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It's not supposed to be like this. It's not supposed to hurt when he touches me. He's not supposed to throw me down the stairs. 

I know that's all true, and I know it was my fucking mistake. I knew better and I should have been more careful and he wouldn't be so angry with me. 

We've been together for years. I didn't think he would hate me so much just for one small mistake. A drunken mistake. The both of us wasted—but he trusted me to make sure it was taken care of before we hit the bed, and I told him it was all taken care of. I thought it was. And now we're realizing it wasn't taken care of at all. 

When we first got together, I used to believe I wanted kids, until he reminded me how annoying they are, and what a financial burden they could be. I really thought, at least for a brief moment, that I still wanted them, just because they'd look like him. It would be my special honor to bring a little piece of him into the world by taking him into me so many times that some part of him took root in there, and his cum painted my insides so often that it came to life. 

Literally a piece of him come to life. And it would have happened because he loved me so much and needed me so much that I would have become his in every sense of the word. I would have been just a beautiful vessel for his beauty to spread wider into this world. 

We saw my nephews after I told him the first time. 

He put his hand around my waist and held it there after he pulled me close. His fingers hooked into my belt loops so he could whisper to me. 

He's many things, but he's not always an asshole. He's always respected my family. He loves to taunt me in front of my parents, squeeze my knee under the table in front of grandma and everyone. He loves fucking me in the bathroom during extended stays with miserabley boring extended step-family bonding rituals. Sometimes just a quick fingering or blowjob, depending on how he's feeling. All of that inappropriate bullshit, just at the surface of his skin, making him desperate for me, and he keeps it in because he knows my mom wouldn't want to hear about that. 

So, anyway—we were visiting my parents for Christmas and my sister got there with her husband, and one of his nephews screamed so loudly I thought he was going to burst a blood vessel. It was the first time I realized what a blood-curdling scream was... because I'm pretty sure if his blood had come out, it would have been made into blood cheese immediately. 

It was really fucking annoying. 

Because it was over a toy his brother had taken from him. 

A toy that belongs to his brother in the first place, and he doesn't even like the trucks, and any time anyone has ever bought him a truck toy he's said it was for his brother and demanded another present.

At first, it was fine. 

It was a kid being a kid. 

And it was dumb, obviously, but he's small and how would he even know? 

And then he screamed again, and my darling brother-in-law said something dismissive to the little demon and expected it to shut him up. Brother-in-law yells, kid goes quiet.

But obviously this child does not think like that. This child is a child. So he starts screaming louder, and the fight gets more intense over this fucking truck. These two small children are intolerable now to everyone in this room. The twins are cute, but too small to offer much else to the situation. Them screaming just makes them un-cute on top of being actively annoying. Them screaming! Fucking takes up the good of the cute away and adds in a worse stimulus. That's, like, subtracting 50 good points and adding 50 negative points! That's fucking minus 100 points right there, so obviously the parents should do something about this because this behavior needs to go punished and completely silent in this space. 

Brother-in-law just yells again. And then my sister, obviously feeling some type of way, runs over and admonishes him for yelling. Which certainly makes him look happier. 

And she tells the boys their fighting is allowed, basically, so she can scream at daddy in public. 

The kids are fucking kids. This is going to make them think for the rest of their goddamn lives that it's right and okay to scream at the people you're supposed to love. 

And now the kids are crying, and the parents are screaming, and the grandparents—my parents—are now rushing in to take care of the nephews, which left my little brother, the one who's ten years younger than me, looking really disappointed because he was excited to get to talk with his parents. 

He's 18, and he's in undergrad, so it's not the biggest hurt in the world, but with all of the insane trauma he went through with his adoption, I'm kind of extra sensitive to him getting hurt, and that makes me more irritated.

So, to recap:

1) Toy truck causes a major problem.

2) Twins start to fight.

3) Dad screams at twins

4) Mom screams at dad

5) grandma and grandpa get involved, abandoning their legal adult but still completely a child son who hasn't seen them in months and they've barely bothered to acknowledge now that he's an adult and they don't have to keep him adopted actually anymore and they have no obligations other than closing out everything now that he's 18, so this entire web of relationships is almost threadbare, and this was important to him

6) and then the brother-in-law, who is now watching his wife go over and scold the kids, amped up and pissed by her husband being a douchebag to her, now yelling way meaner at the kids and basically saying the same damn thing her husband was just telling her...

He fucking says, "You know, she never yelled at me like that when I was pregnant."

And then he looks over at my husband longingly, like he wants to fuck him. My brother-in-law, ostensibly straight man in a relationship with his straight wife, wants to bounce on my husband's dick. 

So, furious at this asshole, I snap. And I tell him that she probably never yelled at him because he wasn't such a fucking horny pig all of the time, always bringing up his goddamn pregnancies. 

And I'm ready now to just deck him, because he kinda laughs. 

And he says, "You think the most important part of having kids is the horniness, the joys of the sex and your partner loving you and the intimacy? You think it's just about the physical shit, pain or pleasure? No. It's about having a kid together. It's about making something, you dumb fucks."

All of this, then my husband pulls me over by the belt loop and wraps his arm around my waist, and he purrs into my ear—the most comforting fucking thing I've heard since this series of insignificant but screechy loud events started going off—and he says, "You still want kids?"

And I knew he was being an asshole. And I also knew that he was more respectful of my family than anyone could ever have been. And so I knew he was being a respectful asshole when he asked if I still wanted kids. Because that's the kind of shithead thing you only share with your partner because you're respectful and deeply kind and are well aware that your relationship is way more important than these transgressive things screaming at one another getting in the way of that. Your family can be fucking assholes, but you're just going to agree to look away because it's easier. 

But he was right. 

I didn't really want kids. I just wanted him. The things he said were mean, but they were the truth. He always told me the truth above everything else. And when I couldn't see it, he'd help me see it. He'd guide me back onto the path. 

I hated my family so much that having kids would mean they'd expect to come around more. And they would do whatever they could to make sure they were in any kids we'd have's lives. It could even get weird, like stalking them in disguises or suing us or some shit. 

If we never had kids, we'd avoid all of that stress. 

I just wanted him. 

So when we fucked this time, and I saw I was pregnant those telltale few weeks later, I didn't even bother letting him know I was going to get it terminated. It was what made the most sense, and it didn't hurt or anything. You shit kind of weird afterwards, because you're missing a piece of flesh from the same tube that ends up being the place that expands to push out a baby and the muscles need to readjust, but that's it. He wouldn't even have to get me chocolate and Acetami. So he really didn't need to know. 

And I was in that headspace because I knew it didn't matter to us. So I had some shit to drink, and he had some shit to drink, and I let it slip that I was pregnant. I laughed it off because, hey, I'm going to get it terminated anyway, right? And I figured he'd laugh with me. 

But he got all serious. He sat up and stared at me. I went to take another drink and he actually took it from my hand and set it down. 

He came up from the pool and sat outside of it so he was taller. And, even though I was a little confused, I was also a little turned on because goddamn did I like it when he loomed over me like that. 

So I wasn't paying attention to him taking my drink away, really. 

And he looked at me, and he just said, "Are you serious?"

And I blinked at him.

And I stared at him.

I watched a couple of water droplets fall down his wet neck and checked out his matted wet hair and that round chest and continued to check out my man because he was confusing me so much that I just figured it was roleplay. Sometimes he was really shitty at leaning into the roleplay. He'd just... all of the sudden start choking me out during sex and I'd get terrified, but he'd tell me after that it was okay because it was that scenario we'd talked about five months ago. 

Sometimes they were just charming and dumb when he wanted to tell a sexy story for us, but I was usually unprepared.

I was kind of assuming this was a hot breeding kink moment for us. He'd try to get me so pregnant that I could keep drinking and pregnant because there'd be so much cum in me I'd never have the chance to not be knocked up. 

The dumb, made-up kind of shit we did so often. It was dumb and we liked it. 

And I went back to grab my drink from him, because I was tired and not in the mood. 

And he snagged my wrist midair and bent it back so quickly I actually thought it would break.

I was in fucking pain. And I had no idea what for. 

But when I looked at his eyes, he obviously was so angry that it justified this action for the moment. I was doing something so blood-rage inducing that he could justify hurting me because I was letting him down. 

I trusted that, and also, I had grown to become scared of that. Those kinds of moments didn't sound like him, ever. They didn't act like him. So I yelled, and I told him he was hurting me.

And he said that I was hurting our baby. 

That drinking would kill our baby. 

I said I didn't think he wanted a baby with me.

He said a baby's life would always be more important than mine. 

And I told him he was insane.

I have to go. Writing these notes to myself at the bottom of this journal. It's going to take him weeks to read it, and in the meantime, I can check back and forth between them so I can remember my own notes on things that might help me escape. He wants me to keep these journals so he can use them to masturbate and keep his count up when he has to go away on business. But he refuses to read them until they're all done. I've tried to get him to read a short sexy story of ours from a while ago a million times, but he keeps telling me he knows the story of our love will go on longer and that can't go on until he can go away and he'll need this as jack off material. So I'm going to keep this journal. I just can't write too long or he'll get suspicious. He watches me almost constantly it feels like these days. 
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