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    "For every woman who had to raise a king with broken dreams and a loaded heart. This ain't a fairy tale — this is survival written in scars."
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​Chapter 1: Projects Smell Like Broken Promises and Burnt Ramen
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Section 8 ain’t built for no fuckin' fairytales — just fucked-up dreams and fucked-over bitches.

That’s the first lesson Nevaeh learned when her mama’s boyfriend — some no-name nigga with a gold tooth and dirty hands — slammed the front door so hard the smoke detector dropped off the ceiling.

The smell of burnt ramen filled the whole damn apartment. Not the good kind either — the bitter, overcooked shit that stuck to the pot and made the whole crib stink like struggle. It crawled through the cracked windows, slid under the rusted pipes, and sank deep into the stained-ass carpet they been meaning to rip up since last summer. Same fuckin' smell every month when rent hit late and love hit even later.

Nevaeh wiped at the crusted snot on her little brother’s face, poppin’ him gently on the hand when he kept tryna reach for the crusty ass bowl of noodles sittin’ on the counter. Baby didn’t know no better — hell, none of 'em did. Growing up here wasn’t about bein’ happy. It was about stayin' alive long enough to figure out happiness cost more than they mama’s Section 8 voucher would ever cover.

"Don't touch shit, King," she said, voice tired like her soul clocked out two summers ago.

The baby whimpered, clutching her shirt like it was the only thing that made sense in a world that smelled like mildew, gunpowder, and broke promises.

Out the cracked window, Nevaeh peeped the same tired a** hallway she always hated: piss stains on the concrete, kids cussin’ louder than they parents, and three hes in rainbow-colored bonnets arguin’ over a ngga that didn’t even fuckin' claim ‘em on social media. Typical Tuesday in Building 19.

She ain’t have no illusions left.

Love here was a transaction — a quick fuck in a back stairwell or a promise whispered between spliffs and empty liquor bottles. Niggas loved you until you got pregnant. Until you needed help. Until the lights cut off and all you had was canned beans and warm beer to keep you company.

Nevaeh ain’t bitter — not yet.

Just cautious.

Love was for motherfuckers who ain’t smelled betrayal marinated in cheap weed and burnt-out dreams.

She picked King up, balanced him on her hip, and kicked the busted door back closed with her bare foot. The lock barely caught, but fuck it — anybody crazy enough to come in here wasn’t gonna find shit worth stealin' anyway. Maybe a half-smoked Newport and a pair of broken dreams layin' around if they looked hard enough.

As she rocked King to sleep, the baby breathin’ heavy against her neck, Nevaeh stared up at the water-stained ceiling.

One more day in this hellhole.

One more chance to figure out how the fuck she was gonna climb outta this mess before it swallowed her whole.

In Section 8, dreams didn’t come true.

They dried up, turned bitter... then died slow, right along with the bitches stupid enough to believe otherwise.

And Nevaeh?

She ain’t dyin' for shit but her own fuckin' freedom.
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​Chapter 2: Pussy Got Power, Until a Glock Talk Louder
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He kissed her like forever — but kept a loaded .38 under the mattress.

Nevaeh knew better. Knew love wasn’t no goddamn armor, no safety net.

Still, when Malachi touched her, all the shit she learned the hard way started melting like ice on a stove burner.

His hands ran up her thighs like promises, soft lies dressed up in calloused palms and a dick game that made her forget she still had rent due and a two-for-one WIC appointment tomorrow.

"You mine, baby girl," he whispered, his lips brushing that soft spot under her jaw — the place that made her forget she ain't trust no fuckin' body.

But while his mouth wrote checks his heart couldn't cash, Nevaeh felt the hard steel under the mattress.

She knew that bitch was there.

She knew that cold, ugly truth was sleepin’ right next to them every night, cocked and ready to solve problems faster than love ever could.

The projects taught her that pussy got pull — but bullets pull harder.

She let him fuck her anyway, slow and deep, her legs locked around his waist like maybe she could trap his soul even if she couldn't trap his loyalty.

The bedframe squeaked out a rhythm older than Section 8 itself — the music of broke-ass lovers fuckin’ away their pain for a few minutes of fake paradise.

"Say you love me," she breathed against his neck.

"I love you, Vae. You all I got."

Same lie she heard last week when he smelled like somebody else’s cherry lip gloss and bitch tears.
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