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    To my beloved daughter and son,

 

You are the heart and soul of my greatest story and my endless source of inspiration. This book, woven from the lessons of my life, is for you. May these pages reflect the love, resilience, and hope you've inspired in me, and may they guide you to live your own stories with strength and grace. With all my love, this is for you. 

 

Dad
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They say the storms we survive shape who we become. But what happens when the storm is so violent, so all-consuming, that you stop trying to survive it? What happens when the pain gets so loud that death starts to feel like the only way to silence it?

Two years ago, I was done. I wasn’t just exhausted, I was broken in ways I didn’t know a soul could be. On the outside, I looked like a man who had it together: a gym owner, a father, a leader in my community, someone who’d overcome the odds and was doing well for himself. But inside, I was empty. Hollow. A shell stuffed with shame, self-doubt, and decades of unhealed trauma I had learned to bury beneath muscle, money, and a carefully curated image.

On the day I planned to end my life, I was organized. Intentional. That might sound strange, but that’s the truth. I wrote a will. I chose my pallbearers. I sat in my truck and recorded goodbye messages, one by one, for my family, my friends, and most painfully, my children. I uploaded them to a private Facebook page that only I could see. The plan was simple: once the final video uploaded, I would flip everything to public... and pull the trigger. I even researched the correct angle to fire the gun to ensure there would be no surviving it. I didn’t want to live in a vegetative state. I didn’t want a failed attempt. I just wanted peace. Permanent, irreversible peace.

But then, something happened. Something that can only be described as divine intervention.

As I sat in that truck, numb, tears streaming, finger trembling over the last upload, I suddenly found myself surrounded by flashing lights and drawn guns. I hadn’t told anyone where I was. But there they were, highway patrol, local police, sheriffs, all yelling for me to exit the vehicle. I froze. My first instinct wasn’t relief. It was frustration. That final video still hadn’t uploaded. My goodbye to my children, who I loved more than life itself, was stuck at 99%. I wanted it to finish. I wanted to be done. But the video hung. It wouldn’t load. And in that tiny delay, in that little technological hiccup, I found myself alive.

What I didn’t know at the time was that God had heard me. He’d heard my quiet, desperate cry for help. The one buried inside my pain, the one I didn’t have the words to articulate. And in His own way, He answered. Not with ease. Not with comfort. But with chaos. With handcuffs. With jail. With humiliation. With something I never expected would become the greatest gift of my life: stillness.

I spent three weeks in jail with no bail. No freedom. No control. Just me, my demons, and a whole lot of time to finally confront the parts of myself I had spent my entire life trying to avoid. But it wasn’t just the false allegations or the suicide attempt that wrecked me. It was the realization that everything I had built, every job, every relationship, every goal, had been constructed on a foundation of fear, abandonment, shame, and unworthiness. I was a man who had checked all the boxes, climbed the ladders, earned the degrees, started the businesses, and still felt like a fraud. Because deep down, I didn’t like myself. I didn’t trust myself. And no amount of external success could make up for that.

For most of my life, I ran from the storm. I avoided the pain. I kept myself busy, distracted, addicted to doing more and being more so that I never had to slow down long enough to face the truth. But that night in the truck, and the days that followed, forced me to stop running. To sit in the mess. To feel it. To own it. To understand that the only way out was through.

This book is about what happens when a man finally turns and faces the storm that has been chasing him his entire life.

It’s about trauma, both the kind that happens in childhood when you're too young to name it, and the kind that finds you later, when you're old enough to know better but are still trapped in patterns you don't fully understand. It’s about toxic love, codependency, narcissistic abuse, and why empaths like me attract the people who hurt us the most. It’s about betrayal by lovers, friends, the justice system, and worst of all, yourself. It’s about faith, not the kind you inherit or perform out of habit, but the kind you fight for, rebuild, and learn to actually live.

It’s also about redemption.

Because I didn’t stay broken. I didn’t stay in that cell. I didn’t end my life. In fact, I started to build a new one. One that wasn’t based on external validation or other people’s approval. One that didn’t revolve around romantic chaos or the desperate need to prove my worth. One rooted in peace. In truth. In God.

I did the work. I sat in the therapy rooms. I cried over my childhood. I talked to my inner child and told him he was safe. I forgave my parents. I learned to set boundaries. I began to recognize the signs of narcissism. I read the books, took the tests and did the exercises. I trained my body not just for show, but for strength. I fasted. I prayed. I rewired my thinking. I rebuilt my business. I redefined success. And slowly, brick by brick, I became the man I’m meant to be.

Don’t get me wrong, this journey hasn’t been clean or linear. There have been setbacks. There was another betrayal. Another arrest. Another smear campaign that tried to take me out. I spent 40 more days in jail because of lies. But this time, I was different. I had peace. I had truth. I had God. I had myself. I knew I was going to make it. And I did.

That’s what this book is. It’s a roadmap through hell, and out the other side.

It’s not a “how-to” guide from a perfect guru. It’s a field journal from a man who walked through fire, stumbled, bled, and got back up again and again. It’s filled with real stories, real lessons, and raw truths that most men are too afraid to say out loud. But I’m not afraid anymore. I’ve already lost everything and lived to tell the story. There’s nothing left to hide. Only things left to share.

If you’re reading this and you’re tired, I see you.

If you’ve been carrying the weight of childhood trauma into every job, every relationship, every decision or indecision, you’re not alone.

If you’ve loved people who destroyed you, and you can’t figure out why, you’re not crazy.

If you feel everything too deeply but have been taught to feel nothing at all, you’re not broken. You’re wired that way. And there’s strength in it.

If you’ve thought about ending it, if you've come close, if you've planned it out in excruciating detail, I’ve been there. I mean it. I’ve been there. And I’m here to tell you, your life is not over. It’s just beginning.

What you’ll find in the chapters ahead are pieces of my story, unfiltered, unedited, and deeply personal. You’ll also find lessons. Tools. Paradigm shifts. I’ll show you how I broke the cycle of trauma bonding. How I reprogrammed my worth. How I transformed my pain into peace. You’ll learn how I rebuilt my body, my business, my relationships, and my faith, starting from rock bottom and climbing out with nothing but grit, grace, and the quiet belief that God wasn’t done with me yet.

So, if you’ve been running from the storm in your own life, I want to challenge you: stop running. Turn around. Walk straight into it.

It’s going to hurt. It’s going to scare the hell out of you. It might even break you open. But on the other side of that storm is the version of you that you were always meant to become.

This isn’t just a story about trauma. It’s a story about triumph.

Let’s begin.

Chapter 1
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Childhood Scars Leave Adult Chains
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“Children are not things to be molded, but people to be unfolded.” 

Jess Lair

I didn’t know it at the time, but my life was being wired long before I had the words to describe it. Before I ever understood what abandonment was, I had already felt it. Before I had a clue what emotional neglect looked like, I had already internalized its message. That message was clear: I wasn’t safe, and I wasn’t enough.

I grew up in a chaotic household with five kids. I was the middle child, tucked right in the space where you either get ignored or are expected to keep the peace. My parents were both raised with their own forms of trauma, their own baggage, and that carried over into our home in ways I didn’t understand until years later. The tension in the house was constant, like walking barefoot on shattered glass. You moved carefully, always waiting for something to snap. And eventually, something always did.

They called it discipline, but it didn’t feel like that. It felt like fear. My parents didn’t just yell, they erupted. Physical punishment wasn’t a threat; it was a promise. I remember being told to go outside and pick a branch off a tree, then having that same branch used to beat me. I remember getting punched in the face, thrown against walls, or being grounded in my room for a full month during the summer. That month, I sat with nothing but my thoughts, and those thoughts turned dangerous.

The First Time I Wanted Out

It’s hard to describe what it's like to feel hopeless when you're only a kid. But I remember that summer like it’s etched into my bones. I was around seven years old, locked in my room, and I felt like my existence didn’t matter. I didn’t have the words for depression. I didn’t understand the long chain of trauma. I just knew I didn’t want to feel like that anymore.

That was the first time I tried to take my own life. I tied something to the top bunk of my bunk bed, stood up, and tried to hang myself. I didn’t succeed, obviously. But it’s important to say I didn’t do it for attention, I did it because I felt like disappearing was the only option I had left.

Looking back, I realize how deeply that one moment embedded itself in my psyche. It didn’t end there. It repeated. That pain, that hopelessness, it was the undertow beneath everything that followed in my life. And it started with that feeling of being invisible inside the walls of my own home.

Kicked Out at Eight

One of the most defining moments of my childhood happened when I was just eight years old. I got kicked out of the house. I didn’t run away. I didn’t sneak out. I was told to leave. Most eight-year-olds are worrying about bedtime stories or learning to ride a bike. I was worrying about where I was going to sleep that night.

I ended up staying at a friend’s house. His room had a hardwood floor, and I remember sleeping on it next to his bed, feeling every hard ridge beneath my body. His dad was an alcoholic, angry, unpredictable, and scary. That man practiced martial arts and carried himself like a walking threat. I didn’t feel safe there either, but at least I wasn’t being screamed at or hit that night.

That became a pattern. Every year or so, I’d get kicked out again. Sometimes for weeks, sometimes for longer. I bounced between houses, places that weren’t mine, people that didn’t love me. And each time it happened, I internalized a little more of the same message: I am not wanted. I am not enough. I need to become whatever it takes to be accepted.

The Birth of a Mask

I can still remember seeing my siblings at school during one of those times I was kicked out. I was in second or third grade. I passed them on the playground and said “hi,” but that was it. That brief interaction at school was the only connection I had to my family. That level of disconnection doesn’t just sting, it brands you.

Over time, I started learning how to play roles, how to morph into the version of me that was least likely to be rejected. I’d be the funny guy. The helper. The one who didn’t cause trouble. I wasn’t doing it because it was who I was. I was doing it to survive.

I remember getting to an age where I always had to have someone close to me. A best friend. A girlfriend. Eventually, a wife. It didn’t matter who. As long as someone was there, I felt temporarily safe. The void that had formed in me as a child demanded constant companionship. I wasn’t seeking love. I was seeking anesthesia.

Trauma Becomes a Compass

It wasn’t until much later in life, when I was forced into stillness, that I realized I had never stopped running. Not from people, but from myself. From my own pain. I had spent years creating a life that looked solid from the outside. I had the degrees. The job. The house. The family. But inside, I was still that little boy, trying to prove he belonged.

The crazy thing is, when you bury trauma, it doesn’t die. It just finds new ways to speak. For me, it showed up as emotional chaos, broken relationships, codependency, perfectionism, addiction, and deep, unrelenting self-doubt. I was successful, but I didn’t feel like it. I was surrounded by people, but I felt completely alone.

Until I was forced to stop. Until everything fell apart. Until I had no choice but to face what I’d spent decades outrunning.

Chasing Worth in All the Wrong Places

As I got older, I did what a lot of people do when they don’t feel like enough: I chased achievement. I figured if I couldn’t feel worthy, maybe I could build something that looked worthy from the outside. So, I worked hard, earned degrees, climbed ladders, made money. I bought the nice car, the house, poured myself into physical fitness. I collected accomplishments like armor, thinking maybe if I covered myself in success, I’d be protected from the truth underneath.

But no matter how much I stacked up around me, the emptiness never left. I remember my first semester in college, I bombed the first pop quiz in a math class. Most people would brush it off. I didn’t. I spiraled. I was so ashamed that I barely left the house for a week. I convinced myself I wasn’t smart, wasn’t good enough, didn’t belong there. I even considered dropping out. That’s how fragile my self-worth was. One misstep, and the whole facade cracked.

Even when I ended up acing the class, it didn’t erase the self-inflicted bruises. That’s what trauma does. It distorts your reflection. It turns small missteps into confirmation of your deepest fears. No matter what anyone else sees, you still see that broken kid who can’t seem to get it right.

Trading Belonging for Destruction

I wasn’t just seeking approval through performance. I was seeking it through people, particularly the wrong ones. By the time I was a teenager, I had already been pushed out of my own home enough times that I started gravitating toward the people who would actually take me in. The problem was, those people weren’t exactly role models. When the “good kids” aren’t allowed to hang out with you, you find acceptance wherever you can.

So, I ran with a rougher crowd. Older kids, troubled kids. The kind of people your parents warned you about, if you were lucky enough to have parents who were paying attention. They smoked, stole, vandalized. I followed along. Not because I wanted to be a criminal, but because I wanted to belong. If they said, “Let’s go break into that building,” I was in. If they said, “Let’s steal this,” I didn’t hesitate. I never wanted to be the kid left behind again. Rejection wasn’t just uncomfortable, it was unbearable.

And it wasn’t just friends. I let family members use me in ways that I didn’t even realize at the time. I remember being just a kid and holding the wire hangers our parents hung on the door so my sister could sneak in and out of the house undetected. I'd sit there in the dark, hours past midnight, making sure the metal didn’t clink and wake up our parents. I thought I was helping. I thought I was being a good little brother. But what I was really doing was training myself to put everyone else’s needs ahead of my own, no matter the cost.
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