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​Leaving Your Abuser: A Chapter For Those Still in a Narcissistic Relationship
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If you’ve already left your abuser and are suffering from their harassing and abusive stalking, then please feel free to skip this chapter and head to the next chapter, ‘The Horrific Treatment You Endure at the Hands of a Narcissist’. This chapter is directed at those knowing (or wanting) to leave their narcissistic partner but are finding themselves feeling unable. 

When I escaped from my abuser, I left with almost nothing. I had the bare minimum of everything: money, resources, support. I had been abused, trampled on, and gaslighted to the point I was in a constant state of fogginess, confusion, and anxiety. 

Despite finding my strength to leave, and the strenuous planning it took to do so, I was still very vulnerable after leaving. I was susceptible to returning to the relationship if my ex caught me at the right time. I had blocked and deleted every avenue I could that he could contact me on, but I knew he wouldn’t just let it end there. 

No amount of blocking or running away would stop him from trying to control me, no matter how far away I fled from him. He was still there; in my nightmares, in my thoughts, and in the memories I was trying so hard to forget. This wasn’t enough for him though. He wanted full control of me no matter the distance I purposefully put between us. It was his mission to overpower me with the fear he knew he instilled into me, and for almost two years, that’s what he did. 

He found out where I lived. He found out where my new job was. He knew what time I had my lunch break, and where I would go to pick up groceries. He found out my new number and tried various methods of contact to get in touch after I blocked him. He made his presence known by turning up to the same places I would be, and glare at me from afar. As much as I tried to not show fear, I don’t know if that was possible given how scared of him I was. Sometimes he would try to speak as if we were friends, often in a menacing way. Sometimes he would cause a scene. Sometimes he would do nothing but look at me. 

The fear of him and the fear of not knowing what he’d do would strike sheer terror into me, leaving me unable to think straight. I lived my life in a state of fear for two years because of a person who thought they had the right to control me and own me, and in the process of overcoming this, I found out I wasn’t alone.

Being stalked by an abusive ex is scarily common. The stats and figures that show how many people are killed or hurt by an abusive ex are upsetting and angering to hear, but sadly, they don’t surprise me. From enduring the stalking of my ex, to the survivor stories I have read, to the other men and women I’ve chatted to online who’ve been through this, I know the dark reality of being stalked. I know the fear. I know how alone it feels. I understand second-guessing every decision, being so uncertain of yourself.

There are few things in life that I can compare to leaving an abusive partner. The thought alone is anxiety-inducing, let alone taking the steps needed to go ahead and actually leave the relationship. More than this, whilst you know your partner is abusive, you still love them, which makes it feel almost impossible to escape the entanglement. To close your eyes and imagine a life where you’re stress-free, able to live without fear or nervousness seems like a far-fetched fantasy. Whilst you may yearn to have the emotional safety, the calmness, and freedom that you can have without your partner, simply upping and leaving isn’t an option. 

What about your partner? What about the life you share? What about money - how will you survive? What about your family? What will happen to my spouse if I leave them? I won’t ever be free of my abuser so I might as well stay. I’m too old/poor/weak/insert-your-own-limiting-belief here to leave.

The fact that you’re here, holding or listening to this book, means you (at the very least) know you’re with an abusive partner. You might be a few steps ahead of this and are wanting to leave your nightmare spouse, or you might be teetering somewhere in the middle of this: Knowing you have a toxic partner but feel unable or unsure as to how you can be free of them. Wherever you are in your journey towards breaking the invisible shackles of abuse, this book is a good starting point. 

The fact that you’ve sought this book out and are here right now is a step a lot of victims of abuse don’t ever take (and if you winced at the word ‘victim’ and wanted to put this book down, I know how you feel - embarrassed, shameful, guilty... Whatever negative emotion it made you feel, override it. Keep reading. It’s not a word to be associated with any negative feelings towards yourself. From a victim is born a survivor, and that’s what I am; so if this book can give you anything, I hope it’s the strength and tools you need to fight the fear and leave your abusive relationship.)

I had a seven-year relationship with a malignant narcissist. He was cruel, verbally and physically, and would manipulate, control, gaslight, and lie to me until I was nothing but a broken source of narcissistic supply to him. No matter what he put me through, what he said to me, how hurtful his actions or lies were, he knew I’d still be there when he decided that’s what he wanted. If he went out for days on end, he knew I’d be sat there when he returned home, ready to let him slot himself back into my life again, which wasn’t hard, considering it revolved around him. 

I don’t know your particular circumstance or what kind of abuse you’ve endured. You may have been subjected to lashings of verbal abuse, never being able to do or say the ‘right’ thing to your abuser. You may be in a stifling, controlling relationship where your abuser controls you so subtly that no-one but you could ever see it was going on. You may be with a physically abusive spouse who wouldn’t think twice about striking you and then putting the blame on you for it. It could be that you’re with a mentally abusive partner who lies, manipulates, and gaslights you into thinking you’re going crazy. No matter what you’re going through, I know it’s tough. It’s a hard thing to endure, and dare I say it, even harder to escape. But let me tell you a little about me, and hopefully, it’ll give you the food for thought needed to devour the rest of this book and gain the courage needed to break free from the toxic bond you’re glued to.

I was in an abusive relationship for seven years, which to some of you reading seems like nothing compared to how long you’ve been with your hurtful spouse. For some of you, it may seem like an eternity, and looking back at my time in this toxic relationship, it sure did feel like an eternity when I was going through it. Some people spend decades in this situation; others find their strength to leave much sooner. Regardless, the impact it has and the emotional effects it leaves behind remain the same, and wishing you left sooner or had found the courage earlier does nothing to help push you in the right direction.

During my seven years in hell, I was subjected to put-downs, uber controlling behavior, nasty remarks, and comparisons between me and other women. My abuser cheated on me, and although he would deny until he was blue in the face, the evidence wasn’t hard to find. His infidelity wasn’t just once, and it was almost like he didn’t feel he had to cover his tracks, as he knew I’d take him back anyway. Looking back, I’m inclined to believe that he wanted me to find out, to hurt, to feel less than others, to feel degraded, all because it helped him in his ultimate cause: to control me, to know he had power over me, and to feel superior. 

As well as the emotional abuse that saw him manipulate me, he would get incredibly aggressive with me, too. This would happen when he felt backed into a corner if I dared to confront him about his vile treatment of me. It would also happen if I did something that he deemed to be an insult to him, or if it made him feel like he was losing his grip on me. For example, if I went out and told him I would be half an hour, but I took forty-five minutes instead, not only would I get interrogated when I got home, it would often turn into aggression towards me. The same would happen if he found out I’d been talking to someone he disapproved of, or if I took a colleague up on an offer of a lift home, or if I got a text message off an old friend... The list of things that would ignite his rage is lengthy. His fits of aggression would vary in severity; sometimes he would smash things, punch walls, or break his own items. 

Other times, his violence would be aimed towards me directly, and it wasn’t one punch or shove (not that this is ever okay, I’m just stressing how hateful he was towards me) - it was prolonged episodes, and it was something I lived in a state of fear of. Sometimes, I wouldn’t know what would set him off, but when the look in his eyes shifted and his expression changed, I knew I’d done something ‘wrong’ to provoke what would come next. It could have been what I said, or the fact that I’d mentioned someone he didn’t like
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