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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one
part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m
not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


Pinterest

 


 


Email

 


 


Newsletter
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Prologue

 Not many people
went up against me or any of the members of my family, but when
someone actually did, I found that shit entertaining as hell.

Staring down at the girl yelling at me, it
was almost a shame that I was going to have to sick D.J., Maggie,
or Lennon on her. Though our code of honor might not always be so
honorable, the rules when it came to the fairer sex had been
ingrained in us since birth. While us guys handled any males that
were stupid enough to tangle with our family, we left any girls
that were just as stupid to my sisters.

Granted, with D.J. in law school, she’d be
my last resort because the girl had a lot of things going on. So,
that left Maggie and Lennon. Maggie would eagerly handle this for
me, whereas I liked to save Lennon for the serious problems. Lennon
was batshit crazy and dark in a way that the rest of us
weren’t.

Of course, I wasn’t even sure if it was
going to get to that point, but I always liked to be prepared. You
never knew what people were capable of, so I liked to keep my eyes
and ears open to everything around me. I prided myself on always
being prepared.

There was also the fact that the beauty that
was currently yelling at me was wrong. I wasn’t sure where she’d
gotten her information from, but she was wrong. However, in all
honesty, it didn’t even matter if she were right. She could spew
all the accusations at me that she wanted; it changed nothing. I
was a senior at Blainview, and nothing short of shooting The Pope
in broad daylight would keep me from graduating at the end of the
year.

Just like the last names Reed, Marlow, and
McIntire, my last name was also revered here, and this girl had to
know that.

I mean, who in the fuck didn’t?

Not for nothing, we were all kind of famous
for just being famous, and not in a good way, either. Our parents
had some pretty dark reputations, and for that matter, so did we.
Even with Lennon being the youngest out of us all, her reputation
followed her around like a shadow of what was to come if anyone
dared to piss her off.

So, with most of my family having had
attended Blainview, and with those of us that were still here,
there was no way that this girl didn’t know who she was stepping up
to, and that had me curious as hell. Whatever she was about, she
wasn’t a coward.

However, neither was I.

The biggest issue that I had with this girl
yelling in my face was that, if I let her get away with it, then
that might give other people the idea that they could do the same,
and I wasn’t about to let that happen. Even though I was considered
the less volatile out of all us kids, that wasn’t really saying
much. Just because I didn’t have the appetite for slaughtering
anything that got in my way…well, that didn’t mean that I didn’t
know how to slaughter anything that got in my way.

Besides, even if I did brush her off as
insignificant, Maggie and Lennon weren’t the type of girls to let
something like this go. If some chick was getting crazy with any of
us, Maggie and Lennon were quick to remind them of why they
shouldn’t.

There was also the fact that she was
accusing me of things that I’d never do; things that I didn’t
need to do. Being a McCellan, life had always come in a
nice, neat, little package. Not only was my family successful,
wealthy, and powerful, but we had the intelligence to go along with
all of that.

Now, did I have a photographic memory like
Dash? No. Still, none of us were idiots. We all had our own
talents, and intelligence came with every one of them. What this
girl was accusing me of was just plain stupid. She’d make more
sense if she were accusing me of accidentally fathering an
out-of-wedlock child. My dick had seen enough action to make that
possible. Though I always kept it wrapped up, accidents happened,
and I was very aware of the risks when I fucked a girl. Luckily, I
had no oops-babies.

That I knew of.

When she was done, she had her hands planted
on her hips, her eyes were shooting fiery daggers up at me, and her
chest was heaving. That’s how much energy she had put into yelling
at me. The girl was wound the fuck up, and it was hard not to laugh
at her.

“Are you done?” I finally asked.

Her dark eyes were flaring with
righteousness. “Are you kidding me?” she bit out. “That’s all you
have to say to me?”

I cocked my head and smirked down at her. I
had a lot to say to her, but something told me that she wasn’t the
type to appreciate any of it.


Chapter 1

 Neo~

“What would you like
me to say?” I asked her, and
all that did was make her drop her hands from her hips and fist
them at her sides.

“We’re
only two months into the school year,
and you’re already cheating,” she accused again. “What in the hell
is wrong with you?”

I narrowed
my blue eyes at her. “So, for
the sake of argument, let’s say that I am cheating.” I shrugged.
“How does that affect you? Why do you care?”

Her dark brown
eyes rounded. “Are you kidding
me? Professor Jericho grades on a curve, so it affects the entire
class.”

“I still don’t
see how you care,” I replied. “If you’re attending Blaineview, then
it’s not like you need your diploma. I’m
sure Mommy and Daddy have deep enough pockets to pay your way
through life.” Her hand twitched, and if I didn’t know better, I’d
think that she was itching to slap me.

Hell, maybe she
was.

Because I knew
almost everything that went on at this school, I knew that the screeching shrew standing in
front of me was Seneca Cabot. She was twenty-two, and like me, a
senior at Blaineview. She was majoring in computer science, and I
knew this because we’d had a lot of the same classes during our
tenure here at Blaineview.

She also
looked to be around five-foot-three, and there was no denying that she was very beautiful with
her blonde hair and big brown eyes. Those eyes were dangerous
enough to make a man fall to his knees if he weren’t careful.
Fucking doe eyes.

As
for her body, it was fucking
magnificent in my opinion. Seneca was perfectly proportioned for
her frame, and I liked that. While I appreciated all woman in their
feminine glory, there was just something special about the
understated ones. Sure, big tits, wide hips, and thick thighs were
sexy as hell, but when a girl’s figure wasn’t on display, it felt
like Christmas morning when you finally got them in bed and got to
see everything that she was about.

Seneca Cabot
had a nice frame with subtle curves, and they all looked natural. Of course, I wouldn’t know that
until I got her naked, and the more that I thought about it, the
more that I wanted to see her naked. I mean, what guy wouldn’t? She
was stunning.

“I’ve got news
for you, asshole,” she hissed, and maybe she didn’t know who I was after all. “I’m an only
child. That means that I’m expected to carry on my family’s legacy,
and failure isn’t an option unless I want to be
disowned.”

Sadly, that
was the case with a lot of the females that went to
Blaineview. While Blaineview
partnered with Windsor Academy to only educate the richest of the
rich, when a family had no sons to take over, the daughters of
those families were expected to step up. Nowadays, there were a lot
more females attending Blaineview than there had been years before,
but it still wasn’t easy. The rich were an archaic bunch, and
family legacies and generational wealth were the bread and butter
of their lifestyles.

I rocked back
on my heels as I slid my hands into my pockets. I had just
finished tossing my backpack
inside my car when Seneca had ambushed me with her accusations of
cheating. Now, while there were a lot of expensive cars littering
the parking lot of Blaineview, mine was the only silver Audi TT
Coupe that had the license plate MCELAN2. Since I was the middle
child between Chance and Gid, the number two had felt appropriate.
However, as soon as I’d gotten my first personalized license plate,
those two assholes had gotten MCELAN1 and MCELAN3, and D.J. was
always teasing us about those old Dr. Suess books.

Looking down
at the beautiful spitfire
before me, I asked, “You do know who I am, right?” I knew that it
sounded like a douchebag question because it was up there in line
with ‘do you know who my parents are?’, but it needed to be asked.
This chick was coming at me like she could get away with talking to
me all crazy, and that just simply wasn’t the case.

“I know
exactly
who you are,” she spat. “I’d call you
one of the princes of Blaineview, but you guys act more like kings
than princes.”

“And who would
be you guys?” I asked just to be contrary.

“You, Zane
Marlow, and your brother Gideon,” she answered. “You guys are
everywhere. Where one graduates, there’s plenty more to take his
place.”

She wasn’t
wrong.

There was a
shitload of us.

“So,
if you know all that, then you should
know enough to know that it’s probably not wise for you to be all
up in my face like this,” I remarked, still wondering what her game
was.

“Because of
Maggie McIntire and Lennon Marlow?” she asked, and the tone
of her voice told me that she didn’t
think highly of Maggie or Lennon, either.

I grinned.

I couldn’t help
it.

“Chick, you
are barking up the wrong tree
for some many damn reasons that I’m losing count,” I told her. “A
word of advice? The last thing that you want to do is get on my bad
side, but Maggie’s or Lennon’s? You’ll be way in over your
head.”

“Because you
think that I’m afraid to fight
for my future?” she countered. “Because that’s what I’m doing here.
You cheating on your assignments and messing with the grade curve
puts my future at risk, and I’m not going to stand back and let
that happen. You can sic whoever you want on me, but this is too
important.”

Still smirking
down at her, I said, “I’ll
grant you that you’ll probably only get an ass kicking from Maggie,
but I would advise you not to underestimate Lennon. You’d be
surprised by what that girl is capable of when someone threatens
her family.”

Seneca’s brown
eyes shifted a bit, but she
quickly got back on track. “I’m not threatening you,” she
denied.

Pulling my hands out of
my pockets, I placed them on my hips as I cocked my head at her.
“You just spent five minutes yelling in my face, telling me how
you’re going to report me for cheating on my work assignments,” I
recapped for her. “How is that not threatening me?”

I felt like a
cad when she took a deep
breath and my eyes automatically looked down at her modest chest. I
bet they were a perfect handful, and being natural, I would be able
to play with them any fucking way that I wanted to.

Of
course, if I ever
got her to quit yelling at me first, that is.

“All you have
to do is quit cheating,” she kept rambling. “Problem
solved.”

“Yeah, except for the fact
that I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about,” I said, my
irritation finally showing through.

Her brows shot
up, no blonde bangs to hide her face. “So, I’m supposed to believe that you just automatically
get straight As like it’s nothing?”

“You
say that like I’m supposed to
be stupid or something,” I shot back. “Plus, I’m not the only
student that gets As, Seneca. Lots of students-”

“Not in
every goddamn class!” she
yelled, and I had to glance around to see if we’d garnered an
audience yet.

“Then switch your fucking
classes,” I hissed down at her. “If you can’t keep the fuck up,
then switch your classes.”

Her head
jerked back like I’d just slapped her. “Are you kidding me right now? It’s too late to change my
classes, and you know this!”

Normally, I didn’t blink
an eye at a woman yelling at me because I’d been raised around
enough women to know that they just didn’t make sense, and there
was no point in trying to figure them out. However, if a female
outside my family was going to be yelling at me, then it’d better
be because we were fucking. If we were fucking, then she was
entitled. If we weren’t, then she wasn’t.

“Your shitty
grades aren’t my fucking
problem,” I told her, even though I knew that her grades weren’t
shitty. Again, I was an observant motherfucker, so I knew a lot of
shit that didn’t matter. Seneca Cabot might not be getting straight
As, but she wasn’t flunking out of Blaineview, either.

“You’re
a real asshole, you know that?” she
bit out between clenched teeth. “The world revolves around you, so
what do you care about what that does to other people,
right?”

“I’m not
fucking cheating on my
assignments,” I repeated. “I don’t know what the fuck else you want
me to say, Seneca.”

She slapped
her hands on her hips, and I just knew that the next words out of her mouth were going to
be ones that she couldn’t take back. “You know, for all of your
reputations, it’s never been said that you guys are liars. The
opposite, in fact. With no consequences to your actions, there’s no
need for any of you to lie about anything.” The girl looked me up
and down like I repulsed her. “But I guess that can’t be said
for all
of you because it looks like there’s
one liar in the family after all.”

Maybe Lennon
did need to be the one to handle this chick after all.


Chapter 2

 Seneca~

The problem with the
asshole standing in front of me was that he really was
untouchable, and the entire
country knew it. Neo was a McCellan, and his last name was to the
world what the last names Du Pont, Rockefeller, and Carnegie were
to American History. His family was wealthy even in wealthy
circles, and there was no denying that money and power went
hand-in-hand. Plus, if that weren’t enough, his family was made up
of McCellans, Reeds, McIntires, and Marlows, and those last
names were
the new Du Ponts, Rockefellers, and
Carnegies.

So, yes, I’d
already known who he was when
I had approached him, and I’d already known that he was
untouchable. Even if I did report him to the dean’s office, there
was no way in hell that Blaineview would kick out a McCellan for
cheating. Hell, Neo McCellan could set a classroom on fire, and
they’d still hand him his degree.

The other
issue with Neo McCellan was
his looks. Like all entitled assholes, Neo was as gorgeous as they
came. Most families had an ugly brother, but that was not the case
with the McCellans. All blonde-haired, blue-eyed, tall, and built,
there was no arguing that they were a stunning bunch. Hell, even
though they weren’t my thing, Gideon McCellan was covered in
tattoos, and he still looked sexy as sin. I wasn’t sure if it was
their looks or the way that they carried themselves, but whatever
it was, no one should be that good-looking.

I
almost laughed when I thought
about it some more. His entire extended family was like walking
into a museum dedicated to sheer beauty. The McCellans, Marlows,
McIntires, and Reeds were all extraordinarily beautiful, Lennon
Marlow having to be one of the most beautiful people on the planet.
That was the way of the world though. The rich, powerful,
beautiful, and strong were usually always untouchable. Even airing
their dirty laundry on social media didn’t do a damn thing anymore.
Instead of trying to do better, it was just easier to let people be
corrupt because everyone was flippin’
corrupt.

Now, did I
have proof that Neo McCellan was cheating in his classes? No, not
really. It was just basic
common sense at this point. The guy had been partying ever since he
made his first appearance at Blaineview, and by all accounts,
didn’t give a damn about much, so how could he ace everything?
Sure, he and his family were reputed to be an intelligent bunch,
but every single paper? Every single test?

Neo stepped
towards me, and it wasn’t
until my back hit metal that I realized that I’d been stalked into
trapping myself against his car. Those blue eyes of his looked like
cobalt flames as he stared down at me. He also seemed taller than
his six-foot-one and a little bulkier than he had a few seconds
ago.

“Look, I’ve
been giving you some leeway because it’s obvious that you’ve got some crazy residing in
that pretty head of yours, but call me a liar one more time and see
what happens,” he threatened.

Common sense
was also telling me that I
should heed his warning, but I was too upset for that. While I did
my best not to poor-little-rich-girl my life, I hadn’t been lying
about the pressure that my family had placed on my shoulders to
graduate Blaineview with the best grades possible. My father didn’t
want to just boast that his daughter was taking over his legacy,
no. He wanted to brag that I was also smart enough to do it. I was
the daughter that he’d never wanted, and he had spent my entire
life grooming me to be the son that he’d been denied. Right or
wrong, I’d work too hard for this, and I was not going to let Neo
McCellan throw me off course now.

Throwing
self-preservation to the side, I said, “Do your own homework, Neo.
It’s obvious that you’re
cheating or having one of your mini-skirt whores do your work, so
don’t play dumb.”

His head
reared back in shock. “One of
my mini-skirt
whores? Are you fucking
serious?”

I rolled my
eyes. “Oh, give me a freakin’ break,” I scoffed. “Females have been tailing after the guys in
your family since birth, so don’t act like you’re not knee-deep in
offers.”

The
jerk crowded me some more by
placing his hands against the roof of his car on either side of my
head. “Are you offering?” His blue
eyes raked me up and down, and if I were a stronger woman, I’d be
able to say that I was totally unaffected by his searing gaze, but
nobody was that strong. “I might be willing to work my grades down
to Cs and Bs…hell, even Ds if you’re offering.”

I
wanted to slap
him.

He was making
a joke out of something that was extraordinarily important to me, and it just made me
dislike him even more. People like Neo McCellan had no idea what it
was like to have to struggle. He had no idea what it was like not
to be wanted by your parents. I bet his parents praised him every
day just for existing.

“This isn’t a
fucking joke,” I seethed.

“Oh, believe
me, I’m not taking it as one,”
he replied scathingly. “I don’t think a girl yelling at me and
calling me a liar is a joke at all.”

“Yeah, because I’m the
first,” I snorted.

The
corner of his lip twitched
before saying, “I’ve had girls yell at me, and I’ve even had them
call me a liar, but that was because they wanted more dick than I
was willing to give them.” Goosebumps broke out all over my body.
“You’re yelling at me and calling me a liar because you actually
believe it, and that’s entirely different.”

“Oh,
please,” I continued to scoff.
“I seriously doubt that you’re not giving all the females at
Blaineview all the dick that they want. Zane Marlow is with a
different girl almost every weekend, and your brother, Gideon,
might not be as obvious, but I doubt that either of you are
virgins.”

Neo
straightened to his full height, giving me some room to breathe.
Crossing his arms over his
chest, he said, “So, it’s our fault that
women find us attractive? It’s our fault that
they’re willing to be one-night stands? Those women hold no
responsibility for themselves at all?”

“You’re
missing the point!” I yelled, frustrated beyond
belief.

“No,
I don’t think that I am,” he bit out.
“I think that you’re just a jealous shrew, and instead of working
hard for what you want, you’re trying to blame your troubles on the
world. Victim much?”

My hand
jerked, and he saw
it.

“Oh, baby,
please do,” he said in a voice
that sounded like an invitation to his bedroom. “I would
love for you to slap the shit out of me. Maggie and
Lennon are always looking for a good time.”

“You people
are all the same,” I hissed. “You really have no care for the
ripple effect that your
arrogance causes.”

“You attend
Blaineview, Seneca,” he
sneered. “You’re the same ‘people’ that
you’re staring down your nose at. You attend a college that is
predominantly male, so don’t act like you’re not just as rich,
entitled, privileged, or obnoxious as the rest of us.”

“No one here
matches your family’s wealth
or power, and you know it,” I fired back. “Don’t act like you’re on
the same plane as the rest of us, because you know that you’re
not.”

“Then why are
you fucking with me?” he shot back. “If you know what my family is about and what we’re
capable of, then what the fuck are you doing in my face, yelling at
me and accusing me of stupid shit?”

“Because this is my
future that we’re talking about here!” I yelled again.

“Seneca?”

Both
our heads turned, and I could
see Grant Wilensky eyeing us, not sure if he should intrude or not.
I had a couple of classes with Grant, and I considered him one of
those people that floated somewhere in between an acquaintance and
a friend.

I straightened
and tried to give him a
reassuring smile. “Oh, hey, Grant.”

His hazel eyes glanced
back and forth between me and Neo. “Is…are you okay? Is everything
alright?”

Before I could
answer, Neo was asking, “And what were you planning on doing if
everything wasn’t alright?”

That had my
back up again. “Oh, my God,” I practically screeched. “Could you just not be a McCellan for
once?”

Neo’s blue
gaze lasered into me. “Tell
your boyfriend to back the fuck off and all will be
well.”

“He’s not my
boyfriend,” I growled like a
lunatic. “He’s my friend-”

“Uh…I think-”

“No,” I said
a bit too loudly, cutting
Grant off. Turning my back on Neo, I walked over towards my friend.
“We’re finished here. It’s…everything’s fine.”

Grant didn’t
look convinced, but he nodded anyway. “Uh…okay. Did…I’ll just walk you to class.”

“Thanks,” I
said too cheerfully. “That’s
very nice of you.”

As we stepped
to start walking to class, Neo’s voice hit my eardrums with the force of a sledgehammer.
"This isn’t over, Seneca.”

I reached
back, lifted my arm behind me,
then flipped him off. As far as I was concerned, this was way over.
I knew now that I was going to have to report Neo to the dean or
ethics board, and it didn’t matter if it brought down the
Marlow/Reed/McIntire/McCellan wrath down upon me. Someone had to
right the wrongs of the world.


Chapter 3

 Neo~

Walking into the house, it was hard not to wince at
the obvious. Though I didn’t want to credit Seneca’s accusations
with any substance, I was walking into a house that had housed us
all, none of us ever having to live in the dorms at Blaineview if
we hadn’t wanted to.

The house was
a two-story monstrosity, but to be fair, it had to be
big enough to house me, Maggie,
Gideon, Zane, Lennon and Posie, and we all needed our own space, no
matter how much we loved each other. We were true siblings, and
like most siblings, we could get on each other’s nerves from time
to time. Plus, no one wanted to be in the way of Lennon’s path
whenever she was on one.

Still, no
matter how many of us there
were, I loved my entire family. I was the middle child of Liam and
Roselyn McCellan, and I had an older brother, Chance, and a younger
brother, Gideon. Chance was already working for RMM, and Gideon was
a college sophomore to my senior status.

RMM
Investments & Securities was the heart of our family’s wealth, and even though my
father and Uncle Deke were both equal partners, everyone knew that
Uncle Ramsey’s relentless drive was the force behind its success.
Nevertheless, no one in the family really thought like that.
Bloodlines didn’t matter in our extended family. We’d all been
raised as one family, and that was the reason that none of us had
ever developed feelings for any of the girls and vice versa.
Lennon, D.J., and Maggie were my sisters, and I could never see
them as anything else.

Our family was
made up of Uncle Ramsey and Aunt Emerson, and they had Ramsey Reed Jr. and Maddox Reed.
Uncle Deke and Aunt Delaney had Dash Marlow, Crew Marlow, Zane
Marlow, and Lennon Marlow. Uncle Ace and Aunt Ava had Delaney
McIntire Jr. and Maggie McIntire, not Margaret, not Margot, not
Marguerite, not Margarita, not Margaux, nope. Just Maggie. Then you
had my parents and me, Chance, and Gid.

That
wasn’t where it ended though. With
Ramsey, Dash, Chance, Maddox, and Crew already married, we had
babies in the family now, and I thought it was fucking awesome. I
loved being an uncle, and the little shits really were cute as
hell.

Ram and Lake
were pregnant with a little
Ramsey Reed III, and with the way that he acted around her, you’d
think that she was delivering the next coming of Christ. Dash and
Eden already had two kids, Aaron and little Lake, and they both
looked just like Marlows with their black hair and green eyes.
Chance and Harper had little Imogen, and I was pretty sure that she
was going to grow up to be just like my brother, because the dude
took that baby everywhere with him. Maddox and Cassidy were
pregnant with Maddox Jr., and Mad was already talking about
knocking Cassidy up as soon as he was given the okay. Crew and
Athena already had three kids, their son, Lennon, and their twin
boys, Cameron and Colton. As far as I knew, they were stopping with
the three kids that they had, but that was okay. It wasn’t like we
weren’t a big enough family as it was. As for Delaney Jr. and
Kadon, they were holding off on kids until D.J. was done with law
school. Oh, Chance and Harper also had Zeus and Artemis, their
Alaskan Huskies, because we needed more chaos added to the
family.

As for the
rest of us, we were baby-free. I had managed to make
it to my senior year of college
without impregnating anyone, and even though Gid was only a
sophomore and Zane a junior, they didn’t have any kids out of
wedlock to date, either.

Now, while I
didn’t like to think about it, Maggie was already a junior in
college, and if she wasn’t a
virgin anymore-and
I still prayed that she was-well, she was being safe because she was baby-free, too.
Lennon was only a freshman and the youngest, and I knew for a fact
that she was still a virgin.

Now,
while guys had stayed away
from Maggie and D.J. because there were eight of us that protected
them fiercely, guys stayed away from Lennon because the girl was
terrifying. We didn’t worry about Lennon the way that we worried
about Maggie and D.J. because Lennon didn’t need protecting the way
the other girls did. Lennon Marlow was a combination of Dash, Crew,
and Zane, and all with the undeniable blessing of her father. The
man that ended up with Lennon was going to be a glutton for
punishment, and I just hoped that he was strong enough to be with
someone like her. In all honesty, Lennon was rather fascinating.
She kind of embodied all the strongest members of our family,
and…well, good luck to whoever ended up with the nutjob because
Lennon was batshit crazy.

We also had
Posie Tinley in the family,
though she didn’t see it that way. While Crew was Lennon’s best
friend, Posie was Lennon’s second-best friend, and they’d been BFFs
ever since the sixth grade. Posie was timid where Lennon wasn’t,
but it worked for them. Posie also attended Blaineview with us, and
the girl was positively adorable.

Now,
with Seneca Cabot’s words
still ringing in my ears, our money, status, and power weren’t the
only things that we had going for us. People always like to focus
on the end result, never giving consideration to what it took to
get there. Yeah, I was only twenty-two and had the world at my
fingertips, thanks to my family, but we were more than just a bunch
of kids with too much entitlement.

Ramsey Jr. was
a math prodigy, and he was easily going to take over Uncle Ramsey’s position at RMM one day.
He was the only person that could. Well, apart from Lennon maybe.
Maddox was a computer hacker, and not just any run-of-the-mill
computer hacker. The dude was a genius, and he also worked at RMM.
Chance was also really good at computers, though he wasn’t a hacker
like Mad. Chance was more IT inclined, I’d say. He was also another
one that worked at RMM. Dash had a photographic memory, and if you
asked him, it was more of a curse than it was a blessing. Like the
others, he also worked at RMM. Crew was a musical genius and worked
as a concert violinist. He did it more to tame his demons than
anything else, but the guy was good enough to be world-renowned.
Zane was mechanically inclined, and it was kind of eerie. He could
look at something and tell you how it worked, all without even
taking the damn thing apart. Gideon was the artist of the family,
and the guy could draw, write, paint, whatever. However, his
passion was drawing, and all you had to do was look at the guy to
know that. He was covered in tattoos, getting his first when he’d
only been sixteen. Crew, Ram, and Mad had tattoos, too, but not
like Gid. Delaney’s gift was creative, too. The girl could sing,
and her voice was magic when she really put her heart into it. As
for Maggie, she was very athletic and excelled in every sport that
she tried. She was also a hell of a fighter. The girl was a tad
violent, but a sweetheart most of the time. Now, Lennon, much like
Dash’s photographic memory, she remembered everything that she
heard. The girl didn’t even have to try when it came to school
because she could remember every word ever spoken by every teacher
that she’d ever had. It was also a bitch to argue with her because
of that same gift. Her words were fact, not possible
recollections.

Now, me? I was
observant, extraordinarily so.
My eyes and ears were always opened, and I knew most things that
went on all around me. Uncle Ramsey’s thing was information. He
always said that power lied in knowing things that shouldn’t be
known, and he was big on collecting as much information on people
as possible. With that piece of advice ingrained in us since birth,
I had always been vigil. The guys like to joke that I was psychic,
but I wasn’t. I wished that I were, but I really wasn’t.

“Why the fuck
are you scowling like that?”
Zane asked as I walked into the kitchen, and I hadn’t even realized
that I had been.

“Got
yelled at by a girl today,” I
answered, going for a bottled water from the fridge.

“Not the first
time,” he pointed out as he
eyed me over the kitchen island. He’d been sitting down with his
laptop in front of him, some fruit on the counter.

“This is the first time
that a girl has yelled at me when I didn’t deserve it,” I explained
further.

Zane grinned,
whatever he’d been doing on
his laptop forgotten. “Oh, do tell.”

For all
that Zane was with a different girl every weekend, the dude had no
drama. His theory was that they couldn’t cause drama if he didn’t
keep them around long enough to do so. Again, as much as I hated to
give Seneca Cabot’s claims any validation, Zane was happy with
one-night stands and nothing more.

“Seneca Cabot
accused me of cheating in the
classes that we have together,” I told him, taking a seat next to
him.

His black
brows furrowed. “That’s
stupid,” he remarked. “You’re wicked smart. Everyone knows
that.”

“Not everyone,” I
replied dryly.

“So, what
happened?” I gave him a quick
rundown of Seneca’s tirade, and when I was done, the fucker started
laughing. “Damn. She doesn’t seem to think highly of any of
us.”

“No, she
doesn’t,” I agreed.

“So,
what are you going to
do?”

I shrugged.
“She can yell at me all she wants,” I said. “I don’t really care. I just don’t want her
starting shit by reporting me to the dean or ethics board. I don’t
need that shit, even if nothing will come of it.”

Zane gave me a
solemn nod. “I hear
ya.”

“I don’t need
Maggie or Lennon going off half-cocked, either.”

“No one needs that,”
he snorted.

Hopefully, Seneca
Cabot got her shit together before it was too late.


Chapter 4

 Seneca~

I was fortunate enough
not to have to live in the
dorms, but I’d done my time in them during my freshman year at
Blaineview. Unless you were up there near the top tier, most of us
had been required to put in our dorm time. As I slammed the door to
my apartment behind me, I could feel myself getting angry all over
again, though I really shouldn’t.

Dumping
everything on the coffee table, I dropped on the couch, my fingers massaging my
temples.

What a freakin’
day.

While I didn’t
want to credit Neo McCellan
with anything close to common sense, I knew that my anger stemmed
from more than just Neo fucking up the grading curves. There was no
escaping the fact that my father hadn’t gotten the son that he had
wanted so badly, so my life had been one big circus act, trying to
prove to my father that I was just as good as any son that he could
have had.

Harlan Cabot
was a tech and media mogul, and very much a misogynist. Filthy rich and successful, he
believed that only men could achieve his kind of greatness, and my
mother had never done anything to disabuse him of that notion.
Desiree Cabot was your typical socialite. The woman had more
plastic surgeons than a trauma hospital, and there wasn’t one thing
on her that was natural anymore. Nevertheless, she wasn’t as stupid
as she might appear. Nope. She made sure to always play the
helpless wife whenever her husband was around, so that he could
feel big. If my father had a bad opinion of women, my mother helped
him foster it regularly.

For years, I’d
been hearing the words ‘if you
were a boy’, ‘had you been a boy’, ‘why couldn’t you have been a
boy’. My father hadn’t been shy about his disappointment with my
gender, and instead of my mother pointing out all the wonderful
things about having a daughter, she had let him beat down my
self-esteem like it was okay.

So, I
had spent a better part of my
life proving that I was just as capable as any male to take over
the reins of Cabot Media. Instead of enjoying my summers, I had
interned at the office. Instead of enjoying my winter and spring
breaks, I had interned at the office. Instead of joining sports or
having boyfriends, I had spent most of my free time interning at
Cabot Media. It hadn’t been until I had started college that I had
given myself some time to make friends and have a good time. While
I had still spent my summers interning at Cabot Media, I’d made
friends, gone to parties, suffered hangovers, and had even had a
boyfriend or two. Fear of dying a virgin had ended during my
sophomore year at Blaineview, but in all honesty, the experience
hadn’t been all that exhilarating. Though David had denied it, I
was pretty sure that he’d been a virgin, too.

At any rate, I
was so close to getting my degree with perfect
grades, and Neo McCellan was
threatening it all. My best friend, Peeta, was adamant that I was
overreacting, but I didn’t think that I was. Even if Neo didn’t
deserve all the wrath of my childhood and parental expectations,
cheating was wrong, and it was doubly so when a person didn’t even
need to cheat. There was no way that Blaineview would ever fail Neo
McCellan, so he was cheating on his courses just to be an
asshole.

I was only
twenty-two-years-old, and I
felt stressed out like a mother of seven. My blonde hair no longer
shone in the sunlight, instead it was a dull pile of wheat. My
brown eyes were no longer bright with eagerness, instead they were
cloudy with lack of sleep. My frame was nothing to brag about,
either. Not fat, not skinny, not anything, there was nothing
remarkable about my body. I had B-cup breasts, a slim waist, and my
hips were not anything that made a man drool or drop to his
knees.

I was average.

Average and
tired as hell.

Now, Peeta,
she was the complete opposite of me. We had bonded during our
freshman year when it’d become
obvious that both of our mothers had been obsessed with The Hunger
Games. Never mind that both our namesakes had been men in the
books, our mothers had named us after the characters anyway. So, in
finding each other, we finally hadn’t had to be mortified
alone.

Peeta Darian was also
twenty-two-years-old and a college senior, but those were the only
things that we had in common. Peeta was five-foot-six to my
five-foot-three, and she had vibrant red hair to go with her
glowing brown eyes. She was also slim enough to walk a runway, and
she had enough social media followers to officially be an
influencer. She was at Blaineview for a business degree, and she
was one of the few females here just for a degree and not to follow
in her family’s footsteps. Out of everything, I envied that the
most. Peeta had freedom that I could only dream about.

Sitting up, I
dropped back against the couch, hung my head back,
then closed my eyes. While I wasn’t
one to play the victim, Neo’s words were still nipping at me. He
had accused me of not wanting to work hard for what I wanted, and
that couldn’t be farther from the truth. He had no idea of all the
sacrifices that I’d made growing up. Hell, he probably didn’t even
know what the word sacrifice meant. People like him never
did.

God,
and how I hated how gorgeous he was.
When he had cowered me against his car earlier, those blue eyes of
his focusing on nothing but me, it’d been a heady experience. I bet
he had no problem getting any girl to lift her skirt for him.
Describing him, you’d think that he had that surfer look about him,
but he didn’t. His light coloring had a darkness about it, but that
could be because of the way that he carried himself. His brothers
had that same aura about them, though Gideon McCellan’s tatted-up
body made him seem darker than his two brothers.

The sound of
the front door opening wasn’t
enough to make me open my eyes. It could only be Peeta or our other
roommate, Marley. In all honesty, I hoped that it was Peeta. While
I got along great with Marley, Marley Benson was way out of my
league friend-wise. Our mutual friend was Peeta, and that’s how
Marley had come to live with us this year.

Now, where
I was an average blonde,
Marley was a bombshell blonde. Peeta claimed that it was Marley’s
confidence that made me think that she was prettier than me, but it
was more than Marley’s confidence. Marley Benson was
five-foot-five, had golden blonde hair, sapphire-blue eyes, and had
that whole Gigi Hadid face thing going on for her. She was also
made up of manufactured parts, and while there was nothing wrong
with doing whatever you needed to do in order to make yourself
happy, her fake parts were very in your face. Besides, who in the
hell needed work done at the age of twenty-two?

At any rate,
Marley wasn’t always the sympathetic kind because she was another Neo McCellan. I doubted
that Marley knew what a bad day was. I knew that it sounded like I
was hating on her, and maybe I was, but that was the vibe right
now, and I was too exhausted to be positive.

“That bad?”
Peeta asked as the door shut
behind her.

“Worse,” I
said, exaggerating my
plight.

“Worse than being
named Seneca?”

I
choked out a laugh, and that
got me to open my eyes and look at her. That was our running joke.
Whenever we were having a bad day, that was our misery scale.
However, I liked to tease her about being named after the hero in
the story while I’d been named after a character killed off in the
first book.

“I’d say it’s
worse,” I drawled out.

“Ooooh, do
tell,” she said as she dropped onto the couch next to
me.

“I
got in a fight with Neo McCellan,” I
confessed, and Peeta immediately winced.

“The whole
cheating thing?” she asked
quietly.

I
nodded. “I know you said to
leave it alone, but I just can’t, Peeta,” I sighed tiredly. “It’s
like…like I’m possessed by my father’s voice. His taunts and
insults are like permanent squatters in my brain.”

“So, what
happened?” Peeta knew all
about my daddy issues, so she didn’t need a recap on why I had
chosen to challenge Neo McCellan.

“At first, it
was like he was humoring me,”
I told her. “But when I called him a liar, everything changed. He
took real offense.”

“Most people
would,” she
snorted.

“Anyway, we
argued, said some shit, then
Grant Wilensky came to my rescue and walked me to
class.”

Peeta’s brows
shot upward. “Brave man,” she
muttered.

I let out a
heavy sigh. “Even though Neo
denied cheating, I think I’m going to take my concerns to the
ethics board anyway,” I informed her.

“Are you sure
that you want to do that, Seneca?” she grimaced. “This is Neo
McCellan that you’re daring to
tangle with. Maggie McIntire and Lennon Marlow are going to come
looking for you if you mess with him.”

“What choice
do I have?” I rushed
out.

“It’s just a GPA,
Seneca,” she said softly. “You’ll still graduate-”

“I have to be
the best, Peeta,” I stubbornly
insisted. “You don’t understand.”

She
reached over and squeeze my
leg. “No, you’re right. I don’t understand,” she replied kindly.
“And I got your back, even if we do get our asses kicked by Maggie
and Lennon.”

Sadly, that
was a very strong possibility.


Chapter 5

 Neo~

I was sitting in the
academic misconduct officer’s
office, but I was hardly surprised. When I’d gotten up this
morning, like most people, I had checked my phone for
notifications, and I’d found that I’d been left a message on one of
my social media accounts. So, pulling up my messages, some chick
that worked in the administrative offices for Blaineview had sent
me a message, warning me that I was going to be called in this
morning for a meeting with the ethic’s director.

At
first, I’d been resigned to
the warning. For as long as I could remember, people had always
been doing little favors for my family like that. Always trying to
get or stay on our good sides, people told us a lot of shit that
they didn’t need to. However, living by that whole
knowledge-is-power motto, the information was always
welcomed.

After
sending off a thank you reply, I’d
begun to feel angry that Seneca Cabot had really gone through with
reporting me to the ethic’s board or whoever the hell it was that
she had reported me to. Never mind her opinion of me, but she had
absolutely no proof of me cheating on anything, but she’d still
taken it upon herself to try to tank my academic record.

When the door
to Mr. Lou Barry’s office
opened, I stood up, and I almost felt sorry for the guy. He looked
nervous and like he wanted to be anywhere but here. Still, I said,
“I’m here.”

Stretching his
arm out, he said, “Thank you
for meeting with me on such short notice, Mr. McCellan. This won’t
take long.”

“No problem,”
I said, shaking his hand, then
letting go and following him into his office.

Once we were
seated, he said, “Okay, I’m not going to waste your
time with beating around the
bush, but we got a…there was a concern brought to us that there
might be some issue with your course work.”

I got
comfortable in my seat. “You mean that Seneca Cabot accused me of cheating in all the classes
that we share together,” I replied dryly.

His head reared back
in surprise. “Uh…I…uhm, how…how do you know-”

“She
approached me yesterday to
accuse me of cheating to my face,” I informed him. “When I denied
the accusation, she threatened to report me.” I threw my arms up.
“And, alas, here we are.”

He turned a
little red with embarrassment. “Yeah, well…when I informed Ms. Cabot that we could hardly do
anything without proof, she got very adamant that your grades spoke
for themselves.”

I cocked my
head. “My grades since grade school speak for themselves,” I said. “Or is she accusing me of
cheating since I was in the second grade?”

Mr. Barry
fluttered a bit. “Well, of
course…I mean, we still have to take every concern
seriously.”

I stared at
Mr. Barry as I decided to go
fishing. “Why does Seneca Cabot care so much about my
grades?”

Ready to
please me and make this entire encounter go away, he
said, “You share a lot of the
same classes, and your grades are edging her out of the top five
percent of the graduating class.”

My brows
furrowed. “But…I mean, she
still gets to graduate, right?”

He nodded.
“She’s in no threat of not graduating,” he
confirmed. “However, she’s
more concerned with the GPA status of her graduation. While she
still has time to fight for the summa cum laude honor, she is
definitely in the running for magna cum laude if she keeps up her
hard work. For sure, she can achieve cum laude at this
point.”

“And she
believes that my grades will
affect all that?”

He nodded
again. “You have a lot of the same classes, so your
grades are affecting the curve
more than anyone else’s.”

“That makes no
sense,” I said, shaking my head. “What about the classes that she has without me? Those should
help make a difference. Plus, I can’t be the only person in her
classes that’s getting good grades.”

“They should,
and you’re right,” he replied. “You aren’t the only one, but you
are the only one that is consistently getting As. Most everyone
else has a B thrown in there somewhere.” He leaned back in his
chair. “Trust me, Mr. McCellan, I did my homework before I called
you in here.”

“So, what? I’m
supposed to start tanking my grades because Seneca Cabot is
crazy?”

His
shoulders sagged. “No,” he answered.
“Of course, not. I just had to do my job and call you
in.”

“Well, for the
record, I’m not cheating,” I
told him. “I don’t need to cheat to graduate from here. No one in
my family does.”

He gave me a
quick nod. “No, yes, of
course,” he stammered. “I just…maybe you could talk to the young
lady and sort this out.”

I stood up.
“Oh, you better believe that
I’ll be talking to her,” I replied. “In fact, I can’t
wait to fucking talk to her.”

Mr. Barry
stood up. “Oh, now…Mr.
McCellan-”

“Thanks
for the talk, Mr. Barry,” I
said before I turned my back on him, then walked out of his
office.

Though I was
pissed, I couldn’t help but
admire Seneca Cabot’s backbone. Even though the girl knew that she
couldn’t win, and even though she knew that we were going to come
after her, she had still gone and reported me. If I weren’t so
pissed off, I’d take the time to wonder why her grades were so
fucking important to her, but I could find all that out later.
Right now, I was on a mission to find Seneca Cabot.

Storming towards my car,
I saw Lennon walking my way, her purse and book bag hanging over
her arm, her black hair annoying the shit out of her as it whipped
around her face. As soon as she noticed me, she stopped walking,
and I just shook my head.

When I
reached her, I pulled the
green hair tie off my wrist, then reached out and gathered her hair
together to throw it up in a ponytail for her. Lennon had long,
thick, lustrous ebony hair, and though beautiful while down, we
were already in October, so the wind was picking up a bit these
days. Knowing how frustrated she got with it, all us guys always
had a couple of hair ties wrapped around our wrists for her. People
thought they were bracelets or some kind of fashion statement, but
they weren’t. We wore them as our way of making the world a better
place, saving it from Lennon’s annoyed moods.

“Thanks,” she
sighed once I was done
fastening her hair back.

“All you have
to do is throw some hair ties inside your purse, Len,” I told her.
“It’s as easy as
that.”

“Or I can just chop off my
hair,” she suggested.

“Yeah, right,”
I snorted. While Lennon wasn’t vain, there was no
denying how beautiful her hair
was.

Her face
quickly scrunched up in thought. “What are you doing here?” she
finally asked. “Your first
class doesn’t start until nine today.” Even if we didn’t all live
in the same house, we’d still know each other’s
schedules.

“I had a
meeting with Mr. Barry, the academic misconduct officer,” I
admitted.

Lennon’s green
eyes narrowed. “I thought Zane
was bullshitting when he told us about Seneca Cabot accusing you of
cheating,” she said, and I could feel my shoulder muscles
tightening at the sound of her voice. “What the fuck,
Neo?”

“Relax,” I said.
“I’m handling it.”

Lennon’s chin
came up as she straightened
her back. “Then you’d better handle it to my satisfaction or else
I’m coming for her,” she replied, and this girl really did need
meds.

“Lennon-”

“That’s always
been the deal, Neo,” she reminded me. “Unless you’d like for
me, Posie, D.J., and Maggie to
start handling the guys that bother us on our own from now
on?”

Now it was my
chin that was coming up. “Don’t fucking play with
me, Lennon,” I told her. “I’m not in
the fucking mood this morning.”

“Then don’t
tell me not to stand down with this Seneca thing,” she fired back. “We’re family, Neo. We
protect one another. Always.” The asshole
smirked. “Unless this is your subtle way of telling me that you
want to bend her over, so please don’t kill her before you get the
chance to do so.”

“You’re
a dick.”

“Yeah, and
you’re thinking with yours,” she harrumphed. “Look, I’ll give you a chance to handle the
situation, but if you don’t-if you can’t-then
I’ll handle it.” I knew that she wasn’t trying to insult me because
the facts were the facts. Seneca was a female, so there was only so
much payback that I could impose on her.

“I got it handled,”
I repeated. “Trust me, Len.”

She arched a
black brow. “I do trust you,”
she replied flippantly. “But that still doesn’t mean that the girls
at this school don’t need a reminder of why no one fucks with us.”
She eyed me. “If you get to protect us against the assholes at this
school, then we get to protect you against stupid bitches, Neo. You
can’t have it both ways.” With that parting, she went about her
business, leaving me shaking my head.

Nevertheless, she
wasn’t wrong.


Chapter 6

 Seneca~

Peeta and I didn’t have
many classes together because her focus was more on social media platforms, and my focus
was more on actual business, computer science, and economics.
However, we did run into each other a lot on Mondays, and that
allowed us to have lunch together in the lunch pavilion after our
third classes for the day.

“So, you
really did it, huh?” she asked as we seated ourselves at an empty
table, Peeta with her predictable grilled chicken salad, and me with my predictable
lemon-grilled chicken sandwich. The sandwich came with the best
fries in the world, and fries were my weakness.

“Yeah, I…I met
with Mr. Barry yesterday after my last class and told him that I
suspected Neo of cheating in
his classes.”

“Honestly, I
didn’t think you’d go through
with it,” she said. “Even though you were really upset when we
talked, you seemed better last night after classes.” Peeta shrugged
as she gathered her salad on her fork. “I figured that you might
have seen reason.”

After my fight
with Neo, and after pouring my
heart out to Peeta, I’d had only two more classes left in the day,
and both had been with Neo. Even though he’d said that our
discussion wasn’t over, he had ignored me during both classes, and
that had been the trigger to send me off to Mr. Barry’s
office.

Neo had acted
like I was insignificant. Knowing what I thought of him, knowing that I had threatened to turn
him in, knowing that I was upset, he’d gone about his business,
acting like nothing I said or did mattered. He kept acting like the
untouchable McCellan that he was, and his actions had gotten
tangled up inside my head, dancing beautifully with my father’s
words.

I had laid
awake last night, the brutal
taunts of how I wasn’t good enough messing with me. I wasn’t good
enough to follow in my father’s footsteps, and I wasn’t even close
to being a threat to Neo McCellan. I had stared up at the ceiling,
wishing that I could be a victim. Victims didn’t have to do
anything apart from just feeling sorry for themselves. There was no
expectation from victims. I mean, after all, they had suffered
enough, right? It was so much easier to be weak, and it sure as
hell was a lot less tiring.

Nevertheless,
instead of adopting a victim mentality, I’d done the opposite. My father had told me that I
wasn’t good enough, and I’d spent my entire life proving to him
that I was. The more that he insulted and berated me, the harder I
worked to prove that I could accomplished anything that I set my
mind to. I was capable, and I was not going to let anyone tell me
otherwise.

The sad part
was that I knew that Harlan Cabot was just waiting for me to fail. Never a word a praise, he
always followed up all my successes with a lecture about how things
were different in the real world, and how I was going to get a
healthy dose of real life once I graduated from college. Getting
good grades was nothing compared to landing a multi-million-dollar
contract. Hanging out with friends was nothing compared to having
to wine and dine wealthy investors.

I’d spent enough of my
life being belittled and labeled as insignificant, so when Neo had
ignored me for the rest of the day, unaffected by my threats, I had
snapped. Well, maybe not snapped, but I had definitely made a
decision based on emotion.

Now, while all
those self-help books out
there would tell me to quit seeking approval from others, this was
all that I knew. My future was tied to running Cabot Media, and I
didn’t have a plan-B if things didn’t work out. Hell, I didn’t even
have any money of my own. All my money was controlled by my father,
and if he cut me off right now, I had only about six-months’ worth
of personal savings to keep me from being homeless.

Taking an
inventory of my life, I’d gone from being a five-year-old child looking for her father’s approval
to a twenty-two-year-old young woman still looking for his
approval, and I didn’t know how to shut it off. I didn’t know how
to stop proving myself to someone that didn’t care. For years, my
only goal had been to take over Cabot Media and kick ass, and that
was still the goal.

“So, what did Mr.
Barry say?” Peeta asked.

“He said that
he’d look into it, but without
any proof, he wasn’t sure what I wanted him to do about it,” I
huffed.

“Seneca, you
do realize that you’re being a
little unreasonable, right?” she asked carefully. “I mean, how
would you like to be accused of something without proof?” She shook
her head. “Christ, could you imagine what the world would be like
if you didn’t need proof to accuse someone of something? It’d be
chaos.”

“Look, I know
that I might have…jumped the
gun a bit, but…how can he not be cheating, Peeta?” I asked. “The
guy never seems to pay attention in class, and if the rumors are
true, he parties almost every weekend.”

Peeta
let out a heavy sigh. “Seneca,
even if all that is true, you don’t know the guy,” she pointed out.
“You have no idea what he does when he’s at home. He might study
his ass off every night, or…or maybe his sisters tutor him, maybe
his brothers. You have no idea what effort he puts in when he’s not
in class.” She looked at me sympathetically. “I know this is a
touchy subject for you, and I get that your dad is an asshole.
Still, I’m not sure that your attack on Neo McCellan is entirely
warranted.”

“What
happened to having my back?” I
asked.

“I
do have your back,” she said, and I immediately felt
like shit at the hurt in her voice.

“I’m sorry,”
I grumbled. “I know you do. I
do. I just…I can’t let it go. I can’t let it go because I can’t see
how his grades can be so damn good, and he not…not even try or
care.”

Peeta’s
face softened. “Maybe that’s
the problem, Sen,” she said. “Maybe you’re not mad at Neo because
you really think that he’s cheating in class. Maybe you’re mad at
him because he doesn’t care how well he’s doing without even having
to try. Sounds a little like jealousy, my friend.”

I hated how
her words had a ring of truth to them. I mean, was I taking out all my daddy issues on Neo
because I had no one else to take them out on? Was I just a jealous
shrew like Neo had accused me of being? Was I just being a
bitch?

“Does
it even matter at this point?” I
asked her. “I already reported him. I think it’s kind of too late
to say sorry.”

“Maybe not,”
she replied. “I mean, it’s not like he’s going to get in
trouble, Sen. It’s a minor
inconvenience at best.”

My
chicken sandwich forgotten, I
said, “Somehow, I doubt that.”

“Look, just
apologize, and then we can see
if there’s anything more you can do to pump up your grades,” she
suggested. “Maybe get a tutor to help with the A-minuses that
you’re getting? I mean, it’s worth a shot, right?”

I dropped my
head down as I ran my hands through my hair.
“Christ, am I losing it,
Peeta?” I asked, feeling wrecked. “I mean, have I really lost my
mind? Am I…has my father really fucked me up that
badly?”

“Oh, Seneca,”
she whispered, and when I
looked up at her, she looked genuinely upset for me. “I wish there
was something that I could say to help with…with that madness, but
I’m not sure that I can undo years of verbal and mental abuse in
one lunch hour.”

I let
out a sad chuckle. “I have no
idea what I’m supposed to do now. If I don’t have this…this
drive, then I have nothing. I don’t know how not to be
the best. I don’t know how not to accept every challenge thrown my
way. I don’t know how to be enough.”

“So, instead
of focusing on Neo McCellan’s
grades and the grading curve, we focus on getting you a tutor. We…I
don’t know…we research studying techniques or something like
that.”

I smiled
softly at her from across the table. “Thanks, Peeta,” I said sincerely. “I know…I know I act
crazy at times, but…just thank you for not judging me.”

“Oh, I judge
you,” she snorted. “I just
don’t hold my judgements against you.”

“Gee, thanks,” I
laughed.

Getting back
to the topic at hand, she
said, “Let’s just focus on what we can control, and not worry about
the rest.”

I let out a
deep sigh. “No, you’re right,” I agreed. “It’s time to
change up my strategy, and maybe
refocus a bit.”

“Also…look,
you know that I adore Marley,” she said, causing me to
worry a bit. “But she’s…well, she’s
not exactly friends with Neo and his
family, but she’s kind of…friend adjacent. Like, they hang out at
the same parties and stuff, so maybe not mention this to her. If
nothing else, it doesn’t put her in the middle.”

I’d
had no idea that Marley partied with
Neo and them, but I could see it. Again, the girl was beautiful and
popular. “Yeah, okay,” I immediately agreed.

Peeta smiled.
“Good.” Gathering up more
salad on her fork, she asked, “So, are you going to apologize to
Neo?”

As much as I didn’t want
to, it was hard to ignore everything that she’d said. I
probably had been projecting my
issues onto Neo, and character was all about admitting when you
were wrong.


Chapter 7

 Neo~

I spotted Seneca and
Peeta Darian sitting at a lunch table, deep in conversation, and I didn’t care that she
had her friend with her. I had no doubt that Seneca was probably
maligning my character to her friend right now, and the more that I
thought about it, the more pissed off I got. Seneca Cabot didn’t
know me, yet she was reporting me to the school for cheating,
calling me a liar, and spreading rumors about me to her
friends.

Yeah, it was
safe to say that I was pissed.

All
conversation stopped when I slapped my hands on the table, causing
their lunch plates to jump a
bit. Peeta seemed to shrink inside herself, but Seneca had enough
balls to look me in the eye. Yeah, her russet-colored eyes were
round with apprehension, but she wasn’t cowering.

“You know, for
years, I was pretty sure that my reputation spoke for itself, but I
guess not,” I growled down at her. "Because it’s obvious that you
don’t know who you’re fucking with.”

“If
this is about-”

“My meeting
with Mr. Barry this morning?”
I bit out, cutting her off. “Oh, baby, this is about a lot more
than that pointless meeting.” Her eyes flickered towards Peeta
really quickly before she was back to looking at me again. “This is
about you thinking that you can fuck with me, Seneca. This is about
you thinking that you can just walk up to me and accuse me of shit
without proof, call me a liar, then report me to the school. This
is about you forgetting just who the fuck I am.”

Seneca was beginning to
look nervous, and for some reason, I didn’t like it. Even though I
was in her face, the brave version of her was way more enticing
than this one. I was used to being surrounded by strong women, so I
didn’t know what to do with a weak one. I could handle crazy all
damn day, but weak? Yeah, I had no use for weak women.

“Look, I was going
to apologize-”

“Too
fucking late,” I snapped as I
really got up in her face. “I don’t want your fucking
apology.”

“Then what do
you want?” she asked, and she was back to braving my wrath.

In
a voice that could freeze Hell over,
I said, “I want to make an example out of you, Seneca Cabot.” Peeta
let out a gasp, but I just ignored her. “I want to teach you a very
valuable lesson in fucking with me or any member of my family. I want to make it where you cross the
street when you see any of us coming your way.”

The girl’s jaw
clenched, and I could feel my
dick getting hard. What the fuck was it about anger and rage that
brought out the need to fuck? My dick should not be getting hard
for this girl, but it was. The longer that she faced me, the harder
it got. Me and my dick were going to have to have a
talk.

“You think
that I don’t see you? Because
I do,” I taunted. “Oh, do I fucking see you. I see an ungrateful
brat that thinks her problems are the most important thing going on
in the world right now. I see someone that would rather blame
someone else for their troubles because fixing them herself would
be too much trouble. I see someone that can’t accept second place,
even when she doesn’t deserve first place. I see someone so
embroiled in her own imagined misery that she found herself fucking
with the wrong guy. I see someone that doesn’t know what real
fucking problems are. I see someone that isn’t homeless, starving,
broke, uneducated, ill, or going through anything remotely
painful.” I snarled in her face. “I see a spoiled fucking female.
One that would rather sabotage another student than fight for what
she wants. That’s what I see, and if you think that your life is
hard now, just wait until I’m done with you, Seneca. You’re going
to wish that you never set eyes on any McCellan, McIntire, Marlow,
or Reed. You’re going to wish that you never set foot on
Blaineview’s campus.”

“What are you
going to do?” she asked, her
voice cracking with rage.

I smirked as I
looked her up and down. “Because you really think I’m going to give
you fair warning?”

Seneca stood
up, forcing me to have to step back a bit. “Well, it’s not like I can stop you, so I
guess I’ll just have to wait and see.” she replied, and I didn’t
like that. There was something different about her today, but I had
no idea what. Though her words sounded challenging, they felt more
like…like she was giving up on something, but I could be
wrong.

As Peeta stood
up to join her friend, I
looked back and forth between the girls. “Oh, we’ll definitely
see,” I said. “A word of advice before I let you girls go on your
way; I’d stay out of Lennon Marlow’s way if I were you. Maggie
McIntire’s way, too.”

Peeta’s head
just dropped, but not
Seneca’s. “Thanks,” she bit out.

Now, either
because I was a dick or I just couldn’t help myself-I didn’t know-I cupped Seneca’s face with my
right hand, my thumb running across her soft skin, and said, “I
can’t wait to fucking break you. It’s going to be a great lesson to
everyone else.” Dropping my hand, then stepping back, I turned
around, dismissing the both of them.

As I walked
away from Seneca and Peeta, I pulled my phone out, then dialed the best hacker on the
planet.

“Hey, Neo,” he
greeted when he answered.
“What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing,”
I drawled out. “School, chicks, family, and ruining someone’s life.”

Maddox chuckled. “And
here I thought you called just to see how I was doing.”

“I don’t care
how you’re doing,” I lied. “I only care how your wife is doing.”

“She’s doing
well,” he answered, and you could hear it all in his
voice.

“Well,
with due dates nearing,
Grandma Aurora is talking about visiting soon,” I told
him.

While
I considered my grandmother to be a
decent person, she was clueless about the dynamics of our family.
She lived in la-la-land with her husband Joseph Greene, and though
my grandmother was close to my mom, she wasn’t really close to the
rest of us, so she didn’t visit often. However, Chance and Harper
being pregnant gave her the perfect excuse to stop by and check on
us.

As for her
husband, he was decent enough,
I supposed. Still, if my grandmother wasn’t invited to family
functions, then Joseph sure as hell wasn’t. Plus, he had a dickhead
of a son named Brandon. While none of us knew the details, my
mother didn’t care for the man, so that was good enough for the
rest of us. Dad, on the other hand, hated Brandon Greene, so even
if Mom had cared for him, he’d still be a no-show in our
lives.

“Well, with
both Lake and Cassidy pregnant, Mom’s been hovering a lot, too,” he
replied. “I think Dad’s going to put in a daycare at RMM just for
our kids alone. It’s bad enough that our fathers are always
kidnapping Aaron and Lake whenever Dash brings them to the office,
I can’t imagine what it’ll be like once Lake and Cassidy pop.
Little Imogen isn’t safe from the parentals, either.”

“Good thing
that Crew doesn’t work there,
or else he’d never see his children, either,” I joked.

“Okay, so, you
didn’t call to talk babies,” Mad said, getting back to the reason that I’d called. “Whose life
are we destroying today?”

“I need
everything that you can get me on Seneca Cabot, possibly Peeta Darian, too,” I told
him.

“Seneca and Peeta?” he
questioned. “Are you serious?”

“Yeah, I
know,” I huffed. “I’m not sure
of the story behind their names, but those are their
honest-to-goodness names.”

“If you say
so,” he laughed. “So, why are
we destroying their lives?”

“Not both of
them, though Seneca for sure,”
I answered before hitting him with a recap of my association with
the woman.

When I
was done, Mad let out a low
whistle. “She must be nuts.”

“She must be,”
I agreed. “I just want to know
what I’m dealing with before I make my next move.”

“Alright, no
problem,” he replied easily. “Unless you want me to feed you things
as I learn them, I can have everything to you by the end of the
week.”

“The end of
the week is good. It’s not
like she’s going anywhere.”

“And what
about Lennon,” he asked, and I
had to shake my head. Everything that we did always came back to
that girl.

“I already
spoke with her, and as long as I handle it to her satisfaction, she’ll stand down,” I drawled out.

Maddox
started laughing. “Jesus Christ, that
girl.” When he got himself under control, he added, “I think that
we’re destined to spend our whole lives keeping her out of
prison.”

He wasn’t
wrong. “I feel sorry for the poor bastard that ends up falling
in love with her,” I said
dryly. “He’s going to have to sleep with one eye open every
night.”

“Lennon will
never end up with someone that
weak,” he countered. “Whoever ends up with Lennon will have to be a
lot tougher than that. Hell, probably a lot tougher than the rest
of us combined.”

“You’re
probably right,” I muttered in
agreement.

“Okay, enough
about Satan’s favorite daughter. I’ll have everything to you as soon as I can.”

I laughed because
R.J. was referred to as Satan’s favorite son. “Thanks, man.”

“Anytime,” he said before
hanging up.

Now there was
nothing left to do but bide my
time.


Chapter 8

 Seneca~

After Neo left me
feeling like a complete
asshole, I had finished out the rest of the day in a fog of shame
and embarrassment. Still, since I couldn’t afford to miss any of my
classes, I’d gone, doing my best to keep my head down and avoid Neo
in the remaining classes that we’d had together.

Peeta had been
an angel, trying to convince me that Neo had been wrong in his
assessment of my character and
personality. She had defended me like a good friend should, but no
matter what she said, I couldn’t shake the picture that Neo had
painted of my life and how I was living it. He had called me an
ungrateful brat, and I felt small because of it. I’d been killing
myself over my father’s approval like his disappointment was the
worst thing in the world. Meanwhile, there were people starving, homeless, sick, suicidal, being abused, you
name it.

Neo’s rant had
been a rude awakening to just how screwed up my priorities had been. While I knew that I
wasn’t fully cured of my issues, I knew that I needed to make some
changes in my life. I needed to find a way with being okay doing my
best, even if it meant not being the best. There were worst things
in life than failing, and with a degree from Blaineview, no one
would call that failing.

“Hey, are you
okay?”

I looked up to
see Peeta standing in my doorway. “I don’t know what I am,” I answered honestly.

She
walked into my room, then sat down
next to me on the bed. “I know I’ve already said this, but don’t
let him get into your head, Sen,” she said. “It’s just one person’s
opinion of you, and it’s after a major fight . Of course, it’s not
going to be a good one. Besides, in a year, you’ll never have to
see Neo McCellan ever again. Your life will be a new one and
whatever you make of it.”

“Yeah,
but what kind of year is it going to
be?” I questioned. “Who knows what he’s going to do as retaliation,
and who’s going to stop him?”

She shook her
head, a small grin playing on her lips. “Wouldn’t it be nice to have a boyfriend to defend
you?”

I
snorted at that. “Any boyfriend that
I might have would run scared. I mean, can you think of any guy in
this school brave enough to go up against Neo McCellan? I
can’t.”

Peeta
shrugged. “Even so, a
boyfriend would be shagging you tirelessly just to get your mind
off of it, so that would still be a plus to having a
boyfriend.”

“There
is that,” I muttered. My head dropped
back as I closed my eyes. “I can’t remember the last time that I
had a good shagging.”

“Timothy Faulkner,
wasn’t it?”

“He was over
six months ago, and I said
a good
shagging,” I clarified. “Though
sweet, the guy could work on his endurance a bit.”

Peeta eyed me. “It’s
rumored that Neo McCellan has a big-”

I threw my
hand up to stop her. “I know
what the rumors are,” I informed her dryly. “They’re all rumored to
have big dicks and be great in bed. Granted, that could just be
fandom talking, but who knows? Zane Marlow gets more action than a
casino, so I can’t imagine that he sucks in bed.”

“Who sucks in
bed?”

We both looked
up to see Marley standing in
my doorway. She wasn’t home often, so it was easy for her to sneak
up on us because we were never expecting to see her. Marley was
also looking as perfect as ever, and that’s when I realized that I
probably was a little bit of a hater, adding credence to Neo’s
lecture earlier.

“We weren’t
saying anyone sucked in bed.
Quite the opposite, in fact,” Peeta answered. “It’s rumored that
Zane Marlow, Neo McCellan, and Gideon McCellan are all good in
bed.”

Marley grinned
as she came into my room, joining us by sitting in my rocking chair near my dresser. “Oh, good
in bed is an understatement.”

My stomach
dropped to my feet, and I had no idea why. It was none of my
business who Marley slept with, and that included Zane Marlow, Neo McCellan, and Gideon
McCellan. However, there was a small prickling sensation on the
back of my neck that was sending me mixed signals. While I didn’t
care if Marley and Zane or Gideon slept together, I didn’t want to
examine the hollow feeling that I was feeling in my stomach at the
thought of her and Neo sleeping together. Not only was it stupid,
but it was…well, stupid. Why would I be jealous?
How could I feel jealous? Yesterday had been the
first time that I’d ever spoken to Neo, and every interaction since
then could only be described as a disaster. It was obvious that Neo
hated me now, and I really wasn’t his biggest fan, even if I was in
the wrong here.

“How do you
know?” Peeta asked, saving me from any further
embarrassment at the hands of
Neo McCellan.

“Wwwwwell, I
don’t know it firsthand,” she
drawled out. “But one of my friends, Alison Lowans, hooked up with
Zane at one of the graduation parties last year, and she said that
he was packing enough inches to make the heartbreak worth
it.”

“Everyone says
that,” Peeta muttered.

Marley shrugged. “Alison
said that she would have gladly gone back for seconds if he were
that type of guy.” Peeta snorted. “Well, even if Alison was
exaggerating, there has to be some truth to it. I mean, how else
can he get away with what he does if he’s not great in bed? Girls
are lined up to be his next conquest, and I’ve never heard of
anyone saying that he’s not worth it. Even the scorned ones give
that guy rave reviews.”

“Who wants to
date a guy that goes through
women like they’re used gym socks?” I asked, trying to sound
offended for all women, but curiously wondering what was in that
boy’s pants that no one cared if he used women like disposable
tissues.

“A girl that
can appreciate a big dick,”
Marley replied flippantly. “Don’t underestimate great sex, Seneca.
I mean, some of the most powerful men in the world have toppled
between a pair of thighs.”

“I’m not
underestimating great sex,” I denied. “I’m just saying that, sooner
or later, there’s got to be
more to a relationship besides good sex.”

“Yeah, but that time comes
after college,” she countered. “Substance comes into play after
you’ve sowed all your wild oats and can die with no regrets. Love,
respect, companionship, and all that other stuff is reserved for
your thirties.” Her nosed scrunched up in thought. “Maybe late
twenties.”

“There’s
nothing wrong with finding love while you’re in college,” Peeta argued, and I knew that it was
because she had a huge crush on Niles Baily. Her crush had started
during our freshman year, but she was still playing it safe. The
dude had no idea that Peeta liked him.

“Well, I’m not
looking for love,” Marley
stated. “I’m looking for a guy that’s going to rock my world and
show me everything that I never knew that I wanted from
sex.”

“Good luck,” I
snorted.

“Oh,
I’ve found a couple that were
close, but I want porn-status sex,” she said, and that had me and
Peeta chuckling, despite my sour mood. “I want a guy that’s going
to wreck me, so that when I’m old and grey, dying on my deathbed,
I’ll have something to smile about.”

“So,
then why haven’t you tried your hand
at Zane Marlow?” Peeta asked. “Or Neo McCellan. He reportedly has
the same reputation, though not as popular.”

“There’s also
Gideon McCellan to consider,”
I said, hating how I was trying to take the focus off
Neo.

Marley’s nose scrunched
up again. “Well, Gideon doesn’t really hook up with girls from
Blaineview. Besides, looking at him, he probably likes girls with a
million tattoos and nose rings.” She shrugged again like it was a
nonfactor. “Zane…well, he’s hard to pin down. It’s said that if he
wants to fuck you, then he’ll let you know.”

I shook my head. “Us
women really need to raise our standards.”

“As for Neo,
who says that I’m not considering it?” she asked coyly, and her words felt like a kick in
the stomach, and I really, really, really didn’t want to feel
anything at her words. For all intents and purposes, Neo and I were
enemies.

“Really?”
Peeta asked, her brown eyes sliding my way really
quickly.

“Why not?” Marley replied.
“The rumors are the same for him. Supposedly, he has a big dick and
knows how to use it. Plus, the line to ride his dick isn’t as long
as Zane’s line.”

“Probably
because he’s more selective, Marley,” I said, hating that I
was even a part of this
conversation. “That’s not necessarily a bad thing.”

“Not for
nothing, Seneca, but look at me,” she said. “If I want
Neo McCellan, then all I have
to do is put in a little effort. Besides, it’s not like I’m going
to try to trap him into marriage. Why wouldn’t he want to enjoy a
night with me?”

She was
right. Why wouldn’t he?

“Which brings
me to why I’m here,” she went on. “There’s a party at the McMillan House this Friday, and I
expect you guys to go.”

“Why?” Peeta
asked.

“Because you
guys need some dick,” she said
solemnly. “I mean, you really, really do.”


Chapter 9

 Neo~

It’d been a hell of a week, but it was finally
over, and I couldn’t remember the last time that I needed a drink
like I did now.

After my
little talk with Seneca, I’d
made it clear to Maggie and Lennon that she was off-limits until
Mad got back to me with whatever he could find on her. Maggie had
readily agreed, Lennon not so much. She was still convinced that I
was thinking with my dick, and she wasn’t wrong. Whenever I thought
about the way that Seneca had kept standing up to me, my dick got
rock fucking hard.

So, the party
at the McMillan House tonight was just what I needed to drink this fucked-up week away.
Normally, there were parties every weekend in town, but the
McMillan House was famous for never running out of booze or women.
The pool also came with a huge tube slide, the game room had arcade
games, and there was supposedly a swingers’ room, though that
wasn’t anything that I was into. While I didn’t mind fucking a girl
in public, I drew the line at swapping partners
mid-fuck.

While everyone else in
the house was getting ready to go to the party, I was getting out
of the shower myself. Like all phone addicts, the first thing that
I did was check my phone before even dressing, and that’s when I
saw that I had a missed call from Maddox.

Tightening the
towel around my waist, I called him back. “Whatcha
got for me?” I asked as soon as he
answered.

“Dude, your
girl is fucked-up,” he said in lieu of a greeting.
“She’s got some serious
issues.”

That piqued my
interest. “Like what?”

“Okay,
most of this you’ll already know, but
just bear with me.”

“Yeah, go
ahead.”

“She’s the
only daughter of Harlan and Desiree Cabot, and her mother is a
socialite while her father owns Cabot Media. She has no siblings because her mother’s
pregnancy had been too dangerous to try again. Hence, no sons. They
did try the surrogate route a few times, but none of the
pregnancies had taken, so that left them with just the one
daughter.”

“Okay,
that’s stuff that I already
knew, minus the surrogate thing.”

“So
impatient,” he muttered. “Anyway, after researching everything that
I could find and hacking my way into, it appears as if Daddy Cabot
was verbally and mentally abusive to your girl.”

That got
my back up. “What?”

“He’s been
very vocal about wishing that she were a boy,” Mad went on. “No matter what she did, he
would criticize how it still wasn’t good enough because she wasn’t
male.”

“I know you’re
a genius, but how did you find that out?” While there wasn’t anything that Maddox couldn’t hack
into, I seriously doubted that he’d gotten that information from
text messages or emails.

“The girl has an
electronic diary,” he replied simply. “She has one of those
personal blog journal things, and she started it when she was
around twelve.”

“Jesus, you
read her journal from when she
was twelve?”

“Hell no,” he
snorted. “Not only do I have a wife whose about to pop out our first kid at any given second,
but the parentals are kicking my fucking ass at work. Dash has it
made because all he has to do when he’s getting his ass reamed is
throw Aaron or Lake into their arms, and they immediately soften
like little, old, grey-haired grandfathers. I don’t have that kind
of shield yet.”

That got a
smile out of me. “Not sure how
Cassidy is going to feel when she finds out that you’re only taking
your child to work with you to ward off ass chewings.”

“She’ll
get over it,” he replied easily. “I
know for a fact that Chance is also using Imogen as a shield. For
being ruthless assholes, oh, just let Imogen smile up at
them.”

“What does he
do on the days that Zach and Olive are visiting, and Harper needs
the baby with her?” I asked, loving how much fatherhood was
embraced in our family.

“Not my
problem,” Mad said unforgivingly. “It’s every man for himself. Just wait until you start working
here. Your dad’s no joke, dude.”

“Because yours is
any better?” I countered.

“Word of
advice? Knock someone up before you start working here,” he said,
and my mind immediately went to Seneca Cabot. “Grandchildren are the only thing that soften
these assholes up.”

“Thanks, I’ll get right on
that,” I deadpanned.

“Okay,” he
chuckled. “Let’s get back to
your girl.”

“So, what did her
diary say?” I asked, curious as fuck.

“She’s
basically been spending her
entire life trying to prove to her father that she’s just as good
as a son,” he said, and I didn’t like the thump in my chest. Our
family didn’t work that way. Uncle Ace loved D.J. and Maggie more
than his own life. He hadn’t ever pressed Aunt Ava for more kids
just to get a son out of her. He was happy with his girls. We all
were.

“So, she has daddy
issues,” I surmised.

“Ah, I think
it’s a little more than that,”
he said. “According to her journal and a few of the texts that I
saw between her and her father, he’s verbally abusive. Always
telling her that she’s not good enough. If she got an A+ on a test,
then he’d tell her that a son wouldn’t have had to try that
hard.”

“Jesus,” I
muttered.

“Yeah,” he
replied drolly. “If she joined a sport, he’d tell
her that it was a waste of time
because no one wanted to watch girls play sports, that only male
sports made superstars. If she got a part in a school play, he’d
tell her that it was the male lead that garnered all the attention.
If she-“

“Okay, okay,”
I rushed out. “I get
it.”

“No, I don’t
think that you do, Neo,” Mad
said seriously. “This girl has a journal dating back from when she
was twelve, depicting how she felt every single time that her
father told her that he wished that she were his son and not his
daughter. Still, that’s not all. She also wrote down everything
that she’s ever done to prove that she was good enough, and it’s a miracle that the girl gets any sleep.
She’s always going, always working hard, and just…always
on.”

“So, it’s
ingrained in her to be the
best, no matter what,” I remarked unnecessarily.

“Well, I did wonder what
would make a girl go up against you like that, especially knowing
that Maggie and Lennon were waiting in the shadows to come out and
play,” he said. “Well, now I know. She doesn’t know how not to be
the best, and for whatever reason, she thinks that you’re fucking
with that.”

“I can
understand what drives her,
but that still doesn’t give her a free pass to annoy the fuck out
of me,” I drawled out.

Maddox
chuckled. “Good luck. I think
you’re going to need it.”

“Been talking
to Lennon?”

This time, he laughed.
“She believes that you’re thinking with your dick.”

“She’s not entirely
wrong,” I admitted. “There’s just something inherently sexy about a
strong female.”

“You’ll
get no arguments from me
there,” he replied.

“Okay,” I
said, letting out a deep sigh.
“I’ll…I’ll give it some thought. Thanks for your help.”

“Anytime, Neo,” he
said before hanging up.

Tossing my
phone down, I went to getting dressed, but before I could
put my shoes on, there was a
knock at my door, and as I looked up from where I was sitting on
the bed, I called out, “Come in.”

The door
opened, then Lennon was
walking in, Posie behind her, and they both looked like they were
ready for the party, except that they were still dressed in their
pajamas. As Lennon made herself at home on my bed, Posie stayed by
the doorway, an apologetic look on her face. Though the girl had
come a long way since grade school, she was still a bit reserved
around us.

“Nice
outfits,” I smirked before
going back to putting my shoes on.

“Heard from Mad?” Lennon
asked casually, but there was never anything casual about Lennon’s
nosiness.

I looked over at
her. “Jesus, do you have my room bugged or something?”

Lennon just
rolled her eyes. “I hear
enough shit from you guys without poisoning my brain more than it
needs to be.” Just like Dash with his photographic memory, it
couldn’t be easy to always remember everything that you
heard.

“Well, I just
got off the phone with him,” I admitted. “He…well, the short version is that Seneca Cabot
thinks that my grades are a threat to her graduating at the top of
our class. And for someone that has spent all her life trying to
prove to her father that she’s not a failure because she hadn’t
been born a male, she let her daddy issues get the best of
her.”

Lennon’s green eyes
narrowed. “Her father’s a misogynist?”

“According to
Mad, an abusive misogynist,
though only mentally and emotionally,” I answered.

Lennon glanced
over at Posie really quickly,
and I could tell that the wheels were beginning to spin wildly.
When she looked back at me, she said, “Me and Mags will stand down
unless it gets ugly.”

I smirked. “You’re
one of a kind, Len.”

“I know,” she
said humbly before standing up and walking out of my
room.


Chapter 10


Seneca~

The party was packed,
lively, and everything that a
successful college party should be. There were people everywhere,
some clothed, some not, and the music was loud, but not too loud.
People were dancing, drinking, snorting up coke; you name it, they
were doing it. After all, while there were a few scholarship kids
that went to Blaineview, the majority of the students were wealthy,
spoiled, entitled assholes. I was only one out of those two if you
ignored how much of an asshole I’d been to Neo.

Glancing
around the party, I was already three beers in, but I was still feeling crappy. Everyone
else was having a good time, so I’d been doing my best not to drag
them down with me, but guilt sucked. It sucked so much that I
wasn’t even catching a buzz, no matter how badly I wanted to. My
mind wouldn’t shut down with how unfair I’d been, and it was clear
that I was going to need to talk to someone about my manic daddy
issues. I was going to need to find a way to accept my father for
who he was and make peace with the fact that I was never going to
be the son that he wanted. I needed to accept that this was more
about him than it was me and my feelings.

I was also
going to have to revisit my plan to work for him and take over
Cabot Media. While that was
all that I had ever wanted to do, it was becoming quite clear that
working for my father might not be the healthiest thing for me to
do. Of course, maybe counseling would toughen me up a little, and
that was all that I could hope for right now. I didn’t have
anything else to fall back on, so I was really going to have to
buckle down and examine all my options. There was also the fact
that I’d be cut off if I refused to take over Cabot Media. Even if
I was just
a daughter, my father had no one else
to leave it all to. Plus, it would look bad for me to snub my
family’s legacy. So, knowing that, I should probably spend the rest
of the school year saving every penny deposited into my accounts.
Suddenly, my future was unclear, and that was some scary
shit.

I
almost cursed Peeta for
slapping me with this sudden life realization. Why couldn’t she
have waited until after graduation? Maybe a year or two after I’d
taken over Cabot Media. Right now, an epiphany wasn’t helping me
any. It was actually making shit harder than before.

“Here,” Peeta
said, shoving another beer my
way. “Have another.”

“Are you
trying to get me drunk?” I teased as I finished off my beer, reaching for the new one at the
same time.

“Marley said
that we needed dick, not pussy,” she replied glibly. “I’m here for dick.”

“Well,
as ambitious as that is, we should
probably be sober for the event, no?”

Peeta grinned.
“I don’t know,” she said.
“I’ve had some of the best sex of my life drunk off my ass. Talk
about no inhibitions.”

I put my hand
up to stop her. “Please,
stop,” I begged. “I don’t need the details.”

“I’m just saying, it’s
common knowledge that a glass of wine helps a girl relax long
enough to try anal sex for the first time,” she said right before
taking a healthy drink of her beer.

I
laughed. “That is so not
true.”

Peeta just
shrugged. “All I’m saying is
that there’s a difference between having consensual drunk sex and
non-consensual drunk sex. Usually, the girl’s passed out during the
latter.”

“Look, I don’t
mind loosening up a bit, beer
or no beer, but I’m hardly going to have anal sex with a one-night
stand,” I told her. “I’d rather reserve that for my
boyfriend.”

“But
you don’t have a boyfriend,”
she pointed out.

“Thanks,” I
deadpanned. “I appreciate the observation.”

She grinned
again. “Oh, c’mon, Seneca,”
she said chuckling. “In ten years, no one’s going to care who you
screwed in college, anal or no anal. So, get out there and sow your
wild oats, woman.”

“Thinking of
giving up the ass?”

We both turned
around to see Marley grinning drunkenly at us. Her eyes were already so red that I wondered
if she was just drunk and nothing more.

“Not tonight,” I
quipped.

“I’m on
the fence,” Peeta answered,
and that got us laughing.

“Well, I’ve
done my rounds, and I can tell you that there are a lot
of promising options here tonight,”
Marley said slyly. When we’d gotten here about an hour ago, she had
immediately gone about her business, mingling or
whatever.

“Oh, yeah?” Peeta
asked, her interest piqued.

Marley nodded.
“If you two don’t get laid tonight, then you’re not even trying.”

“So, who do
you have your eye on?” Peeta
asked. “It’s better to know, rather than step on each other’s
toes.”

“Well, it
looks like Zane Marlow already has a couple of girls that he’s
entertaining, and even though I saw Gideon McCellan here, he’s hanging with his sisters, so
I’m not sure I want to attempt that,” Marley replied. “Plus, the
guy just seems too…serious for me. I mean, I bet he’s a beast in
bed because he looks the type, but I’m still convinced that I’m not
his type.” Marley let out a heavy sigh. “So, that leaves Neo
McCellan.”

My stomach did
that crazy thing again, and my brain was screaming at the rest of me that we
weren’t
jealous. Not at all. No way would we
ever be jealous. It didn’t make any sense to feel anything other
than the stupid guilt that I was feeling. Even if Neo ended up
letting me apologize to him, it was a big freakin’ leap from
apologizing to sleeping together or whatever my stomach was
thinking.

“Why now?”
Peeta asked as I bit my tongue. “I mean, why are you gunning for him now?”

Marley
shrugged. “We’re already into
our senior year,” she said. “After graduation, I might never see
him again. The clock is ticking on making Neo McCellan a fond
college memory.”

“Well, good
luck,” I said, forcing some
cheerfulness into my voice, confused as fuck, and still mad at all
my four beers for not doing their job. “I think I’m going to aim a
bit lower.”

Marley
laughed. “Just as long as you two get laid, then it’s all good,”
she said. “I’m all about the physical wellbeing of my friends.”

I raised my
beer in a salute. “Here’s to
physical wellbeing.” We clinked bottles, and I completely ignored
the look that Peeta was giving me.

Marley wiggled
her fingers at us in a goodbye, and as soon as she was out of
earshot, Peeta asked, “You
seriously don’t care that she’s going to sleep with your arch
nemesis?”

That got a
reluctant grin out of me.
“Arch nemesis? Really, Peeta? I mean, the dude might hate me, but
we’re hardly Batman and The Joker,” I snorted. “Once he gets his
revenge, I’m sure that he’ll move on.”

Peeta’s brows
shot upward. “You really don’t
care?” she asked again. “I mean…God, can you imagine walking into
the kitchen in the morning to Neo McCellan having breakfast with
Marley? C’mon, it has to bother you a little bit, Sen.”

I took another
drink of my beer before saying, “Even if it did bother me, it’s hardly my business,
Peeta.”

“I know, but-”

“Hey, Peeta.
Seneca,” Niles Bailey said, cutting Peeta off and surprising us
both.

“Hey, Niles,” I
greeted back.

“Hey, Niles,” Peeta
muttered. “Uh…having fun?”

Niles
smiled, and the dude was very
easy on the eyes. Fear of rejection really was a sonofabitch, and I
knew that was the only reason that Peeta’s been playing it safe. It
was almost as if the girl didn’t own a mirror. Niles would be lucky
to land someone as awesome as Peeta. We should have changed our
names when we had turned eighteen, I thought, sighing
inwardly.

“How about we dance
some,” he said, and Peeta looked like she might expire on the
spot.

“You want
to dance?” she choked out.
“With me?”

Niles laughed,
not taking her seriously at
all, then grabbed her by the hand, dragging her closer to the music
and makeshift dance floor. Even though I’d been left alone to my
own devices, if Peeta was getting laid tonight, I wished with all
my heart that it was Niles that ended up rocking her world. Even if
nothing serious came of it, at least he wouldn’t be a total regret
in life.

Polishing off
my beer, I went in search of shots. I didn’t want to examine that
green-eyed monster sitting on
my shoulder, and I figured that shots were the way to make that
happen. Now, while I wasn’t a big shots person, I needed this. Not
only had I not partied in a while, but it had been a crap week, and
I still had Neo’s revenge to look forward to.

Making my way
to the liquor section of the festivities, I immediately saw Grant Wilensky pouring himself a
couple of shots, so I joined him. “Hey, Grant,” I greeted, saddling
up next to him. “Are those for anyone, or are they near and dear to
your heart?”

The boy
grinned. “Help yourself,” he said. “It’s top fucking shelf vodka, sweetheart.”

Reaching out,
I grabbed one of the shots of vodka, then threw it back, letting the burn coat my throat and
the potency fuzz my brain.

Just what I
needed.


Chapter 11


Neo~

There was a shitload of
people here, but that was to
be expected. These parties never disappointed, and even Gideon was
here tonight. When we had been getting ready back at the house
earlier, he had surprised us by announcing that he was going to tag
along. He wasn’t big on partying, but that was all the better for
me and Zane. With Gid here, guaranteed to be watching over the
girls, that left me and Zane free to get drunk, laid, or whatever
else that we wanted to do.

However, I
wasn’t looking for pussy
tonight. While I was a fan-a big fan-I
couldn’t stop thinking about Seneca Cabot and everything that
Maddox had told me. Even though she was so in the fucking wrong, I
couldn’t imagine being raised to know that I hadn’t been wanted.
The very idea felt crazy to me. No matter how good or rotten we’d
been, none of the parentals had ever done anything to make us feel
like we hadn’t been wanted. How could a parent not want their
child? So what if she was a girl? Whenever I looked at D.J.,
Maggie, or Lennon, I saw greatness. I saw girls that had no problem
going toe-to-toe with anyone, girl or guy. Hell, whenever I thought
about Aunt Emerson, enough said.

At any rate, I
knew that there was a good chance that Seneca and her friends might
be making an appearance
tonight, so I wasn’t going to get drunk or let pussy distract me.
We had to talk, and now was as good a time as any. There were no
classes or other obligations that might sidetrack us.

Nevertheless,
an hour later, I’d almost been
convinced that she wasn’t here, but then I saw Peeta Darian dancing
with Niles Bailey. Granted, that wasn’t a guarantee that Seneca was
here, but why wouldn’t she be? I’d also seen their other friend,
Marley Benson, earlier, making the rounds, so it stood to reason
that Seneca was here, too.

The only
problem with searching for Seneca was that this place was huge and packed. It was a fucking
mansion that sat on a least one acre of land, so Seneca could be
anywhere. There was also the possibility that she was somewhere
private and that’s why she wasn’t with her friends, and that
thought wasn’t a particularly pleasant one. Did I have the right to
feel jealous? No. Did I care? That would also be a no. I might not
know what I had planned for her, but her fucking other guys was
nowhere in any of the possibilities.

It took an
entire fifteen minutes before
I found her near the laundry room with Grant Wilensky. Between
random folks trying to talk to me and checking on my people, it had
taken longer than I would have liked to find her. However, I was
more upset that she was with Grant Wilensky again. She’d said that
he wasn’t her boyfriend the day that she’d yelled at me, but maybe
they were friends-with-benefits. Whatever they were, I didn’t like
it, and that was enough to get me moving.

“Well, isn’t this cozy,” I
drawled out as I approached them. Grant immediately straightened to
his full height as Seneca just eyed me.

“McCellan,” Grant
greeted.

I
gave him a tight head nod before
looking back at Seneca. “Am I interrupting?”

“What do you
want, Neo?” she asked, and
there was a bit of a slur in her words.

“Are
you drunk?” I asked, setting
everything else to the side. Even if I didn’t have sisters, I had a
mother, and a guy with a drunk girl that wasn’t his girlfriend was
always something that needed to be questioned.

“It’s a
party,” she replied. “Half the
people here are drunk.”

“I’m not
asking about half the people here,” I bit out. “I’m asking if you’re drunk.”

“Maybe,” she
said like a jerk. “Still, it’s not your business.”
She looked up and gave Grant a goofy
smile. “Plus, even if I am, Grant’s here. He’ll look out for
me.”

Yeah, that wasn’t
happening.

I looked over
at Grant. “Get lost,” I told
him. “I got her.”

“Whoa, wait,” he
said. “Hold on, Neo. She-”

“She
what?” I asked as I stepped to him.
“She’s fucking drunk, and you’re out of your mind if you think that
I’m going to leave her here with you.”

Credit to him,
he said, “Oh, but I’m supposed
to trust her with you?” He stood up
straighter. “I don’t think so. Besides, Seneca and I are actually
friends. I’m not going to let anything happen to her,
McCellan.”

“I’ll be happy
to step outside and discuss this with you more,” I said, anger
creeping its way inside my veins. “We can even discuss it with our
fists if you’re so passionate about it.”

“Okay, that’s enough,”
Seneca announced, jumping in.

I
looked back at her. “You’re
fucking drunk-”

“I’m not
drunk,” she denied. “I’m having a good time. After all, that’s what I’m here for, Neo. Like
everyone else that’s here, I’m here to have a good time. I’m here
to mingle, drink, dance, and get laid.” She looked back and forth
between me and Grant as she added, “And the guy that I have in mind
is not either of you two, so how about we stop with the
arguing?”

“Seneca-”

“Save it,
Grant,” she said, looking up at him. “I don’t need a babysitter.” Seneca shook her head.
“Why is it okay for men to be able to do whatever the hell they
want, but women can’t. If you guys say that you want to get laid,
no one bats an eyelash. However, if a girl says the same thing,
then she must be drunk, drugged, or not know what she’s talking
about.” She planted her hands on her hips. “Well, I know what I’m
talking about, and just because I’m feeling good and the alcohol is
doing its thing, that doesn’t mean that I’m not sober enough to
make sound decisions.”

“You’re
fucking drunk,” I snapped. “If
you weren’t, you’d hear how stupid your words are.”

She turned
her dark eyes my way. “What do
you care? Honestly, after our little heart-to-heart earlier, I
figured you’d see it as my comeuppance if some guy took advantage
of me tonight.”

I
grabbed her by her arm. “You
keep insulting me, and I’m not going to stand for it much longer,
Seneca.”

“Look, how
about I get her home,” Grant said. When I was about to object again, he added, “I’m not that guy,
Neo. I’ll get her home safely.”

Seneca shot
her ire his way. “I already
told you that I don’t need-”

“Knock it off,
Seneca,” he bit out, eyeing
her carefully. “It’s obvious that you’ve had enough.”

Not trusting
myself, I looked at Grant and said, “If anything happens to her, you won’t be able to hide
from me, Wilensky. Do I make myself clear?” While I didn’t like the
idea of him taking her home, I knew that Seneca was too far gone
for us to talk. She was in her drunken feels, and if I pushed her,
I could see this turning into a huge mess. Besides, she seemed
stubborn enough to jump the first guy that came her way just to
prove a point.”

“Crystal,”
he replied. “Again, we’re only
friends, McCellan. Never been anything more.”

I eyed Seneca.
“Go the fuck home,” I told
her. “You’ve had enough.”

She let out a
sad laugh. “You’re such an
asshole. It’s always what you people want. It’s never about what
you do to the people around you in your quest to be
obeyed.”

I knew that
she was talking about her father more than anything else, but it was pointless to talk to
a drunk. “Get home,” I repeated before walking away from her and
Wilensky.

Done
with the fucking party I fired
off a group text to let everyone know that I was leaving. However,
before I could even make it out of the front door, Marley Benson
was pressed up against me, drunk and/or high off her fucking
nut.

“Neo,” she
slurred. “God, you’re so
fucking hot.”

Grabbing her, I did
my best to steady her on her feet. “Marley, are you okay?”

Her blue eyes
looked up at me, and they were
both dilated all to hell. “I have an Uber coming for me, but if
you’re game, I’d much rather go home with you.”

In
another world, one where Marley was
sober, I might have taken her up on her offer. Marley was
five-foot-five of blonde hair, blue eyes, and the face of an angel.
She also had the best body that money could buy, and she was proud
to show it off. She was definitely not someone that you would kick
out of bed for eating crackers, in my opinion. However, I didn’t
fuck drunk girls, and that was even before Seneca Cabot started
frying my brain.

“How about I
help you to your Uber, Marley,” I said, not touching her offer with a ten-foot pole.

“Why?” she
whined as she let me guide her out of the house. “I’m great in the
sack, Neo. Trust me. I’m even
down for anal if that’s your niche.”

It wasn’t in me to share
that I’d already been inside that particular orifice enough that it
wasn’t the Holy Grail that it was for most guys. Not for nothing,
but the guys in my family have had groupies all our lives. There
wasn’t much that we hadn’t all already done collectively. So, anal
was not enough of an incentive to make me fuck a drunk girl. There
was no way in hell that was happening.

“I have my eye
on someone else,” I told her truthfully. “Thanks for the offer though.”

“What is it
with you McCellans,” she
muttered drunkenly. “I guess I’ll just have to wait in line for
Zane after all.”

All I could do was
roll my eyes before helping her to her Uber.


Chapter 12


Seneca~

It was Monday, and the
weekend had been hell. When
I’d seen Neo and Marley leaving the party together on Friday night,
I couldn’t believe how betrayed I’d felt. Even as buzzed as I’d
been, I had still possessed some common
sense, so there was no reason why I should have felt as hurt as I
had. I wasn’t special to Neo. We weren’t anything to each other.
Hell, even him letting Grant take me home hadn’t been anything
special. I mean, the guy had sisters, so his misplaced concerned
could have just been his conscience working with the right thing to
do. He’d been under the impression that I’d been too drunk to make
reasonable decisions, so he'd had Grant take me home.

Simple
as that.

When Grant had
dropped me off at home, I had sent Peeta a text, informing her that
I’d gone home, and she had
sent me a selfie of her and Niles with a thumbs-up emoji. Even as
miserable as my night had ended up, I’d been happy for her. I’d
been super happy for her when she hadn’t shown up at the apartment
until noon the next day also.

Saturday had
been spent nursing mild
hangovers and Peeta telling me all about hooking up with Niles.
According to her, it’d been the stuff of dreams, and he had even
asked her out on a date for that night. So, essentially, Peeta had
spent the entire weekend with Niles, and I had spent it hiding out
in my room. I hadn’t seen Marley at all, but like I’d said before,
she was hardly ever home, so she could have been out, doing what
she did, or she could have spent the weekend with Neo; I had no
idea.

Now it was
Monday morning, with school
back in session, and I still felt sick to my stomach. Not only had
I lost the battle with my GPA and the cheating accusations that I’d
flung Neo’s way, but I was feeling jealous on top of everything
else that was weighing me down. The plan had been to search for
tutors today between classes, but I was in such a funk that I
seriously doubted that anyone would want to tutor me at this
point.

As for the
three classes that I shared with Neo today, the first two had been torturous, no matter
how hard I had worked to ignore him. Before last week, we’d never
spoken, we’d never hung out, we’d never been anything to one
another; we’d been classmates and that’s all. However, now, I was
acutely aware of where he sat. I could make out his voice in a sea
of others. I was also very aware of the female attention that he
got, no matter which class we were in.

I was pretty
sure that I had crossed the city limits into Patheticville, and I was mayor. At least, that’s how
I felt. I felt ridiculous to be having any thoughts of Neo McCellan
at all. Instead of worrying about his promised payback, I couldn’t
stop seeing him and Marley leaving the party together, and I hated
how I’d gone from such a strong, stubborn, driven girl to…to
this. Granted, the reason why I’d been strong,
stubborn, and driven was unhealthy as all get out, but that was
neither here nor there. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t
uber-focused on my life’s path, and it was discombobulating to say
the least.

With only a half hour
between classes, instead of hanging out with Peeta or at one of the
food kiosks, I figured that the thirty minutes of downtime could be
spent in the library, someplace where no one would be expected to
talk to me. As much as I was trying to snap myself out of this
mood, I knew that I wasn’t being very successful.

However, on my
way to the library, I ran into
a very beautiful Marley Benson, completely forgetting that she had
classes this afternoon, too.

“Oh, hey,
Sen,” she said with a perfect
smile on her face.

“Hey, Marley,”
I greeted back because it
wasn’t her fault that I was a complete mess.

“Oh,
my God, have you ever been to
Enlightened Spas?” she asked, and her question kind of threw me off
guard.

“Uh,
no…it’s a…place where you get
mud baths and stuff like that, right?”

She
nodded. “It’s super expensive,
but so worth it,” she gushed. “I’d been completely worthless on
Saturday from overdoing it on Friday night, so I rejuvenated my
everything on Sunday at Enlightened Spas.” She rolled her eyes back
dramatically. “I felt like a brand-new person by the time they were
done with me.”

“Partied
hard, did you?” I asked
hesitantly.

“You know, I
need to quit mixing booze and drugs if I want to remember anything,” she said like it was no
big deal. Granted, I wasn’t about to be a hypocrite because I’d
also been on a mission to get drunk and laid, but that didn’t mean
that we still hadn’t behaved recklessly. Nothing was more dangerous
than a girl trying to drink her feelings away.

“Well, I’m
glad to see that everything’s fine, and I’ll keep your
endorsement for Enlightened
Spas in mind,” I said, doing my best not to sound like a miserable
bitch.

“Well, I got
to get going,” she continued.
“I need to find Neo before my next class.”

“Oh,” was all that I
could say.

“Yeah,” she
said as her brows furrowed.
“He’s got his next class with you, doesn’t he?”

I
didn’t want to examine how she
knew that. “Yeah, he does.”

Marley
grinned. “Okay, thanks.”

My feet
remained planted on the sidewalk as she went in search of Neo, and
I just hoped that they chose to hang out at his place, instead of at ours. She was hardly
ever home, and I could only hope that nothing would change now that
she was seeing Neo.

Readjusting my purse and
book bag over my shoulder, I started walking my way towards the
library, wondering why this was happening. Why was I feeling this
way? Why did I care about who Neo was sleeping with? Why was his
presence so…in my
face now? Why was I feeling
anything other than contempt for his privileged lifestyle? Sure, I
also had one, but not like him; not like any of them.

Rounding the
corner, I was only about twenty feet from the library’s entrance when I saw Neo talking
with Maggie McIntire. They looked to be deep into a serious
conversation, but Maggie always looked serious whenever I saw her.
She also always looked beautiful.

Maggie
McIntire was five-foot-three of loveliness. She had dark brown hair that had purple
highlights in it, golden-colored eyes that popped out like sunrays,
a face that was model-perfect, and a trim, athletic, yet feminine
frame that made her coveted by most of the male population at
Blaineview. The only reason that guys weren’t knocking down her
door was because no one wanted to fight their way through Neo,
Gideon, or Zane to get to her.

Doing my best
to fade into the scenery, I walked carefully towards the library door. However, when I was
only a couple of feet away from my safe haven, I looked up and
could see Neo staring at me. Maggie was still with him, but she was
doing something on her phone as Neo was shooting daggers my way.
Why he’d be pissed at me, I had no idea. By all accounts, he’d had
a great Friday night after he had sent me on my way, so I had no
idea why he was staring me down now.

Breaking the
connection, I quickly headed into the library, and like
a coward, I immediately fled towards
the very back of the library, hoping the darkened corner would hide
me well enough. I just needed some…breathing room. As silly as it
sounded, maybe booking an appointment at Enlightened Spas was just
what I needed. Just a…pause; a quick, simple, momentary pause on
life.

Dumping my
purse and bag on the tabletop,
I figured that I could look for tutors while I was killing time in
here. While Blaineview was one of the best schools in the country,
most of the kids that went here had enough money to buy their
diplomas, so the only people offering tutoring were the scholarship
kids. For me, it was just a matter of choosing the smartest tutor,
also one that I meshed with well. I wanted a tutor that was going
to understand my drive and have the backbone to deal with someone
like me.

As I opened my
laptop, a shadow passed over
the screen, and when I looked up, Grant was standing next to me, a
tender smile on his face.

Oh, thank God.

“Hey,” he
whispered, taking the seat next to me. “I was sitting
over by the coffee bar and saw
you come in.”

“I’m just
killing time before my next
class,” I whispered back.

“How are you
doing?” he asked. “I’ve been
kind of worried about you all weekend.”

My heart panged. “I
texted you that I was fine,” I reminded him.

“Yeah, well, maybe I just
wanted to see for myself,” he replied softly.

“Thank you,
Grant,” I said sincerely. “I
really appreciate everything you did for me Friday
night.”

He eyed me for
a bit before finally asking, “What’s the deal with you and Neo
McCellan, Sen?”

“Nothing,” I
answered, feeling defeated. “I…overstepped, and I’m just suffering the same fate that
anyone who messes with that family would.”

“I’m sorry,” he
said, knowing that it was pointless to offer any help.

“It’s
not anything that I don’t deserve,” I
told him. “It wasn’t like I didn’t know his reputation when I did
what I did.”

Grant just
nodded. “Well, I’ll let you get to it, but…Seneca, if you ever need anything, you can call me.
I hope you know that.”

“I
know, Grant.” Little did the
guy know that no one could help me at this point.


Chapter 13


Neo~

We had one more class together this afternoon, and
it was amazing how pissed off I was at Seneca ignoring me all
fucking day. I hadn’t been able to find her before either of our
classes, and during class, she had ignored me completely. It was as
if she was genuinely upset because I had dared to make sure that
she’d gotten home safely.

The horror.

Plus, I didn’t
even know how I had become the bad guy in all this. She was the one
that fucked up. She was the
one who had attacked me without proof of her accusations. Yet, she
was acting as if I had wronged her somehow. Sure, I had threatened
her and hadn’t accepted her apology, but I still hadn’t acted on
any of my threats, so what the fuck?

When Maggie
had cornered me to ask me how
things were going with Seneca, I hadn’t expected the topic of our
conversation to come around the corner, heading straight for the
library. She’d been walking with her head down, but as Seneca had
gotten closer to the front doors of the library, she’d caught me
staring at her, and what had she done then?

Gone straight into
the library, ignoring me again.

Yeah, well,
no more.

Knowing that
she had to pass me to get to class, I waited outside the door for
her. While I still might not
have a plan where she was concerned, the girl had me feeling some
crazy shit, and it was a first for me. I also came from a family
where time had no rhyme or reason when it came to love. There were
a lot of love-at-first-sight love stories in my family, so I wasn’t
going to ignore the significance of what Seneca made me feel. We’d
only had three interactions, but the girl wouldn’t leave my fucking
mind. Plus, there was also all the shit that Mad had told me about
her. While I didn’t believe in using your fucked-up childhood as a
crutch all your life, Seneca hadn’t attacked me just because she
was an ungrateful brat like I had accused her of being. Right or
wrong, knowing what drove her intrigued me, and the rest of her was
enticing as a motherfucker.

Seneca had her head down
as she was coming down the hallway, so she didn’t see me waiting
for her at first. When she lifted her head and saw me, her feet
automatically skipped a step, her brown eyes wide. Still, she kept
on walking, and as soon as she got close enough to grab, I grabbed
her.

“What are you
doing?” she hissed, trying not
to cause a scene.

I leaned down,
my lips next to her ear, and the scent of her perfume went straight to my dick. “Unless you
want me throwing you over my shoulder, you’re going to walk with me
into class, sit next to me, then we’re going to talk after class,”
I hissed back. “And before you think of testing me, don’t forget
that I can do whatever the fuck I want at this school.”

Her head
reared back as she looked up at me. “What…what do we have to talk about?”

“Or we can
skip,” I said, knowing that
she would freak out at that. “However, I’m not the one who can’t
afford to skip a class or two.”

Her lip curled at
the corner. “You really are a jerk, Neo.”

“Are you going
to walk in there with me, or
am I carrying you over my shoulder,” I asked, ignoring her insult.
“It makes no difference to me either way, Seneca.”

“Why
are you doing this?” I bent
down to haul her over my shoulder, but she quickly stepped back.
“Okay, okay,” she huffed. “Jesus Christ.”

Then, in a
move that I’d never done before in my life, I grabbed her hand, threaded my fingers in hers,
then walked into class with a girl, holding her hand. While this
wasn’t the first time that I’d held a girl’s hand, I was usually
holding a girl’s hand while I was pinning her to the bed. I’d never
held a girl’s hand outside the bedroom. Well, if you didn’t count
my sisters.

I was very
aware of all the curious sets
of eyes that tracked us as I walked Seneca to sit next to me by my
usual seat, but I didn’t care. People talked about my family all
the time, so I was used to their curiosity, but I knew that Seneca
was probably feeling like a fish in a fishbowl.

When we got to
our seats, I waited until she was seated and comfortable before
sitting down, and it wasn’t
lost on me how I was behaving like her boyfriend. Again, I didn’t
care. This girl was driving me in-fucking-sane, and I needed her to
stop. I wasn’t sure how I was going to accomplish that, but I
needed to figure something out before I lost my shit completely.
The married men in my family were adamant that love was a sickness,
and when you found the one, it was the worst kind of addiction.
Well, if this fruitcake sitting next to me was the one, then they
weren’t wrong.

Seneca didn’t
say a word all through class,
and I was surprised that she had actually paid attention and had
taken notes. While I’d done my best to pay attention, I’d given up
about ten minutes into the class because I’d been too focused on
the crazy blonde sitting next to me. I had so much shit to say to
her, but I honestly didn’t know where to begin. I’d never had to
navigate my way around a girl that I’d been interested in before,
and I was definitely interested in Seneca Cabot, for better or for
worse.

As soon as
Professor Freeman dismissed
class, all eyes were back on me and Seneca as we made our way out
of the room, her hand in mine again. Knowing that this was her last
class for the day-thanks to Maddox-I didn’t utter a word until I
was done walking her to her car.

I
waited patiently as she opened her
car door, then tossed her purse and bag into the passenger side
seat. Seneca took a deep breath before turning to face me, and the
dynamics between men and women really were fucking
stupid.

“Are you ready
to tell me what the fuck your
problem is?” I asked, not bothering to hide my
irritation.

Her brows
jumped high on her forehead. “Apart from my GPA,
accusing you of cheating in
class, reporting you to the school, the school not caring, you
threatening me, having to find a tutor, waiting for you to exact
your revenge on me, you forcing me to sit next to you in class like
I’m some errant child or something, and now having to tiptoe around
my own apartment because you might pop up at any given moment? You
mean, besides all that?”

What in the
fresh hell was she talking about?

“What
in the fuck are you talking
about?” I asked, partly stunned. “Never mind that most of
everything that you just spewed is your own fault, but why in the
hell would I just randomly show up at your apartment?” I
straightened, crossing my arms over my chest. “If you think that
I’m stupid enough to do something at your place,
then you’re wrong.”

“Oh, that makes me
feel way better,” she deadpanned.

“I’m not here
to make you feel fucking better,” I snapped because she was making me crazy. “I’m here to
find out what the fuck your problem is. Why have you been avoiding
me all day?”

Seneca
looked bewildered. “Most
people go out of their way to avoid their enemies, Neo,” she
squawked. “Did you honestly believe that I was just going to serve
myself up to you on a silver platter? Yeah, no thanks.”

I uncrossed my
arms, threading my hand through my blonde hair. “I can’t believe you’re standing there with the
nerve to be mad at me,” I said. “Un-fucking-believable.”

“Look, is fucking Marley
and driving me out of my own home the end of your revenge, or can I
expect more fun and fascinating things from you?” she asked dryly,
and she really was a fruitcake.

“I’m sorry,
what?”

“You know what, Neo?
Just forget-”

“Wait,” I
said, stopping her nonsense.
“What in the fuck are you talking about, Seneca? What do you mean,
I’m fucking Marley?” The nutjob rolled her eyes, and I really felt
like I was going crazy.

“I saw you
guys, Neo,” she answered.

“Saw
us doing what?”

“Leaving the
party together on Friday,” she
said, and I could feel the tension in my shoulders. “I mean, not
that it’s my business, but…I don’t relish having to leave my place
whenever you’re around.”

“Well, that’s
not going to be a problem, Seneca,” I told her.
“Especially, since I’m not
fucking Marley. I’ve never fucked her.” Her waspish mouth opened to
say something, but I added, “I was walking her out to her Uber
because she could hardly stand.” I stepped closer to her. “I
did not
take that girl home. I didn’t take
anyone home that night.”

She shrugged.
“Who you sleep with is not my
business,” she muttered, but there was something different in her
voice.

Crowding her,
forcing her back up against her car, I said, “Oh, I think that you’ve made it very much your
business. I just wonder why.”

Her brown eyes
started darting around, and I
fucking knew it. Whatever this fucked-up thing between us was, I
wasn’t the only one feeling it.

However,
before I could force the
issue, my phone chimed with a notification. Normally, I’d ignore it
in favor of handling this shit with Seneca, but I recognized the
tone, and with Lake and Cassidy so close to popping, I couldn’t
just ignore it.

Seneca Cabot
should definitely consider
herself lucky.


Chapter 14


Seneca~

When Neo had rushed off
yesterday, I’d been both
relieved and disappointed. No matter what I’d said about his
sleeping arrangements not being any of my business, I’d wanted to
hear him repeat how he hadn’t slept with Marley on Friday. Granted,
he’d only said that he hadn’t taken anyone home that night, leaving
Saturday night wide open. However, feeling relieved that he hadn’t
slept with Marley had been the main focus. Of course, that only
magnified how far down the rabbit hole I’d sunk because…well, I
should be more concerned about his revenge than him sleeping with
Marley.

I also wasn’t
stupid-no matter how I’d been
acting these past few days-but I could tell that Neo had easily
picked up on the change in my demeanor when he’d said that he
hadn’t slept with Marley. I wasn’t a good actress, so it’d been
hard to fake the indifference. I’d felt so relieved and stupid at
the same time.

Now it was
Tuesday morning, and I was hanging out with Grant and a couple of other guys from our
first class of the day. While I didn’t know Austin Barker or Brian
Valle well, they’d always been nice to me whenever we had
interacted. I wasn’t sure how close Grant was to them, but it
wasn’t like I was all that close to Grant myself. Grant and I were
in that weird space between acquaintances and friends. Like, we
knew stuff about each other, but I wouldn’t ever call him in the
event of an emergency.

Austin was
talking about his ethics class kicking his ass, so that had me asking, “Hey, have you
guys heard any rumors about which tutors are really good? I need a
tutor, but I don’t trust online reviews. It can be anyone behind
the keyboard, good or bad.”

“Sonya
Harrison is supposedly really good,” Austin answered. “But I wouldn’t know
firsthand.”

“Yeah, she’s
like wicked smart,” Brian agreed. “But I think she
tutors mostly other
scholarship students.” He shrugged. “It’s doubtful that Blaineview
is going to fail anyone with deep pockets. The school is not above
selling degrees.”

Unfortunately,
he wasn’t wrong. Like everything else in life,
schools were run by people,
and most people had a price that was worth their morality. Plus,
since most of us were going to go work for our families, then who
were they really hurting? If we fucked up, we’d only be hurting
ourselves. Parents fired their kids all the damn time.

“Well, I might not be able
to pay her in diamonds, but maybe I can offer her enough to help
clear up her schedule,” I muttered. “If nothing else, maybe she has
another recommendation.”

Before any of
the guys could comment, a tall, muscular, entitled mass of blonde hair and blue eyes was
standing in my face, the guys having to take a step back just to
make room for him. It was totally rude, but not surprising. When
you were used to being able to do whatever you wanted, you usually
did.

Neo’s blue gaze was
boring into mine, and it was crazy how freakin’ sexy he was. “How
many times am I going to find you with Wilensky?” he asked, and you
could hear a pin drop, despite all the activity around
us.

“What?”

“Every single
fucking time I go looking for
you, you’re with him,” Neo said, not caring that Grant, Brian, and
Austin could hear him. “Because I’m getting really fucking tired of
it.”

That got my
eyes widening. “What are you
talking about?”

Instead of
answering me, Neo turned to
face Grant. “Is there something that I need to know?”

Grant threw
his hands up in surrender. “Dude, we’re just friends,” he quickly answered. “I…” He looked
over at me before turning his attention back to Neo. “I…I’m not
sure what’s going on between you two, but Seneca and I are just
friends. Honest.” He started shaking his head. “We’ve never been
anything more than just friends. I’ve already told you that,
man.”

Like
a certified lunatic, Neo turned
towards Austin and Brian, then asked, “And what about you
two?”

That pissed me
off.

“Oh,
because you’re a virgin?” I
snapped. “Are you seriously going to be a hypocrite,
Neo?”

His blue eyes
slid my way. “I’m not talking to you,” he said, and everything feminist in me reared up in
attack.

“You
sonofabitch-”

My tirade was
quickly cut off when Neo grabbed me by the arm, then hauled me away from my classmates,
taking me to God knows where.

When we were
finally away from prying
eyes…well, as away from them as possible on a campus of college
students everywhere, Neo had me caged in between his hard body and
the lecture hall building, and it wasn’t looking good.

Staring up into those
hypnotizing blue eyes of his, I just came out with it. “What are
you doing, Neo? What in the hell is this?”

His right hand
came up, found a home wrapped around the side of my
neck, and when his thumb
started running back and forth over my jaw, I couldn’t stop the
shiver that danced down my spine. I never knew that a hand could
feel so good on my bare skin.

“I didn’t fuck
Marley,” he said, and his words were like a calming balm
over my rattled emotions. “I
want to be very clear about that before I say anything else. I
didn’t sleep with your roommate.”

“And I haven’t
slept with Grant,” I replied,
my voice sounding raw. “We really are just friends.”

“Seneca-”

“But that
doesn’t mean that I’m a
virgin,” I told him, refusing to let him be a hypocrite. “Just like
there are girls walking around on this campus that you’ve
entertained, I’ve also had my fair share of relationships and a
couple of one-night stands.”

There was a hard tick in
his jaw, and the depraved part of me wanted to reach up and lick
it. Whatever this was, there was no arguing that it was crazy, too.
How in the hell did we go from being enemies to me wanting to lick
Neo McCellan’s jaw?

“Fair
enough,” he finally bit out.
“But I don’t give a fuck how amicably things ended, whoever
you’ve entertained in the past,
you are no longer speaking to as of this moment.”

“Why?” I
asked. “Why do you care, and why should I obey you?”

In a move that
had me hotter than I’d ever
been, Neo’s eyes remained locked on mine as his hand slid from my
neck down my chest, my left breast held firmly and safely in his
palm. When he manipulated his fingers to give it a soft squeeze, my
eyes closed, and I couldn’t stop the panting that
started.

Holy crap.

“All
that matters is that I care,”
he replied on a whisper. “And you should obey me because…well, if
you don’t, then I won’t stop until I’ve fucked up every single guy
that you’ve ever slept with.”

My eyes snapped
open. “You’re being such a hypocr-”

“Apart
from my family, I’ll never speak to
another female again if you don’t want me to,” he said, and my
knees almost fell out from under me with the power behind his
words. “If you think that I give a fuck about any of them, you’re
wrong.”

“Why?” I
asked, his hand distracting
me, making me lose all sense of myself.

Neo’s other hand reached
around my neck, slid up into my blonde hair, then fisted it so
painfully that I let out a low cry. Yanking my head back, his lips
were hovering over mine, forcing us to breathe in each other’s air.
The intensity of it had my thighs squeezing together, and if he
were to stick his hand down my pants, his fingers would come up
wet.

“Because I’ve
decided that I’d rather make you mine than pay you back for that little stunt of yours,” he
answered, and real talk, being his sounded more dangerous than
experiencing whatever kind of revenge that he’d had planned for
me.

We were standing out in
the open, Neo’s hand on my breast, his other hand fisted in my
hair, and even though we were fully clothed, everything about his
hands on me felt indecent. I was also letting him put those same
hands all over me without any regard to what this meant. For once
in my life, I wasn’t thinking beyond this moment, and that wasn’t
wise.

Nevertheless,
before I could…argue? Deny his
claims? Make a run for it?...Neo had his lips on mine, his tongue
taking advantage of my gasp, and all I could do was hold on for the
ride. My hands reached out, grabbed onto his shirt, then tightened
in a bid to hold myself upright. Neo McCellan kissed like a sex
god, and I could only imagine what else he was capable
of.

I had no idea
how long we’d been kissing, but the spell was broken when Maggie McIntire’s voice penetrated
the lusty fog. “Uh, you might want to get a room unless you’re
planning to impregnate her for all of us to see.”

Mortified, I pushed Neo
off me, my entire face on fire. When I glanced over at Maggie, she
had a knowing smirk on her face, and that was enough to send me
running away from the both of them. Even though I was going to see
Neo in class, I couldn’t do this in front of his sister.
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