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    To my children — the reason I fight, the reason I heal, and the reason I believe. To every father walking through fire: you are not alone.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I was forged in fire, not to burn others — but to light the way for those still trapped in darkness."
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Chapter 1: The Brotherhood and the Breaking Point
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The flickering candlelight cast long shadows across the faces of the men gathered in the basement.

They called themselves brothers — bound by a covenant sworn under the blade of a ceremonial sword — a twisted parody of Christian brotherhood. But the “family” they offered was built on violence and cocaine.

They were horrible men. And I, at thirteen, was eager to join their ranks.

They saw my rage — the simmering anger born from a childhood of neglect and abuse — and they didn’t try to soothe it. They weaponized it. They gave me cocaine, a dark elixir that amplified my fury, transforming me into a tool of their cruelty.

By fourteen, I was hurting people — reveling in the power it gave me.
I was a monster. And I didn’t even know it.
At sixteen, I was kicked out, left to fend for myself. My home became the battered cab of my truck — a cramped, cold sanctuary between my full-time job and high school classes.

Even then, I kept working for the brotherhood — collecting debts for their twisted version of family. I was good at it: efficient, ruthless. It gave me a warped sense of purpose. A kind of belonging.

But deep down, something gnawed at me. I felt nothing for the pain I caused — not to others, not to myself. Something was profoundly wrong. I knew it, even if I couldn’t explain it. I needed a way out of the darkness I had embraced.

Then, a family from Minnesota moved into town. They were different. They offered something I had never known: genuine warmth, unconditional care, a home.

The confusion was overwhelming — a jarring contrast to the brutal reality I was used to.

But in their kindness, something began to shift within me. The drugs lost their grip. The brotherhood’s promises rang hollow.

I wanted more.

I wanted out of the cycle of violence.

I wanted to go to college. To become something more than the monster they had made me. Graduation loomed ahead — a precarious bridge between homelessness and a future I desperately hoped to build.

My life, it seemed, was poised on a knife’s edge... ready to fall one way or the other.
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Chapter 2: Left in the Snow
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The world was a blur of white.

I was four years old — abandoned outside in a blizzard. The biting wind was a cruel contrast to the burning shame inside.

I don’t remember much of that night. Just fragments:
the icy grip of snow...
the chilling fear...
the sterile white of the hospital room.
Later, I learned the cause of my near-death experience: my parents, lost in a haze of meth, had simply left me there.

The scars from that night linger. A speech impediment. Learning disabilities. A constant reminder that I was never protected.

My mother “worked.” But that meant leaving me with a revolving door of druggie boyfriends. Days stretched into agonizing eternities in their rotting trailer.

My only toy — a single plastic car — sat beside me as I starved, as I feared, as I waited.

When the drugs wore off, the rage began.

The fists.

The screaming.

The blows.

I learned to shrink. To hide. To become invisible.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Attic and the Angel
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A twisted coven of family members — self-proclaimed witches — used our attic as their unholy sanctuary.

Pentagrams etched into the floor.
The stench of incense mingling with the reek of cheap alcohol and desperation.
I was forced to sit and watch — a terrified child surrounded by blasphemous rituals, orgies, and mockery.

These were my family.

And they treated me with nothing but contempt, neglect, and casual cruelty.

This was my childhood: a relentless cycle of abuse, abandonment, and spiritual violation.

Even the small things became punishments.
An extra bowl of cereal...
...and I’d be dragged to the wood-burning stove, my bare skin pressed against its scorching heat. The searing pain was a reminder: I had no worth.

The bandages.
The healing.
Fleeting moments of comfort in a sea of torment.
And yet...

There was the angel.

A moment of grace I still don’t fully understand. A presence that reached me in the midst of filth and fear.

But even after that encounter — even after that divine interruption — the feeling of abandonment clung to me like a shadow.

A constant companion through my childhood and beyond.
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