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    To every version of me that didn't make it here. And to the ones who did—thank you for holding the line.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I wasn't late. I was just on time for the life I was meant to live."—Lisa M. Jordan
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I Did Everything Right—and It Still Felt Wrong
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Is This Really My Life?


I did everything I was supposed to.

Married young. Had babies. Smiled for the pictures.

Built the dream life—until it collapsed under its own bullshit.


In my first marriage, I had everything I was supposed to want: the “happy” (from the outside) relationship, the perfect little baby, a house of our own. People saw the curated snapshots—smiles for the camera, captions about blessings and love.

I was the beautiful bride, even if I was VERY pregnant at the time. My hair was done, the flowers were perfect, and the venue was a riverfront park—my so-called happy place. And if all you had to go by were the photos, it would have looked like a fairy tale.

But it wasn’t. The cracks were already there—hairline fractures behind every posed smile.

This was what I wanted. Wasn’t it?

We made it for three years. It all fell apart during my second pregnancy. He left. For another woman.

I shattered. Completely.

And it took me years to realize—it wasn’t the loss of the marriage that gutted me. Not the partner. Not the life.

It was the loss of the illusion. The picture-perfect lie I had been sold. And worse: the one I had sold myself.

Hairline Fractures

It was during that first marriage that I started to suspect I wasn’t exactly the cookie-cutter woman I was pretending to be.

I won’t get into all the hows or whys—but I began to realize that what I felt for other women wasn’t what everyone felt about their friends. There was something more there. Something electric. Something I buried under the label “bisexual,” because it felt safer. More palatable. Easier to swallow than the truth.

Besides, I loved my husband... didn’t I?

I clung to that. I told myself it was normal—our exploration, our rules, the occasional blurring of lines. Every couple has their thing, right? Nothing to see here.

But deep down, something didn’t add up. There was a hunger I couldn’t name. A longing I couldn’t shake. And I thought it was just me—broken, insatiable, restless. I couldn’t see it for what it was: the quiet grief of living a life that didn’t fit.

When that marriage ended, I told myself it had nothing to do with any of that. I moved on. I fell in love again. Got married again. Had another baby. Built a blended family with three beautiful children I wouldn’t trade for the world. We made it work—through chaos, through struggle, through the kind of love that feels like almost enough.

But still, the same cracks showed up. Still, that same discontent. Still, the quiet ache I didn’t know how to name.

I thought if I just worked harder—if I just tried harder—I could be happy. I could be fulfilled. I could be enough.

But the truth? I was still lying. Still performing. Still trying to be the woman I was “supposed” to be.

And that lie? It was getting heavier to carry.

The Second Act

When my second husband came along, I grabbed onto the chance to prove the lie was true. He was kind. Steady. Safe. He loved me, loved my kids. We built a blended family together, and I wanted it to work—desperately. I wanted it to be enough.

This was supposed to be my redemption arc. My happy ending. Proof that I could be the woman I was expected to be.

And honestly? There was love. There was loyalty. We had real moments—inside jokes, quiet evenings, chaotic mornings with too many kids and not enough coffee. But that same restlessness followed me in. That same bone-deep discontent.

I thought it was trauma. I thought it was me. I thought maybe I was just incapable of being happy.

I kept shoving that gnawing truth down with good intentions and Pinterest boards and parenting schedules. I juggled extracurricular activities, too much work, and a coparenting routine with my ex. I wore the costume for so long, it started to feel like my skin.

The cracks didn’t disappear. They became fault lines.

The Moment

There wasn’t a huge explosion of realization. It came slowly.  The tiny voice in my head telling me that something just didn’t fit. That I didn’t fit. That somehow this life I was living wasn’t mine. 


It came quietly, over nearly a year.


A whisper at first—just a friendship in November. Harmless, I told myself. Normal. But it grew, painfully slow and undeniably real. 

Within six months, I knew it was different.

I convinced myself it was the same type of scenario as with the first marriage. I convinced myself that it was okay because it was with his blessing and I still went home to him in the end. 

That was what I wanted – wasn’t it? 

That was the plan. Until it wasn’t. 

The Realization

It took years—and the slow unraveling of everything I thought I knew—for me to see it clearly.

I didn’t just lose two marriages..

And I didn’t just lose time—I lost the chance to be fully known, even by myself.

The truth wasn’t that I failed at the life I was supposed to want. 

It’s that I was never meant to want it in the first place.

And freedom didn’t come from finally getting it right. It came from finally calling bullshit—and walking away from the lie.

And for the first time, the life ahead of me felt like mine.
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