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Disclaimer:

This book is a work of fiction inspired by the author’s personal experiences, observations, and spiritual perspectives. It is intended for inspirational and thought-provoking purposes and should not be used as a substitute for professional psychological or medical advice. The names and identifying characteristics mentioned are not real. 

This digital edition is a text-driven experience meant for imaginative visualization, not coloring or illustrated pages. Instead of coloring, readers can decompress by picturing themselves in calming environments, experimenting with different hairstyles, or trying small self-care rituals while reflecting on the story. Let each scene guide you through breathing exercises, quiet pauses, or mindful moments, turning reading into a personal sanctuary of rest and creativity.

Author’s Note: The Valuation of Simone

This book is a journey through the architecture of a guarded life. You will spend a lot of time with a woman named Simone.

Simone is not a ghost, nor is she a fiction. She is a composite of the women that have sat with in coffee shops, prayed with at altars, mentored in boardrooms, and etc. More importantly, she is the woman I had to become to survive my own success.

For years, I believed that my "Yes" was my worth. I thought that being a "Public Park" meant I was being a blessing. I realized too late that when you make yourself a public commodity, people don't come to cultivate; they come to consume. They don't come to build; they come to bypass.

Simone represents the moment a woman decides she is officially "Off the Market."

To be "Off the Market" isn't about a relationship status with a man. It is about a status of the soul. It is the realization that your peace, your time, and your divine fuel are no longer up for public auction. You have stopped bidding for the approval of "Monitoring Spirits" and "Faux Intercessors." You have pulled your stock from the shelves of people who want your "magic" but refuse to respect your boundaries.

Simone is the breaking point... the moment a woman realizes God did not call her to be a thoroughfare, but a garden.

Gardens have walls.

Gardens have seasons of rest.

Gardens have an Owner who is not the public.

As you follow Simone, don’t just watch her... audit your own value through her. When she blocks a number, ask yourself who has been "window shopping" in your life without ever intending to honor the inventory. When she says "Stay Out My Face," understand it isn't a tantrum...it’s a foreclosure on a space that was being exploited.

Simone is your permission slip to be expensive, exclusive, and entirely reserved for God. Let her show you the way to the gate.

Preface: Before You Close the Gate

This is not a book about disappearing. It is a book about distinguishing. About learning the difference between presence and access, service and assignment, love and surveillance. About understanding that not everyone who asks for you is entitled to you and not every call is a calling.

This book was written for the woman who has been available so long she forgot what it feels like to be appointed. For the woman whose kindness has been mistaken for consent, whose silence has been treated like guilt, and whose growth has been monitored more closely than it has been celebrated.

If you are looking for permission to be harsh, you won’t find it here. If you are looking for permission to be holy and whole, you will.

There is a lie we are taught...especially as women of faith...that maturity looks like endless availability. That saying “yes” is proof of humility. That rest is laziness. That boundaries are rebellion. This book confronts that lie directly. Not with rage, but with clarity.

You will recognize people in these pages. Some will feel familiar. Some will feel uncomfortable. That discomfort is not condemnation...it is information. When a boundary exposes a pattern, it is doing its job.

This is not a call to isolate yourself from community. It is a call to audit it. To stop confusing proximity with purpose. To stop feeding people who only stay to watch you starve. To understand that emotional labor is still labor...and unpaid labor is still exploitation, even when it’s wrapped in scripture, family ties, or nostalgia.

The gate in this book is not a wall built from bitterness. It is a structure built from discernment. Closing the gate does not make you cold. It makes you clear. It does not make you unloving. It makes you responsible. God does not entrust blueprints to women who allow everyone to rearrange the floor plan.

As you read, you may feel the urge to explain yourself to people who are not in the room. Resist it. This is not a courtroom. You are not on trial. You are in training. Read slowly. Pay attention to what tightens in your chest and what lifts off your shoulders. That is where the work is.

And understand this:

You are not closing the gate to keep people out. You are closing it to finally let God in...without interruption. When you are ready, turn the page.The sound you hear is not loss. It is alignment. 
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The Five Pillars of the Gate

Before you turn the page, you must understand the language of the territory. These five pillars are the foundation upon which your gate is built. If you do not master these definitions, you will continue to mistake intrusion for intimacy.

I. The Blueprint

The divine, non-negotiable strategy for your life. The Blueprint is not a suggestion; it is an assignment that requires specific conditions to execute. It cannot be read in a crowd, and it cannot be built while you are busy managing the floor plans of others.

II. Access vs. Alignment

The gatekeeper’s primary rule. Access is the ability to contact, observe, or reach you. Alignment is a shared frequency of purpose and integrity. Most people in your life have had access based on history or proximity, but they lack the alignment required to handle your future. You are under no obligation to grant entry to the unaligned.

III. The Set (Territory)

The physical, emotional, and digital environment you inhabit. You are not a guest in your own life; you are the steward. You have the sovereign authority to decide who is and is not...permitted to stand on your "Set." If their presence disrupts the production of your purpose, they must be cleared from the area.

IV. Monitoring Spirit

A spectator disguised as a supporter. A Monitoring Spirit does not follow you to celebrate your arrival; they watch to gather data, "check the vibe," or wait for a crack in your foundation. They are the "Comment Creepers" and "Faux Intercessors" who are more interested in your process than your progress.

V. Selective Memory

A manipulation tactic used by those who benefit from your lack of boundaries. When a person "forgets" your "No," ignores your previously stated warnings, or bypasses your protocols to demand your labor, they are practicing Selective Memory. It is an attempt to guilt you back into a role you have already outgrown.
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The Sound of the Gate Closing

The chime on Simone’s phone didn’t just ring; it demanded. It was the sixteenth notification in twenty minutes...a mixture of "urgent" work emails, a guilt-tripping text from her cousin about a baby shower she hadn't confirmed, and a DM from a woman at church named Sister Regina.

“Hey sis, just checking on your spirit! Haven’t seen you in the prayer line. Is everything okay at home? I’m here if you need to talk (or vent!) lol.”

Simone stared at the screen until it went dark. She knew the "lol" was a lie. Regina didn’t want to pray; she wanted a front-row seat to a fire.




A Faux Intercessor.



Simone looked at the blueprint spread across her kitchen table. It wasn’t a house. It was a strategy for a kingdom-driven initiative she had been running from for three years. God had been clear: I gave you the vision, but you’re giving everyone else the fuel.

She was bone-dry. She was "emotional babysitting" grown adults who refused to carry their own loads, while her own divine assignment sat gathering dust under a stack of other people’s "emergencies."

The doorbell rang. Simone didn’t move. She wasn't expecting anyone. She looked at her security camera feed on her phone. It was Kendra...the "Friend Who Only Shows Up When It’s Good." Kendra was leaning against the porch railing, scrolling through her own phone, probably checking to see if Simone had posted anything she could comment on.

"I know you're in there, Sim!" Kendra shouted toward the door. "I just wanted to 'check the vibe' and see what you were up to. You've been so quiet lately."

Check the vibe. The phrase felt like a violation. It wasn't about connection; it was about surveillance. Kendra wanted to see if the rumors of Simone’s "new season" were true. She wanted to walk through Simone's peace with her muddy shoes.

Simone stood up, but she didn’t walk toward the door. She walked toward her phone. She opened her contacts. She looked at the names that drained her, the names that monitored her, and the names that only knew her as a "fixer." She felt a sudden, sharp clarity...the kind that only comes when you realize that your "Yes" to people has become a "No" to God.

She didn't answer the door. Instead, she sat back down at the table and picked up a black marker. On the top of the blueprint, in bold, aggressive letters, she wrote:

STAY OUT MY FACE. It wasn't a tantrum. It was a declaration of spiritual war. She went to her settings and hit Do Not Disturb. Then, she went a step further. She began the "Blackout." One by one, she archived her posts. She changed her profile picture to a solid black square. She didn't owe anyone an explanation for her absence because they hadn't respected her presence.

Outside, she heard
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To be "Off the Market" isn't about a relationship status with a man.
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