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Trigger Warning

This book doesn’t hold back.

It talks about emotional manipulation, gaslighting, abandonment, heartbreak, erasure, and the brutal aftermath of being rewritten by someone you once trusted. It uses explicit language and unapologetic truths to confront the reality of relationships that leave you doubting your worth and your memory.

If you’re currently in a fragile emotional state, proceed with care.
This isn’t a soft read — it’s a sharp one.
It might sting.
It might trigger something deep.
It might f***ing wreck you in the best way.
But if you’re ready to stop playing the villain in someone else’s story?

Read on.
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To every person who had their love rewritten just so someone else could feel like the hero —
You’re not the villain.
You’re the f***ing survivor.
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You ever get rewritten?

I’m not talking about breakups. I’m talking about erasure.
You gave your all — your softness, your fire, your late-night honesty, your scars stitched into trust — and when it ended, they didn’t just walk away.
They rewrote you.

Suddenly, you were too much.
Too emotional.
Too intense.
Too unstable.
Too dramatic.
Too inconvenient for the version of themselves they wanted to sell to the world.
And the worst part?
People believed it.
This book is not here to make them look bad.
This book is here to finally make you feel sane.
Because you were never crazy — you were real.
You were never impossible to love — you were just too alive for someone still wearing a mask.
And their new version of the story? The one where they’re the healed one and you were just the lesson?
It’s fiction.
And this? This is your f***ing rebuttal.
You don’t need to scream.
You don’t need revenge.
You don’t need closure from a coward.
You just need one thing:

To stop letting people rewrite what you lived.

Welcome to Leave Me the F** Alone*.
It’s not just a book.
It’s a boundary.
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Chapter 1: They F*ing Loved You — Until They Didn’t**
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They said all the right things. Told you that you were the one. Promised you the moon, the stars, and a forever that felt so real you could taste it. And you believed them. Of course you did. Because they looked you in the eyes like you were the best damn thing that had ever happened to them. Because they made you feel like love wasn’t supposed to be earned, just felt — naturally, freely, like breathing.

They f***ing loved you.

Or at least, they said they did.

But here’s the part no one talks about: love doesn’t just disappear. It doesn’t vanish overnight unless it was never anchored in truth to begin with. And when someone who once adored you turns cold — when they go from obsessed to indifferent, from “I can’t live without you” to “You meant nothing” — that switch isn’t love evolving. It’s the mask falling off.

People don’t wake up and stop loving you. They wake up and stop pretending.

That’s a truth most people choke on. Because it’s easier to believe you did something wrong. That you were too much. That you pushed them away. That you caused the shift. That if you had just been more patient, more understanding, less emotional, more chill, they would’ve stayed. They would’ve loved you right.

But no. That’s not how real love works. Real love doesn’t rewrite history. It doesn’t turn passion into bitterness or vulnerability into ammunition. Real love doesn’t need to erase what was in order to justify walking away.

The kind of “love” that flips like a switch? That was convenience wearing commitment like a costume.



They Weren’t Lying — They Were Playing a Role

Let’s get this straight. They weren’t necessarily lying when they said you were everything to them. They were just speaking from a place of emotional intoxication, not integrity. And there's a huge f***ing difference between the two.

See, a lot of people confuse intensity with depth. The butterflies, the obsession, the constant texting, the can’t-stop-thinking-about-you energy — that’s not love. That’s chemical chaos. That’s infatuation, validation hunger, dopamine addiction. That’s someone craving a high, not building a bond.

They adored how you made them feel. They didn’t adore you. They adored the attention, the mirror you held up, the way you poured into them without them having to offer anything stable back. And the second that intensity cooled — the second things got real — they panicked.

Because people like that aren’t in it for the long haul. They’re in it for the spark. And when the spark fades, they start rewriting the story to make it look like you were never the right one — instead of facing the truth that they were never built for anything real.

The performance was never about you. It was about them. About the version of themselves they wanted to feel like. You were just the spotlight.

And when you stopped making them feel shiny and new? They swapped you out like a prop.



You Didn’t Change — Their Need for Control Did

You want to know what’s f***ed up?

Most of the time, it’s not even that you changed. It’s that they couldn’t control you anymore. Maybe you stopped tolerating the mixed signals. Maybe you started asking for more consistency. Maybe you finally called them out on the breadcrumbing, the hot-and-cold behaviour, the emotional withdrawal.

And that’s when everything shifted.

Because they liked you better when you were easy to manage. When you were overwhelmed with love and silence at the same time, still showing up for them despite their detachment. When you didn’t ask questions. When you played along.

But you started to wake up.

And instead of meeting you with maturity, they punished you for it. They flipped the script. Suddenly, you were the problem. You were “too emotional.” “Too needy.” “Too intense.” You were “pressuring” them or “ruining the vibe.” They painted you as the villain, the one who wanted too much, felt too deeply, cared too hard.

But here’s the truth: what they once called passion, they now call drama. What they once admired about your fire, they now reduce to instability. They weaponise the very qualities they used to worship — because those qualities now hold them accountable. And they don’t like that.

You didn’t become a different person. You just stopped accepting their bullshit. And they couldn’t stomach the consequences of that, so they projected the discomfort onto you.



Love Isn’t a Switch — It’s a Mirror

Let’s make one thing brutally clear: love doesn’t turn off like a f***ing tap.

Real love fades slowly, if at all. It dissolves with dignity, not violence. It shifts with softness, not blame. If someone can go from loving you madly to acting like you never mattered, that’s not love ending. That’s exposure.

It’s the moment the mask drops.

And what you’re left with is the unfiltered version of them — the one that never planned to stay once it got uncomfortable, the one that needs to tear you down to avoid looking at themselves.

They rewrite the history so they can sleep at night. They tell themselves you were toxic, clingy, exhausting. They cherry-pick the arguments, the emotional moments, the times you cried or yelled or asked for something they weren’t ready to give — and they build a new version of the story, one where they were the victim and you were the storm.

They make it look like you changed everything — when really, they were always waiting for the excuse to run.



Don’t Internalise Their Amnesia

You’re going to be tempted to believe their new version of events.

You’ll replay the relationship like a crime scene. Wonder where you went wrong. Analyse every message, every silence, every goodbye. Because when someone suddenly acts like you were never that important — it f***s with your sense of reality.

But here’s what you need to know: just because someone changes the story doesn’t mean the original never existed.

They did love you — in the way they were capable. That doesn’t mean it was the kind of love you deserved. That doesn’t mean it was safe or sustainable. But it was real for them in the moment.

And it’s not your job to make sense of why they changed. It’s your job to protect your peace when they do.

Their rewriting of the past? That’s their defence mechanism, not your truth.

And if you keep trying to prove your version of the story — the version with love, and effort, and moments that mattered — you’ll drive yourself mad. Because you’re not arguing with facts. You’re arguing with fiction. And they’ll always rewrite the ending to cast themselves as the misunderstood protagonist.

Let them.

You don’t owe anyone your pain just because they refuse to claim their part in it.



You Deserved the Truth — Not the Rewrite

The worst part isn’t even the leaving.

It’s the dishonesty that follows.

It’s watching someone who once swore they couldn’t live without you suddenly act like they barely know you. It’s seeing them speak about you like a burden, not a blessing. It’s realising that someone who once memorised the way you laugh now acts like your presence is a nuisance.

But the greatest disrespect isn’t the silence.

It’s the story they tell about you after they’ve gone.

They don’t just leave. They erase. They revise. They paint you with a new palette — one dipped in resentment and justification and shame. Because if they admitted the truth — that they were once happy, that they were once in love, that they just didn’t have the tools to hold it — they’d have to feel guilt. And guilt is heavier than anger. So they pick anger. They pick blame. They pick the easier story.

And you? You’re left feeling like your memories are a lie. Like the love wasn’t real. Like you made it all up.

But here’s what you need to remember: just because they deny the past doesn’t mean you imagined it. You lived it. You felt it. And they did too — even if they’re too cowardly to own it now.



Final Gut Punch

They f***ing loved you — until you became too real.

Until you asked for something their ego couldn’t offer: honesty, consistency, depth.
Until your presence demanded accountability instead of just offering affection.
Until your love became a mirror instead of a performance.
So they dropped you.

But not because you were unlovable —
Because they couldn’t love you without the mask.
Let them rewrite their little story.
You
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