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♡ Thank You ♡

To every mother who has stood in the middle of the early storms with trembling hands and an open heart.  

To every woman who has learned to soothe a child while learning to soothe herself.  

To every mother who has cried quietly in the dark and risen again with love in her chest.  

Your strength is the calm after the storm.
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Preface
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The early weeks of motherhood are a world of contradictions. They are tender and overwhelming, beautiful and exhausting, sacred and chaotic. This emotional age is the first turbulence, the moment when a mother discovers that love can be fierce and fragile at the same time. The First Storms is the stage where she learns to navigate sleepless nights, unpredictable days, and the sudden waves of emotion that rise without warning. It is the moment she realizes that motherhood is not only soft. It is powerful. It is demanding. It is transformative.

This book honors that turbulence.  

The shaking.  

The learning.  

The unraveling.  

The rebuilding.  

The tears.  

The breakthroughs.  

The quiet victories no one sees.  

The First Storms is not a sign of failure.  

It is the beginning of strength.
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Introduction
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Every mother enters the early storms without a map. The world she knew shifts overnight. Her body feels unfamiliar. Her emotions rise and fall like tides she cannot predict. Her child becomes her compass, her anchor, and her greatest teacher. The early turbulence is not a mistake in the journey. It is the journey. It is the moment when instinct begins to awaken, when resilience begins to form, when love begins to deepen in ways she could never have imagined.

This book walks with her through the storms.  

It captures the long nights, the quiet mornings, the moments of doubt, the flashes of clarity, and the slow, steady rise of confidence that grows with every breath.  

The First Storms is the emotional age where she learns that she is capable of more than she ever believed.

––––––––
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Chapter One
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• The First Storm

The first storm arrived before dawn, long before the sky began to lighten and long before she felt ready to face another day. She woke to the soft sound of her child stirring beside her, a restless movement that carried a quiet urgency. The room was dim, touched only by the faint glow of a streetlamp outside the window. She blinked slowly, trying to gather herself as she listened to the small breaths that rose and fell with uneven rhythm. Her body felt heavy from the night before, a night filled with short stretches of sleep and long stretches of uncertainty. She shifted slightly, adjusting the blanket around her child, and felt the familiar ache in her shoulders from hours of holding and soothing.

She sat up carefully, letting her feet rest on the cool floor. The early morning air felt crisp against her skin, a reminder that the world outside continued to move even when her own world felt suspended in a haze of exhaustion. She lifted her child gently, cradling the small body against her chest. The warmth settled into her like a quiet reassurance, yet the storm continued to gather inside her. She walked slowly toward the living room, the soft creak of the floorboards following her steps. The sky outside was still dark, the first hints of morning hidden behind thick clouds.

She settled into the armchair near the window, adjusting a pillow behind her back. Her child whimpered softly, a sound that carried both need and confusion. She rocked gently, letting the rhythm soothe them both. The storm rose in her chest, not with anger but with a mixture of overwhelm and tenderness. She felt the weight of responsibility settle onto her shoulders again, heavier than the night before. She whispered softly, her voice warm and steady, hoping the sound would calm her child. The room remained quiet except for the soft breaths and the distant hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

As the morning light began to seep through the clouds, she felt her child relax against her. The tension in their small body eased, and their breathing grew steadier. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the calm settle into her bones. She felt the storm shift, not disappearing but softening into something she could hold. She breathed deeply, allowing herself to feel the mixture of exhaustion and love that defined these early days. She knew the storm was part of the journey, a necessary turbulence that would shape her into the mother she was becoming.

When the sun finally broke through the clouds, she stood slowly and carried her child to the kitchen. She warmed a bottle, the soft hum of the kettle filling the quiet space. She held her child close as she fed them, watching the small face relax with each swallow. The storm eased further, replaced by a gentle clarity that reminded her she was learning. She was growing. She was doing her best. She whispered a quiet message to her child, a promise that she would walk through every storm with them.
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Thank ou to all the amazing mothers who do
e unseen heavy lifting no one sees,
but some of us do and appreciate it. _
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