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Chapter
One






7 P.M. He waited patiently for
his stepfather to go out as he seethed with anger and thought of
the best way to do it without suspicion. "He deserves whatever he
gets." Sam, a teenager with beautiful blue eyes, black hair, and an
oblong face, listened to make sure he was home alone as usual. He
kept his controller on his bed with its cord extending from the
PlayStation to where he sat, and walked quietly to his bedroom
door. He pried it open gently, careful not to make a sound in case
his step dad was still home.

Gradually, he took one-step at
a time as he walked barefoot toward the dark living room. He stood
in the dark and listened for movements. It was silent. He walked in
the direction of the switch. He knew where it was even in the dark.
He groped for it and switched the light on. He braced himself
suppose his step dad was on the couch. Satisfied that he was home
alone; he went to the kitchen and turned the light on." It must be
here." He said.

Sam searched for a kitchen
knife sharp enough to cut through the toughest hide. He pulled out
the kitchen cabinet. “Yes! I found it,” he said as he reached for a
butcher knife his stepfather, Brock, had bought during one of his
trips to Canadian Tire. Brock loved collecting knives and guns. A
hobby he enjoyed seemed to have passed down from his father to him
and from his grandfather to his father. Must be in their
lineage.

Sam took the knife and ran it
between his fingers gently to feel the sharpness of its blade. He
nodded in satisfaction as he shut the cabinet back in, turned off
the light, and headed for the cat.

Peggy, that is what she was her
name, curled up in her favorite chair. The softest in the house and
she rested on it, enjoying the silence around her. She sat up as
she heard footsteps approaching. Sam set down the garbage bag he
picked on his way out of the kitchen on the couch. He picked up
Peggy and stroked her from head to tail. Peggy felt secure in his
arms and rested on his laps.

He looked at the wall clock. It
was 7:15pm. This time of the year, 5pm was like midnight. It got
dark quickly you would think what a short day if you hadn't
finished your plan for the day. After silently saying his goodbye
to the cat, he lifted the knife and stabbed her mercilessly and
continuously.

Peggy didn't make a sound as he
stabbed her. She died quickly and silently. He kept on stabbing as
he envisioned Brock as the victim. The more vivid his step dad's
image was in his mind the more he stabbed the cat. It was his only
way of taking revenge for the smack he got in the face for talking
back at his stepfather, and for leaving the heater on with the
windows open. “I work hard all year round to pay the bills." Brock
said during his fit of rage." All you do is make me work harder.
"Maybe you should find yourself a job and see what it's like to
wake up when you don't want to, work when you don't feel like it,
and spend the money on someone not connected to you by blood."

 


His mom could only plead on his
behalf, begging her husband not to be so harsh on him." He is only
a child. It was a mistake. I promise to make sure it won't happen
again,” she pleaded.

By the time he snapped out of
his flashback, his hands were bloodied, the white furry cat had
turned crimson red, the knife was all stained, and luckily for him,
the cat's favorite chair which was quite noticeable, was saved from
the blood stain Sam had protected with the black garbage bag. He
wrapped the dead cat with the garbage bag, careful not to let the
blood drip on the matching carpet on the floor. He walked to the
bathroom with the knife still in his hand. After flipping the
switch on with his elbow, he threw the knife in the sink and washed
his hands with the scented hand soap on the counter. He rinsed off
the knife, dried it up and placed it back where it belonged, and
then he took an extra garbage bag and threw the dead cat in. After
making sure there wasn't any bloodstain where the cat met its
death, he took the bag containing the dead cat and dumped it
amongst the other garbage in the full bin that reeked of foul
odor.

He walked back to the house
looking over his shoulder to see if someone was watching. He left
the door a little bit ajar on purpose, and took a quick look
outside. He peeked through the living room curtain to see if their
nosy neighbor, who lived across was watching. He seemed to have
succeeded,” yes! He said as he went back to his room, but not
before inspecting the living room couch and floor for evidence of a
bloodstain. He went back to his PlayStation and was calm as the cat
was before it died.

His mom worked as a Support
Worker in a nursing home, and was working a short shift for two
weeks. This week happened to be one of those weeks she was
scheduled for short shifts. She was due home any minute, but first
she had to go to the grocery store to get some food items that were
running out at home.

Sarah, that was her given name,
was a single mom before meeting Brock at one of the two jobs she
shuffled before her employer fired her because of her relationship
with him. It was against company policy to date a client's family
member. After losing her job, out of love and pity, Brock married
her, and they moved in together, but after two months of marriage,
he began to show the other side of him.

He drank a lot, gambled too
much, threw a fit at the slightest provocation, and wasn't fond of
children as he made her believe. Due to his lifestyle, his previous
marriage collapsed before it even began. His relationship Sarah was
the longest he had ever been in a long time, and that was thanks to
Sarah for tolerating his overbearing attitude.

Sarah walked along the fresh
produce aisle at the grocery store and picked up some fresh prunes,
bananas, oranges, and was about picking up a bunch of celery when
she spotted a co-worker coming towards her with a little shopping
basket in her hand. Sarah smiled as she waited for Antonia to come
to her. "Hi, how are you?" Sarah greeted.

"I’m good, shopping?" Antonia
asked.

"Obviously." she said." just
came to pick up some items before returning home."

"How are Sam and Brock
doing?"

"Good, I think.” She laughed
lightly. "Am not sure till I get home. Those two seem to step on
each other’s toes too often. I’m beginning to rethink my marriage
with Brock."

"But why?" Antonia asked
concerned. "I thought they were buddies."

"That was early in the
marriage, but as time went by, things fell apart between them. I
find myself thinking about it all day and night, wondering what
went wrong and how I could fix it."

"That's sad." Antonia replied
and wore a sad look on her face." Brock looked like a caring man
that was the reason I was all for the marriage."

"He changed, Antonia,
overnight," she said as she wiped tears from her eyes." It makes me
sad that the man I loved isn't the man am living with anymore. You
could see the sadness on Sam's face. It's as if he lost his father
all over again. He never knew his real dad, never met him. Brock
scares him. Sam is always in his room playing PlayStation. That's
his way of staying out of trouble, and Brock is the trouble."

"You sound like there isn't
marital bliss anymore. What are your thoughts about the marriage?"
Antonia asked. She moved over to Sarah and gave her a hug; she
could see her fighting back tears. You don't want people staring at
you, okay. You've been tough. Just hang in there. It will be
alright."

Sarah sniffled, wiped her eyes
and tried to smile in order to avoid drawing attention to herself.
People walked by as they went on shopping. Some had to excuse
themselves before picking a product they needed right in front of
her.

"Enough of my whining." she
said as she turned around to pick up a head of lettuce opposite the
fruits.

"You are not whining. They call
it ‘sharing your problems’. "Antonia said to her friend.

"Well, I don't want to bore you
with them."

"You are not. Listen, if you
need to talk, am always here for you. Do not hesitate, okay? "

"Thanks for offering. Sarah
said. “I will be fine. I better hurry up and leave for home. "She
wasn't the kind that shared her problems, but her son meant
everything to her, so did Brock. She felt like she was wedged
between the devil and the deep blue sea. She loved them both, so
much it ate deep in her heart.


Chapter
Two






 


Sam threw his controller on the
floor and pretended to be asleep when he heard his step dad open
the door. The door often made a peculiar sound that Sam had come to
recognize even in his sleep. He knew what sound each door in the
house made, and he knew it was the front door that opened.

He listened as he followed
Brock's footsteps around the house. He knew when he stopped and
where he was by listening to the creaking sound of the wooden
floor. With his head still on his pillow, he wondered what could
happen next.

"Peggy." Brock searched
everywhere for his cat. Usually, Peggy would be in her chair
waiting for its owner, but tonight there was a change. During the
one year Peggy lived with them, she never missed sitting on the
couch whenever Brock arrived home. Brock brought her from an animal
shelter, and cared for the cat like the child he never had nor
wanted to have, but he loved the cat because it was independent and
low maintenance.

"Peggy?" he
began to wonder where his cat was, then he remembered the door was
open when he got in. "I remember shutting
the door after me, who opened it? Where is Peggy?
He stomped around the house. Sam could smell
trouble and it got closer to the extent he almost peed on himself.
Like they say," anticipation of doom is worse than doom
itself."

Brock walked to Sam's bedroom,
and he froze in bed. In the stillness that followed, he could hear
Brock breathing. He looked at Sam for a long time, and Sam could
feel his eyes boring into his back. He started sweating despite the
temperature was -10 and the room was quite a bit colder. Brock had
set a rule that, the heater should be turned on or off by either
himself or Sarah. Sam had no permission to touch it no matter how
cold or warm he felt. It's good he was a chubby boy. In this case,
his weight was an advantage.

"Sam." Brock tried to get him
up. He didn't dare make a move. "Don't pretend you didn't hear me.
Get up." Sam slowly rose from his bed, and faked a yawn.

"Where is Peggy, is she
here?"

"I don't know where she is. I
have been in my room since returning from school."

"She didn't come to you?" Brock
asked angrily. Sam nodded his head saying no in reply.

"You didn't care to know if she
was okay. Did you even try to feed her?"

"I thought you did, so I didn't
check on her."

"Did you go outside?" Brock
asked. He moved into the bedroom, and Sam stiffened.

"No, I didn't. I've been
studying.

"You said you didn't go out,
how come the door was open when I got home?" He looked at Sam
viciously like a bully.

"I don't know."

"What do you
know you dunce, get up off your lazy behind and search the house
for her. You better find her else, this house would be too small
for both of us." he walked away, leaving Sam to look for the cat
while he went outside to see if he could find her amongst the
garbage. He thought perhaps, she was
hungry and went in search for food in the garbage.
After searching around the garbage and beside the
house and found nothing, he was getting cold in his tee shirt, so
we walked back into the house angry and cursed under his breath. He
was a bulky man too, and five feet six inches tall, not so taller
than Sam, who was five foot four inches tall. He dusted the snow
off his feet and walked into the living room ready for a
fight.

"Did you find my cat?" he
barked in anger. Sam yelled back saying no he didn't.

"We left you at home with a cat
and it went missing without your knowledge, what were you doing
that took your attention away?"

"Studying." Sam said and stared
at the floor. He dared not look him in the eyes lest he catch him
in a lie. Silently, Sam felt justified that he was able to take
revenge on the hefty man that stood before him. He was careful not
to show the smirk on his face before receiving another backhand
slap across the face. One was enough for the day and, the first one
stung for a long time.

"Keep searching," he said to
Sam, who quickly turned around and walked away, pretending to
search for the cat. Brock thought to ask the neighbors if they saw
a wandering cat, but decided to put up a notice for a missing cat
outside the house.

Sarah walked in and saw both of
them stooping and looking for something.

"Hi guys, what are you two
looking for?" Sam turned around and smiled with relief written all
over his face.

"We are looking for Peggy." Sam
said.

"Where is she?"

"That's a good question, Sarah;
ask Sam where the cat is." Brock said with anger. Mother and son
looked at each other and Sam shrugged.

“I’ve been in
my bedroom since returning from school. I didn't step out of my
room until he asked me to. "Sam explained to his mom.

"I met the door open. The cat
must have run out into the frigid cold and died."

"Maybe someone took her in.
Let's wait till tomorrow, and if we don't get her back, we would
place a missing pet ad with her picture on it in case someone found
her." Sarah suggested. He seemed to have calmed down, but he looked
at Sam with scorn and Sam turned his head away in order to avoid
his evil eyes. Sarah went in to take a quick shower while Sam
disappeared into his room to play his video game, the only thing
that kept him occupied indoors with the craziness around him.

Since he knew how to handle the
controller, he had been stuck to it. The PlayStation was his
eternal friend, and a place to offload his anger. He loved shooting
and ninja games that involved bloodshed.


Chapter
Three






 


It was a Tuesday morning. It
had snowed heavily the night before and it extended to the
following morning. It was as cold as could be. It looked white
washed everywhere. No one dared come out without suiting up for the
weather. Young boys and girls walked up to the bus stop accompanied
by their parents or guardians. Some lived very close to the bus
stop all they needed to do was open their doors and step out taking
only few steps.

The students chatted as they
waited for the school bus. Well, all but one chatted. Sam sat on a
rock and watched the activities around him. He wasn't talking, but
he was noticeable because he was silent, and he never mingled with
others. Most of the students were in the same grade as he was. He
was intelligent and thought himself more advanced than his present
classmates. He had problems with his eyes when he was little and
used prescription glasses that made him look nerdy. With his
glasses on, he could see some of the students flirting with each
other. The girls giggled and boys showed off with their dressing
style. They didn’t have the brains as Sam, but they had the looks,
and that was something he didn't have.

His mom always told him he
looked like his dad, whom he never saw. The man took off when Sarah
informed him she was pregnant with his child. He just wasn't ready
to be anyone’s dad. "Not yet,” he said, and she never heard from
him even when all she wanted was for her son to have a mentor which
obviously he wasn't.

He rose up from the rock he sat
on as he saw the bus approaching, and picked up his bag, which he
had placed on the rock beside him. They had to form a line and he
wanted to be among the first three to go in because first, he was
cold, second, he liked sitting behind the driver and third, he was
running away from Brian.

The pompous ones, who felt they
were richer, or more important than the others were, usually
occupied both the middle and the end of the bus. They were very
noisy, and used words kids their age shouldn't say, things better
said in bedrooms by adults. Apparently, the majority of them has
been already sexually active unknown to their parents.

Sam took quick steps forward so
he could have his favorite seat, just as he positioned himself in
line as the fifth to get in, one of the students elbowed him out of
the line with such force he fell into the water formed from the
dissolved snow. He was wearing his favorite white jacket and it was
ruined. He couldn't go back home, otherwise he would miss the bus,
and he had no one to take him to school.

He looked up to see who had
done that to him. It was Brian the menace. The boy he always
dreaded in school and at the bus stop. He had searched around him
earlier on to see if he missed school, and was happy when he
couldn't see him amongst other students. He surfaced out of nowhere
just when Sam thought he would have a lovely day without
disturbance in school.

All the students laughed at him
when he got up and his jacket dripped with water. Quietly, without
saying a word, he squeezed the water out of his jacket that now had
a brown stain on the left side that he fell and rejoined the line
at the very end. Someone took the spot he liked. He had to sit
between two other students. If he had the choice, he would stand
all the way to school, but the bus driver prohibited students from
standing while the bus was in motion. All he could do was hope he
could breathe throughout the ride to school.

He clutched his school bag as
he sat stiff in his chair. Brian wasn't done with him yet. He
walked to Sam and shoved his head forward and his glasses fell off
because of the force.

"That was a pretty jacket you
had on before I gave it a stamp of approval." He laughed. Sam
picked up his glasses and put them back on happy it wasn't cracked
or broken because, it cost his mom a lot of money and energy at
work to buy them for him. He kept looking ahead of him without
turning his head to look at his tormentor.

"Are you scared of me? You
should be because everyone else is,” he said and waited for any
reaction but didn't get any.

"Look how fat you are with
those grandpa glasses you have on, nerd. I wonder what you have in
this thick skull of yours." He hit him on the head so hard Sam had
to lift his arm to rub the spot in order to ease the pain. He
wouldn't say anything. He was outnumbered. Out of fear, other
students joined forces with Brian, or they faced the consequences
of exactly what Sam was going through.

As a Latino, he knew some of
the students might exempted him from their circle. His weight
didn't favor him either. He happened to be among the few three
Latinos in Manchester High. He thought he could fit in, but as time
went by, it was obvious he wasn't the kind that drew positive
attention. He had noticed from the first day how students fought to
be around Brian, leaving him to wonder why the students sought for
him. He wasn't a girl, he wasn't so brilliant, he was good looking
and slender, but that was all about him. Oh! In addition, he has an
ego as big as his head.

The bus came to a stop and
everyone alighted. Sam couldn't be happier. He picked up his bag
and waited for a chance to get out. As soon as he could, he went
straight to his classroom without looking back. Students looked
with disgust when they saw his stained jacket, which he wasn't
conscious of until he saw the looks on their faces. He used his
school bag to conceal it the rest of the way to his classroom.
Luckily, he wasn't sitting close to Brian in the class. He went to
his desk and buried his thoughts in his books.


Chapter
Four

 


Sam needed to use the washroom
badly, but was shy to ask permission from his teacher, Mrs.
Appleby, who was teaching and writing on the blackboard with her
back against the class. Derek, another of his classmates in the
same clique as Brian, who happened to be closer to Sam, decided to
have fun since the class he was having was boring to him. Science
has never been his favorite subject.

He had changed schools, five
times in the past two years due to his attitude towards students
and teachers as well. He was second in command in the army Brian
had formed in school. The school authority wasn't oblivious to the
notoriety of this group, but it seemed they lacked the spine to
confront the teenagers. It could be because they weren't as popular
as other schools; hence, the school welcomed rejected students from
other schools, in order to gain the reputation as the only school
that gave second chances to notorious students.

Derek tore a sheet out of his
notebook and crumpled it into a ball. He looked over his shoulder
at Brian who was far at the back of the classroom. Brian winked at
him and students around Derek watched to see what he had planned.
As he was about throwing the crumpled paper at Sam, who was busy
listening to the teacher and taking notes, Mrs. Appleby turned
around and spotted him. Derek quickly placed the paper back on his
table, but it was too late.

"Derek, what were you trying to
do?"

"Nothing ma'am!" He said, and
pretended to take notes.

"Don't go looking for trouble
unless you want to see the principal." The teacher said, watching
him.

"No, I don't want to."

"Then it is wise to behave well
during my class." She looked at him for a while then resumed
teaching. Sam smiled and continued focusing on his book pretending
he wasn't aware of what happened. The students giggled when the
teacher rebuked Derek. He shot an angry look at those closest to
him and they stopped at once and turned to their books.

It was recess time and students
went to the cafeteria to have their break. Usually, they formed a
line to get everything they wanted from plate to food. The room was
large and crowded as usual with students sitting beside their
friends and ate the food of their choice. After getting his food,
which consisted of a bag of chips, Mac and cheese, and a can of
pop, Sam walked into the cafeteria looking to find a spot to sit
and eat his lunch. He searched as he walked. He noticed people
looking at him as if he was a leper. He lowered his eyes and
adjusted his glasses. After walking and mentally calculating a
suitable place to sit, he found a spot beside a group of girls that
didn't look mean to him, and walked towards the table. Just a few
feet away from reaching his destination, one of the boys sitting
close to the table where Sam headed extended his leg and tripped
him.

Sam fell with a thud as his
tray flew out of his hands and its contents flying everywhere. He
didn't expect it. He was quite dazed and remained on the floor for
a while. Some of the students felt sorry, but couldn't say
anything, while some laughed their hearts out.

It began to seem like his
purpose in school was to be some students' jester. He didn't sign
up for that. He could report them to school authority, but it would
only make matters worse. He had to swallow everything he went
through with the hope that someday, new students would replace him,
and he would be off the hook. That was a dream.

He never got off Brian's
tentacles and more tentacles entangled him as Brian literally
expanded in the number of support he got from his fans.

They were those who loved being
among the most popular group and labeled as one of them. He slowly
got up from the floor and dusted himself. His white jacket more
ruined than before. He began to pick what was supposed to be his
lunch from the floor. The first food of the day that should be in
his stomach was on the floor. He bent over to pick up the bag of
chips, but someone kicked it further away from him. He went after
it and picked it up with the tray in his hand.

The Mac and cheese had
splattered everywhere. He picked up the almost empty bowl and was
about picking up the cutlery when he saw a hand pick it up, and
place it in his tray. He looked from the hand up to the face
wondering who was bold enough to help him. It was Helen, one of the
quiet few in his class.

She seemed to be around all the
time but separated from the crowd. Here she was risking her freedom
of happiness by helping him.

"You don't have to do that," he
said, adjusting the cutlery in the tray and walking away without
looking at her."

"You are welcome." she said and
joined her friends who watched the scene before their eyes." Why
did you help him?" one of her friends asked." You are going to be
in trouble!" she whispered. She looked in the direction Brian was
sitting and their eyes locked." You see, he is looking at you right
now. "

"I don't give a hoot about
Brian," she said." Quit bothering and eat your food."

"Am only concerned as a
friend."

"Don't worry, he is just an
empty barrel, and empty barrels make the loudest noise which he has
been doing. You chose to fear him, and I chose to ignore him. He's
just a pompous spoiled brat looking for attention which obviously
he is lacking from his parents who are too busy working to make
more money to fuel his ego."

"Ooh! Hold
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