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    For every girl who had to stitch her own heart back together with bloody hands.For every woman who chose survival over sentiment.For every queen who learned the hard way that love don't keep you fed, protected, or fckin' alive.
This ain't a fairytale.It's a survival guide.Wear your scars like a crown.Move like loyalty dead.And never, ever apologize for the monster pain made you.**
– To the survivors. Always.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Love don't live here no more—only demons f*ck me now."
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​Chapter 1: She Let That Dick in Her Heart Before She Knew His Name
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One night, one mistake — now Serenity’s soul on layaway.
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Serenity ain’t even supposed to be out that night.

Her homegirl Keisha been blowin’ up her phone for hours, talkin’ bout how they needed to “get cute and forget these weak-ass niggas.”
Serenity ain’t had no business throwin’ on that tight red dress — the one that clung to her hips like it had a death grip — and lettin’ Keisha drag her to Vibe, the hottest and dirtiest club in the Westside.
The air inside was thick.
Smelled like sweat, Hennessy, loud, and broken homes.
Bass thumped so hard it rattled her ribs. Bodies packed in close, grindin’ slow, spillin’ liquor, spillin’ secrets.
The type of place you lose your dignity for a few hours and don’t even miss it till the sun come up.
She was leanin’ against the bar, sippin’ on her second Henny and Coke, when she felt it.

That stare.

Cut across the room like a razor to the jugular.
Heavy, dangerous, like it carried weight she wasn’t ready to lift.
He stood by the far wall, posted up like he owned the fuckin' building.
Black hoodie. Dark jeans. Diamond watch catchin’ the light like a wink from the devil himself.
He wasn't tryin' to look friendly — he looked like violence wrapped in chocolate skin and bad intentions.
Serenity shoulda looked away.
She shoulda turned her thirsty ass around and called an Uber.
Instead, she tilted her chin, tossed back her drink, and let him come to her.
His name?
Didn’t ask.
Didn’t care.
Didn’t need it.
All she needed was the way he grabbed her waist with both hands like he owned it.
The way he breathed against her ear, voice low and scratchy, sayin’ shit like,
"I been watchin' you all night, baby. You mine now."
That was the last prayer her common sense tried to whisper before she let him pull her to the back hallway, away from the flashing lights, away from reason.

Back against the cold brick wall, his mouth on her neck, his hands under her dress —
Serenity forgot about every promise she ever made to herself.
Every boundary blurred into nothin' under the weight of his touch.
She moaned low and soft into his mouth, her body betrayin' her before her mind could even catch up.
His dick pressed hard against her thigh, hot and pulsin’ through his jeans.
He smelled like Versace and sin, tasted like the end of the world.
And when he finally slid up inside her, raw, reckless, no name, no future —
She knew she ain’t just let him fuck her body.
She let him fuck her soul.
She let that dick in her heart before she even knew his demons had a seat at the table too.
No condom.
No questions.
Just heat, sweat, and the kind of mistakes you can’t erase with bleach or tears.
Afterward, he zipped up, kissed her on the forehead like she was somethin’ precious — and disappeared into the crowd.

No number.
No real goodbye.
Just a ghost leavin’ a woman half-naked, half-drunk, and full of regret.
Serenity wiped her inner thigh with the back of her hand, feelin’ cheap, used, and stupid.
But worse than that, she felt hungry for more.
Starvin’ for a nigga who already carved his initials into her fuckin’ destiny with one raw, reckless stroke.
One night.
One mistake.
Now her whole soul on layaway —
And she ain’t even know the motherfucker’s name.
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​Chapter 2: Fuckboys Smell Like Hood Perfume and Broken Promises
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Demons come with Versace cologne and gunpowder in their pockets.
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Serenity woke up in a bed that didn’t smell like home.

The sheets clung to her bare skin, still damp from sweat and bad decisions.
The air was thick — heavy with the scent of Versace cologne, cheap kush, and the kinda broken promises that stick to your lungs when you breathe ‘em in too deep.
She turned her head slowly, her temples poundin’ like somebody was tappin' on her skull from the inside out.

The spot next to her?
Empty.
No slow kisses on her shoulder.
No arm tucked around her waist.
Not even a mthrfuckin’ text on the nightstand to fake like he cared.
Just cold-ass sheets and a sticky trail of regret between her thighs.

Serenity sat up, pullin’ the sheet tighter around her body even though she knew damn well it couldn’t hide the damage already done.

She could still feel him inside her.
Still smell him in her fuckin’ hair.
Still hear his voice, low and dangerous, whisperin’ shit that sounded like promises but hit like setups.
"You mine now, baby."

Yeah, right.

Niggas like him?
They ain’t never lookin' for love.
They huntin' for souls to wreck and bodies to warm for a night.
Serenity slid out the bed, wincin’ when her bare feet touched the cold floor.
The little beat-up dresser in the corner had a stack of cash sittin’ on it — like a silent reminder that everything had a price.
Maybe it wasn’t for her.
Maybe it was just how he moved.
Fast. Cold. Careless.
Fuckboys smelled a certain way.
Not just Versace and weed.
But danger, too.
Gunpowder tucked into the creases of their jeans.
Blood splatter invisible to the naked eye but loud as hell to a woman who been hurt enough to hear it.
Serenity wrapped her arms around herself, feelin’ smaller than she ever let the world see.

Mama used to say,
"Bitch, you better learn how to smell a lie before it undresses you."
But what if the lie wore a face so fine you wanted to believe it?
What if the lie kissed you so good you forgot to run?
Serenity shuffled around the room, searchin’ for her dress from last night.
It was crumpled on the floor like a dead thing — tight, red, and shinin’ like a bloodstain in the half-light.
She pulled it on slow, the fabric scratchin’ against skin still tender from rough hands and harder truths.

As she smoothed the dress over her hips, Serenity caught a glimpse of herself in the cracked mirror on the dresser.

Eyes rimmed in black eyeliner and regret.
Hair wild, lips swollen, a hickey bloomin' purple on her neck like a fuckin’ curse mark.
She ain’t recognize that girl.

That wasn’t the Serenity who used to dream about college, about love that ain’t come with fistfights and funerals.
That was a woman baptized in hood sins, learnin’ the hard way that not every devil showed up with horns —
Some wore Cartier chains and whispered sweet fuckin’ nothings in your ear.
She grabbed her purse, ignoring the cash sittin' there.
Ain’t no price tag on self-respect — and even if there was, she couldn’t afford to lose any more.
Without lookin’ back, Serenity slipped out the front door into the gray light of early mornin', heart heavy as hell but feet movin' steady.

First rule of survival?

Never fall for a smell.
Especially not when it smell like hood perfume... and broken fuckin' promises.
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