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  To my best friends in no particular order.

Mom

Johnny Vincent Herrick

Jason Anderson 

Bobby Ray

Cole One

Sara Greaves

Anthony Durcas

Ced Wright

Phil Galvan

Chuck Vee

Brett Matuny

Glen Coleman

Angelinya Morales

Rose Warria

Youthinasia

Kathryn McClelen

H. Julian Spyer

Quincy Rideout

Dwayne Kleiber

Iceberg Slick

Ancient Heritik

Kiswahilli

Scotty Chop

Paul Bruce

Shaun Cooke

Tuglife

Casey Zevenbergen

Sadly, only a handful remain. Onward to brighter horizons for everyone— we had our time and ripped it
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  Foreword



This book started as a story about a Djinn.




It turned into something else.




It turned into me and my soul having the kind of argument you only have when you’ve finally run out of places to hide. Not the quiet kind. The loud kind. The kind that wakes up the whole building. The kind where both of y’all saying shit you can’t take back, but neither one of y’all walking out the room either. The kind where the neighbors got opinions and Denise from down the hall is telling somebody to handle it.




I spent years trying to outrun the thing living in me. The part that knew better and did the shit anyway. The part that loved people who were guaranteed to leave. The part that could see the wall coming and still pressed the gas. I called it a lot of names — addiction, depression, bad luck, the devil, whatever helped me sleep. But it had a name of its own. And once it started talking back, it didn’t shut up.




I been fighting since I was little. Not just the streets, not just the bottle, not just the people who tried to take what wasn’t theirs. The real war was always internal. Between me and the thing that’s been riding with me since I was a kid — making me do shit I knew was gon’ hurt me, making me pour another drink when I should’ve poured it out, making me press send on the message I knew I shouldn’t send, making me hit the gas when any sane person would’ve hit the brakes.




That thing has a voice.




Turns out it had a lot to say.




The argument. The relationship. The thing that won’t leave you alone because it loves you in the most inconvenient, most uncompromising, most infuriating way anything has ever loved you.




This book is what came out of that. A man in a white fur coat getting sucker-punched into the land of the dead and having to fight his way back through a continent-sized soul-harvesting operation to find his mother. But also — underneath all of that — just a man and his soul finally sitting across from each other in a county jail cell at four in the morning with the whole hood listening through the walls, telling the truth for the first time in their lives.




It ain’t a redemption story. It ain’t a warning. It ain’t even really about a Djinn anymore.




It’s about what happens when the thing you been fighting finally sits down across from you and says:




I ain’t your enemy. I’m the part of you that refuses to die.




I lost people writing this. I lost time. I lost the version of myself that thought if I stayed busy enough the war would eventually get tired. It didn’t. It never does. Because the war lives in you. It is you. The only way out is through.




If you reading this, you either looking for proof that you ain’t crazy for still being here — or you about to find out you’re not as alone in the dark as you thought.




Either way, welcome.




This is Book 2.




We still in it.




We still here.




— Jonny Nevermind







  Preface



My mom got pronounced dead twice.

Second time, she saw Jesus chillin’ in a meadow. Real talk. She told me when I was old enough to carry that weight — not preachin’, just facts. Meadow was real. The figure was real. He told her straight up: don’t come any closer. Cross that line and you ain’t goin’ back. Your family still needs you. I got something left for you to do.

She came back. Raised us anyway. Never figured out what that “something” was.

Years later I’m deep in the research — Robert Monroe, Mark from Forever Conscious Research, all them NDERF accounts. Thousands of motherfuckers flatlining and coming back with the exact same script: light, warm authority figure at the boundary, “mission ain’t done, go back.” Identical. Not similar — same damn procedure.

That shit hit me like a brick. Not just one story matching the data. Nah — millions of souls getting the same redirect notice. Same meadow. Same face. Same memory wipe on re-entry.

You stay in these streets long enough, the whole picture snaps into focus. Hollyweird programming us. Governments herding us. Wars, disasters, the food chain turning every living thing into predator or prey from day one. Nature’s beautiful… until you see it’s the perfect bait. Love, religion, family, that warm fuzzy shit? Cheese on the trap, fam. Designed for spiritual beings trapped in meat suits, looping through this birth-death-rebirth cycle while something harvests us at the exit — wearing whatever face gets you to drop your guard.

Look at it objectively and it’s obvious: shit would be crazier if the soul trap wasn’t real. The pain and suffering we endure in this bitch sure the fuck is.

Moms came back that second time, lived pure love, unconditional as hell… then died for real. Whatever was waiting at the door already knew her name, her frequency, and exactly what her favorite meadow looked like. This time she wasn’t going back. Straight to their processing center — because the scam never ends.

This book? This is what I did with that pain.

Book Two. The war’s internal now. Stakes eternal.

Enjoy your ticket out — you’re holding it in your hands.

— Jonny Nevermind








  
  
  Luis Fuckin’ Miguel

  
  




I was dreaming about Luis Miguel.




And before you say anything — I KNOW. I fucking KNOW. Just hear me out.




Mom called two weeks earlier. “Mijo, I got tickets to see Luis Miguel at Mandalay Bay and I want you to take me.” I started to push back and she hit me with that silence. You know the one. The Mexican mother silence that ends arguments, stops traffic on the 15, and redirects grown men’s entire destinies before they finish exhaling. The silence that doesn’t argue. It simply exists, patient and total, waiting for you to catch up to the fact that it already won.




I asked what time it started.




Mandalay Bay that night was showing its ass. The whole Strip was lit up like it had something to prove. Lights was doing the most — flashing, chasing each other, throwing colors everywhere like they was trying to outshine the actual sky. The air even felt expensive. Like VIP sections, Cool Water cologne, and whatever the hell they spray in Vegas to make everything feel like it’s raining money. The kind of night where even the desert looked like it was in on the joke.




And Mom.




She was 55 and wearing it so cold like it was a dare to time itself. Burgundy dress bought special — this dress existed for one night and served with distinction. Hair DONE. Makeup DONE. Heels clicking through that lobby like she’d been rehearsing for this exact stage her whole life. Heads turned — not polite glances, full involuntary whiplash. Strangers stopped mid-conversation, mid-thought, mid-stride. She met every look with that warm, open smile — the one that made people feel truly seen, like they mattered in a way they hadn’t in years.




I walked beside her thinking: this is my mother. This woman is MY mother. I get to be her son tonight.




Now me? My game was ON that night. I ain’t even gon’ lie. I was Cutty Mack in the flesh, back in my prime. Walked in that bitch like I was the final draft God sent down before He decided the rest of y’all needed humbling. Shoulders back, chin up, suit moving like it was proud to be on me. I’m talking women stopping mid-sentence. Women forgetting their own names. Women looking at me then having to look away because it was too much at once. Three of them bumped into shit. One walked straight into a wall. I was out here moving like a public safety hazard and felt zero remorse about it. They was ALL checking. I was the event before the event even started.




That’s when I heard her stupid ass voice rudely interrupting me mid dream.




“Boy.”




“Boy, I need you to really hear me right now because I am genuinely concerned. Those women are not checking you out. They are staring because your suit jacket is gripping your back so hard it looks like it’s trying to Heimlich you back to reality. Your tie is knotted in a direction that does not exist in nature. You have lint on your lapel the size of a studio apartment. And you been walking with your chin so far up in the air you almost knocked over a waiter with your nose. You look like somebody described ‘suave’ to a person who had only ever heard the word once, from across a parking lot, during a thunderstorm. These women are not admiring you. They are concerned. Two of them are about to ask if you need help finding your seat.”




“Would you shut the fuck up! I’m trying to be all nostalgic and shit!”




“You can be nostalgic AND have your collar straight. These are not mutually exclusive goals.”




“I am TELLING a STORY—”




“Tell it with your tie fixed and I’ll be quiet.”




“I am TELLING—”




“And that lint on your lapel is still there. It looks like it paid for its own ticket and brought a plus one.”




I took a moment inside the memory. Straightened the tie. Fixed the collar. Brushed the lint off the lapel with as much dignity as I had left, which wasn’t much. And quietly — with full concentration and zero shame — turned the New Balance high tops into a clean pair of black and green alligator dress shoes that had obviously been on my feet the whole damn night.




Ok, so then what happened was…




The place was already alive before anybody spilt their first drink. Ten thousand souls who had made a collective decision: tonight required everything. Men in crisp guayaberas hugging chests like they owed them money, tailored suits sharp enough to draw blood, silk shirts gleaming like they paid the light bill themselves. Women in dresses that moved like water and had opinions, sequins firing light in every direction like the room itself was celebrating. Perfume and cologne fusing into something that had no name but meant: we showed up and we came correct. The air was thick with it.




Socialites from Medellín posted up next to Silicon Valley executives who crash-coursed Spanish just to scream every word right. Old Guadalajara families three generations deep swaying next to young executives from Madrid on their first Vegas trip. Couples who flew in straight from Sevilla and Mexico City because Luis Miguel doesn’t inspire nostalgia — he inspires full-blown devotion and “fuck it, we’re going.” His voice doesn’t belong to one country. It belongs to a feeling. And everyone in that building had felt it at some point in their lives and dressed their absolute best to come say so.




I ran into the guys from work near our section. They lasted about thirty seconds before Mom claimed them completely. They weren’t my boys anymore — they were HERS. Miss Martha. Standing up straighter, laughing too loud, asking about their mamas, remembering tiny details, making each grown man feel like the most interesting person in the building. Real, untaught magic. Grown men softening up in real time.




One big serious dude — never sentimental, face that had seen things — pulled me aside later. Looked me dead in the eye.




“Your mom is the realest person I ever met.”




I already knew. Let him say it anyway. Felt good hearing it out loud.




Then the lights dropped. The roar hit like a wave. Luis Miguel walked out and the building came undone.




He’s aight.




I mean, he ain’t as fine as me or whatever, but — he got the hair and the voice and the whole thing going on, sure. I’ll give him that. Professionally. As an objective observer with no personal stake in this whatsoever.




But I’m standing RIGHT HERE. I walked into this building tonight looking like God’s limited edition and not one woman screamed when I entered. Not ONE. But THIS man takes three steps onto a stage and my mother — MY mother, the woman who raised me, who I drove here tonight, who I bought an overpriced drink for in the lobby — grabbed her own chest like she needed a defibrillator and a moment alone.




Soul didn’t say a word.




She just looked at me.




Then looked at Luis Miguel.




Then looked back at me with an expression that said you already know.




I know. I KNOW. I’m not saying anything. I’m just taking notes. Academically.




Then he opened his mouth and sang and I had to shut all that up real quick.




When La Incondicional started the whole arena became one breathing thing. The melody moving through everybody like warmth. I didn’t fully understand the song then. Not the guilt in it — la que no supe amar, the one I didn’t know how to love back the way she deserved. The missed Sunday calls. The times I was too busy. The unconditional love I took for granted while it was right in front of me.




Mom reached over and grabbed my arm with both hands. Tight. Warm. Certain. She swayed a little, singing under her breath in that soft, off-key voice she only used when she thought nobody was listening.




Her face lit up by the stage lights and something brighter from inside her. She loved like it was the only thing she knew how to do completely. No half measures. No protecting herself. Just love, poured out full, spilling into every room, every person, every moment.




The arena glowing. Her hands on my arm. That perfect pocket where the whole complicated world disappeared and it was just music, lights, and being alive with the person who loved you hardest.




I didn’t know it was one of the last good nights.




You never do in the moment. That’s the mercy and the cruelty of it. You get to be fully there. You don’t know to memorize every detail. You don’t know to say thank you the way it deserves. You just stand there thinking this is a good night — not knowing good night is doing all the heavy lifting for perfect and last and only.




Mom in her burgundy dress. Hair done. Heels clicking. Claiming every room without trying because that’s simply what she did.




La Incondicional moving through the crowd like a current.




Her hands on my arm. Both hands. Certain. Not letting go.




That was the whole night.




That was the whole person.




Her hands still warm on my arm even in the dream.




Somebody kicked me.








  
  
  The Holdin’ Tank

  
  




“In the Pixar film Soul, Joe watches from an escalator as souls ascend toward the Light — and every time one hits it, it sounds like an electric flyswatter.” — Jonny Nevermind




I come to on the floor of a holding tank.


Smelling like whiskey. Somebody else’s perfume. The kind of sweat you only get from crying and performing at the same time. My mouth tastes like something died in it.


Three seconds later the air makes an announcement. Loud. Proud. No apologies. The kind of fart that has a whole personality.


The guy who kicked me awake looks down.


I look up.


We both know what just happened. I pointed at him anyway. He accepted it with the quiet dignity of a man who has been blamed for worse.


My guts are still arguing with the county. The air in here is piss, industrial bleach, and that metallic fear-sweat you only smell in cages. Everybody’s worst night in one room, including mine.


The guy across from me looks up sideways.


He was already there when they brought me in. Don’t know his name. Wearing a torn suit, smiling with too many teeth, nodded at me slow like we had some kind of arrangement neither of us signed up for.


That should’ve been my first warning.


I blink. I’m on the floor under a metal bench. Walls the color of government cheese and broken promises. Fluorescent lights that never turn off, buzzing like they’re personally offended by the idea of anybody sleeping. Cold that gets into your bones like it signed a lease on your bone marrow and ain’t leaving.


I got arrested.


The details exist but they ain’t organized. More like evidence at a crime scene where I’m both the detective and the suspect. I do a slow inventory — the kind you do when you wake up somewhere and need to know how bad it is before you’re ready to feel it.


Eyes: working. Left one fighting me a little. I touch it. There’s a whole situation happening around my left eye that wasn’t there yesterday. Fresh shiner. Somebody hit me or I hit something or both — timeline unclear, investigation ongoing.


The swelling throbbed like it had its own heartbeat and its own grudge against me specifically.


Neck: I twist my collar up to my nose. Frosted mauve lipstick. The kind of color with a name like Dusty Sunset that lives at the bottom of somebody’s purse next to loose change and a receipt from 2019.


I stare at it.


I remember lips. Don’t remember whose yet.


Left forearm: sleeve up. Somebody wrote on me in thick black Sharpie with the handwriting of a person who has done this before and knows a Sharpie on skin is the only delivery system that survives a night like this:


TEDDY GRIEVES — [number] — DON’T LOSE THIS ONE BABY I WILL WRECK YOU GOOD


Underneath it in slightly different handwriting like she thought about it and then went harder:


YOU DESERVE GOOD THINGS


Read it twice. Read the name three times. Teddy. Pulled my sleeve back down with the careful dignity of a man processing new information in what he is choosing to call a controlled environment.


My dick gave a half-hearted salute at whatever memory was attached to that name. The soul in my head just sighed. “Nigga, you really out here collecting demon pussy participation trophies.”


Right front pocket: something small and round. Two of them. Tucked in the seam where booking apparently didn’t reach. I don’t look at them directly. Just confirm they’re there with my fingertips and leave them alone like a financial decision I’m not making before coffee.


I check the coat.


Still here. White fur, holding tank floor, zero apologies. First time in fourteen months this coat took a hit — fresh scuff on the sleeve, dried blood near the cuff, and now the Clark County Detention Center floor permanently embedding itself in the lining like it owns the place.


Even my flex took an L tonight.


I lay there staring at the underside of the bench like it owed me answers. It didn’t have answers. Nobody in this room had answers. At least one person in this room had too many teeth.


I’m on the floor under a metal bench — a man in a white fur coat that nobody in this room was gonna pretend wasn’t happening — watching a man in a dirty Santa Claus costume argue with himself in the corner about who stole his reindeer. Full closing argument. Evidence. Emotional testimony. And I’m thinking about how fourteen months ago I escaped a Djinn in Costa Rica, wrote a book about it, and THIS is where the universe decided to file me. Under “fuck around and find out.”


Then Santa stopped mid-sentence. Turned and looked dead at me with the focused clarity of a man who just found the only other sane person in the room.


He took in the coat first. Just a second. Then his eyes came up to mine.


Leaned forward and whispered. “They got your reindeer too, didn’t they.”


Not a question.


I looked at him for a long moment.


“Yeah,” I said. “They got ’em. Even the red-nosed one.”


He nodded slow and turned back to his corner like that settled something important. Like we’d just recognized each other at a support group nobody else knew existed. Like the coat was the secret handshake and I’d given it without knowing.


The torn suit man above me on the bench chuckled. Not like something was funny. Like something was confirmed.


I lay there in the white fur coat on the floor of a holding tank in Las Vegas in December trying to remember how I got here.


Let’s run this back.


Fourteen months. Book came out. Forty people bought it, maybe more, never enough. The ones who read it sent messages that made me cry in my car. One guy in Manitoba wrote three handwritten pages. Manitoba. But the world at large never found it. Shadowbanned by God and the algorithm equally. Work was Gerald — unicorn stickers on his locker, two HR complaints in fourteen months, both dismissed. The phone calls started in month two. Unknown number. My mother’s name on the screen. She’d been dead since 2012. I picked up once. The silence on the other end wasn’t empty — it was waiting. Patient. The kind of quiet that knows your name. I said Mom. The call ended. I slept with the light on after that. Month three the relationship ended. She kissed me on the forehead like I was already someone she used to know and walked out. Nothing got better. Everything got more expensive. By month fourteen I was on stage in the white fur coat, drunk, performing like my life depended on it.


Eleven people in the crowd. Three on their phones. One guy eating a burrito with the focused serenity of a monk who had achieved true detachment from the suffering of others — specifically mine.


I got up there in the white fur coat like I was still somebody.


The beat dropped and for the first thirty seconds I actually sounded like I used to. Not the best I ever been, but sharp enough that a couple heads in the room actually looked up from their phones.


“Used to write like the pen was a weapon,

Now I’m just swingin’ at ghosts in the dark.

Used to move like the future was present,

Now I’m just replayin’ the same broken parts.

Used to fuck like I knew what I wanted,

Now I’m just fuckin’ to feel something real.

Used to laugh like the joke wasn’t on me,

Now every punchline got teeth that can kill…”


It started slipping right around there.


My voice got thicker. The words started stacking on top of each other instead of landing clean. I could feel it happening but I couldn’t stop it. The coat was hot under the lights and the whiskey was talking louder than the beat.


“You changed the password like that was the answer,

Like I wasn’t already locked out my own head.

You canceled the trip, canceled the future,

Canceled the version of me that ain’t dead.

Now you out with some nigga named Kyle or some shit,

Probably safe, probably soft, probably regular.

I fought a fuckin’ Djinn in another country

And you left ’cause I got a little irregular…”


A couple people laughed at that one. Not the good kind of laugh.


I kept going anyway. The words were coming faster now, less controlled.


“You bipolar, I knew it, I said it, I stayed,

Kept lying to myself like a bitch with no options.

Now I’m up here in this coat like a clown with a dream,

Spittin’ my pain for eleven motherfuckers and a bartender who already clocked out emotionally…”


Somebody in the back yelled “therapy!” like they were trying to save my life. I didn’t even look up.


The beat was still going but I wasn’t really rapping anymore. I was just talking over it. Angry. Loud. Repeating myself.


“Behold the leaves, spiral down…

Behold the leaves, spiral down…

Behold the leaves, spiral down…

A love like this should’ve never been found…”


I said it again. And again. The repetition wasn’t artistic. It was just what was left.


The burrito monk put his burrito down.


Shorty in the front row with the spiky hair and biker jacket was still watching me but her face had changed. She wasn’t smirking anymore. She looked concerned. That was worse than the laughter.


I stepped off the stage without saying thank you or goodnight. Just walked straight to the bar and ordered two more drinks like the performance had gone exactly how I planned.


It hadn’t. But the drinks didn’t need to know that.


I downed them fast and don’t remember much after that.


The cop who pulled me over had a face I couldn’t quite focus on. Every time I tried to look directly at it my eyes slid sideways. Like my brain was filing a formal objection.


I thought about Jacó.


Then I caught his eyes in the rearview mirror.


Vertical pupils. Gold around the edges. Gone when I blinked. Back when I didn’t.


Looked back down at my forearm. At the Sharpie. At TEDDY GRIEVES written in the hand of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.


YOU DESERVE GOOD THINGS.


The puddle near my foot rippled without anything touching it. My reflection stared back up from the dirty floor — white fur coat, black eye, Sharpie on the arm — half a second late. Like it was still deciding whether to show up at all.


I watched it for longer than made sense. Waiting to see if it would catch up.


It didn’t.


The soul in my chest said nothing.


Even she didn’t have a joke for that one.


I popped the ecstasy pill like it was a Tic Tac.


“Nigga NO—” the soul screamed loud enough I could’ve sworn the torn suit man heard it.


“Leave me alone!”


Out loud. I said that out loud.


Every head in the cell turned.


The torn suit man. Santa mid-testimony.


Both of them looking at the man in the white fur coat on the floor talking to himself.


The torn suit man’s smile got wider. Past where smiles are supposed to stop.


Santa looked at the coat. Then at my eyes. Then nodded once — slow, final, like something had just been confirmed — and turned back to his reindeer.


I pulled further under the bench and stared at the underside of the metal above me like it was the ceiling of my whole life.


Who the fuck was Teddy Grieves.


And why did both of them look at me like they already knew.


Then the cell door opened.


First one through was a skinny white dude with wild eyes and neck tattoos drawn in the dark by someone with a grudge. Smelled like week-old socks and something else underneath I couldn’t name but my nervous system filed immediately under wrong. Moved into the open space without acknowledging anybody — just started pacing, fingers twitching at some invisible count.


His shadow hit the wall.


I watched it.


Half a beat behind. Angled slightly wrong. Like it had its own opinion about the light and decided to act on it.


He didn’t notice. Or he noticed and made his peace with it a long time ago.


The torn suit man above me went very still.


Santa stopped mid-argument.


The cell held its breath for exactly one second.


Then the bath salts guy went back to counting and Santa went back to his reindeer and the torn suit man went back to smiling and everything resumed like nothing happened.


But I’d seen it.


That one second of collective stillness. That recognition.


Something was wrong in this room that had nothing to do with the holding tank, the coat, the Sharpie on my arm, or the phone calls that started two months after she died. This was the other kind of wrong. The kind that followed me home from Costa Rica. The kind that already knew my name.


One of these


















