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Reader’s Note

This memoir begins in a life that looks settled. 

A career that works. 

A home that functions. 

A child who is loved and safe. 

A reputation built on being dependable, self-regulated, responsible.

From the outside, it looks like stability—like many other stories.

Some people learn early that stability must be maintained: 

by being good, 

by not asking too much, 

by keeping things calm even when they aren’t.
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Then something shifts. 

Time suddenly feels closer than it used to. 

“Later” no longer feels guaranteed.

Think Twice is not the story of a single mistake. 

It is about how careful lives begin to loosen—quietly, 

logically—when urgency replaces patience, 

and attention starts to feel like proof of being alive.

Nothing here breaks all at once. 

The change is gradual. Almost reasonable. 

A series of small permissions that don’t look dangerous while they’re happening.

If you’ve ever felt your life running smoothly while something inside you drifted—if “fine” ever replaced fulfilled—read carefully.

Some lines don’t feel like lines until you’ve crossed them. You only recognize them after the air has already changed.

Author’s Note

For a long time, I believed in sequence. 

Do the right things in the right order, and life will cooperate.

Then loss arrived—plain, unpoetic—and it changed my relationship with time. The pain was sharp. 

The shock was harder to name. It didn’t make me reckless. 

It made me impatient.

This memoir is not an attempt to explain away harm or soften outcomes. 

It exists to describe how damage happens—slowly, rationally, without spectacle. 

How attention can feel like oxygen. How desire can masquerade as meaning. How a life can begin protecting its image while the person inside it quietly disappears.

The truth here is not in the specifics, 

but in the mechanics. 

I’m less interested in judging the person I was than in tracing how she was built.

I wrote it the way I lived it—clean on the outside, messy underneath. This was written from clarity, not closure.

PROLOGUE — The End of the Illusion

He didn’t raise his voice.

He didn’t accuse.

He asked a question.

“What were you doing at that hotel?”

It wasn’t suspicion. It wasn’t curiosity. It was confirmation.

I remember noticing the wrong things first—the way the light fell across the sofa, dust suspended in the air, the stillness of a room that already knew the answer. My mind was trying to anchor itself to objects because it couldn’t yet anchor itself to reality.

And then I remembered the man at the hotel reception area.

I had taken his stare for admiration. The familiar, intoxicating feeling of being watched—noticed—seen. I had folded it into the story I was telling myself: that I was still invisible, still careful enough, still ahead of consequence.

He wasn’t watching me because he admired me.

He was watching me because my husband had hired him to follow me.

In that moment, I understood that whatever story I had been telling myself had already ended—not when I crossed a line, but when I mistook distance for indifference. I had read my husband’s withdrawal as emotional fatigue. 

I thought he had gone cold. That he had stopped caring. That the marriage was already hollow. That separation was inevitable, and timing was the only thing left to manage.

I believed I was handling the ending responsibly.

What I didn’t see was that while I was waiting, he was preparing.

My body adjusted before my mind caught up. I felt myself go quiet in a way that wasn’t calm. A shutdown. A kind of internal bracing that had nothing to do with courage and everything to do with inevitability.

He named dates. Places. Facts.

Not memories. Evidence.

The room changed as he spoke. I had been living inside impulse and justification, inside momentum. He had been collecting structure.

Then he said something that altered the air completely.

He had already spoken to a psychologist, our mutual friend. 

Not for me. For our child.

That detail didn’t soften him. It sharpened him. It made the conversation feel less like a marital confrontation and more like a transfer of power—toward containment, toward custody, toward protection of the entire structure: home, routine, reputation.
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