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			Dedication

			
		
    Kimberly and Jacob —You are the reason I kept going when quitting would've been easier and quieter. Every long shift, every hard choice, every moment I held it together with FSK tape and caffeine was for you. You didn't slow me down — you gave me a reason to run harder. I hope you always know you were never the struggle… you were the reward. Ill love you both forever my darlings.
 
    To My Dad —Thank you for raising me to be the best daughter a man could hope for and the strongest woman he didn't even realize he was preparing. You taught me how to work, how to stand my ground, and how to fix what I could instead of complaining about it. Turns out those lessons came in handy. P.s I think you did a damn good job raising your daughter to be a good hard working man.
 
    To My Mom —  For choosing sobriety and choosing us. That decision changed everything. Healing isn't pretty or perfect, but it's powerful — and I'm proud of you for doing the work, even when it was hard.
 
    To Aunt Rose —    For always showing up, usually with opinions, and never leaving when things got uncomfortable. You were steady, loud when needed, and loyal in ways that mattered.
 To Boo—  You saw me at my worst and loved me anyway. You knew when to listen, when to tell me the truth, and when to remind me who I was — usually with sarcasm and perfect timing. Our touch is tism sparks other mental state.
 
 To Mandy — For loving me by choice, not obligation. For stepping into the role without trying to replace anyone, and for proving that family isn't just blood — it's consistency.
 
This book is for the people who stayed, laughed when they could, and held the line when survival wasn't soft — but it was worth it.


    



  	
        
            
            "Strong women don't have attitude – they have fucking standards"
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Separated Beginning
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IT WAS OVER BEFORE it ever really started.

My mom and dad loved the idea of having me. Truly. Deeply. So deeply, in fact, they almost named me Alvin.

Yes. Alvin.

I get it—legacy and all that. Family names. Tradition. But let’s be real for just one second... Alvin? For a girl? Sir. Absolutely not. And yet, here I am—a whole-ass female, blinking into existence, dodging that bullet by pure grace. (Insert dramatic eye roll.)

My name is Alexandria, and I’m here to tell you my life story. Not because it’s glamorous or tidy, but because one day my children might read this and realize life isn’t always peaches and cream—sometimes it’s canned fruit with the lid halfway peeled back and sharp enough to cut you.

“Love doesn’t always show up clean. Sometimes it shows up confused.”

My parents always loved me, no matter how sideways things went. I was the oldest... or so I thought. Turns out, I was the oldest that mattered in my orbit. There was a child before me—my dad’s son. I never met him in person, but I remember my dad showing me his picture.

Honestly, the only things separating us are a male parent and a thicker mustache. (Chuckles.)

Even though my dad technically helped produce someone before me, I was his oldest. And I was loved.

My mom and dad loved each other enough to try for a child, and voilà—me. A tiny menace to both sides of the family. Highly frowned upon. Side-eyed. Whispered about. Except for a select few—my aunt, my uncle, and my two cousins—who chose love over judgment. Everyone else? Let’s just say I entered this world already knowing what it felt like to be an inconvenience.

Eventually, my parents decided to quit love and go their separate ways. They did what they thought was best. Or at least that’s the picture my dad painted—and painters never show the whole canvas.

My mom took off with me to Texas. My dad fought like hell to get me back—and he won. During the divorce battlefield, my mom found the next love of her life, who introduced her to the worst relationship she’d ever have: drugs.

She loved that man with her whole being, or so she said. They had a son—my brother, Jesse. Love fell short, jail sentences came long, and Terry stayed in and out of trouble. He had a tattoo shop, rough edges, and somehow... a heart. When I say he was a great guy, I mean this—he never mistreated me and never forced me to call him anything more than what he was.

Then came Big Momma. SheShe.

The woman who became the anchor my mother couldn’t be.

She loved me and Jesse—sometimes more than our own mom did. That’s not a stab; it’s just the truth. When drugs were chosen, Big Momma chose us. She stood in our corner and showed us what pure love looked like. To this day, seeing her still brings joy straight to my chest.

“Some people don’t give birth to you, but they raise your soul.”

Eventually, things unraveled. Drugs don’t negotiate with love, and they don’t care who gets hurt. By then, my dad had custody of me. My mom signed Jesse over to Aunt Christy and Uncle John—Christy being Terry’s sister.

During summers, my dad still let me visit my mom’s side of the family. My Aunt KK and Mamie had me the most, but they always quietly honored my dad’s wish—to keep the kids connected. We were passed between families like precious cargo, making it work in a way only love and chaos can.

Mom wasn’t always around—but when she was, you felt it. The energy shifted. Family tried harder. Laughed louder. Pretended better.

I loved my mom then. I love her now. But growing up without her made some accomplishments feel bittersweet. I hated celebrating things she should’ve been there for.

And that’s where this story really begins.

Because this isn’t just about the good.

It’s about the bad.

And the fragments of ugly we carry with us anyway.

“Survival teaches lessons love never could.”
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Elizabeth The Greatest
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ELIZABETH WAS AUNT Rose’s first name. Strong name. Fit her well. And between Elizabeth and Nana, I had two women in my life who did what my mother couldn’t—they stayed.

Aunt Rose lived in a huge house. The kind of house that was always loud, always full, always echoing with footsteps, voices, doors opening and closing. Chaos lived there—but it was controlled chaos.

Because when things got too loud, Uncle Monster would put an end to it.

No yelling.

No dramatics.

Just that tone.

The one that instantly let you know you had officially crossed the line.

There were rules in that house. Not suggestions—rules.

You did not lie.

You did not steal.

You did not sneak.

And if you thought you could get away with any of those things, you were sorely mistaken. Living there sometimes felt like prison. Structure on structure. Discipline layered thick. Freedom came in small doses, and trust had to be earned daily.

Aunt Rose and Uncle Monster were tough love through and through. They weren’t big on affection. Hearing “I love you” was rare—so rare that when it happened, you remembered it forever. Love wasn’t spoken much; it was enforced.

And correction came fast.

Aunt Rose’s ass-whippings hurt—no sugarcoating that. Uncle Monster didn’t need to lift a hand. His voice alone was enough to tell you that you messed up, and that whatever came next... you earned.

Boo and DayDay—my cousins by
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