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Disclaimer
This book is based on my experience, from my memory and my
perspective. Those mentioned or involved are not to be judged
based on this.

Trigger warning: Suicidal content
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Special Dedication to My Sisters
I have four sisters, one who is my direct sibling, one step sister
and two half-sisters. All younger than me. All witnesses to the
tragedy of this love story.

If I can survive this, little munchkins, so can you. You are the
reason I am strong. You are the reason I will get through this. To
show you that anything is possible and that you are capable of
much more.

Recently, one of my sisters told me that I am the strongest per-
son she knows. It felt so good knowing that I had achieved what
I wanted despite feeling like a failure in my love life.

I am about to address my real, brutal truth. I love you all and so
glad to have you in my life to inspire me to carry on.
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Introduction

‘Jilted’, meaning: someone ending a romantic relationship
with you suddenly and unkindly.

‘It's gonna take a lot to drag me away from you’ - Africa by Toto,
quoted from our chosen wedding song. Something I truly be-
lieved represented us. The chorus was always a great ballad we
would blast out together. How wrong I was...

This book began as a healing project. A place where I would
document my truth on the life-altering journey that would lead
to my recovery in 2020. The year of 2020 was a momentous year
for all those who experienced it. What you are about to read is
the account of an event that changed every aspect of my life. I
delve into my thoughts and feelings on how I dealt with being
dumped three days before my wedding, revealing both beautiful
and ugly moments. Welcome readers, to the end of my dreams
and the start of my new beginning. This book covers everything
in detail and therefore features some rather depressing points,
but with highlights that I feel are just as important to mention
for a full-bodied, authentic retelling of healing after traumatic
heartbreak during a worldwide pandemic.

Sometimes, the fates are so feared and dreaded in our daily lives
that they are barely spoken of, let alone imagined. So much fear
surrounds them and you imagine that hope alone will prevent
anything from happening. But then it happens. Sometimes our
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greatest fears come true. The inevitable is suddenly a very real
possibility, despite all the odds we believed to be in our favour.

My ambition is that this book will help others relate and make
you feel better when facing isolation in this bitter existence. In
sharing this experience, I hope to help others understand that
it's OK to make mistakes and be completely out of control in
moments of extreme heartbreak and pain. This is being human.
This is being in love.
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The Jilted Moment
It was 16th December 2019.

Four days before the fated wedding day. It was a date that had
been set two years before and planned meticulously, breaking
everything down into bite-sized goals on a monthly basis with
only a few breaks in between. It was the biggest project I had
ever planned, and something that I considered to be the biggest
long-term goal in my life. The day of the wedding, 20th Decem-
ber 2019, was going to be the most memorable date for me, as it
also marked our sixth anniversary of being together.

I recall that day as having been stressful at work and then it had
taken me over two hours to commute home on the train. The
trains in Birmingham at that time of the year were a nightmare:
tightly-packed, late, and sometimes cancelled. I was on my way
home on a late-running train, having been stuck at a few stations
due to trains stopped in front. By the time I got home, I had had
enough for one day, was hungry, and tired, and I stormed in. I
was not always the easiest to talk to when I got home in such a
mood but I remember feeling something was off as soon as I got
in. Like in the movies, your gut senses something is wrong. After
feeling shitty I thought, well the day can’t be any worse can it?

Dillon, whom I usually found at his computer or in the kitchen
by the time I got home, was in neither of those places. He was
sitting in the lounge (my preferred habitat in the house) and I
cautiously approached him. I apologised about being late and
proceeded to tell him about my horrendous trip home, then
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I trailed off when I noticed his distant behaviour (more dis-
tant than usual). I asked him what was wrong, noticing the
glazed-over expression on his face. He vaguely replied that he
couldn’t do it anymore. In that moment, my whole life shifted
and changed. I tried to persuade myself that destroying some-
one’s future in a single moment couldn’t be this easy, but as he
proceeded to explain that he could no longer do any of it – the
marriage, us – the reality of his words sank like a stone in my
stomach.

I will always congratulate myself on how I reacted in that mo-
ment. For someone with anxiety and a panic disorder, I was scar-
ily calm and logical (the emotions would catch up with me lat-
er). It was like part of my brain just switched off and I proceed-
ed to ask him questions calmly on how the heck he came to that
conclusion, and why he had not mentioned anything before. I
mean, not only had we just bought 100 bottles of wine at the
weekend but just the night before, less than 24 hours ago, we
had been intimate. The explanation I got was not the reasoning
behind his decision but more of how he came to his decision.
He explained that he couldn’t write the vows, that he couldn’t
even imagine how the day would go, that he tried but couldn’t
even look forward to it. To the happiest day of my life. I am pret-
ty sure I cried then, and asked what we were going to do, what
he wanted to do. I had already jumped to the bargaining part of
my grief and tried to work out if it was just cold feet, whether it
was just the wedding that he wanted to end, just what the hell
had happened.
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After what seemed like hours of trying to work it out with still
no clear reason, I felt I understood. I decided to take a break. I
left him with his thoughts as I showered. God, it was the most
dramatic, depressing shower of my life. As I turned on the water,
I felt my emotions catch up with the insane reality and it hit me
like a tsunami of horror. I could barely stand up as I let the truth
wash over me: he was abandoning me. He was leaving me and I
couldn’t stop it. Not all of me believed this but my gut knew. My
gut knew the horrendous journey I was about to embark on, but
I let my emotions try and deal with it in my own way. Surely, he
was just freaking out? Surely after six years together we couldn’t
just end like that? I searched endlessly through my memories
of our arguments, anything that would justify his decision but
could not find it. We argued, of course, but nothing so bad that
would explain this. After living together for so long and being
together for so long, there were things that would get on our
nerves and eventually explode into an argument every now and
then. But it would always eventually simmer down.

I broke slowly down in that bathroom; I am pretty sure I took
a good hour before I was able to leave the room and face reality
again. In that moment I was there for myself, I had to be, as it
seemed the love of my life would no longer be for the foresee-
able future. When I eventually summoned the courage to leave
the room, another blow hit me. He had packed a night bag and
said he needed space to think. Again, I calmly agreed, and rea-
soned that this was a big decision that I didn’t think he should
take lightly. Yes, it was a threat, but the anger had already started
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to surface. Being so out of control in that moment, I had no idea
what to do except watch him leave. Again, my inner monologue
reasoned that it would only be for one night and that giving him
this space would help; he would come to realise that this was a
mistake and how much he was putting on the line. Besides, if he
had made his decision, why would he still hesitate on it?

Close to begging, I asked him to consider everything we had
been through and that, if we needed, I was happy to try couples’
counselling, cancel the wedding, anything that would salvage
this (my poor self, trying to bargain still, until in the end I
had tried everything). He agreed and left. My second break-
down commenced. My gut knew but very empathetically avoid-
ed sharing the truth with the rest of myself. I would never share
a bed with him again. I would never see him in the same way
again.

Where Do I Go from Here?

There are things in life you just have to ‘deal’ with. What do you
do in such a situation? As I said, I broke down but I knew there
was something I needed to do. I would not suffer this alone. I
began to journal on what had happened, my mind still trying to
make sense of it all, and reason with potential outcomes. As I be-
gan to navigate the maze of confusion on the possibilities before
me, realising how truly out of control I was on this, I resorted to
my ‘emergency plan’. From experience, there were a few people I
could rely on during these crazy times. Granted, there had been
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very few times when had I been through such levels of loneli-
ness and panic. I subconsciously chose the one person who had
been jilted herself, the person I trusted to guide me through the
hellish hours of that first evening and into the next day. My step-
mum.

We shared a conversation that night that purely focused on the
present and being supportive of myself in that moment. When-
ever thoughts of worry or panic started to rise, we would try
to come back to the present, dealing with being by myself after
what had just happened (whatever that meant, as I still had no
answers for myself ). What could I do? What could I control?
Looking back, I could tell I was on the verge of kidding my-
self that things were going to be different in the morning; that
Dillon would come back and realise what a horrible mistake he
had made. Surely his friends would help him see that? Surely our
first night apart in a while would help him realise that?

Despite my amazing stepmother helping me calm myself, as ex-
pected I barely slept at all that night. The bed felt empty and
uncomfortable. Every noise shifted me into thinking he had re-
turned. When the painful stretch of morning began, I called in
sick from work. My manager at the time was understanding as
it was out of the blue and something so out of the ordinary that
she wished me luck and hoped I would be well. I responded that
I hoped so too.

I was baffled by each day can have the same amount of time.
Compared to the day before which was busy and rushed, full
of commuting, working, meetings, calls and then finally return-
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ing home, that day was frozen and stunted. I barely remembered
what I did as I waited for Dillon to return home. Unbelievably,
he had gone to work himself, leaving me to agonise at home as
he decided our future. I probably watched movies – classic es-
capism as I was in mental and emotional limbo. What I do recall
is my parents and stepparents actively checking in on me. When
they discovered that by midday I had not heard anything, they
decided to all come down to be with me: my mum and stepdad
from Rugby and dad and stepmum from Nottingham.

Journal excerpt, 17th December 2019

I still cannot swallow the reality that I am drowning in.

Dillon doesn’t want the wedding.

Any further complications are unclear and since last night I have
been stuck in this torturous purgatory. Waves of panic, sadness,
anxiety, and utter despair are rolling through me constantly. This
pain is unbearable and I cannot see the outcome. It feels as though,
for once, I do not know how the days ahead will unfold. This disas-
ter, this chaos...how will I recover from this horror? Surely our re-
lationship will not.

This is beyond any nightmare I could have comprehended.

It is 1pm and mum has left work to see me. Everyone is worried as
I am on my own. I walked the dogs all morning not knowing if it
would be the last time I saw them. For the first time in my life, I
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am facing the real possibility of ending my life. For that is how it
feels. To have everything I have worked for come to nothing.

The humiliation, the horror, and misery.
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Family
Within the hour, all four of my parents were at my house with
me. I had known my step-parents since around the age of six and
so they had known me pretty much my whole life. I knew all
four to be my support circle and to just have them all togeth-
er during that time was overwhelming in itself due to the rari-
ty of what was occurring. Calmly we discussed again what had
happened and they proceeded to share with me that a number
of them had spoken to Dillon since. It was then shared with me
that from the conversations they had with Dillon, the reality
was heading towards what I knew would be the worst result; the
result my gut knew and feared. By 3pm, my dad rang him ask-
ing him to come home and confront me in person with his deci-
sion; to face the consequences of his choice and begin the grim
proceedings of unravelling everything I had planned and built
over the past two years.

A small, empathetic part of me did feel for him as he returned
to what was once his home to face all four of my parents, as well
as me, to confirm his decision. As he entered, my parents decid-
ed to give us space, as they already knew what he had to tell me.
Time slowed down once more as we sat down and he proceed-
ed to tell me that not only did he not want to marry me (de-
spite proposing just two years before) but that he also no longer
wanted to be in a relationship. Again, I congratulate myself on
my reaction or lack of it, and can only narrow it down to the
basic fact that my body was in shock. In less than twenty-four
hours, my entire future had been taken from me.
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Swiftly, I moved the conversation onto cancelling the wedding
that was supposed to happen in three days’ time and we began
to break down the finances and all the people we needed to con-
tact. We were due to have over a hundred guests who we now
needed to inform. Even just the thought of that blew my mind.
My dad (my hero, looking back) had convinced Dillion that it
was his sole responsibility to inform all the suppliers and con-
tacts that we were cancelling, leaving very little for me to do. My
dad knew I would want to do it all despite this being completely
out of my hands. After begrudgingly reeling off all the contacts
Dillon needed to ring and inform (yeah, as in he didn’t know,
because he wasn’t involved in the planning – more on that later)
I sighed and asked how he felt. Big mistake.

He smiled and sighed, saying, “Well I feel better now.”

Yeah. You can imagine my insides exploding due to the craziness
of the moment. He. Felt. Better. I guess it was the first ‘real’ mo-
ment for me, where it simultaneously clashed with the reality of
what had happened and the my god Lucie you need to sort your
life out and be gone with this loser. I believe my reaction was to
casually scoff and then I moved away, worried that I would phys-
ically hurt him in that moment. God, I certainly felt like it. In
the hours that followed, Dillon moved into the kitchen with
the list of contacts while I sat solemnly with my family in the
lounge. I felt uncomfortable and itched to go out and help him
with it. Not because I actually wanted to help him, but I sud-
denly had the urge to tell them that it wasn’t me. This wasn’t
my fault. I kept hearing him say “we broke up” and inside I was
screaming “YOU DUMPED ME!” In order to avoid my emo-
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tions causing a wreck, I felt my logical side take over and even
though I was sad and crying at times, I was focusing hard on
the immediate issue at hand. In those hours, I slowly watched
as the last two years of wedding planning began unravelling be-
fore my eyes. My mum eventually took the guest list from me
and together my parents split the list to tell people what had
happened. At least with them I knew it would be more accu-
rate, though I visualised the heartbreaking image of all the peo-
ple that would have been so happy for us, finding out the sad
news. Again, slices of anger keep coming through at the thought
of Dillon in the next room, sighing with relief.

By that evening it became clear that I could no longer stay there.
I decided that I would go home with my mum. The crazy part
of that moment was that once I had made the decision, I sud-
denly began worrying about Dillon. The anger had gone and I
was back to bargaining with the reality of what had happened.
At that point he was mindlessly playing again on his computer
and just watching him made me panic. What if he was suffering
from some huge depressive episode or something? What if this
was some mental breakdown? I thought that through the entire
day and experience I had my support circle around me and there
he was on his own. I didn’t even know if his parents knew yet.
As I went in to tell him I was leaving I remember panicking that
this was a suicidal move on his part – making me leave the house
so he could do it. That's how far my mind was going to avoid
that what had actually happened was real. As I hastily packed a
few nights' stay in a suitcase, I couldn’t process how to under-
stand why, in the last 24 hours my six-year relationship, the love
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of my life had ended it all with no sign of any major cracks. He
was yet to give me a reason for his decision. I can still remember
the awkwardness as I said goodbye to him and realising that a
kiss or a hug was out of the question. We both didn’t know what
to do or how to act, so I just left.

***

Now, of course, I see that in those moments I was incredibly
blessed to have my family and loved ones whom I was able to
reach out to. Truly it would have been a very different experi-
ence, despite it still being disastrous, without them. For anyone
out there who has had to go through anything relatively sim-
ilar to this without the support I had, I applaud you. I know
my limits and I cannot imagine how you could do it. I have al-
ways been resourceful and, growing up in a big family, one of
the advantages is there is always someone to talk to. This was an-
other thing that concerned me about Dillon. He wasn’t close to
his family and even though I had limited knowledge as to how
his family were involved in those days of the break up, I knew
that when I left to stay with my mum, surrounded by my family,
he was left alone in our three-bedroom house. Although many
would believe he deserved that, perhaps it was hard for me to ac-
cept that this was what he wanted for himself.

Marrying Me
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The days that followed involved me wallowing in a miserable
blur, despite being with my mum who shared my pain almost as
immensely as I did. Being with her in those days was in itself a
very healing experience. It had opened up old wounds, includ-
ing my mum's separation from my dad and the loss of her par-
ents, which happened around the same time. Talking through
this pain with her, as well as talking to my dad, was very cathar-
tic. After all, difficult times are what make you grow in life and
seeing how far they have all come since I was young gave me
hope.

Moments like these are what gives your life a turning point at
defining who you are, and what you truly want. A wake-up call
that I didn’t necessarily want, but there we go. I felt over those
days that there were still decisions that needed to be made, for
example my wedding dress needed to be picked up, I had to deal
with the honeymoon, which was non-refundable and would run
over Christmas and New Year. Large decisions I never antici-
pated making; although my parents were sensitive, the decisions
still had to be made and in my weakened state, they felt over-
whelming to make on my own. Apart from trying to process
everything during that time, I still can’t quite actually recall
what I did alongside making those decisions; it was all a blur. I
believe we went clothes shopping at some point and went to vis-
it my grandparents. I journaled a lot as it is my way of processing
and boy did I have a lot to process! The dreaded wedding date
was approaching. It was ingrained as ‘the happiest day of my life’
and I suddenly had a new focus in mind. I felt my stubbornness
rear its head. After all, I had anticipated this day for two years.
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Just because the bozo had decided to ruin it for everyone at the
last minute, I would no longer stand it. A stubborn part of me
refused to let the day go without some sort of commemoration,
and my family agreed. I wanted to reinvent the day and using
my planning and resourcefulness (also my family and friends) I
began to come up with ideas of what to do on that fateful day.

For those who don’t know me, this would seem like a crazy de-
cision, but this seemed the easiest choice for me to make. I am a
huge Disney fan, specifically at that time a huge fan of Frozen 2
which had just been released, a few weeks before. I had already
seen it twice and the image of Elsa finding herself in a white
dress spoke to me in my moments of grief. That was when the
idea came to me.

I still had my wedding dress. A gorgeous dress; I never knew I
even liked dresses until I chose it. I still had to go to the store and
pick it up. Despite the anxiety and pain it would cause, I was
stubbornly insistent on still doing it. I had to. The dress felt like
a part of me that I refused to let go. The romantic, dreamer side
of myself that I initially thought had died a horrible death after
being dumped but had simply gone into hiding. And on the day
that I was meant to get married, I felt determined to wear the
dress. Give myself the dream I had worked so hard for. So what
if he wasn’t in the picture? I knew my family would be there and
that we would be together. Now all I had to do was suggest the
idea to my family without looking like a crazed Miss Havisham
which would only send me further into a depressive oblivion.
Or a psych ward.
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As the idea formed, it almost felt like it was falling into place.
A cinema was hired out to hold the event, my family and close
friends had booked the day off anyway, and we planned a little
ceremony to mark the occasion with me in my dress looking like
the princess that I still was (hey, I was allowed to be vain in that
moment, I was in pain, OK?). Luckily, it made sense to my fam-
ily, and with the help of my dad, my sisters, and my friends, the
event was quickly put together. They even planned a party at my
dad's house afterwards where we celebrated starting anew.

So, after all Dillon did, 20th December 2019 was still an awe-
some day. Not at all like I planned, but with my personal
strength, and my fantastic family and friends, I was able to make
that day memorable for an entirely better reason than it was to
be originally. I got to walk down a red carpet wearing my dress
with my dad in his suit. I got flowers from the staff. I had chil-
dren gasping and calling me a princess. It was magical and it was
one of the best decisions I made in 2019. At least for one day
in that miserable month, I was able to live in a magical moment
that I had promised myself, with those closest to me. So, a pat
on the back there. It would still be a bumpy ride going forwards,
but I had started it well.

Journal excerpt, 19th December 2019:

It's the day before...well it's just surreal. I knew on some level it
would be surreal but this?! Yeah, never would have guessed in a
million years. So much can change in a moment, which has forced
me to really just focus on each day as it comes...
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I feel a little surprised at how ‘well’ I am coping. I haven’t cried to-
day and although I feel sad, the tears for now are saved...

I have no idea how I am going to feel tomorrow but I have planned
something good, so I hope it helps... All I am focusing on is myself.
Which can be hard sometimes but after investing so much energy
and time into something that I thought was ‘us’, it’s nice to just
have ‘me’ in a way. The burden is gone. I took it all on for him, for
us, and of course I am sad and angry about it but at least I can still
make tomorrow my own. Six years has gone but I will take what I
can from it moving forward...

Christmas on the Beach

Another hard decision I faced was working out what to do with
the honeymoon. It had been funded by my family and despite
them constantly saying there was no pressure for me to go, I ob-
viously still felt it. After all, it was a holiday I had been looking
forward to for almost a year! It was a cruise, which was one of
my favourite types of holidays, too. Unfortunately, as it was over
Christmas and New Year, no friends or family could really go.
And going on my own didn’t feel like a great idea.

So, I had to let it go. After such a great day on 20th December,
this decision seemed to blow everything into a depressed reality
that was my life. It also meant I had to choose where to spend
Christmas. I couldn’t go to my house as Dillon was there and
so I continued staying with my mum. Conveniently, she has
booked a cottage down in Croyde as her own little treat for
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Christmas. Once I got over the guilt of intruding on her and my
stepdad’s little Christmas getaway, it definitely felt like a good
decision as I was with my family, including my step-aunt, whom
I hadn’t been around much. Turns out spending Christmas with
them was the best choice. We even went to the beach on Christ-
mas Day. I recall taking my dog Freddie and watching him play
with my mum's dog on the beach and realising that things were
going to be ok. I was alive, I had survived, and watching my
dog on the beach was the simple pleasure that I found that day.
Sharing that time with my mum is something I will always be
thankful for and she was surprisingly upbeat despite the circum-
stances of me being there. The distance helped, I think, but once
I returned, I sadly knew my problems would still be waiting for
me.

Life Goes on and You're...Still Stuck

Despite the Christmas break (my work very kindly let me still
have my honeymoon period off despite the circumstances) giv-
ing me some kind of reprieve, I had to change scenery again. It
almost felt like I had returned to my childhood again, where I
would spend Christmas at one parent’s and New Year at the oth-
er’s. That year I did the same. I knew my dad was anxious to
see how I was doing and after his heroic work (and my amazing
stepmum for supporting me) I felt like it was time to see him
too. A change of scenery and perspective is what I needed. Plus,
there was a New Year’s Eve party and family get-together I could
look forward to. I felt like, after mending my raw wounds over
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Christmas, I was reasonably OK to see others outside the close
family again.

Just like Christmas, the time spent with my dad was heart-
warming and I think that, for the first time in a while, I spent
my time purely focusing on the present. It's all I could face, and
every day held a new challenge. A specific challenge I can recall
is being at the New Year's Eve party. Despite having social anx-
iety and being conscious of my mental state during that time,
I was around my family and their friends and knew that it was
better than being alone. As talk of the future began and I shared
my experience, I felt the emotion bubbling up (alongside the al-
cohol slowly increasing in my system). People were complaining
or moaning about their year and saying what they finally wanted
to achieve in 2020. The conversations brought my reality crash-
ing forward. My life as I knew it was over. There was no going
back to how it was before. I had no idea what I would be do-
ing in 2020. The idea alone overwhelmed me. Many people who
heard my story sympathised (I could tell from their expressions)
kindly shared their condolences and sadness with me. And for
those that didn’t, I bravely shared my story with the emotion
lumped in my throat. I felt so embarrassed – I still had my fake
nails and hair extensions in for the wedding. I believed it was
on that night that the aesthetic things that I once loved sudden-
ly felt like a physical burden. Everything reminded me of what
hadn’t happened. My family proudly recalled the story of what
we did instead on the day and described my ‘party’ but by then,
to me, it felt like a joke. A joke that I had to do that for my-
self and my family because some bozo chickened out. The anger
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and loss of control overwhelmed me and I remember that, as the
countdown began for New Year, all I could do was cry. Cry for
my loss, cry for myself, and cry for what a shit-fest I had sur-
vived. It was finally 2020 and for the first time in my meticu-
lously-planned life, I had no fucking clue what I was going to do.

On a more positive note, there was karaoke and, with classic
Dutch courage (or in my case spiced rum and coke), I decided
to sing a song that would make me promise to myself that things
would be different next year. Now I had the control and I would
be responsible for my own happiness. I sang loudly (and proba-
bly terribly) It’s My Life by Jon Bon Jovi.

Support System

The dreaded time had come. I was meant to go home and, bless
my kind heart, I truly believed we should try and live together.
After all, that was the logical and what felt like the ‘adult’ thing
to do as we owned the house together. That was, until we sold
the house that we now had to sell; it felt like the right decision
at the time. What I hadn’t factored in was the mix of raw trauma
caused by the bozo I had to share the space with, as well as my
own mental health issues which meant this option was just not
feasible. I avoided the fact that I knew he had had a New Year’s
Eve party at our house without me, with our close friends and
probably some I didn’t know. This idea alone gave me huge anxi-
ety. I mean, who likes the idea of loads of people walking around
your house (mostly drunk) without you there? Was it like walk-
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ing through a broken hearts museum? Did they laugh and scoff
at our couple photos still hung up?

I still remember the day I returned and it was a grim affair. Dil-
lon was awkward and didn't know how to act, so he acted friend-
ly which only seemed to infuriate me even more. It was as if over
Christmas and New Year I had had this breath of fresh air and
new perspective, but the strength of my support circle around
me collapsed as soon as he appeared. I remember lugging in my
suitcase (full of over two weeks’ worth of clothes) and trying to
unpack with him standing awkwardly watching me.

“Is everything ok?” he asked calmly and it just seemed to push
a button for me to explode. I quickly reigned it in, though, and
kindly asked him for space. It seemed even boundaries would be
an issue now. My sensitivity and anxiety were at an all-time high
and I had to explain every single thing to him. Luckily, he tried
to be out of the house most nights and, with me starting work
again, I was relieved to have the distraction. He had moved into
our second bedroom and just seeing half of my bedroom con-
tents gone was a strange feeling. Also, I had bought new bed-
sheets which I believed eased my mental shift.

I believe it took a few days before what shitstorm I was currently
in really sunk in. I was physically now at a distance from my
parents (though they checked on me regularly) and living under
the same roof as the douchebag who had dumped me three days
before my wedding and now wanted to be friends with me. I
want to make a point here that there was a difference between
being civil with each other and him trying to push us being
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friends despite the fact that it was clearly distressing for me. It al-
so brought up a lot of feelings from our relationship where I had
been gaslighted before. He was making me feel like I was crazy
and overreacting for what had happened. That's how ridiculous
it was. Just his simple questions of “Why are you angry at me?”
or “Why are you sad?” being asked on a daily basis was driving
me nuts. My only solace was that I had already booked in to have
counselling on Thursdays before I had returned home. I knew
I wanted professional help to manage this shitstorm and with
him exacerbating things every day, it was my only saving grace,
something that I could console myself with.

Journal excerpt, 9th January 2020:

It’s 1am. A lot has happened. Every time I go to write the situation
twists and changes. When I went back to the house, I was sad and
unpacked in a solemn silence. The house felt familiar yet alien to
me. He wasn't home so I tried to simmer down my feelings until he
got back. His small talk frustrated me. I asked for space until I was
done. I had to ask. That's how much it boiled my blood. When I felt
ready, we met in the lounge to discuss the house.

It was awkward and hard to do. I remember him asking if I want-
ed a hug (something he rarely did anyway) and I replied “no
thanks”.

Returning to work was a relief and I found some sort of routine
again. It was nice to see everyone and focus on better things.
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I realised from this point forward that in the absence of my fam-
ily and friends, physically, I had to become my own support sys-
tem. I had to help myself in this chaotic environment. I had to
help myself in order not to go insane or physically hurt the idiot
who constantly broke my tender boundaries in order to make
himself feel less guilty about what he had done. It was the tough-
est lesson so far, but one I look back on with an understanding
that this was key to moving forward into a stronger future of my
new single life.
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Music
The Power of the Playlists

I feel that here it is worth mentioning the other ways that I man-
aged to survive that crazy time along with my support system
and journaling. As I have said, I am a sufferer of Social Anxiety/
Panic Disorder that was diagnosed in my late teens. Therefore, I
took it upon myself to try and manage this effectively so I could
still do normal things like leaving the house and going to pub-
lic places, despite it feeling like a huge effort sometimes. Partic-
ularly at that time, I felt that everyone knew what had happened
to me, that I had been dumped and must be a bad person for
that reason. I worried that I would come across Dillon’s friends
who would point and laugh, like I imagined they had done at
the New Year party he held in my ashamed absence.

Music for me has always been a self-soothe device, as it is for a
lot of people. Through high school it was all about finding peers
who shared this interest and bonded over the feelings the music
expressed. When I studied at university music was a way to try
and control my concentration for longer periods of time (while
working away on something that had nothing to do with my job
now). And during this specific part of my life it was no different.
Instead of listening to Christmas songs like I usually did over
December, I focused on songs that truly expressed the emotions
I was feeling. Feelings of hurt, anger, despair – anything along
those lines. And that's the magic of music. There is a song for
every single scenario a human can go through. You find comfort
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in songs, you find another soul who can feel the friggin’ pain and
pure fucking hatred that you were conditioned not to feel. It's
great.

As time passed from December into the new year, my body
slowly came out of shock and into the real shitstorm that this
guy put me through. I knew it was time to build the playlists.
My normal habit as a writer-hobbyist is that my playlists were al-
ready sorted based on genre/vibe. I have a huge range of charac-
ters I delve into and therefore the music ranges massively. Now
it was time to create a playlist to face my damned reality. I creat-
ed a playlist simply called ‘Listen to’, which was made up of the
first songs I picked out from the very first day of the break up
and depicted the shock and hurt of being abandoned by your
loved one. These were blended with songs that showed how im-
portant family is over dumb boys who break your heart. And
more were for whenever the feelings would suddenly resurface,
fresh and new again, when the songs could soothe me back into
processing my emotions once more (the fun with trauma is that
it doesn't just happen once). Oh, and of course I had a playlist
for the wedding, which I deleted. I loved the songs on there
but even just seeing the word wedding come up on the list was
painful enough. I did the same with emails and files all relating
to the wedding and chucked them in a folder called ‘Shite’. (I be-
lieve I also did this before the actual wedding date, so it was a
fresh slate from then onwards).

Gradually, over time, other playlists began to pop up that would
help get me into certain modes, like working out or showering
(sounds dumb but when your mind is mushy even simple tasks
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seem difficult). It's something that I have always used, but for
this particular experience it is definitely something I recom-
mend. I cannot even recall the amount of times I suddenly
would see a photo of us together or hear a song that was sup-
posed to be from our wedding and immediately switch into sad
Lucie. Summon the playlists!

List of songs I recommend:

Somebody I Used to Know - Gotye

Bye Bye Beautiful - Nightwish

I Want to Know What Love Is - Foreigner

Ghost Ship - Mono Inc

Run - Naomi King

Everybody Hurts - R.E.M

Hedonism - Skunk Anansie

Brazen - Skunk Anansie

Perfect Illusion - Lady Gaga

Joke’s on You - Charlotte Lawrence
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Grounding

This is another important reason for music, something I have
recently combined with walking my dog, but is easily effective
on its own. If you suffer with something like Anxiety, or similar,
you might be familiar with this term. This is basically when the
sensitivity within is highly-strung and even an uninvited pat or
nudge feels like a punch in the gut. Grounding was an impor-
tant playlist/ music genre to tap into during this time because
when things did get too much, it offered a way for me to di-
al it down. A good example was going outside (which is usu-
ally ‘fun’ for me) and then suddenly I would be faced with a
close friend of Dillon’s. Someone I know, who knows everything
about what happened (though seemed to not particularly em-
pathise with my position) and also attended the New Year’s par-
ty at my house. You can imagine the pure shock/sick feeling at
seeing this person completely by surprise and how your brain
likes to recollect the feeling of being dumped three days before
your wedding. Now, seeing someone may only take a few sec-
onds but the damage is done by that point. They may not even
see you, or talk to you, but your brain has made that connec-
tion. So then it's time to bring in the music. For me this is usu-
ally calming, almost therapeutic music that you might hear at
those massage places. Just something ideally with no words or
bias, something that your brain can focus on and use to sort it-
self out without you tripping over in the process.

Online there are thousands of ways to ‘ground yourself ’ using
meditations etc., but music in general has been good enough
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for me. It's something you have to discover for yourself for it to
work best, though. And it could be entirely dependent on the
scenario. There are even times when a ‘dialling up’ is more need-
ed than a dialling down, which I will move on to now.

Dark Times

When I have tried to remember feeling the same emotions be-
fore this experience, I can happily say there has been little to
call upon. Maybe when I was dealing with rejection as a teen
or overwhelming pressure (from myself ) at university. You ba-
sically get to a point where you feel emotionally stuck. Your
emotions are done with being all over the place and everything
is tired. You are done with being this way, you are done with
everything (not literally, though, this is a lot worse). It's like an
emotional burnout. I can usually sense this from the moment I
wake up. Almost like a lump in my throat and thinking hmm,
I think I am going to cry today. And I wait for it all day and it
takes its time. Music can help dial this up, encourage those feel-
ings to come out, make you realise that it's OK to be bitter and
hateful; that it doesn’t make you a bad person. Ironically, I am
finding this the hardest to write about so far, which shows just
how tricky these things can be. Sure, let me share my trauma,
but sharing how it's actually affecting me? That's brutal. I rarely
use it but there is music out there to pull this dark state from
you; draw out the sadness, the anger. For me, when I cry, that's
when it has been achieved. That despair of oh woe is me why am
I STILL crying over this shite? that's the goal achieved, unfortu-
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nately. I feel music can do this especially if you find those songs
that truly depict how sad you are. Ignore the voice that says you
are being dramatic, or get over it already, you are letting him win,
and just feel. Just let your poor, damned, broken heart feel. This
made sense when I looked back to the actual moment of being
jilted. I was definitely in shock for at least two weeks after it hap-
pened, so it makes sense if it feels like my heart took a while
longer to process than my head did. And that's OK.

Patience is key and, as famously quoted in the KoЯn lyrics from
Twisted Transistor: “A lonely life where no one understands you,
but don’t give up because the music do.”

There were points where I had to really stop and look hard at
myself and ask, am I reliving the EMO phase? for it certainly felt
similar. The confusion, the pure hopelessness of thinking what
the future would hold, whilst also looking at my present and
questioning who I really was; when the feelings overwhelm you,
consume you, when you feel that you are alone in your suffering,
when the emotional pain exceeds anything physical you have en-
dured. Music that I had listened to in my teenage years sudden-
ly became relevant again. I was different and individual. People
my age got married and had kids, yet here I was, having failed at
that. But I embraced that identity, the knowledge that it was not
a failure, was empowered by my individuality. I found my voice.
And I found myself listening to songs I hadn't listened to in over
ten years. Here I was, again, older and still in pain.
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Friends
Win Some, Lose Some

Yep you got it. When this break up happened I remember think-
ing, how could I lose friends over this? Surely they will stick by me
after what he did? wrong. Oh, poor innocent, naive Lucie. Un-
fortunately, no matter how accurate my description is of what
actually happened in my break up, there were conclusions
drawn and assumptions made that did indeed cause me to lose
some friends. During the first few days after the break up, I got
so much overwhelming support from those closest and not so
close to me, that I definitely felt the love. It was great and gave
me hope. But, sadly, as he did when he arranged the cancellation
of our wedding the ‘we broke up,’ was used rather than the one-
sided truth that I had no say in it whatsoever. It felt completely
inaccurate.

I remember a post he had made on Facebook saying that, ‘we
have decided to cancel the wedding...’ and that he had respect
for me but needed to ‘choose his happiness’; they were brutal
blows to me. I remember my dad warning me (after getting di-
vorced he knew first-hand how friends can turncoat) but I felt
that because mine wasn’t a divorce, surely friends wouldn’t take
sides. I would message his family saying all I wanted was a clean,
respectful break and hoping that I didn’t lose any more than I
already had from this. I was wrong. So grossly wrong. And I still
don’t even know half of the story that went down. All I know
is that people started distancing from me and I naively believed
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it was them giving me space. I was horrified to find out that the
majority of them had attended this New Year’s party to console
‘poor’ Dillon. They believed him brave for what he did. And, in
some respects, I agree. But even when I tried my hardest to not
make them ‘choose sides’ eventually when there is a split, there
is a divorce from friends, regardless. It's an inevitable and hard
lesson learned.

It's that awkward moment when I go to message someone and
it shows the dreaded ‘add friend’ button. I let the feelings sink
in. They have actively disowned me over my break up or due
to something they have been told which probably isn’t true. In-
deed, if that is the case then they certainly don’t deserve to be
my friends anyway. But imagine the shock I had in discovering
this, that people were actively taking the stance that it was my
fault. It also did not help my social anxiety one bit. My brain
had no excuse before, but now it managed to make me feel like
everyone was looking at me; so imagine me going outside know-
ing there were people out there now actively taking a dislike to
me for some unknown reason. It was another unpleasant dis-
covery I unfortunately had to experience while sharing the same
roof as the bozo.

Betrayal - The Friendship War

It doesn’t end there my dear readers. No, this was something
that was eventually going to rear its ugly head when I least ex-
pected it. But first I wanted to offer some context. As men-

JILTED - RECOVERY IN 2020 33



tioned before, after Christmas and New Year, I returned home
and struggled to maintain a relatively normal lifestyle, given the
circumstances. Dillon tried to ‘be friends’ and act like we were
pals, which still puts my teeth on edge. Actually, I congratulate
myself for shouting the house down at his dumb remarks. An
issue was occurring though. In the circle of friends I was still
in contact with – those who hadn’t distanced themselves from
me were wearily advising me about an upcoming 30th birthday
party where Dillon had told them we were still going together.
Again, I had to discuss the boundaries with him and make it
clear we were certainly not going together. This was less than a
month since he jilted me.

He reluctantly agreed as he was looking at houses anyway (an-
other punch to the gut) and so we decided that I would go on
my own as I hadn’t seen our friends since the break-up. My anx-
iety was having a field day about this event but when I actual-
ly got there and saw some friends it felt easier as time wore on
and I assumed I wasn’t in any social danger. There was little dis-
cussion about my break up as I wanted the focus to be on the
party and luckily any drama was avoided. I left that night feel-
ing elated and incredibly proud of myself. I was the only one
there, not in a couple, and most of the people were ‘his’ friends
anyway. But I did it and I proved to myself that I deserved it. It
was the first friendship gathering I had been to since my break
up and I felt hope. The friends present made it clear that they
wished to remain neutral and assured me that we would meet
again soon. One friend in particular I had helped through his
own hideous break up, which meant he had lived with us for
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around six months. I felt it strengthened our bond and I felt re-
lieved and a bit more stabilised. But this sadly would not last.

The said friend decided to betray me days later. It was around
this time that, during my counselling, and for my own safety I
had been advised to tell Dillon to move out while he looked
for a house. After trying to make it work, I had to do this for
my own mental health. Sadly, this did not go down well with
this friend. So much so, that he felt the need to send me abu-
sive messages saying how much of a bitch I was for ‘kicking him
out’. I still don’t know who told him this ludicrous idea or if it
was down to Dillon’s own poor communications skills but it was
the final straw. I remember reading the messages and immedi-
ately having to go on a walk to process my anger. I was infuri-
ated. I was literally shaking so much I couldn’t hold my phone.
I jumped to my defence immediately and stood up for myself
but the fact I had to do that after what I had been through was
mortifying. And then some other realisations kicked in. Is this
how his other friends thought of me? What did they think of
me? Just another field day for my social anxiety and knowing we
lived near to some of these friends made me run home and want
to hide away under my bed covers.

The statement that I had ‘kicked him out’ is what angered me
the most. HE was the one who broke us up, HE was the one
causing us to sell the dream house we had bought and owned for
three years, HE was the one who wanted to move away. HE was
also the one who had been living there since the break-up, yet I
was being the evil bitch? Urgh, it left a bad taste in my mouth
and although I can understand that he was reacting emotional-
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ly, it was completely un-called for. To this day I still haven’t con-
fronted Dillon about it. Why should I? What would it achieve?
The damage was, yet again, done and I just wanted to move on. I
was tired of losing everything. This was the last betrayal I could
take.

I remember contacting my sister about this to get some reassur-
ance that I wasn’t going insane, that him siding with Dillon was
fine but the reaction was totally uncalled for. Once again my
heart was shattered as I felt the hatred from others for no other
reason than that I had chosen my own ‘happiness’ and health for
once in that grim affair. In the days that followed I felt sad and
on autopilot during my routines, feeling powerless and hopeless
as more people that I had considered friends faded away from
me. I knew I still had my family, thankfully, but after being there
so much for me in the past few months, I felt too embarrassed
to ask for help again.

The Cleanse

As a result of the brutal abuse and crippling anxiety, I took dras-
tic action on the day I received the abusive messages. Whomev-
er was linked to that person, and even Dillon in some way, I cut
off. I did the exercise where if I looked at them and wondered
or even worried about how they felt about me, they were gone.
Online and everywhere I could possibly cut them off, I cut them
off. No parting words, nothing. It may seem extreme but I had
to take control again. I had to make myself feel safe again. With
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this boundary reset I wouldn’t be afraid to go outside or fear see-
ing them in public. They didn’t exist to me anymore, just like I
didn’t for them when they went to the New Year’s party at my
own home without me. I decided that if I was to move on with
my life and have a good, long hard look at who I surrounded
myself with, I needed to trust them, to feel safe. And, sadly, that
meant the majority of people I had become close to over the
past six years were now gone.

If you are one of those people, I hope you can understand. At
this point it was not personal but something I needed to do. I
reasoned that if you really wanted to reconnect, you would.

Did you know that as well as blocking people on Facebook you
can also block memories of them? I learnt this recently and it's a
super tool to avoid any nasty surprises coming up memory-wise.
After the brutal verbal abuse, I decided I was not leaving any-
thing else to chance. To those I still spoke to, I knew they were
there for me. I was naive to the concept of loyalty. I thought that
if I was civil to Dillon then there would be no reason for any dra-
ma or friendship loss. I don’t have many friends but I truly value
those I do have. This was just another painful loss that was sad-
ly delayed in the process. After the cleanse, though, I can truly
say it has been effective. Especially through COVID. Whomev-
er I have contacted and seen I have always felt safe and happy
with. It is the way my future needs to be. And for those I cut
off, no one has since has bothered to contact me, despite the iso-
lation and pandemic, so it seems I chose who my real friends
were wisely. Humans can be such selfish dicks (title of this book
maybe?!).
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Finding New Friends

It only made sense that after this cleanse, I had voids in my life
open for new companions. People who I hadn’t met through
Dillon and friends I had made on my own terms (which have
proved to be the most sustainable anyway). It was time to get ex-
cited about my new life, time to get out there and create my new
community (this was before COVID had spread to the UK).
And I had no idea there were apps for such things?! I knew
Bumble was a dating app but apparently there is a friend section
too so, for a laugh, I gave it a try. And I actually found someone
(hi Natasha)!

It was quite a surreal experience, especially after the message in-
cident was still quite fresh in my head. I remember having pan-
icked thoughts such as ‘what if this is a set up?’ or ‘what if they
think you're mental?’ or ‘what if they somehow knew someone
you had disowned?’ or ‘what if they are just a murderer and
this is where your story ends’– just to name a few. Yeah, if you
don’t have social anxiety, you’re lucky. And it turns out I was
lucky too, as Natasha turned out to be just what I needed. She
is so kind and is a great listener. We see each other occasionally
(which is hard in 2020 for obvious reasons) and with her own
wedding coming up, it feels healing having her in my life. I am a
nice person and, yeah, shit things happen but I was determined
not to make this experience detrimental to me and this certainly
helped my poor, tatty self-esteem (thanks Natasha!).
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I even did the cliché of joining the gym and trying something
new – a writer's retreat. I decided that while I worked on fixing
my head I could also help my physical body and start to encour-
age some creativity too; try to resume being normal Lucie again.
Ironically, I am writing this now in a writer’s retreat. If you enjoy
writing I certainly recommend it. Meeting like-minded people
and just sitting together while we write (no pressure or distrac-
tions) really healed my soul. (These later turned into virtual re-
treats, which I continued to attend). And, most importantly,
it was about finding myself again through new things. I rarely
try new things as I am a settler and find things overwhelming
in general (through self-sabotage and personal pressure, I might
add) so this was something I knew I had to actively pursue, even
if it was terribly scary and hard at times. I’m so glad I did.
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Finding Old Friends

During the time when things became public about my break up,
I was flooded with old friends and people I hadn’t heard of or
talked to in years. They all reached out to me to send me kind
words and reconnected on some level. I found it interesting that
they used this as an opportunity to reconnect but I guess it
worked. On a personal level, it helped me reconnect to the Lu-
cie I was before being with Dillon. I was lucky that, unlike in
some relationships, I had not compromised so much of myself
that I had no idea who I was. Suddenly I had so much more time
and space to actually invest in people whom I got on with on
different levels and this became a new curiosity in the friend de-
partment.

As expected, not all of them stayed around long enough to ac-
tually re-establish a friendship with me again, but in those dark
days of shock, I certainly appreciated the support. Especially
when I felt like my closest friends were torn due to being Dil-
lon’s friends too. Most of these friends were from high school or
university and it was interesting to see where our lives had taken
us, particularly now mine felt like it had gone to shit. On a more
conceptual level, I felt like the Lucie they knew back then, espe-
cially in high school. I was creative and expressive, labelled ‘emo’,
and had a great circle of like-minded friends. I did not hide that
I liked the darker side of things, as well as music, this went for
villains too. If you asked any one of my friends they could tell I
was always drawn to the villain in a film.
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Whether it was the extra time to myself or the bewildering place
my mind was now in, I began to ponder this part of me. Why
did I like villains so much? Why did I prefer their story over that
of the heroes? As the friendship war began to commence and
I was losing friends left and right, I felt as though I was turn-
ing into one myself. This became especially real when ‘friends’
turned ex-friends started messaging me about how evil I was for
‘kicking him’ out in January. The part of me that wasn't com-
pletely shocked and hurt by a turn of events that further twist-
ed the knife in my back decided that I would embrace this
damned existence that was now my life. It was then that I sud-
denly realised why I admired villains so much. Characters that
didn’t have friends to rely on or people to trust, despite the odds
against them and people telling them what they were, fought for
what they wanted (sure, it might be horrible things like killing
a hero but you get my point). And despite the fact that it felt as
though the world was rejecting them and dismissing them, they
had this undeniable personal strength that told them to keep go-
ing. It was what I wanted. In that moment, I decided to use that
strength to fuel my own personal goals; despite people hating
me who had loved me days before, I would continue on. I had
fewer friends, but those I did have I could absolutely trust to be
on my side now. Ultimately, I didn’t care if they liked Dillon or
not, but to actively dislike me for reacting to something he did?
It was ridiculous and I no longer had time for ridiculous, hyp-
ocritical people. So, I had fewer friends. Big deal. Quality over
quantity any day.
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Counselling

After such a dramatic end to the year, and as someone who really
isn’t into being all dramatic, I knew I would use all the resources
available to me. This included counselling. I knew that after hav-
ing planned my future for so long only to have it shatter be-
fore my eyes and be completely out of control about something
I wanted to control, well, it's gonna mess you up just a bit. By
January, I had found someone in my local area who I set up an
appointment with. The initial consultation would be around 30
minutes. Hmm, how to narrow down my experience in 30 min-
utes would be interesting in itself.

For those who haven’t had counselling, I would recommend it.
After all, we spend a lot of time and money on feeding our bod-
ies and keeping up our fitness at the gym, so to me it only makes
sense that you would invest the same attention in your mental
health. And, just to clarify, counselling isn’t just for when things
go wrong; in fact, waiting for things to go wrong can be just as
detrimental. I knew it would be a rocky road ahead this year (oh
I had no idea the half of it!) and so I knew that I wanted some-
one professional to help me navigate that in my head. I have
come to realise that when something like a break up happens –
especially one that involved an impending wedding – you are
not the only one affected. My family were hugely affected in dif-
ferent ways, as were my friends. Because of this, I could already
see the challenges of having a non-biased point of view offered
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to me when discussing things related to the break up. People's
feelings are inevitably going to be involved. People wanted re-
venge, an explanation, or to have no mention of him at all. Very
few were able to separate the context from their emotions (and I
certainly can’t blame them for this). So, it made sense for me to
pursue professional help and, if I am honest with myself, I think
I just wanted to share my story with someone outside my circle
of friends and family. I wanted to spread my metaphoric wings
and share my pain in order to heal.

I have been lucky in the past in that I have had counselling be-
fore and had good experiences of it. If you have had bad ex-
periences of it, no doubt this will affect your opinion on the
matter. For me, I was just lucky and incredibly reflective before
counselling. As previously mentioned, it may have been a coping
mechanism developed when I was diagnosed with social anxi-
ety. I found it self-soothing to journal and to work out what the
heck my head was thinking/doing. It gradually became a habit
to the point that because I constantly reflected on myself (even
during those crazy break-up days) it helped immensely in turn
to seek out the correct counselling. Like most things, there is no
one type that suits all. I knew I wanted someone to talk to, to
work with me more on a reflective level, I wanted to figure this
out on my own, but with professional assistance; not someone
to just tell me what's wrong and how to fix it. I like figuring it
out on my own. It's more of a comfort for me, and also helps me
open up a lot easier in this context.
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Finding That Special Someone

It was also important to see the counsellor’s background – what
work/ research they had done before. It was almost like forcing
myself to confront a hard truth that I needed someone who had
dealt with trauma. It was scary and intimidating to realise that
this was my reality. I needed help because something bad had
happened to me and, in order to heal, I unfortunately would
need to revisit it. I eventually found someone with such a back-
ground in my local area, and then also someone who sounded
nurturing but also able to ensure I focused on moving forward,
discouraging me from dwelling too much on that what was or
the what ifs. That's the difference I wanted. I knew I wouldn't be
able to do this on my own. It was not so much that I didn’t trust
myself but that the fact was that this has never happened to me
before – nothing even close to this – and therefore, in order to
heal, I would need outside help. I have heard from others who
have had bad experiences that the personality of the counsellor
can be just as important. I knew that in such a vulnerable state,
I would need someone who was gentle yet determined in their
approach. My own outside hero. Anyone too pushy would just
frighten me away. I needed someone who was practical but also
patient. Which sounds obvious when looking for a counsellor,
but you would be surprised.

I am not sure how hard it is for other people but, for me, because
I knew what I was looking for, it was easier to find the right
counsellor. I highly recommend this to anyone who is looking
for one; this stage is probably one of the most important things
to consider alongside what you are actually looking for in them
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to help with (if it isn’t as obvious to you as it was to me). I appre-
ciate that this can be a challenge in itself; it certainly wasn’t fun
for me to think ‘ah, yes, I need someone who specialises in trau-
ma’. I mean, heck, that's just brutal. It sounds dramatic to me,
but this was no time to be humble or shy. I had to deal with the
reality of what happened. This shit had happened. Now it was
time to find someone to help heal that.
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First Impressions

Despite having been to counselling sessions before, I was still
nervous. It was in a new place with a new person and that was
enough for me to feel overwhelmed, let alone face the actual
reason why I found myself in a counsellor’s office at 8am on
a Thursday morning before work. But I did it anyway and am
proud I did. It was definitely worth it. I remember clearly just
being asked the simple question of why I was there and simply
bursting into tears at the overwhelming feeling of it all. It was
almost tempted to be sarcastic. Jeez, why was I there? Oh, yeah,
because a bozo freaked out and decided to dump me three days
before our wedding, before Christmas and then have a party at
our house. Yeah. Let’s unpick that shite, shall we? And then pay
for counselling to heal from it (damn I wish I could have got
him to pay for it somehow, ha!). But, no, I had to remind my-
self, I wasn’t there for him. I was there for myself. I wanted to
do this properly, to gain some control out of the shitstorm that
he had set upon me. Despite having told the story so much at
that point, it was still incredibly emotional when I explained it
to this stranger. The shock was still there, the cold hard fact that
this was my reality in January 2020. My life was ‘fucked’, as I
kept saying. I was angry, I was sad, I felt everything in that tiny
half hour introduction session. No doubt I needed them and I
had no idea for how long, but I left that first session feeling re-
lieved and feeling like I had gained some minuscule control over
the situation.
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That’s the great thing about counselling. No matter what you are
going through, without any judgement or biased opinion, you
can always regain focus and work things out. The brain has a fun
way of making you think you can do it on your own, but I knew
from experience that was my own BS that I played on myself
to avoid social interactions at all costs (something else I learnt
from counselling – yay!). Also, everyone is different, but I find
it a lot easier to focus on other people and their problems than
my own – which is why journalling is such an important exer-
cise for me to reorient my mind most days. So, when it comes
to my own problems, especially ones as big as what had sudden-
ly ensued from this experience, I knew I would need to sched-
ule time every week to force myself to face my problems. In a
healthy, productive way.

Every session can be different. Sometimes I would just cry
through the whole session and barely say anything. I used to
scoff at those times and think ‘great, I just wasted £xx on crying
in front of a stranger. Great job Lucie.’ But it's all about perspec-
tive. As I have just said, I needed those scheduled times to lit-
erally cry about my situation. No doubt I did that anyway, but
usually it would be on my own and I’d feel as though it was com-
ing out of nowhere. At least when I cried in counselling it was
like ‘ah, yas, bitch FEEL.’ Then, other sessions would feel very...
put together and ‘on track’ to recovery. I can confidently say a
small piece of my broken soul slowly sewed itself back togeth-
er again throughout every single one of those sessions. It was all
about the little victories at that point. Anything I could justify
to make myself feel slightly more...normal, more myself.
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Also, I enjoyed the random things that would come up too.
Random things from childhood that I never knew hurt so much
until I revisited them. For example, I identified two parts of my-
self that had split and were fighting for control during that time.
A more ‘parent’ type figure and my emotions, which could be
seen as the ‘childlike’ self. They even had a colour. My organ-
ised (painfully, to the second sometimes), controlling but struc-
tured self was definitely red, whereas my feelings were yellow
(which, interestingly, I used to hate as a colour). In one session,
we got onto the subject of school, as I felt that is where the red
came from. It was my first sense of structure and organisation.
So, the counsellor asked me to recount my first day of school
and MY GOD. I could barely say anything without becoming
a crying mess and I had no idea why. It was like my yellow side
was even terrified to revisit it. I had no idea it was such a trau-
matising time for me! I loved school! But clearly this was where
my social anxiety was rooted. It was just overwhelming to me.
The session baffled me completely. I can see why some people
can find counselling unsettling –you try to find problems where
there weren't any previously. Well, clearly, I disagree. I certainly
would not have reacted that way by simply recounting my first
day at school – even in my current fucked-up situation. I appre-
ciate that, to some people, finding these things out about your-
self and our childhood can be alarming or disturbing, like dig-
ging up old skeletons, but my perspective is that if they are there
and there is a problem, why not try to sort it out?

All Good Things Must Come to An End
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As you can probably tell, I enjoyed my sessions (despite how
sad it got sometimes) and they ended sooner than I expected.
I found a rhythm that suited me and soon I began to be able
to pick things up on my own. That is not to say I was ‘cured’
or anything ridiculous like that. It was more of an acknowledg-
ment that whatever came up in the future wouldn’t be such a
shock and now that I had fully addressed the magnitude of what
had happened, I was able to understand and even appreciate my-
self more. It is very easy for me to be hard on myself, to push
and move forward (which is why I need to avoid these person-
alities in counsellors) and now I feel more balanced and not in
such a rush to see the back of that shitty time. There were things
that were good before that and things that have happened since
(a lot) that have been good. The day eventually came where,
though I love analysing and inspecting myself with a profession-
al, the intention for the sessions had been met. I knew I had
more to come my way but for now, I had made it through the
first initial hurdle (and I had done so much before that point al-
so) I felt able to navigate myself to the next ‘level’, as it were. I
feel this is also an important acknowledgement for the counsel-
lor. To be able to ‘let go’ when is the right time, even for some-
one like me who could stay/settle like that forever.

Journal Excerpt 4th April – What I learnt from counselling

- Putting myself first now, isolation and lockdown has
forced this to the extreme. And how much I am grateful
and benefitting from that.
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- I have learnt to be patient with myself and be more at-
tentive to my needs.

- I am incredibly resourceful.

- I have changed so much in the last 12 weeks and
grown – imagine the next 12 weeks?

- I have helped myself this far, and worked hard at this.

- Don't be afraid to make mistakes.

- I keep surprising myself, my new favourite thing about
myself. I am amazing.

- I am incredibly resilient and this has been proven.

- Uncertainty is a good thing.
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It’s OK to Go Back

I have added this section later in the year of 2020. It is almost
October and, boy, what a year it has been! I have returned to
counselling. I felt it was important to add this as when I fin-
ished my first batch in April, it wasn’t with the intention of nev-
er returning. When ‘finishing’ counselling it is important to ac-
knowledge that you may no longer need it but that doesn’t nec-
essarily mean you are out of the frying pan, my friend. Oh no.
Sadly, in most circumstances, you can leave feeling indestruc-
tible and ready to face the world and then, boom! the universe
hands you a ‘Congratulations, you have reached LEVEL 2’. It
is also just as important to recognise that going ‘back’ to coun-
selling doesn't mean you are taking a step back in healing. If
anything, it means you are taking a step forward in recognising
when you need help and calling out your own BS. I felt this was
especially important for me to acknowledge at this time of year
as a lot had happened since my last session in April and though I
had managed pretty well, I could see the warning signs were ris-
ing once again. The constant doubting myself, the self-reflection
to the point where I felt like I was in a house of mirrors, rather
than being able to constructively look at myself. Using what I
had learnt in my sessions earlier in the year, I was able to use
that to gauge and recognise when things were getting too much
again and I was getting stuck inside my own head.

A huge red flag for me was trying to control and solve things
that were entirely out of my experience. So, I did what I knew
was best and signed back up to counselling, seven months into
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COVID-19 pandemic (oh and this baby gets its own chapter,
don’t you worry), and I am literally on the precipice of moving
house and anticipating another level of shit-storm brewing
within me. I approached it like this: this was another step into
my healing altogether – finally moving on to my new life – and
I wanted professional navigation through that so I didn’t stum-
ble on any invisible issues that would strike at any point. It's not
inevitable to make mistakes, of course, but I just would like to
try my best with what I can right now. So, overall, this was just
to summarise that I was not ‘cured’ or even had a hope at being
so. Counselling isn’t about that and no matter how many times
I return to counselling, I know it is to seek a higher level of heal-
ing that I couldn’t access before.
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COVID-19

Yep, that's right, I could not write a book in 2020 and NOT
talk about this beast. I remember first writing out my notes for
this book in March 2020 and thought ‘hmm should I make a
COVID chapter?’ Hmm. Yes. Yes, I should. There is no doubt
that in many, many years to come the one damned thing that
anyone will recall or remember during 2020 would be this. It has
affected everybody on so many levels. It is the first thing like this
in our generation. I completely appreciate that, as I go into this
chapter, everyone has been burned by this. Everyone has experi-
enced this shitty time. It just so happened that I was in the midst
of my own shitstorm within a shitstorm.

So, where to start with this one? Well, it hit in the UK in March
2020. I was two months into my weekly counselling and trying
to figure out what the heck my life meant. I was diving fully in-
to my day job and trying to take every day as it came. I recall
very clearly when lockdown happened on 24th March and no
one saw it coming. I was recovering from my own weird sickness
(I still don’t know what it was, my symptoms were random and I
blamed stress – no it wasn’t COVID) and was slowly regaining
my energy when we were suddenly told by the government that
we were going into full national lockdown.

Shit Just Got Real
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This title basically summarises my feelings on the matter. Now,
unlike most people (I believe), I avoided the news at all costs.
From experience, it was completely detrimental to my mental
health and never served me to follow such things and this was
an example. Of course, I knew about the lockdown and un-
derstood it. Not by following the news but by hearing people's
stories and understanding how everybody was being affected. I
found myself once again experiencing a phenomenon of one day
suddenly changing my way of life for the foreseeable future. Ex-
actly seven days and three months after my break-up, the whole
world was thrown into a shit-storm that was a lot bigger than
my own personal problems (of course it varied from country to
country but you get my drift).

I was to be in isolation for at least the next six weeks (which end-
ed up being twelve). All I can say at this point is THANK GOD
I had asked Dillon to move out. I am so, so thankful to myself
for asking him to leave. I honestly do not know if I could have
survived being isolated with the bozo for so long. Just purely in
terms of my mental state at the time, my immediate reaction was
relief. So, the government was asking me to work from home,
stay at home in isolation, only leaving the house once a day for
the foreseeable future? Absolutely, I could do that. Of course,
it hurt not to see family and friends, but at that point I need-
ed that time. I knew I did, and without social expectations and
pressure of everyday life I had no excuse to avoid them up until
that point. But now I could. Now I could completely isolate my-
self and finally HEAL.
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Try to bear with me here. It may sound hippy, or whatever, but
I learnt a few years ago to truly address myself and deal with
the ongoing emotions that gradually caught up with me from is-
sues that I had faced. This was the best medicine I could ask for.
No doubt it was terrifying and strange for everybody, let alone
considering the sad fact that people were suffering and dying
from this virus. I want to make it clear that I focused on what I
could gain from it in order to survive my isolation but not one
day went by where I did not grieve for those who were lost. I
do not know if it was luck, but being in the middle of my own
grief from such the loss I had endured at the end of 2019, on
some level I related to people's grief during this time. I had al-
ready been through my stages of grief: denial, anger, bargaining,
and depression. This was just another level to deal with. But as
you can probably tell, I was luckily around a stage of acceptance
when COVID-19 hit so my reaction to the approaching shit-
storm was ‘BRING IT’. The irony of the world was enough for
me to laugh maniacally at the situation and say, ‘hey, at least I
have a legal obligation to face my own problems now’ and that is
indeed what I did. Also, that was my social anxiety on hold for a
while.

I appreciate that not everybody has been as lucky. Isolation is
incredibly hard to deal with and it was such a sudden change
for everyone, it will certainly be something that will haunt us.
Even in basic human psychology the one main thing that can
fuck with our minds is being deprived of social interaction. Be-
ing by yourself is a skill in its own right (I believe) and I was al-
ready getting well-practiced at that. Also, I was by myself, living
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on my own. Not many people had that luxury and, again, I ap-
preciate that as I could not think of anything worse than being
stuck with someone else during that time. Yes, I love my fami-
ly and friends but to be stuck with any one of them 24/7 feels
almost as detrimental to me as being stuck with the bozo (but
obviously no way near as bad). I would not have wished that sit-
uation upon anyone, not even Dillon, the ex, at that point. But
more on him later.

A vital key to success for me during that time was to simply
make it through. Make it through and use that time to face the
shit that I was trying to avoid. Make a routine that solely focused
on myself and being with myself in every form. Routine in gen-
eral was important for me. Elements such as getting up at the
same time every day – even when I was on furlough and didn’t
have a specific reason to get up. Just to simply get up and face the
day and its new challenges. Having a routine gave me a sense of
purpose when there was none. My favourite advice was a twist
on the saying ‘live everyday as if it is your last’ – that, during this
time, approaching every day as if it was my first was much more
motivating and positive. It helped me focus and approach every-
day with some normalcy in the strange and alien reality that I
now lived in. Being able to control certain things in a time when
things were so out of control for most of us. This leads me on to
the next part...

Dealing with the Ex
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The only one specific thing I would say was an actual struggle
for me during this time was dealing with Dillon. He seemed to
take it less seriously than most and found excuses on a number
of occasions to return to the house. The bitter truth was that,
though I was in isolation, this bozo would be the only human I
would come into contact with for the next 12 weeks. This equat-
ed with mental torture in my mind. As you can imagine, he was
the LAST person I wanted to see. But he deemed the house vis-
its necessary as he was still moving over to his new place and
needed his stuff. Of course, it was at a distance, but it frustrated
me to no end. It made no sense to me why it was okay for him
to come around and cause an emotional ruckus within me, and
yet I could not see my family or friends. Dealing with these en-
counters was certainly a challenge. I put rules in place alongside
social distancing so that he also had to give me at least twenty
four hours’ notice before coming over and also have a concise,
clear reason (yes, this had to be clearly defined to him as he is
such a scatterbrain).

In regards to my feelings towards him, they were pretty much
non-existent in terms of romance. I couldn’t imagine wanting
to see him whatsoever. I was of the mind that I was grateful for
the memories even though they weren’t so great, but it was now
a sticky, complicated mess trying to deem it okay that he was
intruding on my isolation and that I had no control over that.
Legally, he still owned the property with me, and he still had his
stuff there. The sooner I allowed the visits, the sooner he would
be gone, but it was certainly hard to accept this as he busted in
on my life.
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Of course, I had frequent video calls with friends and family
but, as a lot of us experienced, it was not the same. And it was
even more confusing mentally when I could only see them vir-
tually, the people I most cared about, yet physically I had to be
around the most hated bozo on the planet during that time. Not
a fun experience.

Me, Myself and I

In regards to those living-hell moments that I endured, this
seemed to only reinforce that the need to focus on myself was a
must. I am not a vain person and, as I have mentioned before, I
find it hard to actually focus on myself sometimes. But, during
isolation, I had no excuse. No distractions, no social pressure,
and no better time to do it. I had to use this time to truly look at
myself and say ‘okay, we have been through shit, we are still go-
ing through shit but at least we are in this together’ – that type
of crazy stuff.

On a more positive note, I began to discover things that I used
to do for myself that I now could do again. Things like cooking
for myself. I was determined to not get fat over the lockdown
(especially as I saw the bozo decrease in weight every time I saw
him) but those quiet times when I could spend time on just
simply cooking a meal that I loved, and I knew tasted good. It
seemed a lot of people developed a similar type of habit in the
form of baking and such. Not being able to spend much time
on much else, I fell in love again with how good I am at mak-
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ing meals for myself. Enjoying my own company was something
I was very good at and being in a relationship, I had lost that.
During lockdown I found that I was getting this back, along-
side just spending quality time with myself. It was back to basics
for me, and I couldn’t have been happier. To fulfil such simple
needs on my own again, supporting myself and knowing that I
did not need someone else felt good. I had endured such great
loss but what I had right with me through lockdown was a per-
sonal peace that I would not have gained in any other circum-
stance.

Changes
‘Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes

Turn and face the strange’ – David Bowie

After being forced to face the first big change in my life,
COVID-19 was definitely the second. We all deal with change
differently and looking at this COVID chapter I knew change
would be something I had to address. Dealing with change pre-
viously had been something that was entirely dependent on the
situation and context, yet in 2020 we found ourselves being
stop-started 24/7 and it is no wonder we are all exhausted. Nat-
urally, our brains don't handle change well, so it is something
we develop and learn to cope with. But that year I felt that the
whole meaning of change itself was a new concept. Even the
pace is different now. Every day we hold our breaths for the next
change that will slap us into a new reality. It just makes you re-
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alise how resilient we actually are and, if we weren’t before, we
damn well were by the time 2020 was done with us. I always
considered myself as being rather resilient. I took a test at work
and considering I put so much personal pressure on myself daily,
it turns out I am used to dealing with constant change and mov-
ing goal posts. Bah, well 2020 had other ideas. Needless to say, I
left that year confidently knowing I did my best and I damn well
feel more resilient than I ever did before. Regardless of what you
did or what happened during this time, you should be too.

During the first lockdown, I discovered that the good days and
the bad days did indeed vary despite not having work or other
people’s direct intervention to sway my mood. Some days I just
woke up in a bad place, and vice versa, I woke up feeling in-
credibly lucky at where I was, despite the limitations. I discov-
ered that there was happiness in the little pleasures such as fol-
lowing a little routine I had created for myself, getting up at the
same time, having a morning coffee outside as the earth began
to warm in the summer morning. By mid-mornings the sun was
high enough to sunbathe and listen to music, being lost in the
bliss of my own mind. No doubt there was guilt to this some-
times as others were still working hard despite the challenge of
being limited to the lockdown. My mind also liked to randomly
jump to what it would be like for a nurse or a sick patient at that
time. But there was little I could do but play my part in prevent-
ing the spread of the virus (I did also look to volunteer in my
local area with no luck). Being locked in my own peaceful bub-
ble had its downsides – what I liked to call it ‘survivor’s guilt’
(this might be a real thing which I have yet to look into) where
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you are healthy and shut away despite feeling like there must be
a way for you to help others. And there was the fact that the fur-
lough scheme allowed me to continue to be paid for doing noth-
ing, while I watched friends lose their jobs.

Despite these downsides, which bit me in the butt a few times, I
managed to find some sort of peace within myself as I spent time
on my own. I ended up being about 12 weeks in isolation and
it is something I will certainly remind myself of when I begin to
feel lonely in the years to come. Since I was young, I have always
been good at finding some way to entertain myself. You could
leave me to my own devices for a whole day and I would end up
using my imagination and creativity to entertain myself through
drawing or writing. I hoard notebooks and I recently found one
that was full of a random story that I recall spending an entire
day writing when I was around fifteen years old, during a half
term holiday where I sat at a desk while my Nan was working. It
made me realise that during this lockdown, I was doing the same
thing. I either wrote short stories (some even related to a virus
theme), drew more characters, read new books or wrote in my
journal. I journalled a lot during this time and ended up filling
an entire journal from March to June 2020, a journal I know will
be interesting to look back on in years to come.

One thing I enjoyed learning from lockdown was that, since
my breakup, being alone had been a miserable affair as I dealt
with the emotional backlash of it. During lockdown as it felt the
world was suffering along with me, it felt a lot nicer to be present
with myself. It was fun to come up with stories or draw from
my imagination. I wasn't actually that bad to be around. Who
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knows how long I would be alone for, so it was important for
me to realise that my own company wasn't actually that bad. In
fact, it was the opposite. I found what I loved about myself again
(and not in a vain way). Being with yourself for so long, I be-
lieve you forget what makes you different from others. You for-
get what makes you special, and talking to others made me re-
alise that it wasn't as easy for them as it was for me. I forgot that
not everyone had the luxury to even be on their own during this
time!

Certainly, during that time in my life things were paused when
it came to moving on physically with the house and moving on
in dating. But as I look back on what I did, it certainly helped
me catch up with myself for a while. To re-learn what makes me,
me and to realise that being by myself was something I actually
used to prefer before being in love.

Another interesting activity I did during lockdown, as I was
packing for the potential move, was to re-read my journals from
2013, the year that I first met Dillon and began dating him.
Gosh, it was an interesting read! To get a live account of how I
felt and how it was meeting him and falling in love with him,
as a reader, dealing with the dregs of this initially promising sto-
ry. It was more healing that I anticipated as it really helped me
understand why I loved him so much, why I truly believed we
could be together.

I was at the end of my teaching degree, which I no longer want-
ed to pursue as a career, was under a lot of pressure and stress,
and there he was, offering his support and buying me gifts, being
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an angel in my eyes. There were countless times when he sup-
ported and saved me, making me feel safe and thought of. It was
no wonder I wanted to be with him. After university, he helped
me get my first job in a new direction and we moved in togeth-
er. It was a new stage for us and I recall wanting to live with no
one else at the time. He was supportive and the first person out-
side of my family that I felt comfortable with. It was a huge deal
for me, so it was no wonder I had such big aspirations for us that
we began to plan for. It wasn’t easy living together, initially, but
we soon looked forward to buying a house together and sharing
a future. From my early twenties, our relationship and dreams
governed my life.

For the first time since the break-up, I looked back more fondly
at our time together, knowing that even though things ended
terribly, the past six years had not been in vain. Indeed, it was
still a huge shame and his fault as to why I was in isolation dur-
ing lockdown, but if the feeling that we both shared in the be-
ginning was no longer there, then perhaps it was for the best –
for us both. Just don’t wait to do it three days before a wedding.

It forced me to reflect more on what actually had gone wrong.
What had changed? Reading back six years, it was certain that at
some point he had indeed shared my views and wanted to marry
me, despite the fact that I was the driver in that pursuit (I can’t
deny that). I was the one who spoke of marriage and children,
he just agreed with me. Perhaps it was easier for him to. Perhaps
he saw no other alternative, he certainly offered none. Arguably,
this is a dangerous route to go down as I can only speculate on
what happened with him. I cannot read his mind or change his
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decision. Yet, it intrigued me; looking at the experience from my
perspective, even Dillon seemed more comfortable with the fu-
ture in those early days. If I was to admit the hard truth, I believe
I could see a difference in ‘us’ from the beginning of 2019.

Dillon was becoming more withdrawn from the wedding plan-
ning, even neglecting to involve his family – saying the excuse
was his ‘culture’, when I clearly felt alarmed by it. By April, he
was out almost every weekend with friends, while I stayed inside
doing more – you guessed it – wedding planning. The distance
was widening and after looking into attachment styles, encour-
aged by my counsellor, I can see that this only worsened for us. I
have an anxious attachment whereas Dillon seemed to respond
more with an ‘avoidant’ style. While I was possibly feeling red
flags subconsciously (for I certainly felt like nothing was wrong
consciously), I was working myself even harder to accomplish
what I believed would ease the pressure off us, whereas Dillon
dissociated further by spending time away from the house or im-
mersing himself in computer games when he was home.

You can imagine the increasing tension that this exerted on the
metaphorical strings of our relationship. Someone was gonna
snap, it was only a matter of time. I guess kudos to both of
us for resisting what seemed inevitable for so long. Again, just
not great that it ended in such a poorly-timed way. Arguably, it
didn’t have to end that way. As previously mentioned, I believe
in therapy – talking it out. If only there was a verbal or physical
indication that this was happening to us, I believed we could
have worked it through. I believe you can do that in most rela-
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tionships, but perhaps that is once again where Dillon and I dif-
fer. The distance grew too great and it was too late.

So, no need to look back or consider the what ifs any longer.
What mattered now was what I could take from this going for-
ward. I was not perfect in that relationship and, looking back,
there were probably red flags that indeed worried me but I took
it upon myself to fix them, instead of voicing it as an ‘us’ issue
– a lot of self-responsibility and blame that did no good any-
way (and in certain attachment styles/experiences can just wors-
en the issue). Not everyone is the same, not everyone responds
and feels the same as you do. And I have little control over that,
so to try and control it was never going to work. What I can do
now is to voice my concerns without discrediting myself as just
‘being anxious’ or ‘worrying for no reason’. Even if it were the
case, the fact that I am able to voice such worries should be pos-
sible in a healthy relationship. There should be open communi-
cation and as soon as that becomes restricted, it's a ticking time
bomb from my experience. Importantly, as soon as I shut down,
I need to ensure I open up again, even if my partner is not.

As the first lockdown began to ease, it felt almost like a spring
time effect. People were waking up and excited to relive things
that they had missed during lockdown. It was another strange
shift to observe because, as people were celebrating, I was still in
the same place I had been in when we locked down. I was still
in the old house I owned with Dillon, still broken up, and still
alone. It was as if life had paused and when things resumed, I
had to face the same challenges that I had before. No doubt, I
had used the isolation to strengthen my resolve and felt more se-
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cure in myself that things were going to change for the better,
but I still felt this...stuck feeling. People had grown in their rela-
tionships with who they had been locked down with and, yeah,
I also had with myself. People had developed new hobbies and
were working on improving their immediate environment to-
gether, and so had I. It felt as though people came out in groups
to share their stuff and then there was me, doing it on my own.

It certainly felt that as things began to open up again and people
were busying the streets once more, I was more on the cautious
side. I was still very aware that the virus was still present and,
living on my own, I did not want to catch it. I think everyone
agreed that the rules were becoming complex and confusing and
as some merely went on instinct, others were trying their best to
understand them and follow them correctly. Noticeably, follow-
ing on from lockdown, even though I had to continue to allow
Dillon to visit the house, I found that I was holding my own a
lot more confidently. As he continued to visit, I began to feel
more relief when he left rather than sadness.

Closing this chapter, we are currently in the third lockdown in
England and who knows how long this one will last. I am feeling
more optimistic, though. I am certainly in a better place now, in
my new place and with no more ties to Dillon. It seems COVID
is lingering longer than the ex.
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Work

As previously mentioned, I will be eternally grateful for how
my work and manager handled my situation. Being able to have
time off during those first crucial weeks is something I will al-
ways be thankful for. And when I returned, still feeling vul-
nerable but ready to take on the daily challenges once more, I
was glad of the daily distraction and renewed purpose. Without
work, I have no idea how I would have functioned. It was a time
for me that still offered some structure and normalcy while still
being sensitive to my situation. I returned determined and with
a renewed sense of focus. Before, I felt there was always this dis-
traction at the back of my mind. My job was good and I was
more intent on getting married and ‘starting’ my adult life. So,
when this went to shit, I looked at my new possibilities. I am a
hard worker and enjoyed the job immensely and this continued
when I returned in January 2020. I almost used it as my new ob-
session, intention on trying for a promotion now that my mar-
ried and kids thing was fucked.

It did indeed work, before the mahoosive spanner called
COVID-19, I found my calling and set up my five-year plan
with my bosses and felt entirely back on track in terms of my
professional development. A lot of complaints can be made
about your job and being in the ‘rat race’, but I must say during
that time in my life, it is exactly what I needed. I can pride my-
self in knowing that despite what happened to me, I used it to
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fuel my passions and progress myself further into my profession-
al career. I strongly advise this to anyone going through a similar
thing. When life is shit, your job can give you the purpose you
never thought you needed.

Of course, COVID-19 happened right after this but I tried to
remain positive. With COVID-19 happening my job was pret-
ty much pointless anyway so I was relieved when they put me
on furlough. Nothing worse than working with no purpose. To
me it was just a waste of time and was detrimental to me. On
furlough I had a break from that commitment too, so I knew
I had to find a new purpose for the time being. As previously
mentioned this was focusing on my healing and myself in more
depth than I initially wanted to confront.

By the end of June, I was apprehensive about returning to work,
having gotten quite comfortable in my routine of healing but it
was time. Time to get back out there and focus on giving myself
more purpose once again. Things were easing and without be-
ing in touch with people through my job, I knew it would have
been harder to return into this new world we were creating. It
has been several months in and I am back into full swing again
and determined to make a rebuild for the better. I have renewed
processes and have seen a way of working with a fresh pair of
eyes which is transforming the whole department. Again, I am
using the opportunity to renew things for the better and re-
alised that I am getting quite good at it. I am glad to be back,
so I can give this to myself, give the sense of purpose, focus and
structure. I feel like I am actually contributing to a world out-
side my own. It has taken a while to get here but I am so pleased
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with where I am regarding this. I know that on my darkest days,
I am always grateful that while I am fixing some aspects of my
life, other parts are thriving.
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Dating
Urgh. I remember quite clearly sometime over Christmas, just a
few weeks into my break up, when it suddenly hit me. I was go-
ing to have to date again. I knew it wouldn’t be then or straight
away, but it had to be at some point and I felt all my innards
cringe and collapse with anxiety at the thought. This was such
uncharted territory I barely knew where to begin. By January
2020 I was casually exploring the new apps that were available
and feeling completely out of my comfort zone. But the more
I looked into it and researched (as with most things), the more
I began to grow curious and get excited at the idea of meeting
someone new. As I have mentioned before, I did the same thing
with meeting new friends and by mid-January, after I was back
home and had restarted work again for a few weeks, I decided
I wanted to start dating again. It may have felt a little soon but
I was eager to use my curiosity to fuel me to get out there. For
me it was now or never; if I let the crippling shame and pressure
force me to recoil and stay inside, I knew it would be a long, long
time before I dated again. I had to face this fear head on, and re-
alise that there was nothing to be afraid of.

No doubt I felt a little out of practice. It had been over six years
since I had dated, and then I had only dated one person before
meeting Dillon. I had no idea what I was looking for anymore,
no idea what ‘my type’ was or wasn’t. Sometimes I am too open-
minded for my own good, so I started following my instinct and
really looking at the person's profile and trying to decide if I was
interested or not. Part of me just wanted something better! And
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in the beginning, it was quick for me to realise that this was too
broad. There were A LOT of people who were better than Dil-
lon in multiple ways. My self-esteem soon took a nice leap as I
was flooded with interest too.

I do think for me, though, that dating is definitely the dreaded
stage of the relationships we build. I am awkward and feel so-
cially inferior most of the time so, finding somebody is daunting
enough. I am a ‘settler' – once I find someone who is nice and I
get on with it's hard for me to want to look for more. But then
I have to remind myself this is why I am where I am. I need to
be picky, I need to find someone more sustainable. Or at least
someone who won’t be with me for six years, then break up with
me three days before our wedding and expect us to be friends...I
can at least hope that the next guy won’t be that insane.

But here’s the thing. I am rubbish at putting myself out there.
I am relatively accomplished in my own way. I write my own
books, I draw my own characters and even code my own web-
site. I like to teach myself things and do things that way, despite
it taking a lot longer than if I got someone else to do it. Yet,
when it comes to sharing my achievements I am painfully hum-
ble (this book is me forcefully putting my story out there). As
long as I am happy, I don’t tend to boast or share my work. It's
something I want to become better at and even mentioned this
stuff when getting to know someone makes me crumble into a
shy mess. Meeting someone and being able to put my best foot
forward was is challenging enough, let alone contending with
my social anxiety which likes to make me paranoid about the
other person.
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A lot of comparisons in dating can be made with interviewing –
something else I am not entirely skilled at, so I knew this was go-
ing to be a trying experience for me. Like most things, I decided
to research how to become better at dating and rebuild my self-
esteem so that when I did meet someone I was really interested
in, I would be confident enough to know that they liked me too.
Just dating again makes you re-learn that world again – re-learn
the red flags and relearn what your tastes are and what you are
looking for. It's a big world out there with millions of people; no
doubt it was overwhelming for me.
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Welcome to the Jungle

There is something very primal about dating, in going on in-
stinct and being curious in discovering new people and new cir-
cles. When I got into the full swing of the apps, I came to re-
alise this. You start to get an idea of what attracts you and what
doesn’t. It was fascinating for someone like me to discover what
people would share about themselves as well as what image they
wanted to portray. It also felt more fast paced than six years be-
fore. I remember it took weeks to find someone to date before.
This time it took a matter of days. You chat for a bit and then,
boom, you are meeting in person (this changed from March
2020, of course). When I went on my first date around mid-Jan-
uary, I remember feeling elated with myself for being in this po-
sition, admiring that I was moving forward, making progress. I
was pleasantly surprised that despite my painful breakup, I re-
mained my friendly self, being pretty open and approachable to
most. It made me appreciate myself more, knowing that what
had happened hadn’t changed the nice things about me. It en-
couraged me further that there was someone out there for me
who deserved me better than Dillon did. His loss.

But it soon became apparent that it wasn't a question of finding
someone to date but finding what I was actually looking for.
Was I looking for a boyfriend? A friend? A friend with
boyfriendish habits? Who knew? But I figured this was some-
thing I could discover on the way. Then COVID-19 happened.
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New World

Once the first lockdown had done its work, a new world began
to emerge, especially for those who were dating. Suddenly peo-
ple were more wary about meeting strangers and had new
boundaries in place in relation to whether they lived with oth-
ers, or just wanted to protect themselves. I found that for most,
this meant that their first initial date was now a video call. Crazy
eh?! But in a way this worked for me. After all, being shut in for
months made even the most confident person wary to go out-
side, even for a fling. For someone with social anxiety who was
slowly trying to readjust to the new world, an initial video call
felt less daunting and more secure for an initial meet.

With everyone that I met, I felt inclined to share my story and
what happened. Was this oversharing? Sure, it may have come
across as quite intense on meeting someone new, and though
I tried to hold off every time I met someone, it always ended
up coming out. It felt more natural to share it; I turn weird if I
know there is something I am holding back from a person. I also
felt that if it did scare them, then they weren’t for me; I was still
ultimately going through it in some way so whomever I met had
to realise that. Owning this part of my story enabled me to feel
more confident in being in the dating world again and defined
more easily what I wanted and what I did.

Well, that was easier said than done as I did in fact meet some-
one who I believed was everything that I wanted, everything
that Dillon wasn’t (he’s Guy B). On paper, he was the perfect
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person for me. We dated a couple of times and things were going
great. Until they weren’t. It felt as though I lost myself in the po-
tential of the future; the future I thought I had lost and dreamed
of was suddenly a potential again and, to be honest, alongside
still dealing with the house move and breaking off from Dillon,
I had certainly bitten off more than I could chew. It felt jarring.
If I continued with him, would I lose all that I had learnt about
myself ? Was I throwing myself into another fantasy in order to
escape the pain of the present? It was a difficult conundrum
to work out. Especially with this new guy reciprocating just as
much as I was – something I hadn’t experienced in guys before.

Oh, and just to make it even more complicated, the date that I
had met in January? (he’s Guy A). We had taken a break in July,
and then he suddenly reappeared and I immediately was more
drawn to him. Jeez, I do not make it easy for myself, dear read-
ers. Did I really need this drama in my life with everything else
going on? Certainly not, but I never did things half-heartedly
and so I found myself in a complicated love triangle, a web of
confused feelings tangled in the past, present and future. I no
longer had feelings for Dillon, but for someone who didn’t even
seem as perfect for me as the other guy and potentially would
lead to more issues than Dillon. So why in the heck was I so
drawn to him? Could this be the damage from my trauma? My
head was spinning; it made no sense to me. When it came to my
feelings with Dillon, things were always so decisive and yet here
I was caught between what I should feel for Guy B and what I
did feel for Guy A. My mind was clearly trying to make a deci-
sion that my heart argued with.
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Guy A was not so bad, it was just that despite how powerful and
intensely things felt for us then, I knew the future wasn’t as clear
as it was with Guy B. In my past relationships, I always went
for the safe and secure option, the person who would represent
the future potential that I hoped for. Yet here my feelings de-
cided that it was much more exciting (and also perhaps due to
the trauma of my previous theory in feeling safe in the future be-
ing completely obliterated) to fall for Guy A . In that moment,
future cast aside, he made me incredibly happy. Happier than I
had been since the break-up. And he made me feel more than I
ever did with Dillon.

With Guy A, my heart had decided and my mind was confused
by the lure that was there. It was a battle between what made
sense to my mind and what made sense to my heart, which
was clearly in a different place. But I was so used to ‘following
my heart’ and it felt wrong when I didn’t. Was my heart acting
through instinct or trauma? Was my mind just trying to give me
what I wanted but didn’t need? Looking back at my notes from
my counselling in a desperate attempt to figure this all out, I re-
alised I had momentarily forgotten some vital advice.

To not be afraid to make mistakes.

So, with that in mind, I decided to continue on this unknown
path (sorry Guy B, you were wonderful) and follow my poor
misguided heart once more. I would delve and indulge into
this love feeling once more and allow my heart to heal on its
own terms as my mind watched on with bewildered curiosity.
Which was a huge change for me. Finding love again so soon
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may result in disastrous consequences, but overall, I am willing
to take that risk. I am not in any rush to get married again so,
for now, this will do. I will give myself what I want until it no
longer serves me. Time will tell and, considering what I have
been through, I figure at this stage, I am ready for anything (I
write with bated breath). Who knows, perhaps he will lead me
into my next book?!
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The Ex

Now I am going to try my best not to be bitter. ‘Be better, not
bitter’ is my mantra (I guess it is too late now, having written
this book). Ultimately the first hurdle was actually getting used
to referring to Dillon as the ‘ex’. That dreaded label was some-
thing I never foresaw calling him. Even when it was such a brutal
break up, the word ‘ex’ feels so harsh and final. Now don’t get me
wrong, there is no doubt I will never get back with him. But to
refer to him as the ‘ex’ kinda forces me to face the reality of what
was and no longer is. The ex is a past reference that he was an ex-
fiancé/ bozo. It may seem sensitive of me, but I truly think this
was indeed the first real hurdle for me. I gradually found myself
referring to him as ‘my ex’ instead of Dillon. Him being my ex
held such a back story to it. Whereas the break-up, even into the
middle of 2020, was very much still my reality. He has moved
on – he moved on pretty quickly – and jumped from me being
his fiancé to me being his...friend. A path I know I could never
take with him.

I still remember when he tried to apologise to me; needless to
say, it didn’t work. I didn’t want to hear that he was ‘sorry for
choosing happiness’ or for ‘being selfish’. The point I made ear-
lier in this book is that he still doesn’t get it. He never will. He
took the future from me, which he never will truly understand.
It wasn’t his dreams or goals that were shattered before his eyes. I
certainly know for a fact that these were not sacrificed for mine
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either as we both worked hard to achieve both of our goals. We
owned a house, we owned animals together. He got every sin-
gle damned piece of technical equipment he wanted. He got the
stupid motorbike, we re-did the bathroom together. So, no, his
goals were not forsaken. Just mine. And it is entirely for this rea-
son that he can apologise until he is blue in the face, but it is now
too late. In my eyes, the damage has been done and in order for
me to heal and move forward, I must embrace this ‘past’ refer-
ence.
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The Next Girl

This was certainly not a fun part to deal with. You will have to
bear with me as I recount this painful experience, for this rec-
ollection is just another demonstration, my wonderful reader,
of what an insensitive turd he is. Let's go back to early January
2020, a time where we had an awkward and uncomfortable two
weeks of living together. The wound is still fresh and raw for me,
and for him; such a tough, confusing time to live with someone
so emotional...

In order to get out of the house and try and resume some nor-
malcy, I would visit the cinema with a friend on a Wednesday
as we had memberships and liked movies. We decided to watch
anything, merely for the sake of me trying to get out of the
house, avoiding having to face Dillon and in order to spend time
with someone else more worthy of my time. Once, as we sat eat-
ing at a restaurant before a film, the simple sight of him walk-
ing past hit me like a slap in the face. For there he was, hand
in hand with someone else. He had a stupid grin on his face,
which I knew validated the suspicions I immediately had. Plus,
this was someone he spoke to on a daily basis and clearly things
had developed for him. As I write this it has been around eight
months since this happened. Yet I can tell you in confidence this
was probably the worst moment to happen to me. Everything
I feared – humbly trying to rebuild myself, the wound raw and
ready to stab back again – ripped open and with more brutality
then before. My poor friend was an amazing support during this
time but, my god. That was a shitty turn of events.
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Of course, we saw each other, the layout of the restaurant made
it obvious, yet he continued as if I didn’t exist. I mean I didn't to
him anymore, right? Just seeing the pure bliss on his face, while
I was still miserably trying to mend the broken parts of my shat-
tered soul... There was just so much that had happened, internal-
ly, emotionally, that I don’t think I can even put words to. And
for those who have had this experience, this pure hell and tor-
ture, you know. Never once, or even in a long time had I felt the
physical toll manifest into pure shaking with anger and hatred.
I was frozen in shock as the scene played out before me, but we
wisely removed ourselves before I decided to do something stu-
pid and when they were out of sight, my adrenalin kicked in. I
was laughing in order not to cry. I was laughing hard at the lu-
dicrousness of it all. I was shaking so hard, I couldn’t stay still.
I must have looked insane, for I surely felt it. That was the sec-
ond major experience I had with that close friend of mine that
we endured together. I thank her eternally for her being there.
My god, imagine if I was alone? I avoid thinking about what the
heck would have happened if that had been the case. Can some-
one actually implode from pure hatred and disgust?

The next few hours (we still watched the movie, I needed every
distraction at this point) were spent recovering from the initial
shock and second most painful blow I had experienced for the
second time in weeks. This time it was without family, my sup-
port system, but, again, I had my friend and as much as she is a
single person, that day she was a hero.

He was happy. He chose happiness, remember? This was an of-
ficial, hard fact that he had indeed moved on. If I am honest, it
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wasn’t the fact that he was with someone else that really both-
ered me (although he can be alone forever for as far as I care) but
it was just...the pure insensitivity of it all. To reiterate (though I
trust, my readers, that you are normal human beings with feel-
ings and can appreciate the insanity of this) but for the sake
of truly expressing this, it had been FOUR WEEKS since the
day he broke us up – our wedding, and our six-year relation-
ship. That's roughly thirty days and any mental health profes-
sional will tell you, that is NOTHING in comparison to heal-
ing. And yet he had already moved on. So, while I was there try-
ing to mend the broken pieces of my soul in a pathetic mess, he
had a new life just waiting for him, apparently. Just another tear
into the reality I was currently living I guess. Oh, and the best
part? I had to go home, to our home and share that space with
him knowing this new lovely bit of information. Can we all just
take a moment to applaud me for NOT killing him on sight?
There must be an award out there...

In spite of everything, I managed to get home before him and
sit with this information. I found myself beginning to wonder,
was this planned? Was this whole horrible reality planned and
intended for this new wench? Was our break-up just a cheating
mishmash of a new relationship that started as ours had ended?
Well, readers, I had to find this out. I had to find out and had
only a few hours to do so.

I want to warn you about this next part...I am not proud of it.
Looking back, it was probably the adrenalin, the crazed emo-
tions. It was how I vented them in a safe way and it truly what
helped me avoid murdering the bozo. Well, in a way, I am proud
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as it did help me get answers, answers that I knew I would need
evidence for and that he would never admit to me - at least with-
out a level of assertion that I had no energy for at this point.
Plus, he had no real reason to be honest with me anymore. I wish
to warn anyone reading this part that this was so out of my char-
acter. I acted like an animal backed into a corner because I was. I
felt completely betrayed, of course. As he had no more reason to
be honest with me, I had no reason to trust him anymore – this
was my resolve.

For roughly four to five years I had known his passwords, his lo-
gins. Only using them when absolutely necessary. We had that
level of trust between us. And up to this point, I had never
crossed that line. Never. Sadly, I found this to now be a time
where things had truly changed. So, at a time where I was alone
in the house, after seeing him with his new wench, I decided
to log into his iPad and answer these confused questions. Oh,
and simultaneously I had messaged him asking him to call me.
Very calmly – and his response? Nothing. This only pushed me
further so I logged into his iPad (the passcode was my birth-
date, by the way). I searched everything to find evidence of this
‘affair’. Damn TV shows and films making this feel so clichéed
but I had to. In order to approach him when he finally returned
home, I had to have the answers. For a simple summary I will
present the answers here:

- He was not cheating on me before he broke up with
me.
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- He did have feelings for the new wench that seem-
ingly developed at the beginning of December.

- He seemed to be relying more on pornography
again (explaining the lack of physical relations to-
wards the end).

- He had already purchased a new house before I had
returned from staying with my family (early January).

- He had worn his wedding suit to a Christmas party
and treasured a picture with the new wench.

- Some friends whom I still considered close at this
point were actually feeling more sorry for him than
for me and had explicitly told him they had ‘seen it
coming’. This was someone who was going to be my
bridesmaid.

Some of these discoveries were indeed hard to swallow, but in
my self-destructive fashion, it felt refreshing to finally be on the
same page again. I felt more prepared and was reassured that he
hadn’t cheated. It also validated the reason as to why things had
happened the way they had. The friend part was concerning but
apart from that I felt I was more caught up now with his think-
ing. I certainly felt horribly guilty (and still do) for what I did
but I am also so thankful I did it.

The conversation that followed barely illuminated anything fur-
ther than what I had secretly found for myself. It was horribly
vague and he avoided the truth of it all. Oh, and he also decided
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to ‘stay at a friend’s’ that night. So, I insisted we had a call about
it (which he reluctantly answered after the third ring). He in-
sisted that she was just a friend (like I am now, yeah?) and that
nothing was going on. It soon became clear that it was pretty re-
dundant arguing with him. It was only upsetting me and making
me feel even more abandoned. I had my answers and although
he agreed he had feelings for her, they were not dating. It didn’t
matter anymore; I saw what I saw and it still hurt. The whole
conversation felt very gaslighted and I left feeling drained and
insane. I had done things I never did. I felt exhausted, lost and
confused. I was wounded but apparently I had no reason to be.

I have no idea how I slept that night, other than through the
comfort of him not coming home and pure exhaustion from the
adrenalin previously exerted. Ironically, I was due to get a tat-
too the very next day. A whole day session of six hours of intense
inking involving at least nine needles pushing into my skin and...
I barely felt a thing. This was the second biggest tattoo I had got-
ten at this point, and the longest I had sat for one, but it hurt the
least. Because why would it? After what my body endured the
night before, this was a tickle. But that day it truly hit me, I had
never felt so numb getting stabbed with a bunch of needles be-
fore and I knew something was up. This was not only affecting
my mind but my body too and even though it felt ‘healing’ get-
ting the tattoo, it made me realise the pure, encompassing level
of shit that had really affected me.

For those who don’t understand the tattoo thing, it's hard to ex-
plain. This tattoo was something I had already planned on get-
ting before life went insane and it was a memorial piece for my
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cat. I had already experienced the severe loss of losing my dear
cat of 14 years in April 2019. This was a dedication to her and
all that she had given me throughout my life. She had been in
my life more than she hadn’t. That was enough to deal with so
by the time I actually got this tattoo, I think my pain receptors
were just blown out. Whatever sensations I did feel were a relief
– to know that there was still some sort of feeling left in my body
after the chaos it had endured. But it wasn’t until I felt this dif-
ference, that I understood or appreciated what others have said
before about getting a tattoo and the whole experience. This was
a whole new level for me and it was, in its own way, healing to
do this for myself, regardless of the mess my mind was in.

Alongside this I also used another type of therapy I had men-
tioned before. Music helped make me feel what I so adequately
felt. All the anger, the despair and hurt, the music helped. Look-
ing back on this now, I wonder if this is what spurred me into
dating so soon. I went on my first date just a week after this hap-
pened. Would I still have gone if I had not such a resolute ex-
cuse to go? Was this what pushed me out there (arguably too
soon)? Regardless, it had happened and I am glad that this part
for now is over. I made it. The ugly truth of both of our actions is
out in the open and we can move to better things. People make
mistakes, and good luck to the wench; by the looks of it, she is
falling into the same gaslighting, emotional denial trap that I fell
into. She is gonna need it.

Thanks, But No Thanks

86 LUCIE PARFITT



Following on from this shit-show, it is hard to not look back at
photos and memories with a jaded eye. In the photos leading
up to the end of 2019, you can see the glow of hope in me. The
excitement and anticipation of my dreams coming true. In our
couple photos, he barely smiled, and it was something that I
now look at with annoyance. He was blind, truly blind, to what
he was doing. Even though looking back was tough sometimes,
it was interesting to me. I came to a point where I saw that all
the good things, all the wonderful memories we had shared, had
been my doing. My plans, my ideals, my wants. Everything we
had done were things I had asked for and planned, then execut-
ed flawlessly (as expected) and it made me realise that although
he was gone – this was not lost.

These wonderful trips and plans were my doing, the wedding
was entirely planned by me, down to the second, with everyone
involved, and entwining our families beautifully. Just because he
was no longer there did not mean I could no longer enjoy my
time. My ability to plan and execute quality time for myself and
others whom I cared about was a talent he had lost. Not me.
And it was important for me to realise that. That when I looked
at photos, it was okay to be sad but that the loss was not en-
tirely lost. More memories would be created and time would be
spent on more important people. It was another important level
of understanding I needed to have with myself.

It feels important at this point to address that there has been a
lot of negative association with Dillon so far. But I want to say
that I do not believe he is entirely bad. As I will fully demon-
strate, he never did anything with a bad intention. He was very
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misguided and communicated poorly over what happened but I
must admit that he is not all bad, just like I am not perfect my-
self. The iPad situation certainly tells me that. We all make mis-
takes and react in different ways. I was far from perfect in our
relationship. It might be judged that I was pretty controlling. To
someone as passive as Dillon, this was okay for a time but did
it get to a point where I controlled so much that he felt out of
touch with himself ? Even feared telling me about anything that
contended with ‘our’ plans? Perhaps.

I can say that I left this relationship also seeing important as-
pects of myself that I can improve on. Certainly, this does not
condone his behaviour in any way, but I simply cannot walk
away completely innocent from this. I have to use this to im-
prove myself for the next bozo I deem worthy of my attention
(which at this point is Guy A). I can’t just walk away without
being more aware of how my demonstrations of love and devo-
tion can be overwhelming and full-on; that we can run with the
ideals and fantasies but if I don't have someone with the balls to
give me a reality check, then things might not end so differently
than they had with Dillon.

As much as he tried to this year, I simply cannot be friends with
‘the ex’. As much as he boasts he is friends with all his other exes,
he didn't dump them three days before their wedding. He didn’t
stay with them for six years, promising a lifetime, only to then
do a full U-turn, out of the blue. Therefore, throughout our in-
teractions, I have had to gradually break links with him, hand
over subscriptions, divide belongings, and cut off shared things.
I had to be clear that I was now choosing me over him. In some
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aspects, unbelievably, I still tried to be sensitive towards him de-
spite what had happened. It took a paid professional to tell me
that he no longer deserved this luxury. No doubt, this was hard
for me to accept. Perhaps after the iPad situation, alongside the
extreme feelings of hate and hurt towards him, I believed I owed
him this out of guilt. But the problem there is that I was still
choosing him over me in some respects. This can no longer hap-
pen and I will just have to deal with the guilt later.

When he did leave, this became easier as it made me face being
on my own physically as well as mentally. Though if I asked
he would come to help as he saw me as a ‘friend’ this would
give the wrong impression and be a habit that was dangerously
blurred on an emotional level. Working with him through mov-
ing house was a challenge in terms that I discovered, where we
worked well as a couple, and failed miserably when we were sep-
arate. The need for me to control and organise things, clashed
hideously with his poor communication and lack of organisa-
tion. It now became a painful point, as I would learn. Things
such as cutting off the internet without me knowing in time to
organise an alternative and despite asking for a transition peri-
od. He couldn't even do that due to his impulsive behaviour.

Selling the house had to be a shared responsibility, yet over time
I felt myself slowly try to take over as I educated myself on the
process of selling a house and began to map out a time plan for
parts of the process. Relying on him solely for this information
was stressful enough and it felt like sometimes he had no idea
what was going on. Where once I could reassure myself for us
both, I was now shut out and only told what he knew (which
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was barely anything, in my opinion). It was frustrating enough
trying to deal with a house sale and purchase at the same time,
let alone deal with a broken chain of communication in the mid-
dle.

Gradually, though, I found a system of communication that was
acceptable and began to rely on my own means of connection
rather than having to rely on him. In regards to his ‘visits’ I even-
tually found myself changing my approach to these too. It was
very slow but I do believe that my feelings have slowly grown ac-
customed to his friendly chit-chat which I detach myself from
now. It is all business for me. No longer do I feel guilt for this
either. I realised that I had to detach from his friendly approach
which initially was comforting, but did no good and only con-
fused matters with regards to how I should feel about it. I mean,
we were both nice people and, as time went on, it felt easier for
us both to act friendly around each other. But I felt this affected
me emotionally as I was hugely suppressing my actual feelings
regarding this whole mess.

He would leave and things would all be pleasant and then I
would break down, followed by panic attacks galore. It was a
mess and exhausting. Instead of catering to his needs, to be
friendly in order to make him feel better (and with the advice
of the counsellors) I decided it was easier for me to take a step
back from that. Whenever he approached me with confusion or
needing to help, I would address it as formally as I could. Of-
fering this support would only sacrifice my own emotions. It is
interesting that despite my clear feelings of hurt and betrayal to-
wards him, I still had this need to support him and help him in
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the move. I tried to help organise and sort out things for him
in regards to his belongings. I understand now that this was a
loosely connected to my need for control and my need to feel
that I had some involvement, but in the long term, it just made
me upset and confused as to why the heck I was helping him
at the cost of my own feelings. I was still playing the part I had
played in our relationship. I was the emotional, almost mother-
ing support that catered to his disorganised and naive approach
to things. Again, it became apparent I could no longer do this
and had to leave him to his own stuff; I had to break this almost
reflex-like behaviour. I was no longer responsible for him and
that was something I truly believed was the hardest for me to let
go of.

Despite this, his final visit was quick and fleeting, where I barely
spoke to him as I was working. And when he finally left and
closed that door for the final time? I felt the biggest relief. After
all, is that not a nice way to end things? After everything that
happened, it had reached this point and I just felt relief. Relief
that things were moving, and I was healing. This was not a mis-
take but a learning experience.

As you will learn in the next chapter, our final contact following
on from the move was with regards to the joint account. I found
closing the account to be, surprisingly, more sad than I expected
– up until that point things had followed with more of a sense
of relief yet this final thing was certainly sad for me. Definitely
the final disconnection of our names being tied together finan-
cially was a relief, and the sad feeling came from that sense that
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things truly were over. That the future I dreamed of was closed
and final.

Additionally, over the final months leading up to that moment,
I had debated on what I would say to Dillon as my ‘famous last
words’. With so much that had happened and that I had experi-
enced (which he was totally ignorant of ) I felt the need to ex-
press something either in an epic email or letter than he may or
may not read. In the end I did no such thing. I had no words left
to say. It was done and that was it. The rest was just my feelings
and more for me to deal with. We had come to the end of it. No
more connection or links to me, all that remained was what was
now the past that will surely continue to haunt me in my mo-
ments of vulnerability.
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The House

We bought our house together in 2017 and it was my dream
home. I remember finding it and being completely convinced
this was the house I would spend the next five years in (at least).
It was a three-bedroom house with enough room for our hob-
bies, our own spaces and somewhere to build a family in. For
that was what I wanted and intended to buy a house for (do I
even need to point out that he did too?). This was another as-
pect of the break-up that I feel has been a slow, agonising peel of
the plaster from a scraped knee. As well as losing the future I had
so desperately worked for, I was losing this house that I loved. I
had to sell this house with him.

It was only a few months ago that I realised how much of a toll
this took on me. The fact I had been stuck in this house for over
nine months knowing I wouldn’t have a family here. That I lived
in a house too big for me and my shattered dreams. That it was
a daily reminder of what was not to come, at least for the fore-
seeable future. I remember it being such a sore point when the
estate agent came to go over the details with me for selling the
house. How positive they seemed on managing to sell it (this
was in February) because of all the awesome features that I had
bought it for. I remember when they left how I broke down,
knowing that I would leave this house without achieving what I
had long hoped for. It was to be the most difficult but inevitable
part of my reality. It was such a conflicted experience, selling so
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I could finally move on with my life, but leaving a house that I
loved so much, that represented so much hope for me. Leaving
it behind felt as though I had failed in some way.

Months passed and then came the dreaded splitting of belong-
ings and furniture – losing most of it as Dillon owned the ma-
jority. I had come straight from university and he had accumu-
lated his stuff over a span of about five years before meeting me.
The house gradually got emptier over lockdown and the sum-
mer, leaving the space feeling bigger and more alien to me. This
house I had once loved was now just a spatial reminder of De-
cember 2019. All the memories were packed away and now it
was just a waiting game. Luckily, soon after lockdown, the house
was sold. During the few viewings we did have, I tried to avoid
being present. No one wants to see a distressed, broken woman
selling her house. Ironically, I ran into the people who would
eventually buy the house. It was as heart wrenching as expected
– they were a young family. I remember getting the news that
they were wanting to buy the house yet I couldn't even muster
relief or happiness. Just a sense of the pure irony of a family –
that was meant to be my future – was buying the house from me.
It was too hard, too bitter.

So, I focused on moving onto buying my next house. Now I had
the go-ahead, I used what energy I had left to find something
suitable for me and my fur babies (dog and cat) to move to.
Somewhere safe and suitable. Somewhere that would trump the
‘dream house’ I had already bought. Again, it was a tough and
difficult task. How do you find a house when you already love
the one you live in? It was clear that I had to emotionally discon-
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nect in viewing houses. I had to outline my practical needs and
ideals and go with it. Luckily, it worked for me and I managed
to buy a house that was beautiful, new, the right size, and a place
I could make my own.
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The Move

As most will know, and I was reminded of this repeatedly
throughout the experience, moving house is one of the most
stressful things someone can go through. It's up there with a
family death and divorce, which I was, in my own way, experi-
encing too. It was just over a year since my cat of 14 years had
died, the grief process was still fresh within me and liked to pop
up occasionally. Then this damned break-up was pretty much
three days away from an actual divorce. I was grateful that legal-
ly it was not, but emotionally I could not avoid the fact that it
felt just as bad for me. Despite having friends and family, a de-
cent support system, the majority of this move I had to figure
out and handle it on my own. That it was a purchase and a sale as
well, made it the most complicated thing I have been through.

As time moved on, the pressure gradually began to increase as
things were being delayed from the pandemic and the people in-
volved (including myself ) were becoming impatient and antsy.
I constantly reminded myself that things could only go at the
pace they can go at, I had very little control. The more I resisted
this fact, the most stressful it was. But easier said than done –
after all, it made no sense that something like my housing sit-
uation could be so out of my control! It was my context and
my money involved. It seemed insane to purely sign over that
control to a bunch of other people. But I guess that's the way it
goes...
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As September 2020 was ending and October was approaching,
I grew more and more anxious. It had been almost four months
since I sold the house and I knew my purchase was delaying the
sale for another month. I was getting conflicting advice from
parents and professionals and it seemed the more I asked, the
more confused I got. I had the choice of ‘breaking the chain’ in
order for my purchase to go through without it being linked to
my house. This would be the worst-case scenario as I would have
to find a temporary living place, including for my animals. Not
impossible, but it would be difficult. My solicitors assured me it
would not come to this. I believed them, despite my anxiety and
fear that this would happen.

The pressure really began to amp up at the beginning of October
when things really hadn’t moved, despite my efforts. I began to
get harassed by the estate agents, saying that my buyers were go-
ing to pull out (I also had my seller for my new house threaten
this earlier due to miscommunication from the estate agents). I
went to my solicitors for advice as it was certainly in their hands.
They had a view on everything and they assured me that these
threats were empty. And, although I believed them, being called
every hour by the estate agents for an entire day while trying to
work from home, was beginning to wear me down. I felt backed
into a corner. The fear of my buyers dropping out was a threat
that began to feel very real. If they did, this could mean another
year in the house, another year in the desolate reminder of my
broken dreams, plus Dillon would surely begin to refuse to pay
for it, and I could not afford it on my own. I was assured that the
buyers pulling out didn't make sense at this stage, we were liter-
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ally days away from exchange. Surely they wouldn't so late down
the line?

But, as I said, the constant phone calls and threats got the better
of me. I had the day off the next day and just decided to sur-
render. That night I had barely slept out of pure fear and over-
whelming thoughts. For the second time that year, I felt suicidal.
There was a moment, no matter how brief, that I considered it. It
felt that much easier than dealing with this ridiculousness. I was
completely backed into a corner, with voices shouting different
things at me. It was all on my shoulders being in the middle
of the chain. I felt that in order to prioritise my mental health,
I would break the chain, do something to release the pressure.
No doubt I was very upset that the insensitive harassment had
driven me to this. I was being manipulated purely because they
wanted their commission. Again, it wasn’t a proud moment, I
admit. But it's the truth. And it is certainly worth noting. These
people had no idea of my mental state. That my circumstances
were so painful that for that one moment that option seems
completely reasonable and actually such a relief. Luckily, I had
the mental strength to recognise that it was relief I wanted, not
my actual end.

A tough truth but once I broke the chain, despite knowing it
would cause unnecessary distress to me and my animals, again, I
knew it would be for the best. The confusion was gone, the voic-
es (hypothetical of course) faded and the relief and empower-
ment on taking control again. I am just damned upset I let it get
to me as I did. The pressure on my shoulders eased momentarily.
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For that day, I knew I would sleep better, encouraged what I had
battled so far, this was just another challenge to overcome.

It wasn’t long before a completion date was suggested and let
me tell you, the pure irony was not missed. The buyers who had
seemed so damned eager to move, the ones that were so pushy,
couldn’t even move for another two weeks, the exact date that
my purchase was due to complete anyway. I could feel my solic-
itors eye-roll at my naivety in giving in to the threats. Like they
said, given another day or so and the completion date would
have been confirmed for both my sale and purchase on the same
date without needing to break the chain. In other words, break-
ing the chain was pointless, because they couldn’t move sooner
than the solicitors already knew. It was an empty threat, as they
had said. Which made my darkest moment even more shameful.
In that moment I became so angry, imagine if I had given in and
gone through with my suicidal thoughts? What a mess. It just
made me more upset and angry, both at my naive self and at the
people responsible for pushing me so far. I hesitated writing this
part, as it feels ‘too dark’ or ‘too extreme’ to reflect, but after
writing this, I think it is important to share. This experience has
certainly made me more aware that we have no idea what oth-
ers are going through, so being a bit kinder and more humane
goes a long way. No one knows my inner thoughts, I barely like
to recognise them in myself, but this book is about truth in all
aspects. And this was certainly a difficult truth to admit.

On a much lighter note, things certainly went upwards once the
date was agreed. After the initial plummet, my energy and spir-
it seemed to do a huge leap and once the date was confirmed,
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things finally felt better. The relief came in floods for days after-
wards as I did my final packing. Things were finally moving, I
would finally move into my new home without the dreaded in-
between, temporary living bit. I had missed that by chance and
felt lucky with how things turned out – that I was able to survive
that painful day and just reap the rewards in what was to come.

I packed in a frenzy, after all I was finally on a countdown for
two weeks. As they say, I finally saw the light at the end of the
tunnel. This is when it felt like time sped up. I barely spoke to
anyone, purely focused on getting ready for the move, physically
and mentally. I began to feel the first sense of excitement since
viewing my new house, things were going to happen. I would fi-
nally be able to be rid of this dark, drawn-out moment in my life.
I should have learnt by now that my feelings and timings aren’t
so precisely matched. I remember it was four days before the
move (when I expected to feel this the night before the move)
when I had one ‘bad day’. A day where I could barely focus and
felt terrible. All the feelings of leaving behind everything I had
wanted for this house, the grief and mourning, was so full on. I
would randomly start crying, remembering that I would never
have children in this house. That the two other bedrooms were
wasted on us in the three years there. That my future was so un-
known and a mystery. I didn't know what I wanted anymore, all
I felt in that moment was what I had lost.

After that one day though, I barely felt sad again about leaving. I
was busy focusing forward and the overwhelming sense of hope-
lessness had ebbed away. After all, I had made it this far, and I
began to see my approach to the future more with a sense of cu-
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riosity rather than a sense of scary unknown. Before I realised it,
it was the last night in the ‘old’ house. I was moving the next day
and, after that, I no longer would be there anymore. I felt tired
and done, finally ready to leave it all behind me. My sadness had
passed and been dealt with (for now) and in that moment I was
focused on the day ahead and making sure it went as smoothly
as possible.

On the moving day itself, I slept well and got up early (very
unusual for me) and as ready to move on – almost like it was
Christmas morning or something. Despite getting up early, the
day passed in a blur and wasn’t as emotional as I thought it
would be. My counsellor had encouraged me to wear a fragile
sticker (ha) and despite how I knew it would feel later, on the
day itself I felt relatively good. The removal men came and
helped everything be as smooth as possible. I barely recall lock-
ing the door for the last time, so eager was I to go to my new
place and see what I had worked so hard for. As is normal in sit-
uations like this, I was also mainly preoccupied with the state
my animals were in, making sure the cat and the dog were okay
during the move, knowing that they barely knew what was hap-
pening. By 2pm, I was fully moved into my new place, and so
bewildered by it all, I could barely take in much. All I knew was
that I had done it and finally was able to be somewhere else.

Being in my new place the first few days was interesting. I noted
it felt more like being in a hotel or Airbnb. It felt nice, but it
didn’t feel like mine. It still felt new and unknown to me. This
was to be expected. The day after the move I had an interesting
dream regarding Dillon.
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I dreamt that I went to the club with Dillon, some of his friends
(who I no longer talk to) and his sister. I had felt weird about go-
ing as if they were ignoring me and even laughing at me behind
my back. I felt lost and unsure of myself, paranoid about what
I looked like and what they were laughing at. I used drugs (no
idea what kind, I have very little experience in this) to numb and
kill the pain of this within me. I felt myself sway almost drunk-
enly around the club, confused and disorientated. I danced with
people I recognised in my waking life as influencers I follow
on social media, wanting to be friends with them, finding some
affinity with them and felt safer.

Suddenly I noticed some of Dillon’s friends were being arrested
and I felt this odd feeling in my gut. I tried to leave but obvious-
ly my behaviour stood out and I was stopped by an officer. He
started to quiz me and I felt scared and uncertain about what I
had done wrong. They showed me my purse that they had tak-
en from me and revealed a bunch of pills in my bag (again no
idea what they were but this is representative in my dream). On
seeing the pills and knowing it was not me that put them there,
I felt this huge sense of betrayal. I knew Dillon or one of his
friends had tried to frame me, get me arrested, and sent to jail
for a long time. I had no idea why they wanted to do this and it
hurt a lot that someone would want to do this to me. The offi-
cer questioning me seemed to sympathise with me, noticing my
reaction and understood what had happened. He got me to do
a sobriety test to prove that I was not on those drugs (I must
have been on something else?!). In my dream, it continues that
we work together to defend my case and I begin to get feelings
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for him. Having someone else work to help me and protect me
felt good. Soon as my case was cleared, I felt elated and free.

I felt this dream must have been directly related to moving
house and letting go, the struggle I had in finally having the
freedom to move on. That I had been betrayed by him and my
friends ensured that the shock was still fresh in my subcon-
scious. I was processing what I had been through but also ac-
knowledging myself moving forward. I know that around this
same time I was also pondering reuniting with friends that I
hadn’t spoken to in a year. After much consideration and no ef-
forts on their part, I thought, why dig up that old grave?

When I had my first shower there (I know, random) I was excit-
ed to try it out and then the song by Aerosmith I Don’t Want to
Miss a Thing came on. Most of you will know that it's an emo-
tional ballad anyway and one I would not normally shy away
from belting out in a good shower session. This time, it remind-
ed me of when I had last heard it, on a trip to Portugal the year
before, my last holiday with Dillon. Simultaneously, everything
I had been through since blurred past me and I suddenly felt
so relieved and incredibly lucky to be where I was in that mo-
ment. I cried and felt a wash of emotion. This in turn reminded
me of the last time I cried in the shower (dramatic, right?), back
to that dreaded 16th December when my life had come crash-
ing down on me – The shower that I had taken, followed by
the conversation with Dillon that would change my life forever.
That led to this very moment. Here I was in my new place, us-
ing a new shower that worked, on my own. I had been through
so much pain, so much experience in general in that crazy year.
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As I took it all in, I know it would be the most memorable year
of my life, for more reasons than for most. I was overwhelmed
with the gratitude I felt for the help and support I had and for
how, in under a year, I had managed to turn my life around for
the better. I was safe, I was free, and I was able to support myself
in a new house with my animals.

Nesting

The next week passed by with me continuing to try and settle in
– unboxing my things and finding a place for everything I had
brought with me, very little of which represented our time to-
gether. I realised that this happened to be a good time to move.
This time of year, when it is growing colder and darker, really en-
courages that nesting feeling, the desire to try and make every-
thing cosier. I truly felt this helped me settle more.

I decided, as a personal treat a week after the move, (no one
could come with me, thanks COVID) to book a spa day. It did
not go as planned. I had hoped for it to be a relaxing, rewarding
experience and in some ways it was. But I realised I had more
to learn than I anticipated. You see, this was the first massage,
physical therapy, I had managed to have since before Decem-
ber 2019. As you can imagine, there was a lot of tension that
had built up. I didn’t realise that being faced with this would be
so triggering. I imagine such treatments like acupuncture where
the pain felt could actually be just as healing and would be the
same, the pain in my muscles having to ease and let go of the ten-
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sion was definitely healing. In turn, though, feeling every knot
and build up in my back, neck and shoulders over the last year, I
felt myself emotionally respond to it. I felt bad at how much my
physical body had been carrying for me, that it had been holding
on to all this time. It took a great effort to allow myself to sur-
render it and let go what I was holding on to. Feeling all the ten-
sion and stress my body had picked up and held on for me was
emotional because I hadn’t even realised it. How much I had
been carrying for myself. It was strange how easily you can pile
so much onto yourself and get used to it. Feeling myself let the
knots get worn away was worth it – to know that I could start
anew with this new chapter in the physical sense also.

I forgot how long sixty minutes can actually feel like when you
are purely focusing on the physical body for that long. I couldn't
remember the last time I had done this. So much was surfacing
memory-wise about where I was at that moment and where I
found myself. As I observed and reflected on these thoughts,
having nothing else to do during a massage, I felt myself grow
determined. I was determined to make this ‘blip’ in my life just
that. This would not be my entire story, just a chapter. I now felt
the purpose of this book was to make this an ending, allowing
me to move on fully – a long explanation that I no longer owe
anyone, that I can revisit, but that this would also become the
past.

The final connector, or piece, I had with Dillon was the joint
account. As painful as moving house was, this was also a strug-
gle, only because I didn’t realise you couldn’t close the account
without the other present. It is what I feared. After moving, I
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didn’t want to see him or interact with him again. And trying
to explain that to the people at the bank was emotional enough.
With the simple question of ‘why do you want to close this ac-
count?’ so many thoughts and feelings come up. Why indeed?
Would the fact that he dumped me three days before our wed-
ding suffice? The fact I no longer want to be financially associat-
ed with him anymore? Another unexpected emotional response
happened. Don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t the fact that I was fi-
nally able to cut ties with him completely, it was sadness again.
Sadness and grief for what I had lost. That account represented
a future, the future I will never have with him. For that I am tru-
ly sad for myself. I tried so hard, so much, to get what I wanted.
And it all came tumbling down.

But it was done. I was no longer a part of it and the last shred
of the broken dream was now gone from sight. All that lay be-
fore me were new, fresh chapters and experiences ready for my
taking. I had my new home, something I worked hard for and
continued to make my own, something to make my mark on.
With shy glee I began to draw up designs on how I wanted it,
realising that for once, there was no one to check with on what
I wanted. I had never fully owned a house on my own before. I
had gone from sharing accommodation at university to sharing
a place with Dillon. This was the first place that was entirely my
own. It was mine and mine alone and I was free.
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Pets

I could not write this book without mentioning them. They
have been briefly mentioned but this chapter I dedicate entirely
to them and with good reason. When I look back, not only over
this year, but over my childhood, pets were indeed a vital cop-
ing mechanism to my anxiety. It wasn’t until university when I
realised this in their absence. Of course, I missed my family and
friends, but the absence of an animal held more significance. I
had not realised until then how much I relied on them daily.
Particularly my cat, whom I had helped raise from a kitten from
the age of twelve. This is probably why, despite growing up with
both cats and dogs, I lean more towards cats in general.

I still recall rather vividly the day I got my first cat, Cleo. I was
naturally shy and hesitant in picking out a kitten, but in clique
fashion, she chose me more than I chose her. She sat on my lap
and fell asleep like I was the best person in the world, and in that
moment, it was love. It sounds insane to those who haven’t ex-
perienced it themselves, but I assure you, the connection I had
with this cat was uncanny sometimes. She knew when I was in
my weakest state, she knew when I needed reassurance, even be-
fore I knew it myself. Being with her was one of my favourite
things in the world because it was so calming and relaxing for
my anxious young self. Which is why, when I went away to
university for three years, I missed her terribly and my mental
health suffered as a result. What a relief it was when I was fi-
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nally able to live with Dillon and reunite with her again. In her
lifetime, she ended up moving with me to four different places
as Dillon and I rented houses before eventually buying a place
together. After a few days of adjustment each time, she simply
took it in her stride. As long as we were together, it didn't seem
to matter.

It wasn’t long before Dillon and I decided to raise a kitten our-
selves. Dillon also had grown up with cats and we decided we
wanted to raise one together, as part of our little family. Cur-
rently we had Cleo, and his Border Terrier (which he had gotten
a few years before meeting me) called Alfie. It is no joke that
part of my attraction in the beginning with Dillon was the fact
he had a dog – I felt it meant that he clearly wanted a family
of his own too. When we were finally settled in our first rented
house together, we eventually got a white female kitten whom
we named Marie. That is until we were told she was in fact a
he, he was then named Atticus (after my favourite character in
the book To Kill a Mockingbird). And then our little family was
complete, or so we thought.

Around March 2019, I can’t recall who mentioned it first, but
we started looking for a dog. We felt Dillon’s current dog Alfie
was lonely as Atticus had grown up and no longer played with
him like he used to. If I am completely honest, I have no idea
what motivated us, but once the idea was broached, there was
little that could stop me from getting another dog. As you can
tell, I loved animals and with our own house and the fact that
we were settled like a little family, I felt it would not hurt to have
another small dog.
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It took about a month before we found the one we wanted. Dil-
lon found his ad and I eagerly accepted and began the process of
adopting him, which I believe I became the main driver of. My
mum had adopted dogs before and instead of getting a puppy
to train, it felt better to adopt one, and from experience, I knew
how unpredictable they could be!
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Pet Loss

It was with cruel irony that only two weeks after adopting our
new dog, my beloved Cleo died. She was fourteen and I still re-
call the day vividly. It was a Sunday morning and she was meow-
ing to go outside – her normal routine, particularly on a crisp
spring morning. I remember letting her out the bathroom win-
dow, where she would use the roofs to climb down into the gar-
den. My last vision of her alive would be chasing a pigeon that
sat lazily on our lawn.

Hours later I got a knock on the front door. As in the movies, I
got a lurching feeling that something was wrong. It was 9am on
a Sunday morning, an unusual time to get a visitor. I answered
to a tearful lady who explained she believed it was my cat she
had found and moved onto the side of the road for me, but her
words had already faded as I could see Cleo behind her, lying on
the grass.

If I recall this terrible day, I still cry, which I find funny and in-
teresting as I can recount the break up no problem now but the
death of Cleo will always trigger such sadness in me. The loss
did, and always will, feel like the greatest loss of 2019. It was
sudden, and a heartbreak like that continues to wreak havoc on
my emotions. I never expected it. I don’t think people do, and
unless you have been through it yourself, you cannot know. I
believe it affected me and Dillon more than I initially realised.
Something changed that day. Of course, loss affects us all and,
selfishly, I believe it affected me more than him – after all, I had
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shared fourteen years with her, more than time without her at
that point. But he didn’t cope well with her death at all and we
barely spoke about it afterwards, I believe fearing that we would
both upset each other. Regardless of the reason, I believe this
was another distancing factor in the already widening tension in
our relationship.

The break-up also meant that I lost Alfie. I had helped to look
after him for six years, and I remember walking him on the
morning of 17th December, along with our adopted dog, won-
dering if I would see him again. Another loss endured with sad-
ness. Every now and then I would come across a picture of the
little family we had created but, unlike with children, there was
no connection to each other anymore. I will not see Alfie again.
I miss him and continue to do so.

Pet Gain

We named our adopted dog Freddie, as his colour, pointed ears
and fluffy tail resembled a fox. I chose him, falling in love in-
stantaneously when I met him. He was a gentle dog and I knew
he would fit well in our house, as well as with the cats. The day
I picked him up was such a wonderful day, yet it was sadly fol-
lowed two weeks later with such grief...

I had barely built a relationship with him before I was plunged
into a dark place of loss. During that time, part of me barely saw
the point anymore, after feeling the fresh sense of loss, I won-
dered why we do this to ourselves. I struggled to grow close to
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him as I had with my other pets. It was a strange sense of guilt,
that with the timings so close to each other, had my adoption of
him caused Cleo’s death? Of course, this is nonsense but emo-
tions are not logical. I felt immense guilt in both not being able
to get close to Freddie and I also felt like a failure for somehow
letting Cleo’s death happen. I felt responsible for things I could
not control. I remember even considering trying to help Freddie
find a new place, for I felt so guilty that I felt I could no longer
connect with him on a level that I had with my other pets. But
that was too drastic. I needed time. I continued to look after
him alongside the other animals and eventually began to warm
to him, knowing he was there and he needed me.

This is such a huge contrast following from my break up. I thank
my lucky stars that I did adopt my gorgeous Freddie when I did.
I honestly do not know where I would be now without him. In
fact, the timing seems so precise in convenience, I cannot help
but sometimes be baffled at it. I had no idea how badly I would
need this dog in the months that followed Cleo’s death. I had no
idea that this was just the beginning of the shitstorm that bled
into 2020. I could never comprehend that, following his adop-
tion, a year onwards, he would be my only consistent compan-
ion (I had Atticus but he goes outside most days, mocking us in
lockdown) for the majority of 2020. He would keep me sane,
cuddle me in moments of utter weakness, look at me adoringly
when I felt the lowest of the low. He would be my reason dur-
ing furlough and 12 weeks of isolation to get out of bed and do
something. Continuously throughout 2020, I was in awe at the
seemingly random choice I made in 2019 to adopt him. I may
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have rescued him (from Romania) in 2019 but there is no doubt
that, every day since, he has rescued me.

The fact I even hesitated adding this part to the book, shows
just how much we take our pets for granted and their presence.
Writing this section has blown my mind at how much I have re-
acted to writing this compared to the rest of the book. If you
have pets, please hug them for me.
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Creativity

Over the Christmas period in 2019, I felt stuck, trying hard to
express myself and feeling in need of the comfort of my writ-
ing ability, that it was my gift and I could use it to soothe but
the energy was not there. The skill took too much energy, was
too planned and structured for the mess that my head was in.
It was trying to process so much that even just picking up a pen
felt overwhelming. I was too distracted, with my head floating
off in another direction and unable to solidly cling onto an idea
or plan. By January, I was frustrated that my small, vague ideas
and plans were not manifesting as they usually did. I remember
thinking ‘are you really going to let him affect your creativity?
Are you really going to let this break-up affect your art?!’ Yeah,
I was probably pressuring myself. Which didn't help.

I had been creatively-blocked for a few months before but I was
adamant that I didn’t want it to stop BECAUSE OF THIS
STUPID BREAK-UP. But, of course, even resisting it was not
working. So I just left it, having no idea how long it would take
for it to come back. I wrote down the ideas and tried to survive
every day until I could draw or write again.

Thanks COVID

By March, I felt motivation finally come back to me, just in time
for the pandemic to officially hit the UK. I recall it was followed
by a counselling session and we were talking about my creativi-
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ty and using it now to express the feelings of this pandemic. She
mentioned creating something that brought the focus back to
me and something just clicked. I will do a self-portrait. Some-
thing that I normally had no interest in doing or was inspired to
do. I felt like it began as a self-portrait, which grew as my feel-
ings returned, and was expressed as the feeling of COVID and
isolation. It became apparent, and was a relief, that I had all I
needed within me and the strength to get through this was slow-
ly revealing itself to me.

Just as this book demonstrates, I feel that as well as good expe-
riences, bad times can also fuel the creative fire and once I have
got over the initial shock, the expression flows. I started this
book not long after that portrait was finished. Now it was time
to express, now it was time to heal.

Renewed Purpose

So now it is the moment to make up for the time I lost. I was
back and I was here to stay (but not too much pressure now). I
was excited and ready for more time and more me. I had a new
focus, whether it was my writing or my art – both things I loved
and definitely did during my relationship, but now they had my
full attention, I had more room for them. I had plans, big plans,
and it seemed like the perfect time to actually get things started.
It was a renewed purpose. I had dreams and goals that didn't re-
ly on someone else and I was damn-well going to achieve them.
This was my purpose and no bozo was going to change that.
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Things were back to business, even as businesses were opening
and shutting around me due to COVID. I was attending virtual
writer’s retreats, scheduling artworks, doing commissions in the
evenings after work. I discovered an entire fantasy world that I
had barely scraped the surface of and I felt the urgency to ex-
press and unleash it to the world. I had written two books in the
past six years and started six more that needed to be finished.
My plans for the next few years focus completely on my aspira-
tions for creativity; getting married and having children will be
put on the back burner for now.
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Sleep

It felt important for me to add this aspect into the book as sleep
is something that was affected despite my efforts to avoid it. Af-
ter any level of trauma one can go through, sleep can be expect-
ed to be troubled. By the time I had reached January 2020, I de-
cided to go to the doctors about it. Of course, when discussing
my sleep problems, it didn't take long for me to open up about
my experience in December that may have contributed to my
sleep problems. I remember the doctor’s stunned silence before
she turned to me and replied, ‘Unfortunately, there is no med-
ication that can help with that.’ Which I thank her for. It was
a brutal truth that I was trying to medicate myself away from
the problem and she assured me that if it continued for longer
than a few months then we would try, but ultimately it was just
something I had to get through. Probably not a good idea to get
hooked on sleeping meds that year anyway.

Insomnia was always an affliction I saw as a rather ‘grown up’ is-
sue. Only those who were older than me had suffered from it,
and truly it seemed to be something that you get as part as be-
ing on this planet longer than others. I had barely experienced it
myself before this shitstorm happened. As my nights of insom-
nia slowly became a monthly occurrence, I realised I was now
part of this group. It wasn’t particularly bothersome, just strange
that this was yet another consequence of the break up.
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Sleeping on my own again for the first time in six years had its
own complications. I found myself feeling colder at night, and
developed the habit of teeth grinding, which I eventually had to
get a gum shield for in order not to wake up feeling like I had
been hammered in the jaw. I would wake up in the night, move
across the bed to find a cold space and feel strange at being on
the ‘wrong side’ of the bed. I wasn’t used to so much space.

To my pleasant surprise, I didn’t have as many nightmares as I
thought I would. From recording my dreams and nightmares
since I was a teenager, I recognised certain ‘triggers’ or symbols
that represented certain feelings I was going through. For exam-
ple, I am a huge fan of the Jurassic Park films, but for some rea-
son, whether it was because I saw it when I was too young, a T-
Rex I was trying to escape from in a dream always represented
an overwhelming challenge for me. Or natural disasters, main-
ly hurricanes, which I have never experienced in person, repre-
sent fears or worries that I can sense are brewing and sense are
coming from a distance and only getting worse. Such things I
continued to dream about but it was nothing out of the ordi-
nary. The only one was the dream I previously mentioned about
Dillon, which I feel held particular relevance. I am surprised I
have yet to experience anything that related to the actual day he
broke up with me, I guess my subconscious doesn’t particularly
want to revisit it either. My dreams have been more related to
being on my own and dealing with my thoughts on worry, lim-
itations, frustration, and anger. This I believe is a good sign in
order for me to move on.
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Speaking of moving on...I have to mention at this stage about
sleeping with others. Of course, this was within the restrictions
that were allowed this year. I managed to sleep with two differ-
ent people (the dating chapter should give you a hint at who
these were – sorry mum). I didn’t rush this, it was something
I felt ready for and I’m glad I did – it’s always awkward after a
big break to get over this hurdle and I surprised myself by doing
it so soon. To note, with both people, I barely slept (and sadly,
not for fun reasons). I guess it was just a strange realisation: that
they weren’t Dillon, that they were different, and further proof
of how my life had taken such an unexpected turn. But it was
a relief to see that it was possible and not incredibly weird to
share a bed with someone else other than Dillon. It also taught
me that I was pretty happy to not have to share my space with
anyone on a daily basis again for a while. Once again, being on
my own was comfortable and not scary.

Finally, moving into my new place was different too. This was a
space I entirely acquired for myself and was considerably quieter
than my previous house which I was so used to. I remember in
the first few days I struggled to sleep because it was too quiet! Af-
ter being there for a few weeks. I could feel myself getting used
to it, which is nice change.
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My Future
Look Forward, Look Back

With all I have shared up to this point, where do I possibly go
now? I have looked back and looked forward and still so much
is unknown to me. There have been so many endings and so
many little beginnings. I am so used to endings at this stage,
even with Guy A, that I am weary of the beginning. It's crazy to
think that before I started writing this, if things had gone the
way I had hoped they would have in December 2019, I would be
married and perhaps pregnant now. That's how organised I was
about my future. That's how much I had planned ahead and how
close it was for me. How different things are now. I even seemed
to process this over Christmas as I dreamt of a whole other life
through someone else, meeting them, being courted (it was set
in the American West in the 1860s, randomly), marrying them,
and having a child. All so different from the reality I now live.

My friends and even some YouTubers I have followed for a long
time are having babies. It is a painful reminder of the loss I am
going through as well as how much people’s lives are chang-
ing around me. I remember it came to a point where it was so
painful, that I ended up making a playlist for the YouTubers
videos so I could watch them when it was no longer painful for
me. It's October and only now, after ten months, that I feel I can
watch them without feeling the burning loss in my chest. Work
colleagues have got married, making it bittersweet as I of course
want to be happy for them, but also struggle to bring myself to
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be happy for them. I hate this as they did not deserve my bit-
terness. As for marriage itself, I feel lost now. I have no idea if I
want to anymore. It has made me realise how rare my experience
has been.

I feel at this point that it is important to note that comparison
is a dangerous game, and something I gradually stopped doing
in order for my own health and to avoid confusion. In this year,
more than ever, I have learnt to focus on myself and what I want
as I am in a different place to most now. Yet there are others in
the same place as I as well as those who have reached out to me,
and I have been grateful to offer support to them.

Alternatively, in regards to my life choices, why should I change
these just because a bozo chickened out? The only thing that
has changed for me is the person I was going to be with (which
is huge, really). But despite this experience, I can still aspire to
marry and have children if I want. Simultaneously, I can also
challenge and question this. After all, as a reflective individual
it is in my nature to consider asking further why things didn't
play out the way I had hoped. Overall, despite what happened,
I need to remind myself that I still deserve these things if I want
them. For most of this year, I felt I didn’t. To even consider fac-
ing such a possibility again and the risk of being hurt in the same
way was too much. There is still too much self-doubt; my future
is once more a question mark on my soul.

So Where Am I Now?
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As you may have gathered, and I hate to admit it, but reaching
the end of this year, I have more questions than answers. But I
guess the key thing is that I made it. We all made it through this
damned year. I will never forget this shitshow but, insanely, I
wouldn’t change it. Of course, I wanted my life to turn out how
I had planned so badly. But this has been the biggest U-turn that
I have ever dealt with. It gives me hope for what I can deal with
going forward.

What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, right?

My favourite aspect of this experience has been helping others.
We are not alone. Despite the experience being extremely iso-
lating, no one is truly alone in their experiences. Others have
been jilted, others have been suicidal, everyone has had to face
their own demons. Ultimately, this is what finally pushed me to
turn it into an actual book. I had to discard the doubts and fear
of looking vain and narcissistic. Instead, I just thought about
myself in that moment on 16th December when everything
crashed down around me. I want to be that person beside me
saying, ‘yeah, this sucks’. Therefore, if you want to contact me, go
ahead. Already I have helped a couple of people through social
media by sharing my story and, my god, connecting with others
made this shitstorm worth it.

I wanted to make a list of what I have achieved. This is impor-
tant for me to refer to in the future. It is certainly not intended
to be a brag but a personal reminder of what I can accomplish
even during the hardest damn year of my life so far:
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- Survived over 12 weeks of isolation on my own.

- Went on dates and met new people.

- Sold my house (even though I didn't want to sell it).

- Made new friends.

- Found a new hobby that I actively participate in.

- Did not put on weight or lose an unhealthy amount.

- Looked after my dog and cat to the best of my abili-
ty.

- Built my own website (still in progress).

- Did not get ill in a pandemic.

- Bought a new house on my own for the first time.

- Finished my fantasy novel I started writing two
years ago.

- Maintained and even progressed in my career de-
spite life being particularly hard and being on fur-
lough for four months.

If I can accomplish all this, you can too. I am not specifically tal-
ented in any way, but had the drive to make the best out of a
shitstorm of a year. If you have got this far, I am so thankful to
you for reading about my experience.

JILTED - RECOVERY IN 2020 123



I find myself thinking back to how it would have been different
if Dillon had broken up with me another way. I think of the
countless moments that he could have done so in 2019 specifi-
cally, as I assume this was the pivotal year for him; I think how
different it would have been if it had been more of a mutual
break-up. There is the possibility that we could have been
friends. The way I see it, it would have still been hurtful but
much more manageable. Perhaps he was afraid I would talk him
out of it. And here I am trying to think of the what ifs still –
they will trip you up, folks. Yes, it is a shame that didn't happen
as it certainly would have been the more preferable outcome for
a break-up. I am still trying to figure out how it could have been
better. But it didn't happen that way. There is no changing it. We
aren’t friends and cannot be and that is his fault.
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Afterword
17th December 2020

I believe many of us can relate to the feeling that as 2020 draws
to a close, we are all relieved. This year will certainly be remem-
bered and for me, it will be remembered for more specific rea-
sons than most. A year ago today, my life changed forever. For
the better? Well only I can make that so. Sure, the wedding
didn’t happen. But looking back, the meaning and intention be-
hind it, the celebration of family, still happened for the most
part. I also got so much more out of it than if it actually did go
ahead.

Personally, I have surprised myself in so many different ways. I
know this has brought so much more value to me than an emp-
ty wedding would have. Plus, with the impossible prediction on
what 2020 was to bring for the entire world, I can’t help but feel
that I got lucky. That Dillon’s cowardly actions saved me from
an incredibly hard year being stuck with someone who clearly
didn’t make me happy or have any intention of doing so. It is
hard for me knowing that not others were so lucky. Yes, it was
a horrific event to endure, but the fact that it happened when it
did...I can no longer deny that I am grateful, despite feeling that
there was surely a better way to approach the situation.

Ultimately, it was out of my control. But this book has shown
me that, in spite of that, I have managed to regain what I felt
I had lost that day. I just know that moving forward I want to
be careful about becoming a perfectionist. After going through
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such an emotional burn last year, I caught myself on a number
of occasions avoiding actions that could have led to a potential
mistake, limiting my experience. But the hard truth is, even after
this book is finished, I will continue to make mistakes. We are
humans after all; perfectionism is entirely unrealistic and just a
symptom of wanting to avoid pain. But admitting and even al-
lowing myself to make mistakes is more empowering. After all,
why would I punish myself for something I couldn't have possi-
bly foreseen or controlled in the first place?

So, a year has passed and as I do, everyone else sits in an entirely
different world than one we experienced before. I find a strange
comfort in that. Some resemblance to how out of place we can
feel, knowing so much has changed. It's the miracle of 2020 for
me, for surely if this had not happened, such a feeling would be
incredibly isolating. As bizarre and difficult this year has been
for us all in our own experiences, I am grateful to have had a sim-
ilar experience with everyone else. It's just not me feeling sorry
for myself and being alone in isolation. We all feel this in some
form as we try to amend and conform as a society to beat this
microscopic killer.

Nine months after COVID appeared and I am still working
from home. This is the new norm. I haven’t seen my colleagues
physically in that time, which has its own bizarreness. As we hit
the middle of winter, lockdown has escalated once again and we
are limited in being able to see loved ones for Christmas. This
seems like a greater challenge to last year but I feel strangely op-
timistic. It is almost like the adrenaline from my previous trau-
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ma is boosting me into the next challenge. After all, I have made
it through this year so far!

As the anniversary of that fateful day looms, I approached it
with anxious dread, yet when I woke up to the new day, I felt
elated and relieved. I had done it. I had survived. No doubt I was
met with incredible challenges and faced with the hardest men-
tal test of endurance in my life, but I am here, I am well, and I
have made it. I allow myself to sit with this for a while. Com-
pared to this day last year, I am happier, which is a huge deal
for me. I almost wish I could go back to that moment when my
heart shattered and show myself what I have accomplished, how
my heart has retaliated with such strength that it baffles me. I
feel that I am finally getting used to reorienting my life around
me again, without being self-centered, but there really isn’t any-
one else who will push me more than myself. I am here for me, I
came here for me, and I will leave with me.

I spend the days working in the same job but in a completely dif-
ferent way to a year ago. The changes are crazy to comprehend,
yet every day we learn and adapt a little more to our situation. I
have also turned my focus to eating more for my body than for
my mind (emotional eating) as I noticed I began to use this time
of year as an excuse to not eat as well as I should. Something
I wouldn’t have noticed for a lot longer if I were not in these
circumstances. Also, I am meeting up with my now boyfriend
(Guy A) in our support bubble which has been a comfort. I am
completely open to admitting that I have no idea where this is
heading, unlike my last relationship, because let's face it, after
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last year's ending, I feel anything is possible at this point. But I
am okay with that.

This brings me on to another important point about this last
year. I had to forgive myself. No, there wasn't anything I did
wrong but I still had to forgive myself for walking into such a
hurtful experience. This was important because in order to al-
low myself to possibly trust another bozo again, I had to trust
myself. And trust myself that even if the next bozo hurts me
(though I obviously hope he won’t) I can survive it and I can
forgive myself for it. I had to heal my relationship with myself in
order to move forward with the clarity I couldn’t find in looking
back at the what ifs. I trust in myself that no matter how we con-
tinue this life together, we will do the best with what we have, as
we always have done. I am no longer afraid of being alone in life,
because I have faced my demons, the pain that everyone natu-
rally wants to avoid. Because I have faced the fact that this rela-
tionship with myself is something I am ultimately stuck with, in
order to move forward, this has to be my priority. I appreciate
from experience that this is easy to lose when you are in a rela-
tionship with another person. I consider myself a romantic and
ultimately lose myself in the fantasy of sharing that self as a unit.
But what if the best relationship was with yourself ?

Finally, as this part of my life comes to a close (but will certainly
not be going away), I feel that a big part of it is the story I
tell myself about what happened. It wasn’t a huge, epic disaster.
Nor was it a little blip in my life (though maybe eventually it
will feel this way?). It was an event, out of my control, that just
happened. It happened and what it entailed was my doing and
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mine alone in terms of what I accomplished and the mistakes
I made. What I tell myself will govern how I move forward so,
yes, it sucked. It sucked A LOT and challenged me in so many
ways I can hardly fathom sometimes. But despite not particular-
ly agreeing with the manner in which it happened, it happened.
Blowing a huge hole of emotional pain but also leading to an
open road of potential, and freedom with it. This is what I face
the future with now; dealing with it will continue to haunt me
but carrying this award of my triumph over 2020, I explore new
territory.

And to the reader, my final words to you are:

I survived this, and you can too.

4th April 2020 – 20th December 2020
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Before you go...
Thank you for reading my story and I hope you enjoyed it. This
has been a journey and I feel relieved to have it out into the
world.

If you did enjoy this book, please review on Goodreads and rec-
ommend to a friend.
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