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For every woman who stayed silent, smiled through it, served out of fear, and still found a way to save herself. 

This is your gospel.
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Prologue: In the Silence Before Her Name
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Before the storm. Before the kiss. Before she tore the kingdom down and set fire to the childhood mask, there was only silence. Lady Diane Tate sat in the pew of an empty sanctuary, long before dawn. The lights were off. The cameras were sleeping. The church was still. Outside, the world was stirring, a slow, humid morning rising over rural Georgia. Birds called halfheartedly. A delivery truck groaned in the distance. But inside the sanctuary, it was only her. Alone. She wore a silk robe over a nightgown. Her feet were bare against the cold floor. Her hair, still wrapped from sleep, leaned slightly to one side. She had come here without waking her husband. She did not pray. She listened. To the hum of the ceiling fans. To the faint creak of the building’s bones. To her own breath, shallow and sharp. For years, she had come here to find God, or grace, or answers. But that morning, she came just to hear herself think. The stained glass above the pulpit caught the first threads of sunlight. Reds and blues spilled across the altar like a warning. Diane whispered a question, but not to heaven. "Who am I if I do not belong to him?" The silence did not answer. Not in words. But she felt it. In her spine. In her stomach. In that quiet space beneath every breath she had ever swallowed. The truth was already there. It had always been. 

Soon, that silence would break, and nothing would be the same.
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Chapter One: The First Touch
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Mount Covenant Church shimmered beneath the hard Georgia sun, its glass facade catching the light like a promise it did not intend to keep. The glass reflected the sky in fractured patches of white and blue, like a vision carefully constructed to inspire awe. Scripture scrolled across LED panels at the entrance in soft gradients of gold and mint, glowing like advertisements for holiness. Volunteers hurried through the halls with headsets pressed to their ears, moving with the brisk choreography of a Sunday production team. Every step felt intentional. Every smile rehearsed. Her heels pinched. Her silk suit felt like armor
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