behind. I want to take all of you, possess you, and
make you forget everything except just me and you right here, right now.”


“Why don’t you?” I asked looking
at him with innocent eyes.


His mouth tore away from mine as
he pushed me down on my bed, spread my legs apart, and then stopped.


He walked over to my door, opened
it, and said, “Guys, want to take a look at what a commoner whore looks like
when she is about to be fucked? You’ve all seen it before, thanks to hers
truly.”


I opened my mouth in shock as
faces, all male, some I recognized, some were new, looked into my room at me in
bed, my wrists tied together and my skirt pulled up, while I was bare beneath.
They were all jacking off to me, into condoms. Like that time I found those
five guys trying to stage a fake rape of me but failed because I woke up and
beaten them off.


“Kaz!” I shouted. “What the hell
are you doing?”


Kaz just stood there, his face
filled with rage. “The same thing you did to me,” he said. “Giving you a small
taste of your own medicine.” Then he walked out of my room, shutting the door
behind me.
















 


 


Chapter 12


 


 


Tempest


 


 If I was anyone else other than
Tempest Ryan or Tempest Storm, I would have been humiliated. I would have felt
dirty and filled with shame.


Like many young women and girls
who have been slut-shamed, bullied, and even vilified when their naked photos
get posted online. 


It was cyberbullying, and in some
statesin the U.S., it had become criminal where perpetrators could be fine and
even jailed.


But we were in Kingsbury. We were
on some island country ruled by Kaz and his family. He could make any law he
wanted when he became king one day.


Like I said, if I was anyone
other than Tempest Ryan and Tempest Storm, I would have been so humiliated I
would have quit school, cried myself into depression, or in an extreme case,
tried to kill myself.


But I was who I was, and I have
done so many things while I was homeless and had to survive to protect my
little sister, I was above feeling shame.


Plus, like men, I have learned to
use sex as a weapon. I even, God forbid, love it.


As much as I was so turned on by
Kaz, he was as turned on as I was. Physically, he couldn’t lie about how his
body felt about me…he was rock hard and his eyes were so dilated they were
almost black. He wanted me, although he had to keep reminding himself he didn’t
want me…that I did something so horrible to him that he tried to turn off any
feelings he had for me.


Some of the male students’ photos
of a naked me turned up on the Kingsbury Prep digital bulletin board, which Ms.
Turlington quickly took down. I would have felt humiliated by it, but I wasn’t.
Social norms and acceptance at an institution where the norms were abnormal,
were something I didn’t care about. So what if they thought I was a whore. They
looked down upon hard-working commoner people whose only crime was that they
were not of royal blood, too. Therefore, I didn’t give a rat’s ass what any of
the students at Kingsbury thought of me. 


 


When she asked who instigated it,
I didn’t tell her it was Kaz. I did, however, point out each of his underlings
who took the photos and posted it. They didn’t have to take the photos, and
they didn’t have to share it. Technically, Kaz was not responsible for those
photos, so I could not charge him with them.


But I was furious with him. For
what he called me…a commoner whore.  It wasn’t a bad label to me, but what hurt
was that it came from Kaz, whom I thought had gotten past all that with me when
he took me into K3’s fold and became my protector and boyfriend. So we were
back to him trying to act like the King of Kingsbury, and the protector of the
royals there. Kick the commoner out, kick the threat to the royal status out.
Well…Kaz, how about I kick you where it hurts?


I quickly changed into a
tracksuit, pulled my hair into a ponytail, and changed from boots to sneakers
and made my way to Kaz’s mansion. He didn’t officially kicked me out of the K3s
or his mansion so I was going there to work out in his private gym.


I walked up to the door to slide
in my key, but found the lock had been re-keyed.  I tried and tried again but
it was still locked.


Through the window of his
kitchen, I noticed his butler Gerard and motioned for him to open the door.
Gerard, whom I gave plenty of food to on my birthday held at Kaz’s, greeted me
with a pat on my shoulders.


“Hello, Mistress Tempest,” he
said. “It’s good to see you back at Kingsbury Prep.”


“Was there any doubt I’d be
back?” I asked.


“Oh, just a little wager the
townfolks have in Arcadia about you lasting at Kingsbury.”


“So what is it?” I asked. “Are
the odds in favor for me?”


Gerard smiled and showed me a
sheet where he had written:


Royals: 8


Tempest: 5


 


“Umm, not bad,” I said. “I bet it
was Royals: 100 and Tempest: 0 when I first came here, so the odds have
improved.  Now all I have to do is wait for the sky to give me a signal and see
what it is they want from me…”


The reference to Hunger Games was
lost on Gerard, who acted like he was over a hundred years old, but looked
about 60 years old.


“If you must know my opinion,
Mistress Tempest,” Gerard said. “My votes’ on you. Since you showed up, Kazuo
has actually acted more human than he had ever.  He and I came to Kingsbury
when he was still so young. He was and still acted like a boy who had to grow
up too quickly. His parents raised him strictly, and all he knew were orders.
Until you showed up, I have not seen him laugh so heartily, cried over
someone’s feelings…yours, and even lifted a finger to help decorate a room…that
room he and the other boys painted and fixed up for you so you don’t miss
home…the California room.”


“So you like the commoner’s touch
here at Kingsbury?” I asked.


“It’s what Kaz need. It’s what
his country needs. What Kaz and the King and Queen don’t realize is that they
need to understand their own people and their needs…they need to be able to
come down from their high horse to hear what their people want, what the
commoners want in order to be good, wise, and effective rulers. The Civil
unrest is coming from the rift between the royals and the commoners. As soon as
Kaz and the royals realize they need to hear their people’s wishes, then the
civil unrest would die down.”


“Tell that to Kaz,” I said. “He’s
convinced I need to go, and now he’s back to trying to force me to go.” I
looked around. “Speaking of which…is he here?”


“Prince Kaz is not here,” Gerard
said. “He said he had business to attend to…” Gerard shrugged his shoulder,
“Whatever that means.”


I laughed. It was funny seeing an
old and distinguished butler like Gerard using teen girl language and
mannerisms.  Thanks to social media, it seemed the world had gone teenspeak
with its LOL, emojis, and Valley Girl speak as standard language.


“I’ll go workout in the gym
downstairs then,” I told Gerard, going down the stairs already. 


I reached the door to the
expensive high-tech gym that was like a professional gym for athletes when the
door swung open from the other side.


A sweaty Ori was staring at me as
though he had seen a ghost.


“Tempest,” he said, almost like a
whisper.


“Ori,” I said looking into his
silvery-blue eyes. 


Before I could blink, he reached
out his hand to cup my cheeks. “You’re real,” he said. “Not some sight I wanted
to see.”


“Of course I’m real,” I said
putting my own hand up to touch his face, to cup his cheeks.


He turned his face as I touched
his cheeks, and kissed the palm of my hand.


“Whenever I thought of you, I’d
head to the gym to work out so I can get you out of my mind.” Ori looked down.
“I’ve been working out a lot lately.”


“Anything I could help you with?”
I asked. “I’m about to work out myself. Would you like to be my sparring
partner?”


It was a code between us for sexy
time.  It was also a code for us to actually work out.


Ori’s face lit up, and he licked
his lips. “You have no idea how much I want to, Tempest,” he said. He opened
the door for me to enter the gym, which lit up in neon. I looked around. As
often as I had used Kaz’s gym, I was still in awe how well-planned and well-thought-out
the gym was for each level of training.


I walked into the main area away
from the exercise machines and martial arts weapons. There was a stage, with
padded floors and padded railings, which simulated the stages in the arenas of
underground fight tournaments.  This gym was where Ori trained for all his
fights. 


I unzipped my purple and white
stripe track suit jacket, stripping down to my black sports bra and black
bicycle shorts, while Ori watched me from the other end of the stage. He was
already stripped down to only bicycle shorts and sneakers. His chest was bare.
The lights were shiny against his sweaty tanned skin which were covered in the
colorful tattoos which I loved. His large biceps, also covered with bright
tattoos, were flexed, showing off how strong and powerful his arms were. 


I turned around to put my plastic
mouth guard in, but was blocked by Ori, who had advanced so quickly to me, I
didn’t even noticed him until he was bunching my hair into a ponytail, fisting
it as he pulled my head back. 


“You won’t be needing this right
now,” he said, taking the mouth guard out of my hands and setting it aside on a
tray on the outside of the stage’s railings. He bent my head back further as he
claimed my mouth with his. His kisses were savage, possessive at first as
though he wanted to punish me. For what?


I kissed back as hard as I could,
pushing myself into him, my chest crushed against his. With my foot, I kicked
his ankles, knocking him down to his knees before I press into him, pushing him
to the floor of the mat. “How much do I have to go before you tap out?” I asked
him between kisses. 


“When you come all over me,
Tempest,” Ori said. I reached down to his crotch to feel him, to stroke his
girth. 


“Oh Tempest,” Ori groaned.
“Straddle me.”


“What do I get in return?” I
teased.


I reached into his shorts and
pulled out his long hard girth, bent down and began licking him. 


“Oh have Mercy,” Ori grunted. 


I licked him with long strokes
and then sucked him along his cap. “Out of all the K3s,” I said, “I especially
love sucking on you, Ori.”


Ori’s eyes widen, and he asked in
surprise, “You do? You prefer me out of Kaz and Hunter?”


I was licking the underside of
him, then sucking him hard, which brought out an enormous groan from him.


“What do you think?” I asked.


Ori shook his head, “I don’t
know, Tempest. Only around you have I ever felt so unsure of myself. You make
me feel so vulnerable.”


“Do you want me?” I asked.


Ori closed his eyes and said,
“Every single moment, Tempest.”


“Then you’re in luck, Ori,” I
said, sitting up, “I am so heated and worked up right now, I need you to fuck
me hard until I come all over you.”


Ori grinned. “You know what you
want, don’t you, woman?”


“I do,” I said pushing my shorts
down until I was bare and straddling Ori’s waist. I lowered myself on top of
his girth and began moving my hips, riding him with long and quick strokes. 


“Oh my God,” Ori groaned. “I
didn’t think I would ever get to be in you again. I love this. I can’t fucking
imagine not having you again, Tempest.”


“Why stop, Ori?” I asked. “Take
me, Ori. Make me yours. You want me, don’t you?”


“Tempest,” Ori muttered. “I’ve
always wanted you.”


I rode him harder until we were
both on the brink of climaxing. “You said a while back that if I ever had to
choose one of you, you want me to choose you.”


“I did,” Ori said, panting. 


“Did you really mean it or was
that all just a mean vicious plan you K3s dreamed up to fuck with my mind?”


“I never intend to fuck with your
mind, Tempest,” Ori said. 


“Oh? What about that time you
said you beat me in the fight tournament, and you were really just a Prince on
Wall Street, and you didn’t know anything about Kingsbury or the K3s? What the
hell was that about?”


I was now riding Ori hard, and he
had reached up his hands to pull my sports bra up so he was circling my hard
nipples with his thumbs. I gritted my teeth as I looked hungrily into Ori’s
eyes.


“God, Tempest, when you’re in
pleasure, you look so fucking sexy,” Ori groaned. 


“Tell me, Ori,” I moaned. “Did
you ever fucked with my mind before that messed up story about me never having
been to Kingsbury?”


Ori groaned and said, “Everything
between you and me, it had been real, Tempest. I loved you. I still fucking
love you.”  He cried out and pumped harder into me until we both climaxed. 


Then he pulled me down to kiss me
gently on the lips. “Tempest, I tapped out.”


“You’re surrendering yourself to
me?” I asked.


“You won for today,” Ori said.
“But this doesn’t mean I want you to stay in Kingsbury. I really want you to
leave here as soon as possible.”


“Well, thanks for that welcome
back,” I said getting up and off Ori. 


I picked up my shorts and pulled
it on before walking over to put on my track suit. 


Ori was already behind me,
pulling me into his chest and holding me. “Trust me, Tempest. I want to protect
you. I want you to be safe. But staying at Kingsbury…you’re going to get hurt.
I’m warning you. You won’t like what’s coming for you.”
















 


Chapter 13


 


Hunter


 


 After seeing Tempest arrive in
her own jet airplane and wanting her so badly when I saw her bare bottom both
front and back, I couldn’t stand hearing Kaz’s revenge plans against her. 


I couldn’t stand hearing anyone’s
plans to hurt her. 


As part of the K3, when we took
her into our fold, we promised to protect her. I had always been a gentleman to
women, even when I was being cruel. 


But as I told Kaz and Ori,
Tempest was the first and only woman I fell in love with. It was hard enough to
share her with Kaz and Ori when all I wanted was to have her all to myself.
Then to hear Kaz want revenge for whatever she did…it was too much.


I walked into Kaz’s office at the
main building in Kingsbury Castle itself. This part was where the
administration offices were housed for the instructors, staff, and
administrators. Kaz had a private office of his own as the Owner and Trustee of
Kingsbury Prep. 


A girl with dark black hair was
in front of him as he sat on a couch. 


“Hey,” I said, “I have to talk to
you.”


Kaz touched the shoulders of the
girl and pushed the girl away from him before he stood up and pulled up his
pants.


Crouched on the ground in front
of him on her knees was none other than Veronica, herself, wiping her mouth. 


“Oh Hunter,” Veronica said. “I
know we’re kinda seeing each other, but now that Kaz and I are engaged, I guess
we shouldn’t be together?”


I looked over at Kaz. What was he
doing…exchanging Tempest with crazy bitch Veronica.


“What about Prince Rodney?” I
asked. “Weren’t you engaged to him?”


Veronica laughed and waved her
arms. “Not anymore,” she said. “Prince Rodney got a girl pregnant, so yeah, my
parents didn’t want a bastard hanging around born before my children. Plus, my
parents and Kaz’s liked the fact we both don’t like commoners attending
Kingsbury Prep.”


The door opened, and a sing song
high-pitch voice said, “Veronica, like I said, the only way I would re-join Q2
and be your sidekick would be if I could get Hunter…


Sabrina walked in then and looked
over at me like I was some kind of meat.


She was pretty in a Grace
Kelly-type of way, but could be diabolical like Veronica. But the dumb things
she would say out of her mouth…


“Hunter’s free for your asking,”
Veronica said, “Now that I have Kaz. We’ll both have a K3 princes as our
boyfriends or in my case…fiances.”


“Speak for Kaz,” I said,
disgusted. “I’m not some kind of boy toy that could be pass from one crazy
bitch to another.”


“Too bad for you, Hunter, your
country could be easily taken over by mine. Luckily for you, you’re so handsome
and hot, I wanted you for a while. But as I said, Kaz is the one I wanted all
along, though so I have to let you go. Kaz’s condition. But then Sabrina said
she had a crush on you ever since she sucked your dick…and well…I think you
would like to keep pleasing me if you want to keep your country and your
parents safe.”


I have never hated anyone as much
as I hated Veronica at that moment. I hated her for killing my cousin Allison when
she invoked the Black Envelope on her, for trying to kill Tempest, too. But now…I
could kill her right now, I was so angry.


Kaz’s face was filled with rage,
too. He had traded himself for Veronica to free me. Only for me to fall back
into Veronica’s clutches again…but with her other pawn, Sabrina.


Veronica grinned and spread her
arms wide. “I think with Q2’s Queens with 2 of the K3s, we can call ourselves
Q2K2.”


“No, no way,” Kaz said. “We are
not merging into some lame group called Q2K2. We are not merging our groups at
all. That wasn’t the deal.”


“But,” Veronica said. “Now that
your parents sold shares of Kingsbury Prep to mine, and I am a Trustee, I’d
like to declare all commoner students to be kicked out of Kingsbury. We are
closing the doors to non-royals, period. Oh, I guess we only have one…that
slutty bitch Tempest.”


I wanted to slap her face so
hard, her head would turn inside out. Not only was she calling the woman I
truly love names, but I couldn’t imagine Kingsbury Prep being owned and
operated by Veronica.


“What’s wrong?” Sabrina asked
coming up to me. “You look red in the face. Too much sun?”


“No,” I said. “Something in the
air smells rotten.”


“Oh, excuse me,” Sabrina giggled.
“I must have let out one.”


Classy. Just classy. I shook my
head. Characters like Veronica and Sabrina…were they even real? 


“Hey, Ronnie,” Sabrina exclaimed
loudly, almost like a scream that could pop out my eardrums. “I know what I’d
like to do tonight.”


“What?” Veronica asked.


“Let’s all sit at K3’s special
dining table in the cafeteria. We can lord it over all the other kids at
school, and if we see Tempest…we can really rub it in her face.”


“I thought you and Tempest became
friends,” Kaz’s deep voice said out of nowhere. 


It was the first time in days
that I heard Kaz tried to defend Tempest. Maybe he had a change of heart about
her?


Veronica shot Sabrina a murderous
look. “You what?”


“Oh nothing,” Sabrina said. “I
briefly said I wanted some Miracle Brush, and if she could get me one since she
actually was the one who invented it at her parents’ company, I would become
her friend.  But she haven’t given me one yet.”


Kaz and I glanced at each other
before looking away. Being with these two crazy bitches was worse than any
punishment we could endure. 


Somehow we needed to get out of
their clutches.


 


Kaz got up and walked over to me
saying, “You came to see me about something, Hunter. What is it?”


I glanced over at Sabrina who was
now at Veronica’s side, whispering and giggling to each other.


“I wanted to tell you that I
finally agreed with you that Tempest should leave Kingsbury Prep.”


Kaz hesitated for a while, but
said, “Why?”


“She doesn’t deserve being
bullied just because she’s the commoner. She has a little sister who relied on
her, and frankly, Tempest is too good to be with the rest of us assholes.”


Kaz actually smiled then and
said, “Spoken like a man in love.”


 
















 


Chapter 14


 


 


Tempest


 


 After visiting Kaz’s mansion and
not finding him there, I decided to take my chances and go to the cafeteria for
dinner.


Not all the students at Kingsbury
Prep were out to get me, I reminded myself. 


Veronica’s cronies would be,
though, so I’d have to watch out for them. 


Which meant only get closed
containers to drink from so no one could drop some rape drug in my drink.  


Watch who I sit next to so…again,
no one could drop any form of drugs into my food or drink.


I also made sure I triple locked
all my windows and doors of my dorm before heading out.


I was walking towards the
cafeteria when someone bumped into me in the shadowy area of the walkway going
from my dorm to the cafeteria, causing me to almost lose my balance. 


A hand steadied me, and I was
able to catch a familiar face.


Ricky. 


He was the California-surfer-looking
local resident on the island, who had water taxied me to Kingsbury Prep when I
first arrived.  He had also come through with an army of locals for security
when Ori’s security team didn’t make it during the Kingsbury Birthday Ball
celebration. 


“Hey,” he said, smiling at me
with his friendly boyish grin. He was cute in a blue-eyed, blonde hair surfer
way. “Tempest, glad to see you’re back.”


“Glad to be back,” I said. “But
what are you doing here at Kingsbury?”


“My mom…she’s the head chef for
the cafeteria. One of her staff left to go back to school so she was short
staffed. I said I could do the job, and so she hired me.”


“But aren’t you in school still?”
I asked.


“I graduated early,” Ricky said.
“I made Valedictorian and have the rest of the summer off before I start
studies at Arcadia University.”


“Congratulations, Ricky,” I said,
hugging him.


He hugged me back but seemed
reluctant to let go.


“Ricky,” I said. “Thanks for all
your help during the Ball.”


“Of course I couldn’t refuse you
asking me for anything, Tempest,” he said. He looked me over. “I never told you
this before, but you’re just stunning.”


“Ricky!” I said.


“No wonder why those princes were
so jealous when I even dare to look at you.”


“They shouldn’t be anymore,” I
said.


“Why?” Ricky asked, moving
closer.


“I’m not with any one of them,” I
said. “I’m not even sure we’re friends anymore.”


 


“Speaking of friends…you can
count on me being a friend at Kingsbury,” said Ricky. He grinned as he leaned
in closer. “Unless you want more.” He pulled me into his arms and for a brief
moment, it looked like he was going to kiss me.


“Ricky,” I smiled but pulled
back. “I’m just not ready…”


A hand clamped down on Ricky’s
shoulder. We both looked over to see whose hand it was.


Ori.


He was fuming. And I could feel
the angry eyes of Kaz, staring at me from the patio area leading to the
entrance of the cafeteria.


I didn’t know why he was so angry
at me or why he still cared whether I was with Ricky or not.


Ricky leaned over and whispered
into my ear, “Don’t sit at the K3’s usual table. Don’t eat the food served
there.”


I nodded before Ricky left.


“What’s Ricky doing here?” Ori
asked, coming to stand next to me. “Doesn’t he live down the mountain in
Arcadia?”


“Yes,” I said, “but he’s working
in the cafeteria with his mother, during the summer before he starts college.


“Friendly, isn’t he?” Ori asked.


“Well, he could be,” I said. “I’m
no longer with any of you guys, and…”


Ori reached for my wrist. “I’ll
sit with you in the Cafeteria tonight, Tempest.”


“Why?” I asked.


“Just that I think you might need
it.”


“Aren’t you supposed to be with
Kaz and Hunter?”


“Tempest, just let me sit with
you tonight.”


“Oh, okay,” I said, walking with
Ori into the Cafeteria from the Main Entrance.


With Ori by my side, it was easy
to get pushed up to the front of the line to pick up food from the side tables
instead of having it delivered like at K3s’ table.


Suddenly, the room was quiet, and
some of the students had lined up. 


“Here comes the K3s,” I said
unenthusiastically.


The gilded doors from the patio
entrance flung open, and Kaz strode in, wearing a black suit with a pink flower
in its lapel. The students were in awe as they gushed over Kaz and how handsome
he looked. 


Next walked Hunter dressed in a
tailored grey silk suit that fit him like a glove. He and Kaz looked and acted
like the crown princes they were.


Then my heart flipped over when I
saw Veronica walked through the patio door entrance and head over to put her
arm through Kaz’s arm. She was wearing a pink dress that matched the flower’s
shade of pink in Kaz’s lapel. 


“What’s going on?” I asked Ori,
seated at my table.


Next Sabrina walked through K3’s
entrance door and linked her arm through Hunter’s. 


Ori reached out his hand to
squeeze mine.


Kaz walked with Veronica to the
center of the room, while Hunter and Sabrina joined them.


Kaz’s eyes found mine, and he
looked intensely at me, still filled with anger, and still filled with regret
or sadness. 


Veronica stood next to him,
whispering into his ears. He looked angry at first but then opened his mouth. Before
he could say anything, Veronica loudly announced, “Fellow students of Kingsbury
Prep. We have an amazing announcement. Your King and Trustee Prince Kaz and
your Queen and New Trustee Veronica, me, are engaged!  Yes, we’re engaged!” She
laughed and giggled, showing us her ring finger and the large diamond ring on
her finger.


My heart fell. I couldn’t breathe
at first until I took a deep breath. 


This wasn’t real. This was just a
dream. Kingsbury Prep and the K3s were just a dream.


“This is the ‘Princess’ that Kaz
said his parents found for him,” I said.


“Apparently so,” Ori said next to
me.


“Is that why Kaz had been acting
hateful to me?” I asked. “Because now he was with Veronica, he had to support
her bullying of me?”


Ori didn’t say anything but just
clenched his jaw. “No one could force anyone else to become a bully, Tempest.
If Kaz was hateful to you, it was because he chose to be. He made that choice.
Now he has to live with it.”


Although Kaz was now engaged to
Veronica, his eyes kept darting over to me with Ori. 


Hunter and Sabrina joined Kaz and
Veronica at the K3 table.


As though no one was watching,
Veronica began making out with Kaz right in front of Hunter and the rest of us.



I looked away. My heart was numb
of any feelings at first, but when I caught the way Kaz was looking at me, as
though he couldn’t stop looking at me, as though he was filled with such
sadness and regret, I felt my heart breaking. 


“Why?” I asked. “Why were they
doing this?”


Ori just said, “Sometimes being a
royal just sucks.”


Kaz once said he loved me enough
he would give up a kingdom to have me. Now I knew it was stupid of me to
believe that. 


“Your food’s getting cold,” Ori
said next to me. 


I didn’t feel like eating
anything after learning that Kaz was truly with Veronica. 


“I’m not hungry,” I said. 


“You need to eat, Tempest,” Ori
said. “You need to keep up your strength.”


“This was the same woman who
tried to shoot me, put me through a meat grinder, and invoke the Black Envelope
on all of us. How could he marry her?” I asked.


“Diplomatic reasons, Tempest,”
Ori said. He took a spoonful of whatever was in front of me and put it to my
mouth, feeding me.


It was good. A rich creamy soup.


“And Hunter,” I said, watching
Sabrina make out with Hunter.


His expression was detached,
bored and even cruel as he looked through the menu while Sabrina crawled under
the table which was covered up with a long tablecloth. 


Hunter once told me I was the
only girl for him, and he had not been with anyone since but now here he was in
front of the student body, flaunting being sucked by Sabrina.


Hunter, who told me once that I
was the only girl he had ever fallen in love with and ever will.


I took one look at Kaz, who was
now being sucked by Veronica under the table. He had an angry but arrogant look
as he watched us.


I glared back at him. Why he was
angry at me, I didn’t care. 


Tonight, my heart was shattered,
broken into a million pieces.


Whatever love we had was gone. 


To me, witnessing Kaz with
Veronica of all people, was a deep betrayal. 


Watching Hunter having sex with
Sabrina was like being punch in the stomach and having the wind knocked out of
me.


I got up to leave but Ori pulled
me down.


“Why won’t you let me get out of
here?” I asked. “Just let me go.”


Ori forced me to stay, holding me
in place gripping me with one arm, while feeding me soup with another.


 “Maybe this was all for the
best, Tempest. You need to get a dose of reality.” He reached over to cup my
face in his hand before kissing me low and slow. He then pulled away while he
turned my head to keep watching Hunter groan, and his face filled with pleasure
while he climaxed. 


“I can’t watch this, Ori,” I
said. “Why are you being so cruel and making me watch?”


I tried to close my eyes, but Ori
pried them open. “Think about how Veronica must be touching him where you did,
sucking him when his dick was only yours to have,” Ori whispered into my ear. 


“Stop this,” I said to Ori. “What
the fucking fuck?”


Kaz exploded, and his face was
filled with such pleasure and cruelty that he looked directly at me when he
climaxed. Rubbing it in. Letting me feel the disdain he had for me. The cheap
commoner whom he had played with for a brief while, but never ever intended to
get serious with. Now he had his fun, he was ready to move on to his real
relationship…one with a crown princess who had a country she would rule one
day.


“Was this really what it had been
between us?” I asked Ori.


Ori laughed a hollow laugh that
reminded me of an empty ghost of a man. “Yes, Tempest. Did you really think we
royals would mix with the blood of non-royals? We would play with you, have our
fun for a while until you bore us, and then we’d let you go. We played a good
game with you, didn’t we? We made you think we really cared about you when all
the time we were laughing behind your back. Sharing you was something we wanted
to try with a girl. But none of the royal girls would do it. It’ll taint them
for sure for marriage. But you…you were prime…a commoner. A whore. If any one
of us got into a scandal with you, we could blame it on your whore
background…homeless, penniless, willing to do anything to make a dollar.”


I looked at Ori, unable to
recognize the cruel man behind the handsome face I loved. “I thought you loved
me…I thought we had become a family here at Kingsbury.”


Ori smiled a wicked smile. “You
thought wrong, honey. As princes…especially crown princes of countries with
millions and even billions of people, wouldn’t you think we could get any girl
we wanted? Why settle for one girl amongst all of us Princes when we could have
and will have multiple partners, harems of our own?”


A single tear slipped down my
cheek. 


I had been played. 


 


Ori laughed. “All this time, you
thought you were special. In the end, all you were was a slut who was willing
to spread her legs wide for any dick willing to dare dip themselves into your
diseased bits.”


“You were the one I trusted the
most,” I said. “During the tournament,” I said, “I felt an instant attraction
to you, Ori,” I said. “I thought it was real.  It was before all this Kingsbury
bullshit. But all you’ve proven to me was that yes, you were just a dick as I
thought you’d be.”


With that, I bit down hard on his
hand that was holding my face in place so I would watch Kaz and Hunter get
sucked. I drew blood from Ori, and he dropped his hand before I stood up,
slapped him hard on his face, and left.


 


 


 


 


 


 

















 


 


Chapter 15


 


Tempest


 


 


         They finally got what
they wanted…the commoner whom they never wanted, left Kingsbury Prep. As soon
as I ran back to my dorm room, I called for my private jet to take me back to
San Francisco. 


         I wanted to leave
Kingsbury Prep as soon as I could. I felt as though I had stepped into some
strange funhouse and all the people I had met, especially the K3s, were
distorted versions of themselves. 


         Ori, Kaz, and Hunter…I
still couldn’t believe they had set the entire thing up…this elaborate plan to
get me to leave Kingsbury Prep. 


         The pilot for my private
jet phoned me and said they were delayed, but there was another jet that was
heading from San Francisco from a nearby island. They said they could pick me
up within half an hour.


         Anything was better than
staying at this reverse alternative bizarro land. I told him to arrange it.


 


         Half an hour later, with
all my belongings packed, I walked up the steps to a beautiful gold trimmed
private jet.  A pretty stewardess greeted me and seated me in a plush leather
chair opposite a young gentleman seated to the right of me.


         I acknowledged him and
smiled.  “Thank you so much for stopping here and sharing a flight with me,
Sir,” I said.


 


         He looked vaguely
familiar as he stood up and shook my hand. A little older than him, around 25
years old, this young man dressed in an impeccable blue silk suit, with black
hair and blue eyes, looked like a more grown up version of Kaz. 


         Were they related?


         His eyes took me in from
head to toe appreciating what he saw from the glint in his eyes. “I’m
Jordan…Prince Jordan.”


         “Any relations to Prince
Kaz?” I asked.


         Jordan smiled, “We’re
half-brothers. But I’m older by a few years.”


         “That explained the
remarkable resemblance.”


         “Hopefully I’m the
handsome one,” Prince Jordan said.


         “Well, definitely the
charming one,” I smiled.


         “Seemed like Kaz lucked
out a bit though,” Jordan said.


         “Why would you say
that?” I asked.


         “He got to go to school
with you, didn’t he?”


         “Thank you for being so
charming,” I said. 


         The stewardess came by
and offered us drinks and then we were alone again.


         As we sipped our drinks,
I looked over at Jordan. He was tall like Kaz, and even more filled out. 


         “The good looks genes
seem to run in your family,” I said.


         “The stunning beauty
genes run in yours,” Jordan said.


         “Thank you,” I laughed.
“I needed that especially after the kind of lashing I had tonight.”


         “Oh?” Jordan raised his
thick eyebrows.


         “Long story,” I said.


         “We’ve got time,” Jordan
said. “Going to SF will take a while.”


         “I know,” I said. “A
long commute for sure. So, if you don’t mind…what is it that brings you to SF?”


         Jordan looked straight
ahead as he took another sip from his glass. “Ever heard of the Underground
Fight Network?” 


         My eyes widen as I
looked over at Jordan, relaxed and staring straight ahead. “Yes,” I said.


         “I’m the owner of it,”
Jordan said.


 


         My heart began racing as
it suddenly hit me. The Underground Network was my sponsor from the underground
fight tournament. They also just deposited $5 million as my sponsor, which
allowed me to buy back 3 Kings Technologies.


         Then there was Jordan
himself.  Half-brother to Kaz. Didn’t Kaz mention a while back how his brother
wanted to become King of their country, but Kaz was the crown prince? And there
was a civil war that was about to take place, instigated by his half-brother? 


         I gulped.  So this was
Kaz’s biggest rival and nemesis. Now what did I do to become a pawn in their
civil war? 


 


 *****
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