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Introduction by the author, Joshua T Berglan

A Note to the Reader:
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This book tells a true story about overcoming immense challenges. While adapted for young adult readers and focused on hope, it honestly depicts or references difficult life experiences based on the author's journey. Themes include:


●  Substance abuse and addiction (including cocaine, meth, alcohol)

●  Mental health struggles (including trauma, abuse survival, and experiences related to Dissociative Identity Disorder)

●  Serious health diagnoses (HIV)

●  Consequences of harmful choices (including jail time, homelessness, relationship breakdowns)

●  Difficult family dynamics and domestic conflict

●  Exploration of identity



Please be aware that these topics may be sensitive or triggering for some readers. This story is ultimately one of resilience, faith, and redemption, but the path described involves navigating significant darkness. Please read with self-awareness and consider seeking support from a trusted adult or resource if needed.
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A Fight for Me

Introduction by the author, Joshua T Berglan
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Hey there, reader. I’m Josh, and this book is my story—or at least, the heart of it, poured out in a way I hope you will connect with, maybe even see a bit of yourself in. It’s a toned-down version of my #1 International Best-Selling book, The Devil Inside Me, carefully reimagined for you—teens, dreamers, anyone who’s ever felt torn between who they are and who they want to be, caught in a war of internal turmoil. I’ve softened the edges, smoothed out the roughest parts, to keep it real and honest without being too heavy or overwhelming, but trust me, the soul of my journey, the fight and the hope, is pulsing in these pages.

This book is split into episodes, snapshots or short films pulled directly from my life- each scene showing a crucial piece of the puzzle that makes up who I was, and who I am continuously evolving into. You’ll see me severely stumble, fall hard, and muster the strength to pull myself up again, learning tough but vital lessons along the way about love, forgiveness, trust, and figuring out what really, truly matters beyond the noise. Within these lines, I wish for you to laugh with – sometimes you have to laugh to keep from crying, right? – and also cry with me in moments of joy and anguish. Hope permeates every chapter, a constant presence more significant than any other.

A big part of my story involves the intense internal battle I constantly faced. There was a driving force I call the Dark Passenger—a real attention-grabber, always pushing me to chase the spotlight, take huge risks, and shine brightly, no matter the cost or consequences to myself or others. Countering that, often almost drowned out, was a quiet whisper—sometimes expressing doubt, but more often pointing out hard truths I didn’t want to face, urging caution, nudging me towards reflection, a guidance I often ignored. You’ll see this struggle between darkness and that quiet guidance play out along the way, influencing my choices. Maybe their battle will remind you of the familiar conflicts happening inside your own head. We all wrestle with conflicting parts, right?

What you are about to read is my truth, filtered through the lens of transformative life lessons learned. In hindsight, I can see that I was running hard from deep-seated pain, chasing temporary highs—wild parties, the roar of applause, risky adventures, basically anything that could make me feel intensely alive and numb the turmoil and sorrow deep within my soul, even if only for a moment. In that frantic chase, I hurt people I cared for, lost opportunities and relationships, and I came dangerously close to losing myself entirely. But this story isn't just about exploring the dark moments or dwelling on mistakes. It’s fundamentally about finding light in unexpected places, about realizing that even when things feel impossibly broken, healing is attainable. Every chapter represents another step toward understanding who I truly am beneath the surface and reflects the ongoing, daily fight to be a better version of myself.

I won’t lie—it’s a raw ride at times. Some moments, some feelings described within, will resonate with your emotions and your clash of inner voices. I encourage you to sit in your emotions and gently face your shadows. I promise you that in learning the how, where, and why of your feelings of fear, guilt, confusion, shame, and any other emotions you are battling, is exactly how you will grow stronger and learn to navigate your new and improved path. How do I know this? I know because that is how I began my own active evolution to becoming the man I strive to be. While I learn to make choices grounded in respect and kindness, my deepest hope is that sharing my imperfect story inspires and moves you to keep fighting your own important fight – the fight for you. So, grab a comfortable seat, maybe a snack (or tissues, just in case!), and let’s dive into this together. Here’s to the journey—yours and mine—messy, complicated, sometimes beautiful, and always, always worth every single step.
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​Chapter 1: Burning Too Bright

The first-class cabin was a bubble of luxury, hushed air and soft leather seats, but I was too tightly wound to soak it in and appreciate it. Flying from the sun-drenched coast of Newport Beach back to the flat plains of Oklahoma City, I gripped the small, clear vodka bottle—my sixth, maybe seventh flight-sized dose. Who cared? The number blurred, less important than the steady burn easing down my throat, fueling the electric buzz already humming under my skin. I smirked, a quick, tight twist of my lips, knocking back another sip. The sharp tang hit my tongue, chasing away the stale airplane taste. “To epic nights,” I toasted silently, the words forming in my head, aimed at the reflection staring back from the dark window beside me – a stranger with my face, eyes too bright, too restless. My mind was already miles ahead, racing toward home, toward Sarah, my girlfriend, and the wild, consuming ride we’d chase tonight.

I pictured us vividly in our downtown apartment, the bass from the speakers vibrating through the floorboards, a familiar chaotic energy already building. Music pounding, dim lights casting long shadows, maybe those sharp, clean lines of cocaine laid out on the glass coffee table, gleaming, ready to kick things off. We’d call up friends – the usual crew, maybe a few new faces drawn into our orbit, guys eager to join the fray – and dive headfirst into the kind of party that deliberately blurred lines, erased boundaries. Sarah and I, tangled up with others, a kaleidoscope of limbs and laughter and urgent whispers, chasing that raw, almost painful thrill. Three or four nights a week, we’d lose ourselves like that, high on coke, high on the frantic energy of each other, consumed by the moment. But coming back from a trip? Those nights burned hotter, fiercer, infused with the desperation of reunion, like the world outside could end, could crumble to dust, and we’d still be dancing in the eye of our self-made storm.

My thoughts spun, frantic and disorganized, trying to latch onto logistics amidst the mental chaos. A mental checklist formed: more vodka, premium stuff this time, definitely coke—two bags, minimum—enough to keep the party sharp, keep us flying high until dawn broke or we collapsed. I craved that immediate, powerful rush, the way it instantly lit up every nerve ending, made me feel sharp-edged, untouchable, invincible. Meth was in the back of my mind sometimes, too, a darker, deeper pull for the nights when I wanted to push further past exhaustion, past thought itself, though its jagged edge left me feeling frayed and ragged for days. Tonight had to be perfect, though. A homecoming. Sarah by my side, her laughter mixing with the music, all of us caught in that dizzy, sweaty, glorious chaos. The thought alone had my heart pounding against my ribs like a trapped bird, a frantic rhythm blending pure excitement with something darker, heavier – the uneasy feeling that I was chasing a wildfire that I had absolutely no power, much less a desire, to control.

A quiet whisper, barely audible beneath the internal noise, broke through the static. Josh, where’s this really taking you? Where does this road end? It was that hesitant, questioning part of me, the one that sometimes surfaced right when the chaos peaked, urging reflection. Then, almost instantly, the Dark Passenger crashed in, drowning out the quiet with familiar, aggressive swagger: Straight to the top, baby—more intense, more alive! Don’t stop, never stop! I rubbed my eyes hard, the physical pressure a momentary anchor against their internal argument, a storm that raged inside me constantly. It felt like a war between two distinct forces: the Dark Passenger daring me to burn brighter, faster, harder, consequences be damned, and that quiet, nagging whisper warning of an inevitable, devastating crash. Standing in the crossfire, I honestly didn’t know which to trust, or which one was truly guiding me.

Sarah felt like the only anchor in that storm, my safe haven, the one person I felt I could be completely, messy kind of real with. I loved her, I truly believed that, though I defined it in my own skewed way—love meant you let me be free, let me chase my impulses without judgment, and in return, I’d give you everything I had, shower you with affection, make you the center of my orbit. She was the first woman I’d ever risked telling the complex, often contradictory truth to: I didn’t just want her fierce loyalty and shared laughter, I wanted more. I wanted others too, men sometimes, strangers often, the sheer unpredictable thrill of it all. And she hadn't run. She hadn’t pushed me away; she’d jumped right in, sharing the high, matching my energy, joining me in those intense nights where we’d invite guys over, lose ourselves completely in the shared heat and friction. It felt like ultimate freedom then, like we had cracked a secret code to living life at maximum volume, consequences be damned.

Cocaine was the spark that lit the fuse—every line inhaled made me hungrier, sharper, pushing aside any lingering doubt or fatigue. Hungrier for more coke, for the energy it gave, for more bodies tangled together, more sensation, more everything. I’d snort until my nose stung raw, until the back of my throat tasted metallic, until the world snapped into hyper-focus, sharp and electric and immediate. Meth was wilder, yes, a deeper dive into sensation that was harder to pull back from, leaving echoes that resonated for days, whereas coke felt like the fuel that kept me in the game, kept the party going without completely derailing my life the next day. Without it, the edges blurred, the party inevitably dulled, and I’d find myself pacing, agitated, itching for the next hit, the next encounter, the next jolt to the system. A quiet unease murmured, a persistent hum beneath the surface, You’re losing yourself in this, Josh. Bit by bit. The Dark Passenger just scoffed, booming with false confidence, You’re finally finding yourself! This is who you are!

My skincare business, ironically focused on presenting a clean, perfect image, paradoxically sent me hurtling into the heart of cities that throbbed with hidden life after dark – L.A., Miami, New York. Places brimming with opportunity, both legitimate and illicit. I’d prowl their exclusive clubs and shadowy after-hours spots, high on whatever substance I could readily find, hooking up with strangers – men, mostly, their anonymity part of the appeal – chasing that fleeting, intense rush of connection without consequence. But even in the midst of the most frantic encounters, a pang of absence would hit me. I always missed Sarah. I’d find myself calling her from sterile hotel rooms in the dead of night, my voice thick and slurred, excitedly recounting the night's escapades, wishing desperately she was right there beside me to make the experience feel whole, real. Alone, those hookups ultimately felt hollow, transient sparks in the dark. But thinking of her, imagining her reactions, paradoxically fueled my drive to bring all that chaotic energy home, to share that dangerous, enticing fire with her.

Halfway through the seemingly endless flight, cruising miles above the indifferent earth, a cold, hard truth hit me with the force of unexpected turbulence. I’d burned through half a million dollars—my dad’s inheritance, the money meant to secure my future—in a terrifyingly short span of months. Where had it all gone? Trips fueled by impulse, nights blurred by expensive champagne and mountains of coke, lavish gifts for Sarah, funding parties with her and whoever else we pulled into our destructive orbit—it vanished like smoke. Five hundred grand, just... gone. The number echoed in my head, sickeningly large, and my chest tightened until it was hard to breathe. How could you let this happen? I’d been here before, years ago, staring into a similar abyss when my first marriage imploded under the weight of my addictions and recklessness. Too much coke, too many reckless financial calls, burning through cash faster than I earned it, choosing the high over stability every time. And the fallout... the true cost had been my newborn twins—babies I suddenly couldn't support, couldn't provide for, my addiction rendering me incapable of responsible fatherhood. I’d signed the adoption papers, let them go, telling myself relentlessly it was the only responsible choice, the best thing for them, but the shame of that failure, the knowledge that I had chosen destruction over them, remained a sharp, jagged blade lodged deep inside, always twisting, always reminding me of my deepest failure.

I swore then, amidst the wreckage of that first life, that I’d never sink that low again, never repeat those catastrophic mistakes. But the stark numbers on my banking app didn’t lie. History wasn't just repeating; it felt like it was mocking me. The Dark Passenger, ever the dismissive voice, brushed it off with bravado: Money comes, money goes. You’ll make more. Relax. But that quiet whisper pressed harder this time, gaining an edge of fear: Or you’ll lose it all. Again. And this time, what will be left? I fumbled for my phone, desperate for any distraction, anything to silence the rising panic. A blurry photo from last night’s haze popped up on the screen—me, grinning inanely, arm slung around some guy I didn’t know, a girl leaning in close, all of us caught in the disorienting strobe lights of a packed club, visibly high and utterly reckless. It sparked a flicker of a defiant grin on my face, a memory of fleeting fun, but then I swiped, and an older shot appeared: me and my dad, years ago, standing awkwardly beside a lake, back when I still desperately craved his approval, back when I thought he might actually care. My stomach instantly knotted, tight and sour.

That night in college remained a raw nerve, a memory that still had the power to hijack my thoughts, haunting me at random moments. Recalling it now, the feelings were still sharp. Coming home late, the air was thick with tension even before I saw the flashing police lights bathing our front lawn in pulsing blue and red. Finding our normally immaculate house utterly trashed—broken glass crunching underfoot, furniture overturned, Dad’s prized antique clock smashed beyond repair. And then Dad turned on me, his face a mask of unfamiliar, terrifying rage, screaming accusations, blaming my friends, my supposed 'whores,' insisting I’d brought this destruction upon his perfect world. His rage felt so unjust, so misplaced after everything I'd done trying to please him. “You are not my son!” he’d finally yelled, the words echoing in the suddenly silent room, severing something vital between us. I’d pleaded, my voice cracking, trying to make him see reason, trying to remind him I loved him, that all I ever wanted was his pride, but he wouldn’t hear me, lost in his own blind fury. I walked away that night feeling utterly alone, swearing I’d never need him, never seek his approval again. And in that moment on the plane, years later, the raw hatred I felt then surged back—hatred for that night, for the inheritance money that now felt tainted by his memory, for making me feel fundamentally flawed, like nothing I ever did could be right or enough in his eyes.

The Dark Passenger growled defensively in my head, He’s the past—ancient history. Leave him there. But the quiet voice whispered, insistent, harder to ignore now, What if the things you’re running from now are tangled up with him? What if you’re just repeating the pattern? Frustrated, shaking slightly, I shoved the phone deep into my pocket, my pulse racing erratically. I didn’t want to think about dad, or the terrifyingly low bank balance, or the ghosts of my innocent babies that I had signed away. I wanted Sarah, the immediate oblivion of the coke, the comforting friction of bodies pressed close in the dark, the loud, bright, numbing night that would make it all just... fade. But then, a different feeling—not the Dark Passenger’s aggressive push, nor the quiet whisper’s caution—stirred within me, something small but surprisingly stubborn. Maybe you don't have to keep doing this. Maybe you could be more than this cycle, could face the chaos head-on and find something solid, something real, underneath. It was a fleeting, yet also lingering thought, nearly, but not quite, lost in the internal noise.
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