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Blurb

Kingwood Prep is home to dark deeds, dark secrets, and all the things that happen in the shadows.

Liv remained invisible for most of her academic career until Cutter saw the real her. He recognizes the submissive inside, and he offers the domination she secretly craves. Fulfilling a fantasy is one thing, but can she risk giving her heart to a man who plays by his own rules and expects everyone to follow them too?

This is part three in the completed contemporary new adult serial intended for mature teens and adult readers 18+ due to some controversial topics and content. It can be classified as dark romance. You need to read this in order to fully understand what’s happening.
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Chapter Twelve
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PLEASE MAKE SURE YOU’VE read Pt. 1 (free) and Pt. 2 before starting this, or you’ll be confused.

“Oh, god, what have I done?” Liv stared at her image in the mirror an hour later. After he’d left, she’d curled into a ball of self-recrimination for a few minutes, angry that she’d surrendered and come for him. She’d practically begged for it.

That had brought anger, and she’d acted impulsively. After another shower to wash him off her, she’d stood in front of the mirror, staring at the spot where he’d come in her hair. It had washed away, just like on her breast, but it still felt like it was on her.

Impulsively, she’d grabbed the scissors and started hacking at her long strands. In the heat of the moment, it had been a show of defiance. Now, she stared at herself partially in dismay. “What did I do?” Her helpless expression didn’t give an answer.

He was going to kill her. It was her hair, but he’d made such a production of liking it, so she doubted he’d let this go unchallenged. Part of her wanted to shrug off his likely rage, reminding herself it was her hair, but another part of her knew it wasn’t that simple.

It was only hair, sure, but he’d issued an edict to wear it down, implying he wanted to see it flowing. Now that she’d hacked it all short, he would correctly interpret her defiance. He might end up pounding her pussy as he’d threatened.

The thought made her heartrate speed up with fear even as her clit pulsed at the idea. She’d been so close to begging him to put his cock in her at one point that night. She couldn’t keep pretending she hadn’t wanted him. Had she wanted him to break into her home and force his mouth upon her? No. Had she wanted him to stop once he started? Also no.

“I hate him.” She practically shouted that in the empty bathroom. That was completely accurate. She hated Cutter Fucking Kingwood.

But not entirely.

He was so complicated, and he made everything else complicated too. Why did he have to see her, break through her walls, and invade her carefully arranged life? She wasn’t ready to come to terms with certain bedroom interests and could have happily lived in denial for years. Now, he was making her examine things and feelings she’d rather suppress.

She turned back to look at the mirror, acknowledging with some resignation she was officially screwed. He was going to punish her for this despite the clearcut fact that it was her hair to do with as she pleased. The question was, how harshly would he punish her? And why did the thought fill her with almost as much excitement as dread?

***
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SHE TRIED A HAT. IT wouldn’t last long, since it didn’t meet the dress code, but it might help her squeak by Cutter. With any luck, he’d be late, or maybe he’d drive his fancy SUV off the road. That thought didn’t sit well, and she shied away from examining why she didn’t want harm to come to him. It had to be as simple as the intimacies they’d shared. One had to feel even a reluctant bond after last night. Right?

She waited until the first bell was ringing before approaching the school. Gina fell into step with her as she reached the stairs. “I was going to pick you up.”

She shrugged a shoulder. “I wanted to walk.” She’d actually taken a cab and gone a different route to avoid Cutter.

“Text next time to let me know.”

She nodded but stiffened as Anna approached. She was cold when she glared at the other woman. “Thanks a lot.”

Anna flinched, looking embarrassed. “I’m so sorry. He’s impossible to resist. He’s freaking scary, but I think his friend Haden might be even scarier.” She shuddered.

Gina frowned. “What’re you talking about?”

“She told Cutter all about me—including how to find the spare key.” She hissed the words at Anna before turning to Gina. “He sneaked into my house last night and...” She trailed off as her face flushed with heat. How to verbalize what had happened? It was all so confusing. She definitely hadn’t invited him in, but she’d almost begged him to get her off at the end.

Anna hung her head. “I’m so sorry. Did he hurt you?”

“I...” She didn’t know how to answer.

Gina turned on Anna. “I thought you were a good person and a good friend. How dare you tell him anything? You put her at risk.” Her hands were on her hips, and her brown eyes sparkled in her anger. She was quite a sight when she was all fired up.

Liv knew how it was to be on the receiving end of that temper, though Gina rarely lost it with her. She was angry with Anna, but she also understood. Cutter was compelling, making you do something you didn’t want to—or didn’t know you’d wanted to until you’d already done it. She cleared her throat, trying to banish that thought. “It’s okay, Gina.”

Her friend froze, turning to look at Liv. “It’s not okay. He could have...” Her eyes widened with horror. “Did he hurt you?”

“A little, but not much.” She flushed, unable and unwilling to verbalize it all for Gina, especially with Anna there. She understood Anna’s lapse, but she also didn’t trust her now. “Later,” she mouthed.

Gina seemed inclined to push, but she stiffened instead, glaring over Liv’s shoulder.

She knew who was behind her even before Gina’s expression morphed into a glare. It was some weird sixth sense that detected Cutter’s presence and let her body know about it before her mind ever caught up. She trembled when he put his arm around her shoulders, tensing at the surge of fear and the underlying feelings of arousal pulsing through her as she remembered how it looked to have his head between her legs. It had been horrifying and amazing all at once.

Plus, she was tense about the hat. He could knock it off at any moment.

He sighed, sounding exasperated. “I thought you were wearing your hair down now?”

“I did,” she said tersely. That was technically true, since it was far too short to put in a ponytail now.

He arched a brow. “It doesn’t show.” He reached for the hat, and she stepped back quickly, almost knocking into Anna, who must have decided to try to make amends, because she traded places with Liv, pretending to stumble. Cutter steadied her impatiently, giving Liv time to rush away. He called her name, but she ignored it as she kept going.

She ducked into an empty classroom, hoping to hide from him. She let out a startled cry when there was a cleared throat behind her. The light came on, revealing the room wasn’t as empty as she’d thought. She whirled to find Mr. Michaels coming out of the small office attached to the classroom. Her eyes narrowed as she noticed a tiny dot of toothpaste on his blazer. Something about his manner seemed...unsettled.

He arched a brow. “Do you need something, Miss Everett?”

She opened and closed her mouth, not sure what to say. A second later, she heard Cutter calling for her. She sent the teacher a look of panic. He eyed her for a long moment before nodding his head in the direction of his office. She slipped inside and held her breath as she stood in the darkened room and listened at the door. She couldn’t hear the exchange, but the men were talking.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
NEW-ADULT DARK ROMANCE

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KIT TUNSTALL, WRITING AS

KIT KYNDALL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





