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    KDP just banned me like I’m the Antichrist.  They said I was too offensive and might mislead customers? South Park shits on Jesus for decades, Katy Perry French-kisses girls on MTV— both get season orders. But little ol’ Juice draws a cartoon demon with a hard-on and a few sluts in high heels? That’s where we draw the line. 

Indie authors can’t even use profanity to describe their own characters anymore.

Meanwhile, billionaires are allowed to commit war crimes, manipulate markets with blatant lies from their social platforms, and traffic underage women! Wow… Congresswoman Nancy Mace recently stood up on national TV holding up photos of Jeffrey Epstein announcing that only one person has ever been arrested in connection to all the heinous crimes he committed.

Yet the rest of us will still get hauled off to jail for an unpaid parking ticket.

To the KDP morality squad, I salute you. Your content guidelines have the comedic timing of a Puritan who just discovered TikTok.

The hypocrisy is thicker than brimstone.

Thank you for the ban, suckas. Nothing advertises a book better than being told you’re too real for kindle.

Can you believe it? Now my books are not eligible for Prime shipping because I got blacklisted faster than anti Israeli journalist reporting live from Gaza.

— Jonny Nevermind 
This book has been rated: GOOD ENOUGH TO MAKE JEFF BEZOS STROKE HIS MORNING KALE.
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  To my white fur coat and for my mom! And to all my dear friends who supported me through thick and thin and who still keep in touch with my continually evolving, rebellious, crazy ass.




THE WHOLE WORLD ENDS IN FIRE AND FUR!!

And remember, “There’s nothing more terrifying than the mundane once you see it.” - Jonny Nevermind 







  
    
      WARNING: This book is based on a true story.

The parts that actually happened are way worse than the parts I made up.

Side effects include your boogers suddenly smelling like feet, your therapist quietly raising their rates, uncontrollable cackling at 3 a.m., and the realization that your own demons started a group chat titled “How did we get stuck with this idiot again?”

Proceed with the same caution you’d use around a smiling Epstein associate holding a margarita and a condom. 
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  Foreword






Yo… drop the needle.

Remember Snoop’s “Gin and Juice”?

That smooth, laid-back banger — mind on my money, money on my mind.

Side A of my Vegas youth.

Sin City raised me under flashing neon, no textbooks, just basslines and bad decisions.

Clubs slamming hip-hop, house parties bleeding into sunrise, liquor, weed, and powder flowing like the Strip’s bottomless buffets.

We lived that track on repeat.

But when the high really hit and we stared up at those desert stars… the real questions dropped heavy between the kicks.

Then Costa Rica happened.

I flipped the record.

Gin turned into Djinn.

No three wishes.

Just straight demonic juice pouring out hell itself.

One Halloween weekend in Jacó scratched the whole damn track.

“Laid back” flipped to “laid the fuck out.”

The needle jumped. The groove got possessed.

I went from crate-digging for the perfect high to battling demons on the turntable of my own mind.

This book is that B-side — raw, uncut, true.

Names changed to shield the living. Except mine.

I kept it real because this shit actually went down exactly like you’re about to hear.

Yeah, I punched up the comedy and flow for the ride, but beat-for-beat?

It’s gospel.

And yeah… it’s supernatural too.

I saw the demons wearing cop uniforms.

I saw the control room.

The filter got ripped clean off.

This ain’t new-age or religious bullshit.

This was ancient before those were even thought of.

The mundane isn’t boring.

The mundane is the cover story.

And once you see behind it?

There’s nothing more terrifying.

So turn the volume all the way up.

Let the needle drop.

Scratch through the illusion.

Mix reality with fiction until the cypher circle forms with the real heads.

This story will provoke you to ask some very serious questions about your life.

Just wait for it.

Because this ain’t just a book.

This is a mic drop from the other side.

Sincerely,

I am Jonny Nevermind

Let’s get it!







  The Teleport App



Hey, what’s good, fam? Appreciate you copping my book, real talk. I reach out for a handshake… nah, fuck that, we hug where I’m from. Bring it in, bro—chest bump and everything, don’t be weird about it.

Aight, check it: I just came up on this new Apple teleport app. Boom—we teleport anywhere now, no jet lag, no TSA groping your balls like they owe child support. What? You ain’t heard? …Tech’s wilder than Tyson biting Holyfield’s ear and then asking for hot sauce—self-driving cars that’ll probably kidnap you for the government, robot maids sweepin’ while you sleepin’, and sex bots from Japan so lifelike you could be balls-deep in one, ghost your ex, and end up in a custody battle over batteries and firmware updates. “Your Honor, she got the good charger!”

…Anyhow—You’re here for the raw, no PC filter, right? This tale’s 100% “Karen-Free,” zero safe spaces, and extra hood. Cancel culture can suck my left nut.

I’ll take you to a dope hip hop spot right now, you ready? Swipe, swipe…

NYC, VIP booth at the 40/40 Club. Jay’s dropping bars, Cristal mist so thick you need a snorkel, blunt smoke everywhere—Roc-A-Fella chain swinging like it owns the Illuminati. But that Roc triangle flashing the all-seeing eye? Bro look like Aleister Crowley in a tailored suit, Beyoncé doing full witch bitch rituals right beside him. Hell nah, I ain’t tryna end up on Epstein’s island guest list next to a cloned Tupac. Swipe, swipe!

Atlanta, Magic City on a Saturday night. Trap beats rattling your ribs like they owe you money, Henny fumes so thick you can chew ‘em and get drunk off the air, strippers twerking like it’s tax refund season. Drake mumbling hooks from the booth, crowd chanting O-V-O… while Kendrick already called him a certified PDF file with footnotes. Turns out Kendrick’s on they roster too — everybody in Hollywood got a handler. Fuck this place, let’s go. Swipe, swipe!

Boom—Melrose, outside Somni. This my favorite restaurant. Look, my favorite corner table’s open, player!

Oh wait… those baddies in the matte-black G-Wagon just pulled up, asses fatter than government cheese. Chill, bro—we’ll get their numbers later. I got you. Life’s good! Cheers, pimp! We just teleported straight to heaven, no layover in hell!

Smell that? Air thick with truffle smoke, government-printed money, and mind-controlled celebs with half a dozen face-lifts looking like they got dragged through a plastic surgeon’s trash compactor, beat with a rusty hanger, then Botoxed back to life still smiling like cracked-out Barbie dolls. This the vibe, player—bougie as hell but only one laced cocktail away from turning into an Epstein after-party. 

So, this fooh I trusted invites me to Costa Rica for Halloween… big mistake, bruh. My grill got chipped, I damn near lost my soul—long story—but I snatched that bitch back like it was my last pack of Newports.

There’s a lot to unpack here—demon cops, hookers, crackhead zoos with breathing buckets, UFOs, enough conspiracy to make your tinfoil hat get a corner office. But no matter how batshit this sounds, I swear on my crusty white chinchilla fur coat this shit really happened to me—on gang, on my mama, on everything!

See, what happened was…








  
  
  Godzilla

  
  




In Costa Rica, police have been filmed planting drugs on tourists to extort bribes in over 400 documented cases since 2015.

- Tico Times investigation




3:22 AM.

Las Vegas.

Me on the couch doomscrolling cats vs masked chihuahuas videos like a man who has absolutely everything figured out.

Which I did.

Obviously.

The notification pinged from my laptop on the table.

Every light in my crib died instantly—not a flicker, just death. Through my window, I watched the blackout spread like ink in water: streetlights, traffic signals, the 7-Eleven across the street, building by building, block by block.

Then the dogs started. Every dog in a three-block radius erupting in this primal chorus that raised every hair on my neck.

Car alarms screamed. A cat screeched in the alley below, followed by the crash of a tin trash can.

Thunder—one massive CRACK that shook my windows. No lightning. No storm. Just that furious boom that rattled my chest.

What in the holy fuck?

Then I heard it.

Not from outside. Not from my speakers.

Inside my head.

A whisper, low and distorted, like multiple voices speaking at once:

“Bend… we will break you.”

Mom’s words. Twisted. Wrong.

I spun around in the dark, completely shook!

My hands were trembling. I fumbled for my phone, turned on the flashlight, swept it across the pad. Shadows jumped like they were alive.

The email sat there glowing:

Subject: Costa Rica. Halloween. You in? From: Rod

The email caught me more off guard than if one of my exes sent me a wedding invitation.

I grabbed the emergency candle from the kitchen drawer, mind still replaying that voice. Flicked the lighter —

Before the flame even touched the wick, the candle lit itself.

Flickering orange light painted the walls.

I stared at it for three full seconds.

“Jesus Christ, Juice…”

I grabbed my weed from the drawer, twisted one up with unsteady fingers.

My laptop screen glowed in the darkness.

Battery: 100%.

Wasn’t plugged in. Should’ve been at 30%.

The wallpaper stared back at me: me with a mic in my hand rapping with Jurassic 5 at some underground spot in ‘00 so young I had to sneak into the venue.

Behind me in the room, vinyl crates lined the wall—Nas next to Blackstreet, Wu-Tang bleeding into Jodeci, E-40 next to Aaliyah. The ‘90s was lit as fuck, big facts.

I stared at the email pulsing there like a heartbeat.

Something was watching me. Waiting.

I needed to get out of my head. Needed something real.

I double-clicked my music folder.

Tupac’s “Dear Mama.”

Hit play.

Pac’s voice came in — that opening, the one that gets you every time before he even says anything real.

And just like that, I was twelve years old again.

My sister’s Quinceañera.

Our backyard transformed into something magical despite the peeling paint and chain-link fence. Papel picado flapping overhead—pink and gold and green. The air smelled like everything good—carne asada sizzling on the grill, tamales steaming, fresh tortillas warming, cilantro and lime and charred meat mixing into this scent that meant home.

The music was loud—someone’s boombox blasting mariachi, the whole block invited because that’s how we did it. Everyone showed up.

Coolers packed with Coronas and Modelos. Kids running everywhere while the adults argued about Raiders vs. Cowboys.

Abuela leaning out the kitchen window, wooden spoon waving, yelling “¡Bájale!” at the music, but her hips were swaying, her face lit with joy.

I was tucked behind the potted geraniums, Walkman clipped to my shorts, stolen Corona sweating in my hand.

Then my older cousins pulled up.

Lowriders rolling slow down the street like they owned the pavement — candy paint catching the last of the sunset, burning copper and gold like the sky was showing off specifically for this moment. Hydraulics kissing the curb in perfect time. Windows down. Computer Love bleeding out into the warm evening air, that smooth Roger Troutman funk wrapping around the whole yard like it was always supposed to be the soundtrack to exactly this moment.

My cousins stepped out first — creased Dickies, fresh white tees, hair slicked back perfect, moving through the yard like they already knew how the night was going to go and weren’t worried about any of it.

Then their girlfriends.

Sundresses. Hoop earrings catching the last of the golden light. Brown skin glowing warm in the sunset. Hair done. Laughing at something private, completely unbothered by the twelve car pileup they were causing in my twelve year old brain.

That was the thing.

They weren’t even thinking about it.

My cousins? They spent two hours getting ready. Creases sharp. Hair perfect. Checking their reflection every other minute making sure they were g’d up from the feet up.

Their girlfriends probably just woke up like that.

One looked up and caught me staring from behind the geraniums.

Didn’t say anything.

Just smiled.

Looked away.

Like I was cute but this wasn’t my moment yet.

She was right.

Lowriders and pretty girls, that’s the life I thought to myself as I swiped a Corona. Took a pull like a boss and—

“Javiercito!”

Mom’s voice cut through everything.

She stood over me, hands on hips, yellow blazer, dressed up for the occasion—but her eyes weren’t angry—they were worried, soft with love.

She knelt, took the beer gently from my hand.

“Mijo.” She cupped my face, warm and smelling like masa and Avon perfume. “You’re smarter than this. You know that, right?”

I nodded.

“Promise me something.” Her eyes locked on mine—serious, almost scared. Like she could see something coming I couldn’t. “Take care of yourself. Stay out of trouble. You got a light inside you—I see it. Spread that light, mijo. Bend, don’t break. You hear me?”

“I promise, Mom.” My voice cracked. I threw my arms around her neck, buried my face in her shoulder, breathed her in—lavender soap and hairspray and safety. “I’ll be good. I swear.”

She kissed my forehead, pulled back, looked at me with this smile that said she believed in me more than I believed in myself.

Then she laughed—that huge, infectious, beautiful laugh that made strangers smile for no reason except that joy was contagious.

She ruffled my hair and disappeared back into the party, and I watched her go, my chest full of love and guilt and that innocent certainty that she’d always be there.

The lights slammed back on.

All at once. The whole neighborhood blazing back to life.

I sat there, nearly in tears, puffing on the blunt in the harsh yellow light, almost coughing up a lung. Pac’s voice still playing, the memory hitting me hard… this was some good shit.

Twenty-eight years since that party. Mom laughing, ruffling my hair, believing in me.

Funny how the universe saves the good shit for when you need it most. Like even the memories know when to show up.

Twelve years later, they killed her. Routine surgery. Double dose of anesthesia. Doctor’s negligence. She never woke up.

My jaw locked just thinking about it.

That rage fueled everything after — the bottles, the pills, the powder, the chaos I chased like it could fill the hole she left. Ran through half the city’s skanks raw, hoovered coke rails thicker than my baby mama’s thighs… all to choke out that gut-wrenching void.

I wasn’t living. I was burning.

Four years clean now. Still angry. Still empty.

I stood there staring at Rod’s email… angered and higher than a giraffe’s pussy.

“Costa Rica. Halloween. You in?”

I could stay here. Keep playing it safe. Keep watching masked chihuahuas battle at 3 AM every night.

Or I could actually live like she wanted me to.

Bend, don’t break.

The whisper echoed faintly in my skull: “We will break you.”

I shook it off. Paranoia. Stress. Too many hours alone.

Fuck it.

“I’m in.”

I hit send before I could change my mind. Crossed to the closet. Yanked the white fur coat off its hanger. Slipped it on.

Checked the mirror — coat open, shoulders back, chin up.

Godzilla was coming to Costa Rica.




Now what I didn’t know? That blackout and that email weren’t random. They were connected. And I was about to fuck around and find out.








  
  
  Pimp of the Year

  
  




Reports of scopolamine—street name, ‘Devil’s Breath’—are spiking in malls, gas stations, bars, and restaurants. This plant-based nightmare fuels crimes all over Latin America. —US Embassy




Touchdown in San José — Halloween this past year. The plane slammed the tarmac like a drunk uncle at a wedding, and my nuts got the first personal greeting from Costa Rica. Demons in my head woke up, stretched, cracked their knuckles. What could go wrong?

We taxied forever, pilot acting like he was looking for parking at the mall. Door finally cracks — humidity bitch-slaps me like a wet towel in a greenhouse. I step out. Air tastes like mango mixed with diesel. Pura vida? We’ll see.

Customs line stretching longer than the DMV on the first of the month. Dude in front of me had a whole parrot chilling on his shoulder — bird looking bored as hell, like this was his third trip today.

The parrot turned its head, looked me dead in the eye, and said: “No.”

Not hello. Not polly wanna cracker. Just No — flat, final, like it had already seen how this ends.

I don’t know what it meant. I haven’t stopped thinking about it.

Officer stamped my passport. Zero expression. Zero eye contact. Zero fucks.

Didn’t warn me either.

I grab my bag, dripping with confidence. White fur coat, designer shades — I look like I’m either famous or legally blind. Step outside. Heat slaps again, but now it’s got that ocean salt mixed in. Taxis honking like a broken brass section. Little kid tries to sell me gum. Another offers to carry my bag “for one dollar, mister.” I hand him five. He calls me papa. Damn, I’m getting old.

I’d been here before — different Costa Rica, different me. La Fortuna. Zip-lining over jungles, mist rolling off Arenal volcano like God’s own smoke machine. Manuel Antonio National Park — monkeys dropping out of the trees like little drunk acrobats, jungle kissing the beach so hard you couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. The kind of beauty that makes you believe in God.

That was then.

Rod was waiting in arrivals, his upper right canine gold tooth glinting like a sniper’s scope catching sunlight.

He calls out to me.

“There he is… the legend himself.”

Tall, black, built like a former football player gone slightly to seed. Gold chain, fake Rolex, cologne strong enough to strip paint. For one second I saw how shady he really was.

Gut said run.

Dick said party.

Guess which one won.

We piled into a rattling taxi-for-hire and endured two hours of switchbacks through jungle so thick the vines looked like nature’s prison bars. Kids kicking deflated soccer balls barefoot on the roadside. Stray dogs with ribs showing, watching us pass like they knew something we didn’t.

And then Jacó appeared.

Costa Rica had changed.

The paint is peeling. The smiles are practiced. The “pura vida” feels like a slogan someone’s trying to sell you along with a timeshare. The locals watch you like inventory: phone, watch, wallet, dignity.

Rod slapped my back too hard. “Welcome to paradise, bro.”

I wanted to believe him.

Because the truth was uglier: poverty was hitting hard. Bars that smell like broken dreams and bleach. Where the beer is warm and the fights are free.

I’d seen the reviews, heard the horror stories. But I’m the Juice, baby!

When I was born the doctor held me up and yelled, “Congratulations, it’s a hustler!” First baby in history born with a fake ID, slapped the nurse on the ass, finessed his way into the VIP nursery with no wristband, and started charging the other babies cover — cash only, no refunds, no exceptions.

I was mid-mental-victory-lap when Rod’s voice cut through.

“Yo, what’cha thinking about, bro?”

I snapped back to reality. “Nada, just reminiscing.”

So all that being said, there were only two things Jacó could do to me:

Nothing.

And like it.

I shifted my focus to Rod. He seemed like the kinda cat who shouted too loud at the screen whenever he went to the movies. Every red flag was waving so hard it could’ve powered a wind farm.

But I needed the party.

I needed the fantasy.

I needed to feel alive one more time before the mirror started telling the truth.

So I lied to myself.

He’s alright.

So I smiled back. “Show me the real Jacó, brother.”

The hotel squatted on the beach like a drunk who forgot how to leave the party — paint peeling, AC units dripping rusty water like they had TB, bar stinking like bad breath mixed with Pine-Sol that gave up. The kind of spot where the ice machine sounds like it’s coughing up evidence and the elevator’s been “out of order” since 2003.

Rod produced a bottle of whiskey at the table with a magician’s flourish.

“Chasers?”

It wasn’t a question.

I stared at the whiskey. The scent crawled up my nostrils — sweet, treacherous, impossible to ignore.

Mijo… bend, don’t break.

You know that voice saying “one drink won’t hurt”? Yeah, mine was throwing a parade. Let’s go.

I lifted the glass.

Four years sober.

Gone in one swallow.

The burn hit my tongue, familiar and vicious.

The whispers answered with a low, satisfied laugh that vibrated in my bones.

“Welcome back, old friend.”

Rod must’ve clocked my internal monologue.

“How many you plannin’ on smashin’ tonight, Juice? Gimme the lineup.”

I smirked. “Ain’t decided, dawg. I ain’t got laid in years.”

Rod’s jaw hit the floor. “Years? Bro, if I went that long without pussy, I’d be out here drafting a whole damn fantasy league — starters, bench, injured reserve, cheer squad, the water boy, everybody. I’d be runnin’ up the scoreboard like Steph Curry with a scouting report on every woman: strengths, weaknesses, baby-daddy drama index.”

I cackled. “Knowin’ your nasty ass, Rod, you’d hump the mascot and nut in the Gatorade cooler just to hydrate the team.”

“Juice — tonight you’re stormin’ the NFL playoffs: touchdowns in every end zone, two-point conversions up the ass, sackin’ defenses left and right, with overtime gangbangs that leave ‘em limpin’ to the locker room!”

I leaned in, matching his energy. “Nah, I’m switchin’ sports — I’m playin’ golf. 18 holes, front nine wild and woolly, back nine grippin’ tight. Birdies, eagles, straight hole-in-ones. I’m scorin’ so filthy they gotta build a 19th hole, name it after my dick, par-69 mandatory.”

Rod nearly sprayed his drink. “Golf?! My guy really out here tryna ‘stroke’ his way to victory! You talkin’ puttin’ it in the cup or what?!”

“Exactly — I’m playin’ Augusta National rules: no mulligans, no gimmes, pure penetration with perfect follow-through.”

He howled. “You ever think about hangin’ up the cleats, man? Raisin’ that player banner in the rafters like Jordan?”

“Hell no, brother — I brought my ‘Pimp of the Year’ fur coat for a reason. But… I am gettin’ older now.”

Rod’s face twisted like I just said the club ran out of Henny. “What’s that supposed to mean? You goin’ soft? Limp dick era?”

“Nah, fool — it means I’m at that point in life where I just wanna find…”

He cut me off, giggling like a damn hyena. “What? A wife? You tryna register at Bed Bath & Beyond, with the minivan and soccer practice and shit?”

I fired back, deadpan. “Nah, fool — just three prime pieces I straight-up adore. Tight rotation: Monday deep-throat diva, Wednesday backdoor boss, Friday cream pie queen. No drama, just premium head and pure loyalty. I’m buildin’ a fuckin’ dynasty, not chasin’ every bird with a cute Instagram.”

Rod lost his shit. “That’s my nigga right here!”

The night cracked wide open.

Straight outta sobriety…

And into the worst fucking night of my life.
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Halloween weekends in Jacó, violent crime spikes 400% and tourist disappearances triple.

—OIJ (Costa Rican Judicial Police) annual report


Halloween in Jacó don’t do subtle. The main strip looks like a frat house, a cartel after-party, and a clown convention had a threesome, set the baby on fire, and called it their love child.

Humid air thick with ocean salt and street vendor smoke — the kind that clings to your skin like a bad decision you haven’t made yet. Palm trees sway lazy under strings of orange lights, casting jack-o’-lantern grins across cracked sidewalks. Tourists swarm the boulevard — polyester devil horns bobbing, skeleton face paint melting over sunburned cheeks, hollering ¡Feliz Noche de Brujas! like they’ve personally conquered the tropics.

Reggaeton pulses from every open door, bass thumping harder than a sumo wrestler doing jumping jacks inside an elevator. Street carts hawk glowing empanadas and piña coladas spiked with who-knows-what, the sizzle of frying plantains cutting through the chaos. Weed and cheap perfume ride the breeze while fire dancers twirl flames that lick too close to the crowd — sparks vanishing into the black Pacific just beyond the strip like they were never there at all.

The locals move different.

Calavera skulls etched with surgical patience on their faces. Leather masks hugging skin like a second layer that fits better than the first. Robes whispering against the concrete with an edge that catches the light wrong.

They don’t stumble. They don’t shout.

They weave — eyes

























































































































