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Introduction:

There comes a moment in every heart’s journey when you realize:
Love doesn’t always save you.
Sometimes, it’s the very thing that breaks you—quietly, gently, over years.
This book is not revenge.
It’s not a list of names, or a cry for pity.
It’s an act of honesty—raw, unfiltered, and long overdue.
All the people I loved... slowly destroyed me.
Not because they meant to.
Not because they were monsters.
But because love, in its purest form, can still be toxic.
Because kindness can wear the mask of control.
Because closeness can hide distance.
And because the ones we trust the most are often the ones who unknowingly chip away at our soul—piece by piece, smile by smile, promise by broken promise.
This is my story.
But if it stirs something in you, it might be yours too.
I write not to blame, but to understand.
To trace the footsteps of those who shaped me—the ones who held my hand through storms, then became the thunder. The ones I gave my truth to, only to find mine was the only truth they discarded.
Love should never cost your self-worth.
Yet, for years, I paid that price—again and again.
I mistook pain for passion, silence for peace, and loyalty for love.
I stayed when I should’ve spoken.
I left when I should’ve stayed.
And in the end, I lost myself trying to be enough for people who never truly saw me.
But this is not a story of defeat.
It’s a story of awakening.
Of standing in the ruins of what was called love and asking:
Was I loved... or just used?
Was I cherished... or just convenient?
And finally—Who am I, when I stop existing for others?
This book is my return to myself.
A map of scars, yes—but also of healing.
Of learning that the most important love is the one you give to your own soul.
That sometimes, the bravest thing you can do is walk away from the people you adore...
Because staying would mean disappearing.
If you’ve ever loved someone who drained you.
If you’ve ever smiled through tears just to keep the peace.
If you’ve ever wondered why being kind always left you broken—
Then this book is for you.
Welcome to the truth.
Welcome to the pain.
And above all—welcome to the beginning of healing.
You are not alone.
And you are worth more than slow destruction.
You are worth becoming whole again.
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Chapter 1: The Curse of Being Too Available
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There’s a quiet tragedy in being the one who’s always there.
The first to answer.
The last to leave.
The one who remembers birthdays, silences, and the way someone takes their coffee — even when they’ve forgotten your name in the dark.
We don’t start out trying to be indispensable.
We start out trying to be loved.
And somewhere along the way, we learn the wrong lesson:
If I am constant, they will stay.
If I am kind, they will care.
If I am always available, they will finally see me.
But love doesn’t work like that.

The cruel irony? The more we give, the less we’re valued.
The more we show up, the less we’re noticed.
Our consistency becomes background noise — a steady hum in the distance, so predictable it fades into silence.
Being too available isn’t a virtue.
It’s a trap.
A slow surrender of boundaries, dignity, and selfhood — disguised as devotion.
We confuse sacrifice with love.
We mistake presence for purpose.
And we pour ourselves into people who only notice us when we’re gone — not because they miss us, but because the service has stopped.
Love, it turns out, doesn’t reward loyalty.
It feasts on mystery.
It lingers where there’s space, where there’s absence, where there’s a question left unanswered.
It chases the one who walks away, not the one who waits.
Because desire thrives on tension — not certainty.
And we? We became the certainty.
The safe bet.
The open door.
The shoulder always offered, the ear always listening, the heart always ready — even when it’s bleeding.
But here’s the truth they never tell you:
You cannot be deeply loved while being completely known.
Not in the way we hope for.
Not when every corner of your soul has been mapped and taken for granted.
When you’re always available, you become expected.
And when you’re expected, you become invisible.
This isn’t about blaming others.
It’s about recognizing the pattern:
We gave our presence like currency, hoping it would buy us belonging.
But emotional abundance, like anything too easily obtained, loses its worth.
And so, we were taken for granted.
Not because we were weak.
But because we made ourselves safe — and in doing so, we erased our own tension, our own fire, our own mystery.
This chapter isn’t a condemnation of love.
It’s a wake-up call.
To stop equating availability with worth.
To stop believing that suffering in silence is noble.
To stop thinking that if we just love harder, longer, quieter — it will finally be enough.
Enough for what?
To be seen?
To be chosen?
To be cherished?
You deserve to be cherished now — not after you’ve emptied yourself.
You deserve to be chosen not because you’re convenient, but because you’re irreplaceable.
And that begins with one radical act:
Stop being available to everyone — and start being sacred to yourself.
Because the love that costs you your soul was never love at all.
It was just a slow erosion.
And you?
You were never meant to disappear just to prove you existed.
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Chapter 2: Affection is Not a Guarantee

[image: ]


Just because they held your hand, doesn’t mean they planned to stay.
Just because they cried with you, doesn’t mean they won’t be the cause of your next tear.
We collect these moments like relics — fragile, sacred, loaded with meaning we projected onto them.
A late-night text.
A forehead kiss.
A voice that softened when saying your name.
And we called it love.

But love isn’t measured in gestures.
It’s measured in consistency.
In choice.
In showing up — not when it’s easy, but when it’s hard.
Not when you’re radiant, but when you’re broken.
Not when the bed is warm, but when the silence between you is colder than winter.
Affection is easy.
It costs nothing to hold someone’s hand in the dark.
To whisper “I’m here” during a panic attack.
To kiss their scars like they’re holy.
But commitment?
That’s the real currency.
And most people aren’t willing to pay it.
They confuse warmth with loyalty.
Passion with permanence.
A spark with a flame.
And so, we believed.
We believed that the way they looked at us at 2 a.m. meant they’d never look away.
That the way they memorized the rhythm of our breath meant they’d fight to keep hearing it.
That the tears they shed on our shoulder were proof they’d never leave us in the rain.
But grief has a way of teaching us what tenderness never could:
Some people don’t know how to love — they only know how to need.
They lean on you when they’re empty, then walk away when they’re full.
They hold you when they’re afraid, then disappear when they feel safe.
They love you fiercely — until something easier comes along.
And when they go, they leave behind not just absence, but confusion.
How could someone who felt so much... leave so coldly?
How could they cry with me one night, and erase me the next?
Because affection doesn’t require courage.
It doesn’t demand accountability.
It can be real and temporary.
Deep — and disposable.
Not all kisses are promises.
Not all “I love you”s are contracts.
And not every person who warms your bed deserves a home in your heart.
This chapter isn’t meant to make you cynical.
It’s meant to make you clear.
To stop mistaking intensity for intimacy.
To stop believing that just because someone felt you deeply, they were willing to stay with you truly.
Real love doesn’t vanish when the crisis passes.
It doesn’t leave when the silence grows heavy.
It doesn’t treat your soul like a shelter from the storm — then abandon you when the sun returns.
You are not broken for having believed in their gestures.
You were human.
You were hoping.
You were giving meaning to moments that were never meant to carry it.
But now — you know.
Affection is not a guarantee.
It’s a
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“You are not what broke you. You are what survived.”
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