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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


“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.
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