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Content Warning: This memoir contains graphic descriptions of violence, torture, medical trauma, and psychological abuse. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

This is a true story. Every incident described in this book happened. The torture was real. The suffering was real. The system that enabled it is real and still operating.

I have changed no facts to make this more palatable or believable. I have held nothing back. This is the raw, unfiltered truth about what happens in American prisons and jails to people society deems disposable.

If this disturbs you, it should. If this outrages you, good. If this makes you uncomfortable, that discomfort is a fraction of what I experienced.

This is not an easy read. It's not meant to be.

This is testimony. This is evidence. This is truth.

Bear witness.
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CHAPTER 1: THE NIGHT EVERYTHING CHANGED
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They say you never forget the sound of a bullet passing near your head. They're right. It's not like the movies—no dramatic slow-motion, no orchestral score. It's a sharp, cutting whistle that tears through the air, and in that split second, your brain doesn't process fear. It processes mathematics. Distance. Trajectory. The probability of the next one finding its mark.

I stood there, fifty feet from two police officers with their weapons drawn, and I heard that sound. Not once. Multiple times. The air around my head displaced by projectiles designed to end human life. My life.

I didn't run. I didn't dive. I just stood there, frozen in a moment that would define every single day that followed. The moment where I learned that survival isn't about being the fastest or the strongest—it's about being the one still breathing when the chaos ends.

When the shooting stopped, I thought the worst was over. I was wrong.

The taser came next. If you've never been tased, let me paint you a picture. It's not like touching a doorknob after shuffling across carpet. It's every muscle in your body contracting simultaneously, beyond your control, beyond your will. You collapse. You can't stop it. And while you're on the ground, involuntarily convulsing, unable to speak or move or protect yourself, that's when they come for you.

The beating wasn't personal. That's what made it worse. It was methodical. Professional. The kind of violence that leaves marks in places that won't show in photographs. But my head—my head they didn't seem to care about hiding. The blows came hard and repeatedly. I felt the skin split. Felt the warmth of blood running down my face, pooling on the ground beneath me.

I needed staples. Anyone with basic medical training would have seen that. But I never got them. Instead, I got zip-tied and thrown into the back of a transport vehicle, my head still bleeding, my consciousness flickering like a failing bulb.

I didn't know it then, but this was just the beginning.

	


The processing was a blur. Harsh lights. Shouted commands. Hands that grabbed and pushed and stripped away everything—clothes, dignity, identity. I tried to ask what I was being charged with. No answer. I tried to ask for a phone call, for a lawyer, for anyone who could explain what the fuck was happening. No answer.

They put me in a cell. Not a regular cell. Solitary confinement.

Most people don't understand what that means. They think it's just being alone. Being alone is reading a book in your apartment on a Saturday night. Being alone is choosing solitude. Solitary confinement is something else entirely. It's sensory deprivation designed to break the human mind. And it works.

The cell was concrete. Gray walls. Gray floor. Gray ceiling. A steel toilet-sink combo. A concrete slab for a bed with a thin mat that did nothing to cushion bone from stone. No window. No clock. No way to mark time except by the meals they slid through a slot in the door—when they remembered to feed you.

The lights stayed on twenty-four hours a day. Fluorescent tubes that hummed constantly, a sound that burrowed into your skull and nested there. You can't sleep with light like that. Your circadian rhythm collapses. Day and night become meaningless concepts. Time becomes elastic, stretching and compressing until you're not sure if you've been there for hours or weeks.

I had no shower. Let that sink in. No shower. My body began to smell like an animal's. My hair became matted with oil and blood from the wounds that were never properly treated. My teeth—God, my teeth. No toothbrush. No toothpaste. I tried using my finger and water from the sink. It wasn't enough. I could feel them becoming rough, coated with film that wouldn't go away.

I begged for basic hygiene supplies. Nothing. I banged on the door until my hands were bruised. Nothing. I shouted until my voice went hoarse. Nothing.

The isolation does something to your brain. Without external stimuli, without human contact, without anything to anchor you to reality, your mind starts to cannibalize itself. You think about things you've never thought about before. You remember things you forgot you knew. And then you start to lose things—words, faces, the sound of your own voice speaking to another human being.

I talked to myself. I had to. I would narrate my actions just to hear language
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