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    To every person who was taught that obedience was more important that truth.
To those who silenced their voice to keep the peace, questioned their own reality to preserve a relationship, or sacrificed their identity to belong.
To the survivors of coercive control, narcissistic abuse, ahigh control groups, spiritual manipulation, and every system that demanded your compliance at the cost of your freedom.
May you find the courage to trust yourself again
May you discover that your worth was never earned through obedience, your voice was never meant to be silenced, and your life was never meant to be lived in fear.
This book is dedicated to your healing, your resilience, and your right to choose your own path.
May you never again mistake compliance for love, silence for peace, or fear for faith.
May you live boldly, think freely, and become fully, unapologetically yourself.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Obedience may keep you safe for a moment, but truth is what sets you free
Unlearning Obedience.

      

    


UNLEARNING OBEDIENCE

Dismantling Internalised Control and reclaiming Sovereignty.

“For years I mistook obedience for love, like a child clutching a too-tight blanket. Letting go felt like a loss, until I realised it was the only way to breathe.” — Evie Jo

It began with a question so harmless it should have bounced off you like a tennis ball lobbed by a child. A question with no sharp edges, no hidden traps, no moral weight. A question that, in any other household, would have been answered without ceremony, without fear, without that small internal flinch you’ve learned to disguise as a thoughtful pause.

“What’s one hobby you’d like to try?”

He asked it while rinsing a mug, or maybe folding a towel — one of those domestic gestures that make a person look safe, even if you’re not entirely convinced safety is a real thing yet. He didn’t look up with expectation. He didn’t brace himself for impact. He just asked, as if the answer would be simple.

You said, “I don’t know,” because that was the answer that had kept you alive for years. The answer that never offended, never disappointed, never drew attention. The answer that made you small enough to survive.

But he didn’t move on. He didn’t fill the silence with his own ideas. He didn’t laugh or tease or look at you like you were being dramatic. He just waited — patient, curious, maddeningly kind.

And something inside you — something tiny and trembling and long-neglected — whispered a word you hadn’t allowed yourself to say out loud in years.

“Art.”

He looked up then, eyebrows raised just slightly. “On a canvas?”

You nodded, and the nod felt like stepping off a cliff. Because painting had always been frivolous. A waste of time. A distraction from productivity. A thing for people who didn’t have to justify their existence. You had been taught that hobbies were indulgences, and indulgence was a sin. You had been taught that wanting something for no reason other than wanting it was suspicious.

But he didn’t interrogate you. He didn’t ask why. He didn’t ask what you planned to paint or whether you’d ever painted before. He didn’t ask if you were any good. He just smiled, as if you’d said something perfectly reasonable.

A week later, you came home from work and there it was: an easel, standing on the outdoor patio like a quiet rebellion. Paints arranged neatly. Brushes fanned out like a bouquet. A blank canvas waiting, patiently for your wild imagination.

“Go for your life,” he said, and he meant it. No conditions. No expectations. No performance required.

You stood there staring at the easel, feeling something you couldn’t name. Not joy, not exactly. Not fear, not entirely. Something in between — the dizzying sensation of being handed a life you didn’t yet know how to inhabit. How do I use a brush? How do I arrange my palette? Do I dab the brush? Do I even use water? All relevant questions to a daunting scenario.

Because this was the moment of truth you hadn’t admitted, even to yourself:

You’d unlearned obedience, but you hadn’t learned you.

You’d dismantled the reflexes, the fear, the scripts, the guilt. You’d walked out of the old life with your head high and your heart pounding. You’d reclaimed your voice, your boundaries, your sovereignty.

But now, standing in front of a blank canvas, you realised something unsettling:

You didn’t know what you liked.

You didn’t know what you wanted. You didn’t know who you were when no one was telling you who to be.

Freedom, it turned out, was not a finish line.

It was a beginning.

A terrifying one.

You dipped the brush into the paint — a small, trembling act of rebellion — and for a moment, you felt like a child again. Not in the whimsical, nostalgic way people mean when they say that. In the raw, exposed way of someone who has never been allowed to choose.

And that’s when it hit you:

This wasn’t about painting.

This was about identity.

About the self you never got to become.

About the desires you never got to explore.

About the preferences you never got to form.

About the life you never got to author.

You weren’t just staring at a canvas.

You were staring at yourself — or rather, the outline of a self you were only just beginning to sketch.

This book begins in that moment.

The moment after liberation, when the dust settles and you realise the landscape is blank.

The moment when the question is no longer “How do I stop obeying?” but “Who am I now?”

It’s a strange kind of grief, this blankness. A grief for the self you never got to be.

A grief for the years you spent being useful instead of joyful.

A grief for the desires you buried so deep you forgot they were yours.

But it’s also a strange kind of hope.

Because blankness is possibility.

Blankness is choice.

Blankness is the first page of a story you finally get to write.

And so this book — Book 3 — is not about obedience at all.

It’s about identity.

It’s about desire.

It’s about expression.

It’s about becoming someone who can answer the question, “What do you want?” without fear.

It’s about learning yourself.

And it starts with a canvas.

It teaches you how obedience is stored in the body – in reflexes, flinches, breath patterns, and survival response – and how sovereignty and alignment is reclaimed through somatic awareness, not just mindset work.

The Diagnosis:

“I didn’t understand hobbies. The idea of doing something for no reason other than pleasure felt foreign, like a language I was never taught.” — Evie Joy

You don’t realise anything is wrong at first. Not in the dramatic, movie-trailer way people talk about breakthroughs. It’s quieter than that. Almost embarrassingly ordinary.

It happens later that night, after the easel has been admired and the dishes rinsed and stacked in that slightly crooked way you pretend not to notice. You’re brushing your teeth, staring at your reflection, when you catch sight of your shoulders — lifted, tense, as if you’re preparing for someone to walk in and tell you you’ve done something wrong.

Your jaw is tight. Your breath is shallow. You look like someone bracing for impact.

And suddenly, with minty foam gathering at the corner of your lips, you feel it — that slow, creeping realisation that starts in your stomach and rises like a truth you’ve been avoiding.

You’re not afraid of painting. You’re afraid of wanting. Of desire.

Afraid of choosing a colour. Afraid of someone watching you choose it. Afraid of being seen wanting something for no reason other than the fact that you want it.

Your body reacts before your mind can even form the thought. Your chest tightens. Your throat narrows. Your stomach flutters in that old, familiar way — the way it always does when desire tries to rise and your body pushes it back down.

It isn’t indecision. It’s your nervous system bracing for punishment.

You remember all the times someone asked what you liked — restaurants, movies, holidays, anything — and how your body always answered before you did.

“Oh, I don’t mind.” “Whatever you want.” “I’m easy.”

Those weren’t preferences. They were reflexes.

You learned to be agreeable the way other children learned to ride bikes — wobbly at first, then steady, then automatic. You learned to read a room before you read yourself. You learned to shrink your desires until they were small enough to hide in your ribcage.

And now here you are, with an easel on your patio and someone who genuinely wants to know what you like — and your body doesn’t know what to do with that kind of freedom.

Your hands tremble slightly as you brush your teeth. Your breath stays thin, as if it’s afraid to take up too much space. You look at your reflection and see a woman who has spent her entire life bracing — for criticism, for correction, for the inevitable moment when wanting something will cost her.

You try to laugh at yourself — you always do — but the laugh doesn’t land. It hovers in your chest, uncertain, like a guest who isn’t sure they’re welcome.

Because the truth is finally surfacing, inconvenient and undeniable:

You’re not afraid of hobbies. You’re afraid of being a person with preferences.

A person who chooses. A person who wants. A person who exists without apology.

You stand there, toothbrush dangling, heart thudding softly in your chest, and feel the weight of a truth you’ve never had language for:

You don’t know who you are when your body isn’t bracing for someone else’s reaction. You don’t know what you want when your nervous system only knows how to obey.

That’s the diagnosis — not spoken aloud, not written down, but felt.

Your body has been living by rules you no longer believe in. Your nervous system has stayed loyal to a world you’ve already left.

And for the first time, you feel the faintest flicker of rebellion — not in your mind, but in your body.

A tiny, trembling whisper rising from somewhere deep inside you:

What if wanting isn’t dangerous? What if choosing isn’t rebellion? What if your body is allowed to feel safe?

You don’t answer that night. You just stand there, staring at yourself, breath shallow, shoulders tight, toothbrush in hand.

But something shifts. Something small. Something seismic.

Your body has spoken. And for the first time, you hear it.

The Transformation

“Learning to love a hobby felt like learning to love myself — awkward at first, then unexpectedly beautiful, like discovering colour after years of living in grayscale.” — Evie Joy

A few days later, you find yourself painting — badly, gloriously badly — and something strange happened. You laughed. Not the polite laugh you’d perfected over the years, but a real one. A laugh that startled you with its volume. A laugh that felt like it belonged to someone you hadn’t met yet.

And in that moment, you caught a glimpse of her — the woman you were becoming. The woman who didn’t apologise for taking up space. The woman who didn’t need permission to enjoy herself. The woman who didn’t freeze when asked what she wanted. The woman who didn’t measure her worth by her usefulness.

She was there, just for a second, like a reflection in a shop window you almost didn’t recognise.

You didn’t know it then, but that was the transformation beginning. Not a dramatic one. Not a cinematic one. A quiet one. The kind that sneaks up on you while you’re rinsing brushes in the sink.

The Awakening of the Body

After reading this book you will wake up one morning and realise your body is no longer bracing for impact. Not the old waking — the one where your shoulders tense before your eyes even open, where your breath hides in the top of your chest, where your spine curls as if apologising for existing.

No. This waking is different.

You will open your eyes and feel your ribs expand without permission. Your body will stretch — not cautiously, not strategically — but like a creature who finally believes the world won’t bite.

You will walk into the kitchen and feel the sunlight on your skin, and something inside you will whisper, I want... And you will listen.

You will choose coffee or tea or nothing at all, not because it’s allowed or expected or safe, but because your body said so. And you will feel the ground shift beneath you — a tiny rebellion, a quiet revolution, a seismic yes to yourself.

You will think a thought that once would have terrified you, and instead of shoving it back into the dark, you will feel your chest open around it. You will feel curiosity instead of shame. You will feel possibility instead of punishment.

Your mind will no longer be a crime scene. It will be a garden.

Everyday Miracles of a Regulated Nervous System

You will hear footsteps behind you and your body will not freeze. Your stomach will not drop. Your pulse will not sprint.

You will simply register: Footsteps. A person. Nothing more.

You will say, I’m tired, and your body will sigh in relief because you finally believed it. You will say, I’m angry, and your throat will not close. You will say, I’m happy, and you will feel the warmth bloom across your chest like sunrise.

Your emotions will stop being sins, or problems. They will become signals — clear, trustworthy, and a roadmap to navigate your life.

You will say no without apology. You will say yes without fear. You will feel your gut speak — not as a threat, not as a temptation, but as a compass you were born with.

You will feel your body become a place you can live in again.

Standing Up, Somatically Rooted

One day, someone will speak to you with the old cruelty — the sharpened tone, the subtle dismissal, the familiar sting — and instead of shrinking, you will feel your spine lengthen.

You will feel your feet root into the floor. You will feel your breath deepen. You will feel your voice rise from your belly instead of your fear.

You will say, Stop. That’s not how you speak to me. And you will hear the steadiness in your own voice — not shaking, not apologising, not begging.

At a family gathering, someone will make a cutting remark, and instead of folding into yourself, you will feel a calm settle over your shoulders. You will say, That’s your opinion. Mine is different. And your body will stay open, unflinching, sovereign.

At work, someone will try to hand you their chaos, and you will feel the old reflex — the urge to fix, to carry, to obey — rise in your chest. But then you will feel your body say no. A full-bodied no. A grounded no.

And you will honour it.

Learning to Look Out for Yourself

You will learn to look out for yourself in a way that feels like love, not fear.

You will notice when your shoulders tighten — and instead of pushing through, you will pause. You will notice when your stomach knots — and instead of ignoring it, you will listen. You will notice when your breath shortens — and instead of shaming yourself, you will soften.

Walking home at night, you will feel alert but not afraid. Your body will move with a confidence you once thought belonged to other people — people who were allowed to take up space.

In relationships, you will stop bending until you break. You will feel the moment your body says, This is too much, and you will honour it. You will feel the moment your heart says, I deserve more, and you will believe it.

Love will no longer mean disappearing. Love will mean staying present — with yourself.

The Good Body Space

Confidence will not arrive like a lightning strike. It will arrive like dawn — slow, warm, inevitable.

You will feel it first as a loosening in your jaw. Then a softening in your belly. Then a widening in your chest.

You will laugh without scanning the room. You will read books that intrigue you, not ones that were approved. You will catch your reflection in a window and feel a flicker of recognition — Oh. There I am.

You will feel at home in your own body. You will feel safe in your own skin. You will feel like someone worth protecting.

Freedom will not be abstract. It will be somatic. It will be lived.

The Uprising of the Body

This is not fantasy. This is not wishful thinking. This is the uprising of your body.

You will walk through a supermarket aisle and choose what you want without hesitation. You will feel the ease of it — the absurd, delicious ease — and you will smile.

You will sit in a doctor’s office and say, This hurts. I need help, and your voice will not tremble. You will feel the power of believing your own pain.

You will stand in a friendship and say, That crossed a line, and your body will not collapse. You will feel the strength of your own boundaries.

This is transformation: From a body trained to obey to a body learning to choose. From a nervous system shaped by fear to one shaped by truth. From shrinking to standing. From silence to voice. From survival to sovereignty.

And when it happens — when your body finally rises to meet you — it will feel glorious.

The Roadmap

“I thought the transformation would be dramatic, but it was stitched together from small mercies — a minute here, an hour there — until one day I realised I’d walked all the way back to myself.” — Evie Joy

Over the next weeks, you began to notice things. Small things. Things that would have seemed insignificant to anyone else.

You noticed the way your shoulders still tensed when someone asked your opinion, as if bracing for impact.

You noticed the way you apologised before disagreeing, even when you were right.

You noticed the way you hesitated before choosing a meal at a restaurant, scanning the table for clues about what was “acceptable.”

You noticed the way you still heard old voices in your head — voices that didn’t belong to you anymore, but lingered like ghosts. The religious voices of pastors and mentors who once told you who you were supposed to be. The sharp echoes of ex-husbands with their tidy opinions about your worth. And the friends who only ever called when they needed something fixed, never when they wanted to know you. Those were the voices you were finally learning to recognise... and release.

And slowly, you realised that this wasn’t just about painting. It was about everything. It was about the reflexes you’d inherited, the fears you’d absorbed, the scripts you’d memorised, the boundaries you’d never been allowed to have, the integrity you’d been punished for, the sovereignty you’d never been taught to claim.

You began to understand that identity wasn’t going to arrive all at once. It was going to arrive in moments — in the way you chose colours, in the way you said no, in the way you corrected someone gently instead of swallowing your truth, in the way you let yourself want something without justification.

You began to see that this book — this next chapter of your life — wasn’t about obedience at all. It was about authorship. About becoming the woman who stands in front of a blank canvas and doesn’t panic, because she knows she has something to say.

In the days after the easel arrived, you began noticing things you’d never paid attention to before. Noticing is always the beginning, though no one tells you that. It’s the quiet prelude to change — the way you suddenly hear the hum of the refrigerator at night or realise you’ve been holding your breath for years.

You noticed, for example, how your body still reacted before your mind did. Someone would ask your opinion and your shoulders would tense, your voice would soften, your instincts would retreat. It was muscle memory, really — the obedience reflex still firing even though the danger was gone. You’d think, Why am I still doing this? And that question — that tiny, irritated curiosity — is what the first chapter is about. Learning to recognise the reflex before it sweeps you away. Learning to see the old patterns not as identity, but as echoes.

Then there was the fear. Not the dramatic kind that sends you running, but the quiet kind that sits behind your ribs like a small, watchful animal. You’d feel it when you reached for the paintbrush, when you chose a colour, when you dared to enjoy yourself. A fear that didn’t make sense anymore, but still felt real. A fear that whispered, Careful. Someone might not like this. That’s the second chapter — the slow, steady work of teaching your nervous system that freedom isn’t a trapdoor. That choosing something for yourself won’t summon punishment. That safety can be relearned.

And then, of course, the voices. Not literal ones — you’re not insane — but the internalised scripts that speak in tones you recognise all too well. The ones that say, That’s silly, or Who do you think you are? or Don’t waste time. You’d hear them when you stood in front of the canvas, when you tried something new, when you dared to imagine a life that wasn’t built around usefulness. Those voices didn’t belong to you, but they’d lived in your head long enough to feel native.

Lets break down this book so you understand a little more about what it is all about.
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Chapter One: – The Obedience Reflex:
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A chapter that reveals how obedience lives in the body as an automatic survival response — the flinch, the freeze, the breath-hold, the shrinking. It shows the reader that their compliance isn’t a moral failure but a somatic reflex that can be interrupted and retrained.
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Chapter Two: - Fear of Punishment, Fear of Freedom.
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A chapter that uncovers how the body remembers punishment long after the system is gone — and how that memory makes freedom feel unsafe. It teaches the reader to recognise the somatic fear signals that keep them small and begin soothing them instead of obeying them.
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Chapter Three: - The Scripts We Didn’t Write
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A chapter that exposes the inherited roles and rules that were written into the body through repetition, tension, and survival. It helps the reader notice how their posture, tone, and nervous system still perform scripts they never chose.
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Chapter Four: - Boundaries Without Apology
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A chapter that reframes boundaries as a somatic practice — learning to feel your limits in your body, hold your ground without collapsing, and speak from a regulated nervous system instead of fear or guilt.
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Chapter Five: - How to Disobey With Integrity
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A chapter that teaches the reader how to break old rules without triggering a full-body panic response. It shows how to anchor into the body, regulate through discomfort, and choose aligned disobedience without abandoning themselves.
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