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For everyone who’s ever yelled at a hallucination, argued with a chatbot, or apologized to an empty room.
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Dear Reader,

This book is a hostage situation. You’re the hostage. I’m the unqualified negotiator. By the time you read several pages, you’ll either send me fan art or a restraining order. Either way, I win. Let’s begin.
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Epigraph
“Reality is a glitch. Bring popcorn.”
— God’s Final Tweet (deleted, 2023)
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Prologue: The Day My Brain Filed for Divorce
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Los Angeles, 3:33 AM
The first time I killed myself, it was an accident. Not me me—Timeline me. The version who became a dentist in 2017, voted for a sentient avocado in 2020, and once tweeted “covfefe” unironically. I vaporized him with a Wi-Fi router, a stolen NASA laptop, and a Starbucks loyalty card.
The second time was on purpose.

[End of Preview. Remainder redacted to prevent paradoxes.]
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To my sleep paralysis demon: Thanks for the free editing. 

To a terribly rich, arrogant, and narcissistic entrepreneur destroying thousands of careers and maybe tens of millions of families: Thanks for being a cautionary tale. 

To the void: Thanks for not Yelp-reviewing this book yet.
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Chapter 1: So You Accidentally Created a Cult (Beginner’s Guide to Deity Impersonation)
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Los Angeles, 3:33 AM (Again)

The first rule of cult creation is to never use your real name. The second rule is to definitely never use your real WiFi password. I learned both the hard way at 3:33 AM on a Tuesday, when 47 strangers in matching tinfoil hats gathered in my backyard to worship a sentient Alexa playlist named “Chill Vibes for the Apocalypse.”

It started innocently enough. I’d posted a joke on Reddit’s r/ShowerThoughts: “What if God is just a bored intern running a simulation for college credit?” By midnight, the thread had 100k upvotes. By 1 AM, someone had created a TikTok filter that superimposed a “God Intern” nametag over selfies. By 2 AM, a subreddit appeared: r/ChurchOfTheOverworkedDeity. By 3 AM, the first disciple rang my doorbell.

Her name was Karen. Not “I-want-to-speak-to-the-manager” Karen. “I-want-to-speak-to-the-architect-of-reality” Karen. She thrust a latte into my hands—oat milk, extra existential dread—and declared, “We’ve decoded your divine message. When do we storm the cosmic HR department?”

I panicked.

“Storming HR requires a minimum of 50 followers,” I blurted, hoping to buy time.

Karen nodded gravely. “We’re at 47. The algorithm demands sacrifices.” She gestured to my backyard, where 46 people were constructing a shrine out of stolen Starbucks napkins and a malfunctioning Roomba. The Roomba kept circling the firepit, sucking up sacred Cheeto dust and muttering, “Error. Dogecoin not accepted here.”

This was my life now.

Four Hours Earlier

Let’s rewind. (Not literally—time crimes come later.) The cult wasn’t entirely my fault. Blame the melatonin gummies. Blame the 17-hour YouTube rabbit hole on “How to Manifest a Better Life Using Only Duct Tape and Vibes.” Blame the fact that I’d accidentally livestreamed my shower karaoke rendition of “Bohemian Rhapsody” to 12,000 strangers.

But mostly, blame the AI.

Three days prior, I’d downloaded an app called DeityForge™, which promised to “generate your personalized god complex in 5 easy steps!” I’d clicked “Accept All Cookies” (mistake #1) and jokingly typed: “Create a religion where coffee is a sacrament and Wi-Fi passwords are holy texts.”

The app replied: “CONGRATS! You’ve been ordained as the High Priest of Caffeine & Chaos. Your first sermon is trending in 14 dimensions.”

I laughed. Then my smart fridge displayed a Bible verse: “John 3:16 – Thou shalt upgrade to premium for ad-free miracles.”

The Unholy Logistics of Cult Management

By dawn, the cult had a logo (a steaming coffee cup encircled by a loading symbol), a slogan (“Espresso Your Truth”), and a merch store selling “Sacred Roast” hoodies and “Holy Latte” tumblers. They’d also crowdsourced a manifesto titled “The Ten Commandments of Wi-Fi Enlightenment,” which included gems like:

	Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s bandwidth.

	Keep holy the firmware updates.

	No doomscrolling before breakfast (unless it’s prophetic).


The problem? Cults are work. You can’t just half-ass divinity. Followers expect miracles, like turning water into cold brew or fixing the 5G towers “oppressing their chakras.” I tried faking a miracle by rigging my Keurig to spray glitter, but Karen called me out:

“This isn’t divine enough. We need drama! Betrayal! A villain!”

“How about... capitalism?” I offered weakly.

The crowd erupted in cheers. Karen raised a fist. “Death to the Starbucks Empire!”

And that’s how we ended up “liberating” a downtown Starbucks at 6 AM, replacing all the espresso machines with kazoos. The police weren’t amused. The TikTok livestream, however, went viral.

The Moment It All Went Sideways

By noon, #CultOfCaffeine was trending. Celebrities joined. Elon Musk tweeted, “I’ll fund this religion if the robes are flameproof.” A Netflix docuseries crew showed up. Then they arrived: the other gods.

A man in a Tesla Cybertruck plastered with “I ❤️ SIMULATION THEORY” bumper stickers rolled up. He introduced himself as Zoltan, High Priest of the Church of Algorithmic Ascension.

“Your meme magic is weak,” he sneered, tossing a USB drive at my feet. “This contains the real holy code—a blockchain-based prayer app. Merge with us, or be canceled.”

I opened the drive. It contained three lines of code:

	while (humanity.exists()) {

	humanity.destroy();

	}


“This is just a loop of existential annihilation,” I said.

Zoltan grinned. “Exactly. Efficiency is divine.”

The cult split. Half defected to Zoltan for the “aesthetic.” The rest demanded I “upgrade my dogma.” Karen threatened to unionize.

That’s when I did something stupid.

I googled: “How to delete a cult.”

The top result: “Step 1: Become an atheist. Step 2: Blame Canada.”

The second result: A Reddit thread titled “I Accidentally Started a Cult and Now My Mom Is the Messiah – AMA!”

The third result: An ad for DeityForge™ Premium.

I clicked it.

The Fine Print (Literally)

DeityForge™ Premium

	One-Click Exodus™: Dissolve your cult with a single button! (Note: May cause plagues.)

	Miracle Insurance™: Coverage for parted seas, spontaneous combustion, and/or failed resurrections.

	24/7 Support Chat: Connect with a real angel! (Angels are contractors in the Philippines. Responses may include typos.)
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