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    This is dedicated to the past me, whom without could never have written this book and helped future me, and you. 

This is dedicated to anyone who is stuck in The Hallway.

This book is your way out of the pain.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Every breakup leaves you in The Hallway. Your door is the only way out. 
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The Break

You don't see it at first.

But the hallway forms the moment the words are said.

The air goes bitterly cold. Time slows.

And in that invisible silence, you're pulled away gently yet forceful  into your own space.

You try to follow. But you can't.

The hallway has already formed.

It's a split.

A slow, soundless tear in the world where you used to stand side by side, now you’re two people in separate places... but facing each other. 

Same house, same city, same street but emotionally, something invisible shifts. 

You’re not with them anymore.

You're with yourself.

And you're not ready for that. 

This is the moment the hallway forms. 

You don’t get out by walking down the hallway. You get out by walking away from it.

Not a real Hallway, of course. But something just as solid. 

Stretching between the space where your heart still lives and where theirs used to respond.

The connection’s ruined, and you can't keep up. 

Your instincts still reach for them like they're right there. 

That's how it starts. The panic. The Ache. The feeling that you need to do something, to say something, fix something... anything but accept that it's over. 

Then came the doors.

One for you. 

One for them.

And a third, right in the middle. The portal, the illusion, the leak. The middle door.

What was once a straight line to your person is now blockaded by something physical. The middle door that you cannot see through...

This is where people get stuck. 

Knocking. Waiting. Hoping. Watching. Looking down the hallway and confusing a shadow from under the frame for a signal.

Every part of you wants to sprint back through the cold hallway, to their door. To get one more answer after the other. One more fix. One more goodbye.

But the truth is: the hallway only forms after the relationship is broken. There’s no going back to what once was.

Not because you didn't love them enough.

But because it ended. That fact alone rewrites the map of your emotional world.

You're not in yours or their world anymore.

You're in the hallway. And unless you want to stay trapped here, between memory and fantasy, between hope and regret... you need to close your door.

That's the hard part.

Not feeling the pain. You're already doing that.

The hard part is letting go of the pain on purpose. Not just forgetting about it over time. 

The hardest part is not proving something to them, but choosing something for yourself.

Once the hallway forms, your instincts will lie to you.

They'll say... go back. Say more. Check their page. Try again. 

But the hallway isn't a place for reunion. 

It's a place for reckoning.

And reckoning doesn't mean suffering. It means deciding.

That's what this book is for.

Not to help you ‘move on’ in the vague, pinterest sense. 

Not to show them how well you're doing or teach you how to pretend.

But to get you out.

For real.

This is not for the half-hearted.

This is not for the ones who still want to perform the wound, or pick at the scab that was left after the crash. 

This is for the ones ready to close the chapter- not because it's easy, but because it's the right time. 

Because they know that staying in this pain, waiting for it to change or make sense, is not living.

This is for the person who's ready to finally stop trying to get back what they lost and instead start walking back to themselves. 

No shortcuts.

No lies.

Just the quickest way out of heartbreak:

The 3 Doors Theory. 

This theory won't stop you from feeling.

But it will stop you from drowning.

It won't pretend you’re okay. It will teach you how to be.

If you're still trying to hold on, then this book can't help you.

But if you're finally ready to let go...

Welcome.

Let’s get out of here. 
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Your Door, Their Door, and the MIddle Door

Your door: Stillness, memories echoing, self-doubt creeping in.

The Middle Door: The pull of checking, of “accidental” contact.

Their Door: The mystery, hope, projection, idealization.

When a relationship ends, you don't just lose a person. You lose a rhythm. A structure. A shared emotional blueprint that, until now, told your brain exactly where to go when it wanted comfort, safety, or clarity.

When that blueprint disappears, something else takes its place.

The blueprints for your future castle now transform into The Hallway.

The moment a breakup happens, a shift occurs. The emotional space you once shared becomes a corridor. One path. Three doors. Yours. Theirs. And the middle one. 

They appear without ceremony, but not without design.

Each one has a function.

Each one changes how you heal.

And only one belongs to you. 

Your Door.

Your door is the only one you alone can control. 

The only one you can fully close. 

Your door is the heaviest.

It takes your full body weight and buckling strength to push.

Its hinges are old and stubborn. They creak and groan when you move them, because they were built from every memory you stored inside the relationship. Every “i love you,’ every future plan and every habit you developed.

The latch is slow. The seal is imperfect.

Even after the process of healing, when your door is fully shut. 

A breeze of memory slips through the cracks and the current sways your door that slight bit open.

It takes real effort to close your door.

But opening it? Takes nothing.

The slightest impulse, and you're kicking that door wide open with terrifying ease.

The doors, particularly your own, represent your access to the other person. Mentally, emotionally, and physically. Closing it doesn't mean forgetting and it doesn't mean erasing. 

It means cutting off that voluntary access, but most importantly it means you've healed.

When you close your door, you're not shutting out love. You're shutting down the patterns and negativity that has kept you stuck in the pain of what is no longer working.. 

Your door is your choice. 

Every moment of every day. You can push it open, stand under the frame peering down the hallway. Or... you can edge the door ever more slightly to being closed. 
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