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    To the ones who thought they could fix broken people with love.You deserved better.You still do.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Not all poison kills fast.Some of it kisses you first."
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​Chapter 1: Double Life
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“Babe, I’ll be back Sunday night,” Tyrese said, zipping up the duffel bag by the front door. His voice was calm, measured — the same tone he used in meetings when he was bluffing through a pitch. “Just a little networking thing in Charlotte. Marketing retreat.”

Jazmine glanced up from the kitchen table, where she was folding laundry with one eye on her tablet. “Why didn’t you tell me about this sooner?” she asked, raising a brow.

Ty smiled, kissed her cheek. “Last-minute. You know how corporate is.”

She nodded slowly, but didn’t press. Jazmine trusted him. Had trusted him for the last three years. Lived with him, cooked for him, loved him in ways he didn’t deserve. And Ty, deep down, knew he was playing with fire.

But Nova? Nova was wildfire.

They met on Instagram — she’d liked one of his stories, then slid in with a flame emoji. He replied. Back and forth. Flirty, fun. Then came the late-night calls. The exclusive snaps. She was bad. Mysterious. Everything Jazmine wasn’t.

He told himself it was just a weekend. Just curiosity. A fantasy. Something to scratch an itch before he locked things down with Jaz. But the truth?

He wanted to taste what Nova promised in every curve, every caption.

At the airport, Ty turned off his location. Booked his flight under “T. Carter” to keep things untraceable. Nova had sent the address to her high-rise in downtown Atlanta. Top floor. Private elevator. She even paid for his ticket — said it was an “investment.”

By the time he boarded, Ty’s stomach buzzed with nerves and guilt. But he silenced it with a drink and a scroll through Nova’s feed.

@Only1Nova.
2.3 million followers. Lingerie brand ambassador. Certified temptress.
And now? Waiting for him.
Ty leaned back in the seat and closed his eyes, blocking out the little voice whispering that he’d just broken the best thing that ever happened to him.

Because what was love... compared to Toxic Love?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: The DM Slide
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It started like most things do these days — with a double tap.

Ty was scrolling one night, just half-watching the game with a drink in hand while Jazmine showered. He landed on a reel of a woman slow-stepping in red heels across a penthouse balcony. No caption, just vibes. Sunset-lit skin. Lips like sin.

@Only1Nova

He hit the heart. Didn’t think twice.

Minutes later, she liked two of his posts. Then five. Then a video of him at the gym from four months ago.

Yo, he messaged.
Wasn’t expecting a follow back from the baddest.
She replied with a smirking emoji and the words:
Cute. You’re kinda lowkey fine for a corporate dude.
From there, it spiraled.

Ty wasn’t the type to fangirl over influencers. But Nova wasn’t just an influencer — she was an experience. Her page was a trap, and he walked right into it: sultry boudoir shots, luxury trips, cryptic captions like “Don’t ask who took the pic.”

They talked late. DMs turned to voice notes. Then FaceTime. She showed him her collection of silk robes. Her “tattoo nobody else got to see.” Said his voice made her “miss real men.”

She sent a video one night — unlisted, private link. No talking. Just her, slow dancing in her kitchen in nothing but a thong and heels, pouring wine with a look that said come change my life.

Ty watched it five times. Then again.

That night, Jazmine curled against him in bed, talking about wedding venues and refinancing options. He nodded, half-listening — but his mind was in Atlanta, wrapped around a body that didn't belong to him.

He started imagining things: business in the day, Nova at night. His girl back home wouldn’t understand, not really. She wanted security, a family. Nova? She wanted sin. Adventure. Control.

And control... was addicting.

By the end of the week, Nova messaged:
If you really about that life, come see me. I’m tired of pretending.
Ty didn’t hesitate.

He was all in.
And he had no idea what kind of woman he’d just invited into his life — or what it would cost him to get out.
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​Chapter 3: Jazmine’s Suspicion
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Jazmine knew Tyrese Carter like she knew her own reflection.

She knew when he was lying — not from his words, but from the space between them. The pause before he kissed her goodbye. The sudden urge to clean his phone history. The forced laugh when she asked simple questions.

That morning, she felt it in her bones.

Ty had left for his so-called “retreat,” and something didn’t sit right. He hugged her, but his body was already gone. No scent of urgency. No missed-you-already look in his eyes. Just a cold, clean exit.

She let him go without a scene. But her intuition? Loud.

It had started two weeks earlier. He was quieter, quicker to flip his phone face-down. He’d changed his passcode, saying something about "company security protocols." Jazmine didn’t push. Not then.

But now? Now she was pushing.

She waited until evening. Poured herself a glass of wine. Sat at the kitchen island and stared at his iPad charging on the counter. He always synced it with his phone — texts, photos, social apps.

Just check. One time. Confirm or kill the doubt.
That’s what she told herself.
She opened it. No passcode.

The Messages app lit up. No contact name — just a number with a 470 Atlanta area code and a heart emoji in the preview.

She tapped.


Nova:
When you landing, Daddy? 😈
Nova:
That video was just a teaser. You get the real thing when you get here.
Ty:
You gon’ make me miss
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