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​Prologue
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Some truths don’t arrive gently. Some truths arrive like thunder — crashing through everything you thought you were, and forcing you to see what you tried to bury.

I was never the loudest one in the room.

Not because I didn’t have something to say — but because I had too much to say and no language safe enough to hold it.

So, I watched.

I watched people pretend to love each other. I watched people scream without ever raising their voices. I watched silence carve its place between people who once shared everything. I watched how fear dresses up as control. How anger disguises itself as strength. How ego and love can live in the same body — but only one gets fed.

And I learned early that emotions had consequences. That softness had a cost. That showing up with your heart exposed could mean being left bleeding in front of people who never asked how you were doing in the first place.

So I armored up. I got good at being untouchable. I wore silence like armor, and anger like a weapon.

But none of it made me safe. It just made me unreachable — even to myself.

This book is not about blame.

It’s not about playing the victim or naming villains.

This book is a map — not of where I’ve been, but of how I kept getting lost inside myself.

It’s about what happens when a boy who feels too much is taught to act like nothing touches him.

It’s about becoming a man who walks away from love, not because he doesn’t feel it — but because it terrifies him to stay.

It’s about learning, much later in life, that survival isn’t the same as healing.

And silence isn’t the same as peace.

This is the story of the things I buried.

The people I hurt.

The love I couldn’t hold.

And the man I’m finally becoming — not perfect, not healed, but honest.

If you’ve ever felt like you were too broken to love or be loved...

If you’ve ever carried guilt like it was stitched into your skin...

If you’ve ever walked away when you wanted to stay...

This book is for you.

And maybe — just maybe — for the boy you used to be.
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​PART I 

​The Fire That Built Me
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​Chapter One - The Boy Who Watched
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I wasn’t loud as a child.

Not because I didn’t have things to say — I had too many.

But life around me taught me quickly: talking was dangerous.

Silence, though? Silence could keep you alive.

So I watched.

I watched people walk in and out of rooms like storms.

I watched tension stretch across the air like an invisible thread, ready to snap.

I watched how words could turn into weapons. How love could shift into something sharp.

How nobody ever really said what they felt — they just acted, and we were all expected to guess.

That’s where I learned the first lesson of my life:

Feelings are not safe.

So I buried mine.

I wasn’t a bad kid. I didn’t start out angry or cold.

I started like most boys — curious, soft-hearted, wanting to be loved.

But when you grow up in a place where emotions get you punished, overlooked, or misunderstood, you stop showing them.

You learn to protect yourself by building distance — not with space, but with silence.

And from that silence, something darker began to grow.

It wasn’t hate. It wasn’t rage.

It was loneliness dressed up as toughness.

It was confusion camouflaged as strength.

I started thinking I was the problem.

Maybe I felt too deeply. I wanted too much.

I didn’t understand why love felt so far away from the people who were supposed to give it freely.

I just knew it hurt.

And no one seemed to care about the kind of hurt you couldn’t point to.

People looked at me like I was fine.

But inside, I was screaming.

I remember moments when all I wanted was for someone to ask, “Are you okay?”

Not in the casual way people ask when they don’t really want the answer —

But the real way.

The kind of asking that feels like being held.

No one ever did.

So I started thinking maybe I didn’t deserve that kind of care.

Maybe nobody did.

And that’s when I began building the version of myself that would walk through life like nothing touched him.

Stone-faced. Emotionally bulletproof.

A man, even when I was still a boy.

But here’s the thing about becoming numb:

It doesn’t protect you — it just delays the pain.

It buries it, until one day, something or someone — digs it back up.

I grew up being told that boys don’t cry.

That anger was power, but sadness was weakness.

So I got real good at being angry.

I used it like a shield.

I used it to keep people from seeing how much I cared.

That became my pattern

Watch. Stay quiet. React when needed. Never explain.

And the world started to call that strength.

But it wasn’t.

It was survival.

It was emotional armor forged in silence.

And beneath it, I was still that boy — watching. Hoping. Hurting.

I think about him a lot now. The younger me.

The one who sat in rooms filled with tension, pretending not to feel it.

The one who wanted to be held but didn’t know how to ask.

The one who looked strong because he had no other choice.

I never hated him.

I just forgot to listen to him.

And maybe that’s where it all started —

This long road of hurting people, of breaking things I loved, of walking away from connections that felt too big to handle.

Because when you grow up watching pain instead of healing from it,

You start to think it’s normal.

You start to repeat it.

And every time I hurt someone later in life...

Every time I walked away...

Every time I shut down...

It wasn’t because I didn’t feel it.

It was because I did.

Too much.

More than I knew how to handle.

That’s what I wish people understood.

I wasn’t born broken. I wasn’t born cold.

I became that.

Because no one ever taught me how to hold the love I had inside me —

Without breaking under the weight of it.
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​Chapter Two - Unspoken Love
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I’ve always walked away from the people I cared about the most.

Not because they were bad.

But because I never really knew how to express what I felt toward them.

There was a girl.

A beautiful girl I met early in life.

And what I felt for her... it was nothing I could explain — not even to myself.

It was something out of this universe.

Something beyond time, beyond logic.

The light in her eyes...

The way my soul felt like it recognized her before I even knew her name.

Every time I talked to her — or even thought of her —

It felt like being connected to a version of myself I didn’t yet understand.

A vibration. A softness. A certainty.

Like maybe I’d loved her before this life.

And maybe I’d find her again in the next one.

But still, I never said it.

I never let it out.

And the truth is, I think I was afraid.

Afraid to hand someone that kind of power over me.

Afraid to be seen fully — and still not be enough.

So I did what I’ve always done:

I distanced myself. Quietly.

Carefully.

Cowardly.

It wasn’t because she wasn’t worthy of love — she was the purest soul I’d known.

It was because I didn’t know how to offer it without also offering all my wounds.

So I let her go.

And I did it the way I always did —

By convincing myself
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