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This book was inspired in part by the work and wisdom of Nic Peterson, whose writing on the gray 

wolf and the mountain shaped the thinking behind this fable. The rest is rooted in a strange meditation. 

 



  

  

  

  

  

Strip everything away. 

What remains is you. 

A resource or a liability. 

Mastery is the decision to become a resource - 

permanently, regardless of the season, 

regardless of what the world demands. 
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ONE 

Her 

She was not a woman who complained. 

She had built things. Held things together when others couldn't. Made decisions 

in rooms where the weight of them would have flattened most people, and 

walked out still standing. She had learned, early, that the world responded to 

capability - and so she had made herself capable. Relentlessly. Without much 

fanfare. 

By any measure that mattered, she had her life in order. 

And yet. 

There was something she could not name. Not dissatisfaction - she was not 

ungrateful. Not ambition - she was not chasing anything specific. It was more 

like a question that lived just below the surface of everything. A quiet, persistent 

hum. 

Is this the best of me? Or just the most of me so far? 

The world was moving faster than it ever had. The demands compounded. The 

complexity deepened. She kept pace - she always kept pace - but she had begun 

to wonder what it would feel like to not just keep pace. To be so deeply 

resourced, so completely herself, that the speed of the world became irrelevant. 



She thought about the women she most admired. Not the most celebrated ones. 

The ones who moved through difficulty with a quality she could only describe 

as settled. Women who seemed to operate from a depth she hadn't yet found in 

herself. Who could be hit - by circumstance, by pressure, by the ordinary 

brutality of a life fully lived - and continue without losing themselves. 

She wanted to be that. She wasn't entirely sure what it required. 

She fell asleep wondering. 

 



TWO 

The Wolf 

The landscape in the dream was neither day nor night. 

It was the particular fog of early morning - neither darkness nor light, but the 

held breath between them. The ground was stone and earth. The trees were old. 

There was no wind, and yet everything felt alive with a stillness that was not the 

same as quiet. 

She was standing at the edge of a forest she did not recognise, wearing her own 

clothes, in full possession of herself. She was not afraid. That surprised her. 

The wolf appeared from between the trees. 

Grey. Enormous. Moving with a precision that was neither urgent nor casual - 

simply exact. It did not look at her the way animals look at unfamiliar things. It 

looked at her the way a guide looks at someone they have been waiting for. 

It stopped a few metres away and regarded her. 

Then it turned and walked into the forest. 

She followed. 

She understood, without being told, that there would be no instruction. The 

wolf would show her. What she understood would be hers to decide. 

 



THREE 

Mastery 

They walked for a long time before she began to understand what kind of forest 

this was. 

It was not a place that rewarded urgency. The path did not shorten for wanting 

to reach the end of it. The trees did not thin because she was impatient. 

Everything here moved at the pace it moved, and the only choice available to 

her was whether to be present in it or to get annoyed she couldn't force it. 

She had spent a great deal of her life wishing she were somewhere else. 

Not literally. But in the way that high-performing people often are - always 

partially in the next thing, always processing the current moment through the 

filter of what it was building toward. It was efficient. It was productive. But it 

meant she was never quite fully where she was. 

The wolf was always fully where it was. 

She watched the way it moved and tried to find the word for what it 

demonstrated. Discipline came to mind first and she discarded it - discipline 

implied effort against resistance, and this was not that. Habit was closer but still 

wrong. What she was observing was something that had moved past both 

discipline and habit into a third thing. A way of being that no longer required a 

decision. 

Mastery, she thought. 

Not mastery as in expertise - not the accumulation of skill toward a certificate 

or a title or a level. Something older than that. Mastery as in the long, 



unglamorous process of building yourself into a person who operates from a 

different foundation than most people ever reach. 

You do not become a master by wanting to be one. You become one by 

choosing the standard, over and over, in the ordinary moments when no one is 

watching and nothing is at stake and the easier choice is always available. 

Mastery is cultivated in the repetition that feels too small to matter. In the 

morning you kept the rhythm when you didn't feel like it. In the session you 

completed when you could have stopped early. In the question you stayed with 

instead of reaching for the comfortable answer. In the standard you held when 

lowering it would have been simpler. In the boredom you endured when the 

dopamine called. 

None of those moments feel significant at the time. 

Compounded across years, the significance becomes startling. 

The wolf did not hurry. It did not slow. It moved at the pace that the path 

required and trusted that the path would eventually arrive somewhere. 

She began to match its pace. 

 



FOUR 

The First Clearing: Stop 

The forest opened and she found herself watching a woman she recognised. 

Not in face or form - in quality. In the particular way the woman moved 

through her environment: efficiently, relentlessly, without pause. She was 

capable. Impressively so. Everything she touched was handled. Every demand 

met. Every problem solved or managed or deferred in a way that kept the whole 

structure standing. 

She watched for a while before she noticed what was wrong. 

The woman was not thinking. She was processing. There's a difference. 

Thinking requires a settled nervous system - the capacity to go beneath the 

surface of a problem, to hold complexity without needing to immediately 

resolve it, to access the deeper intelligence that only becomes available in a 

regulated state. Processing is faster. It handles the queue. It keeps things 

moving. It looks like functioning and it is, but it is not the same as being fully 

operational. 

The woman in the clearing was processing at speed because her nervous system 

had long ago stopped trusting that she was safe enough to think. 

She recognised this because she had been this woman. Had woken at 3am with 

the machinery still running. Had sat in conversations while a separate part of 

her catalogued everything that still needed doing. Had delivered her best 

performance - externally - while something inside her was quietly going through 

the motions. 



It was not weakness. It was what happens when the internal infrastructure is not 

maintained to match the external load. When you keep adding weight to a 

structure without reinforcing the foundations. 

The woman in the clearing stumbled - not physically, but the equivalent. A 

moment where the demand exceeded the resource and something gave way. A 

response that came from exhaustion rather than clarity. A decision made from 

depletion that she would later have to correct. 

She watched the woman absorb that stumble and push on. Not pausing. Not 

asking what had caused it. Just continuing, because stopping felt more 

dangerous than the cost of not stopping. 

And then she understood what the clearing was showing her. 

Mental resilience is not the capacity to endure. It is the capacity to regulate - to 

bring the nervous system back from survival mode into a state where real 

thinking is possible. Where judgment is clear. Where the person operating has 

genuine access to herself. 

A woman who cannot regulate is not at her best, regardless of how impressive 

her output looks. She is spending resources she has not built. She is running on 

the reserves she has not replenished. She is capable and depleted, which is not 

the same as capable and resourced. The first is dangerous, the second means 

being dangerous. 

The dangerous woman has built this. Not the performance of composure. The 

infrastructure of it. She has protocols, not just willpower. She has rhythms, not 

just intentions. She has learned, through practice, to return to herself - not 

because she never loses herself, but because she knows the way back. 



This is cultivated through attention. Through daily practice that prioritises 

regulation before it is needed. Through the unglamorous work of learning your 

own nervous system - what destabilises it, what restores it, how much it can 

carry and what it costs when you exceed that without repair. 

The woman in the clearing stopped. 

Not because she had finished. Because something in her finally recognised that 

continuing from this state was not strength. It was a different kind of collapse. 

She sat down. 

The wolf waited. 

 



FIVE 

The Second Clearing: Instrument 

The second clearing took longer to reach and the path there was steeper. 

She noticed her own body on the climb - the particular quality of her breath, the 

places where her strength was reliable and the places where it was not. She had 

not thought about her body in these terms for a long time. She thought about it 

in terms of how it looked, occasionally, and in terms of what it cost her when it 

failed to perform - the headache that derailed a meeting, the exhaustion that 

made evenings difficult. She did not think about it as something she was actively 

building. 

The woman in this clearing was strong. That was the first thing she noticed on 

entering. Not aesthetically - though that too - but in the older sense of the word. 

A strength that had been earned through sustained effort and that now showed 

up not just in what the body could do but in how the woman occupied herself. 

Her presence. The quality of her ease. 

But beside her was another version. A woman operating from a body that had 

been put last for long enough that it had begun, quietly, to exact the cost. Not 

illness. Not failure. The subtler erosion: the brain that cannot access its full 

processing capacity because the physical infrastructure is running below its 

potential. The emotional system that has less tolerance than it should because 

the body has not been trained to recover. The nervous system that stays 

dysregulated longer than it needs to because the physical foundations that 

support regulation have been neglected. 



This version of the woman was doing everything right by external standards. 

She was functioning. She was delivering. She had simply not understood that the 

body is not separate from the capacity she was trying to protect. It's the first 

layer of it. 

She thought about all the times she had treated physical training as optional. As 

the thing that would happen when there was more time. When the load 

lightened. When she had the bandwidth for it. She had been waiting for 

conditions that do not come, and in the waiting, the instrument had been left to 

manage itself. 

An unattended instrument degrades. 

Physical mastery is not about performance or aesthetics. It is about building the 

body as a reliable instrument - one that can be asked difficult things and 

respond, that recovers efficiently, that does not become the constraint when 

everything else needs to operate at altitude. 

This is cultivated through consistency that is not contingent on motivation. 

Through training that is matched to the season of the body, not fought against 

it. Through the understanding that a woman who is physically capable is 

differently resourced than one who is not - she has access to a kind of 

foundational confidence that cannot be thought into existence. It has to be 

built. 

The strong woman in the clearing moved with an ease that was not arrogance. It 

was the ease of someone who had done the work and knew what it had 

produced. Who had a body she trusted. Who was not managing the instrument 

but being the instrument. 

The wolf observed both women without judgment. 



She understood which one she was building toward. 

 



SIX 

The Third Clearing: Hit 

They continued winding upwards. The ground became rocky, the elevation rose 

and the air thinned. The wolf remained unphased while the woman began to 

struggle. 

Internally of course, because her struggles were rarely visible. She could feel a 

sense of unease - the feeling you get when you know something is coming that 

will shatter the fragile peace of your experience. 

All became obvious when they entered the third clearing. 

There was a woman here too, but what she was doing was different from 

anything she had watched before. She was training to fight. Not metaphorically. 

Literally - moving, striking, absorbing, adjusting. Working through something 

with her body that required not just strength and precision but something she 

struggled to name. 

She watched and the word came slowly. 

Courage. 

Not the kind that shows up in the extremes. The ordinary, daily kind that is 

required any time a person puts themselves in a situation where they can fail, 

where they can be challenged, where they cannot know in advance how they will 

respond. 

She had never trained to fight. She had not considered it as part of the 

architecture of a capable woman. She was reconsidering that now. Considering 

that there was so much more to the art of kicking and punching. 



The woman in the clearing made mistakes. She moved wrong. She left herself 

open. She absorbed the consequence of that - not catastrophically, but 

undeniably - and the choice point arrived immediately, the way it always does in 

training and in life: you can shrink from the impact or you can absorb it, learn it, 

and continue. 

She watched the woman absorb it and continue. 

What she understood in that moment was this: there is a kind of knowledge that 

cannot be read into existence. Cannot be thought into existence. Cannot be 

acquired through intelligence or preparation or the careful management of risk. 

It is the knowledge that comes only from having faced something that resisted 

you and having continued anyway. It's being beaten down and getting back up 

when it would be easier not to. 

A woman who has trained to fight knows something about herself that a 

woman who has not trained to fight does not know. She knows what she does 

when she is under pressure. She knows what happens to her focus when 

something comes fast and unexpected. She knows whether she shrinks or 

steadies. And because she has practised steadying, again and again, in a 

controlled environment where the cost of getting it wrong is low, she has built a 

reflex. 

That reflex shows up everywhere. 

In the boardroom. In the conversation that gets difficult. In the moment when 

someone challenges her and the old response would have been to manage the 

situation rather than meet it. In every place where life requires her to absorb 

impact and continue without losing her thread. 



This is what fighting cultivates. Not aggression. Not dominance. The simple, 

earned confidence of a woman who knows that she can be hit and that she will 

be fine. 

There is no shortcut to this. It is built level by level, in the body, through 

repetition that is unglamorous and sometimes uncomfortable but always worth 

it. You move through the basics until they are no longer basics - until they are 

simply the way you move. Then you go deeper. Then deeper still. 

The woman in the clearing was not impressive in the way that people who have 

not trained imagine impressive looks. She was not performing. She was working. 

Returning to the standard. Accepting correction. Adjusting. Going again. 

That, she understood, is what mastery looks like in practice. Not the arrival. The 

approach. 

The wolf sat at the edge of the clearing, very still, until the woman finished. 

Then it rose and moved on. 

 



SEVEN 

The Fourth Clearing: Self 

The fourth clearing was the quietest. It sat atop the mountain she didn't know 

she was climbing until she reached the top. The view was spectacular. To the 

left, the sun rose, painting the sky with fiery reds, oranges and purples. To the 

right, the moon rose upwards in an inky sky, illuminating the space around it. A 

strange yet beautiful combination of night and day. Dark and light. 

It struck her deeply. She looked at the grey wolf and she began to understand. 

She turned her attention to the woman in this clearing. She was, by any visible 

measure, the most accomplished of all the versions she had encountered. She 

moved with authority. She spoke - to no one, to herself, to everyone, in the way 

that people who spend a great deal of time processing do - with precision and 

intelligence. She had built something substantial and she knew it. 

But something was wrong and it took a long time to see it. 

The woman did not know herself. 

Not in the way that people who have not done the work don't know themselves 

- the unexamined, distracted version of not knowing. She had done a great deal 

of work. She knew her patterns. She had read the books. She could articulate 

her values with fluency. But all of this knowing was from a distance. Intellectual. 

Architectural. She understood herself as a system without having gone deeply 

into the experience of being herself. 

The result was that she was governed by things she did not know were 

governing her. She made decisions she called strategic that were in fact driven 



by fears she had never sat with long enough to name. She held positions she 

called principled that were in some cases simply the calcified version of choices 

she had made years ago and never revisited. She operated at a high level with a 

partially obstructed view of herself. 

She watched this woman and felt the particular discomfort of recognition. 

Wisdom is not intelligence. Intelligence can be developed in isolation - from 

books, from experience, from the sharp discipline of thinking well and changing 

your behaviour. Wisdom requires something more inconvenient: genuine 

self-knowledge, built through the practice of turning attention inward without 

flinching. Through asking the questions that do not have comfortable answers. 

Through sitting with what you find there long enough to actually learn from it. 

The woman who knows herself is differently dangerous than the woman who is 

merely clever. She can read a room because she can read herself. She can 

navigate complexity because she is not confused about her own motives. She 

can make decisions from clarity because she has done the work of knowing 

what she actually values, as opposed to what she has learned to say she values. 

She can feel when her nervous system is responding to something that deserves 

response and when it is replaying something old. She can distinguish between 

the wisdom that lives in her body - the felt sense that something is right or 

wrong, the intelligence that precedes language - and the noise that accumulates 

from exhaustion, from fear, from the weight of everyone else's expectations. 

This is the Frequency. Not a mood or an aspiration. The cultivated capacity to 

be in genuine contact with yourself - and through that, with the deeper 

intelligence that does not arrive through effort but through attentiveness. 

It is developed through practice that most high-performing women resist: the 

practice of slowing down enough to actually hear themselves. Of sitting with 



discomfort rather than solving it. Of learning the language of the body as a 

source of information rather than a thing to be managed. 

The woman in the clearing paused in the middle of what she was doing. 

For a long time she simply stood. 

It was the first genuine stillness she had observed in any of the women she had 

watched. In that moment, she became more wolf than woman. 

Inside stillness something became available to the woman that had not been 

available while she was moving. A quality of knowing that did not come from 

thinking. 

She thought: that is what I am reaching for. 

Not more information. Not better analysis. Contact with myself. The kind that 

makes everything else more accurate. 

The wolf looked at her and she understood. 

 



EIGHT 

What the Seasons Know 

They walked on, descending the mountain until the trees thickened and the path 

levelled. 

The forest had changed. 

She noticed it without surprise - the way the light shifted, the way the ground 

changed beneath her feet, the way the same path felt entirely different 

depending on where in its cycle she walked it. The forest was not static. It never 

had been. It simply looked that way to people moving through it too quickly to 

notice. 

The wolf's pace did not change. It moved the same in every season of the forest 

- the same precision, the same economy of movement, the same quality of 

attention. It was not the same as rigidity. Rigidity breaks. This was something 

else: a thing that knew its own nature so completely that external conditions 

could not destabilise it because it knew how to adapt when adaptation was 

needed. 

She thought about how she responded to the seasons of her own life. The 

high-capacity periods and the difficult ones. The months when everything 

flowed and the months when everything required force. She had been treating 

the difficult seasons as failures - as evidence that she was not doing enough, not 

managing well enough, not capable enough. 

The wolf did not slow in winter. It adapted. It moved with what was available 

rather than against what was not. It did not require spring to remain itself. 



A dangerous woman is not one who performs consistently regardless of 

conditions. That is not consistency - that is self-destruction wearing the mask of 

discipline. It's force, not power, and the two are distinctly different. Force 

creates a reaction - what you push pushes back. Power is potential, there at all 

times and ready to be used. 

A dangerous woman knows her seasons. She reads them accurately. She adjusts 

what she asks of herself and what she offers to the world depending on where 

in the cycle she is - not as an excuse to do less, but as the intelligence that allows 

her to do the right things at the right time and sustain that over years rather than 

burning it in months. Power over force. 

This is not softness. It is strategy of the highest order. 

The goal is not consistency of output. The goal is consistency of self. A woman 

who remains herself across all seasons - who can be found in winter as clearly as 

in summer, who has not outsourced her sense of herself to the conditions she 

happens to be in - is a woman who has built something real. 

She understood, walking through the changing forest behind the unchanging 

wolf, that this was available to her. Simply because she was willing. 

 



NINE 

What Remains 

They stopped at a place where the trees thinned and the sky opened above 

them. 

She sat on the ground without thinking about it and the wolf settled nearby. The 

quiet was complete. She did not feel the need to fill it. 

She thought about everything she had seen. Four women, four clearings, four 

struggles. She had recognised herself in all of them - not in the failure, exactly, 

but in the gap between where each woman was and what she was capable of 

becoming. She had seen the cost of an unregulated nervous system. She had 

seen the slow erosion of neglecting the body. She had seen what it produces in a 

woman to train to face resistance. She had seen the particular limitation of 

intelligence without self-knowledge. 

And she had seen, in each clearing, the direction that was available. 

She thought about what she would strip away if she stripped everything. The 

roles. The output. The reputation. The relationships. The titles and the 

achievements and the accumulated evidence of a life competently managed. 

What remained was her. 

The quality of her mind when nothing was demanded of it. The state of her 

body when it was not being asked to perform. The condition of her inner life - 

the part that had been set aside, repeatedly and with apparently good reason, in 

favour of the urgent and the external and the visible. 

That remainder was either a resource or a liability. 



She had spent a long time treating it as neither - as something to be maintained 

well enough to keep functioning, without ever turning toward it with the 

seriousness that she turned toward everything else she cared about building. 

Mastery begins there. In the decision to treat the self as the primary project. Not 

to the exclusion of everything else - a dangerous woman is not self-absorbed. 

She is self-built. And it is precisely the depth of what she has built in herself that 

makes her able to contribute at the level she is capable of. 

A true master lives to learn. She gives from what she has built - not from what 

she is trying to preserve, not from what remains after everyone else has been 

served. From what she has deliberately, systematically, over time, constructed in 

herself. 

The wolf raised its head and looked at her. 

She had the distinct sensation that it was not waiting for her to understand 

something new. 

It was waiting for her to admit something she already knew. 

 



TEN 

The Edge of the Forest 

The path resumed and the trees began to thin. 

She could sense the end of the forest ahead - the quality of the light was 

changing, brightening, and the wolf's movement had shifted almost 

imperceptibly. Still exact. But oriented now toward something rather than 

through something. 

She thought about the version of herself she had been before she entered the 

forest. The woman who had everything in order and felt the hum of something 

not yet accessed. She did not feel contempt for that woman. She felt something 

closer to recognition and tenderness. That woman had known something was 

missing and had been honest enough to sit with the question. 

That was where it started. Honesty before readiness. The acknowledgment that 

the current state, however functional, is not the full expression. 

She had spent a long time believing that the gap between where she was and 

what she was capable of was a matter of circumstance. Of time, or resources, or 

the right opportunity. That when things settled - when the load lightened, when 

she had more bandwidth - she would attend to the deeper work. 

She understood now that this was not a strategy. It was a deferral. 

The world does not slow down. The load does not lighten. There is no version 

of her future in which the conditions will be more favourable than now for the 

decision to take herself seriously. 

Mastery is not a reward for when things are easier. 



It is the infrastructure that makes things easier. 

The wolf paused at the very edge of the tree line, where the forest ended and 

the open ground began. It turned its head and regarded her one final time. Not 

as a farewell. As a recognition. The look of something that has accompanied 

you as far as it can and knows that what comes next is yours alone. 

Then it was still. She took a moment to wonder where it came from - the grey 

wolf who saw so much. It tilted its head and she knew, when the time is right, 

you need only ask. 

 



ELEVEN 

The Dangerous Woman 

She stepped out of the forest. 

The light here was full and clear. Ahead of her, at a distance, a woman stood 

with her back turned. 

There was something immediately different about her - not her clothes, not her 

size, not anything the eye could catalogue quickly. It was the quality of her 

stillness. She was not waiting or resting or pausing between things. She was 

simply being, with the complete and unhurried ease of someone who had made 

peace with the whole of herself. 

She walked toward her. 

As she drew close, the woman turned - not fully, just enough. A partial turn, a 

brief orientation toward her, and in that glimpse she saw what she had been 

walking toward for the length of the entire dream. 

Her own face. 

Older, perhaps. Or not older - more inhabited. The face of a woman who had 

not become someone else but had become more completely herself. Who 

carried her capability differently - not as something to prove or protect, but as 

something that simply was. The way a deep river is deep without requiring 

acknowledgment. 

A woman who had done the unglamorous, sustained work of building herself as 

infrastructure and was now operating from that foundation. 



A woman whose nervous system was her own, not the property of every 

demand placed upon it. 

A woman who had built a body she trusted to face things that resisted her. 

A woman who knew herself with a clarity that made everything she did more 

precise. 

A woman who carried wisdom earned through practice rather than 

performance. 

A woman who was dangerous. 

Dangerous because she was ungovernable by the systems, expectations, and 

metrics that were never built to contain what she is actually capable of. 

The Dangerous Woman smiled. 

Not with warmth or encouragement. With recognition. The simple, complete 

recognition of one woman seeing another who is on the path she herself has 

walked. The smile of someone who has nothing to offer except her own 

existence as evidence that the path goes somewhere real. 

She turned back. 

And the dreamer woke up. 

 



EPILOGUE 

What This Actually Is 

A dangerous woman is a master. 

Not dangerous as in reckless. Dangerous as in ungovernable by the systems, 

expectations, and measurements that were never designed to contain what she is 

actually capable of. 

Mastery is not achievement. It is not the accumulation of credentials or the 

execution of goals or the performance of competence. It is the sustained, 

deliberate commitment to building yourself as a resource - in mind, in body, in 

the capacity to face what resists you, in the depth of your self-knowledge - 

without requiring the world to validate that work while you do it. 

It is cultivated in the repetitions that feel too small to matter. The morning you 

kept the rhythm. The session you completed when you could have stopped 

early. The question you stayed with. The standard you held when lowering it 

would have been simpler. Compounded across years, those moments are the 

only thing that actually matters. 

The four elements are not separate pursuits. They are four faces of the same 

thing. 

Mental resilience and nervous system capacity - because a woman who cannot 

regulate cannot think, and a woman who cannot think is not operating at her 

full capability regardless of how impressive she appears. 

Physical strength and fitness - because the body is the primary instrument, and 

an unattended instrument degrades. A woman who has built her body can be 



asked difficult things and respond. That foundation changes everything built on 

top of it. 

Fighting ability - because there is a kind of knowing that cannot be read or 

thought into existence. Only the woman who has trained to face resistance, who 

has been hit and continued, knows what she does under pressure. That 

knowledge shows up everywhere. 

Wisdom and self-knowledge - because intelligence without genuine 

self-knowledge is a partially obstructed view. The woman who knows herself is 

different from the woman who is merely clever. Her decisions are cleaner. Her 

instincts are more reliable. Her presence is more complete. 

Strip everything away. The roles, the output, the reputation, the relationships. 

What remains is you. That is either a resource or a liability. Mastery is the 

decision to make it a resource - permanently, regardless of the season, regardless 

of what the world demands. 

The woman you met at the edge of the forest is not a fantasy. She is a direction. 

She is what becomes possible when a woman stops deferring the deepest work 

and begins. 

A true master lives to learn. She gives so the cycle may continue. She does not 

hoard what mastery produces - she operates from such depth of resource that 

generosity is not an effort. It is simply what flows from a full vessel. 

That is what the wolf knew. That is what every version of her in every clearing 

was reaching toward. 

That is what you already know, having followed this far. 

  



- 

  

If you recognise yourself in this - not in who you are right now, but in who you 

know you are capable of becoming - there is a place built for that. 

The Dangerous Woman Society is a society of women committed to the pursuit 

of mastery. Not a program with an end date. Not a transformation timeline. A 

container for the long work, with the infrastructure, the standards, and the 

people who take it as seriously as you do. 

If that is your path, you'll know. 

  

dws.celestecurrie.com 
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