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Dedication

To the mothers who aren’t sure.

To the women who try, even when they don’t believe they’re doing it right.
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Introduction

Motherhood is supposed to feel natural, they said. But for me—and for so many women I’ve spoken to—it didn’t always feel that way. Sometimes it felt messy, heavy, confusing, and lonely.

This book is for the mothers who hesitate before calling themselves “good moms.” The ones who wonder if their doubts, mistakes, or fears make them less worthy of love.

Through short reflections, I’ll share pieces of my own journey. At the end of each chapter, you’ll also find A Gentle Reminder and Reflection Questions—simple tools to help you breathe, reset, and remember that you’re not alone.

You don’t need to have all the answers to be a good mother. You just need to keep showing up—with love, even when you’re unsure.



Chapter 1: The Positive Line

It was just one small line. Then two.

My breath caught in my chest. I sat on the edge of the bathtub, staring at the test like it was written in another language. The tiles under my feet felt cold, but inside I was burning — hot with panic, fear, and disbelief.

This wasn’t the cinematic moment I’d seen in movies, where the woman smiles, cries, and runs to her partner with joy. Instead, I pressed the stick flat against the counter and whispered to myself, “I’m not ready. I don’t know if I can do this.”
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