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For the ones no one believed.
For the ones who were blamed,
shamed,
silenced,
and survived anyway.
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For every soul who has slept in a shelter,
cried in a church pew,
bled in a bathroom,
or begged God for mercy and heard nothing back—
this book is for you.
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You are not alone.
Your story matters.
Your scars are sacred.
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Part I: Poison in the Blood



[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The First Hit Felt Like God
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I didn’t mean to love it.
I meant to forget.
One hit,
just one,
and the lights inside me turned warm
for the first time in years.
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It filled the hollow in my chest
so fast
I stopped asking if I deserved it.
I just needed it.
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It wasn’t euphoria.
It was silence.
No voices.
No guilt.
No shame screaming my name in the mirror.
Just quiet.
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That first hit felt like God—
not the one in church,
but the one I begged in secret
to make it stop.
And this one?
This god answered.
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It didn’t ask for worship.
It just asked for everything.
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So I gave it
my rent money,
my teeth,
my friends,
my daughter’s birthday,
and the last picture of my mother.
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It never said thank you.
But it always came back.
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Spoon, Flame, Vein
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The ritual was holy.
Spoon.
Flame.
Vein.
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I didn’t pray anymore.
Not with words.
I prayed with the click of a lighter
and the sting of a belt pulled tight.
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The spoon held more salvation
than any preacher ever offered.
It burned clean.
It promised fast.
It didn’t lie about the cost.
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Vein didn’t hesitate.
Vein took it in
like it had been waiting for this its whole life.
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Sometimes I missed
and woke up hours later
on the floor,
half-dead,
piss-soaked,
with my face in the carpet
and no one calling my name.
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Other times,
I floated.
Above the guilt,
above the noise,
above the body I stopped recognizing
in bathroom mirrors.
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They say addicts don’t believe in God.
But I did.
Mine was copper and flame
and an old bent needle I never threw out.
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I didn’t get high to feel good.
I got high to feel nothing.
And it worked
until it didn’t.
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Junkie Logic
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I sold my phone
to a guy who’d screw his mother
for a half gram.
Told myself I’d buy it back tomorrow.
Never did.
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That’s junkie logic.
You make deals with yourself
you never intend to keep.
You lie so smooth
you forget it’s a lie
until it’s too late to care.
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I stole from my sister.
Took the twenty from her purse
while she cried in the other room
because I promised I was clean.
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I loved her.
Still do.
That’s the part no one believes.
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I gave a guy a blowjob once
for a fix.
Didn’t think I’d ever say that out loud.
Didn’t care afterward, either.
Not when the spike hit.
Not when the float came.
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The logic was simple.
Get well,
then feel bad later—
if you even wake up.
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I stopped feeling bad around year two.
Maybe three.
By then,
I had rules.
Don’t use on Sundays.
Don’t share needles.
Don’t OD.
Guess how many I kept.
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Cold Turkey Nightmares
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They call it detox
like it’s a cleanse.
Like it’s spa shit.
Like sweating through your sheets
and puking in a bucket
is some kind of rebirth.
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I didn’t feel reborn.
I felt like I was dying
slow
with my skin inside out
and spiders crawling under it.
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Every second stretched
like an apology I didn’t believe in.
My legs kicked like they were trying
to run without me.
My teeth chattered like they knew
how many lies I’d told.
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Day two,
I begged for death.
Day three,
I started hallucinating a woman I used to love
telling me it’s okay
to quit trying.
That the needle missed me.
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My sweat smelled like fear.
My sheets stuck to my body
like punishment.
Every blink was a new horror.
Every breath felt wrong.
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They said I’d feel better after a week.
But by then,
I’d already crawled back
to the only god
that ever answered me
with silence.
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The Dealer Asked My Name
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The first time he asked,
I forgot.
Not because I was high,
but because I hadn’t heard it
in days.
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He didn’t care.
Names were business.
He just needed something
to call me
when he handed over the bag.
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It felt weird,
hearing it like that—
like a reminder
that I used to be someone.
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He called me “bro” after that.
Sometimes “fam.”
Never “junkie,”
though I knew
that’s what I looked like
with my hollow face
and skin like wax.
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One night, I told him.
Told him my name.
My real name.
And he just nodded
and passed me the rig.
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That was the closest thing
to a friendship I had
for six months.

––––––––
[image: ]


I cried once,
after he fronted me.
Not because I owed him.
But because someone trusted me.
Even if it was over a bag
I’d shoot into my neck
behind a liquor store.
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He died last year.
Fentanyl.
I whispered his name
into a cracked spoon.
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It felt holy.
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Rehab Was Just a Room
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They said I was lucky
to get a bed.
But it wasn’t a bed.
It was a plastic mattress
with a sheet too thin
to cover the things I’d done.
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There was no miracle.
No breakthrough moment.
Just four white walls
and a roommate who screamed at night
about things I couldn’t unhear.
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They took my shoelaces.
Gave me paper slippers.
Told me to talk about my feelings.
I said nothing.
Because the only thing I felt
was withdrawal
ripping through my spine
like wire and fire.
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The counselor had soft hands
and eyes that looked past me.
He talked about steps.
About higher powers.
But I’d already been to hell
and I didn’t trust stairs.
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They called it healing.
I called it waiting.
Counting ceiling tiles.
Drinking bitter coffee
while my body screamed
for something stronger than hope.
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I didn’t get clean in that room.
I just learned how to fake it better.
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