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  For me.

For the woman who stayed too long, loved too hard, and still found her way out. For the girl who didn’t know she deserved better and the woman who finally chose herself anyway. For every version of me that held on, let go, broke down, stood up, and kept moving even when it hurt.

This book is mine. I earned every page.




We made it.







  
    
      “Impostor syndrome, when you’re incredibly talented, is insane because your rock bottom could be another bitch’s glass ceiling.”


    

    
      — Saya Meads
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  Preface



I didn’t write this book to be noble.

I wrote it because my silence was turning into poison I refused to keep drinking.

For years, I carried a story I didn’t have the vocabulary or the freedom to unpack. I lived through things people would swear I exaggerated, downplayed, imagined, or “should’ve known better” about. And while I was breaking in quiet corners, I was still out here holding down a whole life like my world wasn’t collapsing behind my smile.

Then one day, my therapist looked me dead in my face and asked,


“When are you going to stop protecting your abuser and choose yourself?”




And honestly, that question split me open in ways I wasn’t ready for. Because I didn’t have an answer. Not then.

This book is what happens when a woman finally stops lying to herself for the comfort of other people.

And believe you me, there is a lot of shit that didn’t make it into these pages. Some things stayed out for my peace. Some stayed out for other folks’ dignity, because even after everything, I’m not a monster. Not everything needs to be spilled to make the truth obvious. What I put here is what I’m willing to live with out loud. What didn’t make the cut? That’s between me, my Wife, and Tynea Swain. 

This is for my girls. The ones who love too hard, give too much, stay too long, and then blame themselves for surviving what they never should’ve had to endure. The women who know exactly what it means to lose yourself and still get up the next morning and function like the world isn’t sitting on your chest.

And since we’re being honest? I didn’t write this to embarrass anybody. I wrote it because I stopped carrying shame that never belonged to me in the first place.

I wrote this for me. For sixteen-year-old me who had no business trying to love through survival mode. For the version of me who dimmed her light to protect a “man’s” fonk ass shadow. For the girl who thought protecting his image mattered more than protecting herself.

I was scared to tell this story for a long time. Scared of how he would twist it. Scared of who would believe him. Scared of the fallout from those who protected him and enabled his bullshit. We all know him, or have survived a version of him. The type who like their image polished when their soul is as dusty as the back of an old box fan. I carried that fear longer than I ever should have. 

But ten years later? On the other side of what I thought was the worst day of my life? 

Yeah… no. Absolutely not. Fuck that man. And his feelings. 

This is my voice. My clarity. My reclamation. 

If these pages make you feel a way? Don’t bring it to me Bookie. Book a session with your therapist, your pastor, or your journal. That’s between you, Sharon, and God. 

And if you’ve seen yourself in these words because you’ve been me too, I hope you remember this: 

You are not who they said you were. 

You are who you choose to be. 




Some parts of this book are soft.

Some are sharp enough to cut.

Some might make you clutch your chest.

All of it is intentional.




Amy, we made it. 

Now, watch me talk my shit. 
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  “The Audacity: A Playlist”



For every woman who’s ever carried his ego, his lies, and his bullshit—you can drop the weight and the man. 

Fuck him and everything he stands for.





	Bust Your Windows — Jazmine Sullivan

	Me, Myself and I — Beyoncé

	Kill Bill (feat. Doja Cat) — SZA

	Put You On — Coco Jones

	I Should Have Cheated — Keyshia Cole

	Thru Your Phone — Cardi B

	You Don’t Know Me — Summer Walker

	Needed Me — Rihanna

	Thot Shit — Megan Thee Stallion

	Cranes in the Sky — Solange

	Independent Women Pt. 1 — Destiny’s Child

	Pick Up Your Feelings — Jazmine Sullivan

	Move It Along (feat. Kranium) — Sasha Keable

	Single Again — Trina

	I AIN’T GOING — GloRilla

	Heard It All Before — Sunshine Anderson

	Get Gone — Ideal

	So Gone — Monica

	Sorry — Beyoncé

	Loner — Kali Uchis
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  Prologue

  
  




Before

There’s a moment in every woman’s life where the truth doesn’t gently reveal itself; it kicks the door in. When the universe decides it’s done watching you ignore the obvious. A quiet so sharp it feels like God slid His glasses down His nose and said, “Now girl… look again.” 

And I remember mine with a clarity that still tightens my chest. It wasn’t the courthouse that broke me, or the marriage license with her name on it. It wasn’t even the realization that the man I’d been loving like a full-time job was out here giving benefits to a temp, taking another woman’s hand while still holding pieces of me. 

What I remember is the silence right before the truth settled — that heavy, spiritual kind of silence that only shows up when the universe is done watching you negotiate with your own heartbreak. Being delusional on purpose. That tiny, traitorous flicker of hope whispering, “Maybe this ain’t what it looks like,” even though it was exactly what it looked like, plus tax. 

In that stillness, something in me snapped, not violently but with a tired sigh, like my spirit was whispering, “You knew this was coming.” And the truth is, I did. A woman always knows when she’s being played, even when she’s praying she’s wrong. 

Heartbreak doesn’t always arrive in screams; sometimes it comes soft, in that slow, sinking feeling that tells you the person you loved has finally crossed the line you pretended didn’t exist. And the worst part? It wasn’t even the betrayal — it was the recognition. The familiarity. Standing there, facing the kind of disloyalty you can smell before you can process, I had to laugh a little. A dark, tired laugh. The kind you let out when you realize you’ve been fighting for a man who couldn’t even fight his own demons. 

He had me messed up in ways I couldn’t explain back then, bending myself into shapes that didn’t fit so I could keep a man who was never mine in the first place. But in that single, breathless moment, standing on the edge of a truth I could no longer outrun, I felt something in me change. I understood, with bone-deep certainty, that this wasn’t a story about him choosing her; it was the beginning of me choosing myself, finally, fully, and without apology. 

This was the story of how I stopped volunteering for humiliation. How I stopped calling struggle “love”. How I finally let the truth cuss me out so bad that I could stand up straighter. 

And everything after that moment? 

That’s when the real me walked in. 






I

ACT I

Shattered Illusions







  
  1

  
  
  Our Last Good Morning

  
  




We love blaming women for “choosing the wrong man”,  but never blame the man who faked his entire personality just to get her. 


“Baby, you packed my lunch?” he called, voice thick with that good morning charm he wore like the first sip of iced sweet tea on a hot summer day,  cool and sweet but guaranteed to leave you thirsty again.

The morning started the way good mornings usually did.

Tommy was humming off-key in the shower, moisture clinging to every surface, each drop hitting the clouded mirror like a slow exhale. “Don’t worry,” he belted, “’bout a thiiiing…” 

I roll my eyes at him singing like he wasn’t the main thing I stayed worried about.

“Already in the fridge,” I said. “Turkey and smoked Gouda on wheat. Don’t say I don’t love you.”

Our whole apartment was one long inhale, a one-bedroom trying to stretch itself into a family home. Open kitchen bleeding into the living room. Toys tucked against walls. Playpen sagging in the middle like it needed prayer. And the door? Decorated for every holiday, courtesy of his mama, who swapped wreaths and ribbons like she paid rent here. Sometimes she breezed through with lemonade and grocery bags packed with all his favorites, humming as she washed his clothes in our machine like this was her house and I was borrowing it.

She draped the place in yellow, her favorite, not mine, and he wouldn’t let me change a thing. “My mama did this for us,” he’d always say. Like the couch we didn’t pick together, the curtains I never liked, and the plates I never chose were supposed to be proof of love.

And maybe that was the truth. Maybe it was never supposed to feel like mine. This wasn’t my home so much as my holding cell. I just hadn’t figured out the sentence yet.

Maile1 was knocked out in her crib, snoring softly like a newborn kitten, while her daddy butchered the Shark Tale soundtrack in the shower. “’Cause every little thiiing,” he dragged out, loud as hell, “is gonna be alright.” 

Mateo2 sat at the table, pushing his Hot Wheels through a puddle of spilled cereal. Bacon popped in the skillet. Tommy’s Mama’s lemonade sweating in a mason jar for him. My coffee in my chipped green Hogwarts, Black Alumni mug, the one Tuesday got me as a birthday gift. Back when life was life-ing a little too hard. 

His mama always kept us stocked. Lemonade, produce, whatever sale she found that week. She even made a lighter lemonade for the babies, though I always added water. Tommy loved it. I tolerated it.

“I know you love me, girl!” he yelled from the bathroom, stepping out in nothing but a towel, water sliding down brown skin like sin itself came to breakfast.

Six foot seven, shoulders broad enough to hold the world, and a body that looked carved, not grown. He was the walking embodiment of that one D’Angelo video—you know the one. God really took His time on this one, then wasted it on the devil.

His smile could flip a whole day upside down, equal parts promise and warning. And those eyes carried that dangerous warmth, like standing too close to a fire you knew would burn you, but you still refused to step back. 

Tomás3 James King wasn’t just a man. 

He was hunger with a heartbeat. 

Danger made desirable. 

The kind of fine that makes your knees weak before your brain catches up. A man so dangerously magnetic you almost wanted to forget the red flags he waved like parade banners. 

He grinned, catching me staring. Lips soft, eyes warm, towel riding low on purpose. The man weaponized fine.

He came up behind me while I was moving eggs from the skillet. Lips brushed my cheek, then lower. And lower. I twisted away, laughing, even though I should’ve been praying.

“Good morning, my wife,” he murmured against my skin.

That word used to sit sweet on my tongue. Back then, I didn’t know that one day it would choke me.

“Tommy, stop,” I giggled. “You gon’ burn the bacon.”

He ignored me, turning me with those big hands, lips finding the dip in my chest like it was made for him. I hated how good it felt; I hated how my body responded before my brain could cuss me slap out. 

I pressed a hand to his chest to push him back, but all I felt was heat and muscle. My body betrayed me every single time. He knew the codes. He wrote them.

“Tomás,” I warned.

It came out breathless.

Useless.

He grinned, grabbed my neck, and kissed me like he owned the deed to my soul. Deep. Wet. Intentional. A kiss designed to melt knees and erase memories.

And God help me, I kissed him back.

Like he wasn’t a menace in a suit with a gold pinkie ring and a trail of broken promises left bleeding behind him.

For a moment, it was just heat, the bacon sizzling, Mateo humming with his cars, and Maile breathing softly on the baby cam. All of it had been wiped out by him. There was just me and him, and the kind of kiss that makes you forget who you’re supposed to be.

Then he pushed me away.

Pulled back slowly, lips still slick with mine, hands slipping off me like he hadn’t just had me unraveling in the kitchen. He sucked his teeth and smirked, eyes dragging over me from head to toe as he stepped back. A look that said, That’s all you get.

My chest was rising too fast, cheeks hot, sweating, spatula clattering against the counter, and he just grinned, smug as hell, soaking in how flustered I was. Triumph looked good on him, and he knew it.

“Daddy’s big man!” he boomed, scooping Mateo up like he hadn’t just left me about to ruin breakfast behind him.

And just like that, I































* * *
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