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Praise forThe Soulmate Strategy


“Through humor, honesty, and hard-won wisdom, Corey Seemiller invites readers into her year-long journey from devastation to self-discovery, showing that healing isn’t about finding ‘the one,’ but about finding yourself again. This isn’t a fairy tale about love, it’s a real story about courage, clarity, and the messy, beautiful work of starting over. The Soulmate Strategy reminds us that every ending holds the possibility of an empowering new beginning.”

—SARAH PROUT, author of Dear Universe

“I love love love this book. It’s raw, hilarious, and so freaking relatable. If you’ve ever ugly-cried in your car or questioned your entire worth over a breakup, this will make you feel seen in the best way while providing the hope you need to make it through the day. The Soulmate Strategy is the book you can read instead of obsessively googling how to get over your ex.”

—DOROTHY AB JOHNSON, breakup coach and host of The How to Get Over Your Ex podcast

“In this real, raw, and laugh-out-loud honest memoir, Corey takes us along as she navigates heartbreak, the search for her soulmate, and her classically Virgo Soulmate Strategy. From psychic readings to speed dating, she tries it all, and with every awkward encounter, hopeful misstep, and hilarious experiment, we feel like we’re right there beside her—cringing, cheering, and laughing through it all. It’s messy, unpredictable, and completely relatable: a truly wild ride through love, life, and the sometimes outrageous quest for ‘the one.’”

—BETHANY NICOLE, astrologer, author, and relationship expert

“The quest for love is universal, and readers of this book will find themselves enthralled with Corey’s journey while reflecting and maybe even healing their own. It is heartwarming, engaging, and an honest look at what it takes to move through heartache and be ready for your soulmate.”

—CASSIE PARKS, money manifesting coach and cohost of the Manifest It Now podcast

“If you’ve done the therapy, read all the books, journaled your heart out, and still found yourself wondering, ‘Am I going to die alone?’—this one’s for you. In The Soulmate Strategy, you get insights to tools to build a healthy relationship that starts with you. It’s beautifully written and a must-read.”

—DAGMAR KUSIAK, relationship coach and founder of InsidesMatch
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This book is dedicated to my mom, who always inspired me to embrace life’s challenges, live boldly, and be humble and compassionate in all I do.
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Prologue


This book is about my journey . . . but it could be about yours, too. Sadly, heartbreak is universal because we, as humans, regardless of identity or life experience, have the capacity and yearning to love and be loved.

What is also universal is the desire to heal and move on, as evidenced by the countless books, articles, podcasts, and seminars designed to get us “over” one person and onto the next. And because heartbreak hurts, we will often try just about anything to feel better so we, too, can find love again.

This is the story of my year-long messy path from heartbreak to healing following a devastating breakup. From feeling terrified and lonely to invigorated and hopeful, I could never have expected what would come next . . . except that it had been there all along.
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Introduction: Naked and Afraid


“I’m gonna die alone.” The words looped in my head as I scanned the crowd of drunk ladies, some sporting only bikini bottoms. Maybe spending the Fourth of July at a lesbian pool party I found online wasn’t the best idea.

With my heaping plate of potluck food in hand, I nestled into the lone vacant patio chair next to a group of women engaged in a lively conversation. They continued chatting while I nodded along as if I knew who they were talking about. Not one of them acknowledged my presence. But being ignored in the gossip circle sure seemed better than being balled up on the floor at home, soaked in tears, dreading my imminent breakup.

After a few minutes, I turned my attention to the dozen or so ladies bobbing up and down in the pool. It would be so much easier if you were here, I thought. We would mingle, chat with folks, and leave with ten new friends like we always do at these events. I could feel the tears weighing on my eyelids, ready to pour out. Suck it up, Corey. You are here to have fun.

I took a deep breath, gobbled up the last bit of food on my plate, and then shot a text to my friend TikTok—so nicknamed for her obsession with the social media platform.

At this party. All old lesbians like in their fifties and sixties. No prospects. Several going around topless. There is an old lady wearing a bulletproof vest over her swimsuit.

You know I love a silver fox. It’s probably a life preserver.

That’s what I thought until I looked closer. A bulletproof vest for sure. There were ammo pockets. This is so weird. I don’t know if I should stay or go. People-watching is fun, but . . .

Wait . . . I need a pic, please. At least stay an hour.

Ha ha. I’m waiting to see if anyone new walks in. I’ll stay thirty more minutes.

Okay. Odds . . . there has to be at least one potential there. You just have to talk to people.

TikTok was my wingwoman from afar, after having met six years earlier at a lesbian Meetup event in Ohio. We made an unlikely duo—she, a curvy woman with spiky hair who often wore hot-red lipstick and leopard-print pants, and me, a Sporty Spice with a ponytail who could only be found in workout clothes. But, for whatever reason, at every event in Ohio we were both at, she would whisk me around to meet the regulars. I wished she were here in Tucson at this pool party, whisking me around. Instead, I was alone.

As I sat there feeling sorry for myself, a skinny woman in her sixties ran over to the oversized speaker beside me, a can of Natty Light in hand. Within seconds, she had synced her phone and “Single Ladies” started blasting.

Suddenly, hordes of inebriated, sun-scorched women sprint- ed toward the speaker. They surrounded my chair, grinding and pumping to the music, bumping into me with every beat of the bass and spilling warm beer all over the patio and some onto me. I finally figured out why this lone chair had been empty when I arrived.

I texted TikTok, hoping to get some more attagirls from her.

I’m next to the dance floor, and these old ladies are going to town.

Oh hell.

Ten minutes, and I’m going back to the buffet to hang out.

As soon as I sent the text, I knew I couldn’t make it for ten more minutes.

Was it BYOB?

Yes. I brought lemonade.

Damn girl. You got some game.

When there was finally a lull in the dancing, I bolted inside to get another serving of pasta salad. I was going to need some comfort food as I attempted to come to terms with my total lack of game.

Before I had a chance to grab seconds, a short, fit woman with spiky gray hair came barreling up to me, cornering me behind the table. Only the cheese platter was within reach.

“Do you like hiking?” she blurted out, as she pushed up her black-rimmed glasses.

That’s an odd question to open with, I thought, until I remembered I was wearing a hiking T-shirt and baseball cap with a little figure of a hiker embroidered on it.

“Yeah . . . you?” I stared at the pasta salad on the table just beyond her.

“Oh yeah, I love hiking!” Her eyes flashed with excitement. “I go all the time. Do you like survival shows?”

“Yep. I like Survivor,” I said.

“Never seen it. But I like that show Naked and Afraid. You know, the one where they are naked and have to survive for twenty-one days in some random part of the world?”

Who hasn’t watched Survivor? I thought. It’s been on for decades. But I did like Naked and Afraid. I decided to stay positive. “I love that show. I would go on it if I could just wear shoes. That’s it. Shoes, and I’d be good.”

“I would cover myself with mud so I wouldn’t get bug bites,” she said. “That’s what most of the women do. The men laugh at them, and then they end up with bites all over their bodies the next day.”

I perked up a little. At least someone was talking to me, and it was somewhat interesting.

“Totally agree. I would also bring mosquito netting as my one item,” I said.

“I would bring duct tape.”

As she launched into a three-minute monologue about the many possible uses of duct tape, I nodded and popped cheese squares into my mouth.

“. . . And why don’t they ever take those shoulder bags off?” she continued. “I mean, they try to squeeze through crevices in caves, climb trees, and do other stuff where it doesn’t make sense to bring the bag! But they have the bag strapped over their shoulders. The network must make them carry it. That’s the only thing that makes sense.”

“Maybe they put the microphone pack in there,” I said.

When what felt like a thirty-minute discussion about tape and bags seemed to have run its course, I saw an opening and changed the subject. “So, have you ever hiked Tumamoc Hill? It’s one of my favorite places in Tucson.”

“Yes. I love Tu-MAAM-ick,” she said, correcting my pronunciation. “I talked to a Native person who told me us white people are saying it all wrong.”

“Really? I had no idea.” I held back a laugh. Perhaps I was saying it wrong, but in twenty years I had never heard anyone call it Tu-MAAM-ick.

“So, what do you do when you’re not hiking?” I asked.

“I’m a lawyer. You?”

“Professor. I live here but teach online for a school in Ohio.”

By this time, a pack of women had relocated to the potluck area, cramming up next to us to grab seconds. I shuffled backward a few steps. Although we were more than a year out from the onset of COVID, I was still squeamish about crowds.

She pulled her phone from her pocket. “You on Facebook?”

“Nope,” I said as someone bumped into me while beelining for the restroom.

“I love Facebook. We should be Facebook friends,” she said.

That’s where my soon-to-be ex was. I wasn’t about to tell her that, though. So, I just shrugged and said, “I’m on LinkedIn. You can link with me.”

We both laughed—and the conversation came to a dead halt.

“Well,” she said, “I gotta run.”

“See ya,” I said as she walked away. We didn’t link.

Once she’d disappeared, I messaged TikTok.

Talked to someone for a while. She might be a nice hiking friend (not really my type for dating).

Well, it’s a start.

I forced myself to linger just long enough to eat another helping of pasta salad while hovering around the edges of the party. No one noticed me leaving, just as no one had seemed to notice my arrival.

The second I climbed into my car, I burst into tears, sobbing so hard my chest ached. Despite my conversation with Naked and Afraid lady, I didn’t feel empowered or excited about my impending journey into singlehood. Instead, I felt more alone than when I had gotten there. My heart hurt for the love life I was about to bid farewell to and my destiny—figuring out which half-naked, drunk lesbian would be my future life partner.

“I’m gonna die alone!” I yelled through the tears. “I’m for sure gonna die alone.”







Part 1
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Getting Up
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Tangled


“Why can’t you just get divorced?” I pleaded with my dad. “All you do is yell at each other.”

We were out walking our dog, Soxy, like we did every night. My dad pulled on the leash, and we all came to a stop. “It’s not that simple,” he said brusquely.

I stared at him, waiting for more of a response. But he just stared back—words unspoken but message clear. Even at eight years old, I understood what his look meant. Divorce would be too much. He wasn’t willing to upend all our lives, including his own. So, he would put up with the arguments and the absent love because the certainty of mediocrity if he stayed was far more comforting than only a possibility of happiness if he left.

My shoulders dropped. I knew there was no point in pressing further. We continued around the block, and not another word was said about it—that day or any day.

Six years passed, and the constant fights and cheating on my dad’s part finally pushed my mom to the brink and my dad out of the house. Their divorce was messy—years of lawyers and custody struggles. After that, I swore my future marriage would be different.
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“I’m gonna marry her,” I told my mom.

In my entire twenty-eight years of life, I had never said that about anyone. After having crossed paths at the university some time back, serendipity, or rather, a mutual friend, reconnected us five years later. Before we knew it, we had made plans to travel from our respective sides of the country to meet up at Zion National Park. I nicknamed her “Zion” because of that trip.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. You’ve only been back for a day,” Mom cautioned me.

But I did get ahead of myself.

Two months after the trip, Zion’s stuff arrived at my tiny apartment in Tucson—and before long, we had a mortgage, joint bank accounts, a commitment ceremony, and later on, a daughter Zion gave birth to with the help of an anonymous sperm donor.

Once our little girl was in the picture, it was easier to divert our attention to raising her rather than acknowledge that our relationship had been on a slow downward spiral over the nearly twelve years we had been together. While there wasn’t cheating or incessant arguing like with my parents, the love between us had simply faded. Autopilot, it turns out, is no way to make a relationship thrive.

One night, when our daughter was four-and-a-half, Zion called me into the kitchen. When I found her sitting at the table with a serious look on her face, a terrible heaviness landed in my stomach.

“Our relationship isn’t good,” she said. “And you know it.”

My eyes filled with tears.

“We’re gonna move out,” she said in a definitive, rehearsed kind of way.

“What?” The heaviness grew even heavier.

“I’m taking the kiddo,” she said matter-of-factly. “We’ll work out a schedule so you can see her.”

She got up from the table and headed to the bedroom, where she began pulling clothes out of the dresser and stacking them on the bed.

Within minutes, Zion and Kiddo were packed up and gone. Tears streamed down my cheeks as I stood alone in our quiet house. No bedtime story to read to my daughter and no hand to hold when falling asleep—a ritual Zion and I had kept alive until the very last night we slept next to each other . . . more out of habit than affection.

Over the next few days, I kept pleading with the universe for Zion to burst through the front door, bags in hand, and say she wanted to come home. She was supposed to be my person, and we were supposed to figure this out. But she never did, and we never did.

And that ended up being a good thing.

Our unlove for each other was from detachment—simply growing apart. While our situation felt different from my parents’ unlove, which was born from continuous conflict, I eventually came to learn that unlove is unlove, no matter how it comes about.

My dad was right, though, in saying “It’s not that simple.” Zion and I trying to untangle our lives made it easy to see the allure of staying no matter how bad things get. After we finalized the last detail of our separation, I vowed to never tangle lives with anyone again.
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But the universe didn’t listen to my request. Five months after the breakup, I met someone—Runner, an easy nickname given her hobby of running. I was attracted to her from the get-go—boundless enthusiasm combined with a feminine appeal that wasn’t overly girlie. She was the epitome of my type.

“She’ll be coming over after her half-marathon today,” I told my mom on our daily call. I could feel myself grinning ear to ear. “I just cut up orange slices for her.”

“Well, that’s sweet,” Mom said cheerfully. “I want all the details.”

I put the phone on speaker and started rinsing the knife and cutting board. “You’ll be the first to know!”

Runner and I spent nearly every minute together those first few months. She would take me to fancy restaurants, surprise me with my favorite coffee, shower me with gifts, and bring toys for my daughter. She paid the kind of attention to me that I had been craving for more than a decade. I fell for her quickly, and so did Kiddo.

With both of us enamored, right around the six-month mark, I asked her to move in. I was giddy with excitement the day she unpacked her clothes, placing each item neatly into her dresser in what was now our bedroom.

Our day-to-day continued to be magical. We talked, laughed, and shared affection—such an unfamiliar state of affairs coming out of my relationship with Zion. I loved being in love. I loved living together. But I wasn’t interested in marriage.

“I just can’t end up like my parents,” I told her early on, “legally trapped in a relationship that’s run its course—”

“But I’m not your parents,” she said.

“—and then my failed relationship with Zion when I did try to do things differently.”

“I’m not Zion either.”

I knew how insulting it sounded to assume we would eventually grow to loathe each other and that I basically wanted an escape hatch for when it happened.

“I know. But I just can’t see myself getting all tangled up again, at least legally. That doesn’t mean I don’t love you or want to be with you.”

“If that’s true, then I don’t understand why you wouldn’t want to marry me.”

“It’s not that simple,” I said. “Let’s just enjoy what we have.”

And for the next six years, we did.
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“I love this,” I said to Runner as we unpacked boxes. “I can’t wait to hang it up.”

I pulled out a framed print of the US with three hearts inside, one situated in each of the states we had lived in—Arizona where we met, Ohio where we lived until I got tenure, and then California where we had followed Kiddo after Zion relocated. Now, we had decided to hunker down back in Arizona to weather out COVID.

I looked at the print again. “Home is where the heart is,” I read from the caption.

She smiled.

And I thought we both believed it . . . until the package arrived.
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Fun Home


Just a few months after returning to Arizona and nearly one year before the lesbian pool party, Runner and I were sprawled out on the couch, doing what everyone else was during the pandemic: binge-watching TV.

In the middle of some house-flipping show, she suddenly jumped up, grabbed her phone, and beelined for the kitchen. “Gotta get some water,” she called as she disappeared from view.

I paused the episode.

A few minutes passed, and she hadn’t returned.

“What are you doing in there?” I finally yelled.

“Filling my water!” she yelled back.

“How long does it take to get water?” My stomach did a flip. “Hurry up! I want to see if the owners are going to stay or sell the house.”

“Just a minute!”

After a bit longer, she bounded back into the room, flopped down on the end of the couch, and slid her phone face down under the pillow.

She didn’t have a water glass. 
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Pandemic days continued—work from home, go on walks, and watch TV. This slow, quiet life stood in stark contrast to the fast track we had been on together for years—traveling, socializing, and attending events, always doing something different. Now, every day was exactly the same as the one before, with one exception: Runner’s grip on her phone tightened, and excursions to get water seemed more frequent and longer.
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A few weeks after my initial stomach flip, a package came for Runner. She tore it open as soon as it arrived.

“What is it?” I asked.

She pulled a paperback from the shipping box. “A book.”

“What book?”

“Fun Home,” she said.

I noticed her name was handwritten on the box label. “Who sent it to you?” I asked.

She glanced away as her voice trailed off. “A friend.”

“Oh, cool. Who?” I didn’t need a name to know this was no buddy.

“Just a friend.” She started skimming through the book, barely looking up at me.

“Do I know this friend?” I asked casually.

She walked across the kitchen, carrying the box to the recycling bin. After sharing only her first name, she then said, “She’s in my Peloton group.”

Runner had invested in a Peloton bike at the outset of the pandemic and had practically become an evangelist for the company. Not long after getting the bike, she’d found a virtual LGBTQ+ Peloton group and offered to host a video happy hour every week. At first, I didn’t understand why people would want to get together online to talk about their bikes. But after overhearing bits and pieces of their conversations for several weeks, I realized their gatherings were about more than riding a stationary bicycle. And now some woman from the group had sent her a book. Who was she?

When we crawled into bed that night, Runner flipped over, back to me, and buried her head in the pages of her new book.

“I didn’t know you liked graphic novels,” I said.

“I’ve never read one,” she mumbled. “But this one is supposed to be really good.”

“Actually,” I said, “I didn’t know you even liked reading.” I snickered, knowing it was a jerk thing to say. But I just wanted to get some sort of reaction out of her—something besides indifference.

She didn’t respond or even turn around, and instead, she read on, turning each page with what seemed like unabashed anticipation. A familiar uneasiness surged through me.
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“Is there something going on with you and the Peloton lady?” I asked as we lay in bed one night later that week.

She had just put Fun Home back on the nightstand and rolled over to face me.

“No.” Her eyes shifted to the side. “Not really . . .”

“What do you mean, ‘not really’?” I demanded. “Is there something going on between you or not?”

“I texted her and told her I was interested in her, but she said she didn’t want to be with me because of the pandemic and because I was already in a relationship.”

“What?!”

Silence.

The vomit came halfway up my throat, and tears—not the sad kind, but the angry kind—welled up in my eyes. I looked right at her. “What, exactly, did you say to her?”

“I don’t remember the exact words.” She glanced away. “Can we be done with this conversation?”

My voice increased in decibels as my heart raced faster and faster. “How do you not remember? Look at the text!”

I waited a moment, but she didn’t reach for her phone. Instead, she just lay there silently.

“For the record, just because she didn’t take you up on your offer doesn’t mean we are done with this conversation!” I said.

She looked back over at me.

My heart ached. “Why did you do it?”

“I’ve felt really disconnected from you,” she said.

“Did you think about talking to me about it rather than, oh, I don’t know . . . cheating on me?”

Even being on our respective sides of the bed felt too close.

“It wasn’t cheating,” she protested. “Nothing happened!”

I sat straight up. “Yes, it was!” I was not up for debating semantics.

For another ten minutes, I kept probing, and she kept attempting to respond. But after all of it, I still didn’t have any answers. And she didn’t seem to want to read me the text. Deep down, some part of me understood that not hearing those words was probably for the best.

“Do you want me to sleep on the couch tonight?” she finally asked.

My breath escaped my chest, and the weight of my tears made it hard to blink. All I could do was nod.

Without another word, she got up, grabbed Fun Home and her phone, and left the room.

For hours I tossed and turned, shifting my pillow, as I pictured her crafting her “Do you want to be with me?” message. I imagined her writing something and then deleting it and then writing something again, reworking each line until the wording was perfect.

“Cheating is a deal-breaker for me,” I’d told her when we first started dating. “No forgiveness; no second chances.”

What I should have said was, “Cheating is not a deal-breaker for me. I will stay even if I’m cheated on.” Because that’s exactly what I did.
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“Is there anything you want to do to make things right?” I hadn’t planned to say this, but the words just fell out of my mouth.

After days of hardly speaking, we had decided to take a walk around the neighborhood together. Nothing like chirping birds, sunshine, and a light breeze to calm the storm between us. But we didn’t make it more than a few steps before I had blurted out my question.

“I just want to move past this whole thing,” Runner said.

We were just crossing the street. I stopped, with zero care for any car that might run me over. She stopped too.

“We aren’t going to just move past this like it never happened!” I said, my voice escalating. “You cheated!”

“I didn’t cheat!” she snapped back. “I never even met her in person!”

I was sure the neighbors could hear us, but that didn’t matter to me.

“You don’t have to physically cheat to cheat,” I said, incredulous I had to explain this fact to her. “You developed an emotional connection with someone who wasn’t me and then pursued it. You literally asked her to be in a relationship with you!”

The storm in my stomach roiled through my body as our stroll plummeted into a heated debate over the definition of cheating. Once it became clear to me that we weren’t getting anywhere, I stopped talking.

We walked home in silence, the sun still shining bright in the sky above us. It didn’t matter. I could feel the heaviness of my own dark clouds approaching as defeat took over.
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Over the next few weeks, this scene continued to repeat itself with the same lack of resolution. I felt I was never going to get what I wanted, which was for her to love me so much that she would move mountains to save our relationship. Instead, it felt like a never-ending argument.

At my urging, we started couples therapy, which ended up consisting of numerous unsuccessful sessions where the focus was on reconciling our opposing views of what constituted cheating rather than attempting to rebuild trust.

The only thing I could think to do was write her a heartfelt letter begging her to see my perspective. After several edits, I printed it out and hand delivered it to her in the living room where she had been lying on the couch, scrolling through her phone.

She immediately sat up. “What’s this?

“Just read it.” I went back to my office, plopped down in my chair, and waited nervously to see what might happen next.

Within minutes, she ran across the house and into my office. She said she got it; she understood; she was sorry. The words sounded so good . . . so believable. I wanted them to be true.
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We managed to make it through the next few months riding on her supposed enlightenment, but our life had become a tinderbox waiting for the strike of just one match. Periodically, that would happen. First, something would trigger one of us, leading to a full-blown argument about cheating, trust, disconnection, and all the other fun words we had explored in therapy. Then she would throw a bunch of clothes in a bag and walk out. While I was usually enraged and devastated, it was the uncertainty that got to me the most. Will she ever come home? What if she ends up dead in some ditch?

But after a day or two, she would return. The moment I could hear the key in the door, my anger would subside, devastation disappear, and worry vanish. More so, the gaping hole in my heart would fill with hope—hope we could work it out, hope that she loved me, hope that she would fight for us . . . this time.
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“I’m done!” Runner shouted.

She grabbed several trash bags and stuffed them with her T-shirts, underwear, and nearly every other piece of clothing in her dresser. I just stood in the hallway and watched as she stormed out, yet again, hauling the bags one by one to her car.

I texted Mom. My hands were shaking so much my thumbs could barely find the right letters to press.

She is leaving for real this time.

Okay, let her go. She’s not in it.

I wiped my tears with the back of my hand. I needed Mom’s tough love.

I know. I’m sad.

The door slammed.

Of course you are. Call me.

I rushed to my kitchen cabinet and grabbed a bag of jelly beans—my biggest vice. I shoved a few into my mouth before texting her back.

I’m eating jelly beans.

You can eat jelly beans and talk at the same time.

Mom answered on the first ring.

“Okay. I’m done being sad. Now I’m just pissed,” I said while chomping. “Even if she comes back and dumps all her stuff into her drawers and says she’s sorry, it’s too much.” A fat tear rolled down my cheek, and I popped another jelly bean into my already-full mouth.

“She will, with all sorts of apologies,” Mom said. “But how much more can you take?”

“Not much,” I mumbled, and I knew it was true. I had reached the end of my rope.
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“You heated the chips?” I asked, settling onto the stiff couch.

It had been a week since we had decided to officially separate, right after Runner returned from her latest walkout. We were taking things very slow—starting with her inviting me over for dinner at her “new place,” which was essentially a furnished short-term rental.

“I know how much you love warm tortilla chips,” Runner responded as she put salsa and guacamole on the table.

“You never heat the chips. And we never have guacamole.”

“Well, things are going to be a lot different.”
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Another week passed, and I couldn’t shake the regret I had for separating in the first place. Runner seemed to be trying to make things right. She had heated the chips, after all. So, I asked her to come back, and she agreed. 
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“I printed us both all the workbook pages,” she said, sitting down at the kitchen table. We were just a few days into our reconciliation.

“That’s a thick stack.” I flipped through mine with my thumb.

“Well, we have a lot to work on,” she said. “And I’m ready.”

“Okay. First exercise. Describe your relationship vision,” I read out loud. We both scribbled on our respective pages.

This might just work, I thought.

Our foray into the self-guided six-week relationship boot camp program, though, came to a screeching halt before we even made it halfway through the exercises. We had another heated debate—about marriage, about moving to another state, about our very different desires for our lives, and, yes, the definition of cheating. Finally, it was clear: Runner and I were at the end of the line. No more couples therapy, “please listen to me” letters, warm tortilla chips, or relationship boot camps. No more trying and no more hoping.

I was done.
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Stuck on You


It was the day before Runner’s official move-out date, and Hiker—a friend I had met years earlier on a Meetup hike—had texted me about a stray mama cat with babies living in her carport. I’m sure she reached out to me since Runner and I had previously fostered several kittens and would likely know what to do in this situation.

As soon as the message came in, we jumped in the car, ready for an epic cat rescue. It felt ironic that this would be Runner’s and my last hurrah: saving something together, despite not being able to save our own relationship.

When we arrived, we corralled the cats into the carrier—including the mama, whom I dubbed Cujo after the Stephen King novel for her demonic eyes and excessive hissing. We then sped off to the shelter.

While my plan was to drop the kitties off and wish them the best, in the chaos of everything, I had somehow agreed to foster the whole litter, along with Cujo. And I would do it without Runner.

“You have to keep the babies warm, and the mama cat needs these eye drops twice a day,” the shelter vet said. “Bring her back in five weeks, and we can try to adopt her out. You’ll keep the kittens for another few weeks after that.”

The vet handed me the meds. You can do this, I told myself.

But I wasn’t so sure.
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The next morning, after Runner moved out, I had my first solo visit with the kitties. I creaked open the door and tiptoed into the storage room in the garage we had outfitted for them.

The three dark gray tabby babies were nestled up next to Cujo, who was busy licking their foreheads. They looked so sweet . . . so loving. I sat the food plate on the floor and crouched down to fill the water dish.

As I stood up, I sensed the piercing gaze of Cujo’s eyes upon me. She sprang from her pile of kittens, burrowing straight to my chest, clinging onto me with her sharp claws. She hissed, her warm breath on my face.

“Aaargh!” I grabbed her around the midsection and yanked. “Get off!”

But her claws had punctured my shirt. With each pull, both the fabric and my skin ripped, and still she wasn’t letting go.

She hissed one last time before finally releasing her grip and dropping to the ground. Shaken and bleeding, I ran out of the room, slamming the door behind me.

Oh crap, I thought, as soon as I was safe on the other side. I didn’t give her the eye drops.

Day one of singlehood officially sucked.
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Aside from Cujo and her kittens, the house was absent of any signs of life. Runner was gone, and Kiddo was in California with Zion.

The quiet wasn’t as noticeable during the day, as I was typically occupied with work and my daily walks. But when dusk rolled in, the air would become still and quiet as the thunderous sounds of fighter jets from the nearby military base subsided for the night. Birds stopped tweeting as they nestled in for sleep, and neighbors settled in at home with their families. These were what I called the witching hours, where the darkness and silence would summon all the emotions I had kept at bay during the day, reminding me there was no one to love and no one to love me back.

The clock would slowly tick for hours until it was time to go to bed. So, I tried to fill every moment with some distraction. I pulled out my old Lego bins and made architectural art pieces, played songs I had written decades before on my guitar, sang karaoke in my living room, attended virtual writing group meetings, and tried to keep Cujo and the kittens alive. If time really did heal all wounds, I was sure I would die of loneliness—or at least from sheer boredom—before then.
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After five weeks of singlehood, Runner reached out to reconnect. She said all the right things, and my heart fluttered. During the course of our conversation, she had also offered to help me return Cujo to the shelter, which came as a welcome relief, even if only for my safety.

A few days later, Runner pulled into the driveway and parked, like a houseguest would, and together, we were able to get Cujo into the carrier with little fanfare. I tucked the unused bottle of eye drops into the side pocket. And off we went to the shelter.

Once we got back to the house, I invited Runner to join me for my walk. This time, the birds really were chirping, and the sun really was shining. And there were no dark clouds. As we walked and talked, I felt myself getting pulled back in again. And I was okay with it. I was addicted to her—the energy, the attention, the undeniable chemistry. It felt so good.

But there was no stopping fate. Over the next few weeks, we went through the same old push-pull. We had another epic argument, this time while she was out of town during a month-long work trip. Days followed with texts, calls, and voicemails from her pleading for my forgiveness. She even scheduled a flight home in the middle of the trip, promising to try couples therapy again. But her arrival time came and went, and she never showed up. She never called. She never even texted.

I called Mom.

“What if something bad happened to her? Look at me . . . totally ghosted by my partner of seven years, and I’m still worried about her.”

“I’m sure she’s fine.” Mom sighed. “Walk away.”

I hung up and texted TikTok to ask her to check Runner’s Facebook.

Active twenty-one minutes ago. No posts, though.

Guess she’s still alive. She just didn’t get on the plane.

Tears welled up. I finally had to accept what I knew all along—she wasn’t going to fight for me, and she wasn’t going to move mountains for me . . . no matter how much I wanted her to.

A week later, an apology text rolled in, with her again pleading for forgiveness. We’d been here before, but this time, I couldn’t do it. I wrote a response but wanted to wait a day before sending it. In the meantime, I went to the lesbian pool party.

The next morning, after revising my breakup text ten more times, I took a deep breath and hit send. It was finally over.

But really, the journey had just begun.
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Finding Grace


“How are you?” my therapist asked. She was a familiar face, having helped me through the breakup with Zion and more recently, the chaos with Runner.

I fixed my gaze on the canvas painting filled with dozens of colorful squares hanging on the wall behind her. Even on video, I could see the detail. “We split up. This time, it’s for real. Like, I’m not even communicating with her.”

She sat silent for a moment, then asked, “How are you feeling?”

I sighed. “I miss her. I miss our life. I mean the good times . . . not the last year or so.”

“I’m sure you do.”

“But I’ve also been beating myself up. Why did I stay so long, especially when it got so bad?” I paused. “And the times we did break up, I would just run back to her when I had the chance.” I exhaled and then focused on another one of the little colorful boxes on the canvas.

She nodded. “You didn’t this last time.”

“I know. But I should have left for good a whole lot earlier. My dad stayed too long in a loveless relationship, and I hated that for him. Then I did the same thing with Zion . . . and now, with Runner. It’s like I’m programmed to think it’s okay to stay in unhealthy situations.”

“Why do you think that is?”

I rattled off everything that came to mind. “Maybe fear—of the unknown . . . or maybe I don’t want to have to deal with the difficult emotions that change would bring. Or . . . the status quo feels safer, or maybe I’d regret my decision, or maybe I don’t want to be alone.”

Therapist nodded and scribbled in her notebook. “Perhaps. But you’ve handled tough emotional situations before. Are any of those things what you think you’re really scared of?”

Silence.

“Not really, I guess.”

“Then what is it?”

I took a deep breath. “Maybe my fear of failure—like I don’t want to admit to myself that something is bad, and I’m incapable of fixing it.”

“Sit with that. I think you might be onto something.”
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Therapist wasn’t the only one getting an earful about the breakup. I was reaching out to everyone I knew, even my very first love from my college years.

Hey, you wanna chat tomorrow?

Maybe this weekend. Bad news, though . . . I was diagnosed with breast cancer last week. Trying not to get too overwhelmed. It’s a lot.

Cancer? My dad had lung cancer a few years back and witnessing him experience immense suffering and then eventually die was horrid. I didn’t want to say that to her.

I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do to help? Even if I just listen.

Just being friends again is enough for now.

I felt a huge lump in my throat, the kind that shows up right when you try to hold back tears.

I’m here . . .

But it had been more than two decades since I had been “here” for her.

First Love and I met just before my senior year in college. We were counselors at a summer camp, where we spent our days leading games and our evenings in tiny cabins talking tween girls through their woes.

First Love had long, bushy, brown hair that she usually tied back in a ponytail. She wore the same outfit every day—shorts, camp T-shirts from past years, and athletic sandals. Several fabric bracelets were wrapped around both wrists, each handcrafted by a camper. Her laugh filled the room, and she always seemed to sing the loudest and cheer the hardest, spreading camp spirit everywhere she went. The kids would follow her around, waiting patiently to get one of her bear hugs.

Our friendship developed quickly, and we both kept saying how it felt like we had known each other all our lives. We would stay up late at night sharing our innermost thoughts by the flickering campfire, long after the kids were asleep. And just before leaving with the girls on my weekly backpacking overnights, she would tuck a handwritten note into my bag. I would wait until everyone dozed off and then slide the note out of my pack ever so quietly and read each word over and over.

As the summer went on, my connection with her grew to affection and then ultimately attraction. I wasn’t sure what was happening and wondered if it was normal to feel this way about another girl. I couldn’t risk telling her. So, I kept my confusion to myself and continued along our “best friendship” path.

During our last night at camp, after all the kids had gone home, First Love and I lay down next to each other on one of the bunks in my empty cabin. I rested my head on her chest, and she stroked my hair.

“I can hear your heartbeat,” I said.

“It’s beating just for you,” she whispered back in my ear.

No more confusion on my part, and apparently none on hers. And while we both “didn’t want to be gay,” there we were, wrapped in each other’s arms during our one last night together.

After camp ended, we went back to our respective colleges. However, our connection continued to grow. She would make the two-hour bus ride every Friday from her university to mine to spend the weekend with me. When money started running low, we both began selling CDs from our music collections to piecemeal together enough cash for the tickets. Thankfully, she was able to transfer to my university at the semester break, which meant no more hawking our belongings just to see each other—and, more importantly, no more tears on Sunday nights, thinking of spending the next five days apart.

Our love felt like a fairy tale, but the social climate in the early 1990s wasn’t supportive of people like us. So, we kept this big secret—from everyone.

After tiptoeing around for more than a year, a mutual male friend expressed interest in her.

“I really want to see where things go with him,” she said. “You and I can still be best friends, though.”

Tears came flooding out. I cried so hard I could barely gasp for air. “I can’t just be friends,” I sobbed. “And I can’t watch you with someone else.”

My chest tightened, and my heart ached. The hurt and suffering had only just begun, and because we had been so very good at keeping our love a secret, I was going to have to weather this storm alone.
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Every Christmas, for decades after, First Love would reach out to reconnect as friends, and I would politely respond that I wasn’t ready. It was during my first “break” with Runner that I finally reached back, twenty-five years after my heart had been shattered by her. Maybe it was because my life was in turmoil, and it felt nice to have someone connect with me. Maybe it was because I was feeling lonely. Or maybe it was because I thought I needed to find forgiveness with people from my past in order to move on. Regardless, it just felt like time.

Our reconnection began with a few text exchanges and ultimately a video call. We chatted for a few hours, meandering from discussing kids to hobbies to work to “Whatever happened to . . .?” I brought her up to speed on my imploding love life, and she filled me in on her divorce.

During our conversation, no feelings of unrequited love nor unresolved emotion bubbled up. All of it had dissipated—even the supposed hurt I had been grasping onto. The anticipation of reconnecting after all these years had been far scarier than the reality.

Over the next several months, we stayed in touch through text. When I learned about her cancer diagnosis, our messaging amped up, and I checked in on her every day. It wasn’t long before I told her about my final breakup with Runner. She had nothing but reassuring words for me.

It’s okay to not be okay right now. This part is awful. It feels like forever, but it will pass. And cry. It’s okay to cry . . . just don’t live there.

I want the yucky sadness, hurt, and anger to pass.

It will, but it might take a while. Give yourself some grace in the healing process.

Time and grace might be great in theory, but it had taken me decades to heal from my relationship with her. I was never going to let myself go through that again.
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“And now you can see why I’m never going to sit in my hurt again.” I had just finished telling Therapist about First Love. “This time, I’m gonna take control of my life and not wait decades for the feelings of hurt to go away on their own.”

“When you say, ‘take control,’ what do you mean?” she asked.

“Like do anything and everything I can to not feel like crap forever.”

“What do you envision doing?”

“I’m not sure. I’ve been told I have to feel the feelings.” I leaned back in my chair and let out a sigh.

“Yes, if you go around them or ignore them, they’ll just reappear later,” she said.

“Probably cry a lot then. Maybe hang out with friends, walk more . . . I don’t know yet. But I’m not sitting around. I’m going to take control of my life.”

She jotted down some notes and then said, “Let’s talk more about the fear-of-failure stuff we started to explore during our last appointment.”

I stared at her canvas painting and then said, “Yeah. I definitely think that’s why I stay in relationships too long. Leaving would say to the world, ‘I can’t make this work’ and ‘I’m not strong enough or smart enough or persistent enough.’”

“Well, it might be more of a failure to compromise your happiness and well-being than to leave an unhealthy situation.” She paused. “Not everything can be fixed . . . or even should be. You can walk away. And doing so doesn’t mean you’re a failure.”

“It sure feels that way now.”






OEBPS/images/orn.jpg






OEBPS/images/logo2.jpg







OEBPS/images/pg1.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Prologue



		Introduction: Naked and Afraid



		Part 1: Getting Up



		Tangled



		Fun Home



		Stuck on You



		Finding Grace



		Paper Airplanes



		We All Need Love



		“Dear Soulmate”



		Gone Grill



		Gotta Love Tucson



		Llamas



		Whips



		Abundance Everywhere



		Burning Tower



		The Plan



		Pow, Boom, Bang



		Cosmos



		The Setback









		Part 2: Getting Out



		Practice Dating



		Cooking Fish in My Pan



		Signs, Symbols, and Spirit Guides



		Garbage Trucks



		Boots and Pants



		Big-Girl Pants



		The Sun Always Rises



		You Complete Me



		For Now



		Back Out There



		The General and The Zen Master



		The Love Manifest



		I Love Classical Music



		Birds



		Apple of Everyone’s Eye



		My Happy Place



		Divine Interruption



		Hanging On



		It’s That Time of Year



		The Holiday



		What’s in a Date?



		A Lot Can Happen in a Year









		Part 3: Getting Through



		Little Glass Bowls



		Both, And



		Spinning Sisters



		Pickleball Chicks



		Signs, Signs Everywhere



		Switchbacks



		Stopped in My Tracks



		Wife from Another Life



		Playing Games



		The Secret



		Noise Machines and Jelly Beans



		From Every Angle



		The Universe Has Spoken



		Only $19.95



		The Zeneral



		The Omission Condition



		Reality Check



		Adventures with Birds









		Part 4: Getting On



		Soul Circles



		The Time Capsule



		Razzing



		In Another Lifetime



		Rock That Relationship!



		Hotter Than



		Crack Your Eggs



		Picking Up the Pieces



		Down and Out



		What Comes Around



		Be Happy



		Reflections



		The Plan









		Acknowledgments



		About the Author











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Prologue



		Introduction: Naked and Afraid



		Part 1: Getting Up



		Tangled



		Acknowledgments



		Start of Content











Pagebreaks of the print version





		Cover Page



		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		viii



		ix



		xi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		199



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		377



		379











OEBPS/images/title.jpg
The
Soulmate
Strategy

r
ok Plaw to Conque
My Imperfect I Trus Love

Heqrtbreak and Find 22—

Corey Seemiller

SHE WRITES PRESS








OEBPS/images/pg7.jpg








OEBPS/images/9798896360698.jpg
The

My /@ﬁerfeob Plan to Conquer
Hear‘bér‘eak and Find True Love

Corey Seemiller










