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  Foreword


There are writers who tell stories, and then there are writers who reveal truths. Boldly. Honestly. And without apology. M. C. Angel is the latter. 
This isn’t just a collection of diary entries...it’s an emotional reckoning in stilettos. With biting wit, unapologetic prose, and a rhythm only a lived experience can create.
M. C. Angel builds a world where healing is messy, heartbreak is lyrical, and self-worth is the plot twist you never saw coming. She doesn’t just write pain; she translates it. She unpacks the invisible contracts women make when they mistake chaos for love, and she does it with the kind of humor, heat, and clarity that makes you pause, nod, and maybe text your therapist. As a trauma specialist, I see daily how women survive silently, carrying “what ifs” like unpaid emotional debt.
M. C. Angel’s pen says, “Let’s cash out.” Her voice is the literary version of a mirror and a mic, reflecting what’s real and amplifying what’s possible. This book is unfiltered therapy, storytelling with teeth, and a love letter to every woman who ever thought she was the problem. She wasn’t. She was the beginning of the solution.
Dr. Celeste Morgan, PhD
“We heal in truth. We thrive in voice. And sometimes, we break the cycle with a pen.”







  
  Preface


Before you begin... 
This book was written for the woman who stayed in the relationship too long. The woman who never got her “Congratulations.” The woman who talks to herself, trying not to cry.
For the judgmental, the curious, the about-to-be blessed! And me. Because I deserved to become everything they said I couldn’t be.
This book contains cursing, trauma, sex, shade, healing, wigs being snatched, and soul talk.
If you're expecting a soft, sanitized self-help journey, this book is not that. This is self-help written the raw, relentless, ruthless, and righteous way.
The language in this diary is fierce, fluid, and unapologetically untraditional. Expect made-up words, bold choices, and storytelling that doesn’t ask permission. I wish you healing, hope, happiness, and most of all, LOVE.
Happy reading.
M. C. Angel







  
  Early Reader Reviews 


“There’s something so honest and raw here. It doesn’t try to be perfect or palatable, it’s real. This book gave language to emotions I didn’t even realize I was suppressing. The diary format hits harder, like you’re reading something you shouldn’t be, bucan’t stop.” 
Layla P. Miami, FL
“Every so often, a writer emerges with a voice so original it demands attention. This diary blends satirical edge, emotional grit, and cultural nuance with a mastery that’s rare and needed. The author doesn’t just write, she confronts, dissects, and liberates through her pen.” 
Marisol Greene Senior Acquisitions Editor, Hillcrest House Publishing
“Raw. Relatable. Revolutionary. This read belongs on every woman’s shelf. It’s not just a story, of survival told with wit, rage, and unexpected grace. The storytelling is addictive, and the emotional intelligence is off the charts.  One of the most important new titles I’ve read this year.”
Nicole Tate The Booked & Unbothered Blog
“10/10 recommend especially if you’ve ever cried in the shower, blocked him twice, then wrote a fake birthday post like you’re thriving. This book is messy, divine, and disrespectfully accurate. I feel attacked and delivered.”
Lex B. Reader of Red Flags and Romance
“This book hit like a breakup and a breakthrough at the same time. I saw my past, my present, and the girl I’m trying to become all on the same damn page. If healing had pages, this would be it.”
Danielle R. Early Reader
“This diary dragged me by my edges, and then poured me a glass of wine. I laughed, I cried, I healed. The writing is razor-sharp; every sentence feels like it was carved out of a lived experience. I’ve never underlined so many lines in my life.” 
Ava J. Atlanta, GA
“I thought I was just picking up a messy little read. Sis, this was a movement. The way the story unfolds? Cinematic. You feel like you’re reading receipts, red flags, and revelations all at once. 10/10! The writer did what needed to be done.”
Sasha R. Brooklyn, NY 







  
  

To the person reading this:

May this diary remind you that love should never leave bruises on your spirit, 

confusion in your mind, or bring chaos to your peace.

You weren’t imagining it. You were experiencing it. 

Now you’re writing the new chapter on your own terms.

This is your reclamation. You are not what happened to you. You are what you choose to become after.

Here’s to the woman rising now. 

Unbent. Unbroken. Unapologetic. Unbothered.








  
  Introduction








 “They say heartbreak makes the best writers. But what happens when the heartbreak isn’t fiction?”








  
  Prologue

Pretty Privilege & Poor Judgement 


It was late afternoon, and I was sifting through submissions from our readers when one of them caught my eye. Most letters from our readers are the usual: gratitude, heartbreak, and hard-won healing. But this one? I almost didn’t publish it. Something in the words stuck with me, the way a song lyric does or the scent of a fragrance from a night you swore you forgot. It was raw, messy, and honest. This letter brought me to a place I hadn’t even explored yet. 
TO:
The Submissions Department
Style & Beauty Archive Magazine
One World Trade Center
New York, NY 10019
Title: Pretty Privilege & Poor Judgement 
He was fine. Like, fine-fine. The kind that makes you cancel plans and get an emergency wax appointment. The kind of fine you answer texts from, even when you swore you were done with men who only hit you up after midnight. He made it easy to forget that he wasn’t actually offering anything, just taking. My time. My peace. And...my body. But he did it with charm, pretty teeth, and words that knew exactly when to hit.
We were not in a relationship. We were each other's bad habit. He’d show up after midnight. I would let him in. And for a few hours, he would make me feel like I was the only girl in the world. He gave me forehead kisses but would always leave early and then ghost me for days.
I would pretend I was fine with it...all of it. I convinced myself that not asking for more made me empowered. My silence meant strength. And my softness meant weakness: that wanting a little tenderness in return made me too much. Now, months later, I realize: I wasn’t afraid to fall in love; I was afraid no one would catch me.
Signed,
Anonymous






  
  Bombass Dick & Broken Promises

ACT 1














He was supposed to be a memory. 



But I was drawn to how he made me feel.



I told myself I could handle it.



A few nights of no strings attached.



Spoiler Alert: I couldn’t.













  
  Pancakes & Panties 

Situation 1 


I wasn’t even supposed to be out that night. But Keisha hit me with the “Girl, you need a break!” text. My editor was breathing down my neck about a piece due two days ago called “Dating in the Drought.” I thought, “How ironic.” I had layouts due by sunrise, a call sheet from hell sitting in my inbox, and a pile of drafts scattered on my desk like unpaid bills. But Keisha said she found a lounge with decent lighting and finer men. And honestly? My Google Calendar needed something else other than “stress” on it. 
I was two iced coffees away from a full-on spiral when she called. It was the second month of the new year. 2023 was going to be my year. I just had to stay focused if I wanted to make the Forbes Thirty Under Thirty list. Keisha said to me, “Girl, just one drink.” And we all know that’s code for three cocktails, one fire-ass DJ, and at least six red flags that smell like Bond Number 9. She told me I needed to go for field research. So, there I was: lip gloss, stilettos, and a black mini dress that screamed, “I’m ready to make bad decisions.”
Ruse was the kind of club with overpriced cocktails, leather couches, and music loud enough to drown out your self-respect. It was packed for a Tuesday night. And then I remembered: it was the Tuesday before Valentine’s Day. When we walked in, so much was going on that I didn’t even notice him until Keisha nudged me to look. I glanced at him quickly, then turned away. He was posted up near the bar like a scene-stealer waiting for his cue.
The second time I looked at him, our eyes locked. I looked away again, thinking, “I didn’t come here for that. Just a few drinks and I’m out!” But his eyes followed me every step I took toward my section. I could feel him watching me from across the room with a look that said, “I’m not here for the drinks. I’m here for you.”
After some twerking and a few drinks, I went to the bathroom. I was standing in the mirror, checking my lashes, when he walked in. Before I could ask what the hell he was doing in the ladies’ room, he hit me with a “Yo.” He said it like we had unfinished business.
I turned around and asked, “Do I know you?”
He smirked and replied, “Not yet.”
He was tall and dark-skinned. He had an impeccable fade paired with an equally impeccable beard and soft, smooth lips that looked like they told lies in lowercase. I clocked the red-flag aura from jump. But the dick print in his jeans had me ignoring all of them.
“You forgot your phone. Your friend got up to dance. I was just looking out for you.”
He moved closer to me. I thought he was going to hand me my phone, but instead, he leaned me up against the marble sink. He was pressing his body against mine. He stared deep into my eyes like they held the answers to his problems. Five seconds later, he had me bent over in stall three, giving me twelve inches that definitely was not my phone, all while “How Do You Want It” by Tupac played over the bathroom speakers.
We left the club together and went to get something to eat. And later that night, we exchanged names in a damn booth at the Brooklyn Diner! We were drunk, feeding each other pancakes, French fries, and chocolate milkshakes like we hadn’t just committed first-degree slutty in a public restroom at the club! He tried to pay the $150 bill with a debit card that had to be swiped twice! It was at this moment that I should have run. But instead, I whipped out my Amex Black Card.
Fast-forward to 8:43 a.m. Later that morning, my panties were on his nightstand, and he was in his kitchen making fried bologna and eggs. He played old-school R&B while he cooked. He was humming as if his voice had healing properties. I don’t even eat bologna. But there I was, sitting in his kitchen, bare-faced and barefoot. I listened to him talk about his “creative projects.”
I came for the second helping of dick, but I stayed for comfort. That was something I had never done before. I left his apartment at noon, smelling like him. I told myself it was nothing, that I was just having fun. But the truth is? I already knew I would be back. There was something about the way he looked at me.
But I wasn't about to develop any feelings for him. Because this was nothing serious, I had convinced myself. I just needed another one-night stand with him. Then I'm done. I even left my panties behind so he had something to remember me by. That was my first mistake!
Dear Diary,
Let me start by saying I wasn't supposed to catch feelings. I was just supposed to get my back blown out and exit quietly like a whisper. But instead, I let him make me laugh between bites of soggy pancakes. He told me he liked women who got their hair and nails done and always smelled good. He told me that my laugh made him feel something. And yes, my dumb ass knew his pretty words weren’t real. He was just gassing my head up. But did I get caught up? Hell yeah! Girl, I let a man who didn’t even know my name hit it after two cosmopolitans and some compliments.
He told me his name was Dru. He had dimples, muscles, and legs bowed just enough to make me wonder what else on him curved. He had stories to tell, and I was hoping to be a chapter in one of them. I should’ve left immediately after the sex was over. But there was something about him. He was trouble wrapped in a fitted T-shirt and ripped denim. That has always been my weakness: charming bad boys. The ones who look at you like they already know your favorite things, like what makes you smile and how to stare into your eyes so deep that your panties slide off on cue. They also knew exactly how to break your heart after making you believe they were your safe space.
He was available, or so he kept saying. I liked the way he looked at me like I was the one thing he didn't have yet, the way his thumb slid across my lower back when we walked out of the club, how he paid attention to shit like my nail color, and the fact that I dipped my sausage in my syrup.
That night, I told myself it was just sex, just another player in my rotation. But let’s be real. I'm the queen of detachment. I have never been anyone’s girlfriend and didn’t plan to be now. He doesn't matter. That's what I kept telling myself.
We talked all morning. I mean, talked. The kind of deep, soul-spinning conversations that made you forget you’ve got deadlines and an ounce of self-respect. He asked about my dreams. I asked about his dreams. Meanwhile, I was probably sleeping with a man who was still using his ex’s Hulu login.
But in that moment, I didn’t care. Because damn, the pancakes were good. And the sex was even better. Now I’m staring at my phone, waiting for a good morning text. Like a damn fool! Midnight had me out here in full delulu mode. By noon, I was questioning myself: “Was he a ghost in Cartier frames, whispering sweet talk in my ear and against my neck?”
I wanted to know, “When will I see him again? I hope he calls me back.”
That was five days ago.
Reflection: It wasn’t the pancakes. It was the illusion of comfort. That fake-safe energy. That was the bait. He caught me off guard and had me overfed, my panties off, and halfway in love before I even knew his first name.
Lesson: Never trust a man who gives you an orgasm before his first name.






  
  Sweet Strokes & Backshots

Situation 2


I had an itch I needed to scratch. And he did not disappoint. I was still thinking about him days later. I had broken so many of my rules the night we met: 
I left the club with him.
I went out with him after the club for food.
I went back to his place.
I spent the night.
I ate fried bologna in his kitchen.
I PAID FOR THE MEAL!
I actually gave him my real number.
Honorable mention: I did all of this with wild hair and no makeup, not even lip gloss!
I got more than comfortable with this stranger. But something about Dru was comforting. Not just his 12-inch strokes, which, by the way, I can still feel pulsating between my thighs.
“I wonder how it feels in other positions? We only did it doggy-style and missionary.”
I had so many intrusive thoughts about Dru. I was thinking about him again, and my vibrator was not going to be enough tonight.
I was in the company car on my way home, and then...
“Marquis,” I alerted my driver. “Change of plans. Instead of home, I need you to take me to this address: 1137 Pelham Parkway in the Bronx.”
Yes, I went back. Don’t ask me why. All I can say is the way he looked at me when he was on top of me had me in a chokehold! All the others before him were just for a quick thrill, but this one hit different. He definitely knew what to do with his fingers, too. Like, who takes the time to give you foreplay during a quickie?
I needed just one more dose of what he was serving. I have no shame. This was just another one-night stand of sweet strokes and backshots! I planned to leave immediately after. He opened his door like he was expecting me. Mind you, I didn’t even call him beforehand.
I knocked on his door like, “Boy, gimme some more of that dick!” I didn’t say that, but my eyes screamed it. I didn’t even let him talk. I was breaking more of my own rules just by standing there. But at the time, I didn’t care!
And then we were right back where we left off, only deeper, slower, and messier. His hands felt like they’d memorized my body language in one night and had the nerve to come back more fluent.
I was going to leave after we were done. But I didn't. I fell asleep after I don’t know how many rounds. I woke up to the smell of fried eggs. Again!
I hit my forehead with the palm of my hand. “Girl, what are you still doing here?” I muttered to myself. Then I went into his kitchen with the all-white appliances! I was whimpering softly to myself, “I do NOT want a relationship!” I was already married to myself!
Everything about him felt dangerously intentional.
I got my itch scratched and lost my good sense all in the same night. He looked at me like I was something rare. I tried to ignore it, but I couldn’t. Maybe if my goofy ass wasn’t in his face, giggling at his two-seat makeshift table, I wouldn’t be falling in love. Can I even call it that so soon?
Anyway, I told myself I could handle it, even though every part of me melted when I was around him. It was sweet. I felt giddy. It was more than a crush. Part of me wanted to puke because I was becoming someone I used to look at strangely and say, “Why would you want to do that?” I was becoming the woman whose heart skips a beat at the mere sound of a man’s voice.
UGH!
Dear Diary,
I was not thinking of the consequences or repercussions of breaking my own rules. It was just sex. Ok, sex we had again and again. But I’m a strong woman. I never involve my feelings or emotions.
This is just the business of temporary pleasure. But something about the way he touched me made it feel like it could be more. I’ll get over this by tomorrow.
I don’t even know why I’m writing this. I haven’t written in this diary since my senior year of high school. That was the last time I gave my heart to a man.
Reflection: I wasn’t falling for him. I was getting addicted. I forgot my rules while pretending he wasn't still playing by his.
Lesson: It’s never “just sex” when you start scheduling second dates.






  
  Fine Dining & Fuckery

Situation 3


We weren’t official, barely even consistent. But there was something about his tone when he said, “Let me take you out properly,” that made me pause. I agreed, partly out of curiosity and partly out of boredom. He picked Ruth's Chris Steakhouse. I won’t lie, I almost rolled my eyes. It was sweet in a starter-kit kind of way. I chuckled at the thought because it was the kind of place my friends and I would go to post-spa or for girls’ night out. He meant well...so I let it slide. Maybe this was his idea of impressing me. Either way, I wasn’t about to turn down a free steak. 
As the features editor of a fashion magazine, I had insider picks of all the top designers’ pieces before the season even began. Style & Beauty Archive was a magazine that practically breathed in couture and exhaled trend forecasts. So, of course, I had to show up as if my closet had taken private meetings with Paris fashion houses. I decided on a pair of structured denim pants with a matching cropped denim jacket, Gucci’s Spring collection. And I was wearing them a week before the release date. I paired them with a fitted graphic tee that whispered, “I’m chill,” but screamed, “I’m expensive.” I finished with red Chanel sandals, a matching red Chanel bag, and gold Simone I. Smith hoop earrings.
I smiled at Hollis on my way out. He was the doorman of my building. He always looked like he’d stepped straight out of a Ralph Lauren holiday ad.
“Have a good night, Madame,” he said, tipping his cap, sounding like a man who’s opened doors for models, moguls, and me!
Outside my neighborhood, DUMBO was its usual curated chaos, buzzing with conversations about NFT regret and the soft whirr of camera shutters from tourists trying to frame the perfect Manhattan Bridge shot. I stepped into the back of the Uber Black I’d ordered because, of course. Maybe tonight will be different. I settled into the back seat of the Uber, and hope slid in behind me like it had VIP access to my thoughts and no intention of leaving.
When I walked into the restaurant, he stood so fast. It was like gravity had nothing on his excitement. His smile was not eager or desperate; he was delighted. He wore the kind of smile that said, “Damn, she’s really here.” The kind of smile that will make you sit down slower, just so he can take in the whole look. And he did take in the whole look. Twice.
I told him it was my first novel and that I wasn’t entirely sure what the hell I was writing about, just that I was writing it anyway.
“That’s fire. I know you lethal with a pen, just like your style. The way you walk, the way you talk. Whatever it becomes, I already know it’s gonna be iconic,” he replied.
Our conversation didn’t feel like small talk. It was a slow simmer, laced with sultry and sweet intentions. It felt like exhaling for the first time in years. His gaze didn’t just linger; it caressed, tracing the edges of my mouth. Every glance, every laugh felt like foreplay. The tension simmered between us: slow, rising, inevitable. When our knees touched under the table, neither of us moved away.
His eyes held mine like they knew a story about me I hadn’t told yet. And every bite, every brush of his hand across the table was an invitation to learn more. We laughed a lot. We fed each other calamari. We told each other inside jokes. He dipped his steak in peppercorn sauce and offered me a bite like we had done all of this a thousand times before.
When the check came, he reached for his wallet with the confidence of a man who had things in order. He slid his card across the table like it had something to prove. The waiter left the table to cash us out. In less than two minutes, the waiter returned. He gave him that polite, apologetic smile.
“Sir, it didn’t go through,” the waiter said.
“Can you try this one?” he asked.
The waiter left and tried again. And again. And again.
By the fifth time, I was halfway between secondhand embarrassment and amused detachment. He checked his phone, tapped the screen like that would summon funds out of thin air.
“Damn,” he muttered under his breath. “My paycheck ain’t clear yet. Y’all take post-dated checks?” he asked the waiter, dead-ass serious.
The waiter just smiled politely and said, “Uh...no, sir, we don’t. But we do take Apple Pay. You can try tapping here,” the waiter suggested and held out a POS machine.
Dru flipped his card like a magician about to pull a rabbit out of a financial crisis.
Tap.
Declined.
The waiter gave a polite nod and walked off to “give us a moment.” That’s when the show began. Dru pulled out his phone and started calling. First, his cousin. Then his boy from uptown. Then he called somebody named Trey, who clearly had him on DND. Then he called his friend Bam Bam.
“Yo, can you Venmo me real quick? Like, right now.”
All the while, I was sitting there slicing into my steak like I was reviewing it for the next issue of Style & Beauty Archive. He tried his card one more time, and it declined again. A line of sweat was forming just under his hairline. I gave him a once-over look that said, “Are we still doing this?”
He kept calling and trying, and then, finally, he looked up at me.
“Uh, you mind?” he asked quickly, with a hesitant smile.
I gave him a look like I had five better things to do, none of which involved insufficient funds.
“Mind what?”
I don't know what was louder: my voice or facial expression when I asked him. He laughed, the kind of laugh people give when they’re hoping shyness will make up for where their manners failed.
“Please. I swear I got you. Like, next time...or even tomorrow. As soon as my check hits tomorrow morning around 9 a.m., I’m good for it. Promise. I’m tryna treat you right. This just...this not how I wanted tonight to go.”
I took a sip of my wine slowly. He leaned in a little.
“I’ll pay you back double. Triple if you want. I’ll Cash App you with interest. Just...don’t let me go out like this. Please.”
We sat in silence. I purposely let him sit with his problem for a few more minutes. Then I slowly placed my fork down and wiped the corners of my mouth with my napkin.
“Triple?” I repeated, arching an eyebrow.
I slid my Amex Black Card across the table like it was a final ruling from the high court of Bad Bitches. The waiter returned just in time to witness the moment.
“Yes, triple. I promise. I got you, ma,” he said confidently. “I’m sorry about all this. I swear I’ll pay you back.”
He kept repeating, which was annoying the hell out of me more than his inability to pay the bill.
“It’s fine,” I said, sipping the last remnants of my wine. Although it wasn't fine.
The silence was deafening in the Uber ride back to Brooklyn. He looked out the window for some time. I stared out my window, counting streetlights.
“You don’t have to do all that to impress me,” I finally said.
He glanced over. “You make it easy to want to.”
His eyes met mine, big, brown, and disarming. His eyes met mine, big, brown, and disarming. His eyes didn't match the chaos I felt was brewing inside of him. They were sweet and gentle. Like he knew how to look at me so I wouldn’t be mad at him anymore.
“Please forgive me,” he said innocently, and just like that, the ice around my mood started to melt.
The car pulled up to my place. He leaned in to kiss me softly and sincerely.
“Can I see you again?” he asked.
It took everything in me not to roll my eyes or suck my teeth and flatly yell out, “No!” But instead, I looked at him for a minute.
“He couldn’t even afford an Uber Black!” I screamed to myself. “We had to ride back in an economy car. Ugh!”
“Text me,” I said as I stepped out of the car before I changed my mind about going back to his place. Again.
Dear Diary,
Why do broke boys keep showing up smelling good with ambitious audacity? It’s like ordering filet mignon and getting cube steak instead. Dru had potential. But potential doesn’t pay bills, and it definitely didn’t turn me on. He was charming. But charm with a declined card is just a joke with no punchline.
The steak was good. The conversation was better. The ending? Totally embarrassing! I tried not to let it show. But I wanted to scream at myself and at him. And my Amex was screaming at me like, “Girl, not again!”
Maybe I’m overreacting. Maybe it was a mistake. But mistakes cost money, and I’m not footing the bill for someone else’s mistakes.
Reflection: Being seen is nice. Being treated nicely is better. But being respected? That’s the real currency.
Lesson: If the card keeps declining, so should you.






  
  Blurred Lines

Situation 4


Three days had passed since Dru promised to pay me back triple what he owed. Whatever that means. At this point, he owed me $500. Any more, and I would have to issue him a 1099. 
It was 2:00 a.m. on a Tuesday. You already know nothing good happens at that hour unless you're getting tossed in the air and riding the dick like a cowgirl. But anyway, I was mid-scroll, going down the rabbit hole of a juicy story on TikTok, when his name lit up my screen.
And next, a Spotify link: “Dru sent you a playlist titled: Us.”
Then...he sent a text message.
“For you,” it said.
That was it. No explanation. No accountability. No Venmo. I should’ve ignored it. I should’ve rolled over and let the block button finish what his inconsistency started.
But I clicked it.
Track one was “We Belong Together” by Mariah Carey. I damn near threw my phone across the room. Because guess what song was playing the night we met?
“We fucking belong to-fucking-gether!”
I was pretending I wasn’t falling in love with a man whose life was stuck in park, with no idea where he left the keys. Then came Jhené Aiko, Ella Mai, Summer Walker, Sade, and Snoh Aalegra, the kind of music that makes you forget why you should block him.
I listened to the whole damn playlist. Not because I’m weak, but because I’m dramatic. I needed to know exactly which songs he
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