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You Are Not Broken
––––––––
[image: ]

At some point, quietly and without permission, the thought appears.
Maybe it comes after another negative test.
Maybe after a doctor’s appointment filled with numbers and neutral expressions.
Maybe after watching someone else announce their pregnancy with ease.
Or maybe it comes in the middle of the night, when everything is quiet and there is nowhere left to hide from your own thoughts.
The thought is simple, but it changes everything.
What if something is wrong with me?
It doesn’t arrive loudly. It doesn’t announce itself as fear. It arrives gently, almost reasonably. It disguises itself as logic. As realism. As preparation.
But once it appears, it begins to reshape the way you see your body.
The body that carried you your entire life.
The body that healed your wounds.
The body that kept your heart beating without ever asking for thanks.
Suddenly, it feels unfamiliar.
Unreliable.
Suspicious.
You start to watch it closely. You analyze every sensation. Every symptom. Every absence of symptom.
You wonder if you missed something. If you did something wrong. If you waited too long. If you stressed too much. If you weren’t careful enough. If you weren’t healthy enough. If you weren’t good enough.
And beneath all of those thoughts, something deeper begins to take root.
A quiet sense of betrayal.
It can feel like your body is no longer on your side.
This is one of the most painful and isolating parts of the fertility journey. Not just the waiting. Not just the uncertainty. But the slow erosion of trust between you and the body you live inside.
No one prepares you for this part.
No one prepares you for how easy it is to turn against yourself.
No one prepares you for how quickly hope can become self-doubt.
But there is something I want you to hear clearly, before anything else.
Your body is not broken.
It is not failing you.
It is not working against you.
Your body is responding to thousands of variables every single moment, most of which you cannot see, measure, or control. Hormones move in delicate rhythms. Your nervous system responds to signals of safety and threat. Your brain and body communicate constantly in ways that science is still only beginning to fully understand.
This does not mean you have done anything wrong.
It does not mean your body is defective.
It means your body is complex. Intelligent. Protective.
Your body is always trying to move toward balance.
Even when it doesn’t feel like it.
Especially when it doesn’t feel like it.
The problem is not your body.
The problem is the story you have been left alone to carry.
A story that tells you your worth is tied to your body’s performance.
A story that tells you that if something doesn’t happen quickly, it means something is wrong.
A story that turns waiting into failure.
But waiting is not failure.
Waiting is a biological, emotional, and deeply human experience.
And you are not weak for feeling its weight.
You are not dramatic for caring this much.
You are not broken for struggling to trust your body when it feels uncertain.
You are responding exactly as a human being would respond when something deeply meaningful feels out of reach.
This book is not here to fix you.
You do not need fixing.
This book is here to help you rebuild something that may have been quietly damaged along the way.
Trust.
Not blind trust. Not forced positivity. Not pretending everything is fine.
Real trust.
The kind that allows you to live inside your body without feeling like you are at war with it.
The kind that allows you to breathe again.
The kind that allows hope to exist without fear immediately suffocating it.
There is a version of this journey where you are not constantly bracing yourself. Where you are not living in a permanent state of quiet panic. Where your body does not feel like an enemy you need to monitor and control.
That version is still available to you.
And it does not require perfection.
It does not require you to do everything right.
It does not require you to earn it.
Your body has not abandoned you.
Your body is still listening.
Your body is still responding.
Your body is still on your side.
This book will help you understand why.
And more importantly, it will help you find your way back to yourself.
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The Moment You Start Blaming Your Body
––––––––
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It doesn’t happen all at once.
There is no single moment where you consciously decide to stop trusting your body. No clear turning point where everything suddenly feels different. Instead, it happens gradually, almost invisibly, through small moments that seem insignificant on their own.
At first, there is still optimism.
You assume it will happen quickly. Naturally. Easily. After all, you’ve spent most of your life being told how easy it is to get pregnant. You were taught to be careful. To protect yourself. To avoid it happening before you were ready.
No one taught you how it might feel when you are ready.
No one taught you what it feels like when it doesn’t happen immediately.
In the beginning, waiting feels normal. Expected, even. You tell yourself these things take time. You reassure yourself that your body knows what to do.
And for a while, you believe it.
But then something shifts.
Maybe it’s the first negative test that surprises you.
Not devastates you. Not yet. Just surprises you.
You stare at it longer than necessary, as if something might change if you wait. As if a second line might appear if you look at it from a different angle.
It doesn’t.
You move on. You tell yourself it was too early. That next month will be different.
And for a while, that explanation is enough.
But then another month passes. And another.
Each time, the disappointment grows slightly heavier. Slightly harder to dismiss. Slightly more personal.
You begin to notice things you never paid attention to before.
Every sensation becomes meaningful. Every cramp, every shift, every unfamiliar feeling carries possibility. You start listening to your body more closely than ever before, searching for reassurance.
But instead of reassurance, you find uncertainty.
Your body stops feeling predictable.
You begin to question things that once felt automatic.
Is my cycle normal?
Did I ovulate?
Did I miss the window?
Is something wrong with my hormones?
Is something wrong with me?
These questions don’t feel dramatic. They feel practical. Responsible. Necessary.
You tell yourself you are just being aware. Just being informed. Just being proactive.
But beneath that awareness, something more fragile is forming.
Doubt.
Not loud doubt. Not catastrophic thinking. Just a quiet, persistent questioning of something you once trusted without effort.
You start to monitor your body more closely.
You track. You analyze. You research. You compare your experience to others. You look for patterns. You look for explanations. You look for control.
Because control feels like safety.
If you can understand your body, maybe you can trust it again.
If you can fix something, maybe you can move forward.
But often, the more closely you watch, the more unpredictable everything feels.
Your body no longer feels like a place you live. It starts to feel like a system you need to manage.
A problem you need to solve.
A responsibility you need to handle correctly.
This is where self-blame quietly begins.
Not because you want to blame yourself. But because blaming yourself creates the illusion of control.
If it’s your fault, then maybe you can fix it.
Maybe you stressed too much.
Maybe you didn’t eat the right foods.
Maybe you waited too long.
Maybe you missed something important.
These thoughts don’t come from weakness.
They come from care.
They come from the deep human instinct to protect yourself from uncertainty.
Because uncertainty is one of the hardest experiences the nervous system can hold.
Uncertainty offers no clear action. No clear solution. No clear timeline.
It asks you to exist in the unknown.
And the unknown can feel unbearable when something matters this much.
So your brain tries to help.
It searches for explanations. For causes. For ways to reduce uncertainty.
And often, the easiest explanation becomes yourself.
Not because it is true.
But because it feels actionable.
This is how the relationship between you and your body begins to change.
Not through anger.
But through vigilance.
Not through rejection.
But through fear.
You begin to see your body less as an ally and more as something fragile. Something unpredictable. Something that needs constant supervision.
You may not even realize it is happening.
You may simply notice that you feel less at ease inside yourself.
Less relaxed.
Less safe.
This shift is not your fault.
It is a natural response to prolonged uncertainty and emotional investment.
Your nervous system is trying to
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