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This book is dedicated to every woman who has ever questioned her worth because someone else failed to see it. 

To the women who have loved deeply, lost painfully, cried silently, and carried burdens they never deserved to bear—this is for you. 

To my daughter, thank you for giving me a reason to keep going, even on the days when I wanted to give up. You have been one of my greatest motivations to heal, grow, and become the best version of myself. 

To those who have walked beside me through love, loss, heartbreak, healing, and new beginnings, thank you for reminding me that my story was not over when I thought it was. 

Most importantly, I dedicate this book to the woman I became after the storm. 

With love, 

Kimberly Daye 
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Chapter One: The Day I Was Seen 
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I fell in love with you the day you truly saw me. 

Not because you told me I was beautiful. 

Not because you held my hand. 

Not because you whispered promises about forever. 

I fell in love because, for the first time in a very long time, someone looked beyond the smile I wore for the world and saw the woman underneath it. 

The woman who was tired. 

The woman who was carrying everyone else’s burdens. 

The woman who had spent so much time pouring into others that she had forgotten how to pour into herself. 

I never knew how much I needed to be seen until you looked directly into my soul. 

When you laughed, something inside me woke up. 

It wasn’t the sound of your voice. 

It was what your laughter did to my heart. 

For years I had been surviving. 

Working. 

Providing. 

Showing up. 

Doing what needed to be done. 

But somewhere along the way I had forgotten what it felt like to simply live. 

Then you came along. 

And suddenly colors seemed brighter. 

Music sounded different. 

The world felt lighter. 

I found myself smiling at random moments because thoughts of you would sneak into my mind. 

You became my favorite hello and my hardest goodbye. 

Every touch felt like oxygen. 

Every conversation felt like home. 

For the first time, I felt safe enough to put down the armor I had carried for so long. 

You made me believe that maybe love wasn’t something reserved for other people. 

Maybe it was meant for me too. 

I remember the night you told me why you fell for me. 

We were lying side by side, talking about everything and nothing all at once. 

You looked at me and said, “I fell for your mind.” At first I laughed. 

I thought you were joking. 

But you continued. 

You talked about my ambition. 

My determination. 

My drive. 

The way I never gave up. 

The way I always found a way to keep moving forward no matter what life threw at me. 

You admired parts of me that I had overlooked. 

Parts of myself that had become so normal that I forgot they were extraordinary. 

And for a while, I believed every word. 

For a while, I believed we were building something that would last. I imagined a future. 

A home. 

Family dinners. 

Holiday traditions. 

Late-night conversations in a house filled with love and laughter. 

I imagined growing old with my best friend. My protector. 
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My partner in crime. 

You became woven into dreams I hadn’t even dreamed yet. 

That’s what made losing you so painful. 

Not because I lost what we had. 

But because I lost everything I thought we would become. 

No one tells you that heartbreak is grief. 

No one tells you that you can mourn someone who is still alive. 

No one tells you how many versions of a future die when a relationship ends. 

I didn’t just lose you. 

I lost plans. 

Possibilities. 

Moments that would never happen. 

And for a long time, I blamed myself. 

I replayed every conversation. 

Every disagreement. 

Every silence. 

Searching for the exact moment things changed. 

The exact moment you stopped seeing me the way you once had. 

The exact moment I stopped being enough. 

Or at least that’s what I told myself. 

The truth was far different. 

The truth was that I had confused being chosen with being valuable. 

I had attached my worth to your presence. 

When you left, I felt like my value had left too. 

Depression became a companion I never invited. 

It sat beside me during quiet mornings. 

It followed me to work. 

It waited for me when I came home. 

I smiled when people looked my way. 

But inside, I was breaking. 

There were nights I prayed for closure. 

Begged for it. 

Asked God to help me understand. 

To help me let go. 

To help me stop loving someone who was no longer mine. 

Yet somehow, even in my prayers, you remained. 

Sometimes in memories. 

Sometimes in dreams. 

Always somewhere in the background. 

Like a song I couldn’t stop hearing. 

I reached out to check on you more times than I should have. 

Not because I expected anything. 

But because part of me still cared. 

Part of me still loved the person I believed you were. 

And maybe, if I’m being truthful, part of me hoped you would come back. 

Hope can be beautiful. 

Hope can also be dangerous. 

Because sometimes we’re not hoping for reality. 

We’re hoping for a version of reality that no longer exists. 

The hardest lesson wasn’t learning how to live without you. 

The hardest lesson was learning how to live with myself again. 

Alone. 

Without the validation. 

Without the reassurance. 

Without someone else’s voice reminding me of my worth. 

I had to become my own reminder. 

And that journey would change everything. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Overcoming You 
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Years passed without a phone call, a text message, or even a chance encounter. I convinced myself that distance would make the memories fade, but some memories have a way of settling deep within your heart. No matter how much time passed, they remained. 

I often found myself revisiting moments from our past. The late nights spent in parking garages talking about life and dreams. The event parties where laughter filled every corner of the room. The townhouse kickbacks where everyone gathered together, and for a few hours, life felt simple and complete. Those memories became chapters I replayed over and over, searching for answers that never came. 

From afar, I watched your life continue. I witnessed the relationship between you and your father flourish into something beautiful. The bond that once seemed distant transformed into greatness. I saw healing take place where there had once been hurt. I saw growth where there had once been uncertainty. While part of me was genuinely happy for you, another part struggled with the realization that I was no longer part of your journey. 

For a long time, I measured my healing by whether I still thought about you. The truth was, I thought about you often. Not because I wanted you back, but because you represented a version of myself that I had not yet learned to let go of. You were tied to dreams, hopes, and possibilities that never came to be. 

As the years continued, I began to understand that
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