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‘Mom dragged me downstairs, away fror';n.'

g brothers and their father. Once we reached

living room, I sat down on the couch while my
mother paced back and forth in front of me. I
noticed how restless she was.

Did she live like this everyday?

Constantly anxious, always on edge, fearing she
might have to bear the brunt of the brothers'
anger? Before we could begin to reason, the tall
and muscular Norman arrived. His presence was
always commanding. Whenever he entered a
room, everyone else stopped. My mother froze

instantly as he passed us.

I caught a glimpse of the anger in his eyes when
our gazes briefly met.

“Oh Goddess, Norman is here,” my mother
muttered, her voice trembling as if she was,
the verge of tears because of him.
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S ving s eoha
i t to sound arrogant or dismi

first, I had been terrified, even running awa

~ from Kaye, but now that I was sitting here, I
wondered why. It's not like he would have

devoured me alive... or would he?

“Why on earth did you even go into their
rooms?" my mother raised her voice, glancing
towards the staircase before biting her lip to
stop herself from saying more.

"Ask Aunt Emma. She's the one who sent me to
Kaye's room, saying I should help you with the
brothers because you were worried," | explained,
determined to tell the truth and not let the

situation get twisted when Emma arrived.

"Why did you lie to me? Why did you say Kaye
was sick and that my help was needed?" |

confronted Emma directly, causing her gaze to




I was the one facing the consequences today.

*I didn't. She opened the door and pushed me in.
I thought I'd just quickly leave the tray since I
was already inside" I replied, watching my
mother roll her eyes in irritation, exuding a
harsh and unkind energy.

"She definitely lies like your ex;" Emma suddenly
brought up my father, and it didn't sit well with

my mother. Her eyes narrowed at me.

"I've known Emma for a very long time. There's
no way she would lie or try to play tricks. If
you're going to live here, you need to
understand that there are certain rules you must
follow. You are not allowed near your

stepbrothers' rooms. You are not allowed—" My




behaving. Now that Aunt Emma had made sucl

dramatic response to my question, my mother
suddenly looked just as horrified.

"At least I have a roof over my head, unlike you!
Your sharp tongue will leave you homeless one
day. And if you have such a problem here, why
don't you go back to your precious father, the
one you chose over me?" my mother shouted,
her voice trembling until a tear finally rolled
down her cheek.

Did it really hurt her that much when I chose to
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stay with my father?

She stomped her foot and rushed away, hk‘




slightly parted, her jaw dropping in disbelief.

“You're so despicable," she muttered, stunned
that | wasn't groveling at her feet, assuming I
desperately wanted to stay here.

That much wasn't a lie.

| wanted to stay here because I had nowhere
else to go. But that didn't mean I would let them
push me around. I didn't get the chance to
respond to her—not that I had anything to say—
when Norman came downstairs. His arrival
made Aunt Emma step back and quickly scurry
out of sight. | was sure she lingered nearby,
though, because Norman headed straight for

me.




o saymg ‘Don't blte the hand that feeds yOuL [‘m
sure you haven't heard it—it's for those who
went to school and actually learned something.
The way you barged into my brother’s room
makes it clear that manners and etiquette aren’t
your strong points. But that's where my issue
begins. You may have been careless in your pack
or your father's house, but this is my father's
house. A house we built with love and rules.
Today, because of you, my father had to sit and
watch his son pack his bags. It was as if you went
from room to room just to show my father how
his sons were a mess,” he paused, noticing the

small shiver that ran through me.

[ wanted to speak up. "And [ suppose you learned

how to make up stories in school too? I didn't
plan any of this! I was simply bringing a food
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Jow was I supposed to respond to such a j
statement? Isn't it a basic right to choose who
we want to connect with or not?

"You've already caused enough trouble for our
family. With that being said, we've decided that
you'll leave as soon as the storm is over, he

concluded, and I could feel the creeping worry

slowly take over me. =




