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Dedication
To my wife,
You loved me in a season
when I didn’t even know how to love myself.
When my life was falling apart,
you became the vessel God used
to lead me back to Him.
Your grace reflected the heart of Christ
when I least deserved it.
This book is proof
that your love helped rebuild a man
God never gave up on.
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Prologue - The Boy God Saw
There are parts of a man’s story he would rather bury. Memories that sit in dark corners of his mind. Moments, he hopes no one ever asks him about. Pieces of his childhood that never felt like childhood at all. This is one of those stories.
But the truth is, if I hide the boy I once was, I cannot explain the man God is still creating. I was not always the man people see today. Before the prayers… Before the conviction… Before the calling… There was a boy. A broken boy. A boy who learned far too early that the world could steal things from you that you didn’t even know were yours yet.
Innocence. Trust. Safety. Some boys lose those things slowly. Mine disappeared all at once.
Before I understood what was happening… Before I understood what it meant… Before I even had the language to describe it… Parts of my innocence were taken from me. And when something like that happens to a child, it doesn’t just stay in the moment. It follows him. It grows with him. It shapes the way he sees people.
The way he sees love. The way he sees himself. Trauma doesn’t always create obvious victims. Sometimes it creates performers. Actors.
Boys who become very good at pretending everything is fine. So, I became that boy. The boy who smiled when he was supposed to smile. The boy who joked when people were watching. The boy who learned how to hide pain behind personality.
But inside, confusion was growing. Questions no child should have to ask themselves. What does love really look like? What does it mean to be a man? Why did this happen to me?
No one teaches a broken boy how to answer those questions. So, he starts writing his own answers. And many of those answers are wrong. The broken boy becomes a liar. Not always because he wants to deceive people… But because lies become armor.
Lies protect the secrets. Lies protect the shame. Lies protect the image he believes he must maintain in order to survive. Then the broken boy becomes something else. Sexually confused.
Sexually reckless. Searching for validation in places that only deepen the wounds. Trying to feel powerful in moments that secretly leave him feeling smaller. Every time. And the cycle continues.
Sin. Shame. Silence. Repeat. From the outside, it might look like a young man simply making bad decisions.
But underneath those decisions is a boy who never healed. A boy still carrying secrets he doesn’t know how to release. A boy who believes his story is already ruined. And for a long time… I believed that too. I believed that my past disqualified me.
Disqualified me from respect. Disqualified me from purpose. Disqualified me from God. Because surely God only calls clean men. Surely God only uses men who grew up the right way.
Surely God would not choose someone whose story looked like mine. But the truth I would eventually learn is this: God has never been afraid of broken men. In fact, Scripture is full of them. Men who lied. Men who ran.
Men who failed morally. Men who tried to hide their sin. Men who believed they had ruined their own destiny. Yet somehow… God still called them. David.
Jacob. Peter. Paul. Flawed men. Broken men.
Chosen men. And one day, in a way I could not have predicted, God began confronting the man I had become and the boy I had been hiding. He did not begin with condemnation. He began with truth. And truth has a way of tearing down every false identity a man has built to protect himself.
The lies began to collapse. The mask began to crack. And the boy I thought I had buried started rising to the surface. Not so God could shame him. But so, God could heal him.
Because the boy I thought disqualified me… Was the very boy God intended to redeem. This book is not the story of a perfect man. It is the story of a broken boy. A liar. A sexually immoral young man.
A confused soul who spent years running from the very God who was pursuing him. But it is also the story of something far more powerful. Grace. The kind of grace that does not ignore sin… But refuses to let sin have the final word. The kind of grace that takes the most shattered parts of a man and begins rebuilding him piece by piece.
The kind of grace that whispers a truth every broken person needs to hear: You are not the worst thing that has ever happened to you. And you are not the worst thing you have ever done. Because long before I understood my story… God had already written the ending. And that ending was not destruction. It was redemption.
This is the story of how a broken boy… Began becoming a man of God.
Chapter 1 - The Innocence That Was Stolen
Childhood is supposed to be simple. At least that’s how people describe it. They talk about bike rides down the street, scraped knees, laughter echoing across playgrounds, and the kind of freedom that only belongs to children who feel safe in the world. For some boys, childhood is a season of discovery. For others, it becomes the place where confusion begins.
I was a boy before I ever understood the weight of the things that would happen to me. Like most boys, I was curious about the world. I trusted the people around me. I believed adults knew what they were doing. I believed the people who were older than me were supposed to protect me.
Children believe that by instinct. It’s not something they learn. It’s something they are born expecting. Protection. Safety.
Guidance. But when those expectations are broken, something inside a child shifts in ways he cannot explain. And when it happens early enough, he may not even realize that something sacred has been taken from him. That is how confusion begins. It doesn’t arrive like a loud explosion.
It arrives quietly. Slowly. Almost unnoticed at first. The kind of change that creeps into a boy’s life before he has the words to understand what is happening. There are moments in life where time seems to split in two.
Before. And after. Before that moment, the world made sense in the simple way a child understands it. After that moment, the world begins to feel unfamiliar. Unsettling.
Unsafe. For me, that moment came long before I understood what it meant. Long before I understood how deeply it would shape the man I would eventually become. When something inappropriate happens to a child, the first thing it steals is clarity. A child does not immediately think, this is wrong.
A child thinks something very different. Maybe this is normal. Maybe this is how things work. Maybe this is what older people do. And because children are wired to trust, they often accept things they should never have been exposed to.
Not because they want to. But because they simply do not know another reality. That is how grooming works. It blurs the line between affection and manipulation. Between trust and control.
Between innocence and experience. Before a child understands what is happening, he has already crossed a boundary he never should have been close to. And once that boundary is crossed, the confusion does not simply disappear. It follows him. It grows quietly inside him.
Sometimes it becomes questions. Sometimes it becomes shame. Sometimes it becomes silence. For many boys, silence becomes the safest option. Because speaking about what happened feels impossible.
How do you explain something you barely understand yourself? How do you put words to an experience that makes your stomach tighten every time you remember it? How do you say something when you’re not even sure what you would call it? So, the boy does what boys often do. He keeps it inside.
And life continues. At least on the outside. The world keeps moving. School continues. Family gatherings happen.
People laugh and talk and live as if everything is normal. But inside the boy, something has shifted. Something invisible. Something that does not show up in photographs. Something that cannot be explained in casual conversation.
The boy begins carrying something he was never meant to carry alone. And the strange thing about trauma is that it doesn’t always look like pain at first. Sometimes it looks like adaptation. The boy learns how to act normal. He learns how to smile when people are watching.
He learns how to move through life without drawing attention to himself. But inside, the confusion remains. Questions begin forming in quiet places in his mind. Questions about identity. Questions about trust.
Questions about what love really means. When those questions go unanswered, the boy begins trying to answer them himself. And the answers he creates are often wrong. Not because the boy is broken. But because he was trying to understand something no child should have had to understand.
This is where the internal fracture begins. The outside version of the boy and the inside version of the boy start becoming two different people. On the outside, he is still a normal kid. But inside, he is navigating emotions he doesn’t understand. Confusion.
Curiosity. Shame. Sometimes even guilt. And the guilt is perhaps the most tragic part of all. Because children
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