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“If you don’t get your act together soon you will end up in prison just like your dad!” Robert yelled at me.

I looked up at my tall stepfather. “Mention my father again and you will be in the ground like your first wife!”

“Chelsea!” my mom yelled at me.

“What did you just say?” Robert asked as he stared at me.

“Did I fucking stutter!” I yelled.

“Chelsea! Go to your room, right now!” Debra yelled as she pointed to the stairs.

For a moment, I stared at him. The man thought that because he was fucking my mom, he could take over our life.

“Chelsea!” Debra said.

I turned around and walked up the stairs and into my room.

I missed my dad. I wished he was here and not that thing downstairs.

There was a knock on my door. “It’s me Eli,” Oliver said.

My younger brother walked into my room. The tall idiot took off the locks from my door after I kept locking him out.

“Hey, buddy,” I said as the little guy entered my room.

“Why don’t you like Robert?” my angel of a brother asked.

I picked him up and put him on my lap. He was the only reason I stuck around. If he were out of the picture, I would have left the moment they said I do.

I took a deep sigh as I looked at his brown eyes. They were just like our father’s, a deep brown. Oliver was a spitting image of Frank.

“I don’t hate him,” I said as I tried not to lie too much. “We just don’t get along.”

“Is it because you miss daddy?” the little tike asked.

“Yes, I miss him a lot,” I smiled.

“I miss him too,” Olive smiled. “He can’t throw a football like dad,” Oliver whispered.

“I know,” I smiled. “It’s his skinny arms.”

I heard a cough behind us.

“It’s her, isn’t it?” I asked.

Oliver nodded at me.

“Go to your room, I will be right there, and we can play that game you like,” I smiled.

“Okay,” he nodded as he took off.

I turned to stare at Debra. “What do you want?” I asked.

“First you can start by not turning your brother against Robert,” Debra said as she came into the room.

“I didn’t turn him against anybody,” I said. “He is six, he can figure out a con artist when he sees one.”

“Robert is not a con artist!” Debra said, shaking her head.

“Less than a year since Dad got taken away, he is walking you down the aisle. Smells like a con artist,” I said.

“Your father wasn’t the man you make him out to be,” Debra said. “Didn’t you get that at the trial?”

“So, he was a hitman?” I shook my head at her. “He was always home and treated all of us good including you!”

“He killed people, Chelsea!” Debra said. “A lot of people, and very brutally!”

“He got paid for it,” I said. “We lived in a good neighborhood, went to the best schools and....”

“I am not going to argue about this again,” Debra said. “The man was a murderer, plain and simple.”

“Robert got kicked out of the police department and works as a private investigator. How many people has he killed?” I replied.

“Enough!” Debra yelled. “You are nineteen years old, if you can’t get along with him you can leave!”

“And leave Oliver with you two, not likely!” I yelled back.

“Then you have a long time to wait until you can leave, so get used to him being around,” Debra said as she slammed my door.

I growled loudly as I waited for her to go back downstairs.

I hated it here in this small suburban house. I know for most people a house like this would be a dream, but our old house was massive, with a pool and a tennis court. Now, all we had was a backyard and a garage. All the houses here looked the same and were too close together. Our old house was one of a kind.

“Are you still going to play the game with me?” Oliver poked his head into my room.

“Of course,” I smiled as I walked with him. “I will ALWAYS be here for you, buddy,” I said as Robert stood in the hallway. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“I can’t do this anymore dad!” I said as we talked on the phone. I don’t know how Frank swung it, but he was able to call me once every day.

“You better!” Frank yelled at me. “I left you in charge, not her!”

“I know, but he gets in the way,” I replied. “I wanted to puncture his neck with a pen yesterday.”

“You do not do that,” Frank said as he calmed down. “Not in front of Oliver.”

Oliver was Frank’s pride and joy. Frank said he would kill me if I left Oliver alone.

“When does Aunt Lucie get out?” I asked.

“Two more weeks,” Frank said.

“Good,” I replied as I looked at all the other college students.

I hated all of them with their pretty uniforms and smiles on their faces.

“Chelsea,” Frank said. “You have to stay calm, and Lucie will take care of things when she gets out.”

“Okay Dad,” I nodded.

“I have to go,” Frank said.

I hung up and started heading to class.

“Look who is late again,” Debbie Knowles said as I sat down.

I hated Debbie and her friends; they were the popular girls. Even in my old school, there was always one of those popular students who made fun of others.

For some reason, I was the one they made fun of, which I wasn’t in the mood for, not before in my old school, and certainly not this one.

“Shut it, Debbie!” I said as I looked at her.

“Everyone quiet,” the professor said as he tried to get started with the class.

I had so much to think about; I had to wait until Aunt Lucie got out. She went inside because she was stealing money from her job. My mom was scared of Lucie, and I was sure that when Lucie came over, she would take us away with her.

I started heading for my car when Debbie and her friends stopped before me.

“Where you going?” Debbie asked with her perfect blonde hair.

“Get out of the way!” I said as I pushed my way through them.

“I bet she is going to see her Daddy,” one of her friends laughed.

“Didn’t you hear?” another friend said. “Her brother’s dog died today. She has to rush home to take care of him.”

“What!” I said as I turned back around to face her. “What the fuck did you just say?”

“Oh, I guess you didn’t know either,” Debbie laughed. “He couldn’t hold onto the leash and the mutt ran into the road and got squashed!”

They all laughed as I got into my car and raced home.

“Oliver!” I yelled as I got into the house.

I ran up to his room. He wasn’t inside, but I could see out the window. Oliver, Debra, and Robert were outside in the backyard, burying the dog.

“No, no, no,” I said as I raced down the stairs.

“Stop!” I yelled.

“Chelsea!” Oliver said as he ran towards me.

“It’s okay buddy, sorry I had my phone off,” I picked him up and held him. “It’s okay we will do it right, I promise.”

“What do you mean?” Robert asked.

“Go inside and get some of the knives from the kitchen, and I will go and get some sticks and something to put him on, okay?” I smiled as I put Oliver down.

“Okay,” Oliver sniffled as he walked inside.

I waited until he was out of earshot.

“He named the god damn dog Thor!” I yelled back at them, “As in a fucking Viking!”

“So?” Robert asked.

“Vikings don’t get buried you idiot!” I said as I took the shovel out of his hand. “They get burned!”

“Where are you going to burn a fucking dog?” Debra asked.

“In the fucking park, mom! Where the fuck else?” I said as I dug Thor back up.

I found a large wooden box in the back of the park, and we put Thor on it with enough sticks and debris I found that was flammable. Oliver put things that Thor would need in Valhalla to fight the evil Trolls and other things he might come across.

“Ready?” I asked.

Oliver nodded, and I lit the fire.

Oliver sang a lovely song for his dog.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Heard about Thor,” Frank said as we talked the following morning.

“They were going to bury him,” I said as I stared out
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