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			To all the girls who feel this pain.

			“So, we’ll go no more a roving

			So late into the night,

			Though the heart be still as loving,

			And the moon be still as bright.

			For the sword outwears its sheath,

			And the soul wears out the breast,

			And the heart must pause to breathe,

			And love itself have rest.

			Though the night was made for loving,

			And the day returns too soon,

			Yet we’ll go no more a roving

			By the light of the moon.”

			—”So, we’ll go no more a roving” by Lord Byron

		

	
		
			
			

			Prologue

			April

			A loud crash erupted from the living room. I jumped up in panic, my heart pounding in my chest. It was one o’clock in the morning; the only noise I should have been hearing was the sound of light rainfall on the roof. Moments later, an even louder banging sound came from the kitchen. I moved as quickly as I could with my protruding, pregnant belly and slid out of bed. Unfortunately, this occurred more than I wanted to admit. I would never understand why. 

			Pulling my robe over my nightgown, I opened the bedroom door and made my way toward the kitchen. He was leaning over the sink, a dazed expression on his face. I tried not to look too disgusted at the broken beer bottles all over my newly-cleaned kitchen. After all, it was normal. 

			“Justin, are you okay?” I whispered. 

			The question wasn’t even necessary, but I felt the need to ask. Even though irritation was bubbling up inside me, I still pitied him. He was my husband, and I hated it when he felt miserable. Yes, it was his fault, but that didn’t change anything.

			He looked over at me with blood-shot eyes. “Help me get to bed.”

			When he was in a state like this, he often forgot how much bigger he was than me. Justin weighed almost fifty pounds more than I did. That, combined with being pregnant, made it very hard for me to support his weight. But I did my best because I loved him.

			I nodded. “Okay, just take it slow.”

			Justin moved over to me with wobbly legs, leaning against the kitchen counter so he didn’t lose his balance. I reached out to help him, and he tugged on my hand. 

			“Help me,” he mumbled. 

			I wrapped my arm around his waist, trying as hard as I could not to let him fall. The last thing I needed was to be cleaning blood off the kitchen floor. 

			Slowly but surely, I helped him back to the bedroom. His grip on my arm hurt, even though he didn’t intend for it to be painful. I tried to ignore the string, but his fingers felt like they were searing my skin. 

			Justin collapsed down on the bed with his boots still on. Sweat glistened on his skin, mixing with the smell of beer, which made me nauseous. I almost threw up but managed to stop myself. Even after all of our time together, I still hadn’t grown completely accustomed to the smell. He was asleep in moments, leaving me to sit down in the recliner and cry.

			This wasn’t the life I’d pictured for myself. No little girl imagined growing up and being married to an alcoholic at the age of eighteen. Deep down, I knew he had more problems than I could possibly fix. Whenever I mentioned maybe cutting back or trying to get help, he always yelled at me. My attempts at reasoning only made him drink more. It was like he was trying to prove that I couldn’t boss him around or have even the slightest bit of influence over his actions. This couldn’t continue, not after we had the baby.

			Surely, he would change. When he saw our daughter, it would open his eyes. Justin would observe her innocence and know he had to stop drinking or at least slow down. He would be so focused on her that maybe he would abandon alcohol completely. That was my hope, anyway. But buried under the passionate love I held for him and memories of our sober times together, I held the knowledge that the possibility of him changing was an empty dream. 

		

	
		
			
			

			Chapter One - Good Morning

			April

			At nine o’clock in the morning, I was up and sweeping the kitchen floor. With all the broken beer bottles scattered about, I was scared of getting pieces of glass stuck in my feet. That was the last thing I needed. In only four weeks, I was supposed to be having my baby. This was my first pregnancy, and I was terrified of everything. I was worried that any little shock or inconvenience could cause me to deliver early, and I definitely didn’t want that. So far, my doctor said I was doing fine. Still, it was impossible to be too careful when pregnant.

			The doorbell rang, and I almost jumped. Athena was early. No, no, no, I thought, she can’t be here. I waited a moment, hoping maybe she would think I was still asleep and go away, but the doorbell rang again. I sighed, deciding there was no point in trying to avoid her.

			“April, are you in there? I know I’m early,” Athena shouted through the door.

			She was the persistent type, never taking no for an answer. Unfortunately, if I didn’t let her in, she might break my door down. That wouldn’t do any good. Athena was already starting to get suspicious about something being wrong in our home. Of course, she was right. I wanted her to leave it be, though. Justin wasn’t going to change his ways because she demanded it. He wasn’t exactly a fan of letting women make decisions for him, especially not a woman like Athena.

			Athena was my friend or at least a friend of a friend. Daisy, a girl I had been neighbors with growing up, knew her. Apparently, they had dated the same man at one point and ended up meeting each other later on. I didn’t know much about the situation, but I had no desire to learn more. Drama was something I tried to avoid, especially when it involved romantic feelings.

			Daisy and I had been friends a long time ago, but we had only recently reconnected. It was nice to have a childhood friend hanging around, especially now that I was pregnant. Daisy had gotten married a month ago and invited me to the wedding. Honestly, I appreciated being included because I didn’t really have any other friends. Justin went with me, and I introduced the two of them. Unfortunately, he had a little too much to drink at the reception, and caused a bit of a scene. Daisy hadn’t been mad, only concerned. That was when she gave me Athena’s phone number and insisted I call her. Because I felt horrible for Justin’s actions, I did what Daisy recommended.

			Now, Athena was constantly checking in on me and wouldn’t give up, no matter how hard I tried to push her away. She was like a protective mother bear defending her cub, which, in this case, happened to be me. The only thing she was accomplishing was making Justin angry, and that wasn’t good for me or her. If she just gave up and left me alone for good, things would be more peaceful.

			Justin was still asleep, and I didn’t want to wake him. When he got up, he would have a terrible hangover and be in a horrible mood. Even though it was normal, I wasn’t looking forward to it. Taking care of him when he was mad at the world wasn’t a pleasant experience.

			With a sigh, I opened the door and let her inside. “Yes?”

			She smiled, her blue eyes sparkling in the morning light. Athena’s blonde curls were arranged to perfection, and her bright red lipstick was flawless. She wore a cream-colored blouse and black pencil skirt with crimson heels. How was she always so perfect? I envied her more than I ever wanted to admit, even to myself.

			“Good morning,” she said. 

			I attempted a mediocre smile. “Good morning.”

			She stepped past me through the door and set her purse down on the coffee table. I waited for  her to look into the kitchen and prepared for the horrified response she would give. There was still glass scattered across the floor, and the smell of beer filled the room. No matter how many air fresheners I used, the stench of alcohol wouldn’t go away.

			It only took a few moments for her expression to turn from cheerful to angry. I knew her distaste wasn’t directed toward me, but rather Justin. That wasn’t much better, though. I couldn’t just let her march back to the bedroom and give him a lecture. That could make things escalate very quickly, and I wasn’t in any condition to break up a physical fight.

			She crossed her arms over her chest. “Okay, this is officially an intervention.”

			“Athena, it’s not a big deal. Seriously, if you just walk out now, you can pretend you never saw anything. Don’t be overdramatic,” I replied. 

			She pursed her lips. “I am not being overdramatic. He’s an alcoholic, April. You’re eight months pregnant. It’s time to get your things and move out of here. This situation simply isn’t safe.”

			“He’s my husband, and I love him,” I replied. 

			There was a long pause where we made eye contact without saying a word. I could tell a million things were running through her mind, but I wasn’t sure exactly what they were. Something about her expression seemed melancholy, almost depressed. Her past, which I hardly knew anything about, was somehow involved in the way she was reacting; that much was clear. My irritation slowly drifted away. Athena didn’t mean to be a bother, even though that’s how it felt. I knew she really was trying to protect me, even though I didn’t want her to.

			Her eyes softened. “You’re eighteen-years-old, April. Marrying him was a mistake, but as soon as you get dressed, I’ll take you to the courthouse, and you can file for divorce today. This will be over quickly.”

			Oh boy, she was really going for it. Before today, all of her suggestions had been subtle things like drinking more water, making sure I got enough sleep, and taking time to focus on my mental health. Now Athena was seriously crossing a line. This was not okay, even if she meant well. I was going to stand my ground.

			I shook my head. “You’re acting insane. I’m not leaving my husband just because he has a self-control problem. You’re not married to him, so really, you shouldn’t even be involved.”

			I was married to Justin, and there was no way I was leaving. He was my husband. I wouldn’t have married him if I couldn’t stick it out. Eventually, he would realize he needed help, and then we would make progress. It would just take time. 

			“Oh no, none of that. I will not let you bring that baby back home into a house with an alcoholic. No matter how much you love him, your baby should not be forced to suffer because of it. I won’t let that happen,” Athena said with a stubborn look on her face. 

			“Athena, it’s my baby and my decision. You shouldn’t even be here,” I said. 

			A look of determination crossed her face. “April, if I have to drag you out of this house kicking and screaming, I will. And if you come back here with that baby, I won’t hesitate to go to the police and file a report.”

			My jaw dropped. “You wouldn’t.”

			She nodded. “Oh yes, I would, and I wouldn’t feel bad about it either.”

			I bit my lip. She was telling me the truth, whether or not I wanted to hear it. Athena wouldn’t back down. And if the police learned about what was happening here and discovered that he got drunk almost every single night, they might take my baby away. I reached down to touch my stomach. The baby was so big it hurt to stand. I felt like I was carrying around a watermelon strapped to the front of my stomach. 

			Athena turned on her heel and began walking back toward the bedroom. I tossed the broom aside and followed her. She didn’t stop. 

			I grabbed her arm. “Where are you going?”

			“To get your things,” she replied, “I assume you have some stuff you want to take?”

			I frowned. “I already told you I’m not leaving.”

			
			

			She looked at me sternly. “You either lose him, or you lose your baby. It’s your choice. Do you really want your daughter growing up in foster care? That’s what you’re looking at. In my mind, it’s an easy choice.”

			I took a
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