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            "My obedience was not loud, but God's power will always be." - Dominica Betty
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Foreword
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This is not just my story.

It’s a resurrection.

I didn’t write this book for sympathy. I wrote it for the woman who thinks she’s crazy. The woman who knows something is wrong but can’t name it yet. The one praying through tears, fighting invisible battles in silence, and being gaslit into doubting her own reality.

If that’s you, I want you to know:

You’re not crazy. You’re not alone.

And you will rise.

In these pages, I recount the truth of what happened to me in 2018—the year my husband held me at gunpoint and then took his own life. But this book is not about how I died that day. It’s about how I came back to life in a way no one saw coming.

There is spiritual warfare. There is betrayal.

But there is also Divine intervention, intuition, and impossible survival.

This is the first book in a trilogy.

The next chapter is called: When Angels Block the Bullet.

And trust me, they did.

Read on.

This may be my story, but it might be your deliverance.

—Dominica
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Chapter 1
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The day I died, but not like he wanted 
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I REMEMBER THE SOUND before I remember the pain.

The sound of a man I once loved cocking a gun with the same hands that once touched my face like it was made of porcelain.

The sound of my soul splitting from its old life—quiet, like silk tearing.

––––––––
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HE DIDN’T JUST WANT to kill me.

He wanted to erase me.

But he didn’t.

I died that day—but not like he wanted.

The woman I was before—naïve, obedient, forgiving beyond logic—she didn’t make it.

The woman who rose from that bed, wounded in ways unseen but breathing, she was born in fire.

I didn’t rise whole. I rose scorched. But I rose.

And this... is the story of what it means to be hunted by someone who called you “honey.”

What it means to survive the unthinkable and still have to pick up groceries the next week.

What it means to rebuild your life, one panic attack, one haunting dream, one prayer at a time.

What it means to no longer pretend.

––––––––
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THE NIGHT IT HAPPENED, the house was quiet.

Not peaceful—silent. The kind of silence that presses on your chest before the storm breaks.

We had spent the past three weeks pretending. Taking the kids to the movies, laughing at dinners, living side by side like nothing had shattered. But it had.

Three weeks earlier, during one of our last nights together, he moaned another woman’s name while we were intimate.

I froze. My body knew before my mind caught up.

And when I pulled away, he gaslit me, as he always did.

“Babe, you’re tripping. That’s not what I said. You’re hearing things again.”

But I had heard it.

Her name. The same name I had felt hanging between us for weeks.

And the truth was—this wasn’t the first time.

Fifteen years earlier, it had happened with another woman. I convinced myself I was mistaken back then. I wrapped my intuition in silence, tied it with excuses, and swallowed it whole.

But not this time.

That night, I told him he would never touch me again. I meant it with my whole damn soul.

And still... we played pretend.

We kept up the mask for the kids, for the world, for each other. But underneath it all, we both knew:

It was over.

And something inside him couldn’t bear that truth.

––––––––
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The Morning of September 3, 2018

––––––––
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IT WAS 12 A.M WHEN I opened my eyes. 
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