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INTRODUCTION


A Journey to Quantum Success


My dad always told me, “Stay away from real estate sales, Mike, just keep doing what you’re doing.”


At the time, I didn’t think much about what he said. I had no interest in following in my dad’s career footsteps and was dead set on conquering the corporate world, climbing that proverbial ladder all the way to the top. Having a touch of black sheep in me, I was determined not to be accused of nepotism. I yearned to show the world I could make my mark without anyone’s handout.


My dad, like his dad before him, hailed from Porterville, California, nestled in the foothills of the Southeastern part of the San Joaquin Valley. Both were successful real estate brokers in their time. Before that, the Allens were primarily farmers, tracing their roots back to the early eighteenth century when they arrived in America from Scotland.


My grandfather, Grant Allen, was the lone boy among four children. He earned the moniker “black sheep” because he marched to the beat of his own drum. During World War II, Grant was drafted and served in a medical unit stationed in Washington, D.C. This is where he met my grandmother, Virginia Hardgrove, a beautiful and energetic nurse from Ohio. While Grant thought it was a match made in heaven, Virginia’s family saw it as a match made in hell. They weren’t thrilled about him whisking their daughter away to the wild west in California after tying the knot when the war was over.


Later, Grant found success as a real estate broker in the 1960s in Porterville. He was well-known and even owned the once-prominent Porterville Hotel, where my dad worked as an elevator operator during his teenage years. However, all that glitters isn’t gold, and Grant fell prey to the temptations of alcohol, gambling, and womanizing after Grandma Virginia passed away from breast cancer at the tender age of thirty-five. My dad was only five, with two slightly older brothers, Ben and Jim.


Dad often said his father, Grant, was the perfect “anti-role model”—the sort of guy who made decisions contrary to what one should do. While I only spent brief periods with Grant, our adult conversations revealed his intelligence and entrepreneurial acumen. I remain convinced he had more business acumen than my dad and I combined, but he squandered it all for immediate and questionable pleasures. He had great ability but possessed poor character.


My dad sold various items in his younger days, from magazines and eight-track tapes to t-shirts and Burlwood clocks and furniture. When his Burlwood business ultimately faltered, he ventured into real estate sales, just as I was completing my less-than-stellar high school performance. I witnessed him starting to succeed at a high level, quickly becoming Porterville’s number one real estate agent, cresting over a hundred transactions a year with just one assistant.


Though my dad and I shared many similarities, I always acknowledged that he was an exceptional salesperson and a competent entrepreneur, whereas I consider myself a good salesperson and an exceptional entrepreneur. But regardless of our labels, we were cut from the same ambitious cloth, driven to lead and succeed despite temporary setbacks, with no limits in sight.


Musical Houses


My dad and mom, Shirley, were just eighteen and seventeen years old when I entered this world. Their story began at a rooftop bash in the Porterville Hotel, hosted by my dad. Soon after, my mom was pregnant, and they lived together in my Grandma Lena’s tiny house (before they were popular).


When I was three, my parents divorced. I was too young to understand the fireworks, and we stayed with my Grandma Lena for a while. Then, we moved to Oregon with Mom’s boyfriend, an abusive jerk. I vividly remember trying to shield my mom during one of his attacks. That toxic relationship was short-lived, and we returned to California.


Mom had a few more unfortunate encounters with boyfriends, none of whom were anything to write home about. Some were verbally abusive, while others were physically aggressive. Eventually, she met my sister Jana’s father, Lynn, and we settled in Visalia, where I reside today.


Mom and Lynn got hitched when I was five and Jana was born. We eventually moved to Los Angeles Street in Tulare, to a relatively impoverished neighborhood where we stood out as the only Caucasians among a predominantly African American community. Immediately, I made friends, and Freddy, the kid across the street, became my closest buddy.


Alas, Mom and Lynn’s marriage crumbled, leaving me heartbroken and seeking a fresh start back in Porterville with Grandma Lena yet again. About a year later, Mom met my current Stepfather, John. We merged into a new family unit, and John, a quiet and hardworking man, took on the role of a devoted father. Mom and John eventually tied the knot and welcomed two children, my brother Kevin and sister April.


Reflecting on my childhood, I marveled at how many times we moved and the many schools I attended before starting high school. A whopping sixteen moves and seven schools marked my journey to freshman year. Adapting to changing environments and making new friends became second nature, a skill that has undoubtedly served me well in my combined careers.


Less Than Zero…or Maybe Not


After barely scraping through high school, I finally had an epiphany and resolved to put myself through college. Initially, I planned to join the Army, thinking my academic abilities were limited. However, my commitment to my high school sweetheart kept me at a local community college, much to my dad’s frustration. He believed I was wasting my time and refused to support my academic pursuits. Instead of letting his disappointment get the best of me, I channeled that negative energy into focusing on my education like never before. The decision also meant parting ways with my girlfriend, giving me even greater dedication and fewer distractions.


As I invested more effort in my studies, I experienced a revelation. It turned out I wasn’t slow-witted; I just lacked focus. There might have been a touch of undiagnosed attention deficit disorder (ADD) throughout my life, and this meant I had to train my mind to concentrate on my classes and readings. Surprisingly, my retention and understanding of the material improved remarkably, and school became easier. This newfound gratification confirmed that my choice to pursue academics was right, despite all the doubts and criticism.


Through eighteen-unit semesters and forty-hour work weeks at Target, I persevered and graduated from Fresno State University in 1994. I stood at the top of my business class with a Bachelor of Science in Business, specializing in Business Law.


Fresh out of college, I was brimming with ambition and a hefty ego. I foolishly believed that job offers from prominent companies and headhunters would be flooding in, and I’d land my dream job with a generous salary in no time. However, after sending out over 500 resumes and receiving not one interview, I was forced to face reality. I learned that my degree, while valuable, was far from unique and that entry-level management positions required more.


I adjusted my expectations, targeting good companies with growth potential, and applied for entry-level positions that offered excellent training and a clear path to higher-level opportunities. In the spirit of Elon Musk, I crashed on my best friend Chad’s couch in the San Francisco Bay Area and ramped up my job search with renewed vigor.


An Illuminating Corporate Journey


My corporate journey began at Prescolite, a residential and commercial lighting manufacturer located in San Leandro, California—a subsidiary of Lighting Corporation of America (LCA). I started as a Customer Service Associate/Marketing Trainee. Among six other Marketing Trainees, whom I dubbed “The Magnificent Seven,” I felt the need to stand out in the competitive landscape of ambitious trainees. By immersing myself in product knowledge, building relationships with colleagues, and ensuring customer satisfaction, I gained recognition and was promoted to Customer Service Supervisor within two years.


Seeking a move to the Marketing Department, I pursued opportunities with the company’s iconic Vice President of Marketing, John Nadon, by scheduling quarterly meetings with him. After a year of consistently attempting to land a marketing position, I found my lucky break in an internal job post for a Product Manager position in our Life Safety Division.


I was interviewed and hired on the spot. However, a mere year later, a turn of events occurred when our parent corporation acquired Dual-Lite, a Life Safety manufacturer on the East Coast, resulting in potential layoffs for the West Coast staff due to consolidation. While I was job searching during business hours, John Nadon entered my office and discovered what I was doing. Instead of reprimanding me, he offered me a National Accounts position in his department. Grateful for the lifeline, I transitioned to the National Accounts role, marking the most fulfilling phase of my corporate career.


My dedication and ideas caught the attention of the very charismatic and brilliant Dick Lopes, the Senior Vice President of Marketing and Customer Service from our parent company LCA. His interest in my work led to a promotion to National Accounts Coordinator for all LCA, where I handled inside sales functions and coordinated lighting package quotations.


With the arrival of Sero Cardamone as Vice President of National Accounts Sales, we aimed to grow National Accounts for all divisions. However, another acquisition, this time by Hubbell Lighting (HLI), brought uncertainty as we had to compete to keep our jobs. With a solid business plan, we secured the position to run HLI’s National Accounts division. To do so, I had to relocate to Greenville, South Carolina, and embrace the new challenge.


In my new role as the National Accounts Inside Sales Support Manager for HLI, we expanded our focus beyond traditional markets, targeting automotive dealerships, churches, regional medical facilities, and large National Accounts distributors. Our strategic approach paid off, and our growth rate exceeded 100 percent in the first three years.


After winning the bid for the coveted Walmart National Account, I was promoted to Director of National Accounts Sales Support, the youngest Director in the company at thirty-three. I was the only one from the original “Magnificent Seven” who made it that far in the company, and now, I had the eye and attention of our CEO and other movers and shakers. This was one of the most exciting feelings I had ever experienced, and I was on top of the world.


The Worst Day of My Life


I rode my new high for a while, and then my world shattered.


In 2006, I was on a business trip to California. After my meetings, I flew to Bakersfield, rented a car, and drove to Porterville to pick up my girlfriend, who lived there. From there, we drove to Cayucos, a small, beautiful, quaint California coastal community and my dad’s favorite place to vacation. He had rented a house on the cliffs, overlooking the town, pier, and ocean. It was one of the most scenic locations in the area.


My girlfriend and I arrived early in the afternoon and greeted my dad, stepmom Mary, my sister Stephanie, my sister Jennifer, and her husband Chris. Everyone was very jovial and looking forward to the evening. After getting caught up with the family, we decided to head down to the village, have some of the local favorite soft-serve ice cream, and explore the shops along the main thoroughfare.


Among our favorite spots was an antique store that always seemed to have some really cool finds. I vividly recall the moment when my dad stumbled upon a vintage Creedence Clearwater Revival concert poster. I pictured it hanging somewhere on his office wall. He was thrilled with his find. As I stepped out of the antique store, I felt the usual coastal breeze. My dad suggested we take a moment to sit down before making our way back, which struck me as somewhat strange, but he appeared to be relishing the serenity of the moment.


Suddenly, all our attention was caught by a bird feather gracefully floating through the air. Its flight seemed eternal, defying gravity as it soared to greater heights instead of falling to the ground. In that brief instant, time appeared to stand still, and we were mesmerized by the feather’s animated dance, feeling as though it held the universe’s undivided attention. Only when it vanished over a nearby building did we get up and head back to the cliff house to prepare for dinner at our favorite restaurant, F. McLintocks, in Shell Beach.


At dinner, everyone was engaged in enthusiastic conversation and enjoying the food as usual. It seemed like any one of the other one hundred times that we had been to that restaurant over the last fifteen years, except for one thing. My dad seemed very quiet. He normally led most of the family dinner table conversations and was generally the loudest of everyone. He liked to joke and comment about how great every course was when the waiter brought it out.


We left the restaurant and returned to the cliff house to spend the rest of our evening there. We all made some kind of drink and proceeded to play a contentious game of poker. My dad, who was very competitive at games of any kind, was in on the game, but again, he was very quiet. Afterward, we cleaned up and everyone retired for the evening to their respective rooms.


Since my girlfriend and I were going to leave early in the morning to attend a birthday party back in Porterville, I shook my dad’s hand, said goodbye, and thanked him for everything. Then, we went to bed.


Then, I heard the screams.


I asked my stepmother to tell me what was wrong, but she could only say that Dad woke her up and said he needed help. I would later realize he’d had a heart attack. After waiting for what felt like an eternity for the ambulance to arrive, Dad died, and my life forever changed. He was only fifty-three, and this felt like the worst experience one could imagine. I felt entirely helpless, watching my beloved father die while I was powerless to do anything to stop it.


That scene still haunts me, often replaying at random times or when something triggers the memory. Although the pain gets easier as time goes on, the memory of this experience never fades. That said, I wouldn’t trade this incredible experience of witnessing my dad’s last day on Earth for anything else. Considering I used to visit California only about four times a year, the chances of being with him on his final day were extremely slim, yet fate brought us together.


My dad was my mentor and confidant. He was the first person I called any time something good or bad happened. He was also my safety net. Now, I felt like I was walking a tightrope by myself with no net and no confidence.


Goodbye Corporate America


Following my dad’s death, his small six-agent brokerage was like a ship lost at sea. He also had a small property management company, which he had been struggling with. In addition, he was building his dream office, a 7,200-square-foot building in Porterville, which he hoped would attract many new agents. Now, the project was on hold, and the bank was thinking about pulling their financing and possibly taking the building back and completing the project on their own.


I thought about all that had happened and the limbo my stepmom and family were in. Also, my dad’s death forced me to evaluate my own life, and whether I was truly happy and on the life and career path I really wanted to pursue. The situation created a lot of clarity for me that I never had before. As a result, I decided to leave corporate America, get my broker’s license, and try and salvage everything my dad was working on before he died. I gave my company a sixty-day notice. This was a tough decision, as I worked hard to get where I was at, and now, it seemed like I might risk throwing that all away by making this decision. There were no guarantees of success and no guaranteed salary or benefits on day one.


Keep in mind that this was 2006. We were on the brink of the Great Recession, which turned out to be one of the three worst times in modern history to sell real estate. Thirty percent of agents ended up leaving the business. That’s how tough it got. And what’s worse is I had very little clue about running a real estate brokerage or selling real estate how you’re supposed to.


A month later, I listed my house in Greenville for sale, and the moving truck arrived to pick up all my possessions. I reflected contemplatively on my decision and hoped for my future in real estate. Was I going to rise to the challenge, or did I need the security and structure of a corporation as an employee? Was my success at HLI a fluke, or could I repeat success in an entirely different industry? Was I really cut out to be an entrepreneur, which I had always feared the concept of?


I arrived in Porterville on a Saturday, and Monday morning, I walked into Dad’s real estate office, Mid-State Realty, said good morning to his assistant Sandra, walked into his private office, rolled my sleeves up, and went to work on getting my California real estate broker’s license.


Discovering a near-empty operating account, I put $20,000 of my savings into the business to keep it going. I also took over running the new office construction project and convinced the bank to keep working with me. I passed my broker’s exam in November of that year and got the brokerage transferred under my license. I was now official. I was a third-generation real estate broker in Porterville, reluctantly carrying on the Allen family tradition. That was when the entrepreneurial rollercoaster ride began.


I ultimately discovered the unique Quantum Abilities I already had and began to develop new ones along the way.


Your Quantum Journey


In this book, I want to help you develop your unique Quantum Abilities. The word quantum signifies exponential growth by invoking the idea of significant, transformative leaps rather than gradual, linear progress. It suggests a shift from the ordinary to the extraordinary, where changes and advancements occur not incrementally but ultimately in monumental, groundbreaking strides.


Based on the trail I’ve traveled, I want to show you a clearer path to discovering your true potential and determining whether real estate sales is the right career for you. Fortunately, these Quantum Principles I will share with you will help you succeed not only in your career but also in your life. If I could have stumbled upon this book when I started my own real estate adventure, I could’ve sidestepped many bumps and hurdles and hit success way earlier.


I will reveal how I went from a real estate rookie to a powerhouse Quantum real estate agent, broker, and industry authority by developing and using the Quantum Abilities and Principles I’m going to share. This isn’t your typical “how-to” guide. Instead, it’s a deep dive into my journey—my ups, downs, and all those “a-ha moments” that will reshape how you approach real estate.


This book might just reaffirm your mission to be a superstar real estate agent, or it might catapult you onto a completely new career path. Either way, it’s all good. Because whatever road you pick, you’re in for a major boost that will pay off big time. So, strap in because we’re about to set off on a transformational adventure.




 


QUANTUM ABILITY 1


Think Beyond What Most Consider Attainable


“The only limit to our realization of tomorrow will be our doubts of today.”


—FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT


One of the most painful life lessons I’ve learned is that if you don’t set ambitious goals, someone else might set them for you. And guess what? Their big plans might not align with your best interests.


Since I view mistakes as lessons, I try not to view the past through the lens of regret. However, if there are two things I wish I had done much sooner, it would have been to think bigger and get past my early doubts and self-limiting beliefs faster. When we’re growing up, we’re often told to play it safe, to stick with what’s considered normal and achievable by everyone else’s standards.


Maybe you’re nodding because you’ve heard the same thing when you decided to dive into the world of real estate.


“Why do you want to do this?”


“You know it’s not going to be easy, right?”


“Why don’t you get a real job?”


All those questions were thrown at me, even from people I respected. They’re like a bucket of cold water on your fiery enthusiasm. You start wondering if you’re doing the right thing and if you’re being realistic.


When I took over my dad’s brokerage, many people raised an eyebrow and asked what the heck I was thinking. Honestly, that didn’t help because I was already having my own doubts. Imagine going from a financially comfy eleven-year corporate gig, where you know your paycheck is coming, to diving headfirst into entrepreneurship with no guaranteed payday.


As I hit rough patches, I reminded myself of when my dad needed clarification on my decision to attend college. That memory fueled me to prove him wrong by rocking my studies and graduating at the top of my class. This journey made me realize I’d been boxing myself in with my doubts. Those nagging voices from inside and outside had me in a cage.


But the tough times taught me that if I wanted to soar, I had to give myself permission to think big and act boldly. In the words of David J. Schwartz, the author of The Magic of Thinking Big, “Where success is concerned, people are not measured in inches, or pounds, or college degrees, or family background: they are measured by the size of their thinking.”1


The Power of Perspective


Life’s journey is often paved with moments we’d rather forget, mistakes we wish we hadn’t made. But there’s a transformative power hidden within these stumbles and setbacks if we view them as valuable lessons rather than sources of regret.


As I dove into running my brokerage, I also had to start building my own real estate sales career from scratch. Many people told me, “Just fake it until you make it, and everything will be fine.” But I took a slightly different approach. I have always believed that you must “take it until you make it,” meaning you must put in the work and let mistakes happen. This is when real growth occurs.


Despite confidence from my corporate background, I quickly realized that being a broker and a salesperson were completely different and the mistakes piled up. I spent money on marketing that worked in the corporate world but didn’t make a dent in the real estate market. Plus, I treated my agents more like employees than the independent entrepreneurs they were. But those mistakes became my teachers.


If this is where you’re at, know it’s normal to initially feel that fear and wonder if you’re cut out to be a good real estate agent. You worry about messing things up, making a legal blunder, or causing your clients to lose out. I get it. Mistakes are inevitable, especially when you’re just starting. They’re not a sign to throw in the towel and go back to your old day job. They’re part of the learning process, a stepping stone to improvement. Remember that all top real estate producers started where you did and made plenty of mistakes on their way to the top.


Also, keep in mind that you’re not alone. There are experienced people out there who will mentor and guide you through it all. They’ll help you maintain your credibility and provide top-notch service to your clients, especially in those early days.


Your “Big Why”


Through all this, always keep your “Big Why” in mind. Why did you decide to take the risk and become a real estate agent? That reason will motivate you through the ups and downs of this exciting journey. If your “Big Why” is that you simply want to make a lot of money, I can guarantee you that’s not your real motivation. Every realtor wants to make a lot more money, but this isn’t what ultimately drives us.


While you may start out strong with plenty of enthusiasm, you’ll eventually fade and lose your momentum, as you begin to realize you’re not pursuing your real passions. There’s nothing worse than showing up to a job each day with dread or a lack of interest.
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