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For the reader who’s tired of dimming their light

This book isn’t here to whisper politely. It’s here to burst through the door in glitter boots, toss the rulebook into a bonfire, and remind you—loudly—that you were never meant to blend in.

In a world obsessed with perfection, filtered lives, and fitting into carefully constructed boxes, How to Be the Limited Edition Everyone Wants is your rallying cry to break the mold. It doesn’t offer empty mantras or impossible morning routines. It offers truth. Sass. Permission. And power.

Every page is a love letter to the bold, messy, emotional, awkward, vibrant, chaotic glory of being human. It will make you laugh, cringe, reflect, and maybe even cry—but in the best, most affirming way possible.

This isn’t a self-help book that tells you to fix yourself. It’s a mirror that shows you how whole you already are. It's not here to make you more palatable to others. It's here to help you become so deeply rooted in your own brilliance that their approval becomes irrelevant.

So if you’ve ever felt like too much—or not enough-this book is your reminder that you are, in fact, just right. And not just right. Rare. Limited Edition. The kind of energy this world didn’t know it was starving for.

Get ready to fall in love with your weird, to find power in your flaws, and to rewrite your life—not by their rules, but by your own. You’re not broken. You’re unforgettable. And this is your official permission slip to live like it.

Time to raise eyebrows—and set new standards.



INTRODUCTION: “Limited Edition? That’s Me, Baby!”

Let’s just start with the obvious: the world doesn't need another boring self-help book telling you to "wake up at 5 a.m., meditate in silence, drink matcha, and manifest your dream life with a Pinterest vision board." I mean, no hate to the vision board gang—but come on. Life is messy, people are weird, and some of us are just trying to get through the week without forgetting why we walked into the kitchen.

So, what is this book? It’s your hype guide. Your personal pep talk. Your slightly chaotic but brutally honest best friend in book form. It’s not here to fix you—because, spoiler alert, you’re not broken. You’re rare. Limited edition. The kind of person people remember because you don’t blend in, not despite it.

Somewhere along the way, the world decided we should all be neat little checkboxes—calm, composed, cookie-cutter humans with Pinterest-perfect lives. And that’s cute...for someone else. But if you're reading this, chances are you're not looking to play small. You’ve got that “something,” that spark, that vibe that doesn’t quite follow the script—and this book is your permission slip to let it shine.

We’re going to talk about real stuff. The embarrassing stuff. The hilarious stuff. The “holy crap I-can’t believe I survived that” stuff. We’ll dig into the beauty of your flaws, the power of saying “no” like you mean it, and why being “too much” is actually just enough. You won’t get lectures here. What you will get is bold advice, stories that hit hard (in a good way), and laughs that sneak up on you when you least expect them.

This isn’t about becoming someone else. This is about becoming more of who you already are—and doing it so unapologetically that other people stop and think, “Wait...can I do that too?” (Spoiler: yes, yes they can. But you’re still the original.)

Each chapter is designed to build on the last like a late-night conversation that starts with “I just need five minutes” and ends three hours later with, “Oh my god, why am I crying and laughing at the same time?” Expect some sass. Expect some soul. Expect to feel seen, hyped up, and maybe even a little transformed by the time you’re done.

Because here’s the truth: you weren’t born to be basic. You were born to stand out. This book is your toolkit, your mirror, your permission to take up space and do it with style.

So grab a snack, put on your comfiest chaos-energy outfit, and let’s dive in. You’re not here to survive this life—you’re here to light it up. And I’m here to help you do just that.

Here we go.
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CHAPTER 1: STOP TRYING TO BE NORMAL, IT’S A TRAP
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There’s something weirdly comforting about trying to fit in. Like squeezing into a pair of too-tight jeans because they’re trendy—you know they’re uncomfortable. Still, you wear them anyway because someone somewhere decided they were “the look.” That’s how “normal” works. It’s this invisible, ever-shifting standard that we chase without stopping to ask, “Wait...who made these rules, and why do I care?” From school dress codes to corporate office etiquette, we’ve been spoon-fed the idea that if we just behave the right way, wear the right thing, and suppress the weird stuff, we’ll be accepted. Loved, even. But here’s the twist: chasing normal doesn’t lead to belonging. It leads to burnout.

You know what’s exhausting? Pretending to be someone you're not just to make other people comfortable. It’s like showing up to a costume party, only to find out everyone else is in sweats and you're standing there as a full-blown unicorn. You look great, but you feel ridiculous. That’s the trap. Society lures you into believing that “normal” is safe, but what it really is... is small. It compresses you into a version of yourself that’s palatable, predictable, and painfully plain. It takes your edges—the interesting parts—and sands them down until you’re just smooth enough to not offend anyone. But here’s the thing: no one remembers smooth. They remember bold. They remember quirky. They remember real.

Let me hit you with something uncomfortable: the pursuit of normalcy is often rooted in fear. Fear of rejection. Fear of failure. Fear of being “too much” or “not enough.” We get so good at editing ourselves that we forget who we were before we started trimming the edges. Think back. Before the world told you who to be, what lit you up? What made you weird in the best way? Maybe it was your obsession with space aliens, or your tendency to make up songs about your pets. Whatever it was, that’s your magic. And hiding it? That’s the real loss—not being rejected, but never letting yourself be truly seen.

Now, I get it. Being different—being you—feels risky. There’s vulnerability in stepping out of line. In a world that often rewards sameness, being a limited edition feels like a gamble. But let me tell you something I learned the hard way: playing small doesn’t guarantee safety. It just guarantees invisibility. You end up being the human equivalent of beige wallpaper—inoffensive, sure, but forgettable. And you? You weren’t born to be forgettable. You were born to take up space, mess things up a little, make noise, wear glitter on a Tuesday just because it feels good.

I spent years trying to be “appropriate.” Polished. Predictable. I edited my jokes so they wouldn’t be too out of the ordinary. I toned down my opinions. I nodded along in conversations I didn’t agree with just to keep the peace. And what did I get for all that effort? Anxiety, imposter syndrome, and the haunting feeling that I was slowly disappearing. I became a master of performance and a stranger to myself. If that sounds familiar, you’re not alone. And you’re not broken. You’ve just been conditioned to believe that “normal” is the goal, when really, it’s the cage.

So, what happens when you stop chasing the norm? Well, first comes the discomfort. The silence when you stop laughing at jokes you don’t find funny. The double-takes when you show up dressed in something you love. The awkwardness of saying “no” when you’re expected to say “yes.” But then—oh, then—comes the liberation. The deep exhale when you realize you don’t have to contort yourself anymore. The joy of rediscovering things that make you feel alive. The power in knowing that you can take up space as you are—and still be worthy of love, success, and belonging.

Let’s be honest. “Normal” is often just code for “socially acceptable discomfort.” It’s the behavior we perform to avoid conflict, judgment, or exclusion. But in doing so, we trade authenticity for approval. And that’s not a fair trade. You can’t hate yourself into someone else's version of lovable. You can’t dim your light and expect to shine. The people who truly see you—the ones who matter—aren’t interested in your filtered version. They want the real, messy, vibrant, sometimes-extra you. That’s where the connection happens. That’s where life happens.

And if anyone ever told you that you were too loud, too emotional, too strange, too anything—congratulations. You’ve already got proof that you’re not generic. Let’s turn that “too much” into your signature move. Because honestly, being “too much” just means you’ve got more flavor than most people can handle. That’s not a flaw. That’s a flex.

We’ve been taught that the goal is to be liked by everyone. But that’s impossible. Even puppies and pizza have haters. (How? I don’t know. But it’s true.) The better goal—the real win—is to be fully yourself, and let the people who vibe with that find you. It’s not about pleasing the room. It’s about finding the room where you don’t have to perform. That’s the room where your soul can stretch out, take off its shoes, and relax.

Here’s a wild idea: what if you decided today to stop editing your existence for the comfort of people who wouldn’t notice if you disappeared? What if you decided that your weirdness isn’t something to hide, but something to highlight? What if being normal was never the goal—but being you, in all your rare glory, was? That’s not just liberating. That’s revolutionary.

And you don’t have to do it all at once. Start small. Speak your opinion when it trembles on your tongue. Wear the outfit that makes you feel like Beyoncé, even if it’s technically “too much” for brunch. Let people see you light up when you talk about your passions. Unfollow people who make you feel like you need to shrink. These aren’t acts of rebellion—they’re acts of reclamation. Of reminding yourself that you get to exist on your own terms.

As we head into the next chapter, we’re going to confront one of the sneakiest traps of all: comparison. Because even when you break up with “normal,” it’s hard not to scroll through social media and wonder if you’re doing life “right.” But spoiler alert: there’s no right way. And trying to copy someone else’s highlight reel is a one-way ticket to feeling like you’re always falling behind. So buckle up—we’re about to dismantle the myth of “keeping up” and rediscover what it means to move at your pace.

You’ve already taken the biggest step by opening this book. That’s not nothing. That’s everything. And from here on out, it only gets better.
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CHAPTER 2: COMPARISON KILLS VIBES (AND BRAIN CELLS)
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Ever been scrolling through social media, half-eating your sad desk salad, when you suddenly stumble upon someone’s post that makes you question every life choice you’ve ever made? Like, there you are, proud that you managed to wear real pants today, and boom—someone your age just launched a business, ran a marathon, adopted a child from a Himalayan village, and somehow still had time to make banana bread from scratch. Meanwhile, you’re trying to remember if you’ve drunk water today. That’s the power—no, the poison—of comparison. It turns what should be a casual scroll into an existential spiral.

The truth is, comparison is one of the most toxic, joy-sucking habits we’ve normalized. It’s so sneaky that half the time, we don’t even realize we’re doing it. It starts with admiration—“Wow, good for them!”—and quietly morphs into self-doubt—“Wait, should I be doing that too?” Before you know it, your mood’s in the gutter, your self-worth is on life support, and you’re staring at your own reflection like, “Am I even doing life right?” But here's the real kicker: you’re comparing your behind-the-scenes to someone else’s highlight reel. It’s not a fair fight. It’s emotional sabotage disguised as motivation.

Here’s a wild thought: what if we stopped measuring our worth by someone else’s timeline? Your journey is not supposed to look like theirs. You're not a mass-produced product on an assembly line; you're an artisanal, small-batch, hand-poured experience. That’s why trying to sync your pace with someone else’s is a guaranteed way to feel perpetually behind. And feeling “behind” is a lie. There’s no universal clock ticking away telling you you’re late to the party. You are the party.

Let’s talk real for a second—comparison isn’t just about what others have. It’s also about how they seem. That couple on Instagram? They might be fighting about whether to use almond milk or oat milk behind that sunset photo. That entrepreneur? Burned out. That traveler? Deep in debt. What you see is curated. What you live is raw and unfiltered. And yes, the raw stuff is messy—but it’s also where the growth happens. That’s the stuff that builds character, resilience, and the kinds of stories you’ll be telling your future self with pride.

Remember that friend who used to beat everyone at Mario Kart but couldn’t do a three-point turn in real life? That’s what comparison is like. Someone might be killing it in one lane of life, but that doesn’t mean they’ve got it all figured out. Success in one area doesn’t automatically translate to every part of their life being perfect. We all have strengths and blind spots, wins and wipeouts. And that’s not just okay—it’s human.

You want a real superpower? It’s learning how to clap for others without questioning your own path. It’s being able to admire someone’s glow-up without dimming your own. Because when you see someone succeeding, it doesn’t mean you’re failing. It just means there’s proof that it’s possible. Their success doesn’t take anything away from you—it expands the evidence of what’s achievable. But you only recognize that when you’re rooted in your own worth, not borrowing someone else’s metrics to measure it.

Comparison can also show up in disguise—such as when we convince ourselves we need to be more productive, more popular, or more perfect. You see someone else running on the hustle hamster wheel, and suddenly you’re sprinting too...even though you hate cardio. And for what? So strangers on the internet will think you’ve got it together? That’s not a life. That’s a performance. You deserve better than burnout in the name of optics.

Here’s the thing: your life isn’t supposed to be a carbon copy of someone else’s success story. It’s a choose-your-own-adventure. And sometimes the best parts come from the detours, the plot twists, and the “oops, didn’t see that coming” chapters. That awkward job you hated? It taught you how to stand up for yourself. That failed relationship? It showed you what love isn’t. That time you bombed a presentation? You survived, and next time you’ll slay it. Every piece matters. Every piece is proof that you’re living, not just existing.

So how do we break up with comparison? Start by turning the volume down on everyone else’s lives and focusing inward. What makes you feel alive? What’s your version of success? Not the one you were told to chase, not the one plastered on every Pinterest board, but the one that makes you feel grounded and proud. For some, that’s starting a company. For others, it’s beginning the laundry. Both are valid. Both are victories.

Protect your peace as if it were sacred. Curate your feed, your circle, your influences. Surround yourself with people who celebrate you, not just tolerate you. And when you catch yourself spiraling into the comparison trap, pause and remember: nobody else can do you the way you do. You’re the only one with your story, your struggles, your sparkle. That’s not just unique—it’s priceless.
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