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“Are you fucking serious?!” Dave yelled as we walked out of the townhouse.

The conversation had been getting close to explosive when Gabe decided he’d had enough and walked out the door. I had zero desire to remain in the confined space with my pissed-off older brother, so I followed Gabe out without looking back.

“Don’t you dare fucking walk out on me!” Dave screamed.

I closed the door behind me a fraction of a second before the beer bottle smashed into it. My heart skipped a beat, and I hurried to catch up with Gabe.

“He’s really pissed. I mean, like when we were kids, and the bastards at school started in on him,” I said, looking back to see if Dave was going to follow us outside.

The door remained closed.

“He can be as pissed as he wants,” Gabe seethed. “Just because I married him does not mean he gets to tell me where I can and can’t go. It’s Halloween, and I am not going to sit in that townhouse again and watch him drink himself stupid.”

“Yeah, but he’s been drinking, and you know he doesn’t mean the things he says when he’s been drinking,” I said to Gabe. I could hear myself pleading for him to agree with me, and it kind of sickened me a little. But Dave was my brother. Dave had practically raised me after Dad’s accident, and I wanted him to be happy. He loved Gabe, and the idea of them splitting up terrified me. 

They were the closest things to parents I had.

“Look, Seth,” Gabe said, stopping and turning to look at me.

I saw the redness around his eyes but made no comment. Dave had been with Gabe since high school when I was ten, and they were both sixteen. Now I was eighteen, and he was twenty-four, but he was still the strongest, coolest guy I’d ever known. I’d never gotten my ass kicked for being the “Faggots” little brother because Gabe would have pounded them.

“You know it’s getting worse. Ever since he was laid off, all he does is drink and feel sorry for himself.” He lowered and shook his head sadly.

“He needs us,” I replied lamely.

“I love him, but I can’t stay with him like this,” Gabe said. He was unconsciously twisting the massive white gold band on his left ring finger.

“What about me?” I whispered, not wanting to cry. I felt like my life was disintegrating. I felt like I did the night Mamma died.

“What do you mean?” he asked, confused, “you live in a dorm, you have a full ride at school, and you have a smart brain in that head of yours. You’ll be just fine,” he said, grinning and ruffling my longish brown hair. Gabe had been telling me I needed a trim for weeks.
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