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Dedication

To every woman who has spent her life being strong.

To the women who carried burdens no one else could see.To the women who learned to survive before they learned to rest.To the women who built walls to protect their hearts and called it strength.To the women who felt exhausted from holding everything together.

This book is for you.

May you discover that your worth was never found in your performance, your accomplishments, or your ability to carry the weight of the world.

May you find freedom in surrender, healing in Yahweh's presence, and peace in knowing that you were never meant to carry alone what only He can bear.

And to my sisters who are still walking through the breaking, the wrestling, and the surrender, may this journey remind you that Yahweh sees you, loves you, and has never left you.

You are not forgotten.You are not abandoned.You are not beyond restoration.

His grace is sufficient.His love is unwavering.And His arms are still open.

With love,

Shannon Morris
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Chapter 01 – The Woman Everyone Wants to Be

The applause began before Zara Matthews reached the stage.

Hundreds of people rose to their feet as the giant screens displayed her image above the ballroom. The audience clapped, cheered, and lifted their phones into the air to capture the moment.

A spotlight followed her as she walked between rows of round tables draped in white linen. Crystal chandeliers sparkled overhead. A live band played a triumphant instrumental arrangement.

Everything about the evening screamed success.

And Zara looked exactly like success.

Her black designer gown fit perfectly. Her makeup was flawless. Her posture communicated confidence without arrogance. At thirty-four years old, she had become one of the most recognizable female entrepreneurs in the country.

The announcer's voice echoed through the ballroom.

"From building her company out of a one-bedroom apartment to leading one of the fastest-growing marketing firms in America, tonight's Entrepreneur of the Year Award goes to Zara Matthews."

The applause intensified.

Zara smiled.

The smile appeared natural.

Years of practice had made it impossible to tell otherwise.

She climbed the stairs to the stage and accepted the crystal trophy.

The host handed her the microphone.

More applause.

More cameras.

More smiling faces.

People loved stories like hers.

A self-made woman.

No shortcuts.

No handouts.

No wealthy family connections.

No husband financing her dreams.

Just determination.

The perfect modern success story.

"Thank you," Zara said.

The crowd quieted.

She glanced across the room.

Executives.

Investors.

Influencers.

Journalists.

All waiting to hear what she would say.

"It's an honor to stand here tonight."

A few nods.

A few smiles.

"When I started my company ten years ago, I had exactly three things."

Light laughter rolled through the audience.

"A folding table, a borrowed laptop, and an unreasonable amount of confidence."

The room laughed harder.

Zara smiled.

"They say success requires talent, connections, and opportunity. Maybe that's true. But I've learned something else."

She paused.

"If you're willing to work harder than everyone else, you'll eventually create opportunities for yourself."

Applause.

She continued.

"Nobody is coming to save you. Nobody is going to hand you the life you want. If you want something, build it."

More applause.

The audience loved it.

A message of independence.

A message of self-reliance.

A message Zara had spent years preaching.

"Thank you for believing in my company. Thank you for supporting our mission. And thank you for reminding every young woman watching that she is capable of more than she knows."

The ballroom erupted.

People stood again.

The applause seemed endless.

Zara raised the trophy.

The cameras flashed.

The moment was perfect.

Exactly the kind of moment she had spent half her life chasing.

Yet as she stood beneath the spotlight, a strange hollowness settled inside her chest.

It happened more often lately.

The achievements kept getting bigger.

The satisfaction kept getting smaller.

---

The rest of the evening passed in a blur.

Photographs.

Interviews.

Congratulations.

Handshakes.

Champagne.

Someone from a business magazine asked how it felt to become a role model for women.

She gave the expected answer.

Someone else asked her secret to success.

She delivered her standard response.

Discipline.

Consistency.

Hard work.

The words flowed effortlessly.

By midnight, she had repeated them so many times they sounded rehearsed even to her.

Maybe because they were.

As she exited the ballroom, her assistant hurried beside her.

"You were incredible tonight."

"Thank you."

"The social media numbers are already exploding."

"I'm sure they are."

"You should be excited."

Zara smiled.

"I am."

The answer came automatically.

Her assistant seemed satisfied.

A black luxury sedan waited outside.

The driver opened the rear door.

The city lights reflected against the windows as Zara climbed inside.

For the first time all evening, she was alone.

Silence filled the car.

She loosened her shoulders.

Removed her heels.

Closed her eyes.

The applause still echoed in her memory.

Yet the silence felt louder.

Her phone vibrated.

Hundreds of notifications.

Messages.

Mentions.

Interviews.

Congratulations.

She opened social media.

Thousands of comments.

You inspire me.

Goals.

Queen.

Boss chick.

Living proof women don't need anyone.

Zara stared at the screen.

The comments continued endlessly.

She should have felt proud.

Instead she felt tired.

Exhausted in a way sleep never seemed to fix.

She locked the phone.

The city lights blurred outside the window.

For reasons she couldn't explain, she suddenly wondered what she would do if everything disappeared.

The company.

The money.

The awards.

The recognition.

Who would she be then?

The question unsettled her.

She quickly pushed it away.

---

Her penthouse occupied the top floor of a luxury high-rise overlooking the city skyline.

Floor-to-ceiling windows showcased millions of dollars worth of real estate views.

The marble kitchen gleamed beneath recessed lighting.

Every piece of furniture had been carefully selected.

Everything looked like success.

Nothing looked lived in.

The elevator opened directly into the residence.

The moment Zara stepped inside, the silence returned.

No television.

No conversation.

No family.

No laughter.

Just stillness.

She set the trophy on the kitchen island.

The crystal reflected the city lights.

Entrepreneur of the Year.

She stared at it for several seconds.

Then continued walking.

Her phone rang.

Sophia.

Zara smiled despite herself.

Sophia had been her closest friend for years.

She answered.

"Congratulations, superstar."

"Thank you."

"You broke the internet again."

"I somehow doubt that."

"Oh, trust me. The internet is obsessed with you."

Zara laughed.

Sophia continued.

"When are we celebrating?"

"Not tonight."

"Still working?"

"Always."

"One day you're going to relax."

"Unlikely."

Sophia sighed dramatically.

"Fine. But at least enjoy your moment."

"I will."

After a few more minutes, they ended the call.

Silence returned.

Again.

Zara walked toward the giant windows overlooking downtown.

Traffic moved below like streams of light.

Thousands of people living thousands of different lives.

Families gathered around late dinners.

Couples watching movies.

Friends sharing drinks.

People connected to one another.

Zara folded her arms.

An uncomfortable loneliness settled over her.

Not new.

Just familiar.

She had spent years convincing herself she preferred being alone.

Most days she believed it.

Tonight was not one of those days.

---

Around one in the morning she changed clothes and prepared for bed.

The award still sat on the kitchen island.

Visible from the hallway.

A reminder of everything she had achieved.

She brushed her teeth.

Washed her face.

Turned off lights.

Climbed beneath expensive sheets.

Closed her eyes.

Sleep didn't come.

It rarely did.

Minutes became an hour.

Then two.

Her mind refused to stop moving.

Upcoming meetings.

Client concerns.

Growth projections.

Hiring decisions.

Future goals.

Always more goals.

Always another mountain.

Another achievement.

Another target.

The cycle never ended.

She rolled onto her side.

Then onto her back.

The darkness felt heavy.

Her thoughts drifted unexpectedly toward childhood.

A memory surfaced.

She was eight years old.

Standing at the front window.

Waiting.

Her father had promised he would come.

She remembered the excitement.

The hope.

The certainty.

He never arrived.

Young Zara waited for hours.

Then days.

Then eventually stopped waiting altogether.

The memory disappeared as quickly as it came.

But the emotion remained.

A dull ache.

She opened her eyes.

The ceiling stared back.

The city lights cast faint shadows across the room.

She sat up.

Frustrated.

Restless.

Unable to escape her own thoughts.

The digital clock read 3:17 a.m.

Most of the city slept.

Zara walked back into the kitchen.

The trophy stood exactly where she had left it.

She stared at it.

The room felt strangely cold.

For years she had believed success would finally quiet the emptiness inside her.

Then she reached six figures.

Then seven.

Then industry recognition.

Then national recognition.

Each milestone brought temporary satisfaction.

Then the feeling faded.

The emptiness always returned.

Tonight it seemed larger than ever.

She reached for a glass of water.

The city reflected against the windows behind her.

A successful woman standing alone in a beautiful apartment.

A picture many people would envy.

A life many people desperately wanted.

Yet standing there in the darkness, Zara couldn't escape the unsettling thought growing inside her.

If success was supposed to make her whole...

Why did she still feel broken?

She looked toward the skyline.

The city remained awake beneath her.

Brilliant.

Busy.

Restless.

Just like her.

And for the first time in a long time, Zara Matthews wondered whether everything she had built was hiding something she wasn't ready to face.

The question lingered long after she returned to bed.

And long after the city lights faded into dawn.


Chapter 02 – Self-Made

Chapter 2: Self-Made

The morning after the award ceremony, Zara woke up before her alarm.

She had slept less than three hours.

Her body felt heavy, but her mind had already started working. Emails. Meetings. Client reports. A call with the legal team. A breakfast interview she had agreed to weeks ago and now regretted.

She lay still for a moment, staring at the pale light spreading across her bedroom ceiling.

The city outside was waking up.

So was she.

Not rested.

Just moving.

That was what she did best.

She pushed the covers back and sat on the edge of the bed. Her phone rested on the nightstand, buzzing with notifications.

More congratulations.

More articles.

More reposts of her speech.

She opened one.

Zara Matthews Proves Women Don't Need Anyone to Win

The headline stared back at her.

She should have loved it.

Instead, something about the words made her chest tighten.

Women don't need anyone.

She set the phone down.

The room was quiet.

Too quiet.

Her eyes drifted toward the framed magazine covers on the far wall. Her face smiled back at her from behind glass.

Powerful Women in Business.

The New Face of Female Leadership.

Self-Made and Unstoppable.

Self-made.

People loved calling her that.

They said it like a compliment.

Like it meant strength.

Like it meant nobody had helped her.

The truth was uglier than that.

Self-made meant nobody had come when she needed them.

Zara stood, walked into her bathroom, and turned on the shower.

Steam filled the glass enclosure.

She stepped beneath the hot water and closed her eyes.

For a few seconds, she let the heat beat against her shoulders.

Then the memory came back.

Not as a full scene at first.

Just a sound.

Rain against a window.

A cartoon playing too loudly in the next room.

Her mother's voice on the phone, tired and sharp.

And Zara, eight years old, standing by the front door in pink sneakers, waiting for a man who had promised he was coming.

---

Her father was supposed to pick her up at noon.

By eleven-thirty, Zara was already ready.

She wore her favorite denim jacket with the silver buttons. Her hair was pulled into two neat puffs, each tied with a yellow ribbon. Her backpack sat beside her feet even though she was only going to spend the afternoon with him.

Inside the backpack, she had packed three things.

A coloring book.

A pack of crayons.

And the card she made in school the day before.

On the front, in careful purple letters, she had written:

I LOVE YOU DADDY

The letters were uneven.

The heart was too big.

She had drawn stick figures of the two of them holding hands beneath a sun with long yellow rays.

Her teacher had said it was beautiful.

Zara believed her.

At 11:55, she stood by the window and watched every car that passed.

At 12:07, she asked, "Mama, is Daddy lost?"

Her mother, Denise, stood in the kitchen wearing her work uniform. Burgundy scrubs. White sneakers. Her hair was pulled into a bun that was not as neat as it had been that morning.

"He probably hit traffic," Denise said.

But she didn't look up when she said it.

She was packing a lunch she would eat during her shift at the assisted living facility. Turkey sandwich. Apple. Crackers.

At 12:23, Zara asked, "Can we call him?"

Denise pressed her lips together.

"I already did."

"What did he say?"

"He didn't answer."

Zara turned back to the window.

The rain slid down the glass in crooked lines.

At 12:51, she sat on the floor beside the door.

Her backpack leaned against her leg.

At 1:30, Denise came into the living room with her purse over her shoulder.

"Baby, I have to go to work."

Zara looked up.

"But Daddy's coming."

Denise's face changed.

Only for a second.

It was the kind of expression grown-ups made when they knew something children did not.

"Mrs. Jenkins is going to sit with you until I get back."

"But what if Daddy comes while you're gone?"

"Then Mrs. Jenkins will let him in."

Zara nodded.

That made sense.

She moved closer to the door.

Denise knelt in front of her and smoothed one of the yellow ribbons.

"I'll be back late, okay? Be good."

"I will."

"And eat something."

"I will."

Denise kissed her forehead.

Then she left.

The door closed behind her.

Zara listened to her mother's footsteps fade down the apartment hallway.

A few minutes later, Mrs. Jenkins came in from next door.

She was an older woman who smelled like peppermint candy and lavender lotion. She wore house slippers even when she came outside.

"You waiting on your daddy, sugar?"

Zara nodded.

"He said we were going to the movies."

"What movie?"

"The one with the dogs."

Mrs. Jenkins smiled softly.

"That sounds nice."

"He said we could get popcorn too."

"Well, that's real nice."

Mrs. Jenkins turned on the television and told Zara she could sit on the couch.

Zara stayed by the door.

Hours passed.

The cartoon became a cooking show.

The cooking show became the news.

The sky outside turned gray, then darker gray.

Every time footsteps sounded in the hallway, Zara stood.

Every time they passed, she sat back down.

At 4:12, Mrs. Jenkins warmed soup on the stove.

"You want some, baby?"

"No, ma'am."

"You sure?"

"My daddy's taking me to get popcorn."

Mrs. Jenkins looked at her for a long moment.

Then she turned back to the stove.

At 6:08, the card in Zara's backpack had a bent corner because she had taken it out and put it back too many times.

At 7:45, she fell asleep on the floor beside the door.

When Denise came home after eleven, Zara woke to her mother's hands lifting her.

"Did he come?" Zara whispered.

Denise froze.

Then she held Zara closer.

"No, baby."

Zara blinked hard.

"He forgot?"

Denise didn't answer.

"Maybe tomorrow," Zara said.

Her voice sounded small even to herself.

Denise carried her to bed.

"Maybe."

But he did not come tomorrow.

Or the next day.

Or the Saturday after that.

By the following week, the card had disappeared into the bottom of Zara's backpack, crushed beneath old worksheets.

By the end of the month, she stopped asking.

Not because she stopped wanting him.

Because wanting hurt too much.

---

The shower water turned cold.

Zara opened her eyes.

She reached for the handle and shut it off.

For several seconds, she stood dripping on the marble tile, breathing slowly.

She had not thought about that card in years.

The memory irritated her.

Not because it was unusual.

Because it was ordinary.

Her childhood had been built out of ordinary disappointments. Broken promises. Missed birthdays. Phone calls that ended with her mother speaking in low, angry tones. Half-hearted apologies from a man who always had a reason.

Car trouble.

Work.

Something came up.

Next time.

There was always a next time.

There was rarely a showing up.

Zara wrapped herself in a towel and wiped steam from the mirror.

Her reflection appeared.

Polished features.

Sharp eyes.

Controlled expression.

Nothing about the woman in the mirror looked like the little girl by the door.

Good.

That was the point.

---

By eight-thirty, Zara sat across from a journalist at a private table in a downtown restaurant.

The journalist was young, eager, and nervous.

Her name was Mia something.

Zara had already forgotten the last name.

A small recorder sat between them.

"So," Mia said, smiling, "everyone is calling last night iconic."

Zara lifted her coffee.

"That's generous."

"You don't think so?"

"I think people like a good story."

"And yours is a good story."

Zara smiled.

"Apparently."

Mia glanced at her notes.

"You've been described as self-made in almost every profile written about you. Do you embrace that label?"

There it was again.

Self-made.

Zara set her cup down.

"I do."

"What does it mean to you?"

The rehearsed answer came easily.

"It means I didn't wait for permission. I didn't wait for rescue. I used what I had, even when it wasn't much, and built from there."

Mia nodded quickly, writing.

"That's powerful."

"It’s practical."

"Was there a moment in your life when you realized you had to become that kind of woman?"

Zara paused.

A knife scraped against a plate at the next table.

A server laughed softly near the bar.

Outside, pedestrians hurried past the window with umbrellas and briefcases.

For one brief second, Zara saw yellow ribbons.

Pink sneakers.

Rain on glass.

She looked back at Mia.

"There were many moments."

"Can you give me one?"

Zara's smile remained in place.

"No."

Mia blinked.

Zara softened her tone just enough.

"Some things are better understood by results."

The journalist accepted the boundary.

People usually did.

They mistook Zara's walls for professionalism.

"I read that your mother worked multiple jobs," Mia said.

"She did."

"What did that teach you?"

"Discipline."

"Anything else?"

Zara looked at the recorder.

Then at Mia.

"It taught me that survival doesn't care how tired you are."

Mia's pen stopped.

Zara leaned back.

"My mother did what she had to do. I respect that."

"Are you close?"

"Close enough."

It was not true.

But it was not exactly a lie either.

Zara and her mother spoke every Sunday evening at six.

The calls lasted between twelve and seventeen minutes.

Denise asked whether Zara was eating.

Zara said yes.

Zara asked whether Denise was taking her medication.

Denise said yes.

Neither woman said much about the past.

They had survived it.

That was their version of closure.

---

After the interview, Zara returned to the office.

Matthews & Co. occupied two floors of a renovated warehouse with exposed brick walls, glass conference rooms, and motivational quotes painted in black lettering along the corridors.

Her employees loved the space.

Clients called it bold.

Zara called it expensive.

As she stepped out of the elevator, applause erupted.

Not ballroom applause this time.

Office applause.

Warm.

Messy.

Human.

Her staff had gathered near reception with balloons, flowers, and a cake that read:

CONGRATS, ZARA!

She stopped.

For half a second, she genuinely did not know what to do.

Her assistant, Lena, beamed.

"We know you hate surprises, but too bad."

The team laughed.

Zara forced a smile.

"This is thoughtful."

"Speech!" someone called.

"No."

More laughter.

Lena handed her a knife.

"At least cut the cake."

Zara took it.

People gathered around, phones out.

As she sliced into the cake, she noticed one of her junior designers, Camille, standing toward the back.

Camille was twenty-three, bright-eyed, and constantly quoting Zara's interviews.

"I just want you to know," Camille said, "last night meant so much to me."

Zara looked up.

"Thank you."

"No, really. Seeing a woman like you win like that..." Camille shook her head. "It makes me feel like I don't have to depend on anybody either."

The room hummed with agreement.

Zara's hand tightened around the knife.

There it was again.

The message.

The gospel according to Zara Matthews.

Need nobody.

Trust nobody.

Build everything yourself.

She had said it so many times.

Now young women were repeating it back to her like scripture.

"Independence is important," Zara said carefully.

Camille nodded. "Exactly."

The celebration continued.

Cake was passed around.

Photos were taken.

Someone started a playlist.

Zara retreated to her office after ten minutes.

Her office was large, bright, and immaculate.

Awards lined the shelves.

A framed copy of her first major magazine cover hung behind her desk.

She closed the door and exhaled.

Through the glass wall, she watched her employees laughing together.

Lena leaned over Camille's phone.

Two account managers argued playfully about cake flavors.

Someone wiped frosting off someone else's sleeve.

They looked comfortable with each other.

Zara turned away.

Comfort made people careless.

Careless made people dependent.

Dependent made people easy to hurt.

Her computer chimed.

An email from a luxury brand client appeared.

Subject: Campaign Concerns.

Zara sat down.

Work was clean.

Work made sense.

Problems had solutions.

People were the complicated part.

---

That evening, she called her mother from the backseat of the car.

It was not Sunday, but the memory of the card had left a thin crack in her composure.

Denise answered on the fourth ring.

"Zara?"

"Hi, Mama."

"Everything okay?"

"Yes."

"You sure?"

"I'm sure."

A television played in the background.

Some kind of game show.

"I saw you on the news," Denise said.

Zara looked out the window.

"You did?"

"Mrs. Jenkins called me yelling like you were the president."

Despite herself, Zara smiled.

"How is Mrs. Jenkins?"

"Nosey as ever."

"Good."

A brief silence settled between them.

Then Denise said, "You looked beautiful."

"Thank you."

"And tired."

Zara's smile faded.

"I'm fine."

"You always say that."

"Because I usually am."

Denise was quiet.

Zara regretted calling.

This was why they stayed on schedule.

Sunday calls were safe.

Predictable.

Short.

"Your daddy called me," Denise said suddenly.

Zara's body went still.

The car moved through traffic, but everything inside her stopped.

"When?"

"Few days ago."

"What did he want?"

"He asked about you."

Zara laughed once, without humor.

"That's new."

"Zara."

"What?"

"He saw something about you online."

"Of course he did."

"He said he was proud."

The words landed badly.

Not gently.

Not warmly.

Badly.

As if someone had placed a pretty blanket over a wound and expected the bleeding to stop.

Zara stared at the passing city lights.

"He doesn't get to be proud."

Denise sighed.

"I know."

"No, Mama, I don't think you do."

"Baby."

"Don't."

Her voice sharpened.

The driver glanced at her through the rearview mirror.

Zara lowered her tone.

"Please don't."

Denise said nothing.

For a moment, all Zara could hear was the muffled sound of the game show on her mother's television.

Then Denise spoke quietly.

"He wasn't always a bad man."

Zara closed her eyes.

That sentence.

She hated that sentence.

Adults loved complicating pain.

As if a few good moments could balance years of absence.

As if charm could cancel abandonment.

As if being sorry somewhere in the distance meant anything to the child waiting by the door.

"I have a meeting," Zara said.

It was a lie.

"Okay."

"I'll call Sunday."

"Okay."

Zara ended the call.

Her hand trembled.

She hated that more than anything.

The trembling.

The evidence.

The proof that a man who had given so little still had access to so much inside her.

She set the phone down and pressed her palm against her chest.

Breathe.

In.

Out.

Again.

She had learned that years ago.

Calm yourself.

Comfort yourself.

Handle yourself.

No one else was responsible.

No one else was coming.

---

That night, Zara did not go home right away.

She told the driver to take her to the office.

The building was mostly empty when she arrived.

Cleaning staff moved quietly through the halls.

A few lights remained on.

Her heels echoed against the floor as she walked to her office.

She turned on her desk lamp and sat in the soft pool of light.

For a long while, she did nothing.

Then she opened the bottom drawer.

Inside was a small metal box.

She had kept it through every apartment, every office, every version of herself.

She did not know why.

Maybe because some things could not be thrown away.

Even when they hurt.

She unlocked it with a tiny key from her wallet.

Inside were old photographs, a few school awards, and documents she never looked at.

Beneath them was a folded piece of construction paper.

Purple letters.

Faded crayon.

A crooked heart.

I LOVE YOU DADDY

Zara stared at it.

The girl who made that card had believed love was simple.

Someone promised to come.

So they came.

Someone said they cared.

So they showed it.

Someone was your father.

So they stayed.

How foolish.

How innocent.

How dangerous.

Zara picked up the card.

The paper was soft at the edges.

On the inside, in childish handwriting, were the words:

Please come see me.

Her throat tightened.

She hated the sentence.

Not because it was childish.

Because it was honest.

She had spent the rest of her life making sure she never had to say anything like that again.

Please come.

Please stay.

Please love me.

Please choose me.

No.

Never again.

She folded the card carefully and placed it back in the box.

Then she closed the lid.

Locked it.

Returned it to the


























OEBPS/images/part1.jpg
ART |

ELEE - BEREA KIN G






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
A

She spent her life
building a kingdom.

-

Only to discover it
could never save her.
-

Then the King
called her daughter.

HER OWN §
KINGDOM |

O~
When Strength Surrenders.

The journey from self-reliance Lo AU

to surrender. 7 : :

From survival to purpose. i
(%\/\/%D

SHANNON —
DENNIS MORRIS *

t/%?(\)






