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Home Invasion

“You’re so stupid!”

“Me? You’re the one who had to go and cancel our trip.”

“I only cancelled it because you hate surprises.”

“I don’t hate surprises! I hate it when you double schedule for a surprise!” A slap echoed around the room as he slapped her. “Don’t do that!”

“Me? You’re the one always slapping me.” He argued back. She sighed.

“Slapping is a strong word.” Though her cheek stung, she did not wish to admit that it was true. “I hate it when you do that to me!”

“You invited it.”

“How? How in the world does pointing out that I was overscheduled have anything to do with inviting that slap?!” She yelled, her voice gaining rage and something of a vibrato.

“Oh, just forget it! I’m going out for a pint.” He grabbed his coat. “And don’t you even think of going out while I’m gone.” She rubbed her cheek lightly. He punched her in the face before grumbling to himself about weak women.

Emma sniffled as she heard the door slam shut. In only a year, her marriage of 10 years had slid so far downhill that she felt it was worthless to try. Her husband, Aiden, had a bit of a temper. She’d known it going into the marriage.

However, it got worse when he began drinking heavily last year. She still had bruises from their fight the week before. The day before, he’d gotten even more physical with her. He slammed her into the wall.

She couldn’t see her back, but from how tender it was, she probably had bruises there.

She sighed, touching her face gently. Her hand came away with blood from her nose. A sniffle wouldn’t hold it back for long.

As she hurried to the bathroom, she held her nose tightly with one hand. Her other hand pulled at the paper towels. Pressing the rough substance to her nose, she sat on the toilet, lid down. Her head spun a little bit; today was simply not her day.

Tears ran down her face. How could her marriage have gone so far so fast? They didn’t even touch each other anymore, except to throw punches or slam them against a surface.

It took about five minutes for her nose to stop bleeding. Though she desperately had to blow her nose from crying, she hesitated to do so. It could cause her nose to start bleeding again.

She rubbed at the dried blood on her hand under the faucet. Emma shook lightly, as if her body was telling her to get some rest. It was time to divorce him...right?

The thought of divorce made her shiver. Divorce the man she had married or continue to live in this horrible marriage of abuse? The choice would not be easy. Nor did she believe that Aiden would give her the chance to bring up divorce.

If she did, they’d probably get into another argument. Another argument, another black eye, and another nose bleed all seemed to go hand in hand at this point. She sniffled again, and shut the water off. As she dried her hands, she sighed deeply. How could she continue this?

When her hands were dry, she bit her lip. Then, she walked to their room. Aiden had begun to sleep in the guest room, leaving her the queen sized bed all to herself. She flopped down on the bed, watching the pillows lift off the bed for a moment.

Her eyes closed. Before she knew it, sleep had taken her away from the horrors of the fight they’d had and back to the good days of their marriage.

How could she tell him that she was pregnant now?

She woke up to a slamming door. Aiden was probably returning home, sloppy drunk. She stood up and walked to the door. Attempting to keep her steps quiet, she walked on the balls of her feet. She shut the door quietly, turning the lock so that he couldn’t come in.

For a few minutes, at least, she was safe. She was able to take a deep breath, and place a hand on her belly. Three months in.

She felt the baby kick. She smiled, and rubbed her belly. How could she tell him? How would he react?

The better question was why should she tell him? If he knew, what were the chances that he would simply punch her belly until she had a miscarriage? What were the chances that he’d make her abort the baby?

She gulped hard. These emotions were not being helped by the pregnancy hormones running rampant. She sniffled, rubbing her face. What could she do?

The front door opened and closed again. What now?

With a quiet hand, she unlocked and opened the door. There was no way he had brought someone else home with him; he wouldn’t do that to her...would he?

“Where are you, Emma?” Aiden’s sloppy voice rang out. “I need a cuddle! Eh...who are you? You’re not Ems...” She gulped, and began to walk to the banister.

“Shut up, you idiot.” Another man’s voice rang through the home. “Shut up! She’s probably asleep; it’s almost three in the morning.”

She walked down the stairs. On the landing, she stopped. From here, she had a clear view of what was going on. A man, dressed in all black, stood with his back against the front door. He had a gun in one hand, but put it in what seemed to be a holster on his belt.

“Emma!” Aiden was standing a few feet away, hardly able to stand. He passed out, crumpling to the floor.

She returned her attention to the other man. He looked up, and saw her.

“Oh great.” He muttered, but did not move.

“Who are you?” Emma found her voice quivering. Was he going to kill her? Or was he going to simply walk out and allow them to work out their issues?

“A friend of his.” He pointed to Aiden. “Why don’t I take him upstairs, and you can go back to sleep?” He seemed suddenly civil, as if he had no plans to continue his rampage from earlier. She raised an eyebrow, but slowly nodded. Sleep sounded good.

“His room is first on the right. You can have the couch in the living room, down there.” Her voice took on a colder tone than she had meant for it to, but she didn’t care. When their visitor simply nodded, she returned to the master bedroom and locked the door again. It couldn’t hurt; she didn’t know their visitor, nor did she trust him.

With a careful ear pressed against the door, she listened as the stairs creaked one at a time. Each stair creaked twice. He was being smart; Aiden gained weight in the past year. His beer belly had grown significantly, and she had been the one he blamed.

She bit her lip, and returned to the bed. Flopping back on her back, she noticed that it was now exactly three AM. She’d have to rouse Aiden in four hours for work. Of course, that would be met with groans and grumbles, but if she didn’t rouse him, he’d be even angrier with her.

A craving for ice cream hit, and she groaned. She’d have to get up, go downstairs, and fudge around in the kitchen.

However, she knew it was better to satisfy it now than wait. So, she pushed herself up and walked to the door. She unlocked it and began the long walk downstairs. Their visitor followed behind her.

“Pregnant, huh?” His voice half startled her. “No wonder you’re hiding from him. I wouldn’t be surprised if you have told him. How far along are you?” His voice almost demanded that she answer.

“Three months.” She bit her lip.

“Oh, not that far. You could still miscarry and it wouldn’t be too traumatic, would it?”

“Yes, it would.” Though Emma didn’t say it, she had been this far along when they lost their first baby, three years ago. He didn’t respond, and she allowed the awkward, tense silence to grow between them. She went towards the kitchen after making sure he had a blanket in the living room.

She turned the kitchen light on, suddenly thankful that the living room and kitchen were separated by a dining room and two narrow doorways. As she scooped out her vanilla ice cream, she wondered how she would tell Aiden. Surely, the visitor wouldn’t tell him.

However, she didn’t have a lot of time to think about it. Aiden didn’t stay passed out for long, and soon rambled into the kitchen. She stood in front of their liquor, knowing exactly where he was going.

“Emma...” He slurred her name and tried to kiss her. She pushed him away gently.

“Not with alcohol breath. Please.” Though she could smell his breath, she managed not to cough. “Go back to bed, Aiden. You’re drunk.”

He tried again, wailing that she never kissed him anymore. She managed to draw him away from the liquor cabinet. Then, his eyes widened. She watched them travel up her body to her eyes, and then travel back down.

“You’re pregnant? And you didn’t tell me!” His anger overpowered his laments. “Why didn’t you tell me? How far along are you?”

“I’m three months.” She found herself giving into his demands. “I didn’t tell you because we fight so often.” However, she was thankful that he probably wouldn’t remember this argument the next day.

Before she could say anything else, he had smacked her so hard that the room was spinning. She fell to the floor. He threw the glass bowl of ice cream to the ground. She watched it shatter in slow motion, and her ice cream became tainted.

“Now clean it up!”

“Could you two stop that incessant bickering?” Their visitor spoke up. “I would like to sleep some before daylight.”

“You don’t tell me my business, sir!” Aiden snapped. “You’re lucky I don’t report you to the police for trespassing.” As he spoke, she began to clean up the bowl and ice cream that he had destroyed. She felt her baby kick; her craving increased.

When she finished, she went to get a paper bowl and scoop some more ice cream out. Aiden had finished berating their guest at that point, and stomped over to her. He grabbed her wrist.

“Ow! Aiden, Aiden, that hurts!” She tried to pull away, but he threw her to the floor.

“You know I don’t want children! Why do you dare to get pregnant!”

“Hey, it’s not her fault!” The visitor jumped to her aid. He stepped between them, taking a hard hit to the head. The hit didn’t seem to faze him. “If I had to hazard a guess, that’s no body’s fault.” He stayed calm.

“I told you that this is none of your business! Now get back on that couch before I make you.” The visitor simply shook his head, and turned to her.

“Would you like me to dish up some ice cream for you?” He offered her his hand, and helped her up. Instead of backing down, he stayed near her, acting as a sort of shield. Aiden was stupefied, and didn’t come after her.

The visitor helped her scoop out more of the now melting ice cream. Then, he even put it in the freezer. She sat down at the table, shaking a little in fear. Aiden had not thrown her to the ground like that before. Was it possible that being drunk made it worse than simply being hung over?

If so
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