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​For the ones still bleeding in silence.
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“The wound is the place where the light enters you.”

— Rumi
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​Disclaimer 
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This novel contains scenes of self-harm, cult behavior, addiction, and psychological breakdown. Reader discretion is advised.
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​Chapter 1: Failure Stinks of Blood and Bleach


[image: ]




Brooklyn, NYC — 4:37 AM

The gym floor smelled like iron and bleach. The kind of stink that got in your lungs and stayed there, even after you left. Rayem "Raze" Quinn dragged the mop across the rubber mats like he was scrubbing a crime scene. Maybe he was.

Flickering overhead lights buzzed like dying flies. One bulb gave up and blinked out completely.

He paused, leaning on the mop handle, shirt clinging to his chest from earlier sets. No music. No voices. Just the echo of his breath and the creak of the floor under his boots.

The heavy bag in the corner still swung from his last round — just him and the ghost of who he used to be.

Once, he trained here. Sparred here. Got knocked out cold under these same lights. Now he cleaned the sweat of better men.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. Tinder. A match. Blonde. No bio. He swiped away without looking. His jaw clenched.

He wasn't horny. He was empty.

▪︎▪︎▪︎

Later

He sat on the floor, legs out, back against the wall. A half-eaten protein bar in one hand, cracked phone in the other. Scrolled through a feed of shredded guys fake-smiling in $80 tank tops, shouting about “grindset” and “discipline.” Lies dressed in gym lighting.

He flipped to his camera app. Hesitated. Then hit record.

▪︎▪︎▪︎

Video Log — 0:00:01

The frame shook a little — handheld, dim gym lights overhead, blood on his knuckles. His voice was quiet at first, but steady. Real.
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