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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 until recently. When she catches the eye of Cutter Kingwood, he decides Liv will be his new toy, and though she tries to fight it, she starts to enjoy his attention. He continues to pursue her in the second part of the serial. Liv tries to resist, but she’s resisting what he wants—and what SHE wants as well.

This is part two 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 Six
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DID YOU MISS THE FIRST part, which is absolutely free at your favorite vendor? Get it now!

Liv paused in the cafeteria to find Gina. She wasn’t surprised to see her already sitting with Anna. Liv liked Anna, but she’d only met her this year. Gina had known her off and on from summers at the beach and had been the one to persuade Anna to come to Kingwood Prep for a year instead of taking a gap year.

She held her bag and went toward them, taking a seat across from the two. “Hey.”

“Hi,” said Anna, who was picking at something that looked like celery, lettuce, and perhaps a drizzle of oil. It didn’t seem very filling, but Liv supposed that was how she stayed tiny and petite.

“Hey, Liv.” Gina frowned. “Are you all right?”

Liv flushed. “Fine. Why?”

Gina shrugged. “I don’t know. You just don’t look quite right. Are you sick or something?”

She hesitated and then shrugged. “It’s been a hell of a morning, and it all starts and ends with...” She trailed off when she looked up, and her gaze locked on Cutter. “Cutter.” She curled her lip as she said his name.

She wished for him to go past the table, but of course, he did the exact opposite. He veered in their direction.

“Ugh, him.” Gina dipped a fry in ketchup. “What’d the fucker do now?”

Liv started to explain but hesitated as Cutter reached the table and set down his tray. He stood looming over her, and she avoided looking up at him. She kept her gaze pointedly fixed on Gina.

Her friend looked at him and scowled. “What do you want?”

“Fuck off.” He barely looked at her. “Come sit with me, Liv.”

She flinched but shook her head.

“She’s with us,” said Gina.

Cutter glared at her. “And you’re nothing, so go wherever it is you should be.”

Gina leaned back, giving him a cocky grin that Liv admired. She wished she were more like Gina and refused to take bullshit. “Nah, I’m good here, and I don’t trust you alone with Liv.”

Cutter glared at her for a moment, but he must have realized Liv had no intention of going anywhere with him. With a sigh, he nudged her over none-too-gently and took the spot beside her. He spun his tray to face himself as he looked at her lunch bag. “You don’t eat here?” 

She shrugged. “Sometimes.” The cafeteria was as five-star as everything else in the academy, and a famous French chef ran it. “I felt like bringing my own today.” She unpacked her bag slowly, wondering how she could escape his stifling presence. Recalling how she’d touched herself while thinking of him made her shift awkwardly and squeeze her thighs together. She was glad he couldn’t see the telltale reaction.

He frowned as she unpacked fruit, a sandwich, and a smoothie. “Are you a skid? If you can’t afford lunch—”

Liv scowled before she could think better of looking at him at all. “I’m not here on scholarship, and could you be a bigger ass?”

He seemed to mull over her words. “Eh, maybe. What’s the problem?”

“The kids here on scholarship are just as bright as you, and probably more so.” Liv crunched into the pear she’d sliced earlier in the morning.

“Definitely more so. Their daddies aren’t buying their ways in.” Gina gave him a pointed look.

His lip curled at her friend, and Liv expected him to say something demeaning. Instead, he shrugged. “I guess I never thought about it either way.”

“I’m not surprised.” Liv looked away from him as he stared at her. “It goes along with the company you keep.”

He stiffened. “Stop criticizing my friends. I could start in on yours.”

“I’m just being honest, since you’re here.” She pushed the hair off her shoulder. “The difference is, you pushed your way into our lunch. I didn’t force myself on you and your friends.” Liv sneaked a peek at him, finding it too hard to look at him for long. She was afraid she’d be ensnared by his gray-green eyes and unable to look away. “Besides, you don’t know my friends.”

“And you don’t know mine.” He paused to stab the eggplant parmigiana as though it had personally offended him.

Liv snorted, and Gina let out a harsh bark of laughter. Anna was the only one who didn’t reply. She just observed everything with wide eyes and a closed mouth.

He stiffened. “What?”

“We don’t have to know your friends to know about them. They’re assholes.” Gina made that pronouncement with no obvious care for his reaction.

Cutter’s hand tightened on his fork. “You just admitted you don’t know them, so how can you determine they’re assholes?”

“We know what they do,” said Liv. “They have a reputation...and so do you.”

“All you have to do is look at what they were doing to Mary-Alice and see what kind people they—you—are.” Gina arched a brow at him, as though daring him to deny it.

Liv was surprised to see Cutter squirm. “Okay, that was a bad thing. I freely admit it. I didn’t think much about it either way, but if you know about it, I’m sure Liv told you I wasn’t involved.”

“But you weren’t stopping it either. That says all I need to know about you.” Gina nodded for emphasis.

He glared. “I didn’t think to speak up for her, okay? I wasn’t even paying much attention until Liv came along.” He looked at her for a second, his gaze full of appreciation, before it returned to Gina. “I wasn’t participating. I just didn’t...”
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