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We Were Both Drunk 

We were both drunk. 

 

It was my night to drink. He was the designated drive but drank 

anyway.  I didn't know at the time because I trusted him.  The 

whole night he tried to get me to stop drinking and kept getting 

upset when men would flirt with me.  He told me it was my 

fault.  Everything was always my fault.  

 

When we got to his place, we got undressed and he got in bed then 

fessed up that he probably drank more than he should have.  As the 

DD he wasn’t supposed to drink at all that night.  He drank, drove 

and miraculously got us back to his place safe.  I got upset and 

started ranting about how irresponsible that was, that he could 

have gotten us both killed.  I was on the toilet when he told 

me.  Somehow we ended up arguing in each other's faces.  

 

I passionately told him, "All I want is to love you for all that 

you are inside and out!" 

 

That's when he hit me---so hard I collapsed on the ground at his 

feet. Blood gushed into my mouth as I'd cut my inner cheek on my 

teeth.  How could this happen to me?   

 

He picked me up, tossed me on the bed, held my hands over my head 

as he yelled in my face, "Is this what you want to love?!"  Confused 

and utterly terrified all I could do was apologize and beg him to 

stop.  He eventually did. 

 

Then he sat at the head of the bed talking about how we need to 

fix our relationship as I sat frozen in the middle of the bed with 

my hand holding the left side of my face.  He was too close for me 
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to make a run for it out of the apartment or jump out the window 

even though he was on the first floor plus we were both naked and 

it was 3am.  I had no way out.  All I could do was sit there 

silently hoping he wouldn’t hit me again.  

 

Suddenly he collapsed on the floor, stopped breathing and I was 

faced with the decision to leave him there or resuscitate him.  I 

resuscitated him by giving him CPR, he came to, saw my face and 

said, “Did I do that to you?” before passing out for the night on 

the floor.  I wiped a tear as it fell down my face.  At least I 

didn’t have to deal with a dead body that night.  I went to the 

bathroom, cleaned up my face, crawled into bed and went to 

sleep.  Then I went to work the next day as if nothing had 

happened.  There was no bruising for anyone to ask questions about 

either.  

 

I stayed with him 8 months after that.  I filed no report, and 

didn't talk about it for a long time.  

 

I never filed a report and hoped he'd learn from what he lost to 

not ever do any of it again.  Last I found out---thanks to 

Facebook---he's now married and his oldest daughter from his first 

marriage is starting college. I’m now 30, single, without kids or 

pets and he has been my longest relationship thus far.  I think 

you never really get over those things.  You just learn healthier 

ways to cope. 

 

 


