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Book Description:

Tasha may have walked away from her toxic ex, but freedom don't mean healing. In Still Got Scars, the second installment of this raw and gritty urban trilogy, the wounds are fresh, the nights are long, and every step toward peace feels like war. She's trying to rebuild a life of her own, but the streets remember her name—and so does the man she left behind.

Therapy can't fix betrayal. Sex can't replace love. Money don’t cover emotional debt. Tasha’s starting to realize that the real fight ain’t just about getting away—it’s about staying gone. Because sometimes, even after the bruises fade, the triggers remain. Her body may be out of the cage, but her spirit still flinches in dark rooms and when certain songs come on. Her smile? That’s armor. Her hustle? That’s survival.

Tasha starts building something real—business, boundaries, and a better future—but every step forward feels like dragging a suitcase of pain she didn’t pack. The same friends who cheered when she left now doubt her glow-up. New lovers don’t know how to handle her flashbacks. Her ex? He ain’t done either, and he's creeping back in ways more dangerous than ever.

Still Got Scars dives deep into the mental and emotional chaos that comes after the breakup—after the big escape—when the world expects you to be “okay” but you’re still bleeding on the inside. This book is bold, vulnerable, and unfiltered, wrapped in street grit and emotional truth.

Because leaving was one thing. But healing? That’s the real fight. And Tasha? She’s got scars... but she’s still standing.
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1. Back to Me, Barely 

2. Pill Bottles and Journals
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Chapter 1: Back To Me, Barely
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Chapter 1: Back To Me, Barely
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The door clicked shut behind her, the sound echoing louder than it should’ve in the empty apartment. Tasha stood still in the middle of her new space—two bedrooms, cheap laminate floors, and a view of the liquor store across the street. It wasn’t much, but it was hers. The silence hugged her like a stranger with bad intentions—awkward, unfamiliar, and cold.

She dropped her duffle bag on the floor, the weight of it making the floor creak like it knew everything she’d been through. Her body moved slow, stiff like her bones didn’t know freedom yet. She walked into the bathroom, turned on the light, and stared at herself in the mirror.

No bruises. Not anymore. Just the faintest line under her eye where his knuckles used to land. Her lip had healed, her nose was straight again, and her skin glowed from weeks of Mya’s skincare products and uninterrupted sleep. But her eyes told the real story—foggy, guarded, hollow.

She turned on the shower. Steam rose like ghosts. As she undressed, every layer she peeled off felt heavier than the last. The shirt she wore during their last fight. The bra with a tiny tear from when he grabbed her too rough. The lace panties she bought for herself but never got to enjoy. Everything reeked of survival.

The water scalded her skin, but she didn’t flinch. She scrubbed hard, like she could scrape the memories off her back. Dre’s voice still whispered in her head. You’ll be back. No one gonna want you like I do. You think you better than me now?

She leaned her head against the wall and let the tears mix with the water. She didn’t sob. She didn’t cry out. She just... leaked. Quiet, slow, like a faucet that couldn’t shut off all the way.

Later, wrapped in a towel, she sat on her air mattress with her legs crossed, looking out the window. No TV. No music. No man. Just the sound of her breath, shallow and unsure. She wasn’t used to the quiet. At Dre’s house, the TV was always loud, arguments even louder. Now, peace felt like punishment.

She checked her phone. No texts. No calls. Just a saved voicemail from Mya: “Proud of you, girl. Keep going, one breath at a time.”

Tasha opened her Notes app and started typing.


Day One:

I miss him. I don’t miss the fists. I miss the routine. I miss knowing who I was, even if it was broken. This new me? She’s scary. And alone. But maybe... maybe she’s necessary.



She hit save, put the phone down, and lay back. Her body ached—not from bruises, but from healing. The kind of ache that lived in your soul. She touched her stomach, remembering all the nights she curled up protecting it, afraid.

Tonight, she wasn’t protecting herself from a man. She was protecting herself from giving in to the silence. From dialing his number. From believing the lie that pain was love.

The night crept in like a thief. She didn’t sleep much. But when her eyes finally shut, her hand rested on her chest—not like she was guarding her heart, but like she was reminding it that it was still beating.

Back to her. Barely.

But back.
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Chapter 2: Pill Bottles and Journals 
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Chapter 2: Pill Bottles and Journals 
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Tasha sat in the stiff beige chair across from Dr. Ellis, tapping her acrylic nail against the cap of her water bottle. The clock on the wall ticked like a heartbeat. She hated the way the room smelled—like vanilla and lemon, like fake peace. Her palms were sweaty, her edges slicked back too tight, and her jaw clenched like it held secrets.

Dr. Ellis crossed one leg over the other and smiled like she had time for every broken piece of Tasha.

“So,” the therapist said gently, notebook on her lap, “why are you here?”

Tasha shrugged. “Court said I needed six sessions if I want my restraining order permanent.”

Dr. Ellis didn’t blink. “And what do you think you need?”

Tasha forced a smile, the kind she used on cops and customers. “I’m good.”

Dr. Ellis raised an eyebrow. “Then you wouldn’t be here.”

Silence.

Tasha crossed her arms, sat back, and let her gaze drift to the framed picture on the desk. A little boy, maybe eight, smiling wide with missing teeth. You a mama, Tasha thought. So you already soft.

“Can we just talk about breathing exercises or whatever?” Tasha asked, voice flat.

Dr. Ellis wrote something down. Tasha hated that pen. It scratched like judgment.

“Sure,” she replied. “But first, I need you to tell me what safety means to you.”

Another silence. This one longer. Then:

“Not flinching every time someone raises their voice,” Tasha whispered. “Not feeling like I gotta check the peephole before I open my damn front door.”
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