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DEDICATION

To the Black women who have ever spoken up, only to be told they were too loud.

To the beautiful souls who have felt unheard and had to fight relentlessly for their health, their peace, and their lives.

To the ones who have been forced to be strong for far too long.

This is for you.

Your voice matters, your pain is real, and your healing is finally taking center stage.
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Hello, beautiful.

I am so incredibly glad you are holding this book right now.

Before we dive into the heavy lifting (and trust me, we are going to do some lifting, though I promise not to make you sweat too much right out of the gate), I want to be completely transparent with you about why I wrote this book.

This is not just another self-help guide filled with fluffy quotes telling you to simply “think positive.” This project was born out of sheer, undeniable necessity. It was born out of my own desperate need to figure out how to thrive in a world that constantly demands our resilience while conveniently ignoring our humanity.

I wrote this because I was genuinely exhausted. I was tired of watching brilliant, radiant Black women carry the weight of the entire world on their shoulders, only to be told they were not doing enough. I was tired of seeing our pain dismissed in hospital rooms, our boundaries tested in relationships, and our brilliance overlooked in boardrooms. Most importantly, I was tired of seeing us place ourselves at the absolute bottom of our own to-do lists.

I want you to consider these pages a designated, uncompromising safe space for healing. Go ahead and leave your superhero cape at the door. You will not need it here. You do not have to be the strong one, the resilient one, or the one who holds it all together for everybody else today. In this space, you just get to be exactly who you are.

We are going to laugh a bit, we might shed a few tears, and we are definitely going to unpack some heavy things that have been sitting in the basement of your heart for way too long. But I promise you this: you are not doing it alone. I am walking right beside you.

Take a deep, cleansing breath.

~ Nyala Scott
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Let us be completely honest with each other right from the start. If you are reading this page while hiding in your bathroom just to get five uninterrupted minutes of peace, I see you. Your secret is entirely safe with me.

Taking the time to sit down and open a book about yourself is a monumental task when the rest of the world is constantly shouting your name. You are likely the person everyone else relies on. You are the problem solver, the peacemaker, the late-night listener, and the one who magically keeps all the plates spinning without ever letting a single one drop. You have been doing it for so long that people just assume you have an endless supply of energy. But between you and me, I know how heavy those plates are getting.

Welcome to your era of “Me”. You have finally arrived, and I am so thrilled that you made it here.

This book is essentially an invitation to reintroduce you back to yourself. We are going to acknowledge the deep burnout, the relentless societal pressures, and the heavy emotional weight you carry with you every single day. Society has a very specific, very exhausting way of treating Black women. We are expected to be the ultimate pillars of strength. We are handed the “Strong Black Woman” cape the moment we are old enough to understand what it means, and we are told to wear it with pride. We are praised for our resilience, our ability to endure pain, and our capacity to make a dollar stretch into a miracle.

But here is the truth about that cape. It is incredibly heavy, and frankly, it is suffocating.

Maybe you are the young adult trying to navigate your education and your early career, looking around and wondering how to hold onto your self-esteem in spaces that were not built for you. Maybe you are balancing a demanding career and a bustling family, trying to climb the corporate ladder while silently managing the sting of daily microaggressions. Or perhaps you are stepping into your beautiful, mature years, seeking a much deeper connection to your spirit and actively overcoming the ridiculous societal pressures tied to aging and beauty. You might be healing from a relationship that broke your heart, navigating the painful realities of colorism, or simply trying to find a moment to catch your breath in a news cycle that constantly reminds us of racial injustice.

Whatever specific burden you carried into the room today, I want you to set it down. You are safe here.

We need to redefine what we are actually talking about when we use the term “self-love.” The wellness industry has heavily commercialized this concept over the last decade. If you look online, self-love often looks like expensive face masks, luxury spa retreats, and buying yourself a fancy coffee. Do not get me wrong; I love a good lavender bath bomb and a fresh manicure as much as anyone else. But a twenty-minute soak in a warm tub does not magically erase the sting of being overlooked for a promotion. A cucumber eye mask does not heal the generational trauma passed down through your family line.

For us, self-love is not just bubble baths; it is a radical act of survival and defiance.

When the world tells you that your pain is not real, choosing to advocate fiercely for your health is a radical act of self-love. When society tries to dictate what is beautiful based on standards that exclude your skin tone or your hair texture, looking in the mirror and deciding that you are the standard is an act of defiance. When you are expected to say yes to every request, every favor, and every extra project at work, choosing to say a firm, guilt-free “no” is pure survival. Choosing yourself in a world that often asks you to come last is the most powerful revolution you can ever stage.

This book is your personal blueprint for that revolution. I am not going to give you empty platitudes or tell you to just “think positive” when things get hard. We are going to do real, transformative work together.

I have designed a specific roadmap for our journey, and I want you to know exactly what you can expect. We are going to move deliberately from unpacking trauma to setting boundaries, and finally, to embracing unadulterated joy.

In the first phase of this book, we will look closely at the weight we carry. I will share my own story with you, including the terrifying medical discrimination I faced, because we have to shine a light on the systemic flaws before we can navigate around them. We are going to unpack the “Strong Black Woman” myth and learn how to finally drop that cape. We will tackle the mirrors and the media, dismantling colorism and texturism so you can fall deeply in love with your own reflection.

Next, we will build your armor and boundaries. We will discuss how to survive workplace microaggressions without losing your cool or your career. We are going to talk about love and dating, raising the bar so high that only those who truly cherish you can reach it. We will also address the unspeakable things, walking gently through the process of healing from relationship abuse and rebuilding your shattered trust. And because we do not live in a vacuum, we will discuss how to carry the weight of the world, navigating the emotional toll of racial injustice without letting it consume your spirit.

Finally, we are going to step into the light. We will reconnect with our rich, magnificent roots, drawing strength from the ancestors who paved the way for our survival. We will dive into practical nervous system regulation, creating a holistic wellness mandate that actually fits your real life. And by the end of this journey, you will step into your own softness with beauty and confidence.

At the end of every chapter, I am going to issue a “Black Queen Check Challenge.” These are not complicated homework assignments. They are practical, detailed, and highly actionable steps you can take immediately to apply what we just discussed. Real change does not happen just by reading words on a page; it happens when you actively disrupt your old routines. I will be right there with you in those challenges, cheering you on like the best friend who refuses to let you settle for less than you deserve.

You are entirely capable of this transformation. The fact that you picked up this book proves that a part of you already knows your worth. That quiet inner voice has been whispering that you deserve better, and it is time we finally give her the microphone. You are allowed to take up space. 

You are allowed to be soft, to rest, and to be cared for simply because you exist. 

You do not have to earn your right to breathe freely.

So, I have a very simple request for you before we turn the page. I want you to treat this reading experience as a sacred appointment with yourself. Please grab a pen, brew a warm cup of tea, and get ready to do the internal work. Find a comfortable spot, take a long, deep breath, and let your shoulders drop away from your ears.

The waiting is over. The endless cycle of putting everyone else first stops right here, right now.

Sis, it is your turn. Let’s get to work.
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CHAPTER 1: THE WAKE-UP CALL AND THE WEIGHT WE CARRY
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I remember the stark, biting cold of the hospital room more than anything else. You always hear people talk about the miracle of childbirth, describing the beautiful, golden glow of bringing a new life into the world. You pack your hospital bag with those tiny, impossibly small socks and the carefully chosen coming-home outfit, expecting a transformative and joyous experience. But for me, that room did not hold a miracle. It held one of the most agonizing, terrifying, and profoundly isolating experiences of my entire life.

I was lying in that sterile bed, gripped by intense, wave-like contractions that felt as though they were pulling the very breath right out of my lungs. My body was entirely consumed by a level of pain I did not even know a human being could survive. I remember the overwhelming, terrifying sense that my own body was completely failing me. The physical pressure was unbearable. The agony was blinding. Yet, when I desperately reached for that little plastic call button on the side of my bed to ask for help, the response I received was chilling.

The nurses just brushed me off.

They would walk into my room with a casual, almost bored demeanor. They would glance at the monitors, look down at me writhing in pain, and breezily declare that I was only five centimeters dilated. They said it with this tone of casual dismissal, speaking to me as if that clinical measurement somehow invalidated the excruciating agony I was experiencing. There
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