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Preface

“You were born at just the right time. Even if it didn’t feel like it. Even if life came crashing in before you could even walk, before you could speak, before you knew how to say ‘no.’”

I used to think I was unlucky. Born into a family where women were expected to shrink. Expected to serve. Expected to stay. But life had other plans for me, and maybe... just maybe... for you too.

You’re here because something in you is ready to remember who you really are—not who they told you to be. And that starts not with the fairytale, but with the truth: your life is not a mistake. It’s a map. One drawn by hands you’ve never met—your ancestors, your culture, the world that shaped your parents before they ever shaped you. Every war, every silence, every tradition whispered into your bones — all of it matters. And all of it can be transformed.

So, pull up a chair. We’re going to talk. Not just about what happened, but why it happened, and how you can stop making yourself small just to fit inside someone else’s broken story.

Dedication

For the women who made it out.
And for the women who should still be here.

Author’s Note

For the women still walking through it,
For the women who have walked through it,
And for the women who never made it out—
You are seen, you are remembered, and you are sacred.
This book holds truth. Hard truth.
It speaks openly about domestic violence, emotional abuse, generational pain, and the silent suffering that too many women have endured in the name of love, survival, or silence.
Throughout these pages, you’ll also find moments of light humor. Not because any of this is funny. Not because I take this lightly.
But because sometimes we need a breath between the heavy.
A crack of light in the thickest dark.
A reminder that laughter—even small, soft laughter—is a sign that we are still here.
Humor, in this story, is used with intention.
To ground you.
To give your nervous system a rest.
To keep you with me, so you don’t have to emotionally check out to make it through.
Please know this:
I would never use humor to downplay the reality or the weight of what you may be carrying.
This is not about minimizing. This is about surviving. About healing. About rising.
This story is not just mine.
It’s yours.
It’s ours.
And it’s told with reverence, rage, grace, grit, and a deep, deep love for every woman still learning how to choose herself.
I’m so glad you’re here.
You are not alone.
Not now. Not ever.
With all my heart,
Nati
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Chapter One: The Day I Was Chosen
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"You were born at just the right time, to the exact family, in the exact place, with everything you needed to become exactly who you're meant to be."
– Me, now that I finally believe it.

Let me tell you something wild—you were already someone before you were even born.

Yeah, I know that sounds like some poetic, woo-woo nonsense at first, but stay with me. This isn’t a line from a fairy tale or one of those cute Instagram quotes slapped onto a photo of a sunset. This is your truth, my truth—our collective story.

Before I ever opened my eyes, before I ever said “Mama” or got my first heartbreak or learned how to hide the sound of my crying—I was already being written.

Not by me.
Not yet.
By life itself—my culture, my ancestors, their scars, their silences, their stubborn hope.
Chosen, But Not Always Wanted

Let’s go ahead and say the thing that polite women never say out loud: sometimes, life starts without asking your permission.

I was born into a culture where being born a girl wasn’t exactly headline news. Not in a machista household. Not when your arrival doesn’t come wrapped in celebration but expectation. Unspoken, but heavy.

"Be good."
"Be quiet."
"Be useful."
"Don’t talk back."
"Don’t dream too big; life is a struggle, and you will be disappointed."
And while no one ever sat me down and said, “Hey, little girl, your dreams aren’t valid,” everything around me whispered it. The way the women in my family moved. The way the men were praised for just showing up. The way girls were taught to serve, cook, clean, smile—even when they were breaking.

I didn’t know what to call it then. But now I do.

Programming.

And it started long before I ever learned to read.

What Time and Era Steal from Us

If you're wondering why your life has felt like an uphill battle against invisible walls, it’s because some of those walls were built before you even got here.

Take a little trip back with me:

	The Great Depression shaped our grandparents’ survival instincts.

	War taught our ancestors to stay quiet, not dream, just work.

	Religion taught us to pray instead of protest.

	Culture taught us to endure instead of evolve.


I was taught not to speak up, but I was born loud.
I was told not to want too much, but I was born hungry.
I was raised to believe that a woman’s highest calling was sacrifice...
...and then life had the nerve to put dreams in my heart anyway.
I call that divine contradiction.
And that contradiction is what this book is about.
Your Soul Didn’t Make a Mistake

If no one’s told you before, let me be the first:
Your soul chose this life, and it didn’t get it wrong.
It chose your parents—even with their wounds.
It chose this timeline—even with its chaos.
It chose you, in this exact skin, at this exact moment in history.
Why?

Because you were strong enough to break the cycle.
Because you were brave enough to ask the hard questions.
Because deep down, you know that your story—yes, even the messy parts—is sacred.
The Truth in the Trauma

Now, listen carefully: this doesn’t mean everything that happened to you was okay.
It doesn’t mean abuse is excused, or that pain should be spiritualized.
But it does mean this:

You were not to blame for what you inherited, but you are responsible for what you pass on.

And that’s where your power is.
That’s where your healing begins.
That’s where this story starts—not with a happily ever after, but with a reckoning.
Soul Nugget: The Ancestral Truth Bomb

Your ancestors dreamed of a life you’re now living. You are their wildest, most rebellious hope. So, when you heal, you’re not just doing it for you. You’re setting them free, too.

Reflection: “The Mirror Moment”

	What unspoken rules did you inherit growing up about what a girl “should” or “shouldn’t” be?

	Who in your family history felt invisible—and how did that affect the way you see yourself today?


If your soul chose this life for a reason, what might that reason be?

Take a breath. You’ve just stepped into your own origin story.

A Change of State

[image: image]
“They say babies come into the world screaming because they miss the womb. I came out screaming because I knew I had chores waiting.”
Ready for Chapter 2: “Ghosts in the Womb”
We’re going deeper. Into the inherited silence. Into the womb wisdom. Into the wounds passed down from women who loved us the best they could, but never learned how to love themselves.
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Chapter Two: Ghosts in the Womb
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"We are born with their eyes, their blood, their pain—and sometimes, their unfinished healing."

Some ghosts don’t rattle chains or knock on walls.
Some ghosts live inside our bodies.
Not in a scary-movie way.
But in the way your stomach tightens when someone raises their voice.
In the way you swallow your truth when it’s burning in your throat.
In the way you clean, please, perform, disappear—before anyone ever tells you to.
That’s ancestral trauma.
And it doesn’t ask for permission to live in you.
The Womb is Not Just a Room

Before you ever had a name, you lived inside your mother.
And she, once, lived inside hers.
Let that land for a second: you literally existed inside your grandmother’s womb.

Which means you didn’t just inherit your family’s chin or hair texture...
You inherited their grief. Their fears. Their beliefs about love, womanhood, and survival.
If your grandmother grew up in fear, chances are some of that fear lives in your body now.
If your mother never felt safe to speak up, that silence might echo in your voice.
This isn’t about blame.
This is about awareness.
Because awareness is the beginning of liberation.
Her Story Became My Story

My mother is a woman of few words, but deep feelings.
She served. She sacrificed. She stayed in situations that broke her.
She didn’t teach me how to choose myself—
Because no one ever taught her she was allowed to.
I didn’t understand her choices for a long time.
Until I realized...I was making the same ones.
Staying when I should’ve left.
Apologizing for taking up space.
Calling pain “normal.”
Tolerating emotional starvation and calling it love.
I wasn’t just living my life—I was replaying hers.

The Invisible Instructions

[image: image]
We all carry invisible instructions passed down by our lineage:

	Don’t cry, it’s weak.

	Don’t be too independent, or no one will want you.

	Don’t say what you feel. Keep it in.

	Endure. For the children. For the family. For the name.


But here's the kicker:

If we don’t question the rules, we live inside someone else’s prison and call it home.

And some of us—maybe even you—have never known what it feels like to truly be free.
Not because you’re broken. But because you were never taught how to be whole.
The First Lie I Believed

I was maybe six years old when I learned to hold in tears.
Not because I wasn’t sad. But because I thought being sad would make someone else upset.
That’s the first lie many little girls believe:
“My feelings are a burden.”
So, we tuck them away.
Deep down.
Under the smile.
Under the “I’m fine.”
Under the makeup, the manners, and the sacrifice.
And we carry them into adulthood, wondering why our hearts feel heavy even on good days.

But What If We Let the Ghosts Rest?

You don’t have to keep reliving what your mother never healed.
You don’t have to carry the silence of every woman before you.
You get to say:

	“This ends with me.”

	“I will cry. I will scream. I will say ‘no’ and mean it.”

	“I will raise my children with truth, not tradition.”

	“I will break cycles, even if I have to break hearts.”


And yes, it may hurt at first.
But sweet soul... that’s the sound of your soul waking up.
Soul Nugget: Womb Wisdom [image: image]
Reminder:
Your body remembers. Your womb is not just for birthing children—it’s for birthing freedom. Your healing is not selfish. It’s sacred rebellion.

Reflection: “Body, What Are You Holding?”

	What beliefs about love or womanhood did you inherit from your mother or grandmother?

	Do you ever react strongly to something and wonder, “Where did that come from?”

	What parts of you might belong to someone else’s story—and are ready to be released?

	Write it. Cry it. Burn it if you need to.
This is your permission slip to stop holding what was never yours to carry.


A Change of State: Humor

[image: image]
“I told my therapist I was carrying generational trauma. She asked how many generations. I said, ‘All of them.’ 
She canceled her next three clients.” 

Up Next → Chapter 3: "God, Guilt & Girlhood"
Let’s talk about holy shame, the ‘good girl’ curse, and how religion taught us to stay quiet when we should’ve been roaring.
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