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My Uncensored Journey Through Weight Loss Surgery, Ozempic,
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First Edition, 2026

A NOTE BEFORE WE BEGIN

To the Woman Who Picked Up This Book

I know why you are here.

Maybe you are standing in the middle of a weight loss journey that is taking longer than anyone told you it would. Maybe you are on Ozempic and you have not told anyone — not your mother, not your best friend, not the people at work who keep asking what your secret is. Maybe you have had surgery and you are carrying the shame of it like a stone in your chest because the world has decided there is a right way and a wrong way to lose weight and you chose the wrong way and you know it and you cannot stop knowing it.

Maybe you have tried everything. And I mean everything — the pills from the drugstore that made your heart race. The ones you ordered online. The workouts at five in the morning when nobody was watching. The meal plans you followed for three days and abandoned. The behaviors you developed in private that you have never said out loud to another living person because you are too ashamed and too tired and too desperate all at once and you just needed something, anything, to work.

Maybe you are reading this because you searched Ozempic on Amazon and this came up and something about the title made you stop. I did it in the dark. You know exactly what that means. You have been doing it in the dark too.

I wrote this book for you. Specifically, precisely, entirely for you.

* * *
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HERE IS WHAT I WANT you to know before you read a single page of my story.

I tried Stacker 2s in college. Diet pills from a gas station, bought in secret, taken in a dorm room because I was nineteen years old and the weight was coming and I did not know what else to do and I was too ashamed to ask anyone for help. I did not tell my mother. I did not tell my friends. I took the pills and I prayed and the weight came anyway.

In New York I developed bulimia. I want to say that plainly because I spent too many years not saying it plainly. I was working out four and five days a week and earning my master's degree and building a life I was genuinely proud of and I was also making myself sick in bathrooms because I did not know how to manage the food noise and the shame and the despair of a body that would not cooperate no matter what I did to it. The bulimia left evidence on my face — my jowls and throat stayed swollen and puffy, the acid from the vomiting was destroying my teeth — and even then I did not stop until something else replaced it. I did not tell anyone. I handled it alone the way I handled everything — privately, quietly, in the dark.

In Washington DC, after a heartbreak that sent the depression back and the weight with it, I became addicted to water retention pills. I took phentermine that I had not fully disclosed to my doctor because I was a professional woman in a blazer with a title on her door and a body she was still at war with and I was that desperate and that ashamed and I did not know where else to turn. One coping mechanism replaced another. That is the honest truth of how this works. It is not a straight line from broken to fixed. It is a series of substitutions until you finally find something that works without destroying you in the process.

In Atlanta I got on a surgery table. Alone. Without telling a single person in my life. I was terrified of needles. I was terrified of surgery. I went anyway because I had run out of other options and I would rather have died on that table than spent one more year living in a body the world refused to take seriously. I had the sleeve gastrectomy. Then I had the gastric bypass. Then I started Ozempic. I gave myself the injection alone, in private, the way I had done everything else — in the dark, without witnesses, without anyone to answer to or explain myself to or ask permission from.

I lost one hundred and forty-five pounds.

And I want to tell you something that no weight loss book has ever been honest enough to tell you.

I still have to manage it every single day. The journey did not end when the weight came off. The vigilance did not stop. The relationship with food did not magically heal. The work did not finish. It changed shape. It became something I could carry instead of something that was carrying me. But I still carry it. Every morning. Every meal. Every day for the rest of my life.

Weight management is an everyday lift. It was on the day I bought those pills in a Virginia Beach gas station. It was on the day I got on that surgery table alone. It is today. It will be tomorrow. The goal is not to arrive at a place where you never have to think about it again. The goal is to build a life where you have the tools to keep choosing yourself, even on the hard days, even on the days when the old behaviors call your name, even on the days when the scale moves in the wrong direction and you want to disappear back into the dark and never come out.

This book is not a success story. It is a survival story. It is the story of a woman who tried everything — some of it medically supervised, some of it dangerous, some of it shameful, all of it human — and came out the other side not because she found the perfect solution but because she refused to stop trying.

* * *
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EACH CHAPTER OF THIS book tells the truth about where I was — not the polished version, not the version I would have told at a dinner party, but the version that actually happened. Each chapter also steps back and tells you what I know now that I did not know then. About the medicine. About the biology. About what was actually happening in my body and why the things I was doing made sense as survival strategies even when they were also hurting me. And each chapter closes with something I want to leave directly in your hands — from a woman who has already walked the road you are on.

The names in this book have been changed. The feelings are exact.

* * *
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ONE MORE THING BEFORE we begin.

If you are currently struggling with disordered eating — with bulimia, with binge eating, with restriction, with any of the behaviors I describe in these pages — please know that what you are doing makes sense as a response to an impossible situation. It also has the capacity to hurt you seriously. You deserve support that I am not equipped to give you. The National Alliance for Eating Disorders helpline is 1-866-662-1235. They are not there to judge you. They are there because someone understood that women like us needed somewhere to call.

You do not have to keep doing this alone.

I did it alone for fifteen years. I am telling you everything I know so that maybe, if you are lucky, your road is a little shorter than mine was.

I did it in the dark. But I am standing in the light now. And I came back to show you the way.

Gemini Carrington

Atlanta, Georgia  |  2026

––––––––
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For the girl on the sidewalk with her face on fire.

I know what you did next.

You kept walking.

Don't die in the thick of it.

People will give up on you.

Love yourself like your life depends on it.

Because it does.

Stay. Do it in the dark if you have to.

The light will find you.
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Prologue
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Hell Naw, Not You


"The world will treat you the way you teach it to treat you. And what you tolerate, you authorize."  — Lisa Nichols


Virginia Beach. Early 2000s. A Saturday night in summer, which in Virginia Beach means the air is warm and thick and smells like salt and possibility, and everyone you know is out because staying home is for people who have already given up.

I was twenty years old and I was dressed. Not assembled in the hasty way of people who do not understand what getting dressed actually means. I mean dressed — the way I always got dressed in those years, with the full weight of intention behind every choice, because I had learned by then that a body like mine required a presentation that left no room for doubt about anything else. Low-rise skinny jeans that I had no business wearing but wore anyway because they were in style and I was in style and I refused to be the woman who stopped trying. A turquoise halter top. A big silver fashion belt — the kind that was everywhere that season, Wet Seal, Forever 21, the stores we rotated through every weekend looking for the thing that would make us look like the women we were becoming. Silver wedge sandals. Long bouncy curls, Shirley Temple curls, the kind that took time and meant you cared. Soft eyeliner. Silver eyeshadow to match.

I was twenty years old and I had done everything right and I walked out into that Virginia Beach night believing, the way you believe things at twenty before the world has had enough chances to correct you, that tonight might be different.

A man called out from somewhere to my left.

Hey beautiful, let me get your number.

I turned.

He saw me.

Hell naw. Not you. I'm not talking to your fat ass.

There were people nearby. There is always someone nearby when these things happen, which is precisely the point — the humiliation requires an audience or it is not doing its full work. My friend was beside me. She had heard it. She gave me a look — soft, helpless, the particular expression of someone who witnessed something terrible and has absolutely no idea what to do with what they just saw. She said nothing. We walked to the car. We talked about something else entirely.

I want to tell you what I did not do. I did not cry in front of anyone. I did not make a scene. I did not give him or the night or the watching strangers any more of me than I had already given. I put one foot in front of the other and I got in the car and I sat with it in the way my family had taught me to sit with things that hurt — privately, quietly, without naming it out loud, because naming it would make it more real than I had the capacity to hold in a public parking lot on a Saturday night.

But I am going to name it now.

That man did not take something from me in that parking lot. I want to be precise about this because it matters: he did not take my confidence or my sense of self or my belief that I deserved to be seen. He confirmed something I had already been told, in quieter and more deniable ways, for the previous two years — by rooms that reorganized their attention when I walked in, by compliments that landed on the woman beside me, by the slow and steady evidence of a world that had decided what I was worth and was not particularly interested in my opinion on the matter.

He just said it out loud. In a parking lot. On a Saturday night. With witnesses.

I did not know yet how long the road was going to be. I did not know about the pills I would take in secret, the surgeries I would have alone, the needle I was terrified of and used anyway, the medication I took in private, the hundred and twenty-five pounds that would eventually leave my body the way they had arrived — quietly, invisibly, without announcement. I did not know about the man who would love me on his terms for ten years and then propose on my birthday when the world finally confirmed I was worth proposing to. I did not know that I would say no.

I did not know any of it yet.

I just knew that I was getting in the car. That I was going home. That I was going to wake up tomorrow and get dressed again and go back out into the world that had just said that to me, because I was not built for surrender and I did not know how to stop.

I did not know yet that I was the only person who was going to save me. But I was already doing it.

A NOTE FROM THE OTHER SIDE


If someone has ever said something to you in public that they had no right to say — something that landed in your chest and stayed there — I want you to hear this clearly: their words were never about your worth. They were about their limits. Small people say small things loudly because it is the only power they have ever learned to use.

You kept walking that night. Or you drove home and cried where nobody could see you. Or you held it together until you were alone and then let it out. However you carried it — you carried it. And you are still here. That is not nothing. That is everything.

What happened to you is not the verdict on who you are. It is just the beginning of the story.
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Chapter One
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The Girl in the Before


"You are not what has happened to you. You are what you choose to become."  — Iyanla Vanzant


I want to tell you about the girl I was before the weight, not because she was better than who came after her but because she was the standard I spent the next decade measuring myself against. She was the before. And the before, once you have one, has a way of making everything that follows feel like an explanation.

* * *
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ONE

There were four uniforms.

I need you to understand what four cheerleading uniforms meant at the school I attended, because it was not simply a matter of having multiple outfits. Four uniforms meant you had made four different squads — varsity, JV, competition, and the select team that performed at events beyond the Friday night games. Four uniforms meant you had been looked at, evaluated, and chosen more than once. There was a monogrammed duffel bag with your name on it and monogrammed warm-ups and on game days you wore the uniform to school and walked the hallways in it and the hallways responded.

I am trying to give you the feeling of it, not just the fact of it. The feeling of being seventeen and selected and known, in the specific way that a school knows the girls who represent it publicly. Teachers acknowledged you differently. Boys who had never spoken to you found reasons to be nearby. You did not have to announce yourself when you walked into a room — the room already knew who you were, and the room had already decided that you were worth knowing.

I also modeled a little. Nothing formal, nothing that changed the trajectory of anything, but enough to have been in front of a camera with professional intention behind it. Enough to understand, in my body, the particular alertness of being looked at with purpose. I carried that alertness with me into every room I entered. I knew how to be seen. It had been, for the first seventeen years of my life, one of the things I was reliably good at.

My mother did not allow me to date in high school. She wanted me focused, wholesome, pointed toward something. I understood this and I did not resent it and I also arrived at college having never had a real boyfriend, never navigated the particular education of being chosen by a specific person rather than selected by a general system. The uniform could tell me I was worth something. It could not tell me how to be loved. That gap, between being publicly confirmed and privately chosen, was something I would spend the next decade trying to close.

* * *
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TWO

I stayed in Virginia Beach for college. Old Dominion University, five minutes from everything I had always known, which in retrospect was both the practical choice and the choice that made the next four years harder than they needed to be. There is something about staying in your hometown for college that makes it difficult to become a new version of yourself. The old version is everywhere — in the people who remember you a certain way, in the places that predate your reinvention, in the simple geography of a city that knew you before you knew yourself.

The depression arrived my freshman year. I want to say that plainly because it is part of the story and because I spent too many years not saying it plainly. It did not announce itself as depression — it arrived as a heaviness, a flattening, a growing difficulty with the ordinary business of getting up and going and caring about things. My family had a history with depression that was largely untreated because the faith community I grew up in had a clear position on the matter: you prayed, you trusted, you did not require medication or therapy because those were for people who did not have sufficient faith.

I prayed. I had sufficient faith. The depression did not lift.

I did not tell anyone this. I sat with it in the way my family had always sat with things that were not supposed to be talked about — privately, quietly, keeping the outside assembled while the inside did what it was going to do regardless. There was no one to tell, really. My mother's medical attention had always gone, necessarily and urgently, to my younger brother, who had Type 1 diabetes and required the kind of constant management that leaves very little room for anything else. She was a nurse practitioner. She knew bodies, knew symptoms, knew how to read the signs of something wrong. She simply never looked for signs in me because I was the one who was supposed to be fine.

So I was fine. On the outside. And I ate. That is the honest word for what happened — I ate in the way that people eat when eating is the only reliable source of comfort available to them, when the body has learned that food will do what nothing else will do, which is to briefly and reliably interrupt the feeling of everything being too much. The scale moved. And then the scale moved again. And each time it moved I ate a little more because the despair of watching it move was its own reason to eat, and the loop closed around me gradually and completely in the way that all the worst loops do — not with drama, not with a single terrible moment, but with the slow accumulation of ordinary days.

I did not understand yet that what was happening to my body was not simply about discipline or willpower or the personal failures my family's silence implied. There was something metabolic happening that I would not have a name for for another fifteen years. My body was not processing things the way other bodies processed them. The insulin resistance that would eventually be diagnosed, the biological reality that Ozempic would one day treat — all of it was already present, already operating, already making the loop harder to break than it should have been. I did not know that. I just knew that I was gaining weight and that gaining weight was the worst thing I could do and that I could not seem to stop.

And so I did what women do when they are desperate and ashamed and not yet ready to ask for real help. I went to the gas station.

Stacker 2s. Little yellow and black pills in a box behind the counter, the kind that promise to burn fat and boost energy and require no prescription and no explanation. I bought them in secret the way I would buy everything related to my weight for the next fifteen years — quickly, without making eye contact, slipping them into a bag before anyone could see. I took them in my dorm room. I took them on my way to class. I took them and felt my heart race and told myself that meant they were working.

They did not work. The weight kept coming. But I kept buying them because doing something — anything — felt better than the alternative, which was admitting that I was in a body I could not control and did not know how to fix.

* * *
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THREE

The wardrobe shifted slowly. That is the thing about gaining weight gradually — the body does not announce itself all at once, and neither does the closet. You buy one new size and tell yourself it is
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