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This is not another self-help book offering advice on how to survive narcissistic abuse.

This is the true story of a twenty-year relationship with a narcissist.

Narcissistic abuse is often so subtle and well hidden that, for years, you question your own reality. You begin to believe that every problem is your fault. Little by little, you lose yourself. Your self-esteem fades. Your dreams, desires, and sense of identity slowly disappear as you devote more and more of yourself to becoming the person they want you to be.

The process is gradual, which is why it can be so difficult to recognize while it is happening.

Eventually, you reach a point where you can no longer continue. You find yourself asking whether life is supposed to be this way. Only then do you begin to realize that the problem was never you.

But that realization is not the end of the journey. It is the beginning of finding yourself again.

From that moment, the long process of rebuilding begins—piece by piece, day by day. It is neither quick nor easy. There are setbacks, doubts, and moments when giving up seems easier than moving forward.

But it is possible.

This book is the story of how I lost and found myself again after many years.
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I was born and raised in one of the Balkan countries in Eastern Europe, in a middle-class family. As a young girl, I was intelligent, ambitious, and full of dreams for the future. I believed that hard work and education would prepare me for whatever life had in store. I was wrong.

No school lesson ever taught me how to navigate heartbreak, betrayal, difficult relationships, or the unexpected twists that shape a person's life. If I had known then what I know now, many of my choices might have been different. But life has a way of teaching its most important lessons outside the classroom.

At the time, I had never even heard the word “narcissism”. Like many young women, I believed that love, honesty, and good intentions were enough to build a happy and lasting relationship. I had no idea how vulnerable that belief could make me.

By the time I finished high school, my relationship with my father had become increasingly difficult. Back then, I did not understand how deeply childhood experiences and family dynamics could influence a person's future relationships and sense of self.

My father was a strict, conservative, and dominant man. Everyone in the family—my mother, my sister, and I—was expected to obey him without question. His word was final, and challenging his decisions was simply not an option. I did not realize then how growing up in such an environment would shape my beliefs, affect my self-esteem, and influence the choices I would make later in life.

At nineteen, I moved to another city to study. I rented a small flat and supported myself by working as both a waitress and an insurance agent while attending university. Life was far from easy. The money I earned barely covered my rent, utility bills, and basic groceries. I was surviving rather than truly living.

I had no one to rely on. My mother visited me only once. I still remember the sadness in her eyes and the tears she tried so hard to hide. She knew my father had completely withdrawn his support, but there was little she could do. She was still living under his control and had spent most of her life trying to keep peace within the family.

At that time, my country was going through a severe economic recession, and supporting a family had become a daily struggle for many people. As a result, thousands of citizens—especially young people—left in search of better opportunities abroad. I was one of them.

While I was studying at university, I had a close group of friends. Two of them were preparing to return to England through a work-and-study student program. The idea immediately appealed to me. I saw it as a chance to build a better future and escape the difficulties I was facing at home.

The problem was that I had no money for the trip. Determined not to miss the opportunity, I borrowed the necessary funds from a friend. Obtaining a student visa was another challenge. The application process involved endless paperwork, interviews, and uncertainty. There were moments when I doubted I would succeed, but eventually my visa was approved.

For the first time, I felt that a new chapter of my life was about to begin.
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Finally, the day arrived. I boarded the plane with big dreams and high expectations, eager to begin a new chapter of my life. Fortunately, I was traveling with two friends who had promised to help me settle in England. With only £50 in my pocket, I knew I could survive for only a few days. We had paid for what we believed was a week's accommodation in advance, and our plan was to find a place to live before that time ran out.

Reality greeted us much sooner than expected.

When we arrived, we discovered that the agency that had arranged our trip had paid for only two nights at the hotel, not the full week we had been promised. Suddenly, we found ourselves under pressure to secure accommodation almost immediately.

To make matters worse, my friends began arguing about where we should live and what type of accommodation we should rent. What started as a disagreement quickly escalated into constant conflict. Eventually, the tension became unbearable, and we decided to go our separate ways.

Just like that, I found myself alone in a foreign country with very little money, no permanent place to stay, and no idea what would happen next.

Fortunately, I had the telephone number of a neighbour from my hometown who was living and working in London. Swallowing my pride, I called him and explained my situation, asking whether I could stay with him temporarily until I found my feet.

To my relief, he immediately offered to help. At that moment, his kindness felt like a lifeline. For the first time since arriving, I felt a sense of security and had the opportunity to think about my next steps.

Luck was on my side. I quickly found a job as a waitress and soon settled into a routine of attending classes while working to support myself. The income was modest, but it was enough to cover my expenses and give me some independence. Before long, I moved into a larger and more comfortable house with friends.

That was when my real life in England truly began.

Over the following years, I worked incredibly hard, often juggling more than one job at a time. The sacrifices were worth it. I made new friends, gained valuable life experience, and slowly built a future for myself. For the first time, I felt genuinely proud of what I had achieved through my own determination and perseverance.

I was a young and attractive woman, so attention from men was never in short supply. But at that stage of my life, I was focused on building my future and enjoying the freedom I had worked so hard to create.

The house where I lived was always full of energy. My flatmates and I regularly organised parties, inviting friends from our home country and creating a small community far from home. Those gatherings were filled with laughter, music, and a sense of belonging.

It was at one of those parties that I saw him for the first time.

He was handsome, confident, and unlike anyone I had met before. There was something about him that immediately caught my attention. I found myself watching him from across the room, curious to know more about him. He seemed different, intriguing in a way I could not quite explain.

His name was Martin.

At the time, we were both in relationships, so nothing happened between us. Still, we continued to cross paths at parties and social gatherings. Whenever he was around, I noticed him. I could not help it.

As time passed, our lives began moving in different directions. Eventually, my boyfriend decided that England was no longer where he wanted to be and returned home.

I had no idea then that meeting Martin would change the course of my life forever.

One day, my former boyfriend asked me to contact Martin and give him some documents. I did not think much of it. I had no expectations and certainly no romantic intentions, especially since, as far as I knew, he was still in a relationship.

When we met, however, something felt different.

What was supposed to be a brief exchange turned into a long and enjoyable conversation. We talked effortlessly, as though we had known each other for years. There was an immediate sense of ease between us, and I found myself genuinely enjoying his company. By the end of our meeting, I was already looking forward to seeing him again.

I soon learned that he was no longer in a relationship. Not long afterward, he invited me to dinner.

I was excited.

The evening went wonderfully. Conversation flowed naturally, and we laughed easily together. After that, we began seeing each other regularly. With every meeting, we learned more about one another and grew closer.

A few months later, I moved into his house, and our relationship officially began.

At the time, life felt full of promise. We both worked hard and had busy schedules, which meant we did not spend as much time together as we would have liked. Even so, those early days were filled with happiness, romance, and excitement about the future. I believed I had finally found someone with whom I could build a life.

Looking back now, there were warning signs that I failed to recognize.

One of them was his constant habit of comparing me to his former girlfriends. At the time, I interpreted it as a compliment and paid little attention to it. He would often say things such as, "She would never have done that for me. She was too stupid," or, "You treat me much better than my ex ever did."

I saw those comments as proof that he appreciated me.

Now I understand them differently.

After we had been living together for about a year, I discovered that I was pregnant.

The news came as a complete surprise. The pregnancy had not been planned, and I felt overwhelmed by a mixture of emotions. I was only twenty-six years old and did not feel ready to become a mother.

Martin, however, was delighted.

Although I was uncertain about what the future would bring, I loved him deeply. Together, we began preparing for the arrival of our baby. Gradually, my fears gave way to excitement. I started imagining what our life would look like as a family and embraced the idea of becoming a mother.
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LOVE YOU TO THE MOON AND BACK.
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