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How I Lost My Voice, My Confidence, and My Identity Trying to Be Loved

— And How I Found My Way Back
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A healing journey for every woman who forgot her worth while trying to love someone else.

Written with love by

HealingWithCassie

[image: ][image: ]

​Chapter One

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Woman I Was Before Him
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Before I became someone's girlfriend, I was already someone worth knowing.
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THERE WAS A VERSION of me that existed before I ever learned to shrink.

She laughed without checking to see if it was too loud. She wore what she wanted. She had opinions and shared them freely. She danced in her kitchen and dreamed out loud about the life she was building.

That woman did not need anyone to validate her. She already knew she was enough.

But somewhere between the first I love you and the last argument that left her silent, she started disappearing. Not all at once. It was slow. Like a photograph left in the sun too long — the colors fading so gradually that nobody noticed until the image was almost gone.

She stopped calling her friends. She stopped wearing red lipstick. She stopped writing in her journal. She stopped saying what she really thought because keeping the peace felt safer than being herself.

And the worst part? She did not even realize it was happening.

Because when you love someone, you tell yourself that compromise is normal. That adjusting is what grown women do. That relationships require sacrifice.

But there is a difference between compromise and erasure.

There is a difference between growing together and shrinking yourself so someone else can feel bigger.

I know this now. But back then? Back then I thought love was supposed to cost me something. I thought the more I gave up, the more it proved how much I cared.

I was wrong.

Love is not supposed to make you unrecognizable to yourself. Love is not supposed to silence the very things that made you magnetic in the first place.

So before we go any further in this book, I need you to do something for me.

I need you to remember her. The woman you were before you started performing for someone else's approval. Before you made yourself smaller. Before you forgot what your own voice sounded like without asking permission first.

She is still in there. I promise you that.
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TAKE A MOMENT. CLOSE your eyes if you need to. Think about the woman you were before you started making yourself smaller for someone else.

Answer these questions honestly. There is no judgment here — only truth and tenderness.

Journal Prompts

	Who was I before I started seeking someone else's approval? What did I love about myself?
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	What parts of myself did I stop honoring when I entered that relationship?
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	What dreams did I put on hold because I was too busy holding someone else together?
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	When was the last time I did something purely because it made ME happy?
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	If the woman I was five years ago could see me now, what would she say?
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My Type Was Emotional Chaos
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I had a type. Unfortunately, my type was emotional confusion wearing a cute smile.
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LET ME BE HONEST WITH you. I had a type.

Unfortunately, my type was emotional unavailability wrapped in just enough charm to keep me hoping. I called it chemistry. I called it passion. I called it that deep, magnetic connection that only comes once in a lifetime.

Girl. It came more than once. Because I kept choosing the same man in different bodies.

You know the one. He texts you at midnight but disappears by morning. He tells you he has never felt this way about anyone, but somehow cannot commit. He makes you feel like the most important woman in the world on Tuesday and a complete stranger by Friday.

And what did I do? I stayed. I adjusted. I told myself that if I just loved him harder, if I was just a little more patient, a little more understanding, a little more everything — he would finally show up the way I needed him to.

Spoiler alert: he never did.

Because here is the truth nobody tells you when you are in it: you cannot love someone into being ready for you. You cannot pour enough of yourself into another person to fill the spaces they refuse to fill themselves.

I learned this the hard way. Multiple times. Because apparently I needed the lesson on repeat before it finally stuck.

Looking back, I can see it so clearly now. The patterns. The excuses. The way I would rationalize behavior that my best friend would have dragged me away from if she had known the half of it.

I ignored red flags so long I started decorating them.

I was not dating potential. I was dating a full-time renovation project with no blueprint, no budget, and no contractor willing to do the work.

But the real question was never about him. The real question was always: why did I keep choosing this? What was I getting from the chaos that felt more familiar than peace?

That answer took me years to find. And when I found it, everything changed.
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NO JUDGMENT HERE. JUST honesty. Let yourself see the patterns clearly so you can finally break them.

Journal Prompts

	Describe your "type." What traits kept showing up in the people you chose?
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	What did you call chemistry that was actually anxiety?
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	What excuses did you make for behavior you knew was not okay?
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	If your best friend described this relationship to you, what would you have told her?
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	What do you think you were really searching for in these relationships?


QUOTES TO MAKE YOU Laugh (and Think)

“I ignored red flags so long I started decorating them.”

“I was not dating potential. I was dating a full-time renovation project.”

“I thought I was seeing his potential. I was actually dating a future version of him that only existed in my imagination.”

“My love language was apparently accepting the bare minimum and calling it effort.”
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When I Became His Therapist Instead of His Partner
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I was pouring into someone who never learned how to pour back.
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I DID NOT REALIZE I had become his therapist until the day I caught myself saying, "And how does that make you feel?" without a single hint of irony.

Somewhere along the way, I stopped being his partner and became his emotional support system. His safe space. His sounding board. His unpaid, unqualified, always- available counselor who also happened to cook dinner and pretend everything was fine.

I knew his childhood trauma better than my own. I could explain his behavior to my friends with the precision of someone who had read every attachment theory book on the market. I had theories about why he shut down. I had strategies for when he got distant. I had a whole mental filing cabinet dedicated to understanding him.

And you know what he had for me? Nothing.

Not because he was a monster. But because I never gave him the chance to show up for me. I was so busy being his everything that I forgot to ask for anything.

I told myself it was love. I told myself that strong women hold things together. That being needed was the same as being valued.

But being needed is not the same as being loved.

Being the person who holds everything together is not intimacy. It is exhaustion wearing a relationship costume.

I was pouring into someone who never learned how to pour back. And every time I emptied myself a little more, I told myself it was noble. That I was patient. That I was the kind of woman who does not give up on people.

But here is what I wish someone had told me sooner:

You cannot therapize someone into loving you properly. You cannot explain away neglect. You cannot carry someone's emotional weight and still have the energy to carry your own.

And you should not have to.

A partner is supposed to be someone who meets you in the middle. Not someone you drag to the middle while they watch.
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BE HONEST WITH YOURSELF. Check every statement that applies to your past (or current) relationship:

Emotional Labor Checklist


□  I was the one who always initiated difficult conversations




□  I explained his behavior to my friends and family




□  I managed his emotions more than my own




□  I felt responsible for his happiness




□  I researched his issues to understand him better




□  I made excuses for things that hurt me




□  I rarely asked for what I needed




□  I felt guilty when I focused on myself




□  I was exhausted but called it love




□  I lost friendships because I was so focused on him
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JOURNAL PROMPTS

	What responsibilities did I take on that were never mine to carry?
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	Did I feel loved, or did I feel needed? What is the difference?
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	When was the last time someone asked ME how I was doing — and actually listened?
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	What would it look like to be in a relationship where I am cared for equally?
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The Red Flags I Painted Green
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Love should not require you to convince yourself that disrespect is acceptable.
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I WANT TO TELL YOU something that might sting a little. But I am telling you because I love you and because I wish someone had said it to me sooner.

You saw the red flags. You did.

You were not blind. You were not stupid. You were not naive. You saw them. You felt them in your gut every single time something felt off. Your body told you. Your friends told you. That little voice in the back of your mind told you.

But you painted them green anyway.

You told yourself he was just stressed. That he did not mean it like that. That everyone has bad days. That he was working on himself. That it would get better once things calmed down.

You became an expert at reframing disrespect as misunderstanding. At turning neglect into "he just shows love differently." At explaining away the very things that were slowly breaking you.

And I get it. I really do.

Because accepting the truth meant accepting that the person you loved was not who you needed them to be. And that acceptance felt like a death. The death of the future you had imagined. The death of the story you had been telling yourself.

So you kept painting. Red to green. Red to green. Over and over until you could not even remember what the original color looked like.

But here is what I know now: your
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