
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


DEDICATION PAGE 

To Deena, My soul sister. My twin flame. The other half of me. You already know everything I’m about to say on these pages. You’ve lived some version of this story yourself. You’ve held my hand through mine. You’ve let me hold yours through yours. This book exists because of the conversations we’ve had, the raw, honest, 3 a.m. ones where we’ve asked each other the hard questions and refused to let each other hide behind the pretty lies. You’ve seen me at my worst and loved me anyway. You’ve called me on my shit and held me while I cried. You’ve been my mirror, my anchor, my safe place. If these words find you in a moment when you need them most, know this: you already have everything inside you that you need. You always have. I’m just here to remind you. I love you endlessly. This one’s for you. 

To Nikki, Your Earthside story is over now. I “think” you now have an idea of the magnificent role you played in the creation of the beautiful life I get to live. Thank you. I forgive you. And I hope you’ve found peace. 

A NOTE TO THOSE WHO FIND THEMSELVES IN THESE PAGES, if you know me—if you recognize yourself or pieces of yourself in this story—please know this: These pages were written with love. With gratitude. With deep respect for your humanity and mine. I have shared my truth as I experienced it, not to cause harm, but to offer hope to others who are struggling. We are all doing the best we can with what we have. We are all flawed, beautiful, complicated human beings trying to figure this life out. If I have hurt you in the telling of my story, that was never my intention. I honor your version of events. I honor your experience. I honor your journey. Thank you for being part of mine. I carry nothing but love and gratitude for each of you. 

TO OUR KIDS, Sissy, Wesley, and Kaiden, I love you to infinity plus one. You three are the greatest gifts of my life. Watching you grow, watching you become the incredible humans you are, there are no words for what that means to me. This book is part of my story, but it’s also part of yours. And I want you to know you don’t have to carry any of this. The pain, the mistakes, the struggle—that’s mine to hold, not yours. What I hope you take from this is simple: people are messy. Love is complicated. Families are imperfect. And all of that is okay. You can grow through hard things. You can heal from pain. You can choose differently than the patterns you were born into. And no matter what—no matter where life takes you, no matter what choices you make—you are loved. Completely. Unconditionally. Forever. To infinity plus one. 

AND FINALLY, TO ERIC, I love you, Cire. Thanks for this amazing journey. 

INTRODUCTION: I’m not a therapist. I’m not a licensed counselor, a psychologist, a relationship expert, or anyone with letters after my name that give me authority to tell you what to do with your life. I’m just someone who’s been through it. Someone who knows what it feels like to have your world shattered by betrayal. Someone who’s stood at that impossible crossroads, trying to figure out whether to stay or go, while everyone around you has an opinion about what you should do. I’m someone who stayed. Who did the brutal, unglamorous work of repair. Who almost left a thousand times. Who lived in the tension of loving someone and hating them at the same time. And I’m someone who made it to the other side. Not because I’m special. Not because I did everything right. Not because my story is a blueprint for yours.

But because I was willing to do the work. And so was he. This book isn’t here to tell you what to do. I can’t do that. Only you can know what’s right for you. But what I can do is walk you through my story—the whole messy, painful, beautiful truth of it—and give you the tools to find your own answer. Because here’s what I’ve learned: the answer is already inside you. You already know whether you should stay or go. You might not like the answer. You might be scared of the answer. You might be trying to talk yourself out of the answer. But deep down, you know. The work isn’t to find the answer out there—in advice from friends, opinions from family, this book, or wisdom from strangers on the internet. 

The work is to get quiet enough, still enough, honest enough to hear the answer that’s already inside you. And then to trust it. Even when it’s hard. Even when it’s scary. Even when it goes against what everyone else thinks you should do.

WHO THIS BOOK IS FOR: This book is for anyone who’s experienced betrayal in a relationship—romantic or otherwise—and is struggling with the question: Should I stay or should I go? It’s for the person who’s been cheated on and doesn’t know if forgiveness is possible. It’s for the person who’s stayed and is wondering if they made the right choice. It’s for the person who’s left and is second-guessing themselves. It’s for the person who’s still in the middle—living in that horrible limbo of not knowing, not deciding, just surviving day by day. It’s for the person who loves someone deeply and hates them at the same time. It’s for the person who’s tired of everyone’s opinions and just wants clarity. It’s for the person who knows, deep down, what they need to do—but is terrified to do it. If that’s you, this book is for you. 

WHAT THIS BOOK IS NOT: This book does not guarantee that if you stay and do the work, everything will turn out like my story. It’s not a prescription. It’s not a formula. It’s not a “if you do X, Y, and Z, your relationship will be saved.” Because every relationship is different. Every person is different. Every betrayal is different. What worked for me might not work for you. What was right for me might not be right for you. This book is simply my story—and the lessons I learned along the way—offered as a companion, a guide, a reminder that you’re not alone in this impossible place. 

A NOTE ABOUT THE PEOPLE IN MY STORY: The people you’ll meet in these pages are real. I’ve changed (some) names to protect privacy, but their humanity remains. My husband, who I’ll call Cire throughout this book. My ex-boyfriends. The woman he was involved with. My family. My friends. They are all complex, flawed, beautiful human beings doing the best they could with what they had. I share my truth as I experienced it—not to blame, not to shame, not to hurt—but to offer hope. If you’re someone I know, if you recognize yourself in these pages, please know: I carry nothing but love and gratitude for you. You were part of my journey. Part of my growth. Part of the story that brought me here. Thank you. 

THE PROMISE OF THIS BOOK: By the end of this book, you won’t necessarily have a clear-cut answer about whether to stay or go. But you will have: - Tools to get quiet enough to hear your own knowing - Questions that will help you access your truth - An understanding of what real repair requires (if you choose to stay) - Permission to leave if that’s what’s right for you (without guilt or shame) - A framework for forgiveness—whether you stay or go - Clarity about the difference between hope and delusion - The reminder that you are not defined by what happened to you And most importantly, you’ll know that whatever you choose, you can heal. You can thrive. You can have a beautiful life. Whether you stay or whether you go. 

MY STORY IN BRIEF: I got sober at twenty-one on January 1, 2001. Twenty-five years ago, as I write this. I met Cire around 5-6 years into sobriety. We had a chaotic beginning—pregnancy, breakup, his infidelity during my pregnancy, a rushed reconciliation, a wedding. Three months after our wedding, I discovered he’d been sleeping with someone else. Behind my back. After the vows. I stayed. The first seven years of our marriage were rough. Dysfunction. Resentment. Hypervigilance. Coldness. Transgressions that kept the wound open. But in year seven, something shifted. We both hit a breaking point. And instead of giving up, we decided to do the work. Real work. Deep work. The kind that requires you to look at yourself, not just the other person. And over the next several years, everything changed. Not overnight. Not easily. Not without struggling. But we transformed. Today, almost eighteen years into our marriage, we have what people describe as an “admired relationship.” We’re happy. We’re connected. We’re thriving. Not because we’re perfect. But because we did the work. And that’s the story I’m going to tell you. Not to convince you to stay. Not to tell you that staying is noble or right. But to show you what’s possible—if both people are willing. 

First Betrayals- I learned what “love” looked like before I even had the language to name it. And what I learned was that love meant your body wasn’t your own, your feelings didn’t matter, and the people who were supposed to protect you would look the other way. I learned that boundaries were something other people had. That “no” was a word that didn’t apply to me. That the uncomfortable feeling in the pit of my stomach—the one that told me something was wrong—couldn’t be trusted, because when I listened to it, nothing changed anyway. I learned that love was loud and chaotic and unpredictable. That it could laugh with you one minute and scream at you the next. That it smelled like alcohol and tasted like fear and felt like walking on eggshells, never quite knowing which version of the person you’d get. I learned all of this before I was old enough to question it. Before I knew that other people grew up differently. Before I understood that the way I was learning to survive was also the way I was learning to disappear. 

This is where my story begins. Not with the betrayal that brought me to my knees in my late twenties. Not with the man I would eventually marry. But with the first betrayals, the ones that taught me that love and pain were inseparable, that my body was currency, and that the quiet voice inside me that knew the truth couldn’t be trusted. Because here’s what I know now, twenty-five years sober and almost eighteen years into a marriage that nearly destroyed me before it saved me: we don’t just wake up one day in a relationship that’s breaking us and wonder how we got there. We get there because somewhere along the way, we learned that this is what love looks like. And unlearning that? That’s the real work. 

THE HOUSES I GREW UP IN I grew up between three houses, and each one taught me something different about what it meant to be loved. My mom’s house was chaos with a smile. My mom and dad were never married—not until much, much later in life, after sobriety, after they’d both cheated on their respective spouses and finally found their way back to each other. strong-willed, rigid. I didn’t know where I ended and she began. She was funny. She was wild. She was forgiving. Easily tempered. The kind of person who could go from laughing to screaming in the span of a breath. When she was drinking, she had fun. She was calm. And so, I learned, very early, that alcohol wasn’t the problem, it was the solution. Alcohol makes people happy. Alcohol made the screaming stop. Alcohol has made everything okay. 

My dad’s house was different. I went there every on weekends. And that’s where the other kind of learning happened. The kind I don’t talk about much, even now. That’s where my older half-brother lived. And that’s where, somewhere between the ages of five and eight—I don’t know exactly, the timeline is blurry in the way traumatic memories are—he taught me that my body wasn’t mine. I knew what was happening was wrong. Even as a little kid, I knew. There’s this thing people don’t talk about enough: you can know something is wrong and still have your body respond. You can know it shouldn’t be happening and still feel... something. And that confusion—that shame of feeling anything at all stays with you. I remember telling myself it was wrong. I remember the pit in my stomach. I remember wanting it to stop.

There’s one memory I can’t be entirely certain of, though it feels real to me. I remember the door opening. I remember an adult walking inside seeing what was happening—and then turning around and walking away. An adult that by nature “should” protect the young. But memory is tricky, especially childhood memory, especially traumatic memory. Maybe that person really was there. Maybe I hoped so desperately that someone would see and intervene that I created this memory and it is false. Maybe it’s a dream that got confused with reality over time. I don’t know for sure. What I do know is this: whether that specific moment happened or not, the abuse continued for years. No adult intervened. And somewhere in my young mind, I came to understand that even if people knew, even if they saw, I still wouldn’t be protected. 
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