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This book is dedicated to all those who seek justice in the shadows, who fight for the voiceless, and who refuse to accept silence as an answer. To the dreamers and the doers, the warriors of truth who stand tall against darkness. May your courage inspire others to rise and create a world where justice prevails and hope flourishes. Your fight is not in vain.
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Prologue
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“You don’t wake up when you stop drinking. You just start dreaming again.”

For a time, Jonas Vale believed that leaving the bottle behind would usher in a newfound peace. He envisioned a life free of blackouts, void of the regret that greeted him each morning like a ghost, and devoid of the strange stares from strangers who recognized his face yet belonged to a world he didn’t know. 

But sobriety didn't bring the expected silence. Instead, it birthed dreams.

Not mere recollections or fleeting cravings, but vivid dreams that pulsed with life. Dreams that moved through the ether, leaving fingerprints on the fabric of reality.

It all began with shadows—fragments of suppressed rage and murmurs of unfulfilled justice. Initially, he couldn't recall all the specifics; he only sensed an intoxicating feeling of control, of righting a wrong that went unaddressed by the waking world.

The morning after his first truly real dream, he stirred awake feeling lighter than usual, almost buoyant. That buoyancy came crashing down as he caught sight of his neighbor limping down the sidewalk, clutching his ribs as if he were a wounded animal. His furtive glances darted around, as if he sensed someone had stalked him through a storm of whispers and shadows.

Jonas stood transfixed at the window, coffee cooling unattended in his hand. In that moment, something deeper than guilt surged within him—something powerful, something intoxicating.

He felt certain.

Little did he know, the nights had begun to mold the days ahead. Whether he desired it or not, he had transformed into the kind of man who inspired fear in the hearts of others while they slept, a specter of justice woven into the fabric of their dreams.
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Chapter I: A Little Push
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Jonas Vale had been sober for eighty-seven days. Not that he was counting. Except that he absolutely was. Each dry sunrise marked a quiet tick in the mental tally tucked away somewhere behind his left eye. There were no sponsors, no meetings—just him, a French press, and a nagging urge to punch something at least once a week.

This particular morning, his target was all too familiar: Greg. A.k.a. “Lord of the Parking Spots.” The man treated parallel parking like it was a form of abstract art—subjectively offensive and, quite possibly, illegal.

Jonas was halfway through his toast when he heard the unmistakable sound screeching down the street: the grinding of brakes, the horrible sounds of tires negotiating the curb. And... nailed it, Jonas muttered to himself, rolling his eyes.

He ambled over to the window, peering down with an expression of bemusement. Greg’s silver sedan had, once again, defiantly mounted the sidewalk, as if it was attempting to escape Earth’s gravitational clutches.

Leaning out, Jonas shouted, “Ever consider aiming between the lines, Greg?”

Greg looked up, his gaze landing on Jonas briefly before turning back to his phone, regarding him with the indifference typically reserved for an unusually large pigeon. He offered no reply.

Jonas lifted his coffee cup in a mock salute. “No worries. The sidewalk didn’t need dignity anyway.”

With that, Greg entered the building without so much as a grunt in response.

Back inside, Jonas rolled his eyes and muttered to himself, “Maybe he thinks he’s a tank commander in a past life. That would explain his approach.”

________________________________________

Two hours later, Jonas sat at work, desperately trying not to commit homicide against an Excel spreadsheet that seemed intent on mocking him.

His office was a mid-sized insurance firm, where the coffee came with a side of regret, the overhead lights were aggressively fluorescent, and most employees looked as though they were speedrunning their own funerals. His official title was claims analyst, but unofficially, he was also a typo hunter, printer whisperer, and corporate small-talk hostage.

As he walked past a neighboring cubicle, he offered a polite nod to Sheila, who, for the third time, had regaled him with tales about her cat’s birthday extravaganza.

“Hey, Jonas!” she chirped. “Did you see the moon last night? Huge! It was super pink!”

“Ah, yes. The Apocalyptic Fruit Moon. I waved at it,” Jonas replied dryly, rolling his eyes inwardly.

He slumped into his chair, greeted his monitor with a weary sigh, and reopened the same document he’d closed in frustration the previous day.

But his thoughts were far from the claim involving the guy who swore a raccoon had snatched his Rolex. They were fixated on Greg.

He replayed the sound of Greg’s body colliding with the car in the dream. He was haunted by the image of the swelling around Greg’s eye that morning, the stiff, cautious way he walked, as though his ribs ached—like something significant had happened.

________________________________________

Jonas didn’t subscribe to supernatural nonsense. He believed in stress, caffeine, and the pervasive disappointment that came with humanity.

Still... the timing was undeniably strange.

He had endured dreams before—especially during the early days of his sobriety. But this one? This one felt as though it had been an action taken by him, not just a passive observation of a story unfolding.

He raised his coffee cup and stared at the cubicle wall across from him, where someone had pinned a motivational poster featuring a cartoon cat dangling desperately from a branch: Hang in there!

Jonas smirked softly. “Yeah,” he muttered under his breath. “Let go, Greg.”
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Chapter II: Know Your Place
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Jonas hated team meetings. Not because of the people—well, not all of them—but because they always felt like an interactive tutorial on how to waste time in a corporate environment. Everyone dutifully pretending to care while secretly plotting their lunch strategies.

The worst offender was Mr. Paul Minter, Senior Operations Liaison.

Jonas wasn’t entirely sure what “liaison” meant in this context, but Paul seemed to interpret it as talk a lot, do very little, and take credit for both. He possessed a voice that resembled a wet napkin and carried the smug aura of someone who had once received a middle-manager award and had never stopped talking about it.

Seated near the edge of the oval table, Jonas found himself spinning his pen slowly, his attention drifting as Paul clicked through a PowerPoint presentation titled Synergy Across Claims Workflow. Slide 9 sported a cartoon rocket ship alongside the tagline: Lift-Off to Efficiency!

He considered throwing his pen at the screen.

Across the table, his friend Sal caught his eye and raised an eyebrow, a silent acknowledgment of their mutual disdain for the meeting. Jonas smirked, grateful for the unspoken camaraderie.

When the meeting finally reached its conclusion (somewhere around minute 47 of “closing thoughts”), Paul cornered Jonas by the coffee machine, determination etched across his face.

“Jonas,” Paul began, sporting a smile that never quite touched his eyes. “Quick note on your report formatting. You keep using bold headers in the wrong font. It’s not standard. We’ve discussed this.”

Jonas took a sip of his coffee, allowing himself a calm pause. “Right. I’m sure that's the primary reason we’re losing clients—bold headers.”

Paul chuckled tightly. “It’s about consistency. Details matter.”

Jonas shrugged, competing with Paul’s tightness. “So does initiative. But we don’t want to nitpick.”

Paul’s smile faded just a fraction. “You’ve got potential, Jonas. But you must learn to respect structure.”

Jonas leaned in slightly, lowering his voice. “Structure is fine. I just don’t appreciate when people hide behind it.”

There was a flicker in Paul’s expression—surprise, maybe. Or perhaps a warning. Then Paul turned and walked off, saying, “Just trying to help. You’ll learn.”

________________________________________

Back at his desk, Sal rolled his chair over, his eyes wide with mock urgency.

“Dude,” he whispered conspiratorially. “I swear, one day you're gonna explode, and we’ll all get shrapnel in our bagels.”

Jonas gave a half-smile. “Maybe I’ll just dream it instead.”

“You’re not wrong,” added Tanya from the neighboring desk. “He’s a jerk. But he’s a jerk with five layers of armor; upper management loves him.”

Jonas nodded slowly. “Exactly. That makes it tougher to hit back.”

“Right. You’re smarter, more competent, and frankly better looking,” Tanya said with a teasing grin. “But he outranks you. So just... don’t go full Batman, okay?”

Jonas laughed, but only on the surface. Inside, a familiar spark ignited deep within his chest, a bubbling ambition mixed with frustration.

By 5:17 p.m., Jonas had three options:

1. Go home and stew in caffeine-fueled rage that had no outlet.

2. Write a scathing resignation letter he would never actually send.

3. Say yes to a beer with Sal and Tanya.

He chose option 3—with a twist.

________________________________________

The bar was called Lucky's, a dim, wood-paneled establishment rife with tired patrons pretending otherwise. Jonas liked it because the music wasn’t blaring, the fries were flavorful, and no one judged you for staring aimlessly into a glass for an hour.

“C’mon, just one,” Sal urged, holding out a pint like it was the Holy Grail.

Jonas shook his head. “Nah. I’m off the sauce.”

Tanya leaned closer, her voice playful. “Still committed to your hero arc, huh?”

He smirked. “If by ‘hero arc’ you mean sleeping soundly and remembering my evenings, then yes.”

They clinked glasses anyway, the conversation shifting toward the usual complaints—annoying clients, perplexing emails, and the ongoing mystery of who kept stealing the sticky notes.

At some point, Tanya nudged him gently. “Hey... just so you know... someone from our department kinda has a thing for you.”

Jonas raised an eyebrow, skepticism written across his features. “Sal? I’m flattered, but he’s not my type.”

Sal rolled his eyes dramatically. “Please. I have standards.”

Tanya leaned in conspiratorially, lowering her voice. “No, seriously. It’s Mira. You know, quiet Mira from compliance. She thinks you’re... smart. Like, annoyingly smart. She talks
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