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    For the woman who signed the papers and didn't know what came next.

She figured it out. So will you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Alison's voice: "She didn't find herself. She remembered herself. There is a difference." — Alison Chase

      

    


For the woman who signed the papers and didn't know what came next.

She figured it out. So will you.

“She didn’t find herself. She remembered herself.

There is a difference.”

— Alison Chase
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Foreword: The Woman in the Mirror
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I didn't recognize her at first.

It was a Saturday morning, about six weeks after the divorce was finalized. I was standing in the bathroom of my new apartment — a clean, quiet place with good light and no one else's razor on the sink — and I caught my reflection at an angle I hadn't seen in years. Not the harried glance of a woman running late. Not the critical inventory of someone preparing to be looked at by another person. Just... me. Looking at myself. With nowhere to be and no one to perform for.

I stood there for a long time.

I didn't know whether to cry or introduce myself.

I was 47 years old. I had argued cases in federal court. I had negotiated contracts that protected companies worth hundreds of millions of dollars. I had kept a household, raised two children, remembered every teacher's name and every dentist appointment and every anniversary of every person I loved. I was, by every external measure, a competent and capable woman.

And I had absolutely no idea what I wanted.

Not for breakfast. Not for the weekend. Not for my life.

I had spent nineteen years being someone's — someone's wife, someone's partner, someone's mother, someone's colleague. I had been so busy being all of those things, so skilled at it, that the woman underneath all the roles had gone very, very quiet. She hadn't left. But she'd stopped expecting to be asked.

This book is about asking her back.

It is not a book about dating. I want to say that clearly, at the start, before you invest another minute. There is no chapter here about how to attract a man, how to dress for a first date, or how to make yourself appealing to someone new. If that's what you're looking for, there are plenty of books that will oblige you.

This is something different.

This is a book about you — your body, your pleasure, your presence, your desire, your aliveness. It is about the parts of yourself that got filed away during the marriage, the needs that learned to wait, the woman who knew how to want things and slowly forgot that knowing was allowed.

Sensuality — real sensuality — has nothing to do with another person. It is the quality of being fully alive in your own skin. It is noticing the weight of good fabric against your body. It is eating something extraordinary and letting yourself be moved by it. It is walking into a room and feeling, from the inside, like someone worth knowing. It is the hum of your own desire, pointed at nothing in particular, asking nothing of anyone, simply present and warm and yours.

That is what we are reclaiming here.

I'm not going to pretend the divorce wasn't complicated. It was everything at once — a found text message, two years of counseling that made us understand each other perfectly and love each other not at all, and finally a Tuesday morning when I said I think we're done and discovered I had never meant anything more. He wasn't a villain. I wasn't a saint. We were two people who had grown into different shapes and spent too long pretending the edges still fit.

I'm not here to relitigate it. I'm here because what came after — the silence, the space, the terrifying and eventually glorious aloneness — taught me more about myself than the nineteen years before it.

What I learned is in these pages.

Fifty secrets. Six parts. One woman finding her way back to herself — fully, sensually, and without apology.

You don't have to be ready. You just have to begin.

— Alison

PART ONE

Grieve the Body You Abandoned

"You have been a guest in your own body for too long. It is time to come home."

There is a particular kind of neglect that doesn't look like neglect at all.

It looks like being busy. It looks like being needed. It looks like efficiency and practicality and the quiet, daily decision to put your own physical experience last — not because you don't matter, but because there's always something more pressing, someone more urgent, a reason to defer the moment when you might actually feel something in your own skin.

Most of us who have been through long marriages and difficult divorces have done this to ourselves. We stopped inhabiting our bodies and started operating them. We used them to carry groceries and show up to work and be available for other people's needs. We stopped asking them what they wanted. We stopped listening when they answered.

The secrets in this first part are about beginning to come back. Not dramatically. Not all at once. Just beginning to pay attention — gently, curiously, without judgment — to the body that has been waiting for you.

She has been waiting a long time. She is not angry. She is simply relieved that you've finally come.

Secret #1: Let Her Be Tired

The first thing Alison did, the weekend after she moved into the new apartment, was sleep.

Not the fractured, one-eye-open sleep of a woman sharing a bed with a marriage that was ending. Not the performance of rest. Real sleep — the kind where you don't know what time it is and don't care, where your body sinks into the mattress like it's been waiting years for permission.

She slept eleven hours on Friday night. Nine on Saturday. She woke up Sunday feeling something she hadn't felt in so long she'd forgotten it had a name. Rested.

Here is the first secret: your body has been carrying this longer than your mind has.

Your mind had the luxury of negotiating — telling itself stories, finding reasons to hope, constructing arguments for staying and arguments for leaving and arguments for just getting through the week. Your body didn't have that option. Your body just carried it. The clenched jaw. The shallow breath. The shoulders that lived somewhere near your ears. The stomach that tightened every time you heard the key in the lock.

Your body knew before you did. And it has been exhausted since long before you signed anything.

The first act of reclaiming your sensual self is the least glamorous and the most necessary: let her be tired. Stop pushing through. Stop optimizing your grief. Stop filling the silence with productivity because the silence feels dangerous.

Let the silence be. Let the body sink. Let rest be the first thing you give her — not as a reward for getting through something, but as an acknowledgment that she has been through something real.


The Practice:  This week, choose one morning or one afternoon and give it entirely to physical rest. Not Netflix, not your phone, not productive self-care. Lie down. Let your body be heavy. If you sleep, sleep. If you don't, simply be still and notice what your body feels like when no one needs anything from it. Notice where it holds tension. Notice where it softens. Don't fix anything. Just notice. This is the beginning of coming home.



Secret #2: Touch Yourself Before Anyone Else Does

Not like that — though we'll get there.

What Alison noticed, in the first months after the divorce, was that she had stopped touching herself in any meaningful way at all. Not intimately. Just... at all. She lotioned her legs like a task to be completed. She brushed her hair without feeling it. She moved through the physical rituals of her body the way she moved through her inbox — efficiently, without presence, just trying to get to the end.

One evening she was sitting in a bath — a real bath, not a two-minute shower — and she put her hand flat against her own collarbone and just held it there.

It was the most intimate moment she'd had in years.

This is what disconnection does. It doesn't announce itself. It just quietly removes you from the experience of being in a body until one day you realize you've been living from the neck up, a disembodied mind operating a vehicle you forgot was also you.

The second secret is touch — deliberate, attentive, entirely non-sexual touch that is simply about being present in your own physical reality.

The research on this is not subtle. Intentional self-touch — massage, skin care applied slowly and with attention, even simply placing your hands on your own body with care — activates the same calming nervous system pathways as being touched by another person. Your skin doesn't know the difference. Your nervous system doesn't care who is being kind to it. It only knows that someone finally is.


The Practice:  This week, after your shower or bath, take five minutes to apply body lotion or oil slowly — not as a task but as an act of attention. Start at your feet. Move upward. Feel the temperature of your own skin. Notice where you are soft, where you are tense, where you feel nothing at all. Say nothing. Think nothing in particular. Just be present with her — this body that has carried you through everything — as though she deserves your full attention. Because she does.



Secret #3: Stop Apologizing for What She Looks Like

Alison is a size 14. She has been a size 14, give or take, for most of her adult life. She has spent most of that life being mildly, persistently apologetic about it — not dramatically, not in ways anyone would notice, just in the small constant ways women perform apology for their bodies: the wrap dress instead of the fitted one, the cardigan over the sleeveless top, the automatic I've been so bad lately when someone mentions food.

After the divorce, she stopped.

Not immediately. Not easily. But she stopped.

Here is what she discovered: the body shame she had carried for two decades was not really about her body. It was about the feeling that she needed to be smaller, quieter, less — that the full fact of her physical presence was too much, required apology, needed to be managed and minimized before she could be acceptable.
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