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    Introduction
 
Welcome, queen. Let me make one thing clear right off the bat—this isn't just another "self-help" book. You've seen the motivational posts and heard the talks. But we both know that the real magic happens when you take action, when you go out there and stop asking for permission. This is about waking up, walking into your power, and NEVER apologizing for the woman you were always meant to be. This is about owning your story, your mistakes, your triumphs, and everything in between.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Epigraph"They told her to stay in her lane…So she bought the highway, painted it pink, and started charging tolls."— For every woman who turned her pain into power, her hustle into healing, and her dreams into destiny.
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CHAPTER I  
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Breaking the Chains – Unleashing the Inner Queen

Okay, hold up, let me introduce you to the one, the only—Jasmine Carter. At 27, she’s a walking firestorm with a smile that could probably end world hunger if she smiled at the right person. She’s ambitious, she’s fierce, and she’s allergic to mediocrity. I mean, who isn’t? But Jasmine? Honey, she takes it to a whole new level. If “9-to-5” was a disease, she would’ve ghosted it a long time ago.

You know that life, right? The one where you’re stuck in endless meetings with Chad, the dude who still thinks “pivot” is a buzzword, and Debbie from HR—bless her heart—who says “You’re too emotional” every time you get passionate about your work? Eye roll. And the promotion? Oh, it went to Janet, who thinks Excel is a fancy new facial scrub. Yeah, that life? Dead to Jasmine.

She had played the game for far too long. She’d smiled through the shady comments, laughed at jokes that were more sad than funny, and made herself smaller so everyone else could feel bigger. But on this one glorious Tuesday morning—after a playlist that could’ve given Beyoncé a run for her money, two shots of espresso, and a pep talk from her own reflection (hey, sometimes you gotta hype yourself up)—something snapped. And baby, when Jasmine snaps, the whole universe better take a seat.

She stood in front of the mirror and gave herself a stare down that would make anyone tremble. “Why the hell am I letting them tell me who I am?” she muttered. No more, she thought. No more waiting for approval. No more apologizing for being a damn queen.

POW. That’s when it clicked. Jasmine wasn’t just getting her life together—she was about to take the damn world by storm, heels first.

She walked into that office like she was straight up running the show. Red dress? Check. Red lipstick? Check. Confidence so hot it could melt glass? Hell yeah. The second she entered, heads turned. Someone’s coffee cup dropped, probably out of sheer awe. The intern behind the desk gasped, “Whoa, who’s that?” Um, sweetie, that's Jasmine Carter, and she’s not here for your shenanigans today.

She waltzed into her boss’s office like she owned the building—because, spoiler alert, she did. No knock, no invitation. She simply showed up, looking at him with a look that said, “You’re about to find out just how much power I hold in these heels.”

She laid her resignation letter on his desk like it was a sizzling plate of hot wings. “I’m done,” she said, casually, like she wasn’t about to change the course of her life forever. And that smile? Oh, it was the kind of smile that says, “I dare you to stop me.”

Her boss blinked. Twice. His face was stuck in disbelief mode for a good minute, and you could practically see his brain stuttering as it tried to process what was happening. “W-wait, Jasmine, let’s talk about this—”

“Nope,” she cut him off, flipping her hair with the kind of sass that could bring down kingdoms. “We’re not talking about this. I’ve talked. I’ve explained. I’ve tolerated. And I’m done with you treating my brilliance like background noise. I’m not your assistant—I’m a visionary, honey.”

Mic. Drop. 

As she walked out, it wasn’t just a resignation. Oh no, darling. This was a declaration of independence. Jasmine was no longer a cog in the machine—she was the engine now. She wasn’t leaving a job; she was saying goodbye to smallness, to limits, to the idea that she should shrink to fit into anyone’s idea of what she should be.

Right as she exited the building, her phone buzzed.

Sasha: “Girl, if you don’t walk out of that office and into your destiny, I’m canceling brunch and dragging you into your greatness myself.”

Jasmine laughed out loud. Because when your best friend threatens to cancel brunch to make sure you walk in your power, you know she’s the real deal.

Fast-forward 45 minutes, and Jasmine is kicked back on Sasha’s plush couch in a penthouse that smells like success mixed with expensive candles. Sasha—fashion designer, full-time hype woman, part-time chaos queen—is pouring champagne like she’s handing out career advice. Lisa, their no-nonsense life coach friend, is already scribbling furiously on a whiteboard that says, The Jasmine Empire: Day One.

“I don’t even know what the hell I’m doing,” Jasmine admits, taking a sip of bubbly like it was the secret sauce to world domination.

Lisa, the one who always has the answers, stops mid-scribble and looks her straight in the eye. “You think Beyoncé knew how to be Beyoncé on Day One? Girl, you’re not supposed to know the whole plan. You’re supposed to leap. The wings will grow on the way down.”

Sasha clinked glasses with her, a grin so big it could’ve powered a city. “Babe, you’ve spent years building other people’s empires. It’s your turn now. Let’s say it together: I. Am. The. Damn. Queen.”

And Jasmine—giggling, feeling like she could conquer the world in those momentous seconds—whispered it at first. Then louder. And louder. Until she was practically screaming it while dancing barefoot on the marble floor. Vision boards? Everywhere. Glitter pens? Everywhere. And women around her who believed in her like it was their holy mission.

This wasn’t just quitting a job. No, darling, this was Jasmine flipping the script on her entire life. It wasn’t about waiting for the stars to align or praying for the “right time.” She was done with the maybe’s and the one-day’s. She was now in the “right freakin' now” phase.

She didn’t have it all figured out, but that’s the beauty of it. She had the courage to take that first step. And trust me, that’s where the empire begins.

She was done playing small. Done second-guessing. Done letting anyone else hold the pen to her story.

The Queen had risen.

And she wasn’t asking for the throne—she was taking it.

Action:

Alright, Queen, it’s time to break up with the old you. You are not meant to live in the shadows. Stop waiting for permission. You’ve spent enough time in the background. The world is waiting for you to take center stage, and guess what? There’s plenty of room up there. Step into your greatness and own it. No more hiding. The throne’s waiting for you to sit on it—and trust me, it’s got your name on it. 
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