
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Whenever I hear others speak of their tragedies, I realize that true despair isn’t rooted solely in the moment when everything just fell apart. If you look beyond, if you trace the path backward, you will find the smallest acts, the overlooked choices—each one building silently, almost imperceptibly—that eventually forge the tragedy. It’s not just the event itself, but the countless tiny decisions, the ignored opportunities, that lay the groundwork for destruction.

But I am learning that we are never simply victims of circumstances. We are creators of our own futures. The woman I am today is the result of those choices—some small, some monumental—that I made along the way. When I was left behind, I didn’t let the past define me. Instead, I took responsibility for my life, for my decisions, and I started over. 

Because ultimately, our future is nothing more than the sum of our decisions today. The tragedy lies not in what happened, but in the silence of those small choices that went unmade—and how we choose whether to rebuild or remain in the ruins.
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Part 1 - Letting Go Hurts


[image: ]




It was time for him to go. I stood alone in the center of the room, tears gathering quietly in my eyes. He packed his suitcase, passport in hand—each movement cutting deeper into my heart. Inside, a tumult of feelings swelled—neglect, love, loss, disappointment—all colliding in a storm I dared not show.

It felt like being left behind, as if everything we had built was slipping through my fingers. His departure was a turning point, reshaping the course of my life, at least this is what I felt at that moment. 

He stepped on my pride, unraveling the fabric of our shared history. Piece by piece, he dismantled what had once tethered us together, leaving me with nothing but a hollow ache and a grief I could not escape.

I believed I could never survive his absence. Yet, I endured. Somehow.

No love story truly ends when a lover departs; the echoes of affection linger, etched into the very fabric of our being. We wear those stories like intricate jewelry—beautiful, valuable, and endlessly revealing of who we are.

He stood there like new money—loud without speaking, polished without substance, the kind of man who wore his success like a shield and forgot entirely where he came from. 

Poverty was a language he once spoke fluently, but now he mocked the accent. It was beneath him. The struggle, the small kindnesses, the humility—it was all erased, buried beneath layers of silk, leather, and scent.

He reeked of Tom Ford and something older, rarer—oud, perhaps, some hard-to-find Arabic blend that cost more than most people made in a month. That was his scent: exclusivity.

He smelled like power, like control. And control was his currency. Women obeyed him without being asked—any woman. Everyone obeyed him. He didn’t need to explain himself because he believed he never had to. That was the real power.

The thing that gave him absolute control wasn’t his money, his clothes, or his voice—it was the belief that he could move through life without offering anyone an explanation. He could do what he wanted, when he wanted, and everyone else would just adjust. If things broke, they broke around him. Never to him. He believed consequences were for other people. Not for him.

He played life like it was a game he couldn’t lose. Casino? He won. Chess? He won. Bowling, wrestling, tai chi—it didn’t matter. He always walked in like a champion, and everyone fell into the act. Because he believed he mastered everything, somehow, everyone else started believing it too.

But nothing was ever honest with him. He was dirty, underneath all that shine. Nothing pure, nothing sincere. Every word was measured. Every moment, rehearsed. Looking back now, I see it for what it was—performance. Every silence, every glance, every grin—it was always about power. Control. Obsession with admiration.

In the room, it was just us. But even alone, he was still onstage. The suitcase clicked shut, and with it, another part of us disappeared. His silence was sharper than any goodbye. And I just stood there, heart swelling with things I could no longer say, things I now knew would never be answered.

His life had become a carousel of glitter and emptiness. His friends were all for show—men who walked into churches but didn’t know how to pray. The women came in waves—an entire alphabet of names. Cs, Bs, Es, Ks. Women of every background and shape, women who saw his status before they saw his soul—if they even looked that far.

There were lawyers, stylists, real estate agents, influencers, hotel receptionists. Women who posted Rumi quotes and women who couldn’t spell Rumi. All of them are drawn to the same thing: the myth of him. The illusion. And he welcomed them all—because their attention was proof that he was winning.

Especially Celine.

Celine, with her faint Asian roots, always in Chanel, always with that smirk like she’d figured something out the rest of us hadn’t. She wore that “C” like a crown. As if the brand had been named for her. She stared at him like she already owned him—even when I was still by his side. Boyfriends didn’t mean anything to her. Rules were for other women. She was proud of herself, but more than anything, proud of him. She flaunted him like a trophy.

But she wasn’t the first, and she wasn’t the last. He collected women the way others collect watches—each one another reflection of his own importance.

What none of them knew—what I didn’t know—was the cost of loving him.

I used to believe I loved him. Truly. I thought the sleepless nights I spent at the office, the gypsy houses we moved through, the cold kitchens and loud neighbors, the endless grind—all of it was temporary. That one day we’d have a home. A family. A future with our kids carrying his surname.

And I loved his surname. It felt like a future. I used to write it next to mine like a promise. But over time, that name became something else. A brand. A magnet. It stopped meaning “us” and started meaning status. Women wanted it. People respected it. And somehow, I—the one who carried it with love—was never enough to wear it with pride.

In their world, I was invisible. Too quiet. Too soft. Too loyal. The woman I became in loving him... she was disappearing long before he packed that suitcase.

And the part that truly breaks me? He left me lying on the floor—eyes swollen, mouth trembling, years ago. But it’s only now, years later, that I finally see the truth:

The one thing I never experienced with him was honesty.

Not once.

Everything he gave me was filtered, distorted, repackaged to protect his power. He never shared a truth that made him vulnerable. Never opened his heart unless it benefited him. And I spent years mistaking arrogance for strength, charm for care, attention for love.

The woman I was before all this? She didn’t know what a man could do to you if you let him.

But I know now.

And somehow, knowing that he never truly cared—never even told the truth—makes all the pain feel blunt. Dull. As if even my grief has been numbed by the lie of it all.



Standing there, I realized that all he saw reflected in my eyes were questions—silent, unwavering. And I was filled with questions myself, none that found easy answers. Each one began with a resounding “WHY?”—yet the truth remained elusive. 

It is said that disappointment poisons the heart, turning it cold and bitter. The more wounds we bear, the easier it becomes to close ourselves off. His act was a storm—initially fierce, tearing through my soul. And in its aftermath, I found myself in ruins, vulnerable yet resilient.

He came to bid me farewell, but I remember my grandmother’s words—there is never anything good in goodbyes, especially when it involves those we hold dear.

Pete stood in the doorway, one hand on the frame, the other twirling the strap of his bag like he had all the time in the world. His phone buzzed incessantly, but he didn’t bother to silence it. A dozen reminders that his life was elsewhere, that the only thing holding him here was me, and even that seemed like an afterthought.

He was in a rush, of course. Always in a rush when it came to leaving. But it wasn’t just urgency—it was something colder, something that settled in his eyes, like he knew he had the power to walk away whenever he chose. To leave and not look back. He didn’t need to explain. Didn’t need to say a word. He just gave me that look, the one he always did, like I was an accessory—something nice to have around, but never something worth keeping.

I tried to appear composed. Strong enough to hide the pain. I was told this is what a grown woman does. She wears grace like a second skin, hides the storm inside, and never shows how much it hurts to be left. But as I watched him move toward the door, I realized something—maybe I liked it like this. Maybe I had learned how to crave this kind of leaving. How to be left wanting more. How to be the one who stayed behind while he moved forward, effortlessly. Like a pet—obedient, silent, waiting.

I talked to myself, tried to make sense of it. This is how relationships work, right? You give a little, he takes a little. But what happens when the take becomes a habit? When the imbalance starts feeling like a part of you? When you start to depend on the silence, the distance, the leaving? Maybe I was one of those women who didn’t know how to love any other way—maybe this was what I understood. Maybe I was just made for toxic.

My body ached for him, the kind of ache that never really goes away. The kind that comes from living in the spaces between us. Because it wasn’t just about love, not really. It was about what he didn’t give me. The part of him he kept locked away. The control he held over me without even trying. And that? That was what kept me coming back.

I was standing there—composed, restrained—while the bastard walked out the door, and part of me didn’t want him to stop. Part of me wanted him to leave just so I could feel the full weight of the absence. Because in that absence, I could pretend I had control. I could pretend I didn’t care, but the truth was, it was in his leaving that I could feel most alive.

Maybe that’s what he didn’t understand. Or maybe that was his game—his love language. To leave and make me long for him in ways I never could have imagined. Because love... love wasn’t just something you said. Love was what you left behind.
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