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Author's Note

This is not a story about getting rich overnight.

It is the story of a kid who grew up hearing adults worry about
money, became obsessed with finding a way out, stumbled into the
stock market, lost repeatedly, finally found an approach that made
sense, got overconfident when it started working, and had to rebuild
his life and his trading from the ground up.

Some details are told from memory, and certain names and
identifying details have been changed or omitted. The trading
examples in this book are included to explain my personal journey.
They are not recommendations or promises of future results.

What I hope you take from this book is not that you should trade
exactly like me. It is that you can start without an elite pedigree, a
Wall Street family, or a perfect plan. You can make mistakes, learn,
adapt, and create an approach that fits who you really are.

If there is one idea underneath every chapter, it is this: take
calculated risk. Understand what you can lose, keep enough
ammunition to keep going, and still give yourself a real chance to
win.

One trade can change your account. Consistency is what changes
your life.
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Prologue: The Treadmill

I thought the market might be my way out. | had no idea it would
nearly destroy me before it changed my life.

The stock market entered my life on a treadmill.

I was in my early twenties, walking for what felt like forever
because I had gained a lot of weight and had turned into a gym rat.
Directly in front of me was CNBC. Men in suits were talking about
companies, interest rates, earnings, and money. Along the bottom of
the screen, stock symbols and prices crawled from one side to the
other.

Apple would be at one price on Monday and a higher price on
Tuesday. A company could gain five percent while I was sweating
through another hour of cardio. I remember thinking, Imagine
owning that. Imagine making money without tearing up tile,
crawling around on your knees, or waiting two weeks for a
paycheck.

The moving numbers felt familiar. As a kid, I collected Pokemon
cards and sports cards. I would buy the monthly price guides and
study the arrows next to the cards. A player had a good season and
his card moved up. A card became harder to find and its price
changed. I liked tracking value, momentum, and scarcity before I
knew those were financial concepts.

The stock ticker looked like the grown-up version of the card guide.

At that point in my life, I was still at a community college, still living
at home, and still unsure what I was supposed to become. The
people around me had practical plans. They were going to be
doctors, teachers, police officers, or employees with a steady
paycheck and a pension. I had spent most of my life being told that
security was the goal.

But security had never looked very secure to me.

The adults around me worked hard and still worried about money.
My mother picked up overtime. My father had done physical labor



until his knees and back hurt. People with supposedly safe jobs still
complained about bills, debt, retirement, and not having enough.

Watching those prices move across the television, I saw another
possibility. I did not know how the market worked. I did not
understand risk. I did not know the difference between a good trade,
a lucky trade, and a terrible trade that happened to make money.

I only knew one thing: I wanted in.
I thought the market might be my way out.

I had no idea it would nearly destroy me before it changed my life.

e o o

Chapter 1: The Florida Kid

Money became the background noise of my life.

Long before I watched stock quotes on a treadmill, I was a Florida
kid with a fishing pole.

I grew up around Tampa. We moved from West Tampa, a mostly
working- and middle-class Hispanic area, to a quieter community
north of the city where there were lakes, ponds, and enough open
land for a kid to disappear outside until dinner.

I spent countless evenings in a little jon boat, bass fishing after
school. There was a pond next to our house, and being around water
became part of my identity. I thought it was normal to catch turtles,
see alligators glide toward the boat, walk through saltwater grass
flats looking for crabs, and fish in places where most people would
worry about sharks or stingrays.

One morning, our neighbor's collie was gone. It was a big dog,
maybe seventy pounds, the kind that looked like Lassie. A huge
alligator had taken it. That sounds like a television story when I tell
it now. At the time, it was simply part of growing up in Florida.

That outdoor life never left me. Even after trading became my
career, fishing remained the place where my mind could slow down.
There is something about making cast after cast, studying the water,



and believing the next spot might hold the fish you have been
looking for all day. Trading eventually gave me the same feeling:
preparation, patience, uncertainty, and the possibility that the next
opportunity could be the one that changes everything.

But my childhood was not only fishing and alligators.

Around age eleven, my parents began a divorce that lasted roughly
two years. By the time I was thirteen, the financial structure of our
home had changed completely. My father had worked in tile, but the
work had taken a toll on his back and knees. My mother had to keep
the house over our heads, which meant working overtime and
picking up night shifts.

Money became the background noise of my life.

I heard conversations on the phone about bills. I heard adults
discuss overtime, what things cost, and how much was left. We went
from what felt like a normal middle-class life to a household where
every purchase mattered. My mother would pick up my sister and
me, and we ate inexpensive fast food because it stretched the money
farther and saved time when she was working so much.

When you are a kid, you may not understand the numbers, but you
understand the tension.

Ilearned that money was important because the absence of it
changed the mood in the house. It changed where I went to school. I
had attended a small private school, but after the divorce that was
no longer realistic. I moved into public school and started thinking
less about what I wanted to be and more about how quickly I could
work.

My first exposure to physical labor came through my father. I helped
with tile jobs in the summer. We would ride in a hot van with no air-
conditioning, arrive at somebody else's house, pull out flooring,
carry material, and spend hours bent over. I wore knee pads and
still felt the work in my lower back and legs.

I was barely a teenager, but I knew almost immediately: I do not
want to do this for the rest of my life.

There is nothing wrong with honest physical work. It fed families
and paid bills. But I saw exactly what it could do to a body over
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decades, and I did not want my future determined by how long my
knees could hold up.

At fifteen, I got an official job with the school board in an after-
school and summer program. I would leave high school early, arrive
around one in the afternoon, and work with children until the
evening. I helped with tutoring, sports, and activities.

The paycheck was not large. After taxes and deductions, I remember
thinking that a lot of money disappeared before it ever reached me.
Still, earning a couple hundred dollars a week felt meaningful. Some
of it went toward saving for a car. Some of it helped buy groceries at
Walmart.

Most teenagers use a first paycheck to buy shoes or electronics. I was
thinking about food in the house and transportation so I could keep
working.

My family encouraged stability. Become a teacher. Work for the
police department. Join the post office. Find a government job with
benefits. Put in thirty years and collect a pension. These were
reasonable suggestions from people who wanted me protected from
financial uncertainty.

The problem was that I could not picture myself doing the same
thing every day for thirty years.

I did not play high school sports. I never took the SAT. College did
not feel like a realistic destination because college cost money. I was
a C student without much academic direction, and when I eventually
enrolled at a community college, I drifted. I would attend classes,
lose interest, struggle, and return to the one thing that felt concrete:
working and making money.

I was on a path, but it did not lead anywhere I wanted to go.

Then I started dating a young woman who planned to become a
doctor. She was ambitious. Her friends were ambitious. Some were
dating athletes with bright futures. I looked at that world and felt
like the broke guy standing outside the window.

That feeling embarrassed me, but it also woke me up.



I did not suddenly become a perfect student. I did not transform
overnight. I simply began asking a different question: What could I
become if I stopped accepting the path I was already on?

Around that time, I was spending hours at the gym. The television
was tuned to financial news. The prices moved. The people on
screen spoke a language I did not understand, but they looked like
they operated in a world where money was not merely a source of
fear.

For the first time, I could imagine money as something that moved,
multiplied, and created options.

That idea became an obsession.

WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME

Financial stress shapes children even when nobody explains the numbers
to them.

Hard work matters, but working hard without a direction can keep you
trapped.

Sometimes embarrassment becomes useful when it forces you to admit
that you want a different life.

The first step is not having the perfect plan. It is believing another path
exists.

You do not need certainty to move forward. You need a downside you can
survive and a reason the upside is worth pursuing.

Chapter 2: No Seat at the Table

That tiny technical detail felt like an entire industry telling me | did
not belong.

Once I decided that finance might be my way forward, I went all in.

I transferred from community college into the University of South
Florida and studied finance. I was not interested in becoming an
expert on every part of corporate finance. Free cash flow models
and international finance did not excite me the way the market did.
I wanted to understand the part where prices moved and money
could be made.



After applying on Craigslist and online to different trading firms, I
stumbled upon a childhood friend whose father had started a small
trading firm with another guy. That is where I got my first chance to
intern. I helped around the office, watched them trade during the
day, and studied educational binders filled with charts, patterns, and
trading strategies.

It was not some Wall Street family connection. It was a random
break that came after I kept looking for a way into the business. At
that point, I would take almost any legitimate opportunity that put
me closer to traders and closer to the screen.

From my perspective, these guys had figured out a secret life. Some
days they made hundreds or thousands of dollars. I did not
understand that their accounts were much larger than mine or that
a few thousand dollars on a large portfolio was very different from
making a few thousand dollars on a tiny account.

I saw the result, not the scale or the risk behind it.

That is common when you are new. You watch someone make
money and assume the opportunity is simple. You do not see the
years of experience, the capital at risk, the losing days, or the
emotional cost.

I opened small brokerage accounts, usually with a few hundred
dollars and sometimes as much as a couple thousand. Then I traded
the exact things that attract people who do not have much money:
penny stocks, futures, and foreign exchange.

They looked accessible because the entry price was low or the
leverage was high.

That accessibility was an illusion.

A cheap stock can still lose nearly all its value. A leveraged
instrument can wipe out an account before you fully understand
what happened. I learned both lessons more than once.

One of my earliest stock losses came from a gold company I heard
discussed on financial television. The story sounded impressive.
There were images of the mine, an executive explaining the
opportunity, and an enthusiastic argument for why the company
could do well. The stock was around nine dollars, which seemed
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affordable compared with the household names I assumed were
only for wealthy investors.

I bought it with a meaningful percentage of a roughly six-hundred-
dollar account.

The next week, gold prices weakened and the stock dropped sharply.
I stared at the screen thinking, How can this happen? The story
sounded perfect.

I told myself it had to recover. It did not. The position kept falling
until checking the account became emotionally painful. I had turned
somebody else's television conviction into my personal financial
problem.

That trade taught me an early lesson: enthusiasm is not evidence. A
confident person on television does not absorb your loss when the
trade goes wrong.

My most embarrassing early trading story involved somebody else's
money.

One of the traders in the local office went out of town and allowed
me to trade his account. I was using leveraged products and quickly
lost money. The first day was bad. The next day was worse. Every
loss created pressure to make the money back, which made my
decisions more emotional.

By the time he returned, the loss felt enormous to me. I was a broke
college student. I could not simply write a check and repair the
damage.

He asked whether I was going to repay the loss or trade it back.
I was so ashamed that I stopped showing up.

The embarrassment was not only about being wrong. It was about
being exposed. Finance often rewards the appearance of confidence.
People wear the right watch, drive the right car, and talk about
winners. I wanted to look like I belonged, even when I barely had
money for clothes.

During those years, I made decisions I am not proud of to avoid
spending money on basic things. I am not including that to excuse
the behavior. I include it because it shows how unhealthy my

8



relationship with money had become. I wanted the appearance of
being fine more than I wanted to admit I was struggling.

At the university, I repeatedly asked professors how to make money
in the market. Their answers rarely satisfied me. One professor had
advanced credentials in finance, yet when I saw him at a brokerage
event, I realized he used an adviser for his own money. That did not
make him a bad professor. It simply clarified something for me:
academic knowledge and personal trading experience were not the
same thing.

I wanted skin in the game.

When graduation approached, I applied to major Wall Street firms. I
assumed a finance degree would open the door. On at least one
online application, my university was not even available in the
school drop-down menu. I could not advance to the next page.

That tiny technical detail felt like an entire industry telling me I did
not belong.

I went to a mentor at school and explained how angry I was. I
considered taking on more debt for an expensive graduate program,
hoping another degree would force the door open.

He looked at my situation honestly. I was living at home. I wore the
same free orange sleeveless shirt and gray jacket so often that he
noticed. I would sometimes fold the jacket into a pillow during class.

His advice was not what I expected.

He told me that another degree was not necessarily the answer. I
needed experience. I needed to work, network, volunteer, cold-call,
and do whatever I could to get close to the business.

The message was painful but useful: nobody was coming to rescue
me with a perfect entry-level opportunity.

I took an unpaid insurance-sales internship where I thought I would
learn how to sell financial products and build a career. The first
assignment was much simpler: make a list of everyone you know
and start calling them.

I burned through every family contact I had almost immediately.
Relatives, family friends, anybody whose number I could get - I

9



called them. And that was when I had to face something that
embarrassed me: I had zero connections to people with real money.
I did not have a wealthy network waiting to take my calls. I did not
have a list of business owners, investors, executives, or country-club
contacts. I had a short list, and I exhausted it fast.

I felt desperate. I felt embarrassed. I looked around at people who
seemed to have natural networks and wondered how I was ever
supposed to compete. So I opened the Yellow Pages phone book and
started flipping through accountants, doctors, lawyers, business
owners - anyone I thought might have money or know somebody
who did. Then I started dialing strangers.

I got rejected over and over. People hung up. People brushed me off.
People did not call back. Every no felt personal because I was young,
broke, and already insecure about whether I belonged in finance at
all. There were moments when I genuinely thought, I am never
going to make it.

But that season also taught me something I would use for the rest of
my life: embarrassment will not kill you, rejection will not kill you,
and hearing no does not mean you stop. Sometimes the calculated
risk is simply putting yourself in a position to be rejected again -
because one yes can change the direction of your life.

Later, a recruiter helped me get a role at Citigroup Global Markets.
From the outside, it looked like my entrance into the world I had
been chasing. Inside, I was a contractor in a business-analysis
position, far from the trading seat I wanted.

I worked long hours and became unhappy. A few coworkers and I
coped in unhealthy ways. We drank after work, played video games,
went out, and tried to numb the feeling that each day was repeating
itself. The office culture rewarded constant stimulation: caffeine,
urgency, deadlines, and the appearance that everyone could handle
more pressure than the person next to them.

I had reached a recognizable financial institution and still felt
outside the room.

Then I found a classified advertisement for a local private
investment firm.
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I applied because I had nothing to lose.
This time, the door opened.

There was no guarantee that the next job, the next application, or
the next cold call would work. I was learning to take risks with an
escape route: keep the downside survivable, keep moving, and give
yourself enough at-bats for one opportunity to matter.

WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME

A degree can help, but it does not guarantee access.

Never confuse somebody else's confidence with your own research.

When a loss makes you desperate to recover immediately, your judgment
is already compromised.

Rejection can become fuel if you stop waiting for permission.

Calculated risk sometimes means accepting rejection as the price of getting
one meaningful yes.

Chapter 3: Paying Tuition to the Market

What | called ambition was often impatience wearing a nicer shirt.

The private investment firm was the first place where I saw the
market's full emotional force.

The people around me were not trading six-hundred-dollar
accounts. Positions could swing by tens or hundreds of thousands of
dollars. Early in my time there, I watched a trader lose roughly a
quarter of a million dollars in a day. The stress hit me so hard that I
became physically sick at the desk.

Until then, I had treated trading like a puzzle with money attached.
That day I saw what size could do to the human body.

My mentor was an old-school trader who had made significant
money during earlier market crashes. He understood fear, short
selling, and what happened when markets broke. But after the
financial crisis, policy support and a recovering economy helped
produce a powerful bull market.



He remained convinced that the next collapse was around the
corner.

Day after day, I watched him fight the trend.

The market rose, and he shorted it. It rose again, and he added. His
experience had taught him to distrust the rally, but the tape in front
of him kept saying something different. Watching a capable,
experienced person suffer because he could not release a deeply
held opinion changed me.

Ilearned that the market does not reward you for having a
sophisticated argument. It rewards you for being aligned with what
is actually happening.

That was the beginning of my obsession with rules.

My emotions were unreliable. My opinions were unreliable. I
wanted something black and white: an indicator, a moving average,
an alert, a signal, a framework that told me when my personal story
no longer matched the evidence.

Rules do not remove risk, but they create a conversation between
your impulse and your process.

I needed that conversation because I had already blown up multiple
small accounts. Every time I funded another account, I believed I
had learned enough to avoid the previous mistake. Then I found a
new way to make the same emotional decision.

I traded too large because I wanted to get rich quickly. I chose highly
leveraged products because I did not have much capital. I held losers
because selling made the loss feel real. I chased winners because I
was afraid the market would leave without me.

What I called ambition was often impatience wearing a nicer shirt.
For years, I was a better student of losing than winning.
That became an advantage later.

I eventually realized that before you become a good winner, you
have to become a good loser. A good loser does not enjoy losing. A
good loser survives it, studies it, learns something from it, and comes



back with enough willpower and enough capital to take another
swing.

A person who has only experienced easy gains can mistake a
favorable environment for talent. Losing forced me to examine
position size, timing, liquidity, catalysts, and the difference between
a thesis and a hope.

It also taught me that survival matters more than being right on the
next trade.

I used to say that every trader needs to blow up an account once. I
would phrase that differently now. Many traders learn their hardest
lessons through an early loss. The goal is to keep that loss small
enough that you survive it.

You need more ammunition. More buying power. More time. More
chances to recognize your own pattern before it becomes fatal.

That is the difference between risk and reckless risk. A calculated
risk can hurt and still leave you in the game. A reckless risk can
erase your ability to learn from the mistake.

My small accounts were painful, but they prevented me from
making beginner mistakes with life-changing sums of money. A few
hundred dollars felt devastating because it represented everything I
had. Yet I am grateful those lessons arrived before I had a large
account.

There was another lesson unfolding at the same time: trading is not
merely a financial activity. It amplifies who you already are.

If you are impatient, the market gives you endless opportunities to
act too soon.

If you are insecure, the market gives you prices that make you
question yourself every second.

If you need to prove you are right, the market gives you a losing
position you can defend until the account is empty.

If you are bored, the market gives you buttons to press.

I carried a lifetime of money anxiety into every trade. I was not
simply trying to make a return. I was trying to erase the fear I had
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felt since childhood. That is too much emotional weight to place on
one position.

My breakthrough did not come from becoming fearless. It came
from finding information that felt more concrete than my fear.

The options market became that information.

WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME
The market can expose personality flaws faster than almost any other
activity.
Experience does not protect you when your opinion becomes more
important than the evidence.

Position size determines whether a mistake becomes a lesson or a
catastrophe.

You do not have to avoid every loss. You have to remain alive long enough
to learn from it.

Before you become a good winner, learn how to be a good loser: survive,
study, adjust, and return.

Chapter 4: When the Screen Finally
Made Sense

The options tape gave me clues. The chart gave me context. The
calendar gave me timing.

After trying stocks, penny stocks, futures, and foreign exchange, I
found the one corner of the market that finally made sense to my
brain: options, specifically unusual options activity.

I met a trader who had developed technology to monitor large
options transactions. He had experience around the Chicago options
markets and understood how orders appeared on the tape. His
system highlighted the stock, strike price, expiration, premium, and
timing of large trades.

For the first time, I could see a specific decision instead of a general
opinion.
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Somebody was not merely saying a stock looked bullish. Somebody
had committed a meaningful amount of money to a particular
option with a deadline attached.

That did not guarantee the trader was correct. Large traders lose
money. Orders can be hedges, spreads, or pieces of a larger strategy.
But the information gave me a starting point that matched how I
wanted to think.

I could ask better questions: Why this stock?
Why this strike?

Why this expiration?

Why now?

Was there an earnings report, product event, regulatory decision,
takeover rumor, analyst meeting, or sector catalyst approaching?

The options tape gave me clues. The chart gave me context. The
calendar gave me timing.

That combination became my edge.

I spent countless hours watching orders appear. I was not trading
hundreds of thousands of dollars. I might risk one or two hundred
dollars in a defined-risk option position. That allowed me to
participate in the same directional idea without pretending I had the
same capital or information as the large trader.

The greatest appeal was asymmetry.

In ordinary stock trading, turning one thousand dollars into ten
thousand dollars requires an extraordinary move. In the options
market, a small premium can multiply when the underlying stock
makes a sharp move before expiration.

The possibility is exciting, but the same structure can also take the
option to zero. When I am buying an option outright, the beautiful
part is that the risk is defined up front: the premium I paid can be
lost, but I know that maximum loss before I enter. That is why the
position has to be sized as if the entire premium can go to zero.

To me, that is calculated risk in its purest form. I can put a smaller
amount of capital behind a high-conviction idea, know the downside
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in advance, and still participate if the move becomes much larger
than the market expected.

Ilearned to stop asking, How much can I make? before asking, How
much can Ilose without damaging my ability to continue?

Over time, I became obsessed with institutional order flow. I
watched the screen until patterns began to feel familiar. Certain
traders returned to the same names. Some orders appeared before
earnings. Others showed up repeatedly in companies that later
became takeover targets.

I remember trades around companies such as Green Mountain
Coffee Roasters and Whole Foods that demonstrated how powerful a
well-timed option could become when a major corporate event
occurred. The exact returns mattered less than the realization: a
small, defined amount of risk could participate in an event that
moved the stock dramatically.

I saved money from work and trading and eventually had roughly
forty thousand dollars in my account. Because I was still living at
home and kept my expenses low, that amount felt enormous. Over
the next several months, I grew it to around sixty thousand.

For somebody who had spent years worrying about the price of
dinner, that was life-changing.

My mentor invited me to help moderate a live trading room. I would
spend a few hours each day discussing setups, earnings, and
unusual options activity. For the first time, I was not trading alone.

That community changed my life almost as much as the strategy did.

Trading is a solo sport performed in public. The screen is always
moving, but the trader is often alone in a room. Your friends and
family may care about you, but they do not necessarily understand
why an option order at a certain strike matters or why you are
staring at a chart before an earnings report.

Inside the trading room, people understood.

They asked about the same tickers. They shared when they entered,
exited, or reduced a position. They challenged my assumptions and
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broadened my view. The room held me accountable because people
could see my screen and hear my reasoning.

That accountability mattered. I had begun developing my own
indicators and rule-based systems. If my chart showed a bearish
signal and I bought calls anyway, the contradiction was visible. I
could not hide behind a story after ignoring my own process.

The market had finally started making sense, but that did not mean I
had mastered myself.

Success was about to create a new problem.

WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME
Good information does not eliminate risk; it helps you ask better questions.

A strategy becomes stronger when you combine evidence, timing, and
context.

Defined risk only protects you when the position is small enough to lose
completely.

When the downside is defined and survivable, conviction has room to
work.

Community can reduce tunnel vision and hold you accountable to your
own rules.

Chapter 5: The Oprah Trader

Success did not remove my weaknesses. It gave them more
capital.

The trade that first gave me a real reputation involved a company I
had barely followed before: Weight Watchers.

A large bullish options order appeared on the scanner. The stock
chart was not impressive, and the company had a meaningful
amount of short interest. Those were often the situations I liked
most. Smaller, less popular companies could have inexpensive
options, fewer analysts, and the potential for a violent move when
expectations changed.
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The order represented a significant commitment to call options. I
followed it with a position sized for my account.

Not long afterward, the company delivered positive news and Oprah
Winfrey's involvement became public. The stock surged, the options
multiplied, and the trade became one of the first moments when I
felt that the work I had put into studying order flow was producing
something repeatable.

Then it happened again.

Another large bullish order appeared around a later earnings
period. The company reported strong results and the stock jumped
sharply.

Then another similar setup appeared.
By that point, everyone in the trading room knew I was watching the

name. Weight Watchers became part of my identity. People started
treating me like the trader who always found the Oprah trade.

Ileaned into it.

At one point, I promised the room that if the stock delivered again, I
would eat Weight Watchers meals for a week. The trade worked, so I
kept the promise.

The experiment was not exactly a financial success for me. I was still
hungry after one meal, so I often ate two. I spent a ridiculous
amount of money on a week's worth of diet food and probably
defeated the purpose of the diet.

But the story was funny, memorable, and human. It helped people
connect with me beyond a ticker symbol.

That matters more than I understood at the time.

The financial industry often presents traders as machines: confident,
emotionless, and always prepared. Real traders are people. We get
excited. We get scared. We make jokes. We attach meaning to
certain names. We remember where we were when a trade worked
and how it felt when the room celebrated together.

The Weight Watchers run made me believe I had found my thing.

It also fed my ego.
18



When you grow up without money and suddenly start making it,
moderation does not come naturally. Nobody teaches you how to
handle success because everyone is focused on teaching you how to
survive failure.

I did not immediately buy a private jet or a collection of exotic cars.
The first luxury was simpler: I could look at a menu and order what
I wanted.

Before trading worked, I had taken dates to inexpensive restaurants
and sometimes ordered only fries and water because I could not
afford more. I once became so desperate to have money for a date
that I pawned a personal item a family member had given me.

Now I could spend hundreds of dollars at a sushi restaurant without
checking the balance first.

That felt like freedom.

Irented a house on the water. I bought a Hummer with rims and a
sound system. I hosted people by the pool, went out, spent money,
and enjoyed the feeling that the financial stress of my childhood had
finally disappeared.

I'was not only buying dinners and cars. I was buying distance from
the person I used to be.

The problem was that I confused a profitable season with
permanent security.

I had learned how to take risk in the market, but I had not yet
learned how to manage risk in my life. There is a difference between
taking a calculated shot and making a series of dumb decisions
because you feel invincible. Going out constantly, spending as if the
next win is guaranteed, and letting success weaken your judgment is
not courage. It is carelessness.

The market had rewarded me, so I traded larger. I had a lifestyle to
support, so each losing period felt more threatening. The more I
needed the market to produce, the more pressure I placed on each
decision.

The exact pattern I had studied in my mentor returned in a different
form. He had fought a rising market because he could not release his
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bearish opinion. I began fighting my own indicators because I
believed my recent success made me smarter than the rules.

The chart would show a sell signal, and I would buy calls anyway.

The process that helped build my account became something I
ignored when it challenged my ego.

Success did not remove my weaknesses. It gave them more capital.

WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME

A memorable story can build trust in a way that a list of winning trades
cannot.

The first taste of money can feel like freedom, but lifestyle inflation creates
a new form of dependence.

A profitable season can make you careless faster than failure can.
The rules matter most when you feel successful enough to ignore them.

Success does not make reckless choices safe; calculated risk still requires
discipline.

Chapter 6: Cloud Nine, Then the Honda
Civic

| did not get invited to the table | originally wanted. | built a
different table.

My collapse did not happen in one dramatic moment. It happened
through a series of decisions that each felt manageable on its own.

That is how reckless risk usually enters your life. It rarely
announces itself as one obviously stupid decision. It arrives as a
chain of small choices where you stop protecting the downside, stop
respecting your limits, and assume you will always get another win
in time.

I traded larger. I added to positions. I spent as if the next profitable
month was guaranteed. I allowed boredom, confidence, and the
desire to maintain a lifestyle to enter the same room as my trading
process.
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One position in Twitter became the symbol of that period.

I accumulated roughly thirty thousand dollars in options. The stock
did not move the way I expected, but I kept adding. Time worked
against the position. The options lost value until the thirty-thousand-
dollar exposure was worth closer to five thousand.

My own indicator had warned me.
Iignored it.

There is a special kind of pain in losing money after breaking your
own rule. A normal loss can be accepted as the cost of participating.
A self-inflicted loss feels like betrayal because you knew better while
it was happening.

I remember sitting in the waterfront house, looking at the account
on a large computer screen, and realizing the money was running
out. The brokerage account had taken damage. My bank savings
were shrinking because so much of my lifestyle depended on
continued trading gains.

A woman asked me to go to sushi. A few weeks earlier, the answer
would have been automatic. That day I thought, I do not know if I
can afford to do that anymore.

The freedom disappeared before the possessions did.

Soon I was telling my mother that I needed to bring a few things
home and stay for a couple nights. A couple nights became months.

My mother did not judge me. Her house had always been open. The
shame came from inside me.

I had gone from the waterfront house, the Hummer, expensive
dinners, and a pool full of people to driving an older Honda Civic
and living with my mother again.

Some friendships disappeared with the lifestyle. Looking back, many
of them were party friendships. They were connected to the version
of me who was always going out, paying for dinners, or hosting
people. When the money tightened, the circle became smaller.

That was painful, but it was clarifying.
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For the first time since the breakthrough, I had to decide whether I
loved trading or merely loved what trading had temporarily allowed
me to buy.

I had taken a big swing and lost. The lesson was not to stop swinging.
The lesson was to rebuild enough ammunition to step up to the plate
again - and next time, make the risk calculated.

I returned to the rules.

I stopped treating my indicators like suggestions. I shared them
more openly in the trading community, which made me
accountable. If I explained a signal to hundreds of people and then
did the opposite in my own account, the hypocrisy became obvious.

The system I had created became the rock I could return to when my
emotions became noisy.

I also began taking the long-term side of the business more seriously.
I had enjoyed hosting the room, explaining setups, and helping
traders interpret the flow. People responded to the indicators I
shared. They would tell me about trades they took or ways the
signals helped them avoid an emotional decision.

At first, I did not think of that as a product. It felt like giving a friend
an extra fishing pole.

If T had a tool that helped me see the water more clearly, why would
I not let somebody else use it?

That instinct eventually became a business.

A mentor invited me to an industry event in Orlando where traders,
educators, and financial publishers gathered. Until then, my world
had been relatively small: my screens, the trade room, and the
people I spoke with every day.

At the event, I discovered organizations with large audiences of
traders around the world. I met publishers who were interested in
my strategies, my personality, and the tools I had developed.

Eventually, I signed a deal with a company that helped me
understand the education and publishing business. I was grateful
that I could continue using and developing my own methods while
gaining a platform to share them.
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The work took me to events in the United States and abroad. I met
traders with tiny accounts, large accounts, full-time jobs, retirement
accounts, military backgrounds, and every level of experience.

The kid whose university did not appear in the Wall Street drop-
down menu had found another entrance.

I did not get invited to the table I originally wanted.
I built a different table.
WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME

Lifestyle can turn trading from an opportunity into an obligation.
The most dangerous loss is the one created by ignoring your own evidence.
Losing status can reveal which relationships were real.

When one door stays closed, building your own platform may be more
powerful than continuing to knock.

Aloss should cost you something, not everything. Preserve enough
ammunition for the next at-bat.

Chapter 7: Finding My People

Freedom is not only having more. Freedom is needing less from
the next trade.

The part of my career I value most is not a single trade. It is the
community that formed around the work.

There were days when eight hundred people would join a webinar
or trading session. They were not numbers on a screen to me. They
were the people I saw at the same time each day, the way somebody
else might see the same group at a coffee shop.

I never loved calling them students. That word made it sound as if I
stood above them with all the answers.

I viewed them as my people.

Trading can be lonely. You sit in front of screens waiting for
something to happen. Your spouse, friend, or coworker may support
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you, but they do not necessarily understand why you are excited
about an options order or frustrated that a stock moved without you.

Inside the room, we shared a language.

People told me when a trade helped them pay a bill, take a vacation,
reduce debt, or create a different possibility for their family. A
firefighter once messaged me after a major event trade and said he
was leaving to buy a cabin in the mountains and live the life he
wanted. Another longtime member caught a dramatic move in
Green Mountain Coffee Roasters and later told me he planned to
move somewhere warm, surf, and simplify his life.

I cannot verify what every person ultimately did, and no trade
creates permanent freedom by itself. But those messages stayed with
me because the dream underneath them was the same dream I had
carried since childhood.

Freedom.

People enter the market for money, but money is usually standing in
for something else.

Time with family.

A home.

A way out of a job they hate.
The ability to travel.

The freedom to fish, surf, garden, or wake up without answering to a
boss.

For me, trading and teaching eventually created a life where I could
travel, build businesses, develop technology, and connect with
people around the world. It also taught me that making a living
solely by trading large size can become its own prison.

I have experienced the anxiety of depending on the market to
produce a large number every year. I have lost sleep, gained weight,
lost weight, felt sick at a desk, and allowed positions to occupy my
thoughts long after the market closed.
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Teaching reduced some of that pressure. It allowed me to share the
process, build tools, and create revenue that did not depend on
risking more and more capital in my own account.

That does not mean education is easier or that every educator
deserves trust. It means I found a role that fit my personality better
than sitting silently behind a large account.

I like the action. I like explaining what I see. I like the hunt. I like
taking complicated market information and making it
understandable to somebody who may be starting with the same
confusion I once felt.

My trading style reflects that personality. I have never been the
person who wants to spend all day building a giant spreadsheet. I
prefer momentum, catalysts, shorter-dated options, and direct
decisions. That style carries more risk, so the size and structure have
to account for it.

Another trader may be more patient, more quantitative, or more
comfortable holding for months. That is not a weakness. It is a
different fit.

The goal is not to copy the personality of the person teaching you.
The goal is to understand yourself well enough to build rules you
can actually follow.

The same is true outside the market. Life is not about avoiding every
risk. It is about making a series of good decisions - especially the few
decisions that can have an outsized impact. You will not get every
one right. Nobody does. But if you are young, have little to lose, and
can survive the downside, there are times when taking the
calculated shot can change your entire trajectory.

As I became more successful outside the trading account, my
definition of money changed.

At twenty, money meant being able to show off. It meant the nicest
dinner, an impressive car, an expensive bottle, or the ability to make
people think I had arrived.

I have owned the cars, watches, houses, boats, and toys. They were
exciting, and I am not going to pretend I never enjoyed them.
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But money means something quieter to me now.
It means less stress.
It means helping people I love.

It means having the freedom to walk away from the screen after a
winning streak instead of pulling the lever again until the market
takes the money back.

It means spending time outside, building a garden or farm, fishing,
and remembering that a life can be full even when a price is not
moving.

The market gave me opportunities I could not imagine as a kid. It

also taught me that there is never a final number that automatically
makes a person feel complete.

If you grow up believing money will eliminate every worry, you may
be surprised to learn that having money creates new worries. You
think about protecting it, growing it, and whether it is enough.

Freedom is not only having more.
Freedom is needing less from the next trade.

WHAT THAT SEASON TAUGHT ME

Most people are not chasing money for its own sake; they are chasing what
they believe money will allow.

Trading becomes healthier when your identity and income are not
dependent on the next position.

A strategy has to fit your actual personality, schedule, and tolerance for
risk.

Community can turn a lonely pursuit into a shared process, but every
trader remains responsible for personal decisions.

Life and markets both reward a series of good decisions more than one
perfect decision.
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Chapter 8: The Rules That Cost Me
Years to Learn

Maturity in trading is not the absence of temptation. It is
shortening the distance between the mistake and the correction.

Trading books love universal rules.

Always do this. Never do that. Buy here. Sell there. Use this
percentage. Avoid this day. Never trade this event.

My experience has made me suspicious of absolutes.

The market changes. Volatility changes. Technology changes. A rule
that protects one trader can become a limitation for another. The
important question is not whether a rule sounds intelligent. It is
whether the rule matches the instrument, the strategy, the time
frame, and the person using it.

Stop losses are a good example.

I have joked for years that stop losses are for losers. The line is
intentionally aggressive, but the idea behind it matters to me: I do
not want an arbitrary percentage on a screen making a decision that
should be based on thesis, position size, timing, and risk.

Think about high-conviction investing. Investors known for
concentrated conviction, including people such as Warren Buffett or
Bill Ackman, are not famous for abandoning an idea simply because
the price crossed some automatic percentage line. The thesis
matters. The sizing matters. Whether the facts changed matters.

My approach is especially relevant when I am buying options
outright. A long call or long put already has defined risk: the
premium I paid is the maximum I can lose on that position,
assuming I do not add other obligations. If I size the trade from the
beginning as money I can afford to lose completely, I do not
automatically sell just because the option is down 30, 50, or even 70
percent while the original thesis is still alive.

That does not mean I blindly hold every losing option. If the thesis
breaks, the catalyst disappears, liquidity collapses, or the trade no

27



longer makes sense, I can exit. But I want the reason to be the trade -
not fear caused by a random percentage.

This philosophy only works if the first decision is disciplined.
Position size is the stop. The premium is the defined risk. If losing
the full premium would damage your account or your life, the trade
was too large at entry.

Stocks, futures, short options, margin, and other leveraged positions
can create very different risk. A hard stop can be an important
safety tool in those situations. My point is not that every trader
should copy me. My point is that conviction is impossible if normal
volatility can force you out of a carefully sized idea before the thesis
has had time to play out.

The Kraft-Heinz story burned this lesson into me. A mentor
repeatedly followed unusual call buying in Kraft before the Kraft-
Heinz transaction. Month after month, the options lost value or
expired. The trade kept looking wrong, yet the large call activity kept
returning. He stayed interested because the evidence that originally
caught his attention had not disappeared.

Eventually, on one later cycle, he decided to preserve the remaining
premium and get out. It felt responsible in the moment. Shortly
afterward, the corporate transaction was announced and the stock
made an extraordinary move for a slow-moving consumer company.
The options he had abandoned exploded in value.

That is why conviction matters. The entire purpose of a small,
defined-risk option position is that you can survive being early or
temporarily wrong without letting one position destroy you. If I
already decided before entry that I can lose the premium, why
would I automatically let a 50 percent decline make the decision for
me when the thesis is still intact?

This is not an argument for stubbornness. Conviction is not refusing
to admit you are wrong. Conviction means you did the work, sized
the risk correctly, and know what evidence would actually
invalidate the idea. If that evidence appears, get out. If it does not,
normal pain and volatility are not the same thing as a broken thesis.
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The better approach is to size the trade small enough that you can
think clearly and stay in the game.

A standard equity option contract usually represents one hundred
shares. If an option is quoted at one dollar, one contract generally
costs one hundred dollars before fees. If it falls to fifty cents, the
contract is worth roughly fifty dollars and the loss is fifty percent.

That is still real money. But losing fifty dollars on a small, planned
position is very different from losing five hundred dollars per
contract on an option quoted at ten dollars.

Cheap does not mean safe. It means the dollar risk per contract may
be smaller.

Position size is the safety mechanism.

I also disagree with the idea that traders should avoid every major
event. Earnings are risky. They are also one of the few times each
year when a stock may make an outsized move. The proper response
is not to pretend the risk does not exist or to declare the event
forbidden. The response is to understand implied volatility, time
decay, the expected move, and how much premium you can afford
to lose.

The market repeatedly taught me that opportunity and danger are
usually standing next to each other.

Here are the five rules I wish I had understood earlier.
Rule 1: One Trade Can Change Your Account. Consistency
Changes Your Life.

A dramatic winner can transform a month or a year. It can create
confidence, capital, and new possibilities. But it cannot replace a
process.

The traders who survive continue learning after the big winner.
They show up when the market is boring. They review mistakes
when there is no audience. They resist the urge to turn one
exceptional trade into a larger and larger bet.

A lucky trade can make you money. Consistency gives you a career.
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Rule 2: Never Risk Enough on One Idea to Remove Yourself
From the Game.

I have seen intelligent people become irrelevant because one
position became too important. They needed to be right. They added
because the loss hurt. They treated available buying power as a
requirement to keep defending the trade.

No setup deserves the power to end your ability to participate
tomorrow.

You need more attempts. More data. More experience. More
opportunities to recognize when the market has changed.
Rule 3: Follow Evidence, Not Ego.

The chart does not know your story. The options tape does not care
how much research you did. Earnings do not change because you
need the trade to work.

Build a process that can disagree with you.

Then listen when it does.

Rule 4: Success Can Make You Careless Faster Than Failure
Can.

Failure hurts, but it often creates attention. Success relaxes
attention.

After a winning streak, I now try to step away. When the slot
machine pays, the instinct is to pull the lever again. The discipline is
to leave with the money.

Rule 5: Build a Trading Style That Fits Who You Really Are.

Do not copy a strategy that requires patience if you are unwilling to
wait. Do not trade fast instruments if rapid decisions make you
panic. Do not build a lifestyle that requires the market to pay you
every week.

Be honest about your attention span, schedule, emotional triggers,
and risk tolerance.

The best strategy on paper is useless if your personality makes it
impossible to follow.

30



Rule 6: Take the Risk - But Make It Calculated.

There is a line I come back to often: Take the risk. If you win, you
will be happy. If you lose, you will be wise.

The second half matters most. Losing can make you wiser only if you
survive the loss and are willing to study it. You learn what you
missed. You learn how you react under pressure. You learn whether
the thesis was bad, the timing was bad, or the position was simply
too large.

In trading and in life, I would rather take a calculated risk than
spend years wondering what might have happened. When you are
young and have very little to lose, you may be able to take bigger
swings. But bigger swings do not mean stupid swings. Partying away
your time, risking money you cannot afford to lose, or making
choices that remove your future options is not bravery.

You get one life. Take the shot when the upside can matter and the
downside is survivable. If it works, great. If it does not, learn fast,
keep enough willpower and enough ammunition to step up to the
plate again, and never, ever give up.

I still make mistakes. I still get bored at the screen and put on trades
that do not deserve my attention. My fingers still get restless. The
difference is that I recognize the pattern faster.

Maturity in trading is not the absence of temptation.

It is shortening the distance between the mistake and the correction.

Epilogue: The Next Hunt

The goal is to remain patient, protect the boat, take the calculated
shot, and be ready when the right opportunity finally appears.

When I was a kid, I thought money would solve the feeling that there
was never enough.

Money does solve real problems. It pays for housing, food, health
care, transportation, education, and the ability to help people you
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love. Anyone who says money does not matter has probably never
had to wonder how groceries would get into the house.

But money is not a finish line.

When you do not have it, you think about how to make it. When you
have it, you think about how to protect it, grow it, and whether it
can disappear.

The deeper lesson is that money should create freedom, not become
another source of captivity.

And freedom does not come from avoiding risk. It comes from being
able to choose your risks. The best decisions of my life were rarely
guaranteed. They were calculated bets where I believed the possible
upside was worth the cost of being wrong.

I am proud that a wild Florida kid without an elite education,
wealthy family, or powerful Wall Street connections found a place in
this industry. I am proud that I kept showing up after the losses, the
rejection, the embarrassment, and the move back home.

I am even more proud that the journey eventually became bigger
than my own account.

The tools, rooms, webinars, and conversations allowed me to
connect with people who were chasing their own version of
freedom. Some wanted to leave a job. Some wanted to supplement
retirement. Some simply wanted a challenge that made each
morning feel different.

The market provides that challenge.

Every day begins with a new set of stories, risks, and possibilities. No
matter what happened yesterday, the market opens again. That can
be dangerous if you use the next trade to escape the last one. It can
also be hopeful if you approach it with patience, humility, and
enough discipline to keep the downside survivable.

Take the risk. If you win, you will be happy. If you lose, you will be
wise. Then take what you learned, protect your remaining
ammunition, and get ready for the next at-bat.

I am still looking for the next opportunity the way I looked for the
next bass on that little Florida lake.
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The equipment changed.
The stakes changed.

The obsession did not.
Each day is another hunt.

The difference now is that I understand the goal is not to catch
everything in the water.

The goal is to remain patient, protect the boat, and be ready when
the right opportunity finally appears.

Continue the Journey

This book explains how I found the market, the mistakes that
humbled me, and the lessons that shaped the way I think today.

The market continues to change, and so does my approach. For
current market education, trading ideas, free training, and updates
on the tools I use, visit:

Lancelppolito.com

The goal is not to copy every trade I make. It is to learn how to
evaluate evidence, understand risk, take calculated shots, and build
an approach that fits your life.

About the Author

Lance Ippolito is a trader, market educator, and software developer
known for his focus on options activity, catalysts, momentum, and
institutional order flow. Over more than fifteen years in the
markets, he has taught traders around the world through live rooms,
webinars, software tools, and financial education programs.

His work is grounded in the lessons described in this book: follow
evidence instead of ego, take calculated risk instead of reckless risk,
define the downside before chasing reward, and build a repeatable
process that fits the person using it.
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Outside the market, Lance remains connected to the Florida outdoor
life that shaped him. He enjoys fishing, gardening, and building a life
where money supports freedom rather than replacing it.

Important Risk Disclosure

This publication is for educational and informational purposes only.
It does not constitute personalized investment, legal, tax, or financial
advice and is not an offer or solicitation to buy or sell any security or
financial instrument.

Trading stocks, options, futures, foreign exchange, and other
financial instruments involves substantial risk. Options can expire
worthless, and traders can lose the entire premium paid. Leveraged
products can produce losses rapidly and may not be appropriate for
every investor. Past performance, including any examples described
in this memoir, does not guarantee future results.

The stories in this book are based on the author's personal
recollection and are included to illustrate experiences and lessons.
Some names and identifying details have been changed or omitted.
Readers should conduct independent research, consider their
financial circumstances and risk tolerance, and consult qualified
professionals when appropriate.
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