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(Primal, magnetic, shadow-woven, sovereign)

Close your eyes.
Take a slow breath in through your nose…
and exhale through parted lips,
as though releasing smoke.

Feel your body grow heavier,
settling into gravity,
into flesh,
into bone.

Place one hand over your heart,
one over your womb.

Feel the pulse of life,
but also the quiet thrum beneath it—
the wild, untamed current
that has always been yours.

With your next breath,
imagine descending a staircase
spiraling down into the Earth.

Stone cool beneath your feet.
The air thick with incense and earth.
Drums faint in the distance—
slow, steady, ancient.

You are not falling.
You are descending with purpose.
A queen returning to her throne underground.

Dark Feminine Journey:



At the bottom of the stair
a cavern opens—
vast, glowing with ember-red light.
Obsidian walls shimmer like night water.

A river of darkness flows through it,
smooth and silent.

Step toward it.

Feel the shadows curling around your legs,
neither threatening nor cold—
but familiar, velvety, powerful.

This is not the darkness of fear.
It is the darkness of womb,
of soil,
of night,
of deep creation.

The darkness that births stars.

From the far side of the cavern, she appears:

The Dark Feminine.

Panther-hipped,
serpent-spined,
eyes like eclipsed moons.

Her presence is not soft.
It is magnetic.
Unapologetic.
Sovereign.

She circles you slowly,
not to judge,
but to recognise.



She whispers, low and resonant:

“You are not meant to be small.”

Her words vibrate through your ribs.

She invites you to feel:

the strength of your thighs,
the weight of your hips,
the power coiled in your belly.

Begin to move your pelvis in slow, primal circles—
not to please,
but to claim.

Let the movement be heavy, grounded, instinctual.
Like a serpent uncoiling.
Like magma shifting beneath the Earth.

Feel your spine ripple,
your breath deepen.

This is your body remembering itself.

The Dark Feminine steps closer,
places her hand over your womb.

Heat blooms—
not gentle,
but molten.

She murmurs:

“Here is your fire.
Here is your hunger.
Here is your No.
Here is your Yes.”



Feel boundaries rising in you like obsidian pillars:

sharp, clear, undeniable.

Your “no” gaining weight.
Your “yes” gaining voltage.

She presses a symbol into your hand—
a serpent scale,
a shard of obsidian,
a coal ember,
a black rose.

Whatever arrives is perfect.

Hold it to your womb.

Feel it ignite:

fierceness,
truth,
instinct,
self-possession.

The part of you that refuses to dim.

The Dark Feminine leans close,
her voice a growl and a purr:

“Your darkness is not something to hide.
It is the source of your power.”

Let those words sink into your bones.

Now inhale deeply,
drawing energy up from the earth—
thick, rich, wild.



Exhale and feel it spread through your body:

spine electric,
heart steady,
womb pulsing with quiet fire.

You are not fragile.
You are not tame.

You are the moonless night
that teaches the stars to burn.

When you are ready,
lift your chin slightly,
feeling the weight of your crown.

Breathe in:

sovereignty,
magnetism,
truth.

Exhale:

fear,
appeasement,
smallness.

Return to your body,
slowly, powerfully.

Open your eyes like a huntress waking.

You walk the world now
in shadowed light—
softness and teeth,
silk and steel.

Your darkness is not a void.
It is a portal.
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This Meditation can be
for your own Self

Care and can be used
in Group Spaces and

with 1-on-1 Clients


