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  Foreword


In the silence of my room, with dim light filtering through the curtains, my hands tremble as I hold this manuscript—something far greater than a stack of written pages. It is the map of my journey, the testimony of a deep transformation that led me to become a survivor.


Every word you’ll find here is not just a story—it’s an act of courage. A cry that breaks decades of imposed silence, of pain stored in the darkest corners of my memory. Writing these pages has felt like unraveling a complex knot, each thread representing a moment in my life marked by abuse, fear, and hope.


I want you to know, dear reader, that this book does not seek pity. I am not a woman defined by what happened to me, but by how I faced it. Each chapter is a step in my process of rebuilding—a testimony that it is possible to be reborn even when the world seems to have collapsed.


My story is not unique, but it is authentic. It represents the struggle of thousands of women who have experienced violence, abuse, and trauma—and who, despite it all, find the strength to keep going. I do not come to victimize myself, but to show the incredible power of human resilience.


In these pages, you will find moments of deep darkness, but also of light. You will see how pain can become fuel for change, how silence can turn into a roar of empowerment. Each chapter is a journey—from the most absolute vulnerability to the discovery of an inner strength I never imagined I had.


I share my truth without filters, without pretending the path has been easy. There have been tears, sleepless nights, moments when I believed I couldn't go on. But there has also been healing, forgiveness—not toward my aggressors, but toward myself—and a profound process of personal reconstruction.


This book is not just my story. It is a message of hope for anyone going through hard times, for those who feel consumed by pain. I want to say that healing is possible, that we can turn our wounds into strength, that every scar tells a story of survival.


You will find chapters that explore my childhood, marked by abuse; moments when resilience was my only salvation; how I managed to break the silence; the paths to healing I walked; how I transformed pain into power; the search for a new identity—and finally, how my experience became a tool to inspire other women.


I don't seek to be a model of perfection, but rather an example that rebuilding oneself is possible. That trauma does not have to define us forever. That we can write new chapters, create new narratives, reinvent ourselves again and again.


I invite you to walk with me on this journey—not as a passive observer, but as a companion along the way. May these pages be a mirror, a light, a warm embrace for those who need it most.


Welcome to my story of rebirth.


 The Author
























  CHAPTER 1




  Those Dark Days






Understanding the emotional complexity of domestic abuse is like unraveling a labyrinth of shadows, where every memory hurts and every sensation is intertwined with deeply rooted pain. In my childhood, unwanted touching was not just a violation of my physical body, but a systematic demolition of my emotional integrity—a silent breaking that eroded my sense of worth and safety.


The trauma of childhood abuse carves unseen scars deep into the soul. They are not marks others can see, but internal fractures that distort how one sees oneself and the world. Every non-consensual touch, every invasive glance, every vulnerable moment represented a destruction of boundaries—an invasion that went beyond my body and into the deepest parts of my being.


My abuser was someone who should have protected me: a close family member who used his position of power and trust to satisfy his most perverse impulses. The betrayal was multilayered—it violated my innocence, my dignity, and the sacred bond that should exist within a family. The abuse wasn’t an isolated incident, but rather a system of domination and psychological terror that kept me trapped in silence and fear.


The psychological effects manifested in complex and devastating ways. Guilt—an emotional poison—made me feel responsible for what was happening to me. My young mind couldn’t grasp that it wasn’t my fault, that no adult should ever touch a child. This confusion gave rise to a deeply damaged self-image, where I saw myself as dirty, broken, and unworthy of love or respect.


Fear became my constant companion—a fear that went beyond the physical and settled in every corner of my being. Fear of being touched, fear of intimacy, fear of trust. Every contact, every physical closeness, triggered a visceral panic response that paralyzed my ability to connect emotionally. Relationships became potential traps for pain, and my survival mechanism was total detachment.


The consequences of childhood sexual abuse ripple outward like shockwaves, altering every aspect of emotional development. Sexuality becomes a minefield of fear and mistrust. Emotional connections become complicated, weighed down by an ongoing sense of vulnerability and threat. Identity is constructed on fragile foundations, constantly eroded by trauma.


Understanding these emotional complexities involved a painful process of deconstruction. It meant recognizing that the abuse wasn’t an isolated episode but a system of violence that had marked me deeply. Every memory was a piece of a traumatic puzzle I had to reassemble with patience, courage, and unbreakable will.


Recovery was not a linear path, but a multidimensional journey. It required unlearning patterns of submission, rebuilding my sense of worth, and above all, reclaiming control over my own narrative—not being defined by what happened to me, but by my capacity for resistance and transformation.


Life taught me that resilience is not an innate gift, but a skill built with every breath, with every decision to keep going despite the pain that tried to consume me. Each morning was a challenge, a silent battle against my inner demons that threatened to destroy any hope I had.


I vividly remember the moment I understood that my survival depended solely on my ability to turn suffering into strength. It wasn’t an easy process—far from linear. It felt like climbing a mountain covered in thorns, where each step was an act of courage against my own fear.


My first survival strategy emerged almost instinctively. I developed an extraordinary ability to fragment my experiences, as if my mind were a defense mechanism allowing me to survive. I could disconnect from reality in the most difficult moments, creating an inner space where pain couldn’t reach me.


OEBPS/Misc/Casa_de_gobierno_de_Santiago_del_Estero.jfif




OEBPS/Images/TAPAREBIRTH.png






