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Book Description: 

Tasha is done surviving. Now, she’s learning how to live—but the streets, scars, and silence don't let go easy. After breaking free from a toxic relationship in Breaking the Chains and learning to face her past in Still Got Scars, this final chapter is about the fight for wholeness. Because peace ain’t passive—it’s earned, and it sure as hell don’t come free.

She’s a mother now. A business owner. A woman with power in her hands and trauma in her blood. But trauma don’t quit just because the bruises faded. Her abuser may be gone, but the echoes still whisper. She built something beautiful, but healing doesn’t stop at the glow-up. She’s walking in soft life shoes but stepping over landmines from the past.

Family ties get tested. Old flames try to creep back. Friendships crumble under weight they were never built to hold. Therapy exposes wounds she never knew were open. And in the middle of all that? A child looking up to her like she’s the sun.

This book is gritty, raw, and intimate. It’s about becoming your own safe place. Tasha learns that sometimes peace means walking away. Sometimes it means standing your ground. And sometimes, it means burning the whole damn thing down so you can rebuild it—brick by bloody brick.

It’s the final book in the Breaking Free Trilogy, and it’s not just about survival anymore. It’s about becoming.
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Chapter 1: Closed Doors, Open Wounds
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The room was too quiet.

Tasha sat on the edge of a cold leather couch, fingers tapping against her thigh, counting seconds. The therapist’s office smelled like lavender and lies. Soft, fake peace. A diffuser puffed in the corner, a sound machine whispered rainfall. And yet, inside Tasha, it thundered.

Dr. Parker, a Black woman in tortoise-shell glasses and a flawless silk press, studied her gently. “You ready to talk today?”

Tasha crossed her legs, tugged at her cropped hoodie, and gave a tight smile. “Talkin' never fixed shit before.”

“But maybe this time, you’re not just talkin’. You’re healing.”

Tasha scoffed. “Healing sounds cute. You ever try surviving with bruises on your back and a man who call you his queen while breakin’ your ribs?”

Dr. Parker didn’t flinch. “No. But I’ve helped women who have.”

Tasha looked away. The air turned heavy with silence. Not the awkward kind. The real kind. The kind that sticks to your lungs and makes it hard to breathe.

“Tell me what’s been hurting the most lately,” Dr. Parker prompted.

Tasha blinked slow. She hated how her eyes burned before the first word even came out.

“Doors,” she whispered.

Dr. Parker tilted her head. “Doors?”

Tasha nodded. “Closed ones. Slammed ones. Locked ones. Every time I hear one shut... my body tenses. I don’t sleep unless I know the door ain’t just closed—it’s blocked.”

She looked down at her hands. Nails freshly done—long, red, sharp. A mask, like the ones she used to wear out in the streets. But her fingers trembled as if the trauma was still alive underneath the polish.

“I ain’t no damn victim,” she added quickly, voice sharp.

“I never said you were.”

“But I ain’t soft neither. I did what I had to do. I let Dre come back ‘cause I was scared of sleepin’ alone. I kept the bruises under concealer. I smiled in them IG selfies with a busted rib.”

Tasha’s voice cracked. She didn’t mean for it to. She bit the inside of her cheek so hard, she tasted blood.

“He’d say ‘sorry’ while puttin' ice on my jaw. Cry in my lap after callin’ me a bitch. And I believed him. Every time.”

“Do you still believe him?”

Tasha shook her head slow. “No. I believe myself now. But that don’t mean I’m healed.”

Dr. Parker leaned forward. “Tell me what you want from therapy.”

“I want peace that don’t scare me. I want to look in the mirror without flinching. I want to touch myself and not remember how he used to take what wasn’t his.”

Silence. Then Tasha added, “I want to fuck somebody without feeling like I’m broken.”

Dr. Parker nodded. “That’s honest. That’s brave.”

“Brave,” Tasha repeated, almost mocking. “Brave is leavin’. Healing? That’s a slow, messy ass war.”

She stared at the walls, white and unbothered. The same way she used to be. Before Dre. Before the pain. Before she became a story only she could survive.

A single tear slid down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it.

Later that night, Tasha lay in bed. Her new apartment was still unfamiliar. Too clean. Too quiet. She hadn't even hung up pictures yet. It was hers—but it didn’t feel like home.

She rolled over and reached for her vibrator.

Tonight, she didn’t want a man. She didn’t want love. She just wanted to reclaim her body without a memory attached. No flashbacks. No guilt.

She slid her silk shorts down, one slow breath at a time.

She touched herself like a stranger. Careful. Light. Just enough.

But halfway through, a memory hit like a punch.

Dre’s voice. “You think you can please yourself better than me, huh?”

She gasped—hand flying to her chest, heart racing.

She wasn’t in the old apartment. She wasn’t under his weight. She wasn’t powerless anymore.

But the ghost of him lived in her nerves.

Tasha turned over and cried into her pillow, cursing the silence, begging for it at the same time.

Healing hurt.

It ripped you apart before it stitched you back.

But for once, she wasn’t running from it.

She was facing it.

Naked. Bruised. But not broken.

Not anymore.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: Pull Up and Pray
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Tasha pulled into the daycare lot with “Summer Walker” low in the speakers and lip gloss fresh on her mouth. The sun was already hot, baking the steering wheel and her thoughts. She adjusted her shades and took a deep breath.

She’d come a long way from the woman who used to cry in the car before picking up her baby.

These days, she smiled more.

Until she saw her.

A candy-painted Charger idled by the curb. Burgundy. Loud engine. Too flashy for a damn school zone. A woman leaned against the hood in red leggings and a tight white tee—her stomach poking just enough to say “early trimester.” Braids, big lashes, and a face that didn’t flinch when she locked eyes with Tasha.

It was Dre’s new girl. Kiara.

Tasha’s foot hit the brake harder than she needed to. Her stomach tightened. Not out of jealousy. Out of fury.

Because what the hell was Dre’s pregnant ass jump-off doing here?

Tasha stepped out slow, adjusting the waistband of her jeans like it was a weapon. Her hips swayed. Her face? Still. Her eyes? Watching.

Kiara smiled like she had something to say. Tasha walked right past her—toward the building—but Kiara spoke first.

“He forgot his blanket at my house,” she said, holding up a Spider-Man throw with tags still on it. “Said he wanted his son to be comfortable.”

Tasha stopped cold. Turned. “Excuse me?”

Kiara stepped forward, voice all sugar. “I ain’t tryna start no drama. I just wanna help take care of what’s mine too.”

Tasha’s mouth opened—but no words came out. Not because she was speechless. But because this chick really thought she could pull up to her baby’s daycare like some bonus mama with a prop blanket and no boundaries.

Tasha took a breath. Then another. She could feel her blood pressure rising behind her lashes.

“I don’t know who told you playin’ stepmom earns you stripes,” she said, “but unless you wanna breastfeed the smoke, I suggest you take that weak-ass throw and your lil’ bump back in that Charger and reverse your whole purpose.”

Kiara’s smile faltered. She blinked, lips parting slightly.

Tasha stepped closer, calm. Controlled. But that edge in her voice was sharp as stilettos.

“Pullin’ up to my child’s space was your first mistake. Thinking prayer gon’ keep me from planning was your second.”

Kiara’s hand dropped slightly. “I didn’t mean—”

“I don’t give a fuck what you meant,” Tasha cut in, soft but slicing. “Next time, I won’t talk. I’ll just act. And baby, I don’t do warnings twice.”

She turned on her heel, heels clicking across the pavement like punctuation, and headed inside.

Inside the daycare, Tasha smiled at the receptionist like nothing happened. “I’m here for Malakai.”

The receptionist nodded warmly. “He had a great day today. Drew three robots and said his mommy’s stronger than all of ‘em.”

Tasha’s throat tightened. She smiled again, more real this time.

Minutes later, Malakai came running out, curls bouncing, a half-finished lollipop in his hand. “Mommmmy!”

She scooped him up, kissed his cheek, and whispered, “You okay?”
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