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By Jose Romo

Dedication
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For every child who was told to be quiet.
For every man who was taught that love must hurt.
For every soul who thought survival was all there was...
This is for you.
And most of all...
To my grandfather, Luis —
My Superman. My protector. My guide.
You were the father figure I never had — and exactly the man I needed.
Your strength lives in me. Your wisdom walks beside me.
And your love made me believe that I was worth saving.
This book — this healing — this legacy...
It’s because of you.
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Author’s Note
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When I began writing this memoir, I didn’t know if I could finish it.
To be honest... I wasn’t even sure if I could survive it.
But every time I felt the weight of silence press against my chest,
Every time the memories tried to drag me back down,
Every time the past whispered that I wasn’t enough —
I heard another voice.
It was the voice of my grandfather — Luis. My Superman.
He was the one who made me feel safe when the world didn’t.
The one who taught me that real strength is found in gentleness,
And that being a man isn’t about power — it’s about presence.
Luis gave me what no one else could:
Unconditional love. Guidance without guilt. Protection without control.
And a belief that I was worth fighting for — even when I couldn’t fight for myself.
This book is more than a story. It’s a resurrection. A return to the boy I left behind.
A tribute to the man I’m becoming. And a gift to anyone still trapped in cycles of pain,
manipulation, and emotional silence.
You are not alone. You are not broken. And you are not your trauma.
You are worthy of peace. You are worthy of truth.
You are worthy of love that doesn’t make you suffer for it.
May this book remind you that healing is possible —
And that it can end with you.
With love,
Jose Romo
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Chapter 1: The House Where I Lost My Voice
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It wasn’t loud in my home. It was quiet — the kind of quiet that makes you feel invisible.
I wasn’t beaten. I was ignored, controlled, compared.
I was trained to perform, not to feel.

I learned that love was earned.

That being “good” meant staying quiet.

That crying made me weak.

That speaking up meant backlash.

> I wasn’t allowed to just be a boy — I had to become useful.
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Affection came in unpredictable moments.

Praise was rare and always tied to performance.

And mistakes? They weren’t lessons... they were weapons.

My mother carried her own unhealed wounds.

So did my grandmother.

Both strong in survival...

But never strong enough to give softness, safety, or unconditional love.

I remember the sting of being scolded for crying.

The guilt trips. The emotional manipulation hidden in concern.

The deep confusion of being both loved and controlled at the same time.

> I grew up thinking I was the problem.
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I adapted.

I made myself invisible.

I became who they wanted me to be — and lost who I really was.

But inside, the real me — the little boy who just wanted to be held, understood, and accepted — he never stopped screaming.

He screamed in silence.

He screamed in the choices I made.

He screamed in the people I attracted.

He screamed in every moment I betrayed myself just to feel loved.

And no one ever heard him —

Not until I did.

That little boy was buried under years of people-pleasing, pain avoidance, and pretending to be strong.

But this book, this moment —

> It’s for him.

It’s for me.

It’s for every child who was told to “get over it” and every adult still carrying those words in their bones.
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This is not a chapter of blame.

It’s a chapter of truth.

And truth — finally spoken — is how I start to heal.

Because even though that house taught me how to survive...

It never taught me how to live.

And now I know why:

> The silence I was raised in wasn’t peace.

It was emotional neglect wrapped in control.

And that’s the silence I’ve come to break.
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Chapter 2: The Narcissistic Mirror
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I didn’t fall in love with her — I fell in love with the feeling she gave me in the beginning. The validation. The intensity. The illusion of finally being seen.

But I didn’t realize back then that narcissistic love feels like coming home —

Not because it’s right...

But because it’s familiar.

She mirrored everything I longed for as a child:

Attention

Praise

The feeling of being wanted

And just like the women who raised me...

> She gave love like a gift with strings attached.

She loved me... until she didn’t.

Held me... until I needed too much.

Validated me... until she used my wounds as weapons.
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At first, I thought I found something powerful.

But slowly... I realized I was being studied.

She learned my pain — not to heal it, but to use it.

The cycle was cruel:

An intense high, followed by devaluation

Gaslighting that made me question my own reality

Sudden withdrawals of affection I blamed myself for

Emotional confusion I couldn’t explain but couldn’t escape
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> I wasn’t in love.

I was trauma bonded.
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She became both my addiction and my punishment —

The mother wound in a new form.

I craved the very person who was destroying me...

Because part of me still believed I had to earn love.

The more she pulled away, the more I chased.

The more I tried to fix it, the more I lost myself.

I abandoned my needs to avoid her anger.

I betrayed my voice to keep her calm.

I tolerated betrayal because I thought love meant suffering.

But something deeper was happening.

The boy who had learned to stay quiet was speaking again —

> Not with words, but with pain.

With anxiety. With sleepless nights. With the feeling that I was shrinking.
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The relationship became a mirror...

Not of who I was — but of what I never healed.

> I didn’t need her love.

I needed my own truth.
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And slowly, painfully, I began to see:

This wasn’t love.

It was the same old wound — dressed in a prettier disguise.
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This chapter ends not with revenge or rage... but realization.

> “What hurt me wasn’t just her behavior...

It was how deeply I still believed I had to earn love in the first place.”
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Chapter 3: The Breakdown That Brought Me Back to Life
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I didn’t leave the relationship because I stopped loving her. I left because I finally realized.

I had stopped loving myself.
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The end didn’t come with closure.

It came with silence. Confusion.

A soul-splitting ache I couldn’t name — only feel.

I remember staring at the ceiling night after night...

Replaying every conversation.

Wondering if I was crazy.

Wondering if I was the narcissist.

Wondering if maybe I deserved it.

> That’s what gaslighting does.

It doesn’t just twist facts — it erases you.
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She was gone, but her voice lived in my head.

Critiquing me. Blaming me. Shaming me.

I couldn’t even hear my own thoughts without her echo taking over.

I didn’t eat right.

I didn’t sleep.

I spiraled into isolation — not because I wanted to be alone,

But because I didn’t know how to be with myself anymore.

> That’s the thing about emotional breakdowns...

They don’t start with screaming.

They start with disconnection.
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From my body.

From my values.

From the man I was becoming.

The pain forced me to sit with everything I had avoided for years:

My childhood wounds

My people-pleasing

My fear of abandonment

My belief that I had to suffer to be loved
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I cracked.

But in that cracking... light got in.

One morning — broken, numb, lost — I looked in the mirror and didn’t recognize myself.

But something inside whispered:

> “You’ve been here before.

As a boy.

In that house.

Surrounded by control
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BREAKING THE CYCLE OF PAIN,
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