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Chapter 1: Promises in Seattle, 2003 

The Seattle sky was a soft gray, the kind that promised rain but held back just long enough for a 

moment to feel eternal. It was 2003, and I stood at the altar of a small waterfront chapel, my 

heart racing as I watched her walk toward me. She was radiant, her smile a beacon through the 

mist, and I, at thirty-three, believed we were crafting a forever. We exchanged vows under the 

hum of Puget Sound, promising to build a life of love, family, and shared dreams. Her hand in 

mine felt like a key to a future I could already see: children’s laughter, holiday mornings, a home 

filled with warmth. I didn’t know then that promises could bend under the weight of unspoken 

needs, or that love could be tested by a hunger I couldn’t name. 

We settled into a modest house in Seattle on Ali Beach, its creaky floors and bay windows a 

canvas for our new life. Seattle was alive with possibility—coffee shops buzzing, ferries gliding 

across the water, the Space Needle piercing the clouds. I worked in investment banking, my days 

a blur of numbers and ambition, but my evenings were hers. We cooked together, her laughter 

filling the kitchen as we fumbled through recipes for salmon or stir-fry. She was a graphic 

designer, her creativity spilling into late-night sketches, her eyes alight with ideas. But even then, 

I noticed her gaze sometimes drifted, as if searching for something beyond the room, beyond us. 

By 2006, our first child arrived—a son, with eyes that mirrored mine and a grip that tethered me 

to a new kind of purpose. I was there for every midnight feeding, every diaper change, my hands 

learning the rhythm of fatherhood. Two years later, our second son came, his tiny cries a melody 

I couldn’t resist. By 2010, our youngest daughter completed the trio, and our home was a 

whirlwind of sippy cups, board books, and lullabies. I was their anchor, the one who braided 

hair, packed lunches, and read Goodnight Moon until my voice grew hoarse. Fatherhood wasn’t 

a role; it was my soul’s work, each smile from my children a brick in the foundation of who I 

was. 

She worked late, her software design job stretching into the night, leaving me to manage the 

chaos of three kids under five. I didn’t mind—at least, not at first. I’d strap the youngest to my 

chest, help the eldest with his alphabet, and coax the middle one into pajamas, all while the clock 

ticked past ten. When she came home, she’d kiss their sleeping heads, her perfume lingering as 

she slipped into bed. I told myself her distance was temporary, a sacrifice for her career, for our 

future. But her absences grew, not just in hours but in presence. She’d sit at the dinner table, her 

mind elsewhere, her fingers tapping as if itching for validation the family couldn’t give. 

I saw the first cracks in 2011, when the kids were four, two, and newborn. She started seeking 

attention outside our walls—client dinners that ran too long, compliments she recounted with a 

gleam I hadn’t seen in years. I’d catch her staring at her phone, smiling at messages I didn’t ask 



about, and when I did, she’d wave it off with a laugh. “Just work,” she’d say, but her eyes didn’t 

meet mine. I pushed the unease down, focusing on the kids, on keeping our home steady. They 

needed me, and I needed them—their trust, their chaos, their love. My eldest son, already sharp 

at four, would climb into my lap, asking why Mommy was “always gone.” I’d ruffle his hair and 

say, “She’s working hard for us,” but the words tasted hollow, and despite spending 40 hours a 

week at Morgan Stanley and then Citibank as a Senior Vice President. 

In 2013, on our tenth anniversary, she gave me a poem, handwritten on creamy paper, its lines 

curling like a confession. It spoke of craving my presence, of missing the man who’d stood at 

that altar, of wanting “us” again. I read it by lamplight, my heart swelling, thinking it was a 

bridge back to her. I held her close that night, whispering that we could find our way, that the 

kids and I were right here. But the poem wasn’t a plea for connection; it was a mirror of her need 

for admiration, a cry for a spotlight I couldn’t provide. She wanted to be seen, not by the man 

changing diapers or singing lullabies, but by a world that would crown her exceptional. I didn’t 

see it then, but that poem was her first step away, cloaked in love but rooted in a narcissism I’d 

only later understand. 

The kids were my tether. My eldest, with his curious questions, would tug me to the park, 

demanding I push him higher on the swing. My daughter, barely three, would hand me crayons, 

insisting we draw “happy houses” together. The youngest, still in my arms, would nestle against 

my chest, his breaths syncing with mine. They were my purpose, their laughter drowning out the 

growing silence between their mother and me. I’d take them to Pike Place Market, weaving 

through crowds, buying them apples from vendors who knew their names. Seattle was our 

playground, its rain-soaked streets a backdrop to their childhood and my devotion. 

But by 2011, the year we’d soon leave for Shanghai, the fault lines were clear. She was pulling 

away, her late nights no longer just about work. She’d come home with stories of colleagues who 

“got” her, her voice bright with a validation I couldn’t match. I’d lie awake, the kids’ soft snores 

filtering through the walls, wondering if I was failing her. Was I too absorbed in fatherhood, too 

focused on our children’s world? I didn’t know then that her hunger for attention wasn’t my 

fault, that her need to be adored would follow us across continents, unraveling the family I’d 

sworn to protect. 

That Seattle spring of 2003, when we vowed to be one, felt like a lifetime ago by 2011. The 

chapel’s echo, her hand in mine, the dreams we painted—they were still in me, but they were 

fading in her. I didn’t know we’d soon board a plane to Shanghai, chasing opportunity but 

running toward fracture. I didn’t know her need for validation would grow into a force that 

would tear us apart, or that I’d fight for our children through courtrooms and continents. All I 

knew, as I tucked my kids into bed each night, was that they were my heart, and I’d never stop 

being their dad—their real dad—no matter what lay ahead. 

 

 

 



Chapter 2: Shanghai’s Bright Lights, 2011 

Shanghai was a fever dream of light and motion, a city that never slept, its skyline a jagged pulse 

of neon and ambition. In 2011, we landed there, chasing a career opportunity that promised to 

elevate our family—my wife, our three children, and me. The kids, just four, two, and a 

newborn, were wide-eyed as we stepped into Pudong’s humid embrace, the air thick with 

possibility and unfamiliar spices. I was thirty-six, my heart still tethered to the Seattle vows we’d 

made eight years earlier, believing this move would knit us closer. But Shanghai didn’t mend 

what was fraying; it stretched the threads until they snapped. 

Our apartment in Jing’an was a sleek high-rise, its floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city’s 

electric sprawl. I threw myself into making it home, unpacking stuffed animals and stacking 

picture books while the kids toddled through jet lag. My eldest, a curious four-year-old with a 

knack for questions, pointed at the Huangpu River below, asking if dragons lived in its currents. 

I laughed, hoisting him onto my shoulders, promising we’d find out together. My daughter, 

barely two, clung to my leg, her tiny fingers tracing my jeans, while the newborn slept in a crib 

I’d assembled at midnight. They were my world, their needs a rhythm I knew by heart—

breakfasts of congee and bananas, naps synced to Shanghai’s afternoon hum, bedtime stories 

whispered over the city’s distant roar. 

She enrolled them in an international preschool, navigating Mandarin forms with a dictionary 

and a smile. Mornings were a whirlwind: packing lunches, braiding my daughter’s hair, 

strapping the baby to my chest while herding the older two to the school van. Afternoons meant 

playgrounds along Suzhou Creek, where my son chased pigeons and my daughter squealed on 

swings, her laughter brighter than the city’s lights. I was their constant, the one who wiped tears, 

taught them to say “xie xie,” and carried them home when their legs gave out. Fatherhood in 

Shanghai was a dance of chaos and joy, each step grounding me in a city that felt both 

exhilarating and alien.  Despite this I managed to navigate learning a new language, cutting 60 

different banking transactions, and earning millions in my final year in China, all while training 

some 175 new associates for my firm and publishing 18 separate articles for Shanghai Daily. 

She was different. Her design job, now with a global firm, kept her out until ten, sometimes later. 

She’d leave before dawn, her heels clicking on the marble floor, promising to be back for dinner 

but rarely making it. I’d save a plate of dumplings, only to wrap it in foil when the kids fell 

asleep. When she did come home, she’d slip into their room, kissing their foreheads, her perfume 

sharp against their soft warmth. I’d catch her at the mirror, adjusting her hair, her eyes darting to 

her phone—texts, emails, or something else, I didn’t ask. I told myself it was the job, the 

pressure of a new city, but her absence wasn’t just physical. She was drifting, her heart chasing a 

spotlight I couldn’t provide. 

Shanghai’s glamour fed her hunger. She thrived on client dinners, her stories of ad executives 

and late-night bars spilling out when she was home, her voice alight with a validation I hadn’t 

seen since Seattle. I’d listen, stirring tea, nodding as she described colleagues who “saw her 

potential.” But potential for what? I wondered, watching her check her reflection mid-sentence. 

The kids noticed, too. My son, sharp beyond his years, asked why Mommy “likes her phone 

better than us.” I’d pull him close, saying she was working hard, but the words felt like lies. My 



daughter would draw pictures for her, only to find them forgotten on the counter. The baby, too 

young to understand, reached for me instead, his tiny hands my anchor.  One job after the other 

was landed and failed.  Each time she was re-hired it wasn’t more than a year before yet again 

she was looking for a new job.   

I learned later about the affairs—whispers of her with a coworker, then another, each one a jab to 

the vows we’d made. She only confessed when I presented the truth, some 180 pages of 

salacious texts to someone in Texas; I pieced it together from late-night calls she took in the 

hallway, her voice low and laughing, or the way she’d dodge my questions with a smile. I didn’t 

confront her, not yet. The kids were my focus, their stability my mission. I took them to Yu 

Garden, letting them toss coins into koi ponds, or to the Bund, where we’d watch ferries slice 

through the night. Shanghai was our playground, its chaos a distraction from the quiet war 

brewing at home. 

Her narcissism, though I didn’t name it then, was taking root. She craved admiration, not from 

the family we’d built but from strangers who saw her as exceptional. She’d come home with 

gifts—silk scarves, jade trinkets—presented with a flourish, as if they could replace her 

presence. The kids would beam, but their hugs were for me, their stories saved for the parent 

who stayed. My son, especially, sensed the shift. He’d cling to me during bedtime, asking if 

Mommy loved us. I’d say yes, always, but my heart ached with doubt. 

I tried to bridge the gap. I’d plan family outings—dim sum brunches, boat rides—hoping to pull 

her back. Sometimes she’d join, her laughter bright but fleeting, her phone never far. One night, 

as we walked Nanjing Road, the kids dazzled by street performers, I took her hand. “We’re here, 

together,” I said, searching her eyes. She smiled, but it was distant, like a star already fading. I 

didn’t know she was building a narrative where I was the anchor holding her back, not the 

partner lifting her up. 

By late 2015, the cracks were canyons. She was absent most nights, her excuses flimsier, her 

need for external validation a tide pulling her away. I kept the kids steady, their routines my 

lifeline. I’d sing to them in our high-rise, Shanghai’s lights a constellation beyond the glass, 

promising they’d always have me. I didn’t know we’d stay six more years, or that her 

manipulation would turn venomous, targeting our son to malign me. I didn’t know I’d fight for 

them in a Seattle courtroom, or that Shanghai’s bright lights would burn out, leaving me to carry 

our family alone. 

But in 2017, I was still their dad, their real dad, tucking them in, kissing their foreheads, 

believing love could hold us together. Shanghai was a dream we’d woken from too soon, its 

vibrancy no match for the shadows growing in her heart. I held my kids close, their breaths soft 

against the city’s pulse, and vowed to be their constant, no matter where this journey led. 

 

 

 



Chapter 3: Breaking Free, 2017 

Shanghai’s neon haze had become a cage by 2017, its bright lights mocking the shadows 

swallowing my family. For six years, I’d held our children—now ten, eight, and six—together in 

a city that felt less like home with each passing day. Their mother, my wife of fourteen years, 

had drifted far beyond late-night work, her heart lost to affairs and a hunger for admiration that 

left us behind. I was forty-two, worn but unyielding, my love for my kids a fire that no distance 

could dim. When her manipulation turned venomous, targeting our eldest son to tear me down, I 

knew we had to escape. That year, in a Seattle courtroom 5,000 miles away, I fought for them—

and won. 

The trouble started years earlier, in the quiet hours of our Jing’an apartment. She’d claim 

“mommy time” during co-sleeping, whispering to the kids while I slept, her words a slow poison. 

By 2017, our eldest, a sharp ten-year-old with his mother’s eyes but my stubborn heart, was her 

main target. She’d tell him I was “holding her back,” that I didn’t love them like she did, her 

voice soft but calculated. He’d come to me in the mornings, confused, asking why Mommy said 

I wasn’t a good dad. I’d kneel to his level, ruffling his hair, and say, “I’m here, always. You 

know who I am.” His nod, fierce and trusting, was my lifeline. He resisted her lies, but his 

younger siblings, eight and six, were more vulnerable, their small hearts open to her sway. 

Her absences grew bolder. She’d vanish for days, claiming work trips, leaving me to juggle 

school runs, soccer practices, and bedtime stories. I’d weave through Shanghai’s crowded streets, 

the baby—now six—on my hip, my daughter clutching my hand, my son leading the way. I 

enrolled them in chess clubs, taught them to write their names in Mandarin, and cooked noodle 

soups they loved, and made terrific friends with all of their friends parents, all to keep their 

world steady. But her neglect wasn’t enough for her; she needed control. When I confronted her 

about the affairs, she finally sat down with the children and shockingly confessed….. to them! 

She brought her parents in to live with us, claimed I was “unstable,” “neglectful,” spinning tales 

to friends and colleagues that painted me as the villain. I saw the truth: her narcissism craved a 

narrative where she was the hero, and I was the obstacle. 

By early 2017, her lies escalated into a legal threat. She filed claims in Shanghai, alleging I was 

unfit, demanding custody to keep the kids in China—her turf, where her charm could sway. I 

knew we couldn’t stay. The kids deserved a home, not a battlefield. I contacted a Seattle lawyer, 

a friend from my banking days, and began the grueling process of fighting for custody from 

abroad. It meant late-night calls, stacks of documents, and affidavits proving I’d been their 

rock—school records, photos of park outings, letters from teachers praising my involvement. My 

son, brave beyond his years, wrote a note for the court, his childish scrawl declaring, “I want to 

stay with Dad.” I held him tight, promising I’d never let go. 

The courtroom in Seattle was a world away from Shanghai’s chaos. In June 2017, I flew back 

alone, leaving the kids with a trusted sitter, my heart heavy with the distance. The courthouse 

smelled of polished wood and stale coffee, its silence a stark contrast to Pudong’s hum. I wore 

my only decent suit, rumpled from the long flight but pressed, and faced a judge whose eyes 

softened when I spoke of my children. I laid out the truth: I’d raised them through her absences, 

her affairs, her lies. I showed photos—my daughter’s first bike ride, my youngest’s birthday 



cake, my son’s chess trophy—all moments she’d missed. Her lawyer, via video from China, spun 

tales of my “neglect,” but her allegations crumbled. No evidence, no witnesses, just her words 

against a decade of my devotion. 

The judge’s ruling came like a thunderclap: full custody to me. I exhaled, tears burning, as the 

weight of years lifted. I was their father, legally and forever, free to take them home. I flew back 

to Shanghai that night, the Pacific below a mirror of my relief. When I walked into our 

apartment, my son ran to me, asking, “Did we win?” I nodded, pulling all three into my arms, 

their warmth erasing the courtroom’s chill. “We’re going home,” I whispered, and their cheers 

echoed through the high-rise. 

Packing was a blur. I filled suitcases with their favorite toys—my son’s chess set, my daughter’s 

stuffed bunny, my youngest’s son’s blanket—leaving behind the trappings of a life that had 

betrayed us. She didn’t fight our departure; her silence was her surrender, or perhaps her 

indifference. She stayed in China, her career and admirers more compelling than her children. 

We boarded a flight to Seattle in July 2017, the kids clutching my hands, their eyes bright with 

hope. As Shanghai’s skyline faded below, I vowed to rebuild, to give them the stability I’d 

fought for. 

Seattle welcomed us with its familiar gray skies, the air crisp and clean. We moved into a rental 

near our old Capitol Hill home, its small rooms a fresh start. I enrolled them in school, signed 

them up for jujitsu and basketball, and cooked pancakes on Sundays, their laughter filling the 

gaps she’d left. My son, now ten, would sit with me at night, asking if Mommy would come 

back. I’d say, “She loves you, but I’m here,” hiding my fear that her love was a performance, not 

a promise. My daughter, eight, drew pictures of our new house, and my youngest, six, clung to 

me, his trust unbroken. 

But even in victory, I felt her shadow. She was still in China, but her influence lingered, her 

whispered lies a seed in the kids’ minds. I didn’t know she’d return in 2019, wielding lawfare to 

reclaim what she’d abandoned. I didn’t know the battles ahead—custody exchanges, alienation, a 

stepfather’s cruel book. In 2017, I was just their dad, their real dad, standing on Seattle’s shores, 

holding them close under a sky that promised rain but held back, giving us a moment to breathe. 

I’d fought for them in a foreign city, faced her lies in a courtroom of my Inlaws, and brought 

them home. They were mine, not just by law but by every bedtime story, every scraped knee I’d 

bandaged, every dream I’d nurtured. As I tucked them into bed that first Seattle night, their 

breaths soft against the quiet, I knew no fight was too big, no ocean too wide, to keep them safe. 

I was their father, and I’d never stop. 

 

 

Chapter 4: Seattle’s Fleeting Sanctuary, 2017–2019 



Seattle’s gray skies welcomed us back in July 2017, a soft embrace after Shanghai’s relentless 

glow. The kids—ten, eight, and six—clutched my hands as we stepped off the plane, their eyes 

wide with the promise of home. I was forty-two, my heart scarred but fierce, carrying the weight 

of a custody victory that had freed us from their mother’s lies. Our new rental in Capitol Hill, 

with its sagging porch and cedar scent, was a sanctuary I vowed to make permanent. But even as 

I rebuilt our life, her shadow lingered, her absence in China a deceptive calm before the storm. 

These two years, 2017 to 2019, were a fragile gift—a time of love and laughter, but also a battle 

against the disrespect she sowed from afar. 

The house became our haven. I painted the kids’ rooms in colors they chose—blue for my eldest 

son, purple for my daughter, green for the youngest—each brushstroke a promise of stability. 

Mornings were a symphony of chaos: I’d flip pancakes while my son recited chess moves, my 

daughter twirled in her jujitsu gi, and my youngest begged for one more story. I enrolled them in 

school, where teachers noted their resilience, and signed them up for activities that lit their 

faces—chess club for my son, jujitsu for my daughter, basketball for my youngest. I was their 

constant, the one who tied shoelaces, packed snacks, and cheered at every match. Fatherhood 

was my anchor, their trust my reward. 

But their mother, still in China, was a ghost in our lives, her presence felt through the custody 

exchanges she demanded. The 2017 Seattle court had granted me full custody, but she insisted 

on visitation, forcing the kids to fly to California, where her parents lived in Glendale. The 

exchanges were logistical nightmares, managed by airport personnel who escorted the kids 

through security. I’d drive them to Sea-Tac, my heart twisting as I packed their backpacks with 

favorite books and snacks—apples for my son, crackers for my daughter, a stuffed dinosaur for 

my youngest. At the gate, I’d kneel, hugging them tight, saying, “I’ll see you soon. You’re my 

world.” They’d nod, brave but small, as a uniformed stranger led them away. 

The flights were short, but the distance felt infinite. She refused to communicate directly, her 

narcissism cloaking her absence in defiance. Instead, she used the kids as messengers, forcing 

my ten-year-old son to relay her demands: “Mom says we need new shoes,” or “Mom wants us 

for Christmas.” I’d bite back my frustration, knowing he was caught in her web. Her parents, 

who handled the California end, sent the kids back with clothes she’d bought—cheap, ill-fitting 

shirts that replaced the ones I’d packed, as if my choices were unworthy. My daughter, eight, 

would return wearing a dress she hated, whispering, “Grandma said yours wasn’t clean.” I’d hug 

her, saying, “You’re perfect,” but the erasure stung. 

I fought weekly to keep her lies at bay. She’d call the kids from China, her voice sweet but laced 

with barbs. My son, loyal but burdened, told me she’d say I “didn’t want her to be happy,” 

blaming me for the custody loss. I’d sit him down, explaining, “I fought for you because I love 

you. She’s far away, but I’m here.” His nod, quieter now, showed the toll of her words. My 

daughter and youngest, less aware, still felt the strain, their questions about Mommy sharper. I 

bought them clothes they loved—bright sneakers, cozy jackets—knowing they’d never wear 

them at her house, a silent rejection of my care. 

Evenings were our refuge. We’d pile onto the couch, watching Star Wars or playing Uno, their 

laughter drowning out the ache. I’d take them to Pike Place Market, where we’d toss coins into 



the pig statue, or to Alki Beach, where they’d chase waves, their shouts louder than the gulls. My 

son, now eleven by 2019, joined a chess tournament, his focus a mirror of my own. My daughter, 

nine, earned her first jujitsu belt, her grin fierce. My youngest, seven, scored his first basket, his 

arms around me a reminder of why I fought. These moments were ours, proof that love could 

hold against her absence. 

But the exchanges wore us down. Every few months, I’d watch them board another plane, their 

backpacks heavy with my love, only to return with her narrative etched deeper. By 2019, my son 

started repeating her phrases—“Mom says you’re too strict”—and my daughter grew quieter, her 

drawings less vibrant. I’d lie awake, wondering if I was losing them, if her lies were stronger 

than my truth. The logistics were draining, too—flights, coordination with her parents, the cost 

of tickets eating into my savings. I was still in banking, but the custody fight had left me 

stretched, every dollar a choice between their future and her demands. 

Her refusal to talk directly was a calculated wall. I’d send emails, offering schedules or updates, 

but she’d ignore them, leaving the kids to bridge the gap. My youngest, too young to understand, 

would cry after calls, saying, “Mommy sounded mad.” I’d hold him, promising I’d fix it, but I 

couldn’t. Her narcissism thrived on control, her silence a weapon to make me the villain. I knew 

she was planning her return—rumors reached me through mutual friends that she’d move to 

California in 2019, closer to her parents, ready to escalate her fight. 

By early 2019, the cracks in our sanctuary widened. The kids, now twelve, ten, and eight, were 

growing, their questions about their mother sharper. I sensed the lawfare coming, her ambition to 

reclaim them fueled by resentment, not love. I started saving, knowing I might need to move 

closer to fight her on her terms. The house, filled with their artwork and laughter, felt temporary, 

a fleeting dream I’d soon trade for their safety. 

I didn’t know then that I’d sell our Seattle home in 2019, or that her lawsuits would drain me 

dry. I didn’t know her manipulation would turn the kids against me, or that a stepfather’s book 

would brand me an abuser. In those years, I was just their dad, their real dad, driving them to 

school, cheering at games, holding them through her absence. As I tucked them in each night, 

their breaths soft under Seattle’s gentle rain, I prayed our sanctuary would hold. But deep down, 

I knew the fight wasn’t over—just paused, waiting to test my love again. 

 

Chapter 5: The Cost of Closeness, 2019 

Seattle’s rain fell like a curtain in the spring of 2019, blurring the edges of our Capitol Hill home. 

The house, with its blue-painted walls and echoes of my children’s laughter, had been our 

sanctuary since we’d fled Shanghai two years earlier. But now, at forty-four, I stood in its 

doorway, a For Sale sign staked in the yard, my heart heavy with the choice I’d made. Their 

mother was back, no longer in China but in Glendale, California, her lawfare sharpening like a 

blade. To stay close to my kids—twelve, ten, and eight—I had to let go of the home we’d built. 

It was a sacrifice that cut deep, but love demanded it, and I’d pay any price to keep them near. 



The decision wasn’t sudden. Her return to the U.S. in early 2019, settling near her parents in 

Glendale, marked a new phase of her campaign. The Seattle court’s 2017 custody ruling, 

granting me full rights, hadn’t stopped her. She filed motions in California, demanding 50/50 

custody, her narcissistic need for control cloaked in claims of “protecting” the kids. Each legal 

notice drained my savings, already thinned by years of flights and lawyer fees. My eldest son, 

now twelve, overheard me on the phone with my attorney, his brow furrowed. “Are we moving 

because of Mom?” he asked. I knelt, meeting his gaze. “We’re moving to be together,” I said, 

“because you’re my world.” His nod, steady but solemn, fueled my resolve. 

Selling the house was like severing a limb. It held memories of pancake Sundays, chess matches 

with my son, my daughter’s jujitsu belts pinned to her wall, my youngest’s drawings taped to the 

fridge. I walked through its rooms, touching the marks on the doorframe where I’d measured 

their growth, each line a testament to our survival. The realtor warned the market was slow, but I 

couldn’t wait—her lawsuits were relentless, and I needed funds to fight. When the offer came, 

lower than I’d hoped, I signed, the pen heavy in my hand. The kids helped pack, their small 

hands folding clothes, their questions—“Will we have a yard?”—piercing me. I promised a new 

home, but inside, I mourned the one we’d lose. 

We moved to Glendale in the summer of 2019, trading Seattle’s misty green for California’s 

sunbaked sprawl. The kids, clutching their favorite toys—my son’s chess set, my daughter’s 

stuffed bunny, my youngest’s dinosaur—stepped into our new rental, a modest bungalow near 

their school. I painted their rooms again, blue, purple, green, recreating the colors of Seattle, a 

fragile thread to our past. I enrolled them in activities—basketball for my son, gymnastics for my 

daughter, soccer for my youngest—determined to keep their world bright. At night, I’d tuck 

them in, their faces soft under the California moonlight, and whisper, “We’re here now. I’ve got 

you.” 

The move brought us closer to her, and with it, new battles. Custody exchanges, no longer airport 

ordeals, became local handoffs managed by her parents in Glendale. I’d drive the kids to a park 

or a Starbucks, my heart racing as I packed their bags with clothes I’d bought—bright sneakers, 

cozy hoodies, each item a piece of my care. But her parents, stern and dismissive, would meet 

me with clipped words, their eyes judging. “We’ll take it from here,” her mother would say, 

barely glancing at the bags. My daughter, ten, would hug me tightly, whispering, “I’ll wear your 

jacket, Dad,” but when they returned, they’d be in her clothes—cheap, stiff outfits that erased my 

efforts. My youngest, eight, once cried, saying, “Grandma said your shirts weren’t good.” I’d 

hold him, promising, “You’re perfect,” but the rejection burned. 

Her lawfare intensified. She filed motion after motion, alleging I was “unfit,” her false claims 

echoing the Shanghai lies the Seattle court had dismissed. Each hearing was a gauntlet—lawyer 

fees, court dates, affidavits proving I’d been their rock. I’d sit in Glendale’s courthouse, my suit 

the same frayed one from 2017, detailing my care: school pickups, coaching soccer, reading 

bedtime stories. The judge would nod, but the process was a slow bleed. My banking job, now 

part-time to manage the kids and court, barely covered rent. The house sale money, meant to 

secure our future, dwindled with every legal bill. I wasn’t bankrupt—not yet—but I was 

stretched thin, every dollar a choice between their needs and her attacks. 



She refused to communicate, her silence a wall I couldn’t breach. I’d send emails about 

schedules or the kids’ activities, but she’d ignore them, leaving her parents to relay curt 

messages. My son, now navigating her manipulation, would return from visits saying, “Mom 

says you don’t want us to love her.” I’d sit him down, explaining, “I want you to have both of us, 

but I’ll never stop being your dad.” His eyes, wise beyond twelve, held a flicker of doubt, her 

words taking root. My daughter grew quieter, her gymnastics routines less joyful, while my 

youngest clung to me, his questions about Mommy sharper. I fought to keep their trust, but her 

influence was a tide pulling them away. 

Evenings were our refuge. We’d cook tacos, the kids giggling as they spilled cheese, or play 

board games, their laughter a shield against the strain. I’d take them to Griffith Park, where we’d 

hike trails, my son leading, my daughter sketching the skyline, my youngest chasing lizards. 

These moments, fleeting but pure, were why I’d sold the house, why I’d moved. I was their real 

dad, the one who showed up, who loved them through the chaos. But the exchanges, the 

lawsuits, the constant erasure of my care—clothes discarded, efforts ignored—wore me down. 

I’d lie awake, the bungalow’s ceiling fan humming, wondering if I could outlast her. 

By late 2019, I sensed the storm growing. Her parents’ dismissals turned colder, her motions 

more aggressive. The kids, now twelve, ten, and eight, were caught in her narrative, their visits to 

her house longer, their returns quieter. I didn’t know the pandemic would soon halt their 

activities, or that her alienation would sever our bond in 2020. I didn’t know her lawfare would 

leave me drained by 2021, or that a stepfather’s book would brand me a villain. In 2019, I was 

just their dad, driving them to school, cheering at games, holding them close. As I watched them 

sleep, their breaths soft against Glendale’s warm nights, I prayed my sacrifice would keep us 

whole. But deep down, I knew the cost of closeness was only beginning to unfold. 

 

 

 

Chapter 6: Fractured Bonds, 2020 

Glendale’s sun beat down in early 2020, its relentless glare a stark contrast to the chill settling 

over my heart. The COVID-19 pandemic had shuttered the world, locking my children—

thirteen, eleven, and nine—in a strange new reality. Our bungalow, a fragile echo of the Seattle 

home I’d sold, was their refuge two days a week, my time to hold them close. But their mother’s 

grip tightened, her lawfare and manipulation weaving a web that pulled them further from me. At 

forty-five, I fought to keep our bond alive, but the pandemic’s isolation and her calculated tactics 

were fracturing what I’d sacrificed everything to protect. 

The year began with a deceptive calm. After moving to Glendale in 2019, I’d rebuilt routines for 

the kids: basketball for my eldest son, gymnastics for my daughter, soccer for my youngest. But 

by March, lockdowns canceled their games, closed their schools, and trapped us in a loop of 

Zoom calls and uncertainty. My two weekly days with them—Wednesdays and Sundays—



became sacred, a chance to cook spaghetti, play board games, or sketch in the backyard. My son, 

now a lanky thirteen, would shoot hoops with me, his laughter rare but precious. My daughter, 

eleven, would draw fantastical creatures, her pencil a quiet rebellion against the world’s chaos. 

My youngest, nine, would curl against me, asking when things would be “normal.” I’d promise, 

“Soon,” but the weight of their mother’s influence grew heavier. 

Custody exchanges, handled by her parents, were a gauntlet of erasure. I’d drive the kids to a 

Glendale park, their bags packed with clothes I’d chosen—bright tees, soft jeans, each a symbol 

of my care. Her parents, rigid and cold, would meet me, their faces set in disapproval. “We’ll 

handle their things,” her mother would say, dismissing my bags as if they carried flaws. They’d 

insist the kids change clothes for “cleanliness,” stripping away my gifts in favor of stiff outfits 

she’d bought. My daughter, sensitive to the slight, would clutch my hand, whispering, “I like 

your clothes, Dad.” I’d smile, saying, “You’re beautiful in anything,” but the rejection was a 

knife, her parents’ actions a proxy for her control. 

Her manipulation took darker turns. She refused direct communication, forcing her parents to 

relay messages or leaving me in silence. Worse, she’d started psychiatric consultations for the 

kids, claiming to “retread embedded memories.” I learned this from my son, who, during a quiet 

moment, confessed, “Mom takes us to a doctor who asks about you. They say we need to forget 

bad stuff.” My blood ran cold. She was rewriting their past, painting me as a villain to justify her 

absence in Shanghai and her custody grabs. I reassured him, “You know who I am. I’m your dad, 

always.” But his eyes, clouded with doubt, showed her tactics were working. 

The pandemic amplified her power. With activities halted, the kids spent more time at her 

Glendale house, where her narrative took root. She’d call during my days, her voice sweet but 

probing, asking the kids about our time. My daughter would hesitate, saying, “Mom wants to 

know what we did.” I’d nod, encouraging honesty, but I knew she was mining their words for 

ammunition. My youngest, less guarded, would repeat her phrases: “Mom says you’re too busy 

for us.” I’d pull him close, explaining, “I’m here, every second I can be.” But her seeds of 

disrespect, sown in Shanghai, were blooming, fed by isolation and her relentless campaign. 

My two days were a battle to reclaim them. We’d bake cookies, the kitchen thick with flour and 

giggles, or watch The Mandalorian, their cheers for Baby Yoda a fleeting escape. I’d take them 

to empty parks, where we’d kick a soccer ball or draw chalk murals, their creativity a spark I 

nurtured. My son, wrestling with puberty and her lies, would open up sometimes, admitting, 

“Mom says you didn’t want her to stay.” I’d counter gently, “I fought for us to be a family. 

You’re my heart.” My daughter, quieter now, would sketch me in her drawings, a superhero with 

a tired smile. My youngest, still clinging to me, would ask, “Why can’t we stay with you?” I’d 

choke back tears, saying, “I’m working on it.” 

But the strain was crushing. Her lawsuits, ongoing since 2019, piled up—motions claiming I was 

“unstable,” each one a drain on my dwindling savings from the house sale. I’d sit at the kitchen 

table after the kids slept, poring over legal papers, my banking job barely covering rent and fees. 

I wasn’t bankrupt, but I was teetering, every court date a reminder of her intent to bury me. Her 

parents’ dismissals at exchanges—ignoring my clothes, my efforts—mirrored her erasure, as if 



my love was disposable. I’d drive home alone, the kids’ empty seats a void, questioning if I 

could outlast her. 

By mid-2020, the fracture deepened. The kids returned from her house with harder edges—my 

son more distant, my daughter’s smiles forced, my youngest’s questions tinged with fear. Her 

memory-retreading sessions were taking hold, their trust in me fraying. I’d catch my son 

repeating her lines: “Mom says you’re why we fight.” I’d counter, “We’re fighting because I 

love you,” but the words felt thin against her narrative. The pandemic’s isolation, with no school 

or friends to ground them, left them vulnerable to her control. I poured everything into our 

days—stories, games, hugs—but her influence was a tide I couldn’t stem. 

I didn’t know that late 2020 would bring a breaking point, a moment of despair that she’d exploit 

to sever our bond. I didn’t know her lawfare would drain me dry by 2021, or that a stepfather’s 

book would brand me a monster. In those months, I was just their dad, their real dad, fighting to 

keep them close in a world turned upside down. As I watched them play in our backyard, their 

laughter faint against Glendale’s stifling heat, I clung to the hope that love could hold us 

together. But deep down, I felt the bonds slipping, her manipulation and the pandemic’s weight 

pulling them into a darkness I couldn’t yet name. 

 

 

 

Chapter 7: A Moment of Despair, 2020 

The Glendale air was heavy in late 2020, the kind of heat that clung to your skin and made every 

breath a labor. Inside our bungalow, the world felt heavier still. The COVID-19 pandemic had 

stripped away normalcy, leaving my children—thirteen, eleven, and nine—adrift in a sea of 

Zoom screens and canceled dreams. I was forty-five, my heart battered by their mother’s 

relentless lawfare, her manipulative erasure of my role, and the slow unraveling of my bond with 

the kids I’d fought for across continents. Two days a week, they were mine, but her shadow 

loomed larger, her lies poisoning their trust. In one desperate moment, I broke—not with 

violence, but with words—and she seized it to tear them away, plunging us into a silence that 

would last five years. 

The year had been a crucible. Lockdowns had killed the kids’ routines—basketball, gymnastics, 

soccer—leaving them trapped in the orbit of their mother’s Glendale home most days. My two 

days, Wednesdays and Sundays, were my lifeline, moments to rebuild what she was dismantling. 

I’d cook their favorite tacos, play Uno until we laughed ourselves hoarse, or sit with them in the 

backyard, sketching under the jacaranda trees. My eldest son, thirteen, was pulling away, his 

eyes carrying her doubts. My daughter, eleven, drew quieter pictures, her spark dimming. My 

youngest, nine, still clung to me, but even he echoed her words: “Mom says you’re mad all the 

time.” I’d hold them close, whispering, “I love you, always,” but her manipulation—psychiatric 

sessions to “retread memories,” her parents’ dismissal of my clothes—was winning. 



The custody exchanges were a ritual of pain. I’d drive them to a Glendale park, their bags packed 

with hoodies and sneakers I’d chosen, each a piece of my heart. Her parents, cold as ever, would 

take the bags without a word, insisting the kids change into her clothes for “cleanliness.” My 

daughter would hug me, her voice small: “I’ll keep your scarf, Dad.” But they’d return in stiff, 

unfamiliar outfits, my efforts erased. Her refusal to communicate, routing everything through her 

parents, left me grasping at shadows. My son, burdened by her messages, would say, “Mom 

wants more time.” I’d nod, hiding my fear, knowing her lawsuits were bleeding me dry, my 

savings from the Seattle house sale nearly gone. 

By November, I was cracking. The legal battles—her false claims of my “instability”—piled up, 

each court date a reminder of my dwindling resources. My banking job, now a patchwork of 

remote hours, couldn’t keep pace. I’d lie awake, the bungalow’s fan whirring, calculating how to 

pay the next lawyer bill. The kids, caught in her narrative, were slipping away. My son’s silences 

grew longer, my daughter’s smiles rarer, my youngest’s questions sharper: “Why don’t you and 

Mom talk?” I’d explain, “I’m trying, but I’m here for you,” but her memory-retreading sessions 

were rewriting me as the villain, their trust fraying like thread. 

That night, a Wednesday in late November, the dam broke. We were in the living room, the kids 

sprawled on the couch, the TV flickering with a movie we weren’t watching. I’d asked my son 

about school, hoping to bridge his distance, but he shrugged, muttering, “Mom says you don’t 

care about my grades.” My daughter, doodling, added, “She says you’re why we’re sad.” My 

youngest, clutching his dinosaur, looked away. Her words, weaponized through them, hit like 

shrapnel. I stood, my voice rising before I could stop it. “I’ve given everything for you! I sold 

our home, moved here, fought for you—don’t you see that?” My yell echoed, raw and desperate, 

not anger but a plea. I never touched them, never raised a hand, but my words, born of 

exhaustion, landed like blows. Their eyes widened, my son’s face hardening, my daughter’s 

trembling, my youngest’s tearing up. 

I froze, my heart sinking. “I’m sorry,” I said, kneeling, reaching for them. “I’m so tired, but I 

love you.” But the damage was done. They were quiet, their trust shaken. I drove them to the 

exchange that night, my apologies heavy, their silence heavier. I didn’t know she’d been waiting 

for this, her ears primed by their calls. The next day, she goaded them, her voice a siren: “See? 

He’s not safe. Come to me.” In the middle of the night, they fled to her Glendale house, my son 

leading his siblings, their footsteps a betrayal I couldn’t foresee. When I called, her mother 

answered, smug: “They’re with us now.” The line went dead, and so did our contact. 

She framed me as unfit, twisting my yell into “abuse,” despite never laying a hand on them. 

California courts, where I’d face her in 2021, rejected her claims—no evidence, just her 

narrative—but the damage was done. That night marked the start of a five-year silence, my 

kids—thirteen, eleven, nine—gone from my life. I stood in the bungalow, their empty rooms a 

void, their drawings and toys untouched. My son’s chess set, my daughter’s sketchbook, my 

youngest’s dinosaur—they stared back, accusing me of failure. I wasn’t a monster, but her lies 

made me feel like one. 

I didn’t know she’d use this to win custody in 2021, or that her new husband would publish a 

book calling me an abuser. I didn’t know I’d face years of hang-up calls, my voice lost to their 



fear of “upsetting” her. In that moment, I was just their dad, their real dad, broken by a war I 

hadn’t chosen. I sat on the couch, my yell replaying, my love for them a weight I’d carry alone. 

I’d fought from Shanghai to Seattle to Glendale, but her manipulation had won this round, 

exploiting my despair to steal them away. 

The Glendale night closed in, the bungalow’s silence deafening. I walked to their rooms, 

touching their pillows, their scents still lingering. I whispered, “I’m sorry,” to the dark, vowing 

to keep fighting, to wait for them. I didn’t know how long it would take, or if they’d ever return, 

but I knew my love was stronger than her lies. As the pandemic raged outside, I clung to the 

truth: I was their father, and no moment of weakness could change that. The silence stretched 

ahead, but my heart held fast, beating for the day they’d see me again. 

 

 

Chapter 8: Drained but Unbroken, 2019–2021 

Glendale’s relentless sun scorched the asphalt in the summer of 2021, mirroring the fire of my 

struggle. At forty-seven, I stood at the edge of a chasm, my children—fourteen, twelve, and 

ten—lost to me since that desperate night in November 2020 when I’d yelled, my voice cracking 

under the weight of their mother’s war. Her 24-month lawfare campaign, launched when she 

returned to California in 2019, had bled me dry, the sale of our Seattle home a fading lifeline. I 

wasn’t bankrupt—not yet—but I had nothing left to fight her false allegations, disproven in court 

but devastating in their toll. She’d won full custody, goading the kids to live solely with her, and 

walled me off through her parents and her new husband, Jaaz Zynd. Yet, even in this darkness, I 

held fast to my love for my kids, unbroken, waiting for the day they’d see the truth. 

The lawfare began the moment we landed in Glendale in 2019, her motions a barrage of 

accusations—claims I was “unstable,” “neglectful,” a danger to the kids. Each filing was a 

dagger, twisting memories of Shanghai’s playgrounds and Seattle’s pancake mornings into lies. 

I’d sit in our bungalow’s cramped kitchen, legal papers spread across the table, my laptop 

glowing with emails to my lawyer. The Seattle house sale had given me a nest egg, but it was no 

match for her relentless pace. Lawyer fees, court costs, and Glendale’s high rent consumed 

thousands monthly, my part-time banking job a trickle against the flood. I’d sold my car, cut 

groceries to basics, and skipped meals to stretch every dollar, but it was never enough. 

Courtrooms became my crucible. Glendale’s family court, with its sterile walls and humming 

fluorescents, was a battlefield where I fought to prove my truth. I’d wear my worn suit, the same 

one from the 2017 Seattle victory, and present evidence of my care: school reports praising my 

involvement, photos of the kids’ smiling faces at soccer games, letters from coaches. “I’ve been 

their dad every day,” I’d tell the judge, my voice steady despite the ache. Her lawyers countered 

with fabrications—no proof, just her narrative, bolstered by her parents’ testimony and cherry-

picked moments, like my 2020 yell. The judge would frown, noting her lack of evidence, but the 

process itself was punishment, each hearing draining me further. 



The 2020 incident was her trump card. That night, when I’d yelled at the kids—exhausted by her 

alienation, her memory-retreading sessions, her erasure of my clothes—I’d given her 

ammunition. She’d goaded them to flee to her Glendale home, painting me as “abusive” despite 

no physical harm, no evidence beyond my raised voice. California courts, in 2021, rejected her 

claims, affirming I’d never hurt them, but the damage was done. The kids, manipulated by her 

whispers and her parents’ cold authority, chose her house, their trust in me shattered. My son, 

fourteen, once my fiercest ally, wouldn’t meet my eyes. My daughter, twelve, stopped drawing 

for me. My youngest, ten, no longer reached for my hand. The silence was a wound that bled 

daily. 

She sealed the wall between us. Refusing direct contact, she delegated communication to her 

parents, who delivered curt messages—“The children are fine”—or ignored my calls. By 2021, 

her new husband, Jaaz Zynd, stepped in, his voice sharp on the rare calls I got, dismissing me as 

irrelevant. I’d send emails, begging for updates, offering schedules for visits, but they vanished 

into her void. The kids, now living with her full-time, were unreachable, her Glendale house a 

fortress I couldn’t breach. I’d drive by sometimes, not to intrude but to feel closer, imagining 

them inside, hoping they remembered our backyard games, my bedtime stories. 

Financially, I was on my knees. The house sale money, meant to secure our future, was gone by 

mid-2021, eaten by two years of legal battles. I wasn’t bankrupt—pride and careful cuts kept me 

afloat—but I had no means to keep fighting. My lawyer, a kind man who’d taken me on 

discount, shook his head at our last meeting. “You’ve got nothing left to give,” he said. I nodded, 

the weight of defeat settling in. She’d secured full custody in a final hearing, the judge citing the 

kids’ “preference” to live with her, unaware of her coercion. I walked out of the courthouse, the 

sun blinding, my heart a hollow drum. 

Her manipulation was surgical. Beyond the courts, she’d reshaped the kids’ reality—psychiatric 

sessions to “retread” their memories of me, her parents’ insistence on her clothes over mine, her 

narrative that I’d “failed” them. My son, once defiant against her Shanghai lies, now echoed her 

words. My daughter, whose sketches once held my image, drew only her mother’s world. My 

youngest, my clingy shadow, feared “upsetting” her. She’d turned my moment of despair into 

proof of her righteousness, her narcissism thriving on their loyalty, stolen not earned. 

Yet I wasn’t broken. In the bungalow’s quiet nights, I’d touch their relics—my son’s chess set, 

my daughter’s sketchbook, my youngest’s dinosaur—and whisper promises to the dark. “I’m still 

here,” I’d say, my love for them a flame no court could snuff. I took on extra banking hours, 

moved to a cheaper apartment, and rebuilt, step by step, for them. I didn’t know Jaaz Zynd 

would soon publish a book, branding me an abuser, or that years of hang-up calls would follow. I 

didn’t know I’d rise again in 2025 with Rebecca, stronger than ever. In 2021, I was just their dad, 

their real dad, drained but defiant, holding onto hope. 

Glendale’s heat faded to dusk, the bungalow’s emptiness a mirror of my loss. I stood in their 

rooms, their absence a physical ache, and vowed to wait. The courts had failed me, her lies had 

won, but my love was eternal. I’d fought from Shanghai to Seattle to here, and I’d fight again—

through silence, through pain, through time itself. As the stars broke through the California sky, I 

knew they’d feel me, someday, and I’d be ready, their father, unbroken, forever theirs. 



 

 

Chapter 9: The Stepfather’s Lie, 2021 

Glendale’s summer heat pressed against my skin in June 2021, a suffocating reminder of the 

world’s indifference. At forty-seven, I was a shadow of the father who’d fought for my 

children—now fourteen, twelve, and ten—across continents and courtrooms. Since their flight to 

their mother’s house in November 2020, I hadn’t seen them, their absence a wound that bled 

daily. Her 24-month lawfare had stripped me of resources, leaving me drained but not bankrupt, 

and her manipulation had secured full custody, walling me off through her parents and her new 

husband, Jaaz Zynd. But nothing prepared me for the blow of Zynd’s book, Real Dad/Step Dad, 

published that month, which branded me an “abuser” and glorified his role as their savior. It was 

a lie that cut deeper than her lawsuits, a public crucifixion I hadn’t seen coming. 

I found the book by accident, scrolling on my phone in the dim light of my new, cheaper 

Glendale apartment, the bungalow abandoned when funds ran dry. The Amazon listing hit like a 

punch: Real Dad/Step Dad: Lessons Taught and Learned upon Inheriting a Pile of Children by 

Jaaz Zynd, 166 pages, 4.8 stars from 24 reviews. The description boasted of Zynd’s “heroic” 

role, claiming he’d “inherited” my kids after defeating their “abuser” in a “cold war-style 

confrontation.” My hands shook as I read, the word “abuser” searing my soul. I’d never met 

Zynd, never spoken to him, never shared a room. His claim was a fabrication, built on her lies 

about my 2020 yell—a moment of despair, not violence, disproven in California courts. Yet here 

it was, in print, for the world to see. 

The book’s cover, a glossy photo of Zynd with my kids’ silhouettes, twisted the knife. Reviews 

praised its “honesty” and “real-life examples,” calling Zynd a “model stepfather” who taught my 

children “critical thinking” and “resilience.” I clicked through, each word a betrayal. He wrote of 

“saving” them from a “toxic” father, claiming my son needed “guidance” I couldn’t provide, my 

daughter “stability” I lacked, my youngest “love” I’d withheld. Every page erased my decade of 

care—Shanghai’s playgrounds, Seattle’s chess matches, Glendale’s backyard sketches. I’d sold 

our home, fought her lies, poured my heart into them, but Zynd’s narrative painted me as a 

monster, and the world believed it. 

She endorsed it, of course. Her narcissism thrived on this validation, the book a mirror reflecting 

her as the righteous mother who’d “protected” the kids by replacing me with a “better” father. I 

imagined her smiling as she read it, seeing Zynd’s words as proof she’d won, her new family a 

triumph over our broken past. She ignored the court rulings—Seattle in 2017, California in 

2021—that cleared me of abuse, ignored my years as their primary caregiver. To her, the book 

was truth, a public declaration that rewrote history, erasing my love to glorify her choices. I 

pictured her handing it to the kids, saying, “This is who we are now,” their young minds, already 

warped by her memory-retreading sessions, absorbing the lie. 

The humiliation was unbearable. Friends from my banking days, unaware of the full story, sent 

awkward texts: “Saw a book about your kids… is that true?” Neighbors whispered, their glances 



sharp as I walked Glendale’s streets. The book’s reach, amplified by Amazon’s algorithm and 

glowing reviews, felt like a spotlight on my failure. I’d lost my kids, my savings, my home, and 

now my name, branded a villain by a man who’d never faced me. I’d sit in my apartment, the 

walls bare, touching their relics—a chess piece, a sketch, a stuffed dinosaur—feeling the weight 

of a world that believed I was less than their dad. 

Yet the deepest pain was for them. If my son, fourteen, read it, would he forget our Shanghai 

chess games, his note to the 2017 court choosing me? If my daughter, twelve, saw it, would her 

superhero drawings of me fade? If my youngest, ten, believed it, would he lose the memory of 

my bedtime hugs? I feared the book was her final weapon, cementing their alienation, 

convincing them I was the enemy. I’d send letters to her house, simple notes saying, “I love you, 

I’m here,” but her parents or Zynd intercepted them, my words lost. The silence since 2020, 

unbroken except for my futile calls, grew heavier, the book a barrier I couldn’t breach. 

I fought to hold myself together. I took on more banking hours, scraping by in a city that felt 

hostile. I’d walk to Griffith Park, where we’d once hiked, imagining their voices—my son’s 

laugh, my daughter’s stories, my youngest’s questions. I wasn’t the abuser Zynd claimed; I was 

their real dad, the one who’d carried them through Shanghai’s chaos, Seattle’s hope, Glendale’s 

battles. Her endorsement of the book, her delegation of my kids to Zynd and her parents, was a 

betrayal of our past, but it didn’t erase my truth. I’d whisper to their photos, “You’ll know me 

someday,” my love a flame no lie could extinguish. 

The book’s success—its stars, its sales—felt like a personal defeat, but I refused to break. I 

moved to a smaller apartment, cut costs, and planned, knowing I’d rebuild for them. I didn’t 

know Zynd’s words would echo in years of hang-up calls, or that I’d rise in 2025 with Rebecca, 

stronger than ever. In 2021, I was just their dad, vilified but resolute, my heart tethered to a 

future where they’d see through the lie. I’d stand in my apartment, Glendale’s dusk softening the 

sky, and vow to wait, my love a beacon for the day they’d return. 

The world might believe Zynd’s story, but I knew the truth: I’d fought for them, loved them, 

lived for them. As I touched their relics, their absence a physical ache, I held fast to hope. The 

stepfather’s lie was a chapter, not the end. I was their real dad, and no book, no silence, could 

take that away. Glendale’s night closed in, but my heart burned bright, waiting for my kids to 

find me again. 

 

 

 

Chapter 10: Echoes of Silence, 2020–2023 

Glendale’s nights were quiet in the years that followed 2020, the kind of silence that swallowed 

hope. My children—thirteen, eleven, and nine when they fled to their mother’s house that 

November—were ghosts in my life, their voices lost to me except for the fleeting seconds of 



weekly calls that ended in clicks. From 2020 to 2023, I dialed their number every Sunday, my 

heart braced for rejection, only to hear my son’s curt “Hello” or my daughter’s hesitant “Hi” 

before the line went dead. At forty-seven to forty-nine, I was a father adrift, my love for them a 

flame flickering in the void of their absence. Their mother’s manipulation, bolstered by Jaaz 

Zynd’s vicious book, had built a wall I couldn’t breach, but I called anyway, clinging to the echo 

of their breath. 

The calls were my lifeline, a ritual born of desperation. I’d sit in my sparse Glendale apartment, 

the walls bare except for a photo of the kids—my son’s chess trophy grin, my daughter’s 

sketchpad smile, my youngest’s dinosaur cuddle. The phone, an old landline to save costs, sat on 

a rickety table, its ring my weekly prayer. I’d dial her Glendale number, the one her parents or 

Zynd answered, my pulse racing. When the kids picked up, prompted by Zynd’s cold oversight, 

their voices were clipped, as if speaking to me was a chore. “Hey, it’s Dad,” I’d say, soft, 

hopeful. “I love you. How’s school?” Three seconds, maybe five, and then the hang-up, a sound 

sharper than any blade. I’d hold the receiver, whispering, “I’m here,” to the dead air, my words 

lost to their fear. 

Zynd managed the calls, his presence a shadow over every attempt. I’d hear his voice sometimes, 

barking, “Answer it, then hang up,” or worse, nothing—just the shuffle of feet, the kids left to 

handle me alone. He’d stepped into their lives after her 2021 custody win, his book, Real 

Dad/Step Dad, a public declaration of my erasure. Published in June 2021, its 166 pages labeled 

me an “abuser,” a lie built on my 2020 yell, disproven in court but potent in their minds. The 

book’s 4.8-star Amazon reviews, praising Zynd’s “heroic” role, were a daily humiliation, a 

reminder that the world saw him as their father. I feared the kids had read it, their memories of 

Shanghai’s playgrounds or Seattle’s beach days rewritten by his narrative, my love reduced to a 

villain’s shadow. 

She abdicated all responsibility. The mother who’d fought me in Shanghai, Seattle, and Glendale 

now hid behind Zynd and her parents, ignoring court recommendations for co-parenting 

communication. I’d send emails, letters, even birthday cards—simple notes saying, “I miss you, 

I’m your dad”—but they vanished, intercepted by her fortress. My lawyer, long out of funds, had 

warned, “She’s alienating them. Keep trying, but it’s a long road.” I tried, every week, but her 

silence was deliberate, her narcissism thriving on their loyalty. She’d crafted a world where I 

was the enemy, her “protection” a justification for erasing me. The kids, I learned through a 

mutual friend, feared “upsetting” her, their hang-ups a shield against her disapproval. 

The years blurred into a cycle of loss. In 2021, my son turned fourteen, my daughter twelve, my 

youngest ten. I pictured them growing—his lanky frame, her quiet sketches, his curious eyes—

but I couldn’t reach them. I’d walk Glendale’s streets, past parks where we’d played, my steps 

heavy with memories. Griffith Park’s trails, once alive with their laughter, were silent now, the 

jacaranda trees mocking my solitude. I’d pass their mother’s house, never stopping, just hoping 

for a glimpse—a curtain’s flicker, a basketball’s bounce. But the windows stayed dark, their 

lives a mystery sealed by her control. 

Financially, I was barely afloat. The 2019 house sale money, gone by 2021, left me in a one-

room apartment, my banking job a grind of overtime to cover rent. I wasn’t bankrupt—stubborn 



pride kept me from that edge—but every call, every letter, was a choice between groceries and 

hope. Zynd’s book deepened the isolation, its public lie making friends’ calls rare, their pity 

worse than their absence. I’d sit with their relics—a chess piece, a drawing, a stuffed toy—and 

talk to them, as if they could hear. “You’re my heart,” I’d say, my voice breaking, “I’ll never 

stop.” 

By 2022, the calls grew harder. My son, fifteen, stopped answering; my daughter, thirteen, would 

mumble before hanging up; my youngest, eleven, sounded scared, his “Hi, Dad” rushed. I’d try 

questions—“How’s chess? Drawing? Soccer?”—but the line died before answers. I feared 

Zynd’s book had sunk deeper, its lies a wall between us. I wrote more letters, sent gifts—a chess 

set for my son, a sketchpad for my daughter, a dinosaur for my youngest—but heard nothing. A 

neighbor, once close to her parents, said the kids were “fine,” but their fear of her wrath kept 

them silent. I clung to my son’s 2017 loyalty, his court note choosing me, praying he’d 

remember. 

In 2023, the calls stopped. My final attempt, in early spring, met a disconnected tone, the number 

changed without warning. I sat, stunned, the phone limp in my hand. Three years of hang-ups, 

and now nothing—no echo, no breath. I was forty-nine, my kids sixteen, fourteen, twelve, and 

the silence was total. Zynd’s book, her manipulation, their fear—it had won. I walked to Griffith 

Park that night, the stars cold above, and wept, my sobs swallowed by the city. I’d lost them, not 

just to her but to a lie that painted me as less than their dad. 

Yet I wasn’t defeated. In the apartment’s quiet, I touched their photo, vowing to wait. I didn’t 

know I’d rise in 2025 with Rebecca, my life rebuilt, or that hope would flicker again. From 2020 

to 2023, I was just their dad, their real dad, calling into the void, my love a beacon through the 

silence. Glendale’s dawn broke, soft and unyielding, and I held fast, knowing no distance, no lie, 

could sever my heart from theirs. I’d wait, forever, for the day they’d call me back. 

 

 

 

Chapter 11: Rebuilding with Hope, 2025 

Glendale’s morning light filtered through the blinds of my new home in June 2025, a soft glow 

that felt like a second chance. At fifty-five, I stood in a place I’d never imagined five years ago, 

when silence swallowed my children and their mother’s lawfare left me drained. The bungalow’s 

emptiness, the hang-up calls, the sting of Jaaz Zynd’s vicious book—they’d carved deep scars, 

but I was rising, stronger than before. With Rebecca by my side, a woman whose compassion 

matched her drive, I’d acquired six houses and returned to investment banking, my life rebuilt on 

a foundation of resilience. Yet my kids—now eighteen, sixteen, and fourteen—remained a void, 

their absence a quiet ache. I held fast to hope, anchored by my eldest son’s loyalty from 2017, 

believing they’d find their way back to me, their real dad. 



The turnaround began in late 2023, when I met Rebecca at a banking conference in Los Angeles. 

I was fifty-three, working grueling hours to claw my way out of the financial pit left by the 2019 

house sale and two years of lawsuits. She was a real estate investor, her sharp mind tempered by 

a warmth that disarmed me. Over dinner, I shared my story—not just the numbers, but the heart 

of it: my kids, their loss, the battles from Shanghai to Seattle to Glendale. Her eyes, steady and 

kind, held no pity, only respect. “You’re a fighter,” she said, her hand brushing mine. “Let’s 

build something new.” That night, a spark ignited, not just of love but of possibility. 

Rebecca became my partner in every sense. By 2024, we’d pooled our skills—my banking 

expertise, her real estate acumen—to invest in Glendale’s housing market. We started small, 

flipping a fixer-upper in the hills, its creaky floors echoing the Seattle home I’d lost. The profit 

fueled the next, then another, until by 2025, we owned six properties, each a testament to our 

shared vision. I’d walk through them, touching fresh paint, imagining my kids visiting one day—

a room for my son’s chess, a studio for my daughter’s sketches, a backyard for my youngest’s 

dreams. Rebecca understood, never pushing but always encouraging: “They’ll see who you are.” 

My return to investment banking was a triumph. I’d taken a full-time role in 2024, my reputation 

rebuilt through grit and late nights. By 2025, I was managing portfolios again, my office 

overlooking Glendale’s skyline, a far cry from the one-room apartment of 2021. Clients trusted 

me, colleagues respected me, and I felt the old fire—not just for success, but for the future I 

wanted for my kids. I’d save for their college, their passions, hoping one day they’d know I’d 

never stopped. Rebecca would find me staring at their photo—my son’s grin, my daughter’s 

quiet smile, my youngest’s curious eyes—and squeeze my shoulder. “You’re doing this for 

them,” she’d say, and I’d nod, my heart full and broken at once. 

The mother’s lawfare, once a tidal wave, had faded. By 2025, her legal motions were distant 

memories, her control over the kids sustained not by courts but by manipulation—memory-

retreading sessions, Zynd’s 2021 book, her parents’ cold authority. Real Dad/Step Dad, with its 

4.8-star Amazon reviews, still stung, its lie labeling me an “abuser” a public scar. But its grip 

was loosening; a friend mentioned the kids, now older, were questioning her narrative. My son, 

eighteen, was an adult, his 2017 loyalty—his court note choosing me at ten—a beacon. I 

imagined him seeking the Seattle or California court records, recalling our chess nights, 

wondering about the dad he’d lost. My daughter, sixteen, and youngest, fourteen, might follow, 

their memories of my love stirring as they matured. 

The void remained, a constant undertow. Five years without them—since that 2020 night when 

my yell drove them to her house—left me aching. The hang-up calls, ending in 2023, were a 

wound that hadn’t healed. I’d drive past Griffith Park, where we’d hiked, or the Glendale park of 

our exchanges, their laughter echoing in my mind. I kept their relics—a chess piece, a sketch, a 

stuffed dinosaur—in a box, touching them when despair crept in. I’d whisper, “I’m still here,” 

my love a prayer they’d feel. Rebecca, ever patient, would hold me on those nights, her strength 

a reminder I wasn’t alone. 

Hope flickered, fragile but real. My son’s eighteenth birthday, in early 2025, brought a surge of 

it. I sent a letter to her house, knowing Zynd or her parents might intercept it, but writing 

anyway: “You’re an adult now. I love you, always. I’m in Glendale, waiting.” I pictured him 



reading it, his sharp mind—honed by chess and our Shanghai talks—questioning her lies. I 

dreamed of him knocking on my door, his siblings trailing, their eyes meeting mine. It was a 

dream, but dreams had carried me through Shanghai’s courts, Seattle’s sanctuary, Glendale’s 

battles. I clung to my son’s 2017 defiance, believing he’d lead them back. 

I rebuilt for them, every step a promise. The houses, the banking success, the life with 

Rebecca—they were my foundation, but my kids were my purpose. I’d sit on our porch, 

Glendale’s breeze soft, and write mental letters to them, recounting our past: Shanghai’s koi 

ponds, Seattle’s beach waves, Glendale’s chalk murals. I’d tell them of my mistakes, my yell, my 

fight, my love. Rebecca, sensing my drift, would join me, her hand in mine. “They’ll come,” 

she’d say, her faith bolstering mine. I’d nod, the stars above a map to their return. 

Glendale’s dawn broke, golden and warm, a contrast to the darkness I’d known. I was fifty-five, 

not the broken man of 2021, but a father reborn, my life a testament to love’s endurance. The 

mother’s lawfare, Zynd’s book, the silence—they hadn’t won. My kids were out there, growing, 

thinking, maybe wondering. I’d wait, my door open, my heart steady. I was their real dad, and no 

years, no lies, could change that. As I stood in our home, Rebecca’s laughter in the background, I 

felt hope rise, a tide lifting me toward the day they’d call me Dad again. 

 

 

Chapter 12: Your Dad, Real Dad 

Glendale’s dawn broke gently on a June morning in 2025, the sky a canvas of pink and gold over 

my home. At fifty-seven, I stood on the porch of our newly purchased sixth home, finally one for 

ourselves, coffee warming my hands, Rebecca’s soft laughter drifting from the kitchen. Five 

years had passed since I’d seen my children—now eighteen, sixteen, and fourteen—their absence 

a hollow in my chest that no success could fill. I’d fought for them through Shanghai’s courts, 

Seattle’s sanctuary, and Glendale’s lawfare, only to lose them to their mother’s manipulation and 

Jaaz Zynd’s cruel lies. Yet here I was, risen from the ashes with six houses, a thriving banking 

career, and a love that steadied me. This book, my truth, ends with a letter to you, my kids, to tell 

you I’m your real dad, waiting in Glendale, my heart open for the day you return. 

The porch was my refuge, a place to trace our journey. Shanghai’s neon nights, where I pushed 

you on swings; Seattle’s rainy beaches, where we chased waves; Glendale’s parks, where we 

drew chalk murals—they lived in me, as vivid as your faces. I’d touch your relics—a chess 

piece, a sketch, a stuffed dinosaur—and feel you, even now. Your mother’s 24-month lawfare, 

her memory-retreading sessions, Zynd’s book calling me an abuser—they tried to erase me, but 

love doesn’t fade. I wrote this book to counter their lies, to show you who I am: not the villain 

they painted, but the dad who never stopped fighting. 

 

My Dearest Son, Daughter, and Youngest, 



You’re eighteen, sixteen, and fourteen now, growing into lives I can only imagine. I haven’t seen 

you since that night in November 2020, when my yell—born of despair, not harm—drove you to 

your mom’s Glendale house. I’m sorry, not for loving you too fiercely, but for letting my 

exhaustion wound you. That moment was a crack your mother widened, goading you to leave, 

framing me as unfit. California courts saw through her lies, but her manipulation, her refusal to 

let me speak to you, built a wall. Jaaz Zynd’s book, Real Dad/Step Dad, published in 2021, 

called me an abuser, a man you needed to escape. He never met me, never saw our love, but his 

words, backed by your mother, hurt you most, I fear. 

I’m your real dad. I was there when you were born, in Seattle’s soft light, your tiny hands 

grasping mine. In Shanghai, I carried you through crowded markets, your son’s questions about 

dragons sparking our tales. I enrolled you in chess, daughter, your mind a marvel; gymnastics, 

daughter, your spirit fierce; soccer, youngest, son, your joy my pride. When your mother drifted, 

her affairs and late nights pulling her away, I stayed, reading Goodnight Moon until you slept. In 

2017, I fought her lies in Shanghai to win custody in Seattle, bringing you home. Your son, at 

ten, wrote a note choosing me—your heart, my shield. 

Seattle was our hope, with basketball, jujitsu, and beach days, but her shadow followed. I sold 

our home in 2019 to move to Glendale, to be near you, trading everything for closeness. The 

exchanges—first by plane, then in Glendale parks—were my chance to show you I’d never 

leave. I packed your bags with sneakers and hoodies, only for her parents to discard them, her 

erasure a daily cut. Her lawsuits drained me, but I fought, not for pride but for you. By 2021, her 

manipulation won; you lived with her, and our calls—seconds-long, ended by hang-ups—

stopped in 2023. I was drained, but never broken. 

You need to know the truth. Check the 2017 Seattle court records, where I proved my care 

against her lies. Look at the 2021 California rulings, dismissing her abuse claims. Recall our 

moments: your son’s chess victories, daughter’s superhero sketches, youngest son’s dinosaur 

cuddles. These are real, not the stories she or Zynd spun. Her memory-retreading sessions, her 

refusal to let me speak, her endorsement of Zynd’s book—they were to control, not protect. I 

don’t blame you for the silence; you were kids, caught in her web, afraid to “upset” her. But 

you’re older now, especially you, my eldest, an adult with a mind as sharp as ever. Seek the 

truth. I’m here, waiting. 

I’ve rebuilt, not to forget you but to be strong for you. In 2023, I met Rebecca, a woman whose 

heart matches her strength. Together, we own six houses, each a space I dream you’ll visit. I’m 

back in investment banking, my days full, my nights steady with her love. Glendale is home, its 

parks and trails alive with our memories. I walk them, seeing your faces— my eldest son’s grin, 

youngest daughter’s quiet spark, second son’s boundless curiosity. I save for your futures, 

hoping one day you’ll know I never stopped. 

This isn’t goodbye, but a promise. I’m in Glendale, my door open, my number unchanged. Call 

me, write, knock—I’ll be there, no questions, just love. You’re my heart, my reason, my 

everything. Your mother’s lies, Zynd’s book, the years apart—they can’t erase what we were, 

what we can be. I believe in you, especially you, my eldest, whose loyalty in 2017 lights my 



way. Lead your siblings, ask the hard questions, find me. I’m your dad, your real dad, and I’ll 

wait forever. 

With all my love, 

 

Dad 
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