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    This book is dedicated to the broken, the misunderstood, and the silenced—
To the ones we lost, the ones struggling right now, and the ones taking it one day at a time.
This is for those who battled demons in the dark and lived to tell about it.
For those who never felt seen, yet kept breathing anyway.
And to anyone who ever thought they were too far gone—
You're not.
This is proof.
I dedicate this book to my mother, Kelli Roberts.
Without her unconditional love and support, I never would have been able to write my story—let alone see it published.
Here's to all the mothers out there:
The ones who have a struggling child, the ones who lost someone to addiction, and the ones staring this monster down every single day with love, strength, and impossible hope.
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Preface
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I coaxed the flame beneath the spoon, watching the blue liquid shimmer and bubble, morphing into an electric neon glare that promised a fleeting eternity of peace. My pulse hammered in my chest, a frantic, desperate drumbeat against my ribs. Sweat slid down my temple, each bead a tiny, physical confession of my weakness. Every nerve was strung tight with a raw, agonizing anticipation that was almost as potent as the drug itself. This was ritual—familiar, necessary, and laced with dread. Outside, the city was a beast of a thousand shrieks and clangs, each sound a physical blow against my skull, a fresh assault on a mind that was already screaming. The sirens didn't just wail; they tore through the flimsy fabric of my self-control, leaving raw edges. Faces in the street were a blurred, indecipherable mess, their expressions a foreign language I’d never learned to speak. Every casual glance felt like a judgment, every whispered conversation a riddle I was too exhausted to solve. It was a constant, low-level hum of 'too much,' a static electricity that prickled my skin and frayed my nerves. My mind, a frantic, unpiloted drone, buzzed with disconnected thoughts, half-formed anxieties, and a thousand tiny details I couldn't filter out. The 'dull ache of existence' wasn't just existential despair; it was the relentless, grinding exhaustion of trying to decode a world that made no sensory or social sense to me. The spoon, heavy with its forbidden promise, offered the only true silence. The only way to mute the overwhelming input. The only way to stop the relentless buzzing in my skull. The only way to feel, for a fleeting eternity, truly calm.

The neon liquid soaked into the cotton, staining the dull metal. I drew back the plunger, transfixed by the slow, hypnotic fill of the syringe. Doubt flickered—a ghost of the man I used to be—but desire drowned it out. There was only this moment, this overwhelming, primal need. The plastic of the syringe felt cold and clinical in my shaking hand, a weapon I was about to use on myself.

“Almost there,” I whispered, my voice rasping in the stillness. I transferred the liquid to the rig, a final, deliberate motion. I grabbed my belt and made my way to the couch, where the flickering chaos of "Rick and Morty" played to an empty audience. The show was background noise, a distraction from the void. I wrapped the belt around my arm, pulling it tight, my skin turning a bruised purple. I tapped the vein, anticipation building to a fever pitch, a fire in my veins. This was the escape. The sting was sharp, almost welcoming. Then—the rush.

A thousand fireworks detonated inside me, obliterating everything else. Money worries, the argument with my parents, the gnawing emptiness—all gone. Just this: pure, chemical bliss. A bitter taste flooded my mouth, harsh and metallic, but I savored it. It was the taste of silence, the taste of peace. The warmth spread through my veins, a gentle, insidious wave that washed away the chaos of the world. The TV’s soft glow painted the room, and the distant hum of traffic faded into nothing. Cocooned in this chemical paradise, I was untouchable. The blue demon, a parasite I was willingly hosting, had granted me a brief, beautiful, and deadly moment of grace. I knew it wouldn’t last. But for now, it was enough. More than enough.
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Chapter One
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Let me introduce myself. My name is Davey Blanch, and at twenty-three, I am already a ghost. A specter haunting the ruins of what was once a promising psychology student. I remember sitting in a Psych 101 lecture hall, the professor’s voice echoing off the vaulted ceiling. Dr. Albright. He was talking about classical conditioning, but his words were just a single thread in a suffocating tapestry of noise. The rhythmic cough of the guy two rows back, the squeak of a highlighter on paper, the incessant hum of the fluorescent lights overhead—it was a low-grade static I couldn’t tune out. I was supposed to be absorbing the lecture, but my brain was dedicating all its resources to not screaming. To just sitting still. I saw the other students, how easily they scribbled notes, how their faces showed understanding. I was performing the part of a student, my pen frozen over the page, my expression a carefully constructed mask of concentration. I got an A on that first exam, but I couldn't remember a single thing I'd learned; I'd only memorized patterns from the textbook in the dead silence of 3 a.m. The promise was a lie I was telling everyone, including myself. Looking back, I understand now that I wasn’t lazy, or distracted, or fragile. I was autistic—and no one saw it.

I was a high-functioning ghost in a neurotypical world, passing tests but failing silently, internally hemorrhaging from the effort it took to sit still in a room where the lights screamed and the air buzzed with expectation. Now, I’m just another IV drug user, a Roxycontin addict, six months into a nightmare with no exit.

The rush is undeniable—a seductive siren’s call drowning out every warning, every plea from my better angels. But the cost? The cost is monstrous, devouring every scrap of decency and ambition I once possessed. It started innocently enough: snorting Roxy for a quick high, an escape from the dull ache of existence. But the beast always wants more. Now, the needle is my conductor, my veins twisted tracks leading straight to oblivion.

I wasn’t raised for this. Prep schools, shrink appointments, therapists with initials after their names. My parents gave me everything but understanding—and now they look at me like I’ve been abducted and replaced with something broken. I still wear the same face. They just never knew what was behind it.

Tonight, like every night, the ritual begins. The sting of the needle, the bitter chemical taste on my tongue, then the explosion—a supernova of pleasure that vaporizes every anxiety. This morning’s fight with my parents, their disappointed eyes, the weight of expectations I can’t shoulder, the emptiness that eats at me—all gone. Just warmth and oblivion. For these precious moments, I am free. Free from the past, the future, the suffocating burden of being Davey Blanch. There’s only now, a chemical paradise where nothing can
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