
        
            
                
            
        


	 

 

 

 

NOT DONE YET

 

Dying, Narcissists, and the God Who Sent Me Back

 

 

 

 

James G. Ventura

 


Copyright © 2025 James G. Ventura

All rights reserved.

 

This publication is protected by copyright. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations in reviews.

 

Names and identifying details have been changed to protect privacy, especially the privacy of minors. In certain cases, identifying characteristics have been altered or combined to further protect individuals’ identities while preserving the integrity of the events and the narrative.

 

Published by Love Wins Media, LLC Austin, Texas

 


Dedication

 

F


or Jesus—who met me when I died, stripped fear from my bones, and sent me back with orders: endure, integrate, and tell the truth.

 

For my daughter—the shining star of my first marriage, the proof that something holy can come out of a cold season, and the reason I never stopped fighting to stay a good man.

 

For Molly and Willow—my Big Daddy girls—who taught me what love looks like in practice: bedtime, breakfast, steady hands, safe laughter, and the quiet courage of children who just want the world to stop shaking.

 

For my sister, Anita—who walked through hell with me and then met me on the other side to remind me that love doesn’t die and time is not the end of the story.

 

For Sandi—my golden ride-or-die—who stayed close when almost everyone else left, who absorbed my tears without judgment, and who kept me moving forward one step at a time when I had no strength left.

 

For Carl Jung—whose map of the psyche gave language to what I survived, and whose warning about the shadow feels more urgent than ever. I dedicate this work as a wounded healer, committed to individuation, committed to truth, and committed to carrying the message forward so others can recognize the darkest patterns before they destroy a life.

 

 


To every survivor reading this:

 

You are not crazy.

You are not alone.

You are not done yet.
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Epigraph

 

“Until you make the unconscious conscious, it will direct your life, and you will call it fate.”

— C. G. Jung

 

“Knowing your own darkness is the best method for dealing with the darknesses of other people.”

— C. G. Jung

 

“We are not responsible for our own betrayal.”

— Dr. Ramani Durvasula

 

“If you chase silence, you empower it.”

— Jordan Peterson

 

“I seek love. She seeks admiration. That difference almost killed me.”

— James G. Ventura

 

“Jesus often withdrew to lonely places and prayed.”

— Luke 5:16

 

“You will know the truth, and the truth will set you free.”

— Jesus (John 8:32)

 


From The Author

 

I


 did not write this book to get sympathy, attention, or fame.

 

I wrote it because I have seen darkness up close—inside family systems, inside marriage, inside institutions—and I am still alive to tell the truth about it.

 

This memoir does not attempt to dissect every psychological mechanism in full technical detail. That restraint is intentional. Not Done Yet is the witness record: what it felt like inside the storm, what it cost, and what it took to survive. A companion book is coming immediately behind it—Pull Me Close, Punish Me Hard—a compact operating manual designed to give readers the deeper definitions, litmus tests, and escape protocols that a memoir cannot carry without turning into a textbook. It’s meant to be portable, referential, and blunt—something you can keep in your bag, on your nightstand, or on your phone. My goal is simple: to help you recognize danger sooner, and to help you get out faster.

 

I also need to clarify what I mean by “narcissism.”

 

The word is overused. People throw it around to describe confidence, ambition, vanity, or ordinary self-interest. That’s not what I am writing about. Every human being has some degree of self-focus. Some people are simply loud, insecure, or self-centered. That can be exhausting—but it isn’t necessarily lethal.

 

This book is about the danger tier—the darkest archetype: the form that destroys families, weaponizes systems, distorts reality, and can drive decent people into fog so deep they can’t think straight. This is the tier where the mask isn’t just vanity—it’s predation. This is the tier where the person doesn’t merely lack empathy; they can take pleasure in harm, rewrite reality in real time, and live without moral friction. Carl Jung warned about the catastrophic implications of this kind of shadow when it is denied, projected, and allowed to run unchecked. Dr. Ramani’s “D” model names the same danger core in modern language: callousness, sadism, vindictiveness, entitlement, deceit. This is the category that keeps me up at night—because it ruins minds, reputations, finances, families, and sometimes lives.

 

I am writing as a witness.

 

Where I describe events as fact, it is because I lived them and documented what I could when I could—because I knew one day I would need reality outside my own memory. I know that anyone who harmed me will deny what I am saying. That denial is not proof that it didn’t happen. Denial is part of the pattern. At the darkest level, people can justify harm so completely they convince themselves you deserved it—then look you in the eye and call themselves innocent. That is one of the reasons these dynamics can feel like psychological imprisonment: you are not just fighting a person; you are fighting a reality distortion field.

 

And then, on August 23, 2020, my brain hemorrhaged.

 

I died. I crossed. And in what I experienced as eight minutes with Christ, Jesus did not meet me like a soft story. He met me like a commander meets a soldier—mission clear, eyes locked, love absolute. Not comfort. A briefing.

 

You’re going back.

You’re not done yet.

Endure. Integrate. Do not become what you face.

 

I came back into a life that would test every part of me: a recovering brain, a nervous system under constant threat, and years of malignant coercion—psychological warfare, physical escalation, and systems weaponized to erase a man’s name and sanity. At the time, I did not understand why I had been called up so early in that relationship—why it happened at that point in my life. I understand more now. I believe it was preparation. I believe Christ knew the terrain I was going to walk through and placed attributes in me I did not recognize at the time—because when the final hour came, I left quietly. No grand speech. No performance. Just extraction.

 

Christ heals—and He withdraws into solitude.

 

That pattern is everywhere in the Gospels. He does not negotiate endlessly with hardened hearts. He does not feed theater. He tells the truth, sets boundaries, and steps away. That is not weakness. That is discernment. And it is one of the reasons narcissistic systems hate your solitude: solitude removes access. Solitude breaks the spell. Solitude is where your mind comes back online.

 

When I finally left on May 31, 2025, the fog began to lift. The trauma bond began to lift. The nervous system began to come home. Jung called the passage through darkness into wholeness individuation. I didn’t study it from a distance. I lived it. And once you become individuated, you cannot go back—not to the old role, not to the old trance, not to the old self that kept trying to fix what could not be fixed.

 

That is why I wrote Not Done Yet.

 

Because I believe the people who survive this—and come out with clarity—have a moral obligation not to repress it, deny it, or package it into a polite story. We have a duty to say what it was, name what it is, and help other people recognize it before it costs them years, money, health, or identity.

 

If you are in a relationship, a family, or a workplace that resembles what you will read in these pages, please don’t minimize what your body already knows. You are not crazy. You are not weak. You are not alone. And you are not beyond repair.

 

My hope is simple: that somewhere in this memoir—some detail, some pattern, some scene—your mind catches, the fog cracks, and you realize: this is not love, this is danger. And then you choose life.

 

Not dead yet.

Not done yet.

 

— James G. Ventura
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Note To NDE Readers: The Christ Light Thread

 

“I am the light of the world. Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness but will have the light of life.”

— Jesus (John 8:12)

 

If you’re reading this as an NDE seeker, I want you to know something up front.

 

On August 23, 2020, I died during a catastrophic brain hemorrhage. In that space beyond the body, I was with Jesus. I call it Eight Minutes with Christ, because time doesn’t behave the same way there—but the message was unmistakable.

 

Throughout this book you will see short closings labeled CHRIST LIGHT. Those lines are not random inspiration. They are the distilled guidance I carried back from that encounter—what I learned in His presence and what kept me alive through the six-year war that followed.

 

I didn’t write those lines to sound spiritual. I wrote them because they were operational. They were the game plan. They were how I stayed conscious, stayed clean, and refused to become what I was enduring.

 

This book is not only the story of what happened to me. It is the story of why I survived it.

 

There is a reason the Christ Light thread is woven through every chapter: it is the counterweight to the shadow. Carl Jung warned that what remains unconscious will direct your life and masquerade as fate. Christ does not ask us to deny darkness—He asks us to walk in the light so darkness cannot steer the wheel. That is the alignment at the heart of this book: truth over illusion, discernment over fog, and obedience over fear.

 

I conclude this memoir with the final message I believe Christ wanted me to leave with the world—the reason I was preserved, the reason I was ordered to write this, and the reason I was pulled through what Jung called the shadow and out the other side, individuated: Christ behind me, fear no longer steering the wheel.

 

If you’ve had an NDE, you will recognize the language of that place. If you haven’t, read with an open mind.

 

Either way, know this: the CHRIST LIGHT statements are the spine of this book, and they come from the eight minutes that changed everything.

 

CHRIST LIGHT

Not dead yet. Not done yet.

Walk in the light—He will guide your steps. 

 


 

Author’s Note on Names

M


ost living names and identifying details in this book have been changed to protect privacy—especially minors and others who did not choose this story.

 

There is one exception: I could not bring myself to change my beloved daughter’s name. Out of respect for her privacy and her future, I refer to her throughout as “my daughter.” She is my only blood daughter, and I will not make her identity a public battleground.

 

AUTHOR’S NOTE ON EVIDENCE

Throughout this book, I describe incidents of traumatic physical and psychological violence as accurately as I can remember them. After major attacks, I documented injuries and property damage with photographs and videos captured as close in time to the events as possible, preserved for law enforcement and legal proceedings.

 

Those materials have been maintained and organized by my spiritual advisor and advocate, Vera, who serves as the custodian of my affidavit file. I have also shared relevant documentation with legal counsel, as part of ongoing legal proceedings.

 


Prologue

Real Time

I


 am writing this in real time.

Not a decade later, not after the narrative has hardened into something polite, not after memory has had time to blur the sharp edges that don’t fit a clean redemption arc. This is a living manuscript—written close enough to the events that the details are still intact, still dangerous, still undeniable.

Most living names have been changed.

Not to soften wrongdoing. Not to protect manipulation. Names are changed because this is a real-time book involving real people, real children, and real legal exposure—and I have no interest in turning the first release of truth into a courtroom circus. This manuscript has been reviewed for release. The timeline is real. The pattern is real. The human cost is real.

I did not write this to win a popularity contest.

I wrote it because silence is where these systems breed.

A coercive relationship doesn’t survive because the abuse is subtle. It survives because the target keeps interpreting abnormal behavior through normal assumptions. The decent person keeps thinking: If I just explain better… If I just calm things down… If I just love harder… If I just forgive more… And in that false normalcy, the self-erodes.

This book is not a theory book. It is a witness account.

It tells the truth of what it felt like to be inside it: the confusion, the moral injury, the way “peacekeeping” becomes self-erasure, and the way self-protection is treated like betrayal. It also tells the truth of what happens when a man of faith keeps trying to apply covenant logic to a person operating in control logic.

And it aligns with the epigraph that anchors this book: Christ is light, and darkness feeds on distortion.

If you are walking in darkness long enough, you start doubting your own eyes. You start doubting your own memory. You start doubting your own worth. That’s not because you’re weak. That’s because reality has been tampered with. This book exists to restore reality—because truth is the beginning of freedom.

I escaped to Austin, Texas.

I use that word deliberately. I didn’t “relocate.” I didn’t “move on.” I got out—and I got out at distance. Not just emotional distance, but geographic distance, because this kind of coercive bond doesn’t release cleanly through conversation. It releases through separation: cutting off access, breaking the daily contact, removing the triggers, and giving the nervous system enough quiet to come back online. Jung’s language for this is individuation—when the psyche finally obeys the deeper law of self-preservation and wholeness. In practical terms: you don’t just leave the house; you leave the gravitational field.

That distance did more than protect me. It changed me.

Coming out of this pushed me into a place I believe I was always meant to reach. I wanted to be an author for most of my career, but I kept postponing it—duty, business, survival, the noise of other people’s needs. Texas became the separation I required, and the silence I didn’t know I needed. Distance broke the trauma bond’s draw, and in that quiet I found my pen. Austin didn’t just give me refuge. It gave me my next assignment.

I use that word deliberately. I didn’t “relocate.” I didn’t “move on.” I got out. And I’m writing from the other side of that exit—safe enough to breathe again, clear enough to remember, sober enough to name what happened without pretending it was mutual.

If you’re looking for a soft story, you’re in the wrong place.

If you want comfort before clarity, this won’t give it to you.

But if you’ve ever loved someone who punished your boundaries—if you’ve ever been made the enemy for trying to breathe—this book will read like a mirror.

Not because your story is identical to mine, but because the architecture is.

And once you see the architecture, you can stop blaming yourself for reacting like a normal person inside an abnormal system. You can stop calling danger “complicated.” You can stop negotiating with darkness. You can begin walking in the light—one decision, one boundary, one truth at a time.

That is why I’m writing now, not later.

 


Chapter One

Protecting Me Made Me The Enemy

 

L


ENS: When protection is punished, you’re not dealing with ordinary conflict—you’re seeing the shadow in control.

 

“There is no coming to consciousness without pain.”— Carl Jung

“If you chase silence, you empower it.” — Jordan Peterson

“Truth spoken calmly is more destructive than anger.” — Jordan Peterson

 

Witness Preface

 

That Thanksgiving I was alone up the 6,700-foot mountain in a Big Bear blizzard. The whole place had that Shining edge—roads whitening out, the world going quiet, then the power cutting. I ate my turkey dinner at a sports bar by candlelight, sitting there in the flicker like the universe had staged the scene to match my life: isolated, half-lit, and cold. I wasn’t dating. I was trying to survive the collapse of a 25-year marriage and the death of my sister Anita, whom I loved with my whole heart.

 

Then, the moment I came down the snow-packed mountain, and my phone caught a signal again, Mallory tracked me down—aggressive, persistent, urgent—until I met her on December 5, 2019. Within weeks she accelerated intimacy before my mind could catch up to what my body had already bonded to. Nearly six years later, on May 16, 2025, when I tried to take a break to protect myself, she flipped me over on a leaking air mattress in my office while I slept—after prior attacks had forced me into that room for safety. I left our ninth home in six years for good on May 31, 2025.

 

And between those dates sits the event you will learn about—the catastrophe that should have ended my life: a near-death experience where I encountered Jesus and my sister Anita on the other side of the veil after suffering a subarachnoid brain bleed on August 23, 2020, and the brutal aftermath that followed. This is a well-documented story about narcissism and trauma-abuse survival. It is also a story about what it means to keep living after brain hemorrhage—when you are being “cared for” inside what felt like a malignant, coercive, cult-like family system that treated vulnerability as a weakness to exploit.

 

This chapter is the single mechanical truth I did not understand at the beginning—and the one truth that makes the rest of this book readable without self-blame.

 

Protecting Me Made Me the Enemy

 

There is a moment in a normal relationship where distance saves everybody.

 

You step away. You breathe. You cool down. You come back and talk like adults. You do it with kids. You do it at work. You do it in marriage. A “timeout” is supposed to be reflective. It’s supposed to prevent damage.

 

That was my operating assumption.

 

And it’s one of the most important things I got wrong.

 

Because in the relationship I’m documenting in this book, every time I tried to protect myself—every time I tried to create quiet, privacy, reflection—I didn’t get respect or repair.

I got ignited.

 

When protection is punished, you’re not dealing with ordinary conflict—you’re seeing the shadow in control.

 

Protecting me made me the enemy.

 

Not because I was cruel. Not because I was abandoning anyone. But because my retreat—my attempt at self-regulation—exposed the real structure of the bond: it was not built on reciprocity. It was built on access.

 

And access is the one thing a narcissistic system cannot tolerate you controlling.

 

Danger Tier Diagnostic

 

The Jung Warning I Didn’t Have in 2019

 

I need to put this here early because it explains why decent people get trapped: when you are inside the fog, you keep interpreting abnormal behavior through normal assumptions.

 

Jung warned about a darkness that isn’t just selfishness or immaturity. At the most dangerous tier, you start seeing three things:


		Harm becomes rewarding (humiliation isn’t accidental—it’s the point).

		Reality becomes flexible (truth is rewritten in real time; evidence doesn’t matter).

		Conscience goes offline (no repair, no moral friction, no accountability).



 

And there is a simple litmus test I wish I had known sooner. After interacting with the person, ask:


		Do I feel more confident or less confident in my perceptions?

		Do I feel energized or drained?

		Do I feel like a better person or a worse person?



 

If the consistent answer is less confident, drained, worse, you are not in “complicated love.” You are in danger.

 

This memoir shows you what it looked like from inside. The handbook that follows will give you the operating manual to identify and escape it.

 

The Arc I Didn’t Understand Until It Was Too Late

 

People say “don’t date right after” like a cliché. But I wasn’t “dating.” I was collapsing.

 

I was coming out of a 25-year marriage—the kind you don’t “move on” from; you crawl out of it. And I had just lost my only sibling, my younger sister Anita, just sixteen months behind me—close enough that we carried that twin energy our whole lives.

 

Anita wasn’t just my sister. She was brilliant. A real operator. Back in our birth state of Wisconsin, she rose into executive leadership—overseeing roughly 3,000 employees as the head of Human Resources for a publicly traded company. She was smart like me. Strategic. High-empathy, high-responsibility. The kind of person who could read a room in one second and still choose decency.

 

And she was dying of stage four glioblastoma—the most malignant of brain tumors.

 

She left behind two beautiful kids in high school and a raging narcissistic husband, and even while her own body was failing, she was still trying to navigate me—trying to keep me tethered to sanity and truth from hundreds of miles away because she loved me and she knew I was in danger long before I admitted it.

 

That grief didn’t live in words. It lived in my posture. My eyes. My nervous system.

 

By the time she passed in August 2019, I was already fractured—alone in Southern California, reeling from the kind of marital abandonment that feels less like a divorce and more like a disappearance. My ex-wife of twenty-five years Sharon had done the run-away-wife thing back in January 2019—gone in the night, never to be seen again. And in the aftermath, my rescue Rottweiler Mowgli was taken from me too—stolen, in my view—one more act of discard, one more message: you don’t matter.

 

Anita and I had spent our entire lives as two super-empaths trying to survive narcissists—childhood through marriage—always absorbing, always excusing, always carrying what wasn’t ours. She saw it. She named it. And she tried to pull me toward clarity while she was still here.

 

Then she was gone August 2, 2019.

 

And what was left in me wasn’t just sadness. It was exposure.

 

That Thanksgiving, I was alone, isolating—trying to heal, trying to stabilize, trying to figure out who I was after betrayal, marital abandonment, and the death of a sibling I loved with my whole heart.

 

I had just added Bumble to my phone, but I wasn’t really using it. I wasn’t out there. I wasn’t hunting. I wasn’t in any position to be starting something new.

 

And then she tracked me down.

 

The Signal Returns

 

Mallory contacted me multiple times on Bumble—aggressive, persistent, urgent. She wanted to meet immediately. That’s the signature of the love-bomb: fast intimacy, fast access, no patience for a human pace. They don’t “get to know you” slowly because slow is where discernment lives. They rush you because speed creates adhesion.

 

She had already clocked me from a few lines in my profile—the proud one-daughter barn dad, the warm hazel eyes, the empathy, a loyal urban cowboy executive seeking his ride-or-die. She didn’t need my whole story to identify the type of man who would try to love with conscience even when conscience isn’t reciprocated.

 

I remember not wanting to respond. I remember hesitating with my thumb over the screen, thinking I don’t have the energy for this. I’m not ready.

 

But I did respond. I gave her my number. She called.

On Bumble, she presented herself as divorced.

She wasn’t.

 

Not only was she not divorced—she hadn’t even filed.

 

I didn’t understand what that meant yet. I didn’t understand that this wasn’t a “detail.” It was a tell: the early, causal relationship with the truth. The early comfort with a false narrative. The first brick in an architecture built on distortion.

 

Her name was Mallory—stunning, five-foot-eleven, long-limbed, Medusa-redheaded, a former high school volleyball athlete. High school education. Married off at 17 by a mother who did not protect her to a 29-year-old man. Mother of five children spanning two decades—then ranging from 3 to 28—with two exes barely behind her. A life shaped by drama and chaos, the kind of background that can produce grit—or produce a person who survives by performance, with a childhood soul lost deep in the shadow.

 

And the first time I stepped into her world, I left one candlelit scene and entered another.

 

The Second Candlelight Scene

 

The first time I went to Mallory’s house in December, the electricity was out. Not because of weather. Not because of an accident. Her ex—Dustin, a Canadian-born man she described as a “stalker ex” and deadbeat father—had cut the power by refusing to pay the bill after she kicked him out again.

 

I met her at her home under candlelight.

 

Let that symmetry land.

 

I had just eaten turkey by candlelight in a blizzard at Big Bear. I came down the mountain, got signal, and walked into a candlelit house where the darkness wasn’t nature—it was conflict. Control. Chaos embedded in the walls.

 

That was the threshold.

 

And I crossed it.

 

Mallory’s two little redheaded girls were Molly and Willow—three and six. Bright, magnetic, innocent. Their presence wrapped the house in something that looked like family, and that mattered to me because I loved kids. She knew I loved being a dad from our first date, and the girls were her hook to my heart.

 

There was a third child in the home too: her son Evan, eighteen, a high school senior still living in the house, gaming in his bedroom all night long. I’m putting this marker down now because it matters: Evan later punched me in the face—and when it happened, I was already a catastrophic subarachnoid brain-bleed survivor, still trying to rebuild myself neurologically. You’ll learn the full story later. I’m telling you now, so you understand the scale of what I walked into accepting that Bumble swipe.

 

So, when Mallory accelerated my life into hers, she wasn’t moving me in with “a single mom.” She was moving me into a volatile house with three kids—two tiny girls, one lost teenager with no forward plan—and a TRO-ridden ex orbiting the property like a shadow.

 

And she did it fast.

 

The Acceleration

 

I met Mallory on December 5, 2019. By January 2020, she was pressuring me to move into her home in Rancho Mission Viejo, insisting I cancel my lease and put my fully furnished two-bedroom apartment in Irvine into storage.

 

This wasn’t a gradual blending of lives. It was acceleration. Pressure. A fuse being lit.

 

And the sex—multiple times a day—wasn’t romance. It was reinforcement. I was coming out of a decade-long, affection-starved marriage, and she knew exactly what that hunger would do to my discernment. That’s how they hook you: love-bomb speed, intensity, and constant daily sex—before your mind can catch up to what your body has already bonded to.

In the first month, I wasn’t just learning a new relationship. I was walking into a three-kid household and a stalking-ex dynamic—disruption, volatility, constant instability—while I was still grieving my sister, still raw from divorce, still trying to stabilize a nervous system that had already been through too much.

 

This is how it happens.

 

It isn’t that you “choose chaos.”

 

It’s that when you’re wounded enough, you accept chaos as the entrance fee to feel loved.

 

And once you’re inside, the chaos stops looking like a warning and starts looking like normal.

 

The Contract You Didn’t Know You Signed

 

Jung had a word for why a bond like this can feel fated: projection.

 

What begins as chemistry is often your own unclaimed strengths, needs, and wounds reflected at you—custom-fit, mirrored, amplified. When you’re an empath coming out of collapse, you’re hungry for recognition, for warmth, for a sense of being seen. A narcissistic persona can perform that with frightening precision.

 

And then comes fusion.

 

Jung called it participation mystique—an unconscious merger where boundaries blur, responsibility shifts, and one psyche starts regulating another. It feels like intimacy. It isn’t. It’s enmeshment.

 

The empath becomes the stabilizer.

The narcissist becomes the center.

The empath becomes the mirror.

The narcissist becomes the star.

You don’t sign up for this consciously. But the system runs on it.

 

And once that system is in place, the relationship doesn’t deteriorate like a normal relationship deteriorates. It flips. Idealization doesn’t fade. It turns.

 

A person can look like love while building a trap.

 

The Pattern I Couldn’t Name While I Was Living It

 

As you read the rest of this memoir, you’ll see the repetition—almost like a refrain:


		I go to my office to get privacy.

		I shut the door to stop escalation.

		I try to take a nap to reset.

		I step away because the temperature is rising and I’m trying to prevent harm.



 

And that—distance, quiet, self-regulation—becomes the trigger.

 

One of the earliest times I saw it clearly was spring/early summer 2020, shortly after we got to Incline. COVID had already knocked the legs out from under my life. I’d lost my business pipeline. And then my daughter told me Santa Clara wasn’t holding commencement. I had been excited to drive down, to show up, to celebrate her, to be her dad in the stands. That cancellation crushed me.

 

So, I did what a normal human being does: I tried to lie down. I tried to take a nap. I wanted a small pocket of quiet, so grief didn’t turn into chaos.

 

And Mallory ignited—slamming doors, escalating—because I took space.

 

That was the first time my body understood something my mind couldn’t name yet:

 

To her, my silence wasn’t neutral.

My silence was a threat.

 

Because in a narcissistic system, a “timeout” isn’t seen as wisdom.

 

It’s seen as loss of control.

 

Why “Timeouts” Don’t Work in a Narcissistic System

 

In a reciprocal relationship, space is part of safety. It’s how adults avoid saying things they can’t take back. It’s how parents prevent tantrums from becoming trauma. It’s how people repair.

 

But a narcissistic system doesn’t interpret your timeout as repair.

 

It interprets it as:


		Loss of access

		Loss of audience

		Loss of leverage

		Loss of narrative



 

That’s why the most innocent thing—privacy in your office, a nap, silence—can provoke a reaction that looks wildly disproportionate.

 

It isn’t disproportionate to them.

 

It’s proportionate to what your boundary represents: you are no longer liquid. You are beginning to solidify.

 

Peterson’s line is operational truth:

If you chase silence, you empower it.

 

Because chasing doesn’t restore love. Chasing restores access. Chasing reactivates the old agreement: I will do the emotional work, so you don’t have to.

 

And when you don’t chase, the system panics. Silence—used as a weapon—gets misread as power. But much of the time it is fear and recalibration: an attempt to pull you back into pursuit, explanation, self-doubt.

 

Protection doesn’t ruin the relationship.

Protection reveals what the relationship was.

 

The Date That Proves the Title

 

Years later, when the dynamic reached its most violent phase, the same theme returned with more force.

 

On May 16, 2025, I tried to take a break in my office. I tried to get away from her last rage episode. I was trying to prevent escalation in our ninth home in six years—trying to create distance the way normal adults do when emotions are out of control.

 

And she flipped my leaking air mattress over on me while I was asleep.

 

Let that land with the dates attached, because dates are reality.

 

December 5, 2019: I met her.

May 16, 2025: she flipped the mattress on me when I tried to take a break.

May 31, 2025: I finally left.

 

That is the run.

 

And it’s why this title isn’t poetic. It’s forensic:

 

Protecting me made me the enemy.

 

Because in a narcissistic system, the moment you step away, you aren’t cooling down. You are cutting off supply. And the system responds.

 

The Persona, the Mask, and the Flip

 

One of the most disorienting moments in these dynamics is when the performance ends.

 

Jung called the social mask the persona. In narcissistic dynamics, it isn’t a normal persona—it’s a constructed hologram designed to hook you.
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