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And I meant that shit.
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Jasmine didn’t come here looking for answers.

She came here because she was tired of carrying them alone.

The house was quiet in the way only old houses get settled, heavy, full of memory. Every sound

echoed a little longer. Every thought felt louder. She slipped off her shoes at the door, the same

way she always did, and made her way to the living room without turning on the lights.

Her grandmother’s couch waited for her like it always had.

Same faded fabric. Same soft dip in the middle where years of bodies had rested—kids napping,

late-night talks, grief that didn’t need explaining. Jasmine lowered herself onto it slowly, like her

body already knew this was where she needed to be. The cushions hugged her back, familiar and

forgiving.

It still smelled like her grandmother lavender, old lotion, and warmth. The kind of scent that

made you feel watched over instead of alone.

Jasmine stared up at the ceiling, blinking back tears she didn’t feel like fighting anymore.

“Grandma...” she whispered.

Her voice cracked anyway.

She wasn’t here because she missed him.

She was here because she missed herself.

She was tired of being called a home wrecker.

Tired of being reduced to a rumor.

Tired of carrying shame that never belonged to her in the first place.

People were comfortable telling her story like they were there. Like they knew what happened

behind closed doors. Like they knew who approached who. Who lied. Who pursued. Who

promised.

They didn’t.

And she was done letting silence finish sentences she never spoke.

Jasmine shifted on the couch, pulling the throw blanket up over her legs. Outside, the wind

brushed against the windows. Somewhere down the block, a car passed, tires crunching over

leftover snow.

“Let me tell you the truth,” she said softly.

“Not the version they tell. Mine.”

She closed her eyes for a moment, and the memory came rushing back.

December.

Snow.

A picture she didn’t think twice about.

And a message that changed everything.
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Chapter 1: The DM That Changed Everything
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I remember it like yesterday — the way memory sticks when something changes you.

December 2022.

Cold. Snow everywhere. Thick and untouched, like the city had been paused overnight. The kind

of cold that makes everything feel still, quiet, frozen — like life itself was holding its breath,

waiting to see who would move first.

People love to rewrite women’s stories for us, so let me say this plain:

I was married, yes — but that marriage had been dead long before that winter. Long before the

snow. Long before the picture. Long before the message people love to point at like it explains

everything.

I didn’t wake up one day and decide to wander off.

I didn’t lie.

I didn’t sneak.

I didn’t play both sides.

I told that man long before December that I was done.

I told him I was unhappy.

I told him to leave.

When a woman says she’s finished, she’s already mourned it. Already cried in private. Already

stayed longer than she should have because hope can be louder than logic. By the time she says

I’m done, the ending already happened.

I was married to a little boy. A grown man who couldn’t handle that my sex drive was high —

like desire was something to be ashamed of. Imagine being mad at your wife for wanting you.

For wanting intimacy. For wanting to feel wanted.

That alone should tell you everything.

So no — I wasn’t confused.

I wasn’t lonely and bored.

I was checked out and standing on business.

That day, I posted a picture of my BMW truck.

It was covered in snow — thick, fresh, untouched. One of those pictures you don’t think twice

about. No caption that meant anything. No hidden message. Just a moment. Just a post. I

remember taking it quick, fingers cold, thinking nothing more than damn, it really came down

last night.

Minutes later, my phone buzzed.

A DM.

“I would’ve came and cleaned your truck for you.”

Simple.

Playful.

Unexpected.

I stared at the message longer than I should have. Not because it was bold — because it wasn’t.

That’s what made it dangerous. It felt harmless. Light. Like someone knocking on a door you

weren’t guarding anymore.

After that came the likes.

The hearts.

Every picture. Every post. Quiet consistency. Not thirsty. Not loud. Just... there.

He messaged again.

This time, I replied.

“I’m not on here much. Here’s my number.”

I didn’t hesitate. That’s the part people don’t understand. When you’re done, you don’t

second-guess the way you used to. You move from clarity, not impulse.

And that was it.

That was the moment the door cracked open.

The moment that felt like nothing but turned into everything.

The moment I couldn’t have known would become the best day and the worst mistake wrapped

into one.

At first, it was innocent.

Small talk.

Texting.

Getting to know each other.

Who are you?

Where you from?

What do you do?

Laughing. Jokes. Late replies that slowly turned into fast ones. Conversations stretching longer

than planned. Comfort building quietly.

Then we linked up.

The first time we met, it was cold as hell. One of those downtown nights where the streets feel

empty but your instincts tell you they’re not. The kind of night where anything could happen —

and that’s exactly why I came prepared.

I had my gun on me.

Because men come in disguise.

Because women go missing every day.

Because I wasn’t about to become a headline or a lesson.

We sat in the car.

Just sat.

Silence at first. Thick. Loud. Heavy. The kind of silence that makes you hyperaware of

everything — the hum of the engine, the sound of your own breathing, the way your body stays

tense even when you’re trying to relax.

He was nervous as fuck — and I couldn’t figure out why. His hands weren’t shaking, but his

energy was. Like he was somewhere else mentally. Like he was watching instead of being

present.

I finally asked, “What’s wrong?”

He said, “Nothing. Just watching my surroundings.”

That should’ve been my first pause.

Let me be clear about something — this man was not my type.

Not even close.

All I could think was: Who names their kid Arthur?

He gave real Steve Urkel vibes. Glasses. Awkward laugh. Soft presence. Not loud. Not

dominant. Nothing like the men I usually dealt with.

Because my type?

Street niggas.

Fast money. No real jobs. Big egos. Bigger mouths.

They worshipped me. Every breath. Every step. They gave me the world — at least what they

thought the world was.

And the fucked up part?

My silly ass was okay with that.

Arthur didn’t fit anywhere in my usual pattern. And maybe that’s exactly how he slipped in.

Eventually, he started talking. Corny shit. Lame questions. The kind of conversation that

should’ve bored me.

But instead, it made me nervous.

Because sometimes it’s not the loud men you need to watch — it’s the quiet ones. The ones who

don’t show all their cards. The ones who don’t move how you expect them to.

When things shifted physically, it didn’t go how men usually go. He came in confident — then

lost it. Just like that.

And here’s how you know a man is nervous:

He comes with excuses.

Too many explanations.

Talking fast. Trying to cover embarrassment with words.

In my head, I started calling him a sloth. Slow. Hesitant. Unsure.

We went our separate ways after that.

But here’s the part that mattered.

We texted all night.

Then all day.

Nonstop.

And that’s where things got tricky.

I was at work, glowing and blushing, and I couldn’t even explain why. Nothing really happened

— not enough to justify the way my body felt light. Maybe it was the conversation. Maybe it was

the attention. Maybe it was the mystery.

And then there was the part I hadn’t said yet.

We worked together.

He had picked up overtime at my location.

So now the talking wasn’t just private — it was a secret.

Side glances.

Unspoken moments.

Energy that lived quietly between shifts and texts.

That’s how it started.

Not loud.

Not reckless.

Just enough to pull me in without me realizing I was already standing too close to the edge.
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Chapter 2: Elevation & Exposure
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Around that time, my life was moving.

Not emotionally structurally.

On the outside, everything looked like it was lining up. Promotion conversations. New

responsibilities. People starting to say my name differently when I walked into rooms. I was

leveling up, building something for myself, stepping into a version of me that felt earned.

My days were fuller.

My confidence louder.

My vision clearer.

I started dressing better. Standing taller. Laughing more. I felt seen again — not tolerated, not

ignored, not minimized. I was becoming myself in real time, and it showed.

I started getting outside.

And when I say hanging out, I mean I was really outside. Bars. Music thumping through my

chest. Shots flowing easy. Conversations stretching past midnight. The kind of nights where time

slips and you don’t rush to catch it.

I felt young again.

Desired.

Present.

Reality only shook me when I went home.

Home felt heavy.

Quiet.

Dead.

Not peaceful — empty.

Mark was a ghost to me. Not even worth arguing with. I ignored him completely. Every chance I

got, I told him to leave.

“Dude, get the fuck out my house. Please.”

And that didn’t come from sex.

That came from resentment.

That man never wanted to help pay bills.

Never bought groceries.

Never tried to build anything with me.

He paid for pussy.

Paid bitches for their numbers.

Bought guns.

Baby... he had to fucking go.

There was nothing left to save, and I wasn’t pretending anymore.

I talked to
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