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Disclaimer

This book is a rollercoaster of emotions, quirky, funny, serious, and sometimes painfully raw. It’s a journey through the ups, downs, and sideways twists of living with a narcissist. But let’s get one thing straight... I am not a therapist, counselor, or licensed expert in narcissism. Nope. I’m just a human who’s been through it, learned a lot, cried a little (okay, a lot), and found my voice along the way.

If you’re here for clinical advice, this isn’t the book for that (though I highly recommend professionals for those big, serious decisions). If you’re here for real talk, heartfelt honesty, and a few moments of “OMG, me too!”... then buckle up. We’re about to dive in.

Also, let’s be clear, this is my story, my perspective, and my journey. It’s not a manual on how to handle your narcissist, survive your narcissist, or fix your narcissist (spoiler: you can’t). Any advice or revelations you take from these pages are purely bonus material and entirely your choice to act on... or not.

Finally, if you find yourself identifying too closely with the narcissist in these pages... well, that’s a different book entirely.

Happy reading, stay strong, and don’t forget... you’re so much more than their reflection.

"In the shadows of their reflection, I found my light. In their attempts to silence me, I found my voice. In the weight of their control, I discovered my strength. This is my story, and it is mine to tell." 

Katlyn Rose

––––––––
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I tell them I live in an abusive relationship, and I see the shift in their eyes, a flicker of doubt, disbelief, even discomfort. Their incredulity is very noticeable, as if abuse is something that only happens in stories or to other people. They don’t say it outright, but the silence speaks for them. You? Really? Are you sure it’s abuse? He’s such a wonderful person. Yeah, he is... in public. 

This subject is taboo, a dark secret hidden behind closed doors. It’s easier for the world to turn away, to pretend it doesn’t exist, than to confront the messy, uncomfortable truth. Abuse doesn’t always come with visible scars or dramatic confrontations, sometimes, it’s subtle, insidious, woven into the fabric of everyday life. And when you try to speak your truth, the weight of that silence, the disbelief, the dismissal, feels heavier than the abuse itself.

But just because it’s hidden doesn’t mean it’s not real. Behind those closed doors are countless stories like mine, stories of survival, of overcoming, of finding light in the shadows. And the more we speak up, the more we force the world to look, to listen, and to understand.
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Dedication

[image: ]




To all the brave souls who live with a narcissist, not because you have to, but because you choose to:

This is for you.

For the quiet strength you show every day, constantly living in a world of chaos and contradictions. For the moments you stand your ground, even when it feels like the ground beneath you is shifting. For the strength you carry, even when your heart feels heavy.

This is for the love you give, the hope you hold onto, and the courage it takes to stay, whether for reasons only you truly understand or for a vision of change you still believe in.

Know this... freedom is always yours to claim. Whether you find it by reshaping your life from within or by stepping into a new chapter entirely, the power to create the life you deserve lies within you.

This book is dedicated to your journey, your strength, and your potential. You are not alone, and you are so much more than the reflection they try to cast.

With all my heart,

Katlyn Rose

The Spotlight Was Never Mine

Living with a narcissist is like being a supporting actor in a drama where the lead character demands unwavering adoration and attention, leaving you perpetually in the shadows. This is my story... a tale of love, confusion, heartbreak, and ultimately... hope. It’s not a manual on how to fix a narcissist (spoiler... you can’t), but rather an honest account of what it’s like to love one and, more importantly, to reclaim your own spotlight.

Honey, living with a narcissist isn't for the faint-hearted. Being an empath with a caregiver heart will turn you into a psychopathic empath instead of a caring empath. They sweep you off your feet with charm so intoxicating that you forget to ask the basics, like, "Are you emotionally available?" or "Do you plan to hijack my soul for your ego’s personal playground?"

I met him on what felt like the set of a romantic comedy, complete with perfectly timed compliments and a smile so dazzling it could have powered a small city. He was the one, or so I thought. I even told my mom the night I met him, “I’m going to marry him.” Every word he spoke seemed tailor-made for my ears, every glance a validation of my existence. Little did I know, that later in our marriage, I would be cast as an extra in his feature film, "The Great and Glorious Him... and His Mother."

He was funny, confident, and oh-so-perfectly broken in a way that screamed, "Fix me!" And being the empath I was, I thought my love could surely glue his pieces back together. Spoiler alert... my glue gun didn’t stand a chance against the chasm of his self-absorption.

Falling in love with him was like diving headfirst into a pool of glitter, dazzling and euphoric at first, but eventually, you realize the sparkle hides the mess beneath. And let me tell you, glitter is impossible to clean up.

The First Crack

Dear Husband,

I’ll never forget that first month in our new house, the one we were so excited to call home together. The smell of fresh paint still lingered, and the boxes were barely unpacked when you said it. You walked into the kitchen, looked around with that critical eye I hadn’t noticed before, and said, “You should probably take some notes from my mother on how to keep a house properly.”

At first, I laughed. Surely, you were joking. Job stress, I told myself. Moving is hard. It’s your busy season at work. Adjusting to marriage is hard. And maybe you just didn’t mean it the way it sounded. But then you doubled down, pointing out the dishes in the sink and the dust on the windowsill, as if my worth in this new chapter of our life was measured in streak-free glass and spotless countertops.

That laugh of mine? It was a shield, a reflex to protect my breaking heart. Because even in that moment, with your words cutting through me like a cold wind, I loved you. I wanted to please you, to prove to you that I could be enough. But a crack had formed, subtle but undeniable.

I went to bed that night staring at the ceiling, replaying your words over and over, wondering if I had overreacted. Maybe this was normal. Maybe this was what love looked like. But deep down, a small voice whispered, "This isn't love."

It wasn’t just the words that hurt, it was the way they erased me, reduced me to a reflection of someone I could never be. Your mother wasn’t living here. This was supposed to be our home. Yet somehow, I had already failed the first test in a game I didn’t know we were playing.

Looking back, I wish I had said something then. I wish I had told you how deeply your words stung, how they set the tone for a pattern that would unfold over the years. But instead, I told myself you were under stress. That it would get better. That we would get better. And so, I stayed silent. And the crack grew.

I hope as you read this, you understand that narcissism is a disease and in my husband's case, it's familial, his mother was afflicted as well. Sadly. I'll be 61 this year and have spent 40 years always telling myself, "I'll escape today." I'm telling you that if you can't escape, at least take control. Let's walk through my life together. Grab your tea or coffee and let's have a chat.
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Chapter 1: The Charm Offensive
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Narcissists don’t walk into your life with a warning label. If anything, they’re wrapped in charisma and glitter, armed with compliments that make you feel like you’re the only person in the world. This chapter dives into how the love-bombing phase blinds you to the red flags and how the relationship slowly transitions into a one-person show.

When they’re wooing you, it feels like you’ve been cast in the most romantic movie of all time, and you’re the star. Every moment is curated for maximum effect, the unexpected flowers "just because," the lingering gazes that make you feel seen, and the grand declarations of love that sweep you off your feet. You’re bombarded with texts (which we didn’t have then), calls, and constant reassurances that you’re the most incredible person they’ve ever met. They love-bomb the crap out of you until your head is spinning with their affection.

It’s intoxicating, really. They seem to know exactly what you need to hear, and they deliver it with such confidence that it feels impossible to doubt their sincerity. Even when something doesn’t quite add up, like a fleeting moment of anger over something trivial or an offhand comment that feels a little too cutting, it gets buried under the avalanche of adoration. The red flags are there, waving boldly, but you can’t see them through the haze of glitter and roses.

During courtship, their entire focus is on you. They anticipate your needs, finish your sentences, and make you feel like you’ve found your soulmate. It’s a masterclass in manipulation, but at the time, it feels like destiny. The negative moments get dismissed, explained away as quirks or as a result of their vulnerability. You start doubting your own perceptions because how could someone so loving, so attentive, be anything but perfect?

By the time you realize the cracks in the facade, you’re already emotionally invested. You tell yourself that everyone has flaws and that their love makes up for the occasional harsh words or odd behavior. And just like that, the groundwork is laid for the cycle to begin.

The First Doubt

Dear Husband,

I have to admit, you were masterful at making me feel special. The way you anticipated my needs, brought me small surprises, and made me feel like the center of your world was intoxicating. I adored the way you seemed to always know what to say to make me smile, the thoughtful gestures that felt so genuine. You had a way of making me feel precious, as though I was the only one who mattered in your life.

But then came that night.

You said you were going out with the guys, and I didn’t think twice about it. I trusted you completely, so when I found out there was another woman with you that night, my heart shattered. You assured me she just "ran into" your group and that it was all innocent. You were just chatting, you said, nothing more. But what I later heard from others painted a very different picture. Whispered details, little inconsistencies in your story, things that didn’t quite add up.

Do I believe you or not? My heart wanted to believe you, so badly. I told myself that I must be imagining things, that people were exaggerating. After all, how could the man who made me feel so loved and cherished do something so cruel? But deep down, doubt took root. It wasn’t just about what you said or did that night, it was about how quickly my certainty in us began to falter.

I didn’t confront you, not fully. I danced around the subject, afraid of what your answer might be. Afraid that the man I had fallen so deeply for wasn’t who I thought he was. And you, in your charming way, managed to smooth things over just enough to keep me questioning myself instead of you. It worked, too. For a time.

But that night left a mark, one I couldn’t quite erase. It was the first time I saw the possibility that your love, so overwhelming and all-encompassing, might not be as pure as I believed. And yet, I stayed. Hoping, praying, convincing myself that love like yours couldn’t be a lie.

Now mind you, we were living together, but just that. But in my mind, it was a commitment, one that I took to heart and did not date other men. I don’t know even now if it was the difference in our age, the fact that we both had just gone through divorces and he needed to test the waters, or what, but he would literally haunt me if I went out with the girls, having people tell him who I danced with, talked to, and if I was “making out” with anyone. I wasn’t a saint, but I never made out with anyone, I just wanted to go dancing and have a good time.
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Chapter 2: The Subtle Shift
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After two years of marriage, his controlling side began to creep out, slowly and cleverly enough that I didn’t notice at first. It wasn’t as though he demanded anything outright, instead, it was subtle, a suggestion here, a raised eyebrow there, a comment that made me question my judgment. Without even realizing it, I started "obeying" without recognizing what was happening.

It wasn’t just the way he began to direct the household or how his preferences always seemed to take precedence, it was also how his friends became our friends. Over time, my own friendships started to fade into the background. People I once enjoyed spending time with were now more like acquaintances. “They have kids and we don’t,” he’d say, or “We’re building our life together, you don’t need them anymore.” And somehow, I believed him. Before long, his circle became my world.

Then there was the distance from my family. At first, it was subtle. I’d miss a phone call or two, skip a family gathering because he had made other plans for us, or decide not to share the small struggles of my day because he dismissed them as unimportant. Oh, we’d Christmas together with them, but grudgingly, or have them for Thanksgiving, him fussing because of all the work I was doing. Gradually, I realized how far I’d drifted from the people who had once grounded me. I felt lost, adrift in a world where he had made sure he was my only anchor.

Bit by bit, the youthful confidence I had in myself began to disappear. I no longer felt like the vibrant, self-assured woman I once was. Decisions I used to make with ease now seemed filled with doubt, as though I needed his approval to validate my choices. I told myself this was just the adjustment part of being married, of learning to compromise, but deep down, a part of me knew something wasn’t right.

Looking back, I can see how he slowly made himself my whole world. At the time, though, I saw it as love. I thought it was what commitment looked like, that this closeness meant we were building something strong together. Little did I know that I was being isolated, reshaped into someone who existed only to serve his needs.

It wasn’t long before I realized where much of his behavior came from, his mother. She was the queen of her household, a controlling narcissist with a sharp tongue and a heavy hand with the beer. She had trained her second husband, my stepfather-in-law, into subservience so absolute, it was hard to tell where her wants ended and his began. Their dynamic was infuriating to me as I began to see how it influenced my husband.

The first sign came early in our marriage when she brought her cookware to my kitchen one Thanksgiving. I had told her, politely but firmly, that I enjoyed cooking, had everything we would need, and was more than capable of preparing meals for her visit. She just waved me off, dismissing my assurances with a laugh and a comment about how her other son’s wife couldn’t cook. She barely even acknowledged me as she unpacked her pots, pans, and spices, setting up her own culinary empire in my space. It was humiliating. And yet, I left that battle alone, telling myself it wasn’t worth the fight. I just cooked what I had bought another day.

The more time I spent around her, the more I realized she had raised her son, my husband, to be just like her, or he had picked it all up while living through it. She was the puppet master, and he had learned every trick in her book. From the subtle manipulations to the outright dismissals of other’s feelings, her fingerprints were all over him. Looking back, it’s almost laughable how clearly the pattern was laid out before me, but at the time, I was too caught up in trying to keep the peace to see it for what it was.

Her influence wasn’t just felt in her actions but in the way my husband treated me and still treats me today. Slowly, he began to echo her dismissive tone, her critical eye, and her unyielding need for control. Just like she had turned her husband into an obedient shadow of herself, she had shaped her son into a man who believed the world, and by extension, his wife, existed to serve him. And me? I was already starting to forget who I was before their voices filled my world.

The House and the Aftermath

Dear Husband,

I remember the fight so vividly. All I wanted was to have a home where family could visit, where we could host gatherings and create memories. A bigger house. It didn’t seem unreasonable to me at the time, but to you, it was like I had suggested tearing apart the very fabric of our life together. The argument started small, but like most things with us, it escalated quickly.

You threw words at me like daggers, each one sharper than the last, accusing me of being selfish, of not understanding the “burden” you carried. Things were broken, not just words, but physical things. And then your father, the one who quietly lived under our roof, stepped in. I’ll never forget the look on his face as he told you, his grown son, that you “weren’t too big to whoop.” It was a fleeting moment of clarity in the chaos, a reminder that maybe, just maybe, you weren’t always in control.

But even then, I did what I always did, I tried to calm the situation. I picked up the broken pieces, both literally and figuratively, trying to smooth over the rough edges. I even managed to convince myself that somehow, this was my fault. Maybe I had pushed too hard, said the wrong thing, or chosen the wrong time to bring it up. Anything to avoid admitting what was really happening, that I was trapped in a cycle of control and blame, and I couldn’t see a way out.

Looking back now, I wonder why I always made excuses for you, why I couldn’t just let you own your part in the chaos. Maybe I thought that by taking the blame, I could keep the peace. Or maybe I just didn’t want to face the reality of who you were becoming, or who you had always been. All I know is that after that fight, something shifted in me. A small piece of my hope cracked, and though I didn’t recognize it at the time, it was the beginning of the end.

Thirteen years later I did get my house. Two years after that, we moved his mother into the same city. Yep, you know where this is going. It wasn’t even close to a fairy tale ending.
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Chapter 3: Life in the Shadows
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The Erosion of Self-Worth

Living with a narcissist isn’t like flipping a switch, it’s a slow, steady dimming of the light inside you. At first, you don’t notice the little things, the side comments, the raised eyebrows, the way they make you question your instincts, but over time, those little things add up, and before you know it, you’ve lost major pieces of yourself.

For me, it started with his criticisms, always disguised as "suggestions." He didn’t outright say I was wrong, he just subtly made me feel like I was. Whether it was how I cooked a meal, the way I dressed, or even how I interacted with friends, there was always a hint that I could do better. And of course, "better" meant his way. Slowly, I began to second-guess myself, my decisions, my worth.

I used to craft, paint figurines, build things, and I thought I was good. Some of his family crafted as well as while he praised their work while mine was always left lacking. He would point out some little thing that was wrong. Then it became that every single time I started a project, I was taking time away from him and things he wanted to do. Eventually, I just gave it up and to this day, I have a closet full of projects not completed, dried out paint, and boxes begging to be opened and things built. He still does this as I sit at my computer or at the table with pencil and paper.

The confidence I once had, the vibrancy that made me feel alive, began to slip away. I started to believe that maybe he was right, maybe I wasn’t enough. The joy I used to find in simple things, laughing with friends, spending time with family, or even pursuing my own hobbies, faded as I poured all my energy into trying to meet his ever-shifting expectations.

––––––––
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Trying to Break the Cycle

I’d like to say that I never saw the cracks, but that would be a lie. I saw them, I felt them, and I tried, so many times, to break the cycle. There were moments when I stood up for myself, when I refused to let his words cut me down, but every time, his response was the same, a mixture of charm, guilt, and anger that left me questioning my resolve.

He’d tell me I was overreacting, that I was too sensitive. “You’re reading too much into things,” he’d say with a smile that could melt glaciers. And just like that, the fight was over before it began. I’d find myself apologizing, even when I knew I wasn’t wrong. It was exhausting, like trying to climb out of quicksand, only to sink deeper with every struggle.

The hardest part was that every attempt to stand my ground felt like a betrayal of the love I thought we shared. I told myself I was doing this for us, for our marriage, but deep down, I knew I was losing, not just the arguments, but myself.

And believe me, I tried anything and everything to change myself to benefit him. I took courses through church to become a better wife. I have books on praying for your partner. I became the perfect church wife. Little good it did. In fact, I think it made him worse because he saw me capitulating and becoming what everyone wanted me to be. I was literally the furthest person from my true self that anyone can get.

Every effort I made seemed to be met with indifference or disdain. If I dressed up for him, he’d point out a flaw. If I planned a thoughtful date, he’d find something to criticize or a reason not to go. It was as though no matter how hard I tried to meet his expectations, they were always just out of reach. I started to wonder if he even wanted me to succeed, or if the game was about keeping me perpetually chasing after his approval.
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