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Dedication

To the RAGE Family

This book is dedicated to the RAGE Family.

To every person who walked through those doors looking for something more.

To every early-morning warrior who showed up before the sun came up.

To every evening grinder who came in after a long day of work, tired but determined.

To every athlete, fighter, parent, entrepreneur, student, veteran, and dreamer who chose to challenge themselves instead of settling for average.

Thank you for believing in the vision.

Thank you for trusting the process.

Thank you for allowing me to be part of your journey.

RAGE Fitness was never just about workouts, weights, or conditioning. It has always been about people. It’s about growth, discipline, accountability, and becoming the best version of ourselves.

You have inspired me far more than you will ever know.

Together, we’ve celebrated victories, overcome setbacks, faced challenges, and continued moving forward when it would’ve been easier to quit.

This book is as much yours as it is mine.

Thank you for being part of the RAGE Family.

Keep challenging yourself.

Keep growing.

Keep moving anyway.
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There is no way I could write this book without acknowledging the people who have stood beside me throughout the years.

To my clients who have been with me for years, thank you.

Some of you have been with me through multiple gym locations, business changes, challenges, successes, and everything in between.

You’ve watched programs change.

You’ve watched businesses evolve.

You’ve watched ideas succeed and fail.

You’ve watched me learn, adapt, and grow.

And through it all, you continued to show up.

Your loyalty, trust, and support mean more than I can ever put into words.

Thank you for allowing me to coach you, encourage you, challenge you, and sometimes push you beyond what you thought was possible.

The truth is that you’ve taught me just as much as I’ve taught you.

You’ve taught me patience.

You’ve taught me leadership.

You’ve taught me resilience.

You’ve taught me the importance of showing up, even on the days you don’t feel like it.

To everyone who has attended a boot camp, a fitness class, a boxing session, a speaking event, purchased a book, supported Salute Supplements, shared a social media post, referred a friend, or simply believed in what we are building—thank you.

You are the reason this journey has been possible.

Most importantly, thank you for trusting me with a small part of your life.

The lessons in this book were learned through experience, but many of those experiences were shared with you.

This book is a reflection of that journey.

Together we’ve learned that success isn’t about perfection.

It’s about persistence.

It’s about discipline.

It’s about action.

It’s about continuing to move forward, regardless of the obstacles in front of us.

Thank you for walking this path with me.

Thank you for helping me leave footprints.

And thank you for leaving your own.
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I was four... maybe five. Too young to understand consequences, old enough to remember everything.

We were driving through Ridgely, Maryland—a small town where you don’t need a map to know where you belonged. Uptown looked one way. Down the road looked another. And right in the middle was the line. Not painted. Not marked. But everybody knew it was there.

My dad was riding that line. Then the lights hit. Red and blue flooded the rearview mirror like a warning from God Himself. Any normal person pulls over—my dad hit the gas. No hesitation. No second-guessing. No “maybe I should...”

Just a decision—and action.

The engine roared, and suddenly we weren’t just driving ... we were running. I remember gripping the seat, my heart pounding in my chest, too young to fully understand fear—but feeling all of it anyway. The street blurred. Streetlights turned into streaks. Ahead of us was that road I knew too well.

There was the church, and right past it was that sharp, unforgiving 120-degree turn. Most people slow down there.

My dad didn’t.

We flew past the church, and he whipped that car around the bend like the laws of physics didn’t apply to him. No brakes. No mercy. Just movement. Then he did something I’ll never forget.

He killed the lights.

Pitch black.

No headlights. No taillights. Just darkness and instinct. That little red Honda Civic turned into a ghost. We shot down the road and into my grandparents’ yard like we were disappearing off the face of the earth. No slowing down. No careful parking. Just tires tearing through grass, cutting around the house, and sliding into the backyard near my grandmother’s clothesline. Then silence.

“Get down,” he said.

I didn’t argue. I didn’t question. I just moved. I hit the floorboard. He leaned his seat back. And we laid there—still, quiet, waiting.

Watching.

Listening.

Hiding.

The sirens screamed past us.

Then again.

And again.

Up and down that street for what felt like forever—fifteen... maybe twenty minutes. They were looking hard, because a man doesn’t just vanish. 

But we did. 

Right or wrong... my dad made a decision. And once he made it—he committed. No halfway. No doubt. No turning back. At that age, I didn’t understand morality. I didn’t understand consequences. But I understood something else... something that would stick with me long after that night was over.

Movement.

Action.

Decide—and go.

Years later, I found myself doing the same thing. Different situations. Same mindset. Running. Acting. Moving before thinking. Following footsteps, I didn’t even realize I was walking in.

Because when that moment comes—when pressure hits, when fear shows up, when the lights flash in your rearview mirror—you don’t rise to the level of your goals.

You fall to the level of your conditioning.

This book isn’t about running from the police.

It’s about running toward something.

Because most people?

They sit.

They wait.

They overthink.

They hesitate.

They see the lights—and they freeze. But there’s another way to live. A way where you stop negotiating with fear. A way where you stop waiting for perfect conditions. A way where you stop asking for permission. You make a decision and you move. Not when you’re ready. Not when it’s safe. Not when it makes sense.

Now.

Because hesitation will trap you longer than failure ever will. This is Volume Seven. This is about action. This is about doing it scared. This is about becoming the kind of person who doesn’t sit on the side of the road when life turns on the lights...

But the kind who decides—and goes.
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I still remember it like it was yesterday. That moment where life doesn’t politely ask you what you want to do—it forces you to choose. Decide or drift.

I was fourteen years old, sitting at the table with my mom. I’d told this story before—but what people don’t understand is what was really happening underneath that moment. On the outside, it looked like a conversation. On the inside, it was a war. Because I already felt it.

I was drifting.

Not crashing. Not completely out of control. Just slowly... steadily... becoming nothing. Going with whatever was around me. Drinking. Hanging out. Running with whoever showed up. No direction. No structure. No purpose. Just movement with no mission.

That’s the dangerous kind of drift, the kind you don’t even realize is killing you. I had every reason to keep going down that road. At thirteen years old, I was already living grown-man consequences with a kid’s mindset.

My dad had taken off to Georgia and left behind a 1976 Chevy Nova, a 1972 Cadillac and a 1979 Honda Motorcycle. They didn’t run. Most people would’ve let them sit there and rot.

I didn’t.

I was in auto mechanics in school, and my teacher let me bring that Nova into the shop. While everybody else was working on small projects, I was rebuilding something real. Turns out, the only thing wrong with it was the clutch. So, I sold the Cadillac and bought a clutch with some of the money. I fixed the Nova.

At thirteen.

And then I started driving it. No license. No registration. No insurance. Didn’t matter.

I’d pull up to school like it was normal, park it in the back lot so nobody asked questions and go about my day like I belonged behind that wheel. Because in my mind—I did.

That’s the problem when you start doing things early, you start thinking you’re ahead. When really, you’re just unsupervised. I wasn’t building discipline. I was building confidence without direction.

That’s a dangerous combination.

By fourteen or fifteen years old, I was taking that same car to places I had no business being. The 4-H park, turned nightclub at night. I wasn’t supposed to be there—but I was.

I blended in. Moved around like I belonged in rooms I hadn’t earned yet. And in the trunk of that Nova? A shotgun. That was my normal. That was my environment. That was the road I was on.

And here’s the truth most people don’t want to admit. When you live like that long enough... it starts to feel regular. Nothing feels wrong anymore. Nothing feels off. You just drift deeper. Further away from who you could be... and closer to who you’ll regret becoming.

But even in that chaos . . . I felt it.

That voice.

That pull.

That knowing that if I didn’t make a decision soon... life was going to make one for me. And it wasn’t going to be a good one. So, there I was, fourteen years old, sitting across from my mom. And for the first time in my life—I wasn’t reacting. I was choosing.

“I’m going to the Marine Corps.” I didn’t fully understand what that meant.

I didn’t know how it would happen. I didn’t know what it would cost me. But I knew one thing—I couldn’t keep drifting. Because drifting feels easy in the moment—but it’s expensive in the long run.

That decision didn’t magically fix everything. I didn’t wake up the next day as a different person. I still had the same environment. The same habits. The same pull trying to drag me back.

But something changed—My direction.

I had a target now. Once you have a target, even if you’re not perfect, you stop moving aimlessly.

That’s the difference. Most people think success comes from massive action all at once. It doesn’t. It comes from one decision—that cuts off every other option.

That moment at that table?

That was the line. Before that, I was drifting. After that, I was moving. Not perfectly. Not clean. But intentionally.

And that’s all it takes to start changing your life.

You don’t need a perfect plan or full confidence. You don’t need guaranteed outcomes, you need a decision. Because at
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