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Some loves are meant to teach, not to stay.

This one taught me how to choose myself.

-  Abbey Higgs
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Chapter 1- The Week You Left
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Stayed longer than I should have. Not because I didn’t see the cracks but because I kept hoping love could seal them. Eight years is a long time to slowly disappear. By the end, I wasn’t fighting for the relationship anymore. I was fighting to be chosen by someone who had already started letting go. I felt it in the way his attention drifted, in how conversations shortened, in the space between us that grew so wide I could no longer pretend it was normal. I told myself every relationship goes through phases. I told myself loyalty meant endurance. I told myself love meant staying. What I didn’t tell myself was the truth: I was shrinking to make room for someone who was already packing his bags emotionally.

When we finally broke up, it wasn’t dramatic. No screaming. No big confession. Just a quiet ending with a kiss on the forehead and an apology to something that had been dying slowly for a long time. I remember thinking the worst part would be the loneliness. I remember thinking I would grieve him for months, maybe years.

I was wrong. The worst part came a week later. One week after eight years, he had moved on. Not “talking to someone.” Not “taking space.” Moved on. A new woman. New energy. New smiles. Public, effortless, unapologetic. As if I had never existed. As if eight years of shared history could be erased in seven days.

I replayed our relationship in my head like a crime scene. Every moment where I tried harder. Every time I explained my feelings more gently so he wouldn’t feel attacked. Every boundary I softened because I didn’t want to lose him. I saw myself bending, adjusting, waiting while he was already emotionally gone.

That’s when it hit me: I hadn’t lost him that week. I had lost myself years before. I stayed while my needs went unmet. I stayed while my voice grew quieter. I stayed while love became something I performed instead of something I received. I stayed treading on egg shells just to feel loved. And still, I blamed myself. If I had been prettier. Calmer  Less emotional. More understanding. Easier to love. But the truth is this: you don’t move on in a week unless you left long before you walked out the door.

That week broke me but it also woke me up. For the first time, I stopped asking why I wasn’t enough for him and started asking why I kept abandoning myself. For the first time, I didn’t chase closure from someone who had none to give. I sat with the pain instead of bargaining with it. Losing him hurt. But losing myself hurt more, I wasn’t the person I used to be. And that was the moment I chose me not because I was strong, but because I had nothing left to give away, I couldn’t keep trying.

This book is about that moment. The staying. The disappearing. The week that changed everything. And the woman I’m becoming now that I finally stopped begging someone else to choose me.
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Chapter 2- Memories
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I remember the first time I felt lonely while sitting right next to you. We were on the couch, the TV on, your phone glowing in your hand. I was talking about my day, about something that mattered to me and halfway through my sentence I realized you weren’t listening. I stopped talking. You didn’t notice. That was the moment something shifted inside me, even though I didn’t name it yet, I’d find myself sitting there wondering if this was normal or what love was meant to be like. I remember how I learned to ask for less. Less reassurance. Less affection. Less honesty. I would rehearse conversations in my head, cutting out the parts where I sounded “too emotional,” because every time I expressed hurt, it somehow turned into me apologizing and you blowing it out into an argument when I was just telling you how I felt, in the end I stopped asking because I was too scared if I bought anything up you’d leave.

I remember the way I waited. For texts. For plans. For effort. For the version of you I kept believing would come back if I just loved harder. I remember defending you to people who were worried about me. “He’s just stressed.” “He didn’t mean it like that.” “He shows love differently.” “ when we’re good we’re good”. “He’s been through a lot”

I said those things so often I almost believed them myself, but that wasn’t an excuse . I remember the nights I cried quietly so you wouldn’t be annoyed. I remember learning how to swallow my feelings so the peace wouldn’t be disturbed. I remember choosing silence because it felt safer than being misunderstood again.

I remember shrinking. I stopped bringing up topics because they led to arguments. I stopped trusting my instincts because you questioned them enough times that I started questioning myself. I remember the confusion. How I could feel so deeply connected one moment and completely invisible the next. How affection felt conditional. How love felt like something I had to earn back after every perceived mistake.

I remember the hope. That dangerous, stubborn hope. The kind that keeps you there longer than logic ever would. I remember thinking: If I leave, what if I’m wrong? I never asked: What if I’m right? I remember the way you pulled away before you actually left. The distance. The coldness. The way my presence started to feel like an inconvenience. And still I stayed.
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