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For every bitch who ever sat in her car crying so hard she couldn’t drive home.



For every woman who sent the paragraph, even though she swore she wouldn’t.



For every savage who decided to love herself more than she loved his dusty ass.



For the ones who prayed over their pussy and saged their phone.



For the ones who lost themselves—and then found themselves shining harder than ever.



For the women who keep it cute in public, but go home and scream into a pillow because closure never came.



For the women who refuse to die in silence while carrying secrets that could set the whole city on fire.



For the sisters, cousins, aunties, and homegirls who wipe our tears, hide the bodies, and cuss these niggas out in the group chat.



For the bitch who’s still healing. For the bitch who’s already healed. For the bitch who’s savage enough to read this and learn.



Bitch... this book is for YOU.



No crumbs left. Only power.
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PART I: THE SAVAGE GOSPEL
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Chapter 1 — Foreword: Bitch, You Ready?
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Bitch...

Let me ask you something real quick:

Are you ready?

And I don’t mean “ready” like some half-ass “New Year, New Me” resolution.

I mean...ARE YOU READY?

→ Ready to stop pretending dusty niggas still deserve access to your energy?

→ Ready to drag these men from here to the gates of hell for wasting your time?

→ Ready to admit your pussy is powerful enough to change a man’s entire tax bracket—but you’d rather keep it locked away from clowns?

→ Ready to stop crying over ghosters and start cashing the fuck in on your glow-up?

Because if you’re not ready, put this book down right now.

I’m serious.

Because this ain’t no sweet little “How to Date Like a Lady” manual. This ain’t no polite-ass, step-by-step guide to keep a man happy while your own soul is shriveling up like a raisin.

This is war, bitch. And I’m the General.
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LET ME TELL YOU WHY I wrote this book:

→ Because I’m tired of watching good women crying into pillowcases while dusty men sleep soundly next to them, snoring like they pay the fucking bills.

→ Because I’ve spent entire nights spiraling, thinking “Why wasn’t I enough?” for a man who wouldn’t even spell-check his own text messages.

→ Because I’ve watched men:


• Leave me on read.

• Lurk my social media like Inspector Gadget.

• Text me three months later like “Hey stranger.”



Meanwhile, my spirit guides up there rolling dice on whether I’ll block him or let him back in for one more round of soul-sucking confusion.
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THIS BOOK IS FOR THE women who are done.

Done begging.

Done tolerating half-truths.

Done letting men convince them that wanting loyalty is “asking for too much.”

Done letting niggas with broke souls—and sometimes broke pockets—dictate the terms of engagement.
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YOU WANNA KNOW WHAT’S different about me now, bitch?

→ I’m not bitter.

→ I’m not angry.

→ I’m not sitting here plotting revenge or crying into my lacefront.

I’m laughing. Because I finally figured out the game.

––––––––
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MEN THINK THEY’RE RUNNING shit.

→ Meanwhile, they’re the ones writing texts like:


“I’d probably suck all that wetness out your pussy then spit it in your mouth and let you suck my dick sloppy with all that cum and spit.”



→ And then turning around crying:



“Damn, you really put that in a book?”





Yes, bitch. I did.

Because your dick is not the secret it thinks it is.

––––––––
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I AM SHOCKEE. AND LET me tell you who the fuck I am:

→ I’m the woman who’ll write a savage sex scene about you and then walk past you in the store like I’ve never seen you before.

→ I’m the woman who’s done with half-ass lovers, half-ass friends, and half-ass vibes.

→ I’m the woman whose ancestors have started intervening directly in my dating life because they know I don’t listen to red flags the first time.

→ I’m the woman who’s tired of pretending my pussy’s just for decoration.

––––––––

[image: ]


SO IF YOU’RE READY, bitch...

→ Ready to get filthy.

→ Ready to get real.

→ Ready to laugh, cry, and highlight savage bars in pink highlighter.

→ Ready to remember who the fuck you are...

Then turn the page.

Because class is in session, and this is the Bible of Pussy Power.
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Bitch, Read This and Learn.
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Chapter 2 — The Velvet Secrets Principle
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BITCH...

Let me preach real quick.

Because before we go any deeper into this savage gospel, you need to understand one universal law of the Pussy Power Bible:

A woman who moves in silence moves the whole goddamn world.

I call it the Velvet Secrets Principle.

––––––––
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WHY SILENCE IS A WEAPON

Let me tell you why silence hits different:

→ Men expect drama.

→ They expect a show.

→ They expect you to cry, scream, threaten to expose screenshots, write sub-tweets, tell your homegirls every detail, and keep asking “Why?”

They EXPECT all that noise because it means you still care.

But silence?

Bitch...silence means the funeral is underway.

Silence means:

→ You’ve exited the building emotionally.

→ You’ve flipped the script.

→ He’s no longer the star of your movie.

The Funeral He Never Saw Coming

Let me break this down like scripture.

A man will leave you on read for six days.

Then pop back up like nothing ever happened:


“Hey beautiful.”




Bitch.




Don’t “hey beautiful” me.




→ My hair’s different.

→ My soul’s different.

→ My ancestors are different.

→ And YOU? You’re getting buried today.
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LET ME PAINT THE WHOLE Scene

Picture this...

You walk into the store.

The same man who left you on read last week is standing there:


• Looking at you like he’s glad to see you.

• Smiling.

• Acting like the past seven days of silence never existed.




Before, you might’ve been tempted to:

→ Ask him why he disappeared.

→ Make a joke to break the tension.

→ Flash a shy smile.

→ Give him the benefit of the doubt.




But not this time, bitch.




Not since you learned the Velvet Secrets Principle.




Instead:

→ You talk only to the cashier.

→ You don’t look in his direction.

→ You pay by card, slide your receipt into your purse, and turn to leave.




And THEN this nigga has the audacity to say:




“I’ma see you later.”




Baby, no the fuck you won’t.




I said:




“Yeah, I’ll holla at you.”




...and walked out.




That’s Velvet Secrets.
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WHY VELVET SECRETS Works

Bitch, lemme tell you the truth:

A man’s biggest fear is not you yelling at him. It’s you deciding he’s irrelevant.

When you go silent:


• He starts replaying every moment.

• He wonders if he’s officially been replaced.

• He checks your social media for clues.

• He stalks your page but can’t admit it.
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SILENCE TURNS INTO Obsession

Because now he gotta wonder:


• “Is she fucking someone else?”

• “Is she mad? Or over me?”

• “Did she write a whole damn book about me?”




Answer: YES. TO ALL THREE.
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MEN CAN’T HANDLE MIRRORS

Silence holds up a mirror and makes a man look at himself.

And bitch, most of them HATE what they see.

Because in that quiet space:

→ The lies echo louder.

→ The excuses fall apart.

→ His own actions stand there naked as hell like:


“Surprise, bitch. You did this.”
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WHAT SILENCE MAKES Him Do

When you hit a man with Velvet Secrets:


• He might pop up liking pics from three years ago.

• He might randomly slide into your IG stories talking about, “You been good?”

• He might accidentally text you, “What you doing?” then claim it was for someone else.

• He might start telling people around you he “misses you.”



But bitch...that’s not your problem.



Because silence isn’t for him—it’s for you.
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THE SPIRITUAL LAYER

Bitch, let’s talk about why the ancestors LOVE your silence.

→ They can finally whisper the truth without your tears drowning them out.

→ They can drop visions, feelings, and dreams that show you EXACTLY who that man really is.

Sometimes your ancestors be screaming like:


“BLOCK HIM RIGHT NOW!”




...and you sitting there arguing like:




“But he said he loves me.”




Bitch. BLOCK HIM.
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VELVET SILENCE IS SELF-Respect

Silence doesn’t mean you’re scared or weak.

It means:

→ You’ve chosen peace over chaos.

→ You’ve decided he’s no longer worthy of your words.

→ You’ve remembered that your energy is priceless.

How to Execute Velvet Silence

Let me give you the Velvet Secrets Playbook:

✅ Never announce your silence.

→ Just fall the fuck back.

✅ Don’t stalk him.

→ Let him stalk you.

✅ Look good as hell.

→ Post that selfie. Show up glowing.

✅ Live your life.

→ Make plans. Go out. Laugh.

✅ Never, ever fold.

→ Once you’ve gone silent, stay silent until you decide otherwise.

––––––––

[image: ]


EXAMPLES OF VELVET One-Liners


“My silence is your funeral.”

“You wanted distance. I gave you eternity.”

“Don’t check on me now. The game’s over.”

“I’m not mad. I’m just unavailable.”

“You left me on read? Cool. I’ll leave you in the past.”
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THE VELVET SECRETS Principle — Savage Lessons


• Silence is the ultimate power.

• A quiet bitch is a dangerous bitch.

• The real glow-up happens in the shadows.

• Let dusty men drown in the ocean of your absence.

• The man meant for you will NEVER require your silence to teach him a lesson.
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SO NEXT TIME YOU FEEL like sending paragraphs...DON’T.

Instead:

→ Take a deep breath.

→ Remember who the fuck you are.

→ Shut the fuck up.

Because bitch...that’s the Velvet Secrets Principle.

And the Bible of Pussy Power has only just begun.

Turn the page.

Because next up...we talkin’ read receipts, red flags, and why the “busy” nigga can go choke.
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Bitch, Read This and Learn.



CHAPTER 3 — READ RECEIPTS & RED FLAGS
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BITCH...

Let’s talk about something that makes my pussy dry up like the Sahara in August:

A man who leaves you on read.

But still somehow finds time to:


• Watch every single one of your Instagram stories

• Like your cousin’s Facebook photos from 2017

• Comment “👀” under random memes

• Post “I just want peace and loyalty” on his page




Bitch, if you wanted peace, you should’ve answered my motherfuckin’ text.
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LET ME TELL YOU WHAT else I’m tired of:

→ Us pretending we didn’t see the red flags.

→ Us lying to ourselves about “he’s just busy.”

→ Us giving passes to grown-ass men who act like teenagers.

→ Us making excuses because the dick was good.

Because sometimes, bitch...it’s us.

→ It’s us ignoring the way he never asks questions about our lives.

→ It’s us laughing off how he disappears for days.

→ It’s us calling his chaos “passion.”

→ It’s us thinking we can fix him with pussy and prayer.

––––––––
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BITCH, LET’S CALL IT what it is:


These men are not that busy. They’re just busy avoiding accountability.
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I’M ABOUT TO PULL OUT receipts. I’m about to show you the texts. I’m about to remind you that your spirit was screaming “RUN!” while your pussy was whispering, “But what if he’s the one?”

––––––––
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THIS CHAPTER?

→ We’re dragging dusty niggas.

→ We’re laughing at the dumb shit they text.

→ But we’re also looking ourselves dead in the mirror.

Because half the time, we saw the red flags waving like motherfuckin’ carnival banners—and we still kept walking.

––––––––
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SO BUCKLE UP, BITCH.

Because I’m reading these niggas to the pits of hell.

And I’m dragging us, too.

––––––––
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BITCH...

Let me tell you a story.

Because I want you to know that when I talk about dusty men leaving you on read, lurking your page, and gaslighting you into thinking you’re crazy...I’m not talking out my ass.

I lived that shit.

So boom...

I’d been talking to this man for a minute. Let’s call him “the store nigga,” because that’s what the fuck he was—always behind a counter, always in my business, always smelling good as hell like sandalwood and secrets.

We’d started out innocent.

→ Little conversations in the store.

→ Flirty glances.

→ Him giving me discounts on shit I didn’t even ask for.

→ Me thinking, “Damn...he different.”

Because he talked to me like he knew me already. Like we’d been vibing forever. Like he was already living in my spirit.

––––––––
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ONE DAY, THE CONVERSATIONS turned nasty.

It started with innocent shit:


“You good?”

“How was your day?”



But then one night, it shifted:



“I’d probably suck all that wetness out your pussy then spit it in your mouth and let you suck my dick sloppy with all that cum and spit.”



Bitch.



I damn near dropped my phone.



Because listen...

→ I’m grown.

→ I’m nasty.

→ I love filthy talk.



But this nigga was TALKING TO MY SOUL.



My pussy was like:



“Hello? We’re ready for war.”
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AFTER THAT TEXT?

I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

Bitch, I’d be in Target trying to shop for toilet paper, and I’d be randomly wet as fuck thinking about him.

I’d be driving, and my mind would drift to his mouth, his voice, the way he said “sloppy.”

So of course, I’m texting him.

→ Good mornings.

→ Good nights.

→ Nasty shit at 3am.

And guess what he starts doing?

Leaving me on read.

––––––––
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BITCH...

One minute I’m telling him:


“Lose your mind in this pussy and don’t find your way back.”



And the next minute, he’s ignoring my text like I’m the Jehovah’s Witness at his door.
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LET ME KEEP IT REAL.

Because this the accountability part of this Bible.

I spiraled.

→ I reread our texts fifty times trying to see if I said something wrong.

→ I overanalyzed every emoji he sent.

→ I wondered if he met someone else.

→ I wondered if I was too much.

Bitch, my ancestors were SCREAMING:


“GIRL, LEAVE THAT MAN ALONE.”




But what did I do?




→ Sent another text.

→ Tried to “play it cool.”

→ Acted like him ignoring me was no big deal.




Meanwhile, my pussy was still plotting a wedding.
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THEN ONE DAY, I WENT into the store.

I walked in there on pure petty vibes.

→ Hair laid.

→ Face beat.

→ Lip gloss poppin’.

→ Wearing the kind of jeans that make men lose their religion.

He saw me and lit the fuck up.

→ Smiling.

→ Talking about, “Hey, how you doing?”

Bitch, I didn’t even look at him.

I told the new girl at the register:


“I’m paying by card.”




Didn’t crack a smile. Didn’t ask him shit.




Paid for my stuff and turned to leave.




And THEN this man had the NERVE to say:




“Oh yeah, I’ma see you later.”




I hit him with:




“Yeah, I’ll holla at you.”




...and left.
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BITCH, LET ME TELL you what happened after I left that store.

→ Suddenly he’s popping up on my Facebook as a “Suggested Friend.”

→ Suddenly he’s liking random shit I posted months ago.

→ Suddenly he’s asking mutual people about me.

→ Suddenly he’s lurking my page but still not replying to my texts.

That’s how you know Velvet Secrets works.

Because the silence? It haunted him.
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HERE’S THE PART WHERE I keep it real, bitch.

Half of that drama was my fault.

→ I saw the red flags.

→ I knew he was inconsistent.

→ I ignored my gut because the dick talk was good.

I wanted the fantasy.

And that’s where we fuck up.

Because no matter how fine, how tall, how good the dick sounds on text...

A man who leaves you on read is a man who’s not ready for you. Period.

––––––––
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SO HERE’S THE LESSON from my savage ass story:

→ If he wants you, he’ll make room for you.

→ Men do not leave women they truly want on read.

→ A man who ignores you is also teaching you how to ignore him.

Bitch...

Let’s get into these TEXT MESSAGES.

Because nothing—and I mean NOTHING—exposes a dusty nigga faster than his own words.

→ Men lie in person.

→ Men lie over the phone.

→ But texts? Bitch, texts are the gospel truth. The digital receipts from God.

I keep my receipts like a bad bitch with an IRS audit. Because one thing about me: I will pull screenshots like scripture in church.

The “Hey Stranger” Text




Dusty Nigga:

“Hey stranger.”



Bitch, EXCUSE ME?!



The only reason I’m a stranger is because you turned me into one. You fell off the face of the earth, left my last message on read, and now you popping up like Casper trying to haunt me.



I should reply:



“New number. Who dis?”



But instead, I leave him on read. Because that’s Velvet Secrets, bitch.
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THE DRY-ASS GOOD MORNING





Dusty Nigga:

“GM beautiful.”




Bitch, I swear I will throw my phone.






Good morning? GOOD MORNING?!

Sir, I asked you a question three days ago.

→ Why didn’t you answer that?

→ Why are you acting brand new?

→ Why do you think “GM” erases the fact you ghosted me all weekend?

A dry “GM” is the dusty nigga’s way of:


• Keeping you warm on the shelf

• Pretending he’s consistent

• Avoiding accountability




Bitch, reply “GN.” As in GOOD NIGHT. Because we done.
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THE “I’VE BEEN BUSY” Classic





Dusty Nigga:

“I been busy.”




Bitch...




Busy doing WHAT?

• Busy lurking my Instagram?

• Busy liking other bitches’ pictures?

• Busy writing spiritual quotes you don’t live by?




Here’s the savage truth:




→ No man is too busy for the woman he wants.




A man who wants you will:

• Text you on the toilet.

• Text you between meetings.

• Text you at red lights.






Busy is an excuse. Not a schedule.

––––––––
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THE FILTHY SEXT...FOLLOWED by Silence




Dusty Nigga:

“I’d probably suck all that wetness out your pussy then spit it in your mouth and let you suck my dick sloppy with all that cum and spit.”



Then...NOTHING.



No follow-up. No check-in. No “Good morning” the next day.



Bitch, HOW you gonna drop a bomb like that and then vanish like Houdini?



I should reply:



“Sir, do you need a map back to my phone? Because you seem lost.”



But nah. Because now you’re blocked.





Don’t try to rent space in my pussy if you can’t afford the monthly fee.

––––––––
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THE “I MISS YOU” TEXT


Dusty Nigga:

“I miss you.”




Bitch...NO YOU DON’T.




You miss:

• My energy

• My vibe

• My conversations

• The way I made you feel like a king when your crown was slipping




You don’t miss ME. Because if you did:

• You’d have never gone silent

• You’d have answered my questions

• You’d have been consistent









The Half-Ass Apology


Dusty Nigga:

“My bad. I’ve just been going through a lot.”






WE ALL GOING THROUGH A LOT.

But somehow, I still managed to:


• Go to work

• Pay my bills

• Check on my friends

• Respond to texts like a grown-ass adult




You’re not busy. You’re inconsistent.
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THE “LET’S CHILL” TEXT


Dusty Nigga:

“You should pull up so we can chill.”




Translation:

• “I don’t want to take you on a real date.”

• “I want you to act like my girlfriend with zero commitment.”

• “I’m hoping you’ll fuck me so I don’t have to put in effort.”




Bitch. I’m not a Netflix special. I’m the whole red carpet event.
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THE SPIRITUAL NIGGA Text




Dusty Nigga:

“I feel like we have a soul connection.”



Of course you do, nigga. You feel my soul because my pussy was screaming for you. But let’s be real:

• Spiritual talk without spiritual actions is just game.

• You can light all the sage you want—but if you’re leaving me on read, your energy’s still dusty.
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THE “WHY YOU ACTING Different?” Text





Dusty Nigga:

“Why you acting different?”




Bitch.




I’m acting different because:

• You left me on read.

• You ignored my energy.

• You thought I was gonna chase you forever.




Congratulations. You unlocked my Velvet Silence.
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THE MAKE-UP MESSAGES

Because trust me, bitch...they ALWAYS come back.

––––––––
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EXAMPLE:


Dusty Nigga:

“I’ve been thinking about you. I know I messed up. I wasn’t ready back then. But I want you now.”



Savage me:



“You want me now? Cool. I’m unavailable.”
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EXAMPLE:


Dusty Nigga:

“Damn, you really put me in your book?”




Savage me:




“Should’ve answered my texts, nigga.”
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EXAMPLE:


Dusty Nigga:

“I can’t stop thinking about your energy.”




Savage me:




“That’s crazy. My ancestors told me to block you.”
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MY SAVAGE CONFESSION

Here’s me owning my shit, bitch.

I kept replying to these dusty texts:

→ Because I wanted the fantasy.

→ Because I thought I was “different.”

→ Because my pussy was trying to lead the conversation.

But the truth is:


Consistency is sexier than any dick pic.




And half the time, we saw the red flags but we didn’t want to read them.
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BITCH...

Let’s get painfully real for a minute.

Because I know you’re sitting there reading these dusty nigga receipts, laughing, rolling your eyes, saying:


“Couldn’t be me.”






BUT BITCH, IT HAS BEEN YOU.

It’s been me too.

→ You saw the red flags.

→ You read the signs.

→ Your spirit guides were screaming in your ear like:


“BITCH, HE’S LYING!”




And yet...you stayed.
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WHY THE FUCK DO WE Do This?

Let me break it down savage-style.

We ignore red flags because:

✅ We want the fantasy.

→ We want the story.

→ We want the love that makes us glow.

→ We want the man who whispers filthy shit at 3am then takes us out for tacos at noon.

But let’s keep it real:


Some of us want the storyline more than we want the man himself.
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THE DICK BE DANGEROUS

Another reason we ignore red flags?

Bitch...the dick.

A good dick will have you:


• Justifying his ghosting.

• Ignoring that he’s emotionally unavailable.

• Convincing yourself you’re overreacting.

• Texting him “wyd” at 2am even though your ancestors are physically holding your phone back.



I don’t care how spiritual or savage you are:



Pussy will talk you into some dumb shit.
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WE WANT TO FEEL SPECIAL

Bitch...

Don’t act brand new.

Half the reason we keep ignoring red flags is because we believe:


“I’m different. He’ll change for me.”



We think:

• We’re the one woman who’ll make him commit.

• We’re the exception to his dusty behavior.

• We’re the reason he’ll finally stop playing games.



But the savage truth is:



Men don’t change because you’re special. They change because they’re tired of their own bullshit.
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OUR OWN WOUNDS KEEP Us There

Let’s get deeper, bitch.

A lot of us grew up learning:

→ Love means struggle.

→ If he’s acting distant, it’s our fault.

→ We have to earn love.

So when a man leaves us on read:


• We don’t get mad enough.

• We get anxious.

• We start fighting for him harder.

• We tell ourselves, “If I just show him how good I am, he’ll come around.”




Bitch. NO.






Love shouldn’t feel like an audition.
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WE ROMANTICIZE CHAOS

Let’s keep it real savage.

Sometimes, the chaos is half the thrill.

→ The back-and-forth.

→ The push-and-pull.

→ The emotional highs and lows.

But bitch...that’s not passion.

That’s trauma.
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THE EXCUSE “HE’S JUST Busy”

Let me drag this lie to hell real quick.

Men will hit you with:


“I’m just busy.”




Bitch, let me tell you something:

• Barack Obama was President and still found time to text Michelle.

• Niggas in prison find ways to write letters.

• Drug dealers running empires still manage to call their girls.






A man who wants you will find you. Period.
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THE WAY WE REWRITE Reality

Let me give you an example.

He doesn’t reply for 24 hours.

Instead of accepting the obvious, we say:

→ “He’s probably overwhelmed.”

→ “He might be stressed about work.”

→ “He’s not good at texting.”

→ “Maybe his phone died.”

Bitch...his phone didn’t die.

His interest did.
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WE WANT THE DICK TO Be the Answer

The nastiest, rawest truth?

We tell ourselves:


“If I just fuck him one more time, he’ll remember how good it is.”



We treat our pussy like it’s a magic spell.



And listen...sometimes it is.

→ Good pussy will make a man cry.

→ Good pussy will make a man pay bills.

→ Good pussy will have a man popping up outside your house like the repo man.



But the reality is:



Good pussy can’t fix a dusty soul.
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WE THINK SILENCE MEANS Hope

This one hurts, bitch.

When a man goes silent, part of us hopes it’s:


• Temporary

• A misunderstanding

• A rough patch




Instead of realizing:




A man who loves you won’t let silence live between you.
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WE WANT TO WIN

Let’s admit another ugly truth.

Sometimes it’s not even about him.

Sometimes we stay because:


• We don’t want to feel rejected.

• We don’t want another woman “winning.”

• We want to prove we were worth it.




But bitch:




There’s no trophy for surviving a dusty nigga.
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THE SAVAGE GOSPEL

So here’s the savage gospel, bitch:

✅ Men show you who they are. Believe them.

✅ A man who wants you will never leave you on read.

✅ Your ancestors been telling you to leave. Listen.

✅ Your pussy ain’t a rehab center for broken men.

✅ Silence is not mystery—it’s a message.

✅ You deserve consistency, not confusion.
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WE IGNORE RED FLAGS because we’re human. But that ends now, bitch.

Because this is the savage gospel:


The same way we’re dragging dusty niggas to the pits of hell—we’re dragging ourselves, too.



No more lying to ourselves. No more ignoring our intuition. No more reading dusty niggas while letting ourselves off the hook.
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BITCH...

We been dragging these dusty niggas, crying our spiritual tears, and holding ourselves accountable.

But let’s not act like we can’t LAUGH through the bullshit too.

Because one thing about a savage bitch—we gone cry, but we gone clown, too.
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PETTY GROUP CHAT CHRONICLES

Bitch, let me show you how this shit REALLY goes down in the group chat:
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GROUP CHAT: Savage Sisters Only 💅🏽
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ME:


Bitch. Why the fuck this man just texted me “wyd” after ghosting me for two weeks?
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SIS #1:


Reply “funeral planning.” Because that’s what the fuck he’s attending.
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SIS #2:


Girl, ask him “wyd?” back and when he answers, leave HIS ass on read. Velvet Secrets, bitch.
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ME:


I’m bout to text him “Who dis?” like I just hit my head and got amnesia.
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SIS #1:


Bitch, tell him you at your engagement party and can’t talk.
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ME:


LMFAOOOOOO. Nah. I’mma send him a cashapp request for emotional damages. $1,000 minimum.
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SIS #2:


Niggas love ignoring texts but gon’ hit your page like:

“Sent from my iPhone.”
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PETTY ONE-LINERS

Here’s a few petty gems you can keep in your pocket for when these niggas try you:
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“Oh you busy? Cool. Stay busy for eternity.”




“I’m not ignoring you. I’m letting your future wife deal with you.”




“You left me on read? Congrats. You just unlocked my velvet silence.”




“My name ain’t Chase. I’m not following up.”




“Ghost me again and I’mma start a GoFundMe for your funeral.”




“Don’t ‘hey stranger’ me. I died. RIP.”




“Yes, I left you on read. My ancestors told me to.”




“Your mixed signals expired. Please recycle them.”
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BITCH LOGIC VS. PUSSY Logic

Bitch, let’s keep it real savage:

→ Bitch Logic: “If he left me on read, he doesn’t deserve me.”

→ Pussy Logic: “But what if the dick hit different this time?”
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SIGNS YOU’RE ABOUT To Text That Dusty Nigga

✅ You start telling yourself:


“I’m just gonna check in. That’s all.”




✅ You’ve already opened the thread three times and keep closing it.




✅ You typed out a whole paragraph...then deleted it.




✅ Your phone playing songs that sound like sad love letters.




✅ You’re staring at his social media like:




“Wow...so he really outside living life while I’m here looking stupid.”
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PETTY IDEAS FOR REVENGE

(Not necessarily recommending these...but bitch, it’s fun to fantasize.)


• Mail him a glitter bomb that explodes when he opens it.

• Send him a cashapp request titled “For emotional damages.”

• Drop his number in a group chat and let your girls have fun.

• Text him from a fake number saying:




“Congratulations on the baby.”




• Send him a voice note just sighing dramatically and hang up.

• Leave his ass on read for eternity.
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WHEN THE SPIRIT HITS You Petty

→ Don’t block him. Let him watch you glow up.

→ Post a fire selfie captioned:


“Funny how the ones who can’t text back still watching your stories.”




→ Light a candle. Pray for his healing. And then keep it moving.
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PETTY PRAYER CIRCLE

Let’s pray for these dusty niggas:


*“Lord...



Please help these men realize that leaving good women on read is a one-way ticket to dusty purgatory.



Bless them with clarity, accountability, and a therapist.



And while You’re at it...



Let them trip slightly on the curb but not enough to die—just enough to learn humility.



Amen.”*
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PETTY SAVAGE AFFIRMATIONS

Say it with me, bitch:


“I am not a dusty nigga’s rehab center.”

“My silence is lethal.”

“I am the prize, not the consolation.”

“Read receipts do not determine my worth.”

“Blocking is self-care.”

“May my glow-up haunt the men who fumbled me.”
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BITCH, REMEMBER:

→ Laughing keeps you from crying.

→ Petty keeps you powerful.

→ Velvet Silence keeps you dangerous.
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BITCH...

Let’s keep it savage and real.

Because I’m not just here to read niggas to the pits of hell—I’m here to tell the whole motherfuckin’ truth.

And the truth is this:

Sometimes it’s not JUST that these dusty niggas ghost us...

...it’s that we let them come back.

Why?

Because that dick be a PROBLEM.
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THE DAY MY PUSSY BETRAYED Me

So let me confess some real shit.

The same man who was ignoring me for days...

The one who left me on read...

The one my ancestors were screaming at me to block...

TEXTED ME.


“Open the door.”




And bitch...I opened it.
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HE CAME IN SMELLING like sandalwood, rain, and a fresh fade.

Eyes low, voice gravelly.

He said:


“Stop acting like you don’t want me.”



I tried to front like I had standards.



“Nah, I’m mad at you. You be leaving me on read.”



He pulled me close, pressed his lips to my ear, and whispered:



“I’d probably suck all that wetness out your pussy then spit it in your mouth and let you suck my dick sloppy with all that cum and spit.”



Bitch...



MY PUSSY WAVED A WHITE FLAG.
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THE FILTHY TRUTH

Let me paint you the scene, bitch.
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HE KISSED ME SO HARD my knees buckled.

→ His beard scratched my skin just right.

→ His tongue was deep, hungry, filthy.

→ He grabbed my throat gently, eyes black as sin.

I moaned:


“Fuck... I hate you.”




He growled back:




“No you don’t. You just hate how much you love me.”
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HE SHOVED ME AGAINST the wall, lifted my leg, and slid his hand into my panties.
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INNER MONOLOGUE OF a Bitch Who Knows Better (But Don’t Care)

My ancestors:


“BITCH. STOP THIS NOW.”




My brain:




“Remember how he left you on read.”




My pussy:




“EVERYBODY SHUT THE FUCK UP.”
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BACK TO THE SCENE

His fingers found my clit and rubbed slow circles.

I was panting like I’d run a marathon.


“Why you always do this?” I gasped.




He smirked:




“Because you keep letting me.”
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HE KNELT DOWN RIGHT there on the floor and pulled my panties off so fast I almost fell.

→ His tongue flicked over my slit.

→ He groaned like I was his last meal.

→ His beard was soaking wet, glistening under the hallway light.


“Fuck... baby...”




He pulled back just enough to look up at me:




“Look at this pussy... dripping for me.”
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WHEN HE TURNED SAVAGE

He stood up, pulled his dick out—thick, curved, and already leaking.

He hissed:


“Turn around.”




Bitch...I turned around.




Because I’m a savage...but I’m also human.
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HE SLAMMED INTO ME from behind so hard my teeth rattled.


“OH FUCK—”



He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back:



“You gon’ leave me on read now, huh? You gon’ keep talking that shit like I ain’t the only nigga who can make you feel like this?”



I tried to answer, but all I could do was moan.
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WHEN THE SPIRIT LEAVES Your Body

He pounded into me until I saw stars.

My knees gave out.

My spirit left my body and hovered above us, shaking her head like:


“Bitch...AGAIN?”
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I SCREAMED:


“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”




He growled:




“You gon’ remember who you belong to.”
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THE SAVAGE AFTERMATH

He finished inside me, groaning like he’d been possessed.

Collapsed over my back, panting, sweat dripping onto my spine.

He whispered:


“You mine. And you fuckin’ know it.”
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THE REGRET—AND THE Reality

After he left, I sat there on the floor:

→ Pussy still throbbing.

→ Legs shaking.

→ Brain screaming:


“Bitch, why?!”




But also...smiling. Because I knew the truth:




A savage bitch can read a nigga for filth and STILL let him fuck.




That’s why this savage gospel gotta be real.




Because:

• Yes, he’s dusty.

• Yes, he’s inconsistent.

• Yes, he’s not ready for you.

• BUT BITCH...THE DICK BE DICKING.
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SAVAGE GOSPEL CONCLUSION

So let’s keep it real savage:


Just because the dick is good don’t mean the man is good for you.




Because when he leaves you on read again...




→ The orgasm won’t save you.

→ The memory won’t comfort you.

→ And your ancestors gonna be in the corner like:




“Told you so.”









Bitch...

Let’s talk about the spiritual shit.

Because while we’ve been reading dusty niggas to HELL and screaming about good dick, there’s another layer to this game:


Your spirit always knows.




And the fucked-up part is...




→ You knew he wasn’t good for you.

→ You knew he was on some bullshit.

→ You knew he was never gonna show up the way you deserved.






But you stayed anyway.
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YOUR SPIRIT BE TALKING

Let’s break it down savage AND spiritual.

Your spirit is the baddest bitch you got in your corner.

She be whispering:


“Bitch, don’t text him.”



She be screaming:



“Block his number.”



She be throwing shade from the inside out, making you feel uneasy every time his name pop up.
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YOUR ANCESTORS BEEN Working Overtime

Let’s keep it real:

→ Your ancestors are tired.

They been working overtime, bitch.

→ They stayed up with you at 3am while you stared at your phone.

→ They gave you that sinking feeling when he left you on read.

→ They tried to break your phone out your hand like:


“Bitch...STOP.”
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SPIRITUAL SIGNS WE Ignore

You ever notice how spirit be telling on a nigga?

→ You feel nauseous when his name pops up.

→ Your period comes on early because your body tryna save you.

→ The candle flickers like it’s gasping for air when you mention him.

→ You keep having dreams where he’s hiding shit from you.

→ Your phone starts glitching every time you try to send him a text.

Bitch, that ain’t coincidence. That’s spiritual Wi-Fi.
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SPIRIT VS. PUSSY

Let’s talk about the eternal war: Spirit vs. Pussy.

Your spirit:


“He’s not your man. Let it go.”




Your pussy:




“But what if the dick come with healing powers?!”




Bitch...no the fuck it don’t.
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SPIRITUAL ENERGY EXCHANGE

Bitch, listen up.

→ Sex ain’t just sex.

→ Words ain’t just words.

Every time you let a dusty nigga hit:


• You’re letting his energy into your body.

• You’re absorbing his chaos.

• You’re carrying his spiritual dirt into your day.




Sometimes:

→ That anxiety you feel? Ain’t yours.

→ That sadness you carrying? Ain’t yours.

→ That confusion in your chest? Ain’t yours.






It’s HIS.

Because dusty niggas come with spiritual parasites.
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SOUL TIES AIN’T CUTE

Let me savage-preach for a second.

→ We keep romanticizing “soul ties.”

→ Talking about:


“I feel connected to him spiritually.”



Bitch...sometimes that “connection” is just trauma, confusion, and great dick.



A soul tie is NOT a soulmate.



A soul tie:

• Keeps you stuck.

• Makes you forgive shit you’d NEVER tolerate.

• Has you crying over a nigga who doesn’t even remember your birthday.

• Keeps you sexually addicted to chaos.
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WHEN SPIRIT SNATCHES You

Bitch...you ever had your spirit SNATCH you out a situation?

I have.

One time, I was about to text that dusty nigga. My fingers were trembling.

→ My heart beating fast.

→ My pussy screaming “TEXT HIM.”

→ My brain saying “Bitch, no.”

And my phone LITERALLY shut off.

Black screen.

Dead.

Spirit said:


“ABSOLUTELY NOT, BITCH.”
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YOUR SPIRIT HAS THE Blueprint

Here’s the savage spiritual truth:

Your spirit already knows the outcome.

→ If he’s gonna ghost you again.

→ If he’s lying about that other woman.

→ If he’s only coming around for pussy.

→ If he’s incapable of showing up for you fully.

Your spirit be seeing the receipts before they even hit your phone.
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SIGNS FROM THE UNIVERSE

Bitch...Spirit be petty sometimes.

→ You text him and get a random spam call instead.

→ You plan to link up and suddenly your period starts early.

→ You see his birthday numbers on license plates every-fuckin-where.

→ You keep hearing songs about moving on every time you turn on the radio.

→ His name pop up in a sermon at church.

SPIRIT. BE. TALKING.
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HOW TO CLEAR DUSTY Energy

Let me give you the savage spiritual cleanse:

✅ Block him.

→ Spiritually and digitally.

✅ Take a bath with salt, rosemary, and Florida Water.

→ Clear that dusty residue off your skin.

✅ Light a candle.

→ Pray for him. Then let him go.

✅ Write him a letter. Burn it.

→ Release the soul tie.

✅ Speak these words out loud:


“I release any energetic ties that do not serve my highest good.”
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AFFIRMATIONS FOR SPIRITUAL Bad Bitches

Say this with me, bitch:


“My spirit speaks louder than my wounds.”

“I trust my intuition over my pussy.”

“I release dusty energy from my body and soul.”

“I deserve a man who feeds my spirit, not just my flesh.”

“My ancestors got hands—and they gon’ slap dusty niggas away from me.”
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SAVAGE SPIRITUAL GOSPEL

So here’s the gospel, bitch:

✅ If your spirit says NO, believe it.

✅ If you feel uneasy, trust that shit.

✅ Good dick ain’t worth your peace.

✅ Your spirit sees things your eyes can’t yet.

✅ A man who’s meant for you won’t leave your spirit feeling drained.
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BECAUSE THE SAVAGE truth is:


The same way a man can read your body...your spirit can read his soul.
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BITCH...

Now it’s time for the hardest part of this savage gospel.

Because while we dragging these dusty niggas straight to the pits of hell...

We gotta drag OURSELVES too.
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WE KNEW. AND WE STAYED.

Let’s just say it out loud, bitch.

→ We saw the red flags.

→ We heard the ancestors screaming.

→ We felt that knot in our stomach when he didn’t text back.

→ We knew he wasn’t consistent.

But we stayed.

Why?

Because part of us believed:


“If I love him harder...he’ll change.”
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SAVAGE CONFESSIONS

Bitch, lemme confess MY shit:

→ I let a man come back after leaving me on read for 8 days.

→ I answered a “wyd” text at 2am knowing he just wanted pussy.

→ I gave a man chance after chance because the sex was demonic-level good.

→ I ignored the fact that he never asked me about my life or dreams.

→ I stayed because I wanted to WIN.

I’m not better than anybody.

I’m just finally fucking honest.
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WAYS WE SABOTAGE OURSELVES

Bitch, let’s drag ourselves for a minute.

We sabotage ourselves when we:


• Convince ourselves “he’s just going through something.”

• Translate inconsistency as “he’s mysterious.”

• Mistake sexual chemistry for actual love.

• Keep trying to prove we’re “different” from other women.

• Tell ourselves “I’m not like these other bitches” — and then let him treat us like the rest.
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WE LOVE A GOOD PROJECT

Another savage truth:

We love a project.

We think:


“I can fix him.”




• We want to be the one who heals him.

• We want the credit for “taming the beast.”

• We think our love is magical enough to change him.



OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
- \
BITCH, HE
NO DID WHAT?

LEAVE HIM
ON READ!





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





