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It was the clattering that woke him. Nathan Griffin drifted his hand around his bed until he found his phone tangled in with some earbuds at his waist. He turned off the alarm before it went off. The sun wasn't up yet, but his father was.

Bumbling around somewhere in the kitchen, his dad mumbled under his breath. Curses and accusations he barely kept to himself. Criticism of some sort that he’d utter out loud if anyone asked what he was saying.

Nathan breathed out slowly, listening and paranoid. His dad would be leaving in a few minutes, heading to the airport for a route somewhere far away. He’d be gone for weeks, which was always good.

He just had to put up with his dad until then, but those last few moments were always the hardest.

Get him out the door? Or wait in here and pretend to be sleeping until he left?

There was a small chance his dad wouldn’t get out the door for hours if he didn’t get up and help him out. And there was a chance he’d come in here anyway, looking for Nathan. Either way, it wasn’t a good idea to wait around.

Nathan sat up and swung his legs around until he was sitting on the edge of the bed. He stretched, most of the muscles in his upper body tight after a long day of strength training. He kept his blanket over his crotch; the room was cold and he was naked.

He needed clothes. His brain was still foggy, and he was trying to figure out what to wear before he even got up to go look.

The closet was open, the contents inside protruding out so the door could never fully shut. Weight equipment. Hidden Academy gear. Just a few things though. Nothing his dad might notice if he came in. 

Piles of clothes were scattered throughout it all, but he wasn’t awake enough yet to remember which pile was actually clean.

He’d have to sort it out one day. Maybe he should start putting his clothes in the drawers of the dresser that was opposite his bed. Only, that was full of old CDs and iPods and other stuff. Kota always got after him for it, but he rarely had time to sit and sort through things.

The mumbling got louder in the kitchen.

The sound of it urged Nathan off the bed, not bothering looking for underwear and reaching for the pair of jeans he'd thrown off the night before. He slipped those on and stumbled his way to the door noisily, alerting his dad he was up before he made it to the kitchen.

Even though the sun wasn't up and the room needed light, the overhead fluorescent hurt Nathan's eyes after turning the corner.

His father had the same rusty hair as Nathan. He was much leaner in build though. Nathan had been chubby for a while until he started working out. His dad used to comment about his weight, and said he got his chubbiness from his mother.   

He was bent down in the lower part of the pantry, digging out boxes of pasta and crackers. 

“Dad?” Nathan said, rubbing a bit of sleep away from his eyes. “What are you doing?” This room was chilly, too. He should have grabbed a shirt.

“What are you doing with all this?” he asked, pulling out a big box of pasta from the back. “Feeding an army?”

“It's just extra,” Nathan said. He crossed his arms and leaned against the kitchen island. He tipped his head forward, ready for what he suspected would come next. 

The collection of boxed meal items increased around his father's feet. “You get extra cookies and crackers and no extra coffee?”

Nathan arched a brow. “Is that what you're looking for?” He went to the cabinet next to the stove, above where the coffee maker was, and opened it, revealing a couple of different types of coffee beans in packages, along with supplies like filters and jars of sugar and creamer next to each other. “It's all here.”

His father left the contents he'd put on the floor where they were and stood, looking over Nathan's shoulder at the cabinet. “Why the hell did you move it all?”

Nathan shrugged and pulled down the coffee, prepping a pot full for them both. “Thought it made sense to keep the coffee supplies near the coffee pot.” Actually, he hadn’t come up with it. Kota had. But he didn’t want to say anything about that right now.

“Put it back while I'm gone. I don't want to have to look for stuff.”

Nathan ignored the comment. He'd be gone long enough he'd forget where stuff was anyway. They never used to keep coffee in the pantry where he was looking in the first place. 

His fingers twitched for his phone to double check the time when he should be on his way, but he finished up the coffee instead, turning it on to let it brew. “Everything ready?” Nathan asked. “How long are you going this time?”

“No fucking clue,” he said and fell silent.

Nathan breathed in slow and waited, drawing that silence out. If he didn’t want to talk, it saved Nathan the trouble of having to make conversation.

When the coffee was finished, his father made his up in a mug and went to the table. Nathan joined him with his own cup. 

A pile of mail was the only thing sitting on the otherwise clean table. Nathan had already gone through it for the bills. They were all on auto pay, but he kept the current month’s bill and tossed the last one. What was left was mostly junk mail, but he kept it until his dad came home so he could sort through if he wanted.

He did this now, picking through envelopes and opening a few absently while he drank his coffee.

In the silence, Nathan took out his phone. He worked on a playlist for a jog after his dad left. It’d help him shake off the last few days since he’d been home. It got stressful to always be tense and tip toe around his father. He used to stay at Kota’s, but often enough he’d come looking for him. It was better if Nathan stayed home and just waited until he was flying again.

His dad stopped once, looking over an envelope and then looking up at Nathan. “You getting love letters?”

Nathan raised an eyebrow. “What, it’s for me?”

His dad didn’t respond. He just ripped open the edge of the envelope and took a look at the letter. “Looks like a chain letter to me.” He made a face. “How’d you end up on some chain mail list?”

“No idea,” Nathan said. “Let me see?”

Instead of handing it over, his dad started tearing up the letter. “Don’t even bother,” he said. “Look, these chain letters, they’re shit. They usually want you to send in twenty bucks and then they’ll tell you the secret to money making. All horseshit.” He tossed the pieces onto the table with the other junk mail.

Nathan’s mouth twitched, but he held himself together. He’d check it out after his dad left. Just in case. 

“That’s what’s wrong with people today,” his dad said. “Everyone’s trying to make a quick buck.” 

His father continued his rant, moving into politics and further complaints about everyone around him.

Nathan barely listened, sipping at his coffee.

After a bit, Nathan checked the time. “When were you supposed to get going?” he asked. “It’s after five.”

“Don’t rush me,” his dad said, but with his coffee cup empty and no more mail to go through, he stood, leaving the mess he’d created and heading to his bedroom.

Nathan sighed and got up with his empty cup, picking up his dad’s coffee cup and then putting those into the sink to soak for a minute. He made a to-go coffee cup for his dad and set it on the counter then started absently wiping the counter with a cloth. He wasn’t really trying to clean, just appear like he was. If he didn’t clean, his dad would be on his case. If he at least pretended to, he tended not to say anything. He used to wash the dishes in front of his dad, but since he criticized how he washed the cups and everything else, he focused on stuff his dad wouldn’t criticize him too much for.

His dad emerged from his bedroom, a rolling suitcase behind him and his security badge under his arm. But instead of coming into the kitchen again, he went to the hallway, walked out into the garage and shut the door behind himself.

Nathan waited, his heart thundering in his chest. He usually grabbed a second cup on his way out.

The sounds in the garage were familiar to him. His dad put his suitcase in the passenger seat of his car, slammed the door. He got into his own driver seat and started the car. 

The car sat in the garage for a while, turned on without the garage door opening.

Shit.

Nathan stayed where he was and opened his phone. He used an app created for his house, with cameras set up in various locations, one of them the garage.

Security cameras were a requirement for him to continue to live with his father. Not everyone on his team still had cameras everywhere in their homes, but he did. His dad was bad enough to deal with when he was sober. It was worse when he was drunk, and Nathan couldn’t always escape. His dad like to corner him, so an escape wasn’t always available and Nathan often had to call out for help. 

The camera for the garage revealed the car sitting there, the garage door closed.

But it looked like he wasn’t reaching for the garage opener. He couldn’t exactly see what he was doing, but he wasn’t preparing to drive. He was just sitting there.
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