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I hear the garage door open. He’s home. Sometimes I hate him so much! He’s so fucking annoying, but yet I love him like I have no other man before him.

How can that be? How can I love and hate him at the same time? I have no clue but I do. 

He makes me laugh one minute then want to punch him in the face the next. Maybe if I just hated him it would be better, then I could leave him. Maybe I should leave him anyway.

It’s going to be another long night. Fuck my life.

“What’s for dinner?” He asks the minute he gets inside the door leading to the garage.

“Chicken Parmesan.” 

“Again. Didn’t we just have that last week?”

“Yes, but Jane asked if we could have it again. It’s her favorite.” 

He sighs, like this is a huge let down for him, even though I cook his favorites too and the kids hate most if his. He can be so selfish. “I’ll be in the living room.” Then he walks off. No ‘can I help’, no ‘want company’. 

I don’t want him around anyway. 

My mind wanders to kitchen stoves, then food catching on fire, then it leads to the house being burned up in a fire. I wonder if I that would work? Him in a fire. How could it? I’d lose so much stuff in the house. Precious memories and jewelry. Maybe I could get some of the stuff out beforehand. Like a storage unit. No they’d trace it. Well maybe not. If it’s a sketchy place that takes cash and I can use a fake persona. That would be quite a bit of prep to not link it all back to me, and I’m not sure if it’s worth the risk.

“Mom.” My thoughts are interrupted. “Can I take the car to the mall after dinner?”

“Sure. Who’s all going to be there with you?” Jane hates it when I pry but I need to know who she hangs out with and an idea of what she’s doing. There’s a lot of crazy people out there. You never know what can happen, so the more I know the better.

“You know. The usual. Amy, Jill, Rayna, and Sylvia.”

“No boys?” I know this one will irritate her.

“No mom! Jeez.” She stomps off.

I can’t seem to do anything right with these teens. Well the two left in the house. Daron graduated two years ago and is in college at state right now, majoring in accounting. Jane will graduate this year. She’s still not sure what she wants to do. Cameron is a sophomore and the smartest one of the three. He’ll probably get into computer programming. He loves that computer. He’d be devastated if that burned down in a house fire.

Plus how would I even get him in the house alone and stay there while the house burned down around him?  That’s a tough one.

I finish the chicken and set the table. “Dinner’s ready!” I yell out.

Even though he wasn’t happy about the dinner choice, Ross is the first to show up. Jane and Cameron are right behind him. 

“How was everyone’s day?” Ross asks his typical dinner question.

“Fine.” Jane mumbles.

“Good.” Cameron adds.

Ross grins like he’s proud of the effort he put in to get conversation rolling and it’s going perfectly. 

“I found out I got that promotion.” I chime in, knowing none of them will ask me about it.

“Great job, mom.” Cameron beams.

“Cool!” Jane smiles. “That’s great mom!”

“Promotion? What promotion?” Ross asks like this is the first time I’ve ever brought it up.

“Yeah, the promotion to chief marketing officer I talked about last week.” I swear the man never listens to a word I say.

“Oh, I don’t remember you bringing it up, but congratulations. That’s great!” He half grins, so I’m not sure if he’s trying to remember, annoyed I’m so successful or he’s just being normal Ross.

“Jeez, Dad, she’s brought it up like three times.” Jane backs me up. “We knew you’d get it mom!” The girl can be really great most of the time.

“I guess I forgot.” Ross tries to recover from his blunder.

“Does it come with a huge pay raise?” Cameron asks between bites.

“It’s big enough.” I grin. “Maybe we’ll be able to take that trip to Hawaii with the extra cash.”

“That would be amazing!” Jane gushes. “Go mom!”

“Yeah mom, that would be the best!” Cameron agrees.

Ross stares at his plate, not looking up at me. What is he annoyed about now? It’s like walking on eggshells with that man. I never know what I’ll do next to push his buttons cause he has so goddamn many of them.

I decide to ignore him, “When do you think the best time would be to go? Spring break, winter break or summer?”

“Christmas in Hawaii would be fun but also weird.” Jane contemplates “Summer may be a busy tourist season. I vote spring break.”

“But would we have to miss school?” Cameron asks. “I wouldn’t want to miss too much.”

“You’re such a dork, missing a few days would be fine.” Jane points out. “Plus you’re so smart it will never even affect you.”

“I don’t know.” Cameron bites his lip.

“Well, we have a few months to figure it out before we have to decide.” I add. “Just give it some thought.”

Ross still hasn’t looked up from his plate. I’m gonna get talked to later, I just know it. Maybe I’d rather deal with the burned down house than his issue of the night. Jane’s already planning on leaving. Maybe I could ask Cameron if he wants to go for ice cream and leave Ross here all alone with the fire I start in the kitchen. Maybe I’d get lucky and he’ll have fallen asleep while reading. Dammit, I should have put melatonin pills in his drink so he’d for sure pass out in the chair. 

Next time I gotta think ahead. Now I have to deal with his crap tonight.

Dinner’s over, Jane leaves and Cameron goes back into his room for a night of video games online with friends. Usually Ross goes directly to the living room to sit and read, but of course not tonight like I’d wish he would. I don’t want to talk to him, just wish he’d leave me alone.

“I wish you would have talked about the promotion money and trip with me before bringing it up to the kids.” 

Here he goes again. “Well I did bring up the fact that I thought I’d get a promotion before at least twice and we’ve talked about a trip to Hawaii for years with no solid plans because we needed a little extra money for it. Now I’ll be bringing in that extra money, so why not talk about it?”

“I’m just saying I would have liked for you to bring it up to me so we could decide what’s best first. Decide if a trip is the best thing right now.”

“You mean so you can decide what’s best? So you can push off once again a trip that the kids and I have wanted to do for years.”

“No! That’s not what I do.”

“Like hell it’s not. We haven’t taken a fun family vacation in forever. You keep saying we need more money or more PTO or it’s not a good time. We’re tired of living on your time and your expectations. We want to be able to make choices and decide things too.”

“You do make decisions. You make them all the time without me, just like tonight. Bringing up the trip without discussing it with me.”

“I hardly ever make the choices in this relationship or our lives. You just want me to go along with everything you want and if I don’t, then you get annoyed that I want something different and heaven forbid if I do something without your permission. You’re so controlling Ross!”

“I am not, you do whatever the hell you want, all the time!”

“Okay, Ross. You tell yourself that. You’re going to believe whatever the hell you want anyway. I’m the bad guy and you can do no wrong.”

“That’s not what I’m saying.” He protests. “God you’re so stubborn!” He yells as he throws his hands up in the air. 

Years ago, I would have felt bad for not talking it over with him first, but I’ve gotten sick and tired of the way our conversations tend to go. If he wants something, he usually gets his way cause I could care less and I want him and the kids to be happy so unless it truly affects me, then I let them do whatever. But not Ross, if he has any sort of opinion on the matter or if it affects him the slightest bit then he raises all kinds of hell and puts his foot down. Treats the matter like it’s the worst thing we could do and why am I even asking.

Hardly ever do I ask for anything so it pisses me off that when I do and he often times has an issue with it so I have to fight like hell to get anything I or the kids really want. So lately, I’ve just said fuck it. I’m going to do whatever the hell I want and if he has an issue with it, he can say so, but I’m not going to play by all of his rules anymore. 

The fire idea runs through my head again. I do like to light candles at night. Maybe I could put one too close to the curtains or put a towel on the stove and pretend I forgot to turn it off.

It’s not too late to add something to a drink to put him to sleep. Even if they did do a
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