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			Dedication

			
		
    To myself,For rising again and again, even when it hurt. For choosing truth over comfort. For remembering that I am the altar and the flame.
To my daughter,May you never shrink for love. May you always walk in your fullness, knowing the world will bend for your light.
To my sister—You showed me what real courage looks like.You left when you saw a way out, and that took strength many never find.Your decision to choose yourself taught me that walking away is not weakness—it's power. I honor you for that.
To my mother,For all the ways you carried what no one could see. Your strength is woven into every word of this book.
To my mother's mothers,And the women who came before—thank you for surviving, for dreaming, for whispering freedom into my blood.
To all women,From every corner of the earth, across timelines seen and unseen—past, present, and future:This is for us.For the sacred rage.For the softness unbroken.For the remembering.For the return.You are not alone. You are not forgotten. You are the story, the spell, and the salvation.
This book is our homecoming.

      

    



  	
        
            
            I did not come here to be chosen.I came to remember that I am the beginning and the end—a living altar, a sacred storm, the daughter of every woman who refused to die quietly.My power is not up for debate.It is divine. It is ancient. It is mine.
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🌸 Chapter 1: Girlhood Grooming: Becoming His Before You Know Yourself
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I DIDN’T WAKE UP ONE day and decide to center men—I was trained to.

Before I ever knew what my favorite color really was, before I fully understood how powerful I am as a woman, I was already being shaped to orbit around boys and their comfort. I’m talking way back—like little girl, pigtails, and playground days. The world doesn’t wait until you grow up to start the programming.

You know what I’m talking about:

“Don’t be too loud, girls don’t act like that.”

“Be nice, even if he’s being mean—he probably just likes you.”

“Make sure you look pretty. You never know who’s watching.”

I remember being between the ages of three and six, getting ready to go outside and play with my best friend who lived just a few houses down. I had picked out my own outfit that day—a full turquoise look from head to toe laughs I was so proud of it. Turquoise leggings, a matching shirt, bows in my hair, and even shoes to match. I was just being a girly girl, embracing the joy of expressing myself in a way that felt natural, soft, and fun.

But then my dad saw me. I still remember the way his expression changed, how he asked me to go change my clothes. I didn’t understand why. I was just a little girl—innocent, carefree, and fully in my feminine joy.

Looking back now, I think he was trying to protect me in the only way he knew how. As a young Black girl, especially one who wasn’t considered “small” or skinny, there’s a deep fear that your body might be sexualized or misjudged by others—especially men. His reaction wasn’t really about me or my clothes. It was about the world, and the danger he saw in it. But to me, in that moment, it felt like I was being told that my natural way of being was wrong.

👀 Whew.

So early, we learn that our worth, as young ladies, is tied to how desirable we are—not how divine we are.

🌿 I Was Raised to Make Room For Him

Everywhere I turned, I was getting subtle (and not-so-subtle) cues that the male experience mattered more than mine. In school, if a boy interrupted the class, it was “boys will be boys.” But if I spoke up too passionately? “She’s too much.”

Even in my own home at times, I noticed how expectations shifted. Girls were the nurturers. The helpers. The ones expected to clean up after, accommodate, make peace. Boys got to be wild. We had to be wives-in-training before we even knew what boundaries were.

And in that environment, I started shrinking.

Not all at once. But in little ways.

I laughed quieter. Sat smaller. Smiled more than I wanted to. Bit my tongue when I should’ve said, “No, that’s not okay.”

I was becoming a version of myself that would be easier for boys—and later, men—to handle.

And in my relationships with men, it affected how I showed up as a women where I allowed subtle to plethora amount of disrespect on different levels. From being gaslit, lied to, being groomed, emotional, and physical abuse I have endured dealing with men that took advantage of the fact I didn’t truly knew my worth at all growing up. No matter what I did to be this most feminine women I still be played with like I was disposable. And eventually I realized my worth hitting the magic age of 30 years old, however I was already realizing this before that. I believe I just finally hit a brick wall as you may say from going through the same thing over and over again with different men, in different ways, and in different circumstances.

🧠 How the Pick-Me Is Planted Early

The “Pick-Me” mentality doesn’t start in adulthood. It’s sown like seeds in childhood, watered with praise for being “the good girl.” We’re taught that being chosen by a man is the prize. That being single is shameful. That our own love isn’t enough.

I remember being told I was “too picky” when I said I didn’t like how a boy talked to me.

I was maybe 14.

What kind of world tells a teenage girl to compromise already?

The one that’s afraid of the matriarch rising again.

The one that knows once a woman knows her power, she won’t settle for being decoration, validation, physical or emotional labor.

💥 Realizing the Lie

I didn’t truly start to unlearn this until my spiritual awakening began. You remember that moment in your soul when things start clicking? When your body feels what your mind has been denying?

Yeah. That was me.

I looked at my past, my relationships, my silence—and realized most of it wasn’t really me.

It was who I thought I had to be...

To be loved.

To be accepted.

To be picked.

But I don’t need to be picked.

I am the garden. And I DON’T want to be picked. Just admired from a far while I bask in my peace. 

🔥 What I Know Now

Now?

I know little girls deserve to be taught that their dreams, their rage, their softness, their truth matters.

That they’re not accessories in a man’s story.

They’re their own main character.

And we, as women, need to stop trying to fit ourselves into a version of femininity that’s built for male convenience. It’s time to burn that script.

We write our own story now. One where the feminine isn’t secondary—it’s sovereign.

💌 From Me to You:

If you're reading this and you feel it in your chest, in your belly, in your bones—that little ache that says, “Damn, I did this too”—I want you to know:

You are not broken.

You are becoming.

And it starts with remembering who you were before the world told you to be quiet.

She’s still in there.

And baby... she’s sacred.

✨ Journal Prompt:

When was the first time you felt like you had to dim your light for a man or a boy?

What did your inner child need to hear instead?
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