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    To my husband— Your quiet strength gave me the courage to speak louder. By setting your pride aside, you helped me shape my pain into purpose and my story into healing. This book exists because you stood beside me with unwavering love, not just supporting me, but actively helping me carry it to the light.

To my children— Your laughter, curiosity, and fierce compassion reminded me daily what resilience looks like. You are the reason I kept going. You are the heartbeat of this work.

Without your encouragement, this book would have remained a whisper. Thank you for helping me turn it into a roar.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Life isn't about finding yourself. Life is about creating yourself."

 

-George Bernard Shaw
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Author’s Note
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You might notice that this book doesn’t follow a perfectly tidy arc. The storytelling shifts. It loops. It jumps. Some parts are sharp and detailed; others are raw and fragmented. That’s not by accident—it’s by truth.

When you grow up in chaos, your mind doesn’t file things in neat folders. It tucks away moments in the margins, it remembers smells more than dates, and it draws its own map toward healing. That’s the kind of map I’ve followed here.

This story is told in the order that makes sense to me. A

And yes, at times it may feel a little clunky. A little disjointed. A little messy.

But that’s the point. Healing is messy. Becoming is nonlinear. And writing this book is not about perfection—it is about release.

If you feel a little lost in the beginning, keep going. The pieces come together. And by the end, I hope you see that even the most broken chapters can lead to something whole. Because that’s what I’ve lived. You can go through hell and back—and still choose to rise.

Thanks for being here with me. For listening. For holding space.

Let’s begin.
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Trigger Warning: Read This First

[image: ]




This book is not a neatly polished guide to healing. It is not soft-spoken advice, nor is it a detached, clinical overview of mental health. This is survival, unfiltered. It is raw. It is unapologetic. It is messy in all the ways healing tends to be.

I do not sugarcoat the truth. Because how the hell can someone go through so much in less than half of a lifetime and still be expected to make it digestible?

Healing is brutal before it is beautiful. It is relentless. It does not come wrapped in an easy lesson. Some pages in this book will resonate, others may cut deeper than you expected. That’s okay. That’s growth.

Growth unsettles before it soothes. It disrupts before it heals. It forces you to sit in discomfort before it gives you clarity. You may find echoes of your own story in mine—old wounds resurfacing, memories you thought were buried rising back into the light.

If that happens, pause. Breathe. Step back if you need to. You are allowed to move at your own pace. There is no finish line here, no obligation to get through it all at once. Healing unfolds in layers, in waves, in moments that seem impossible until they aren’t anymore.

If this book pushes too hard, listen to yourself. Take what serves you and leave the rest. Skip ahead if needed. Come back when you're ready. But if you choose to lean in—to let the discomfort teach you—then I hope you see something here that reminds you of your own strength, not just in the pain, but in everything that comes after.

And above all, you are not alone. If anything in this book unearths more than you can carry by yourself, please reach out—to someone who can hold space for you, to a therapist, to a crisis resource. Because healing, though deeply personal, was never meant to be done in isolation.

This is my truth. My scars. My survival. And if any part of it helps you step into yours, then every word was worth writing.
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Understanding My Diagnoses: A Framework for the Pages Ahead
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Before we dive into the story, I want to offer something grounding—a breakdown of the mental health and neurodevelopmental diagnoses that shaped how I experienced the world. These aren’t just labels—they’re survival maps. And in this book, as I pull apart the trauma, the chaos, and the healing, I want you to have context for what was happening behind the scenes, in my mind and body.

These are the realities I’ve carried. The things that once made me feel “too much,” “not enough,” or “hard to love”—until I learned they were just parts of me that hadn’t been explained yet.

––––––––
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Borderline Personality Disorder (BPD)

Let’s start with the most misunderstood. BPD is often painted as erratic, unstable, dramatic. But what it really is—what it’s always been for me—is a response to relational trauma and emotional abandonment.

What BPD looks like for me:


	Emotional dysregulation: feelings so intense they hijack everything

	A core fear of abandonment—even in calm relationships

	All-or-nothing thinking, especially around trust and self-worth

	Intense self-criticism and deep shame after emotional outbursts

	Splitting: seeing people (or myself) as “all good” or “all bad” in moments of emotional overwhelm



How BPD can look in others:


	Frequent identity shifts (from how they dress to what they value)

	Chronic emptiness or difficulty being alone

	Impulsive behavior (spending, sex, eating, etc.)

	Anger that feels volcanic—and sometimes scary, even to themselves

	Sudden mood swings that don’t make sense to people on the outside



No one with BPD is the same. But what we often share is a trauma that taught us love = volatility, and connection = risk.

––––––––
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ADHD (Attention-Deficit/Hyperactivity Disorder)

People think ADHD is just being “easily distracted.” It’s not. For me, it’s been a constant tug-of-war between everything happening at once inside my mind—and the world expecting me to focus on just one thing.

What ADHD looks like for me:


	Task paralysis: knowing what to do but unable to start

	Constant “brain noise”—racing thoughts, overlapping ideas

	Forgetfulness in the middle of saying something important

	Hyperfocus on tasks I love (often to the point of burnout)

	Crippling executive dysfunction that others call “laziness”



It’s exhausting trying to act like everything’s fine when your brain is doing cartwheels all day long.

––––––––
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C-PTSD (Complex Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder)

This is the diagnosis that doesn’t always come with paperwork, but it’s written all over my nervous system. It’s what happens when trauma isn’t a single event—but a lived environment.

What C-PTSD feels like in my body:


	Hypervigilance—even in calm rooms

	Dissociation, zoning out, or leaving my body completely when I’m triggered

	Chronic self-doubt or believing I’m “too much” for people to handle

	People-pleasing as a survival response

	Explosive reactions after too much suppression



This isn’t just mental—it’s physical. It’s cellular. And naming it helped me stop gaslighting myself.

––––––––
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Autism Spectrum Disorder (In Evaluation)

While I’m still awaiting formal testing, my therapist and I both recognize that I live with strong autistic traits. And that knowledge has been revolutionary—not because I need a label, but because I finally understand why I interact with the world the way I do.

What Autism looks like for me:


	Sensory overwhelm: noises, lights, textures that instantly shut me down

	Rigid routines and intense frustration when they’re disrupted

	
Difficulty “masking” for long periods—I can people, but I crash afterward


	Special interests that bring deep joy and feel like safe zones

	Struggles with social nuance—especially when people are passive-aggressive or unclear



The more I explore this part of me, the more compassion I have for the girl I used to be—the one who felt broken, when she was really just wired differently.

––––––––
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Why This Section Exists

This isn’t here for sympathy. It’s here for context. If you’ve ever found yourself saying, “What’s wrong with me?”—maybe nothing is. Maybe you’ve just never been given the language for what’s been happening in your head and heart.

My hope is that by sharing my map, someone else gets to stop wandering. Gets to feel seen. Gets to name their own truth.

Because this story isn’t just mine. It’s for every person still sorting through the chaos, still trying to become whole.

You’re not broken.

You’re becoming.
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Introduction: WTActualF?!—Welcome to the Chaos
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Most people go through a lot of shit in this short time we have on this planet. The kind of shit that makes you stop, blink, and think, WTActualF?! Some get through life relatively unscathed, but that doesn’t erase the reality of anyone’s unique story. Pain is pain. Trauma is trauma. And life? Life is the thing that keeps throwing punches, whether you’re ready or not.

Here’s the truth: no one gets through this ride untouched. Whether it’s childhood wounds, toxic cycles, invisible illnesses, or the slow erosion of self-worth, we all carry something. Some of us just get better at pretending we’re fine. Until we aren’t.

The behaviors you grew up with—the ones you unknowingly carried into adulthood—start to make sense when you finally peel back the layers. The survival tactics, the knee-jerk reactions, the instinct to shut down or lash out—they weren’t random. They were programmed, built into you before you even understood what they were for.

And for a long time, maybe you didn’t question them. You just moved through life, stayed busy, kept your head down, convinced that if you just kept going, kept accomplishing, kept pushing past the noise, you’d be fine.

Until suddenly, the memories you swore weren’t real show up with receipts. The things you dismissed as exaggerations, hallucinations, misplaced fragments—turn out to be real. Confirmed. They happened. And now, you’re left staring at the shattered pieces, wondering how the hell you’re supposed to move forward.

The Butterfly Effect of Trauma—Two Choices

You have two choices, each creating its own butterfly effect into your future:


	Push it down. Pretend none of it mattered. Convince yourself it wasn’t real. Become so good at denial that you don’t even realize the toll it’s taking until one day, you wake up, look in the mirror, and have no idea who the hell you are.

	Face it. Acknowledge it, dissect it, fight to understand how it shaped you, how it programmed you, how it still bleeds into every corner of your existence. Maybe you flinch when someone raises their voice because your dad yelled a lot growing up. Maybe you shut down in conflict because arguing never felt safe. The past still lives in you, whether you admit it or not.



The first option? Easy at first. You tell yourself you’re fine. You drown yourself in distractions—work, relationships, obligations—until the past fades into the background. But trauma doesn’t go away just because you refuse to look at it.

And when you bury it? It keeps collecting all that pressure until you explode like a volcano risk losing control of the environment around you due to your own undoing.

Those migraines that hit like freight trains but have no medical explanation. In exhaustion that settles deep into your bones, no matter how much you rest. In stomachaches, no doctor can diagnose. The tight muscle pain that refuses to go away and autoimmune conditions that seem to appear out of nowhere.

You don’t escape your truth. You either face it—or it will find its way out through your body, your mind, your soul.

That was almost my story. Almost. 

––––––––
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From Survival to Understanding—The ADHD, Autism, and BPD Battle I Didn’t See Coming

For years, I thought I was fine. Or at least, functional enough.

I threw myself into nursing school, into building a family, into grinding through life like productivity could erase the parts of me I didn’t want to deal with. It felt logical. If I kept moving forward, kept achieving, I was fine.

Except I wasn’t.

Nursing school wasn’t just hard—it was brutal. And I didn’t fully understand why.

At 13, I was diagnosed with Borderline Personality Disorder (BPD)—but at the time, I had no real understanding of what that meant. I just knew my emotions were big, volatile, and overwhelming. I knew I felt everything more intensely than others seemed to. But I had no idea that the difficulties I faced every day—struggling to focus, feeling drained after minimal tasks, battling executive dysfunction—were something more.

It wasn’t until years later, long after nursing school had wrecked me, that I finally received my ADHD diagnosis. That was a moment of clarity—but not the full picture. There was still the possibility that I was autistic, and suddenly, everything about my struggles in school, relationships, and basic daily functioning made so much more sense.

I wasn’t lazy. I wasn’t incapable. I wasn’t just "bad at studying."

I was trying to navigate the world with a brain wired differently than the systems I was forced into.

The structured, rigid format of nursing school had been a battlefield for my ADHD and suspected autism. The chaotic, emotionally overwhelming reality of clinicals fed directly into my BPD symptoms. And no one saw it. No one helped. I kept pushing through because that’s all I knew how to do. Until I couldn’t anymore.

––––––––
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Going to Healing Instead of Waiting for It

Healing wasn’t coming to me. Only trauma was.

So I went to healing instead.

I read. I listened to podcasts. I enrolled in courses. I fought for my own damn peace, because waiting wasn’t an option anymore and life wasn’t going to stop piling shit on.

Through all of this, I learned that healing is nonlinear, messy, painfully beautiful. That dysfunction and success can coexist. That growth is not about perfection—it’s about persistence.

And here’s what I need you to understand:

Some things happened to you that you had no control over. But some things are still in your hands.

You will mess up. You will have moments where you don’t show up as your best self. That’s okay.

What matters is that you keep going, keep choosing growth, keep fighting to reclaim your story—even when it’s hard.

Because your story is not over.

––––––––
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A Story for Those Who Need It

I don’t have all the answers. But I have my story. And if nothing else, I hope it reminds you that you are not alone.

You can live through chaos and still build something beautiful. You can be dysfunctionally functional—and still find joy. You can struggle and still choose healing, again and again.
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Chapter 1: Early Memories and Family Dynamics
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My Mother—The Love I Chased but Never Truly Had

From an early age, I learned that love could be conditional. That the people meant to nurture you could also be the ones who made you question your worth.
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