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    To my child, my light, my reason.To every woman who ever had to rebuild herself from the ground up.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Sometimes the bravest thing a woman can do is walk away—with a child in one hand and her dignity in the other.
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I didn’t meet him in a movie moment—no dramatic sparks or sweeping gestures. He came into my life quietly, like a calm afternoon breeze, and for a time, that was exactly what I needed. I was young, hopeful, and ready to believe in a love that promised forever.
We started like most love stories do—simple conversations, shared laughter, and late-night texts that made my heart flutter. He called me beautiful even on my worst days. He made me feel like I belonged, like I had finally found someone who truly saw me.

Our bond grew fast. Too fast, maybe. But when you’ve been craving love for so long, you don’t question it when it arrives. I thought I had finally come home.

We talked about the future—our dreams, a family, a house near the city. He told me he’d take care of me. That no matter how tough things got, we’d be together. And I believed him.

Looking back now, I realize the red flags were already there. The small moments when he pulled away, when his words didn’t match his actions. But I was too in love to notice—or maybe I noticed but convinced myself that love was enough.

Because when your heart finally finds a home, you don’t imagine it will become a battlefield.

Still, in those early days, I was happy. And that happiness, even if short-lived, was real.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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It started with silence. Not the peaceful kind, but the kind that makes you feel invisible. He stopped asking how my day was. He came home later. He looked at his phone more than he looked at me. And yet, I stayed.
I told myself he was tired, stressed, distracted. I wanted to believe the man I fell in love with was still there, buried under the weight of life. So I worked harder. I cooked his favorite meals. I smiled even when my heart ached. I gave and gave and gave—hoping he’d notice.

But the more I gave, the less I had for myself.

He began to raise his voice. He’d insult me when things didn’t go his way. “You’re worthless,” he said once. I laughed it off. Then he said it again. And again. Until it stopped feeling like a joke and started sounding like the truth.

I blamed myself. Maybe I wasn’t loving enough. Maybe I was too emotional. Maybe if I changed, he’d go back to the man I once knew.

I started hiding the pain. From my friends, from my family. I didn’t want them to see the cracks in our love. I was still trying to protect the dream we built—no matter how much it was crumbling.

They say when a house starts falling apart, you either fix the damage or abandon it. I wasn’t ready to leave. Not yet.

So I stayed. And
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