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THANK YOU AND DEDICATION


I want to thank the people in my family who couldn’t understand but tried to stand by me anyway. I won’t name names, but thanks to the dog sitters and to the ones who let me stay at their homes during my failed attempts to leave, tolerating last-minute hysterical show ups—sometimes with the police and always with a dog or two. I want to thank my friends who let me weep and complain, who listened without judgement. I also want to thank the people in my family who exited my life because they couldn’t stand to see me stay; I miss you and I forgive you. I hope, someday, you know anything I said or did was out of needing you in my life and that I still want that.


I especially want to thank my children for trusting me, even though I made a mistake. I hope someday you understand and make better choices throughout your lives. The lost time with you is something I will never forgive myself for. Focusing on something, someone, so broken that he almost broke me, too, is something that made me less of a parent during those years; and for that, I am deeply sorry.


A special thank you to my publisher, Indigo River, for giving me this opportunity and especially to one of my editors, Earl Tillinghast, for your endless patience and expertise. I hope we get to work together again!


This book is dedicated to all those who didn’t make it through the tunnel. To their parents, friends, and loved ones: they were never WEAK; they were abused and couldn’t handle the pain. My hope is that this story is used as a resource to help anyone in an abusive relationship. May God give you the strength to leave.




A SEMICOLON IS USED WHEN AN AUTHOR COULD’VE CHOSEN TO END THEIR SENTENCE, BUT CHOSE NOT TO; THE AUTHOR IS YOU AND THE SENTENCE IS YOUR LIFE.


Project Semicolon


A movement dedicated for people who struggle with self-harm, addiction, and suicide; many resulting from abuse.




PREFACE


There have been many stories written about domestic abuse, but what makes mine different is that I wrote this while I was still actually with the monster. Without having any labels for what was happening to me at that time, it is raw, real and true. My fight to find love nearly killed me.


Most of these other stories seem to send the message that if I warn one person, or stop one person from meeting one of these devils, then it was worth it. I disagree because I don’t believe it works that way. I wish it did. I never listened; I never looked for signs and have since learned I was not unique. This story is for survivors, the ones in it now, the ones trying to leave, and the ones broken on the floor, trying to understand. I needed to understand while it was happening, while I was making attempts to leave, and while I was in the middle of an almost ten-year abusive relationship, in which I was terrorized and threatened; mentally, physically and sexually abused; lied to; cheated on; and simultaneously told how loved I was. I had never heard the words “trauma bond” or “love bombing,” and I was depressed and alone—my whole family had turned on me, blaming me for staying, but how could they know if I didn’t?


I didn’t know! It took years for me to know. His money and power demanded respect. It took me almost five years to get out of my own head, my own pain, to finally see, to actually believe what I was seeing, to accept what I knew to be true, and even more time after that to leave for good. I left six times and married him before I was able to end it. I was addicted to figuring it out, to finding out why, and to the pain. I hoped he would change, that I might understand him and believe his words. Finally, I realized that it would never happen; he didn’t care, and he never would. I was nothing to him and could be instantly replaced. The narcissistic sociopath inside of him was real. He terrified me. Not only did he abuse me but he destroyed my irreplaceable property when I tried to leave, including baby videos and my car. Despite all of this and the fact he tried to kill me by running me off the road more than once, what was even worse was the realization that I still loved him (or thought I did).


I tried to help him, told myself I didn’t want a second divorce, told myself that he loved me back, found him doctors, diagnoses (was he bi-polar, autistic?), outlets for his rage and anger—all to no avail. I researched his “symptoms;” I catered to his every need and looked for any excuse for his brutal behavior. He actually got madder the calmer and more supportive I became. It was then I realized that only if I left for good would I be free of him. We could never discuss or resolve any issues, and he always pulled me back in before I knew what hit me, but I was getting smarter. I learned later that their only fuel is to drink the goodness from those around them. They drain any goodness, loyalty, and, most of all, any emotion, especially anger and pain. They don’t want to change, do you hear me? They don’t want to.


I wrote this for you so you can hear sooner, so you can see. I want you to run. Some of you may not make it if you don’t realize that they are the ones with the problem, that playing you is their favorite pastime. Some of you have tried and not made it yet. I almost didn’t. I didn’t want to end my life; I just wanted the pain to stop, to try again, and to get out. Just as it was for me, your life is on the other side of this nightmare.


We have to look hard at why they target us at all and why we allow it. We are not victims; we are enlightened survivors. Once you realize that point, once you drag yourself through the tunnel of hell and admit you have to heal and feel the loss of loving a monster, you can then feel the awesome power of looking in the mirror and see yourself grow and change. You need to see your own patterns and co-dependence and how this may have led you to choose everything except yourself. This is a time that you can actually change your life and actually be grateful for that.


For me, it was one serious relationship to the next, starting at the age of sixteen for almost thirty years, that finally ended up in an almost-decade-long abusive relationship and losing everything. But losing everything meant waking up and finally gaining myself and my freedom.


Being alone, with nothing, and finally starting my life and actually LIVING it—or dying in a pool of depression, those were my choices—I chose to dig deep and live. I chose to change.




INTRODUCTION


Family history and your childhood: does it matter?


I always thought I was strong, but after this last experience, I really have to look back, look at myself and what made me behave in certain ways, so I can avoid making the same mistakes. So yes, it matters—a lot. My parents were very young when they got married; my mom, pregnant at 16. There was a lot of fighting, infidelity, and unhappiness. My mother, who raised me, was unhappy my entire childhood. I spent a lot of time alone and truly missed having my father in my life on a regular basis. I did not fulfill myself or my dreams. I was in a very emotionally-dependent relationship at the age of 16. I got married at 25 and was in a very emotionally-dependent marriage. He was a good man, but I was not whole. A healthy relationship should add to who you are, not be who you are. I believed all I needed was love and stability, but what I really needed was to fulfill my own passions and goals first, to have pride and purpose. That is why I was such a good target for a narcissist, because I still believed the right love would make me happy, fill my voids. Some of us go into relationships, not realizing it, to fill the spaces, and that is always a mistake. We have to be happy, whole, and healthy to be in relationships or they won’t work.


I now have to look hard at what I was numbing, what I was putting in the place of me, what I did wrong and can do better now. I have to see my own weaknesses, patterns and mistakes, to learn without blame, to be stronger. I can tell you without a doubt, the selfless love of my first husband nearly had me loving myself. After my marriage ended I felt broken and guilty because my children were now victims of divorce. This feeling of brokenness led me away from dealing with my own issues to become a better, stronger, more independent person. Only now, after being beaten and left for emotionally dead, have I, ironically, the strength to stand on my own two feet. My wish for you? See to your dreams! Set your goals in life, get your education, and be proud of what you do, contribute to the community, create the life that you love, and sustain yourself. Be healthy and recognize what you have to offer, standards and morals of love, loyalty, joy, sacrifice, self-care. But most of all, listen to your instincts. If something feels off it most likely is. If someone’s treatment of you feels less than what you know you deserve, or what you have to offer them, it is. These monsters cannot be saved. Please don’t try. Learn what a healthy, loving, give-and-take relationship is, offer it and demand it in return. Learn what a toxic, unhealthy, one-sided relationship is, and avoid it or end it immediately, at all costs, because the cost is way too high, trust me. And one more thing, if a friend or loved one tells you they need help, and you don’t really understand their behavior because it looks like they are choosing to be abused, please help them. You can get them books or phone numbers and lend an ear. Help them see, to find the local women’s resource center and domestic abuse hotlines—you could save a life.
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BIG MISTAKES AND BIGGER REGRETS


Afool, I am a fool. I don’t know how I got here or why I am even here again. Home? I feel the tightness tighten inside of me, its grip never really loosening. I need to focus, to think, to plan, to get away from him once and for all. Stick to it, I tell myself but everything hurts. I feel judged, hopeless, angry at being put in this positon. I make choices—to leave, choose life, happiness, forgive myself, move on—then the immediate crash, his kind, harassing words pulling me back. His promises take me away from their judging eyes. My family, my neighbors, my friends, my co-workers all think that I am normal, but I am not. I need a rope to get me up this hill and out of this mess. But they don’t see it, and they don’t see him throw the rope and me grab on to it either, as I totally forget he is the one who put me here. I also forget how much it burns and scrapes, as blood runs down my legs and I climb back to him. No one can see me now, no one is helping me —but no one knows he is a monster.


I left the perfect life for this. Divorced after fifteen years and craving the love I thought I needed, finding the relationship I always thought I wanted… The alpha male I am with now is a malignant, narcissistic sociopath. I had never even known what those words meant. He is so dangerous, and I am losing myself in the never-ending cycle of pain. He will let me go—he has to. I will wait, make him hate me, get bored, save money. I pray it will happen soon—time is running out…my soul is dying.


Why is this happening to me? Why do I have to live this, to learn it? Maybe to save one of my children from it one day, maybe to save you.
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SO NOW, I have to tell my story from the end and then go back to the beginning. It was never him I loved, just the dream of what I wanted. And even though I had no idea such evil existed, and even though I now know it has a name, I am still in pain, still mad, still having to pick up the pieces of my life, of my soul. At least now I know I am not crazy, as he says. At least now I know he cannot ever love me back, or anyone for that matter. Knowing does help; it distracts me from feeling entirely alone. I have those who have given it a name, those who have suffered like me. Like I am now. It diminishes the depression enough to see the light, enough to let go of the rage one drop at a time, enough to stop blaming myself.


But first—ouch!, OMG, ouch!—I have to get through the next ten minutes while the nice man finishes using the needle on me, putting permanent ink into my wrist forever. I like it and I hate it; the pain helps me focus on remembering to never let him back in, to never listen to his words or his lies ever again. The tattoo will remind me that I want a divorce; I am the one who wants it, even though I feel like a part of me is dead, rejected, failing. It will remind me why I suggested a mediator and not a fight with someone who can’t lose because he has no conscience or feelings or regret. It reminds me that, even if I struggle and I have to eat cereal for dinner, I have this. It says, “FREEDOM” and I love it. Freedom, in my case, is being hard earned. I wish I could thank him; I wish I could say I learned something amazing and valuable, but at this point, I really can’t—the pain is too potent.


He ruined everything. I am done, and I wanted to share everything with him. I learned that what I was experiencing had a name, and even though it took me a few years to figure it out, it has all happened before. I try to think of a reason I had to learn it all, to feel it all, to almost die from it.
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HE FORGOT MY BIRTHDAY. I am moving into my own house with my daughter in a month, so I still live here, and he forgot my birthday. I didn’t want him to remember, and I hoped he didn’t remember, and I never want to share anything with him ever again. But he forgot my birthday, and it still makes me feel rejected, unimportant, less. I have tools now, though, and I have websites like Psychopathfree.com to reference, where my pain and thoughts and “recovery” are mirrored, and this helps. It helps me not to tell him he forgot or to show emotions to him or to let the rejection take anymore pieces of me away. It helps me not to tell my sister, who will never understand, why it hurts he forgot my birthday, why the rejection messes with my being, why the pain is the greatest thing I have ever felt, and why it has threatened my entire sanity, my future, my life. It helps. Then the day is over and I am okay.


So now, we can go back to where it began, to where I thought I was in love, to a place when I was innocent, a believer, ignorant of true evil. I left a 15-year marriage to a great guy, a great dad, but he was an addict—maybe not illegal drugs, but alcohol was enough to make me leave, enough to make me tell myself, This is not the life I want. I was wrong, but that is ancient history now. My ex is kind, selfless, loving, soft-spoken, honest, affectionate. I often feel like I am being mean to him just by being me. Jay, my second husband, is mean, sick, demanding. “No” is never an option for him. He demands what he wants, and he always gets it. Not this time. I used to want some of that: being so sure, never taking no for an answer. He is very obsessed and busy at work, always telling everyone how to do everything. No one can ever do anything right; no one ever lives up to his expectations or does it as good as he can, according to him. When he does come “home,” which is whenever he wants, he eats, watches sleazy television and falls asleep, the volume always too high.
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“May God give you the strength to leave.”
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