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Some stories don’t begin with a diagnosis. They begin long before that; quietly, slowly, in the shadows of a woman’s life. Mine began in my teens, long before I had the language to describe what was happening inside my body. Back then, pain was something you endured, not something you questioned. In my home, in my culture, in my church, women were taught to press through, pray through, and push through. And so I did. For years.

But pain has a way of telling the truth long before we are ready to hear it.

I didn’t know that the cramps that stole my breath, the bleeding that soaked through clothes, the fatigue that made my bones feel hollow—were all early warnings. I didn’t know that fibroids were already taking root, multiplying silently, reshaping my womb and rewriting the story of my womanhood. I didn’t know that this journey would stretch across decades, through surgeries, losses, misdiagnoses, and moments where I questioned my own strength.

What I did know was this: something was wrong. And every time I tried to say it out loud, the world told me otherwise.

“Is just period pain.”

“You’re strong. You can manage.”

“Drink some tea, take two pill and rest.”

“You’re overreacting.”

“You’re too young to have problems.”

“You’re fine.”

But I wasn’t fine. And if you’re reading this, maybe you haven’t been fine either.

This book is not just about fibroids. It is about the fight for your body, for answers. The constant struggle to be heard, or to stay whole when your own womb feels like a battlefield. It is about the way reproductive issues: fibroids, endometriosis, cysts, hydrosalpinx, anemia, or even hormonal chaos intertwine and collide, leaving women confused, exhausted, and often dismissed.

It is about the nights I lay on the bathroom floor, praying for the pain to ease. It is about the mornings I dragged myself to work, pretending everything was normal. And the surgeries—plural. Also the blood and iron transfusions an the fertility consultations.

The low AMH results that felt like a punch to the chest. The moments I wondered if my body was betraying me or simply crying out for help.

It is also about the women I’ve met along the way; women who whispered their stories to me because no one else would listen. Some carried pain in silence because they didn’t want to be a burden. Others were told they were exaggerating. Then there were those who were told to wait. And so many were told nothing was wrong or that it was too late.

This book is for them. And it is for you.

I fought through over 20 years reproductive hell, dealing with fibroids, chronic inflammation, adenomyosis, endometriosis, complex ovarian cysts, ovarian endometrioma, menorrhagia, chronic pelvic inflammation or adhesions, low ovarian reserve, dysmenorrhea, hydrosalpinx, miscarriage and an ectopic pregnancy. These all plundered the landscape of my reproductive system. 

I have had three surgeries. Two myomectomies and uterine fibroid embolization, which no one told me about until 20 years had passed. The latter surgery accomplishing more than the former ones. I have had doctors cared only about their monies, touting hysterectomy, dismissing my concerns, leaving me bankrupt, disfigured and still chronically ill and fatigued.

I am not here to scare you. I am here to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Plain, clear, and without apology. I am here to give you the information I wish someone had given me twenty or even thirty years ago. I am here to help you understand your body, your symptoms, your options, and your power. I also want to let you know that you are not weak, dramatic, or imagining things. You are a woman navigating a system that often fails us.

And I am here to remind you that your body is not your enemy. Even when it hurts, bleeds, and scares you. Or even when it feels like it’s fighting against you. Your body is speaking and this book will help you listen. Before we continue though, I want you to take a breath. Place your hand on your abdomen, your womb, your center. Feel the rise and fall. Feel the life in you. Feel the strength that has carried you this far.

You are not alone in this fight. And this time, you will not walk through it in silence.
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Chapter 1: 
When Fibroids Change Everything
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The pain hit me, sharp enough to take my breath away. I felt week, no gas in the tank. At first, I thought it was another bad cramp, the kind I had learned to breathe through since I was a teenager. But this one felt different—deeper, heavier, like something inside me had shifted out of place. I inhaled and breathed through it, clutching my abdomen, waiting for the wave to pass. It didn’t.

Within minutes, my breath came in short, uneven bursts. I tried to power through, but the room tilted, and a cold rush swept through my body. My fingers tingled. My legs felt weak. I didn’t feel good, like I was a step away from death. It felt like something was clawing its way through my womb.

I sunk to the floor in my office and caught the edge of the desk, steadying myself long enough to ease myself to the ground. Each movement sent another bolt of pain through my abdomen. By the time my head touched ground, my vision had blurred at the edges. The floor felt unsteady beneath me. I was simply trying to breathe, trying to think, trying to stay conscious.

Then everything went black.

When I opened my eyes, I was on the carpeted floor under my chair. My cheek pressed against it, my body curled in on itself. I don’t know how long I had been there. Minutes? An hour? The office was silent, the kind of silence that makes you feel small. I tried to push myself up, but my arms trembled. My heart raced. My mouth was dry. I felt like I had been emptied out from the inside.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, trying to make sense of what had just happened. This wasn’t normal. This wasn’t “just period pain.” This wasn’t something a cup of tea or two painkillers could fix. Something was deeply wrong and for the first time in years, I couldn’t pretend otherwise.

Eventually, I got up; dragging my body because standing was impossible. When I sat on my chair, I felt blood gushing like a faucet. I pulled myself up shaking. I remember thinking, If this is womanhood, why does it feel like punishment?

The pain had eased, but the fear stayed. I sat there, staring at the ceiling, replaying the moment I blacked out. My mind raced through every excuse I had ever used to explain away my symptoms. Stress. Fatigue. Heavy periods. Anemia. Hormones. Work pressure. Life. A curse from the pit of hell.

But none of those excuses could explain passing out on the office floor.

I forced myself to get up and go to the ladies room. I still had ne more thing to deal with. I moved slowly, each step careful, deliberate. I didn’t tell anyone what had happened. I didn’t want the pity or the questions. I didn’t want to be the woman who was always “sick.” I didn’t want to be the one who couldn’t keep up. 

As I moved down the hall, I opted for the private bathroom in the lunch room. When I made it there, I already knew all the antics which would be required. But nothing prepared me for the pool of blood streaming to the ground and the monumental clean up efforts which would be required after. That was it. This was my rock bottom.

For the rest of the day, I smiled, answered emails, attended meetings, and pretended my body hadn’t betrayed me hours earlier.

But the truth followed me everywhere. It sat in my abdomen like a stone. It pulsed behind my ribs. It whispered in the back of my mind every time I felt a twinge or a cramp. Something was happening inside me, and I could no longer ignore it.

That night, when I finally got home, I sat on the edge of my bed and let the tears come. Not because of the pain, though it was still there, simmering; but because of the fear. Fear of what I didn’t know or of what I suspected. Fear of what I had been avoiding for years. I cried because I was literally bone tired. My body, mind, spirit and soul had had enough.

I had a diagnosis. I had many in fact. But now, I had pushed too far and I needed to take care of my body. I needed to stop worrying about the billion and one cares of my life and focus on my health. It was time to face the music as they said and have surgery. Will it be a myomectomy or an hysterectomy as most everyone advised?

Looking back now, I understand that day was a turning point. A warning. A breaking. A beginning. It was the moment my body demanded to be heard, whether I was ready or not. And in that moment, lying on the ground with my hand pressed against my abdomen, I finally made up my mind that this had to stop. 

This battle that I had been fighting for years must come to an end, because everything was critically wrong, and I can’t keep pretending it wasn’t.
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