“Jessica Volkov — Skratch”
(A Poetic Life Story)

She was nineteen, chasing dreams under lecture hall lights,
Pens tapping notebooks through long study nights.
A college girl in warm sweaters and iced coffee haze,
Future bright as neon in her pre-apocalypse days.

She met Rocky first — the rebel with the midnight grin,
Ink on his knuckles, trouble under his skin.
Then Nancy, the professor who broke her own rules,
A love tangled quiet between textbooks and schools.
Their secret was sweet — like fireworks kept small,
Jessica guarded it close, never judging at all.

Life was simple then —
Paper deadlines, friendships tight,
Freedom dancing in the glow of Friday night.

Then sirens.
Then screams.
Then the world snapped in two.
The Fall hit the city like a bomb no one knew.

She ran for her life through glass and smoke,
Trying her parents’ number until her voice broke.
No answer.
No goodbye.
Just the echo of her own cry.

She never knew if they lived or died —
And grief became the steel she wore inside.

Weeks turned to war.
Blood turned to stone.
Silence became home.

She met Sunny — lightning wrapped in skin,
A smile sharp enough to cut through sin.
Then Chezter — a ghost in armor and chrome,
A hitman built from shadow who taught her survival like a poem.

Together they became fire — a reckless fight,
Burning through winter with the dead in their sight.

But Jessica… she changed.
No longer the quiet girl in Converse shoes,
She learned that sometimes you fight because you refuse to lose.

Now she walks with a scar across her eye,
A queen crowned in ash under frozen sky.
Drumsticks sharpened into silver blades,
Boots stomping through memory’s grave.

And when night grows too quiet, and hope feels thin,
She whispers a prayer to the parents she lost in the wind:

“If you’re out there… hear me.
I’m still fighting.
I’m still alive.”

Because
she burned before she froze,
and she’ll never let the world decide—

Jessica Volkov didn’t survive the fall.
She became Skratch—
and survived everything that came after.

🔥🕊️



