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Dedication & Letter to the Reader
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To you, who is searching,

This book is for the woman who has felt lost—lost in a world that tries to define her worth by desire, performance, or approval. It is for the woman who has confused love with attention, pleasure with validation, and survival with self. It is for the girl, the young woman, the soul who has carried shame, trauma, or fear, and has wondered if she would ever feel whole again.

I see you. I honor you. And I want you to know something: the power you seek has always been inside you.

You are not broken. You are not lesser. You are not defined by the labels the world places upon you. You are a force, a life, a heart capable of incredible love, joy, and creation. You are worthy of desire, of respect, of freedom—and most importantly, you are worthy of your own love.

This story is your invitation. An invitation to reclaim your body, your heart, your mind, and your spirit. To dance, to create, to feel deeply. To honor yourself as the sacred, powerful being you were born to be. To set boundaries without guilt, to embrace sensuality without shame, and to turn pain into fuel for transformation.

Healing is a journey, not a destination. Love begins within, and power is a practice, not a gift granted by someone else. Every step you take toward your truth, every moment you honor yourself, is a victory. Every time you choose yourself, you reclaim your life, and the world becomes brighter because you exist.

May this book be a mirror for your strength, a companion for your growth, and a reminder that the woman you are seeking is already inside you—whole, radiant, and unstoppable.

Take her hand. Trust her guidance. Dance with her freely.

With love, courage, and unwavering belief in you,

—Zelda Hayes, PH.D, Metaphysical Practitioner 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue: Jezebel, The Stage Name They Gave Me
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A name whispered in judgment, scrawled in fear, and thrown like a weapon at women who dared to claim their bodies, their desires, their voices. In history books, in gossip, in hushed conversations—it had always carried shame, a warning, a moral verdict. Bold women, sexual women, unapologetic women—they became Jezebels. And the world watched, pointing fingers, creating myths, demanding submission.

But that was never me.

I was not the Jezebel they imagined. I was a girl, and then a woman, lost in a world that taught me to trade attention for validation, desire for affection, and survival for love. I learned early that sex could be power—power wielded over me, taken from me, used to define me. And I confused it with love, thinking that if someone wanted me, truly wanted me, then I could exist fully. I was wrong.

This is my story.

Not a story of scandal, seduction, or destruction—but of reclamation. Not of weakness, but of strength. Not of being broken, but of learning to rebuild, piece by piece, from inside out. I discovered that power was not something to be taken or given—it was always within me, waiting to be reclaimed. I learned to create love where it mattered most: in myself.

I will show you what it means to be Jezebel, not in shame, not in fear, but as a woman who has danced through trauma, confusion, and loss—and emerged radiant, whole, and free. This is the dance I take for myself, the story of a woman who was once lost, and the journey of a heart that finally remembered how to beat in its own rhythm.

Because the truth they never taught us is this: desire is not weakness, sensuality is not shame, and survival does not make you Jezebel. Only a woman who forgets herself becomes lost. And I found myself.
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Chapter 1: The First Spotlight

[image: ]




The club smelled like sweat, cheap perfume, liquor, and broken dreams—the kind of smell that clung to your skin long after the night was over. Jezebel had been breathing it in for weeks now, learning how to make it feel normal. The bass thumped through the floor like a second heartbeat, vibrating up her legs and settling deep in her chest.

She tugged the edge of her skirt down over her thighs, though it barely mattered. Fabric in this place wasn’t meant to cover you—it was meant to tease the idea of it. Her stomach twisted, nerves and adrenaline fighting each other.

First night on stage.

First time under the lights.

First time letting a room full of strangers look at her like she was something to buy.

Jezebel stared at herself in the dressing room mirror. Glitter dusted her collarbones. Her lashes were thick, lips dark and glossy. She looked grown, dangerous even. But her eyes still carried that same old tiredness she’d been dragging around since she was a girl.

“Aight... breathe,” she muttered to herself, voice low. “You got this.”

The dressing room door creaked open and the manager leaned in.

“You up, Jez.”

Just like that.

Her chest tightened as she stepped out into the hallway, the bass getting louder with every step. The stage lights spilled through the curtain like sunrise, blinding and warm.

Then she walked out.

The lights hit her face hard. For a second the whole room disappeared—the smoke, the tables, the shadows. Just heat. Just music.

Just her.

She took one step.

Then another.

The beat caught her body before her mind could panic. Her hips rolled slow, natural, like she’d always known the rhythm even when life never gave her music. She could feel eyes on her immediately—hungry, curious, measuring.

But something strange happened.

Instead of shrinking...

She grew.

Her hands slid over her waist, across her thighs, up her stomach. Not like she was hiding. Like she was introducing herself to her own body for the first time. The whistles started. A few men leaned forward in their chairs.

Money flashed.

For a second it felt like power. Real power. The kind nobody ever gave her growing up. The kind that made people look at you like you mattered—even if it was just for the length of a song.

But underneath it all, something inside her still ached.

Because attention wasn’t the same thing as love. She learned that young.

Too young.

Her mind flickered back to that house she used to live in. The one that was supposed to be safe. The one where she learned real quick that being pretty could make people notice you—but it didn’t mean they cared about you.

She pushed the memory away.

Not tonight.

Tonight she moved with the music, spinning slow around the pole, her skirt flying up in a flash of brown skin and glitter. The crowd got louder. Bills started landing near the stage.

When the song hit its final beat, Jezebel dropped into her last pose—breathing hard, heart racing like she’d just run miles.

The room erupted.

Clapping. Whistles. Shouting.

And for the first time in a long time... she felt seen.

Not loved.

Not healed.

But seen.

Back in the dressing room later, she peeled the costume off her damp skin and wiped the sweat from her neck with a towel. The noise from the club still echoed through the walls, but the quiet in the mirror felt heavier.

That hollow feeling came creeping back.

The applause had been loud...

but the silence inside her was louder.

Still, there was a tiny spark there now. Something new. Something stubborn.

Maybe this stage could be more than survival.

Maybe it could be a stepping stone out.

Or maybe it would swallow her whole.

Jezebel studied her reflection one more time, then gave herself a small, crooked smile.

“Yeah,” she murmured.

“Tonight... we made it.”

And somewhere deep inside, past the scars and the smoke and the noise, a quiet thought rose up—

One day she wasn’t gonna need this place to feel alive.
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Chapter 2: Dancing with Ghosts
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The bass was already shaking the floor when Jezebel stepped out of the dressing room. It ran through the walls, through the hallway, through her bones like a warning she couldn’t ignore. The club was thick with heat and smoke, neon lights bleeding pink and purple across everything. Men leaned back in leather chairs, drinks sweating in their hands, stacks of dollar bills folded between their fingers.
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