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This is not a book. This is an initiation.

— Nikita Datar

Dedication

To the women who were never believed —

but still remembered who they were.

To the girls who were told to stay quiet —

and grew up to write books that made the world tremble.

To every version of me

who felt too emotional, too loud, too soft, too wild —

you were never too much.

You were the medicine.

And to the one reading this right now —

I see you.

I am you.

And this is ours.
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INTRODUCTION
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This Book Will Make You Uncomfortable

She was never too much.

The room was simply too small for the truth she carried.

There are things we do not speak about.

Not because they are taboo, but because they are normalized.

So deeply buried in our homes, our relationships, our cultures, that we do not even know they are devouring us.

This book speaks those things.

This is not a feminist book in the way you’ve seen them before.

It is not a manifesto of rage.

It is not a war cry.

It is not an apology.

It is not a debate.

It is a revelation.

This book is the slow, painful, holy unearthing of what we were all taught to forget:

That the feminine — raw, wise, emotional, intuitive, chaotic, knowing — is not a problem.

She is not a flaw in the design.

She is the design.
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THE LIE
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We live in a world that tells women they are too much...

while asking them to carry everything.

We live in a world where men are raised to call numbness “strength” and emotion “weakness” —

then wonder why they cannot hold the fire of a woman’s soul without collapsing into silence or rage.

We live in a world where fathers never said “I see you,”

and mothers whispered “be nice” while bleeding silently behind closed doors.

A world where the divine feminine was turned into a cartoon —

sexy, silent, soft-spoken, spiritual but not inconvenient.

Where intuition became “irrational.”

Where emotion became “drama.”

Where softness became “weakness.”

Where sensitivity became “madness.”

Where wisdom became “witchcraft.”

Where truth became “too much.”

And every woman — at some point in her life — began to believe it.
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THE SYSTEM
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Patriarchy is not just a social structure.

It is a psychic wound.

It is a trauma language.

It is a nervous system that lives in your father’s body, in your mother’s voice, in your lover’s silences.

It is what men call “logic” — when they are just terrified of feeling.

It is what women call “love” — when they are just addicted to being chosen.

It lives in boardrooms, bedrooms, churches, courtrooms, textbooks, and wombs.

But worst of all?

It lives in our subconscious.

In our dreams.

In our standards.

In our choices.

You don’t fight patriarchy by shouting at it.

You dismantle it by seeing it so clearly, that it no longer owns your silence.
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THIS BOOK
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This book is divided into four parts — but it’s not linear.

It spirals.

Because healing is not a checklist — it’s a remembering.


	
We begin with the architecture — how patriarchy was built and why.


	
We move through the invisible weapons — the things that never leave bruises.


	
We enter the inner war — where women abandon themselves and call it love.


	
And finally, we walk into awakening — not as an idea, but as a cellular revolution.




This is not a comfortable book.

It is not meant to be.

Comfort is the language of the system.

Truth is the language of the soul.
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MY VOICE
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This book will not point fingers — but it will name everything.

It will not coddle the ego — but it will hold your heart.

It will not flatter your intellect — but it will crack your soul open.

You will not finish this book the same person you were when you began it.

Because truth, once seen, does not return to silence.
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TO YOU, THE READER
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This is for the woman who was told she talks too much, feels too deeply, breaks too easily, wants too loudly.

This is for the man who knows — in his bones — that something is wrong, but doesn’t know how to speak the language of feeling.

This is for the daughter who became her own father.

The mother who had no one to mother her.

The wife who left herself before she left the marriage.

The man who was never allowed to cry.

The child who watched her mother bleed and promised herself she’d never become her.

This is for you.

Not the mask.

Not the performance.

Not the version of you who survived.

You.

The soul that remembers.

The voice that trembles but speaks.

The fire that kept burning, even in silence.
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LET US BEGIN
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This is not a book.

This is a spell of remembrance.

A return to wholeness. A sacred rebellion. A homecoming.

Welcome back.
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CHAPTER 1
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The House Built by Men
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He built a house without windows.

Then told her she was crazy for needing the light.

This world was not built for her.

Not for her softness.

Not for her knowing.

Not for her rhythm, her rupture, her womb, her wild.

This world — the one we live in, breathe in, perform in — was built by men for men...
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