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	Dedication

	 

	To every woman who stayed too long, loved too hard, forgave too quickly,

	and abandoned herself too silently.

	To the ones who thought heartbreak would break them but still rose the next morning.

	To the ones rebuilding their peace one boundary at a time.

	To the women who finally whispered the most powerful prayer:

	“Choose me.”

	This book is for you.

	 

	 

	
 

	Preface

	 

	Every woman carries stories she survived, outgrew, endured, or learned too late.

	This book was created to honor those stories and to speak to the woman standing at the edge of her next becoming.

	We wrote The Bye Bitch Book for the moments when courage whispers louder than fear, when endings become sacred, and when choosing yourself becomes the most spiritual act of all.

	Within these pages lives humor, heartbreak, insight, and the unmistakable voice of Big Sis—a guide who speaks truth without hesitation and hope without restraint.

	May this book remind you that release is not failure, boundaries are not cruelty, and walking away is sometimes the highest form of self-respect.

	To every woman reclaiming her voice, her worth, and her peace—this book is yours.

	L.A. Walker

	 

	 

	


Why This Book Is Called

	The Bye Bitch Book

	 

	This title is not about cruelty.
It’s about clarity.

	“Bye, bitch” is not an insult here.
It’s a boundary.

	It’s what a woman finally says—not out loud, but internally—when she realizes she has outgrown what has been draining her, shrinking her, or quietly breaking her spirit.

	It’s the moment she stops negotiating with pain.
The moment she stops explaining herself to people who benefit from her confusion.
The moment she chooses peace over performance.

	This book is not encouraging anger.
It is encouraging release.

	Sometimes “bye” is said to a relationship.
Sometimes it’s said to a pattern.
Sometimes it’s said to a version of yourself that survived—but no longer serves you.

	And sometimes, the most loving thing you can do is walk away without a speech, without a scene, and without burning yourself down in the process.

	This is not a breakup manual.
It’s a self-return.

	So if the title makes you laugh, flinch, or feel seen—you’re in the right place.

	Because this book isn’t about leaving recklessly.
It’s about leaving intact.

	Welcome.
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Toshia Marvin

	Nikki Murdock

	Kelly Smith

	Winnie Schulman

	Linda Simpson

	Judi Di Gioia

	Sarah O’Connell

	Jennifer Wampler

	Debbie Hall

	Deborah Lanz

	Marty Pereida

	Cassandra Sanders

	Skye Dee Miles

	Felecia Neal Lee 

	Josephine O’Brien

	Olga Rios

	Angie Pohlman

	Nicole Williams

	Gloria Jones

	Cendrene Neil

	Yvette Williams

	
Dr. Marcia Norris 

	You are the circle I return to.
You are the voice I hear when my strength feels thin.
You are the evidence that women standing together can survive anything —
and create everything.
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	Author Bio

	 

	L.A. Walker is the creator of Big Sis—a grounded, lived voice centered on clarity, emotional honesty, and choosing yourself without shame.

	Through storytelling, reflection, and direct truth-telling, her work explores relationship dynamics, emotional disorientation, and the moments when self-trust begins to return. She writes for people who knew something was wrong long before they could explain why—and who are now ready to name what actually happened.

	Walker is also the founder of Life Be Lifing, a platform dedicated to personal clarity, creative expression, and emotional self-rescue. Her work prioritizes recognition over diagnosis and understanding over blame.

	She lives in the space between compassion and truth—and believes both can exist at the same time.

	Website: www.lifebelifing.shop

	Big Sis reflections: www.bigsis.life

	 

	
 

	Who Big Sis Is — And Why She’s Here

	 

	Big Sis is not a character.
She is a voice many women already know.

	She’s the friend who tells the truth without cruelty.
The one who can laugh with you and still hold you accountable.
The woman who’s lived long enough to recognize patterns—and bold enough to name them.

	Big Sis exists because too many women are taught how to endure, but not how to exit.
How to explain pain, but not how to interrupt it.
How to survive relationships, but not how to leave the ones that quietly dismantle them.

	Big Sis doesn’t diagnose.
She doesn’t rescue.
She doesn’t position herself as the authority over your life.

	Her role is simpler—and harder.

	She reflects back what you already know but haven’t trusted yet.
She names what you’ve been minimizing.
She reminds you where your power lives when you’ve forgotten how to access it.

	Big Sis doesn’t give permission.
She doesn’t hand out instructions for living.
She doesn’t replace your intuition.

	She helps you recognize it again.

	This voice exists because clarity is often more healing than comfort, and truth—delivered with care—can be the difference between staying stuck and choosing yourself.

	Big Sis is not the power source.
She simply points to where yours already is.

	 

	 

	
 

	How To Use This Book

	 

	This book is not meant to be read like a novel.
And it’s not meant to be studied like a manual.

	These stories are mirrors.

	Each one reflects a moment, a dynamic, or a pattern that many people recognize but rarely slow down long enough to examine. You are not meant to agree with every story—or see yourself in all of them.

	You are meant to notice what moves you.

	Read one story at a time.
Pause when something stings, irritates, or feels uncomfortably familiar.
That reaction is information.

	Ask yourself:

	
		What part of this story feels known to me?

		Where have I seen this pattern before?

		What did I excuse, minimize, or misunderstand?

		How did this situation make me feel then—and how do I feel about it now?



	You are not required to judge yourself for what you tolerated.
You are not required to defend anyone else’s behavior.
You are only asked to be honest.

	This book works best when you let it slow you down—not rush you to conclusions. Clarity comes from observation, not pressure.

	If a story doesn’t apply, let it pass.
If one lingers, sit with it.

	The purpose of these pages is not to relive pain—but to understand it well enough that you don’t repeat it.

	Read with curiosity.
Respond with honesty.
And take what helps you choose differently moving forward.

	 

	 

	
 

	A Note Before We Begin

	 

	This book is written in conversation with women.

	It speaks directly to the emotional labor, relationship dynamics, expectations, and lived experiences that women are most often asked to carry—quietly, repeatedly, and without acknowledgment.

	That said, men are welcome here.

	If you are a man reading this book, you are invited—not to feel accused, corrected, or put on trial—but to observe, reflect, and take what applies to your own growth. Many men read these pages to better understand their partners, sisters, daughters, friends, colleagues, and themselves. Some read it to learn how conversations feel on the receiving end. Some read it simply to listen.

	This book is not anti-men.

	It is pro-clarity, pro-accountability, and pro-emotional literacy.

	Women, historically and socially, have been expected to process pain out loud, in community, often while still performing strength. Men, just as often, are taught to process pain inwardly, privately, or through action rather than language. Neither approach makes pain disappear—it simply changes how it shows up.

	So if parts of this book don’t feel “tailored” to you, that’s intentional.

	Listening is also participation.

	Read with curiosity, not defensiveness.

	Take what helps.

	Leave what doesn’t.

	And if something stings—pause there.

	Growth usually does.

	Welcome to the conversation.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
SEGMENT I
STORIES
Where it Happened

	 

	
 

	The Road Trip That Changed My Life

	SECTION 1

	Five and a half hours on the road.
A four-year-old in the backseat.
And a heart full of anticipation I didn’t yet know was fragile.

	My partner had asked me to pick up her daughter from school and bring her with me to Cleveland. I was excited. It was the first time we’d been apart for a full week. I imagined a reunion. Relief. Something warm is waiting on the other side of the drive.

	Traffic was brutal. Escaping it felt like victory.
Pulling into the driveway felt like an arrival.

	But instead of a welcome, I got this:

	“Let’s go to the liquor store.”

	Back in the car.

	Ohio shuts down liquor sales on Sundays, so everyone floods the stores on Saturday. Practical, I told myself. Normal. I ignored the disappointment. I ignored the feeling.

	Then I noticed something else.

	My partner got into the front seat—next to the driver.

	We hadn’t seen each other in a week.
And suddenly there was distance where closeness should have been.

	I ignored that too.

	She and our friend’s sister went into the store. They encouraged me to stay in the car and rest. No argument from me. I was exhausted. Five and a half hours of conversation with a four-year-old had taken more out of me than I realized.

	They came back.

	The car didn’t move.

	And then my partner turned around, looked directly at me, and said words that sounded like they belonged in a psychological thriller:

	“I’m going home with you… and getting myself prepared to move back here to be with her.”

	I remember thinking—Did she just say that to me?

	From that moment on, everything blurred.

	The time stuck in Cleveland with the lovebirds.
The long drive back to Chicago.
The weeks that followed.
The day I drove her to the airport and waved goodbye.

	This almost killed me.

	And if Uncle Sam hadn’t accepted me into the Army, I honestly don’t know if I would have survived it.

	COMMENTARY

	This is the moment betrayal stops being emotional and becomes disorienting.

	Not loud.
Not dramatic.
Just a sudden collapse of meaning.

	This is where the body realizes something before the mind can catch up. Where shock disguises itself as compliance. Where survival kicks in quietly.

	Nothing prepares you for being used as transportation into your own abandonment.

	SECTION 2

	I didn’t scream.
I didn’t argue.
I didn’t demand answers.

	I did what so many people do when reality breaks too fast—I went numb.

	I stayed.
I endured.
I carried on through shared spaces that felt contaminated with truth I hadn’t consented to know yet.

	I told myself I would process it later.

	Later came slowly.
And painfully.

	COMMENTARY

	This is where people confuse strength with silence.

	Shock often looks like calm.
Compliance often looks like grace.
And staying doesn’t always mean agreement—it often means the nervous system hasn’t caught up yet.

	SECTION 3

	Eventually, I left.

	Not triumphantly.
Not confidently.

	Just intact enough to keep moving.

	I drove her to the airport.
I waved.
I watched her disappear.
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