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DEDICATION
 
To my children,
You were the greatest love of my life long before I understood how much love could hurt. I wish every lesson you learned about love had been a beautiful one. I wish you had never needed to see the difference between being loved and being hurt by someone who says they love you.
But if there is one thing I hope you carry from our story, let it be this: love should never require you to lose yourself.
I hope you remember the laughter as much as the tears, the good memories without guilt, and the woman I was through it all.
I was always your mother. And loving you was never the part I questioned.
To the woman I used to be,
I'm sorry for how long I blamed you for things you didn't deserve. I'm sorry I mistook your hope for weakness and your willingness to love for something you should have known better than to give.
You didn't know how the story would end.
You only knew how badly you wanted it to be beautiful.
I understand that now.
 
 
 
 
 
And to every woman holding this book,
Whether you're still trying to find your way out, learning how to live afterward, or simply wondering where the person you used to be has gone, I hope these pages remind you that your story does not end where someone else stopped loving you well.
You do not have to be fearless to begin again.
You do not have to be completely healed to deserve happiness.
And you do not have to become someone new to be worthy of the life waiting for you.
There is still a you beyond what happened.
This book is for her.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“For so long, I thought the aftermath was everything I had lost.
I never thought to count myself among the things that remained.”
— Mollie Vega
 
 
A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR
 
I never imagined I would write this book.
Not because I didn't believe I had a story worth telling, but because I never imagined this would be part of my story.
I believed in love. I believed in marriage, in family, in forgiveness, and in the idea that if two people loved each other enough, they could find their way through almost anything. I believed in second chances, sometimes long after I should have stopped giving them.
And for a long time, I believed that staying meant I hadn't given up.
Until one day, I had to consider whether leaving was the only way I could stop giving up on myself.
I wish I could tell you that everything became beautiful the moment I chose a different life. That I walked away, found peace, and never looked back.
But that isn't how it happened.
There were days when I questioned everything. Days when I missed memories I could never recreate, grieved a future that would never exist, and wondered whether I had made the right decisions. There were moments when freedom felt unfamiliar, when silence made me anxious, and when I realized that leaving something painful didn't automatically teach me how to live without it.
There were also moments of laughter. Unexpected friendships. Prayers I didn't know how to finish. Small victories that nobody else would have understood. Moments when I recognized pieces of myself I thought I had lost.
And through all of it, I remained a mother, a woman of faith, a dreamer, and a person who still wanted beautiful things from life.
That's what this book is about.
The Aftermath isn't a collection about becoming perfectly healed. It isn't a declaration that I have all the answers, that forgiveness is easy, or that every difficult experience happens for a reason.
I don't believe I had to endure what I did to become worthy of love, happiness, or a future.
I was already worthy of those things.
These poems follow the parts of my story that were difficult to admit, the things I learned about myself afterward, and the questions I'm still learning to live with. Some are angry. Some are grieving. Some are filled with faith. Others are filled with uncertainty.
All of them belong here.
If you've ever loved someone who made you question yourself, if you've ever grieved a relationship you knew you couldn't return to, or if you've ever found yourself standing in the middle of a life you fought for and wondered what to do next, I hope you recognize something of yourself in these pages.
Not because our stories are identical.
But because sometimes the most comforting thing another person can offer is the truth that they understand.
I am still learning. Still making mistakes. Still asking God questions. Still figuring out what I want the rest of my life to look like.
And for the first time in a long time, I am allowing myself to believe that not knowing the ending doesn't mean the story is going to be terrible.
I don't know what comes next.
But I know I want to be here to find out.
With love,
Mollie Vega
 
 

ABOUT THE BOOK
 
What happens when the hardest part isn't leaving, but learning how to live afterward?
The Aftermath is an intimate collection of 66 poems exploring the complicated reality of love, emotional abuse, grief, motherhood, faith, and rediscovering yourself after a relationship that changed the way you understood the world.
Told in three acts—Look What You Did, Look What It Did, and Look What I'm Learning—this collection follows a woman through the unraveling of a marriage, the quiet devastation left behind, and the uncertain beauty of beginning again.
These poems do not offer a perfect recovery story. They explore the contradictions that rarely fit into conversations about healing: missing someone you don't want back, feeling lonely in a life you fought to reclaim, wanting love while fearing its return, and trusting God while still having questions for Him.
At its heart, The Aftermath is about more than surviving a painful relationship. It is about the woman who existed before it, the mother who remained through it, and the person who is still learning to build a future that belongs to her.
It is for anyone who has ever wondered whether freedom is supposed to feel different, whether grief means they made the wrong choice, or whether they can be both grateful for their life and uncertain about what comes next.
Because healing isn't always a beautiful transformation.
Sometimes it is simply waking up, making breakfast, loving your children, laughing unexpectedly, and realizing that your story is still being written.
The aftermath isn't only what was broken.
It's also what remained.
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ACT 1
 
LOOK WHAT YOU DID
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SECTION ONE
 
BEFORE THE WRECKAGE
 
 
 
BEFORE
 
Before you, I was okay.
Not perfectly happy. Not perfectly anything.
I was raising two kids, trying to keep a life together
while watching them grow faster than I was ready for.
I had already started imagining the years ahead—
graduations, packed bedrooms, a quieter house,
the strange ache of watching children become adults
and realizing they were supposed to leave.
And then there would be me.
Just me.
Somehow, that didn’t scare me.
I wasn’t waiting for love or asking God to send me someone.
I wasn’t staring at an empty side of the bed
wondering who belonged there.
My life wasn’t missing a man.
It was simply my life,
and I already knew how to live it.
Then one day, I wondered how you were.
An old friend.
An old crush.
The handsome one who got away
before either of us understood
what getting away could mean.
So I reached out.
Not looking for forever,
not looking for a husband,
not looking for someone to change my life.
I just wanted to know
how yours had turned out.
Years had passed since I’d heard your voice,
but when I finally did,
you made me laugh.
Of course you did.
You always knew how.
And I remember thinking how strange it was
that after all those years,
some things hadn’t changed at all.
I didn’t know I was standing
at the last quiet beginning
of a life I already knew how to live.
I didn’t know one phone call
could divide a life
so completely.
There would be the woman
who wondered how you were,
and the woman
who would spend years
trying to remember
who she was
before she asked.
HEART, ARE WE REALLY DOING THIS?
 
Heart,
are we really doing this again?
Because we were fine. Remember?
We had kids to raise, bills to pay, a life that wasn’t perfect but belonged to us. We weren’t looking.
We definitely weren’t asking.
So explain to me why we’re smiling at the phone before we even open his message. Why one phone call turned into another, and another, and somehow his name on the screen has become the best part of an ordinary day.
Heart, be serious.
Do we really need this in our life right now?
Because I know you.
You get excited and suddenly everything means something. A laugh becomes chemistry. A late-night conversation becomes connection. Butterflies become signs you swear the universe sent personally.
And we’ve been wrong before.
So maybe calm down.
Except—
God, this feels good.
The stupid smile. The butterflies. Laughing until my face hurts with someone who somehow still remembers how to make me laugh after all these years.
Maybe we’re not falling.
Maybe we’re just having fun.
Maybe this doesn’t have to become anything at all. We can enjoy this without turning it into forever.
Right?
Heart?
…
Heart,
why aren’t you answering me?
How Has No One Held On To You?
 
You said all the right things.
Not just the beautiful things—the right ones. The things that made me wonder how you knew which parts of me needed hearing.
You asked questions and actually waited for the answers. You listened. Remembered. Noticed the little things I didn’t realize I had told you.
You made me laugh until whatever I had been carrying that day didn’t feel quite so heavy.
And you wanted me.
God, you wanted me.
Not quietly. Not in that halfway way I’d learned not to trust. There was no guessing where I stood with you because you made sure I knew.
Good morning.
How was your day?
Did you eat?
Call me when you get home.
You were there so often that somewhere along the way, I stopped wondering if you would be.
And you were beautiful.
Jesus Christ, you were beautiful.
Sometimes I’d just look at you and think, how?
How is this man sitting here looking at me like I’m the lucky thing?
I remember wondering how nobody had held on to you. How someone this attentive, this funny, this handsome, this interested could still be available for me to find.
I thought maybe everyone before me had gotten it wrong.
Maybe they hadn’t loved you right. Maybe they hadn’t understood you. Maybe you had simply been waiting for someone who would.
And God,
I wanted to be
the woman who did.
That’s the embarrassing thing about hindsight: it knows the answer to questions hope once asked innocently.
Back then, I wondered:
How did everyone
let someone like you go?
It would take me years
to understand
that sometimes the better question is—
What did they learn
before I did?
 
 
 

What If I Chose Different?
 
There was someone else.
Before you.
Someone who held me softer,
loved me steady,
never made me question my own reflection.
I had a choice.
And I chose you.
God, I chose you
with my whole heart—
like you were home,
like you were safe,
like the future could only be written
with your name in it.
But you led me down
a path I never saw coming.
Shattered glass,
burning bridges,
a version of myself I barely recognize now.
Sometimes I wonder—
what if I chose different?
What if I said yes
to the one who never made me cry like this?
The one who didn’t need to be fixed
or forgiven a hundred times?
Would I be happy now?
Would I be held?
Would I be whole?
Or would I still be searching for something
I thought only you had?
I don’t know.
And I’ll never know.
That’s the thing about choices—
once you make them,
they carve a road that can’t be unwalked.
But some nights,
when the silence feels heavier than your goodbye,
I think about him.
And I wonder
if he still thinks of me
as the one who got away—
or if he thanks God
that I never came back.
All I know is…
I chose you.
And it nearly destroyed me.
But I loved you so much,
I would’ve made the same mistake twice.
And maybe that’s what hurts the most.

I Made The Wrong Choice
 
I made the wrong choice.
There.
I finally said it without dressing it up as fate, without saying everything happens for a reason, without pretending I needed what happened to become who I am.
I didn’t.
My life was fine before you. My kids were growing. I was raising them. I was happy.
Maybe not every day. Maybe not in some beautiful, movie-ending kind of way.
But I was okay.
And okay was so much more precious than I knew.
Before you, there were words I didn’t need.
Gaslighting.
Love bombing.
Narcissism.
Addiction.
Functional addiction—
how someone can keep showing up,
keep working,
keep smiling,
and still be drowning.
Alcoholism.
Emotional abuse.
Verbal abuse.
Mental abuse.
Physical abuse.
Financial abuse.
Sexual abuse.
Every fucking form of abuse
a person should never have to learn
by living through it.
They were words that belonged to other people’s stories. Things you read about. Things you felt sorry for.
Things you never imagined you would one day have to recognize from memory.
I hate that I know them now.
I hate that I can hear someone’s story and know what’s coming before they finish the sentence. I hate that I learned how quickly love can become survival.
How a person can make you question something you watched happen with your own eyes.
How apologies can become currency.
How leaving someone doesn’t always mean your body understands they’re gone.
I could have lived an entirely different life.
Maybe it would’ve been amazing. Maybe it would’ve been ordinary.
God, ordinary sounds beautiful now.
I don’t know what would’ve happened if I had chosen him, and that’s not really what I wonder anymore.
Because the wrong choice wasn’t failing to choose someone else.
The wrong choice
was choosing you.
And still—
something beautiful came from us.
The one piece of our story
I will never call
a mistake.
And that’s the cruelest part of regret.
How do I wish I’d never taken that road when I would never wish away who came from it?
How do I regret the journey without regretting where one part of it led?
I don’t know.
Maybe both things are allowed to be true.
Maybe I can love what came from us with everything in me and still wish there had been some other way for something so beautiful to find me.
Because if I could go back
to the woman who wrote,
I would’ve made
the same mistake twice,
I would take her face
in both of my hands
and tell her—
No.
You wouldn’t.
You don’t need this lesson.
You don’t need this pain.
You don’t need to be destroyed
to discover
you can rebuild.
Your life is already waiting for you.
Go live it.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SECTION 2
 
BEHIND CLOSED DOORS

Too Nice
 
I had only been gone a week.
The first few days, you missed me.
I love you.
I miss you.
When are you coming home?
Then something changed.
Not enough that I could name it, just enough that I noticed. One day you were warm. The next, I couldn’t seem to say anything without bothering you.
By the end of the week, you were cold enough that I started wondering what I had done.
I replayed conversations. Checked my messages. Read my own words back, looking for the place where I had made you angry.
I couldn’t find it.
Then I came home.
And suddenly, you were nice.
Too nice.
Not sorry.
That’s what I remember.
You weren’t apologizing for the way you’d treated me. You weren’t explaining why I’d spent half the week trying to figure out what I’d done wrong.
You were just nice.
Sweet. Attentive.
Like the week before hadn’t happened. Like I should be grateful to have you back without asking where you’d gone.
Something in me wouldn’t settle.
I didn’t have proof. I didn’t even have the right question yet.
I just had that feeling—that tiny voice women are taught to apologize for hearing.
So the first night home, you got in the shower.
And I picked up your phone.
I wish I could say I was surprised.
Maybe I was.
But mostly, I remember the horrible feeling
of being right.
Her.
The woman you told me
I never had to worry about.
The woman
you had already lied about
once before.
There she was.
And suddenly the whole week made sense.
The distance.
The irritation.
The coldness.
And then—
the kindness.
God, the kindness made sense too.
I should have left that night. I know that now.
But back then, I didn’t know this was the beginning of something I would spend years trying to understand.
I only knew I had gone away loving a man I trusted
and came home
to the first version of him
I should have believed.

When It Was My Turn
 
I believed you.
That’s the part I keep coming back to.
When your life fell apart, I believed you. When there were consequences I couldn’t fix, I stayed. When loving you meant holding everything together until you could come home, I held it.
The house. The kids. The bills. The explanations.
You.
I was loyal in ways that cost me, and somehow I thought that meant when it was my turn, you would be too.
Then something happened to me.
Something I couldn’t explain.
I knew my own body well enough to know I wasn’t right. My hands shook. Words I knew would disappear somewhere between my brain and my mouth. I would forget things I had known for years.
Sometimes I couldn’t explain what was happening because the very thing that was wrong with me was stealing the words I needed to describe it.
And nobody had a name for it yet.
I needed you to believe me.
That’s all.
I needed you to look at me and say,
I don’t understand it either,
but I believe you.
Instead, you got tired of me.
Tired of the forgetting.
Tired of repeating yourself.
Tired of waiting for my sentences to catch up with my thoughts.
Tired of watching me shake.
Tired of something
I would have given anything
to stop doing.
While I was lying awake wondering what the hell was happening inside my own body, you started staying out.
You left me alone with a brain I was becoming afraid of and a life I was still expected to somehow keep running.
But outside our walls, you were wonderful.
The patient husband.
The devoted husband.
The man taking care of his sick wife.
People saw you beside me and thought,
Thank God she has him.
And I learned to smile when they said it.
Because how do you explain that the man everyone thinks is carrying you is another thing you are carrying?
How do you tell them his patience ends at the front door? That the tenderness they’re admiring belongs mostly to an audience?
How do you explain that sometimes being loved in public makes being abandoned in private feel even lonelier?
Eventually, someone gave a name to what was happening to me.
There was a reason for the confusion. The shaking. The missing words.
I wasn’t imagining it.
I wasn’t stupid.
I wasn’t difficult.
Something really was wrong.
I thought the proof would change something.
Maybe now you would understand. Maybe now you would be patient. Maybe now you would look back at all the times you made me feel like a burden and realize I had been trying to survive something neither of us understood.
But you knew.
And somehow,
you got worse.
That’s the part I still don’t know what to do with.
Before the answers, I could tell myself you didn’t understand. That maybe I wasn’t explaining it right. That maybe if someone could just give it a name, you would finally see me.
Then they did.
There were doctors.
There were answers.
There was proof.
And I lost the last excuse
I had been making for you.
Because I had stood beside you through things the whole world could see.
And when it was my turn, you watched me struggle with something invisible until someone proved it was real.
Then you watched me struggle
with it anyway.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Why Can’t I Get It Right?
 
I started watching your face before I finished my sentences.
Not because I was afraid of you.
Not yet.
I just wanted to know if I was saying it wrong again.
So I learned your eyebrows. Your jaw. The way you exhaled when I had apparently asked too many questions.
I learned how long I could talk about something before you stopped listening, how many times I was allowed to need reassurance before needing it became the problem.
I checked your phone, then hated myself for becoming the kind of woman who checked phones.
I asked where you’d been, then apologized for making you feel like you had to explain yourself.
I begged you to talk to me, then wondered if maybe I talked too much.
I cried.
You got frustrated that I was crying.
So eventually, I started apologizing for that too.
I’m sorry.
I’m sorry.
I’m sorry.
God, I said it so often I stopped remembering what I was sorry for.
I just knew something between us was broken, and you kept telling me where to look.
At myself.
So I did.
Maybe I wasn’t patient enough. Maybe I was too emotional. Maybe I asked too many questions. Maybe I expected too much.
Maybe I didn’t give you enough space.
Maybe I gave you too much.
Maybe I needed to be quieter. Softer. Easier. Less suspicious. Less needy.
Less hurt by things you said shouldn’t hurt me.
I was already struggling to trust my own mind. Things disappeared from me—words, memories, pieces of days I couldn’t always put back in the right order.
So when you told me I remembered something wrong, sometimes I believed you.
When you said that wasn’t what happened, I wondered.
When you said I was the reason our marriage was falling apart, I thought—
of course.
Of course it’s me.
Something is wrong with me.
Everyone knows it.
There were days I stood in front of the mirror and hated the woman looking back.
Why can’t you just get it right?
Why can’t you stop upsetting him?
Why can’t you be happy?
Why can’t you be the woman
he used to love?
So I tried harder.
That’s the part I wish more women talked about.
Sometimes when you’re being destroyed, you don’t run.
You improve.
You become a student of someone else’s happiness. You study every argument, every silence, every slammed door, every night they don’t come home.
And you keep changing the answer because surely, eventually, you’ll get it right.
I didn’t know yet that I was taking a test where every answer could be made wrong.
I only knew I loved you.
And you kept telling me
I was the problem.
So I believed you.
And little by little,
I became one
to myself.

He Always Came Back Home
 
 
There was a night when fighting stopped being just fighting.
I won’t tell you what happened.
Maybe that’s because I’ve spent too many years hearing different versions of a night I lived through myself.
I remember enough.
I remember fear.
I remember police.
I remember making sure the house was secure afterward, as if wood and locks could convince my body that whatever had happened was over.
I remember thinking, this is it.
There are some lines you don’t come back from.
I thought we had finally found one.
And for a while, you were gone.
Then time did what time sometimes does to women trying to survive something they still love.
It softened the edges.
Not the memory.
Just my certainty.
You found other women, other places to sleep, other versions of yourself to try on.
And every time one of them stopped fitting,
you came home.
Sometimes through the front door. Sometimes through my phone. Sometimes through the part of me that still confused being wanted with being loved.
And I let you.
That’s difficult to write.
I let you.
Even after fear. Even after police. Even after nights I swore would be the last night, I still gave you access to me.
My house.
My heart.
My body.
Sometimes you would leave me for another woman and somehow return just long enough to make me hers.
The secret.
The interruption.
The woman waiting in the place
you used to call home.
And God
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