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For the Next Generation.

To the seekers, the feelers, the cycle-breakers, the ones who carry both the ache and the light.

This is for you.

For every moment you’ve questioned your worth. For every moment you’ve felt like too much—or not enough. For the silent battles you fight, the dreams you hide, and the magic you’re still learning to believe in.

May you never forget:

You are not here to fit in. You are here to awaken. To create a world rooted in presence, not perfection. To lead with empathy, love boldly, speak truth, and shine anyway.

You are not a problem to fix. You are a possibility unfolding.

This book was written so you would never again have to walk alone in the dark. So that you would know your pain has a purpose, your voice holds power, and your presence is enough.

May these words remind you of who you’ve always been—And who you are still becoming.
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Preface 

The Remembering
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There’s a moment—quiet, unassuming—when something inside you whispers: “This isn’t who I really am.”

It doesn’t come from shame. It doesn’t scream. It simply... aches.

You might hear it in the stillness after the house goes quiet, when you’re surrounded by everything you once thought you wanted. Or in the middle of another achievement, when the applause dies down and you’re left with the gnawing question, “Why doesn’t this feel like enough?”

For me, that moment came after years of building a brand that was changing lives. Of mentoring teens and young adults. Of showing up, day after day, as the role model I once needed.

I had everything I thought I was supposed to want—Success. Impact. A growing business. A beautiful family. And still, I felt like a stranger in my own life.

I was helping others find their voice while quietly losing touch with mine. I was preaching self-love while outsourcing my worth to productivity. I was mothering a daughter—while still trying to mother the younger version of myself I had abandoned long ago.

I didn’t need another title. I needed truth. And I was tired of waiting for the breakdown to justify the breakthrough.

So, I got still. I listened.

And for the first time in my adult life, I chose to stop performing and start remembering. Not just who I was before the titles and accomplishments. But who I had been underneath it all along.

That remembering became my rebellion. And, without realizing it...it also became my magic.

WHERE THE SPARK BEGAN

This book was born out of that choice—to come home to myself. Not after everything was fixed or figured out. But right in the middle of the mess. Right when it would’ve been easier to go numb. Right when I needed something real to hold onto.

That something was my Lifespark—a word I’ll come back to again and again in these pages.

It’s not a goal. It’s not a job title. It’s the flicker inside you that refuses to burn out. The pulse of purpose that keeps beating—even when your heart feels broken.

And if you’re here, reading these words, maybe you’re standing on the edge of that same remembering. Maybe you’re exhausted from holding it all together. From being strong, capable, and “fine” while quietly unraveling. Maybe you’re successful by every external metric, but still feel like something essential is missing.

Or maybe, like me, you’re finally ready to stop shrinking to fit your life—and start expanding into the one that’s been waiting for you all along.

If so—this book is for you

THE TRUTH BENEATH THE TITLES

I’m Michelle Marie King - Founder of Positive Presence Global, the largest life coaching company for the next generation. I’ve mentored thousands of teens and young adults across the globe.

I’m a former international runway model & pageant titleholder, and a nationally renowned motivational public speaker, social entrepreneur, and positivity activist. My favorite titles are mother and wife.

But beneath all of that, I’m just a girl who spent too many years trying to earn her worth. And then one day, I decided to rewrite the story.

This book is part memoir, part mirror. Inside these pages, I’m telling the truth—my truth—so you can begin to tell yours.

You’ll read about the collapse of a business and the resurrection of a calling. About trauma that shaped me, relationships that nearly broke me, and the grace that kept whispering, “Not yet. There’s more.”

You’ll meet the woman I’ve become—yes. But more importantly, you’ll meet the girl I returned to. The one who never needed fixing—just witnessing.

This is not a how-to guide. It’s a how-it-feels guide. It’s about what it looks like to live with your heart open, your truth exposed, and a steady purpose even when your hands are shaking.

And yes—it’s about magic. Not the glittery, curated, once-a-year kind. But the everyday, deep soul-defining kind.

The kind you create when you show up fully. The kind that happens when you tell your truth. The kind you remember when you finally stop running from yourself and sit still long enough to feel the authenticity of your life.

That magic started to surface for me as I helped the next generation find theirs. But what I realized very quickly is that they're drowning. Not in apathy—but like all of us—in pressure, shame, perfectionism, and fear.

They don’t need saving. They need self-love. An awakening to their uniqueness and inner spark. But how could I teach them how to love themselves... if I didn’t yet love who I was?

So, I did the work. I got curious. I got quiet. And then—I let my life teach me what no textbook ever could. This book is what came out of that classroom.

THIS IS YOUR MOMENT

If you’ve ever felt like you had to earn rest, prove love, or perform for peace—This is your invitation to stop.

To return to your story. To honor your sensitivity as strength. To reclaim your voice. To remember your magic.

Because your magic isn’t something you lost. It’s something you forgot how to believe in. Let this book be your reminder.

You don’t need a five-year plan or a perfect morning routine. You need a moment. One breath. One truth. One quiet choice to come back to yourself.

This isn’t a manual. It’s a mirror. Not here to fix you—But to walk with you. So, come as you are. Messy. Tender. Brave. There’s nothing to prove here. Only something to remember.

Welcome home. Let’s begin!
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Finding My Magic
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We are all wearing hats. Roles. Labels. Expectations.

Whatever you call it, they exist outside of us.

Some were placed on us before we could walk—sister, crybaby, the quiet one. Others we picked up along the way, thinking they’d help us fit in, belong, and feel worthy.’

[image: A row of hats on a wall
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Many were cast upon us as judgment from others: Immature teenager. Dumb blonde. Lazy college student. Superficial model. Inexperienced entrepreneur. Incapable mother.

And those are just the ones I’ve worn.

We all carry an inner identity—a true self—that often gets refracted, even distorted, through the lens of social conditioning. Over time, we start to mistake one of the hats we wear for the whole of who we are.

We forget we’re more than just a single role, label, or expectation. But if we’re lucky, something inside us stirs. A quiet rebellion begins—a powerful, gentle uprising of your true self.

This chapter is about that rebellion. About rediscovering that your greatest gift—your magic—isn’t something you find out there. It’s something you remember in here. And for me, that remembering began with a spark.

FINDING MY SPARK

I was fifteen the first time I felt the pulse of something I now recognize as magic.

It was Club Day at my high school—tables lining the cafeteria, students grabbing fliers with half-interest. I didn’t expect anything to jump out at me. I was short, curvy, with brown, puffy hair and a loud laugh I hadn’t yet learned to love.
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But then, at one quiet table, I spotted a flier for a youth  program called ARCh—the Association for the Rights of Citizens with handicaps.

They performed skits to teach kids about disabilities and differences—about empathy, inclusion, and acceptance.

Something in my chest caught fire. I didn't think, I just walked over and signed up. My feet moved before my fear could catch up.

Looking back, that was the first time I tasted purpose.

For the next three years, I traveled with ARCh all over Wisconsin—performing in elementary, middle schools, and high schools—holding space for connection and kindness. I wasn’t the best actor. I wasn’t the loudest voice.

But I was alive.

On stage, something clicked. I felt seen, not for how I looked, but for what I carried inside. For the first time, I let my light shine without apology.

My junior year, we were invited to perform at the Inaugural Shaken Baby Syndrome Conference on the steps of the Capitol in Washington, DC, in front of hundreds of grieving families.

At the end of our performance, we wrapped the audience in 10’ x 10’ banners the length of a football field made of thousands of paper hands—each one signed with a promise from someone who had seen our show in the Midwest, pledging to use their hands to help, not to harm.
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I watched the crowd weep. Not because we were perfect performers. But because we made them feel something. Because we reminded them they weren’t alone.

My eyes opened in that moment, and I understood what it meant to create impact. I started to believe...Maybe I wasn’t meant to just exist. I was here to make a difference.

FROM FOUND TO LOST IN THE SPOTLIGHT

I found purpose on those ARCh stages—dressed in makeshift costumes, performing skits about bullying and self-esteem for kids who reminded me of myself. It was raw, real, and imperfect, but it mattered. I had a voice, a role I was proud of, and a reason to show up.

But the applause fades quickly when the curtain closes.

The truth is, I didn’t know how to hold on to that version of me. I still lived in a world that valued appearance over authenticity and perfection over presence.

And as much as I wanted to stay grounded in that purpose-driven girl, the pull of validation was louder. Especially when it came wrapped in compliments and camera flashes.

It started small.

When I was 17, I was ‘found’ as a model. I signed with an agency and started booking photo shoots, runways, and commercials.

Honestly, it felt like a dream come true at first. Compliments, praise, and validation for how I looked. Exactly what I thought I needed. And definitely what I thought I wanted.

I was drawn into a world that was looking for someone unique to stand out amidst the cookie-cutter stand-ins of size 2 models. And I fit the mold—a curvy ‘Marilyn Monroe’ type with gorgeous in-your-face hair and a large smile - at least that's what the people who 'found' me said!
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My first time modeling for Redken 5th Avenue and Justin Isaac, I thought maybe this was the “more” I had been searching for. This was the way into the glamorous life the world was telling me I needed to strive for.

So, I followed the light. But I didn’t realize it until much later...sometimes the brightest spotlight casts the darkest shadow.

The modeling world promised significance, but it came with a cost. I was thrown into an industry where confidence was currency, and I was already in debt.

I didn’t walk in with a strong sense of self. I walked in with questions, with cracks, with a quiet desperation to be wanted. And the industry didn’t heal those things; it fed on them.

Suddenly, I wasn’t the girl with a purpose—I was a product. And as the expectations grew louder, my voice got quieter. Until it almost disappeared entirely.

There were points in my modeling career where I stood in front of a mirror. Not to admire myself—but to dismantle myself.

I was taught that beauty was a goalpost, a costume. I was told if I could just shrink enough, smile enough, stay quiet enough...then maybe I’d be worthy of being seen.

This poem is about the price I paid for that visibility. The damage I endured in the name of being "perfect." The war waged on my body—and my identity—in an industry that applauds the image but silences the soul.

This isn’t just my story. It’s the story of millions of girls who traded pieces of themselves to become what someone else defined as beautiful.

I call this piece...An Army of Broken Soldiers

You think I’m beautiful and smart. Oh... not in that audition, not playing that part. It’s okay I understand, I’ve ‘gotta change to have success. My hips are too big, I’m way too emotional, you’re right, I’m such a mess.

Let me dwindle down to flesh & bones, maybe then I’ll be good enough. I’ll change my face even...smooth, contour & pluck. Your brutal judgments & demeaning blows, they’ve all made me tough. This life is a career, I agree...you can’t JUST be good enough.

When I was growing up, you defined the beauty ideal. I would stare & admire at what to me was unreal—walking runway, being a model, being displayed for all to see—I wanted that life so bad, I could barely breathe.

Now that I’m here, I get it, I’m here to be mocked at and torn apart, being beautiful isn’t valuable It’s just considered art. This is my job I suppose, beauty is really only skin deep. You don’t care about my personality, being a model isn’t cheap

In the end, I want to thank you for making me look so good.  In that show, in that photo shoot, you made me feel exactly how I knew you would. If only for one moment, it was all so clear, you dressed me, you shaped me, this is my modeling career.

I’ve turned out exactly how you’ve wanted, focused on flaws and my looks. No longer a mess on the outside, but inside - tortured, scared & mistook. 
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