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TRIGGER / CONTENT WARNING

This memoir contains references to emotional distress, relationship conflict, and other sensitive topics that may be triggering for some readers. Reader discretion is advised.

PERMISSIONS STATEMENT

Every reasonable effort has been made to identify and credit all sources. Any omissions are unintentional. If notified of an oversight, the author or publisher will correct it in future editions.



DEDICATION

To every woman who has survived what she was never meant to endure— this is for you.

For the silence you carried. For the truth you buried. For the strength you did not know you had.

And to the version of me who almost did not make it— you did. You are here. You are free.

May this book be a light in the dark, a voice for the voiceless, and a reminder that survival is not weakness— it is power.

Rachel M. Harrison



EPIGRAPH

“The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it.” —John 1:5

AUTHOR’S NOTE

This memoir reflects my personal memories, perceptions, and emotional truth. Time softens some edges and sharpens others, and the way I remember certain events may differ from how others experienced them. I have changed names, identifying details, and some circumstances to protect the privacy of individuals. 

My intention is not to assign blame or recreate every moment with perfect accuracy, but to share the story of what I lived, what I learned, and how I found my way forward. This is one perspective—my own—and it is offered with honesty and respect.

Rachel M. Harrison

PROLOGUE

There are moments in life that divide everything into Before and After. You do not always recognize them as they happen. Sometimes they arrive quietly—an ordinary day, an ordinary conversation, an ordinary choice that becomes the hinge on which your entire life turns.

For a long time, I did not understand the weight of those moments. I moved through them believing I was choosing love, believing I was choosing stability, believing I was choosing the version of myself I was supposed to become. What I did not see was how slowly I was disappearing inside the life I had built around someone else.

This is not a story about him. It is a story about what it took to survive the version of myself I became with him. It is a story about unraveling, awakening, and the quiet, steady work of returning to a self I had forgotten.

Before everything changed, I thought survival meant holding on. I did not yet know that sometimes survival is the courage to let go



PREFACE

This book is not just my story.

It is a witness. A prayer. A testament to the God who carried me when I could not carry myself.

I walked through shadows that tried to consume me. I bled from wounds meant to silence me. I endured nights that felt endless, hopeless, deadly.

But even in the darkest places, there was a Presence. God remained with me — whether I was lying unnamed in a hospital bed, standing alone at a door, or trembling under the weight of fear. I did not survive by my own strength. I survived because grace met me in silence, because mercy stitched me back together, because love refused to let me die.

This memoir is my offering. My declaration: I am still here. Still breathing. Still His.

If you have walked through hardship, remember this: your survival is not small. Your story is holy. May these pages remind you that even when the dream turns deadly, life can rise again. Hope can return. And God can make beauty from blood. 

Rachel M. Harrison
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“This incident occurred on November 8, 2025. The first picture was taken on the eighth day in hospital. Eight days in a hospital bed. Eight days learning how to breathe again. The bruises were visible, but the real damage was deeper — in my ribs, my lungs, my head, my sense of safety. The second picture was taken on November 7, 2025, a day before the incident.”
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CHAPTER ONE  
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The Dream

In the beginning, he was everything I thought I had ever wanted.

He did not just meet my expectations — he exceeded them effortlessly. He was my partner, my confidant, my best friend. Every word, every gesture, every promise felt like proof that I had finally found the love of my life.

We spent every moment we could together — laughing until our sides ached, talking through late-night conversations that stretched until dawn, sharing secrets and dreams that made “forever” feel real.

He noticed trivial things. He made space for my needs. He made me feel understood.

I pictured the wedding. The vows. A home filled with laughter and children.

I thought my search was over. I thought my heart had found it forever.

But dreams can be dangerous. They can blind you. They can soften the edges of reality. They can make you ignore the shadows gathering at the edges.

And slowly, the shadows began to move.


CHAPTER TWO  

The Cracks

At first, the signs were small.

Women called his phone constantly — not just friends, but women with drama, women in relationships, women who always needed him. And he was always involved. Always inserting himself into chaos.

I told myself he was loyal. Protective. Helpful.

But the truth was simpler: he thrived on chaos.

Then came the jealousy — not the playful kind, not the protective kind, but the suffocating kind.

He questioned everything. Where I was going. Who I was talking to. Why did I look at my phone? Why did I need to leave the house?

Eventually, I was not allowed to be on the phone at all.

The warmth in his voice cooled. The listening ear became a watchful eye. The man who once made me feel safe now made me feel monitored.

He gave me ten-minute limits at the store. Checked cameras to see if I was there. Asked questions that were not questions — they were accusations waiting for confessions that did not exist.

He made it sound like love. Like protection. Like devotion.

But deep down, I felt the shift.

The dream was cracking.


CHAPTER THREE

Isolation

It happened slowly — too slowly to recognize at first.

Friends stopped calling. Family visits became rare. Every outing was questioned. Every conversation was monitored.

I was not living anymore. I was surviving under his watch.

He convinced me that nobody cared but him. And for a while, I believed it.

Piece by piece, my world shrank.

No phone calls. No freedom. No space to breathe.

I learned to stay quiet. I learned to stop asking. I learned that resistance only brought suspicion.

And in that silence, I felt myself slipping away.

I was not Rachel anymore. I was his shadow. His possession. His prisoner.


CHAPTER FOUR  

The Breaking Point

The first real argument came when he started working third shift.

He left at 8 p.m. and came home at 7 a.m. I hated the empty bed, the silence where his warmth used to be. Snuggling up to him had become my favorite part of the day.

For months, I asked him to meet my family — my mom, my sister, the only people I had. But it was always too late, or he had to work too early.

So, I suggested visiting them at night, since I was a night owl too.

Instead of understanding, he grew suspicious.

A childhood neighbor had texted me days earlier. I deleted the conversation while clearing my phone, but he twisted it into proof of cheating.

That night at work, he spent hours accusing me — text after text, call after call — demanding explanations I had already given.

It hurt in ways I cannot explain that he could look at me, the woman who wanted only him, and call me unfaithful.

From that night forward, things only got worse.

He stayed gone longer. The women called more. And when I saw the messages, my heart broke again.

He told them I was ungrateful, bougie, mean. He told them I hit him. And they told him to hit me back.

The truth? I never even went to see my family. Not once. Because he did not want me to.

Then came the night in July 2025 everything changed.

A chaotic series of calls. A woman saying he was too sleepy to drive. Me gathering change around the house for gas. Driving an hour to find him. Him panicked and sped off. A phone call claiming he had had an accident.

At the gas station, he told another woman I refused to pick him up.

I asked why he kept lying
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