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“This book will forever change you. Even if you’re a good boss, Dom’s book will make you a great one. This is a thought-provoking story and a must-read for any manager.”


—CAMERON HEROLD


Founder, COO Alliance and the Invest In Your Leaders course


“Farnan’s journey of tearing down personal walls and finding inner peace is captivating and inspiring. The transformation and awareness she shares in Now Here will challenge old leadership and birth a new way of conscious leading.”


—ANGIE WISDOM


Master Certified Coach, Author, and Speaker


“Good leaders provide direction, purpose, and reason for a group or organization to follow. They also share their knowledge, wisdom, and experience with others. Their leadership becomes a calling to serve others. Dominique Farnan is a conscious leader who has risen in her business, industry, and the world. Her thoughts on conscious leadership are clear, specific, and on target in today’s business and social climate.”


—GERARD R. ADAMS


Serial Entrepreneur, Angel Investor, Philanthropist, and Founder of Leaders Create Leaders


“I’ve always admired Dominique Farnan for her unique take on what it means to walk the path to become a conscious leader. Her no-holds-barred truth telling is inspirational, and I think thousands can benefit from her successes, mistakes, and ultimately, her commitment to growth.”


—EMMA ISAACS


Founder & CEO, Business Chicks
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INTRODUCTION


How I Became a Toxic Psycho Boss
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To everyone on the outside, it looked like I had it all, but I was a bitter, lonely, miserable mess on the inside. I had a loving husband and a beautiful son, but my heart was hard. I had a great career and ran a successful business, but I was a toxic boss. Worst of all, I didn’t feel any hope that I would be able to change because that was all I ever knew. I had been training to be like that my entire life, and the seeds had been planted very early.


At six, I fell in love with swimming. There was something about feeling weightless in the water that stuck with me and drove me to compete, so I tried out for the local Dolphins Swim Team in Lake Forest, California. After watching me struggle to make my way across the pool, I heard the coach tell my mom, “I don’t think swimming is her sport. She needs more practice before she’s ready.”


Deflated and in tears, I begged my mom, “Can we just come back tomorrow, and you can tell her that I will try hard and practice to get better?”


My mom agreed and somehow convinced the coach to let me join the team. I made sure to hold up my end of the bargain. I listened to the coach, perfected my stroke, and poured every ounce of my energy into learning the craft. It paid off, and I was hooked—not just on swimming but also on achieving. Being the best defined my self-worth and made me feel lovable.


I brought that same focus, energy, and determination to school. Being viewed as the smartest student meant everything to me, and I became a perfectionist. I was obsessed with learning and had wonderful teachers who let me back into class during recess and lunch. They allowed me to be who I was, and so did my mom. She bought me a real-life chalkboard from a thrift store, and I turned our spare room into a classroom. I lined up a series of desks and even made lesson plans so that I could play school after coming home from real school. It’s no surprise that none of the kids found that fun, so my group of friends got smaller and smaller.


As I got older, I started to identify more with my father’s entrepreneurial spirit. He grew up one of seven kids, and his father worked hard to take care of the family, so he was constantly trying to escape that feeling of scarcity. It’s what made him such a great provider. When I was a kid, he was a UPS driver whose route took him through South Central Los Angeles. Sometimes he worked as a long-haul truck driver and was gone for days at a time. It was a steady job with good benefits and a pension when he retired, but he was always looking for other opportunities.


I was eleven when he returned home from one of those long trips with a truckload of heavy equipment—a silk-screening machine, a six-colored press, and a dryer. It took up the entire garage. When my mom realized that he spent our last $2,500 on this ridiculous equipment, she was so irate that she almost divorced him right then, but he wasn’t fazed. He told her, “I got an idea, and it’s going to make us a lot of money.”


That idea was to use those machines to start a side hustle printing T-shirts and uniforms for schools. He was committed and already had his business cards made and everything. That was the birth of The Uniform Man, and he pitched his idea to anyone who would listen. I was only eleven, but I spent many days, nights, and weekends helping him. He was so meticulous about the quality of our products. With my dad, everything had to be the best. I admit, there was a bit of a learning curve, and we had a couple of spats when trying to figure out how to use the equipment, but that business became successful, and soon he paid me for the work I did. That’s how I bought my first car, and once I had my license, I used that car to deliver the goods to our customers. By that point, I was practically running the whole operation.


I shared that same hustler instinct as my father, but I also think his scarcity mindset was passed down to me as well. My parents always argued about money, so a part of me was afraid of being poor or unable to provide. So when my dad wouldn’t give me twenty bucks to go to the mall, I didn’t argue. I knew I was smart and didn’t want to live under constraints or with someone telling me that I couldn’t do something. I also knew that I didn’t need anyone to give me anything, and the freedom to go out and get what I wanted was also under my control. I thought, Fuck this! I need to get a job and get out of here. That’s precisely what I did, and I started working at the local pizza place.


By seventeen, we had moved to Newport Beach, California. I was on track to finish high school a semester early and had already completed several college courses. More than anything else, I felt an intense pull to become an adult and move out of my parents’ house. I was able to make money at the pizza place, but with six months until I walked at graduation, I wanted to get a real job. I wanted to use my intellect, my skills, and my grit to make real money.


Robert lived across the street from us, and even though he was only ten years older than I, he worked for a thriving building products company. My father had befriended him and convinced him to hire me as a marketing intern. I spent the next six months doing literally everything the team threw my way. I made PowerPoint decks, went to trade shows, picked up laundry, and even got the company car washed. Not only did I do it all with a smile, but I also was a sponge who learned as much as I could as quickly as I could.


I only made ten bucks an hour, but it was enough for me to move out of my parents’ house. I had freedom. I had roommates. And I had my sights set on my career. When graduation rolled around, the budget ran out with the marketing team, but Robert recommended that I speak with Rod, the brand-new head of HR, about continuing to work for the company in a different capacity. Rod asked if I had any interest in recruiting. Huh? What the hell is recruiting? That was my first thought, but of course, I didn’t say that.


“Yes! Absolutely!” is what I told him. Rod hired me as long as I would continue to attend college. I was the most junior-level hire on the team and was tasked with scaling out their field sales force.


One day, Rod stopped by my cubicle and handed me a Post-it Note with a woman’s name written on it. She was the candidate he wanted me to pursue and pitch one of our executive sales roles to. The only instructions I got were, “Find her and land her.”


This was in the early days of the internet when there was no Google, so I had basically been tasked with finding a needle in a haystack, but I was a curious kid who liked to learn people’s stories, so this was fun for me.


I knew the woman was from Dallas, so I called up one of the sales reps I had hired in that area and asked if she could send me a local phone book. It arrived a few days later, so I started smiling and dialing. Sixty people must have hung up on me before I finally found her. I was exhausted, nervous, and also surprised, but I pulled it together and explained how she had been referred to our VP of HR. He had heard amazing things about her, and we wanted to know more. She was flattered, and I put her in touch with the hiring manager.


I’ll never forget the look on Rod’s face when he learned that I had found her. Knowing that I had stepped up when faced with such a daunting challenge lit me up inside. I fell in love with the investigative part of the job right then. More significantly, I learned I was more capable than I realized and could make the magic happen when needed. I was hooked, and I wanted to learn as much as possible about recruiting. Luckily, I didn’t have to figure it out alone. I had an amazing set of mentors who coached me and showed me the ropes. I was only seventeen, but I also acted seventeen, so when I rolled into the office in my spaghetti straps, they were the ones who told me, “You can’t wear that anymore.”


I spent over four years working with Rod. From that point forward, my career took off. I went from Orange County, California, to Wisconsin, Florida, Singapore, and eventually New Jersey, where I finally settled down. I worked hard, which helped me become highly successful, but the job was taking its toll on me.


I had been exposed to so many companies in so many industries, but one common denominator was that people are often irrational and lack emotional intelligence. That would lead them to project whatever they were dealing with onto me. Even if a candidate didn’t accept a client’s job offer, something that I had zero control over, I was still the one they took their frustrations out on. That type of stress is part of the job as a recruiter, but the problem was that I didn’t know how not to take that personally. So I internalized everything, and it started to feel like I couldn’t do anything right. That created anxiety that would manifest as a tightening in my chest and butterflies in my stomach. I was always thinking of what could go wrong and got worried every time the phone rang. I knew that if I was getting a call, shit was hitting the fan somewhere, and I would have to deal with that. I had no sense of emotional regulation and never learned that I was in control of my response because I had developed a reactive nature that started to run on autopilot. But I kept going because that was all I knew how to do, and I was also good at it.


I started my own consulting practice in 2011. That following year, I married my husband, Gulliver (yes, like Gulliver’s Travels), and the following year, I gave birth to my son, Baxter. Pretty soon, I was making great money, but I had no downtime. It felt like I worked 24-7. I had a new family and an amazing house, but I was miserable. I lacked presence. It didn’t feel like I owned my life, and I didn’t know how much longer I could go on at that pace. When I told my friend Nicola how I needed a break in November 2018, she encouraged me to build on what I had and turn it into a bigger company: “You already have a small team. Why don’t you train other people to service the clients, and you run the business?”


Initially, I dismissed the idea because I didn’t think my clients would keep me if I wasn’t the person working for them, and I had never run a business, but the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. So in 2019, I hired a team around each of my nine clients. That was officially the birth of DotConnect.


The idea behind starting my own business was to pass on the day-to-day recruiting work to my team so that I would have more time and freedom, but I ended up trading one form of burnout for another. If something wasn’t delivered the way I typically did it, the clients called, texted, and emailed me to complain. When I got yelled at, I didn’t manage it well, and I would freak out and go postal on my team. From the very beginning, I was a controlling micromanager. I was never trained on “how to be a people manager,” so I had no clue what I was doing. I’d give somebody something to do and end up doing it myself because I thought I could do it better. I was a perfectionist, which meant my team needed to be perfect, so I pushed them as hard as I pushed myself and hovered over their shoulders to ensure they did the job right. And when they didn’t, I let them hear it. I’ve sent a few employees running out of the office in tears for inconsequential things. It’s embarrassing now, but I thought my behavior was normal then. For some reason, and I’m not sure why, my team stayed with me and was in it for the long haul.


The year 2019 was crazy, and by March of 2020, we had a solid team of thirty people. We anticipated having $10 million in revenue that year. Everyone was excited, and we were ready to go, so the leadership team flew out to my house in New Jersey for a planning session at the beginning of the month. On our last night together, we had this big dinner. Little did we know that it would be the Last Supper.


Shortly after the team left, the world shut down because of COVID-19. In a matter of days, everything imploded. It was trippy. Suddenly client contracts ended, one right after the other. Everyone cut their budget. Those first couple of weeks were intense. I had never had to face anything like that before—nobody had. I was venturing into unknown territory, and being in New Jersey, I was in the epicenter of the pandemic. It was scary watching what was happening right on my doorstep, but there was nothing I could do but duck, cover, and try to figure out how to stay afloat. I worried about my family and our livelihood. I was worried about the business and my team. We had been working together for a couple of years and had become a family. I had brought them in and invested in them, so I wanted to preserve that. We all took pay cuts, deep pay cuts, and I took out a small SBA loan. However, I was also the breadwinner of my family, and that only intensified the pressure I felt to pay our bills. I knew on a deep level that we would bounce back, but I just didn’t know when or how long I could keep this up.


In less than a month, I went from being a busy workaholic with a stacked calendar to having nothing to do. There was nowhere to go, so I puttered around the house and drank a lot more. It was getting more difficult to get out of bed, put on a fake smile, and hop on the few Zoom calls that remained on my calendar. When I didn’t have to get up in the morning, I didn’t. I was slowly unraveling, as I could feel my identity slipping away. After years of pressure, this was the last straw, and I cracked. I hit my breaking point and completely lost my shit. I had enough of feeling how I felt.


I didn’t know what would happen in the future, but I knew I couldn’t live like this anymore. Whether or not I realized it, I had been a high-functioning depressive for a long time. It took a life-altering crisis like COVID-19 for me to finally see what was wrong and admit that something needed to change. Luckily, it did. I took action and did something about it. I took my life back. Even though 2020 wasn’t the year I anticipated or wanted, it proved to be the year I needed.


I know that I am not the only one who ever felt like this. At some point, we’ve all been overwhelmed, overworked, unhappy, or uncertain. When that happens, it’s easy to lose sight of what’s important and what makes you happy. That’s no way to live, but despite what story you might be telling yourself right now, I also know it doesn’t have to be that way. Whether you fear being toxic, stuck in a rut, not living up to your potential, or being just plain unhappy, I can promise you that there is a way out.


What follows is the story of my transformational and healing journey. This is a collection of the lessons and fundamental truths I learned along the way that now shape the way I live, work, love, and try to bring light to the world.
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CHAPTER 1


Change Starts from Within
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While the world had descended into despair during the early weeks of the pandemic, one of the few beacons of light for me came from my friend Keven, an Orange County real estate broker I followed on Instagram. His optimism and positivity were inspiring and grounding during a time when everyone else seemed so rattled. He would often tag his coach, Angie Wisdom, and highlight what they covered in their weekly sessions.


I knew I wasn’t looking for a therapist, but I had never considered a coach, so I checked out Angie’s website. I liked her because she wasn’t just a pure life coach. She was someone I could also bounce my business ideas off. This would be someone outside my company, even my industry, who could help me personally and professionally. Besides, Keven and I had the same vibe, so if she helped him, maybe she could help me.


I set up a call with Angie. We talked for about an hour, and I could tell immediately that we were a good match. More importantly, she had calming energy, and the whole time we talked, it felt like she was truly present in the moment. She didn’t get distracted and didn’t seem “salesy” or preachy like some of the other coaches I had talked to. From that first call, I was all in. “Let’s go for it!” I told her.


I was optimistic, but apparently, I was the only one. Everyone I talked to seemed to fall into this hater bucket. There were a lot of eye rolls when I told people about my coach. “Why do you need a coach? Are you going to talk about your feelings now?”


Even my husband was skeptical. “Good luck with that. This chick is not gonna crack you.”


I tried not to listen and went into my work with Angie with an open mind, but I also came in hot with a structured agenda about what I wanted to cover. I told her, “My life is a mess, and my marriage is a mess, but I really want to focus on work. I need to fix my business and get my team in order, and then I can deal with everything else.” I was very up front, honest, and matter-of-fact—something that has never been a problem for me.


Working and making money were my identities, my drugs, my sources of motivation. I was the one who rented a boat for the day and took my friends and family out but spent the entire time working on my computer while everyone else was having fun. I’d take my family on vacation but would remain cooped up in the hotel room on the phone, taking meetings. Whether telling myself, I have to work; I’m the CEO or If I don’t do it, it won’t get done, my egotistical mind always had an excuse. Because I was such a workaholic and was overindexing with my career, I ostracized my family and friends. Add overconsuming alcohol, not exercising, and not getting enough sleep, and I wasn’t a pleasant person to be around. Sometimes it was downright ugly.


Despite my agenda for the coaching sessions, Angie often tried to steer our work conversations back to the personal because she could see what I could not: it was all connected. During one of our early sessions, I told her I had a “hard heart.” It literally felt like I had a lump of coal in my chest. After feeling like that for twenty years, I believed that nothing could soften it, but she wasn’t so sure.


“What brings you joy?” she asked.


I had to laugh. “What are you talking about?”


“What makes you happy? What do you like?”


“Am I supposed to feel joy every day? That’s not my life.”


I had become great at putting on a show for the outside world, but there was a void on the inside. I felt disconnected from everything, especially positive emotions, never mind joy. The only emotion that came naturally to me was anger. Often, that was my instinctual reaction to so many situations. Even if I was sad or stressed, it would manifest as anger.


Angie worked with me to try and have a different reaction or way to release energy and emotion from the body. She told me, “If you feel like you need to cry, don’t stop yourself from crying. Let it flow.”


I quickly brushed her off.


“What’s the big deal with crying?” she asked.


“That’s just not my personality.”


“Crying is only the movement of energy. Don’t overcomplicate it or make it a big thing. Nobody’s going to care or even see you. Feel your feelings, and let them come up.”


She made it all sound so simple, and I’m someone who makes a big deal out of the little things, so it wasn’t that simple to me. It had probably been twenty years since I cried. I thought of myself as the hard-ass boss babe. I wasn’t in tune with my softer feminine energy. It was like I had tricked myself into thinking that tears were synonymous with weakness, so I took that option off the table long ago. I told Angie that I’d try. If I felt like crying, I’d lean into my feelings and fucking cry, but I was skeptical that I would ever get to that point.


A few weeks later, I was home cleaning out old boxes collecting dust in the garage. I’m sentimental, so I keep everything, but even I know that I need to declutter occasionally. That night, I dug through these boxes and threw out letters from old high school boyfriends, but then I stumbled upon pictures, letters, and cards from my grandma. It was every important thing she had ever sent me, all in one place. I wasn’t looking for it, but for whatever reason, it found me.


My grandma had died ten years earlier. The grief of that loss threw me into a tailspin. I was an emotional mess for a couple of years after that, and it still felt raw. Not only had my grandma been the nucleus of our family, but we also were kindred spirits. Our connection was rare. She was my person—my best friend. She poured everything into me. She was so supportive and affirming that she made me believe that I was capable of anything. Because of her, I grew up believing that nothing was out of my reach and that I could rise to any challenge thrown my way. I had always channeled my grandma’s energy. I had used it as a guiding light and source of strength, but even that had begun to fade in recent years. Until that night.
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