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To the little Moon who rose from my
darkness - you are the light that made me whole again. May your spirit always know the power of its own orbit. Mi Luna
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There are nights when the sky looks calm, but hidden inside it - stars are dying, and others are being born.

That is what this story is about.

It’s not about revenge or shame. It’s about survival - the kind that begins in silence and ends in fire.

For years I lived in a world where love was mistaken for control and tenderness was weaponized. I stayed quiet because I thought silence would keep me safe. But silence can be its own kind of violence

- it eats away at your voice until you forget the sound of your own truth.

This book is my remembrance of everything I was, everything I lost, and everything I became.

I write not to reopen wounds, but to show what healing looks like in real time. 

It’s imperfect, it’s raw, and it’s divine. Healing is the language of rebirth, and rebirth is not gentle — it’s a cosmic

explosion, the death of an old self to make room for a brighter one.

And to the Moon who came from that explosion - my child, my reflection, my reason you are proof that from the ruins, stars are born again.
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Before I ever carried life inside me, I carried fear - the kind that crept in slowly, disguised as love.

He would berate me until my confidence cracked.

“Retarded.” “Worthless.” “Stupid.” Those words still echo like thunder on quiet days. He made me believe I was incapable — that because I didn’t drive, didn’t know how to do enough for myself, I would never survive without him.

Then came the news of my pregnancy - and for a moment, I thought everything might change. He promised he would be there. He said he wanted a family, a future, a new beginning. I wanted to believe him. I wanted to believe in something.

But the same hands that promised to protect me began to tear me apart again. The yelling. The gas lighting. The shame that lived in the walls of our home. My body responded before my mind did - food tasted like guilt, sleep became a stranger, my chest ached for reasons that had nothing to do

with pregnancy.

I was with him for two months when I found out I was expecting, and I spent the rest of my pregnancy mostly alone. When we were together, we spoke in

the language of toxicity — blame, guilt, and manipulation. Before I ever carried life inside me, I carried fear - the kind that crept in slowly, disguised as love.

He would berate me until my confidence cracked.

“Retarded.” “Worthless.” “Stupid.” Those words still echo like thunder on quiet days. He made me believe I was incapable — that because I didn’t drive, didn’t know how to do enough for myself, I would never survive without him.

Then came the news of my pregnancy - and for a moment, I thought everything might change. He promised he would be there. He said he wanted a family, a future, a new beginning. I wanted to believe him. I wanted to believe in something.

But the same hands that promised to protect me began to tear me apart again. The yelling. The gas lighting. The shame that lived in the walls of our home. My body responded before my mind did- food tasted like guilt, sleep became a stranger,

my chest ached for reasons that had nothing to do with pregnancy.

I was with him for two months when I found out I was expecting, and I spent the rest of my pregnancy mostly alone. When we were together, we spoke in the language of toxicity — blame, guilt, and manipulation. 

We had good moments — but that was part of his game, the way he kept me hooked in.

The high highs and the low lows.

The silent dance with chaos was becoming part a of me.

I started to become someone I didn’t recognize.

The hatred that would spill from my mouth, fueled by hormonal pregnancy swings and reactive abuse, scared me. I could feel myself mirroring him — not in cruelty, but in pain.




I felt like a reflection of him somehow, trapped in the same storm I was trying to escape.

All the anger I had buried was building inside me, heavy and sharp.

I didn’t know what to do with it.

And when I couldn’t cry or reason or run — I fought.

But even in the fight, I felt empty. I wasn’t fighting to hurt him — I was fighting to be seen, to be heard, to be understood. Each argument chipped away at the person I used to be, replacing softness with defense, love with survival.
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