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  Hazed by the Cheerleader Brat




   




   




  The house lights were off when I pulled into the driveway. If no-one was in I didn’t care - I was just happy to get home after so long away.




  I picked my briefcase up off the passenger seat and got out. Standing up was strange after being in the car for so long, and my suit clung to places it really shouldn’t. I stood letting the blood flow back into my extremities and took a calming sniff of the night air. I knew some shrubs dad had been cultivating for a while since mum died were now flowering. He took it to be a sign that his wedding plans were under good auspices. I had no idea. I just knew my soon-to-be step-sister was a bitch.




  Even just the thought of her nasally voice set my teeth on edge. She was inseparable from her phone with which she constantly texted and called her best friend, Laurel, even when they were in the same room. I mean what was that about? Just talk to each for fuck’s sake! Or don’t if that meant I’d have to hear your voice. Sheesh!




  Heading round the back of the car I retrieved my luggage bag and rolled it up towards the house making the sentry lights go on. I must admit my dad kept the place neat and tidy. He’d probably have his work cut out if what I saw at his bride-to-be’s place was anything to go by.




  I wondered if much had changed since she and the bitch-in-law from hell had moved in. I was against it from the start, but dad over-ruled me. I guess he was lonely with me going on long business trips and everything. I just hoped they did nothing to my room.




  With a jangle of keys I opened the front door, making more lights go on. Did it smell different? I couldn’t tell.




  “Hello?” I called, not really expecting a response as I closed the door behind me.




  The house stayed silent. Oh, well. I could have an early night.




  On the left of the entry hall was a mirror and I saw a white piece of paper taped to it. I wheeled my luggage over and took it off.




   




  Dear Sean,




  We’ve gone to cheer Britney and the squad in the county championships. We’ll be staying overnight in a hotel. I’ve made sure some food is in the kitchen for you.




  We’ll be back tomorrow.




  Good to have you back,




  Dad.




   




  That was fine by me. I left the luggage case at the bottom of the stairs and headed up to get out of my clothes which were getting overly intimate.




  Turning the landing lights on I could tell which room was Britney’s by the posters of some boy-band and the ‘keep out, princess at work’ signs stuck to the door. Oh boy.




  Shaking my head I headed to my room and opened the door with trepidation. I swear if anything was out of place I’d torch Britney’s room.




  It looked normal. It smelt normal. She was safe.




  My shoes felt like they’d almost become part of me when I tried to take them off. But off they would come if it was the last thing I did.




  I bundled my clothes up and got into my thick dark-blue dressing gown. Taking my laundry downstairs I headed to the kitchen.




  As usual the kitchen was spotless when I turned the lights on. I’d bet Nancy had to physically drag dad away from it to make him go see Britney cheerleading.




  I filled the washing machine with my just-worn clothes and those in my luggage carrier and set it to run.
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