[bookmark: _s7e52x8cdj1z]Dedication
This book is dedicated to Dalton Herrera.
You were never just a part of this story—you were the reason for it.
Every step taken, every battle fought, every night survived was for you.
May you always remember that truth matters, character outlasts lies,
and love is stronger than any system built to break it.
This is not a story about injustice.
It is a story about a father and a son who refused to be separated by it.
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Dalton’s Voice
Before you read this book, you should know something.
This isn’t a story about the justice system.
It’s not even a story about lies, though lies nearly destroyed us.
This is a story about my dad.
When I was younger, I didn’t understand everything that was happening. I just knew my dad disappeared from my life, and the world felt unstable overnight. Adults talked. Courts decided. Systems moved slowly. And I was caught in the middle of something I never asked for.
What I did understand—even then—was who my father was.
He never stopped telling the truth.
He never stopped loving me.
And he never stopped believing God would bring us back together.
There were moments when fear tried to replace faith. Moments when anger felt easier than hope. But my dad showed me something powerful: that character matters more than outcomes, and faith matters most when it’s all you have left.
This book is hard to read in places. It should be. But it’s also proof that truth still has power, that God still works in impossible situations, and that a father’s love can survive even the worst injustice.
If you take anything from these pages, let it be this:
Hold on to God.
Hold on to the truth.
And never underestimate what love can survive.
—Dalton Herrera
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My wife, Michelle Herrera, and I had been married for twenty-two years. More than half a lifetime. Together, we had built a family, a routine, a shared history—and most importantly, we had our son, Dalton Herrera. When we made the decision to separate, it wasn’t loud or dramatic. There was no screaming match, no courtroom battle waiting in the wings. It was quiet. Heavy. Final in a way that settles into your chest before your mind can catch up.
One thing we agreed on immediately was Dalton. We weren’t going to fight over him. Neither of us wanted to turn our son into a prize to be won or a weapon to be used. Instead, we chose something that felt fair and respectful—we would let Dalton decide where he wanted to live during the separation.
The three of us sat down together as a family, probably for the last time in that way. Dalton listened carefully, far more mature than any kid should have to be in a moment like that. When he spoke, his voice was steady. He said he wanted to go back to Las Vegas with me—the place where he was born, the place that still felt like home to him. Michelle decided she would stay in Texas with her family.
I remember the drive back to Las Vegas vividly. Dalton was quiet but calm, looking out the window as if he were mentally putting pieces of his life back into place. Once we arrived, I did everything I could to give him stability again. I enrolled him at Faith Lutheran Middle School, the same type of environment he had thrived in before. He jumped right back into sports, focused on his education, and reconnected with friends he hadn’t seen in a while. Slowly, life started to feel normal again—almost familiar, like we were picking up where we had left off years earlier.
Then came the Friday night that changed everything.
I was sitting in the stands, watching Dalton play football under the lights. I remember feeling proud—just a dad enjoying his son doing what he loved. That’s when a police officer approached me. At first, I thought maybe there was a misunderstanding or some minor issue. Instead, he handed me papers.
The words didn’t make sense at first.
I was being accused of taking my son across state lines illegally.
Court was scheduled for the following Monday at 10 a.m.
My stomach dropped. I felt the ground shift beneath me. I immediately pulled Dalton off the field, trying to stay calm so he wouldn’t panic, even though my own mind was racing. We didn’t stay. We couldn’t. I packed up and headed straight back to Texas, desperate to understand how something we had agreed on—together—had suddenly turned into a criminal accusation.
During the drive, I called Michelle. That’s when she told me the truth. Her grandmother, Lucille Golden, had asked her to do it. She wanted Dalton back in Texas, back with their side of the family. And just like that, the agreement we had made as parents was erased by someone who wasn’t even part of the decision.
By Monday morning, Dalton and I were in a Houston courtroom. When we walked in, Michelle was already there—with her family and their lawyers. The sight of it all felt surreal, like I had stepped into someone else’s life. I walked in with my son at my side and every document I could think of in my hands, determined to tell the truth.
I showed the court that Dalton was enrolled in a private school. I presented his academic records—straight A’s. I explained that he was back in sports, back with his friends, and thriving. Most importantly, I told the judge exactly what Michelle and I had agreed on: that Dalton would choose, and that he had chosen to come with me.
The judge listened. Really listened. After considering both sides, the ruling came down.
Dalton could return to Las Vegas with me.
Relief washed over me, but it was layered with something else—an understanding that this separation was no longer just between Michelle and me. Lines had been crossed. Trust had been broken. And the life I thought I knew was already changing in ways I couldn’t yet fully see.
This was only the beginning.
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Dalton and I went straight back to Las Vegas after court. There wasn’t time to process what had just happened—we were focused on getting him back into his routine so he wouldn’t miss school or sports. For the next two weeks, things were quiet. Almost too quiet. Dalton was back at Faith Lutheran, showing up for class, practices, and games. I watched him settle back into life, and for the first time since the separation, I allowed myself to breathe.
I had also just been hired as the Director of a softball and baseball facility. I was scheduled to start the following Monday. It felt like a turning point—new job, stability for Dalton, forward momentum. Life didn’t feel easy, but it felt manageable.
That Friday morning started like any other. I dropped Dalton off at Faith Lutheran, gave him a quick hug, and told him I’d see him later. From there, I headed over to my mom’s place to have breakfast with her and my nieces. We sat around the table, talking about nothing important, the kind of ordinary moment you don’t realize you’ll replay in your head forever.
Before I left, my mom mentioned she needed a few things from the store. One of my nieces offered to go with me, and we headed out together. As we walked toward the car, she moved toward the passenger side. I stepped toward the driver’s side.
That’s when everything exploded.
I was tackled to the ground and instantly surrounded. Armed FBI agents—twenty, maybe twenty-five of them—flooded the complex in full riot gear. Weapons drawn. Yelling commands. Chaos. I didn’t resist because I didn’t even understand what was happening. I was face down on the ground, being told I was under arrest, still completely unaware of what I was being accused of.
Before I could get a single answer, they shoved me into a black SUV—fully tinted, unmarked. There were several of them, all identical. No logos. No explanation. Just doors slamming shut.
I kept asking why. No one answered.
“You’ll find out later,” was all I got.
The next thing I knew, I was sitting inside the Clark County Jail, still completely in the dark. The silence was suffocating. I called my mom and my niece immediately and told them to pick up Dalton from school. I wanted him to hear what was happening from me—not from rumors, not from anyone else.
When Dalton got back to the apartment, I was able to speak to him. His voice shook when he told me what had happened. His mom was there. Police officers were there too. They were trying to take him back to Texas.
I told my mom and niece to show them the paperwork—the court documents clearly stating that I had custody and that Dalton was allowed to be in Las Vegas with me. They tried. Dalton tried. He told them he didn’t want to go.
None of it mattered.
Despite the documents, despite his pleas, despite the court ruling, Dalton was forced to leave with the officers and his mother.
I sat in jail, replaying that moment over and over. My mind spiraled in every direction. I didn’t know what I was being charged with. I didn’t know what was happening next. All I knew was that my son was gone—and that Michelle and her family had him.
I stayed in Clark County Jail for days with no explanation. No clarity. No timeline. When I finally faced a judge, I was told I would be extradited back to Texas. Officers from Texas would arrive within thirty days to take me.
Then I waited.
Every day felt the same. Time stretched. I didn’t know when they’d come—only that they would. On day twenty-seven, they finally showed up.
They took me into a private room and strapped an electric shock device across my body, covering my entire back and wrapping tightly around me. They laughed. One of them dared me to run. They said it like it was a joke, like I was entertainment.
They shackled my ankles. Cuffed my hands. Then they marched me through McCarran International Airport.
People stared. Every step felt heavier than the last. It was the most humiliating moment of my life.
They sat me in the very back of the plane, in the middle seat, with an officer on each side. The threats continued. They joked about shocking me. One of them even said he wished he’d tested the device on me back at the jail.
When we landed at Houston Intercontinental Airport, more black SUVs were waiting. They loaded me into one and drove me to Brazoria County. The jokes didn’t stop. They laughed about my ethnicity, about the fact that I was Hispanic and had married a white woman from Texas. I would later learn that Brazoria County had a reputation—racist, corrupt, and unforgiving.
Still, no one told me what I had done.
All I was told was that I’d be in prison for a very long time.
When we finally arrived, I was booked and thrown into a cell with men who were being sent back to prison—men hardened by the system. It wasn’t until I walked into that cell that the truth finally hit me.
The inmates were watching television.
As I stepped inside, every head turned toward the screen.
It was me.
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When I looked up at the television, my mind couldn’t process what my eyes were seeing. It felt unreal—like I had stepped into The Twilight Zone. I stood there, frozen, listening as the accusation finally played out on the screen.
I was being accused of Solicitation of Capital Murder.
For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. My head spun as the reporter calmly stated that I had offered someone fifty thousand dollars to have Michelle killed. Fifty thousand dollars. Murder. The words didn’t belong in my life, yet there they were, echoing through the cell.
The inmates looked at the screen, then at me.
“That’s him,” one of them said.
In that exact moment, I feared for my life. The stares weren’t curious—they were predatory. Men sizing me up, searching my face for guilt, weakness, fear. The glares felt like they were cutting through me. I could feel the shift in the room as suspicion turned into intimidation.
I went straight to my bunk.
I didn’t sleep at all that night. Fear and adrenaline don’t let you rest. Every sound felt louder. Every movement felt closer. I lay there staring into the darkness, knowing that one wrong moment could change everything.
The next morning, the guards woke us for breakfast. Afterward, I was taken to see a judge. As I stood before him, he didn’t waste time. He told me plainly what I was being accused of—solicitation of capital murder—and then told me my bond.
One million dollars. Cash.
That’s when reality fully set in.
Michelle and her family weren’t just trying to take Dalton from me anymore. They were trying to put me in prison for the rest of my life.
Jail life blurred together after that. Every day was the same—posturing, intimidation, watching who would stand their ground and who would break. There was a section of the jail everyone talked about, way in the back. They called it The Jerry Lewis Ward.
The inmates said that if someone came into our cell, they’d end up there within thirty days.
I saw it happen.
A young man walked in one day—normal, quiet, grounded. Over the next few weeks, he was targeted relentlessly. Bullied. Intimidated. Picked apart piece by piece. He had no peace. Prisoners waited in his bunk at night. He was beaten while others slept. He never fought back.
By the end of the month, it was like his mind had snapped.
The guards took him to The Jerry Lewis Ward, and I never saw him again.
That image stayed with me.
I was assigned a bunk near the front of the cell, with my back to everyone. I hated it. I made it my goal to move to the very back bunk, where I could see everyone in front of me. I ordered commissary and bought my way back there. It was the safest place in the cell, and safety became everything.
Through all of this, I kept one promise above all else.
I had promised Dalton I would call him every single day.
Once I was settled in Brazoria County, during one of our calls, I told him I needed a lawyer. Without hesitation, he told me he would find one. Dalton was only fourteen, but he was sharp—far beyond his years.
He set up ten interviews.
One by one, I spoke to attorneys. Every single one of them told me the same thing: they had reviewed the evidence, and my only option was to take a plea deal. If I pled guilty, my time might be reduced.
I told them all the same thing—I wasn’t pleading guilty to something I didn’t do.
Every one of them said I wouldn’t beat the case.
I tried to explain that this wasn’t about murder—it was about Michelle and her family trying to take my son. None of them listened. Nine interviews. Nine attorneys. Same answer every time.
Then came the tenth.
His name was George Parnham.
George was different. He didn’t talk down to me. He didn’t rush me. He told me he had reviewed the evidence and laid it out plainly: there were ten accusations against me. If I could counter all ten, he could get me out. If there was even one I couldn’t disprove, I’d be in prison for a long time.
He slid the list across the table.
I looked at it and told him I could prove every single accusation was a lie.
He nodded and handed it back to me.
“Take this to your cell,” he said. “Write out your counters. I’ll come back tomorrow. If I believe you, I’ll take your case.”
That night, I didn’t sleep. I wrote. Every accusation. Every detail. Every truth.
The next day, George came back. He read every page slowly. When he finished, he looked up at me and said something I’ll never forget.
“I’ll have you out in less than fourteen days.”
For the first time since this nightmare began, I felt something I hadn’t felt in weeks.
Hope.
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Even with a glimmer of hope, I never could have imagined that I would be without my son for 217 consecutive days.
Day after day, I lay in my bunk waiting to hear from George Parnham. Time moved painfully slow. The walls didn’t change. The noise didn’t change. The faces didn’t change. The only thing that kept me going—truly going—was the promise I had made to Dalton: that I would talk to him every single day.
Brazoria County sits just outside of Galveston, an area known for hurricanes. One weekend, a storm rolled through that changed something inside me forever. Rain came down nonstop. Thunder cracked through the sky. Lightning flashed so often the lights inside the jail flickered on and off. Generators kicked in. Everything felt unstable.
That morning, I did what I always did first—I tried to call my son.
The phones were dead.
There were three phones in the cell, and normally I’d grab whichever one opened up first. That day, none of them worked. I knew it had to be the storm, but that didn’t calm my nerves. I tried again mid-morning. Then midday. Then afternoon. Then during supper.
Nothing.
By that point, my stress was on another level. Talking to Dalton wasn’t just a routine—it was my lifeline. I knew he’d be worried. I had never missed a day. Not once.
I laid in my bunk as the hours passed, feeling helpless in a way I never had before. Phone access shut down at 11:00 p.m., and by 10:30, I still hadn’t spoken to my son. I felt like this was the moment that was going to test everything I believed—or didn’t believe.
I had grown up as an altar boy, but I never really knew if God was real. People asked me before, and I honestly didn’t know the answer. Dalton had always gone to faith-based schools, and once a pastor asked me if I believed I was going to heaven. I told him I didn’t know—but as long as my wife and son went, I was fine with that.
I told him I felt like I was in the middle of the road. I knew people who were far more religious than me, and people who lived far worse lives than I ever had. I didn’t know where I stood.
Until that night.
I laid there staring at the ceiling, asking myself why I was in this position—why God would allow this to happen if He was real. I didn’t even know how to pray. I didn’t know what to say. I was desperate.
At 10:40 p.m., I did something I had never done before.
I challenged God.
I told Him that if He was real, I needed Him to let me talk to my son. I told Him He knew I had made a promise, and I didn’t want to break it. I prayed and prayed, and I said something I had never thought I would say—that if I couldn’t speak to Dalton by 11:00 p.m., I would never believe in God, and I would tell everyone for the rest of my life that there was no God.
I didn’t know how to pray. I only knew how to ask.
I got out of my bunk and walked to the phone one last time.
There was a dial tone.
People around me thought I was talking to myself. The phones had been dead all day—everyone had tried them. I dialed anyway.
It rang.
Dalton answered.
He was crying. “Dad, I was so worried about you. You promised you’d call.”
I told him the phones had been down all day, and then I said something I had never said with certainty before: God answered my prayers and allowed me to talk to you.
I didn’t explain everything to him—not then. All I knew was that in my heart, something had changed forever. God was real. And He had met me in my lowest moment.
I had fifteen minutes on the phone. As people realized I was actually connected, they ran to the other phones—and suddenly, they had dial tones too. I talked to Dalton and explained that if I ever didn’t call, it was because I physically couldn’t. He understood.
When the call timer warned me I had one minute left, I held onto every word. We said goodbye. I hung up.
The moment I did, all three phones went dead again.
I went back to my bunk and thanked God.
From that day forward, every morning I got up, stepped into the shower, and thanked God for allowing me to speak to my son. I still do that to this day. That night changed my life. I finally knew where I stood with God.
I didn’t know what was coming next.
The following week, Michelle filed a protective order—one that prevented me from speaking to Dalton at all. I didn’t know until I was served. When it happened, I was allowed to speak to my son one last time. We both cried. I promised him that one day I would show up at the door and bring him back to Las Vegas.
I didn’t know how. I only knew God had a plan.
That week was heavy. I still hadn’t heard from George Parnham. One afternoon, a young man—maybe nineteen or twenty—was brought into the cell. Almost immediately, several inmates surrounded him, challenging him, intimidating him. He told them his father might be able to bail him out. He was scared. Confused.
They started encouraging him to run. Break bond. Disappear.
As I listened, something inside me told me I needed to talk to him. I didn’t want to—I didn’t want to challenge those inmates—but I felt pulled to do it. I knew God had shown up for me, and I felt like He was asking something of me.
I got up and stepped in.
I told the young man to go to his bunk and pray. The others laughed. They mocked me. Told him I’d be in prison forever. I told him God had a plan—for me and for him.
I went back to my bunk feeling a strange sense of peace.
The next day, he was bailed out.
I didn’t see him again—at least not then.
And then, finally, I heard from George Parnham.
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Hearing from George Parnham brought an immediate sense of relief—followed just as quickly by a knot of anxiety. I didn’t know what he was going to say. I didn’t know if hope was about to grow or disappear.
Then he said it.
“Val, I found everything.”
He told me he had verified every single counter I had written to the ten accusations against me. Surveillance footage. Airport records. Video cameras. Search warrants for multiple homes. Timelines. Locations. Receipts. The list went on and on. He had chased down every lead and confirmed every detail I told him to look for.
He laid it all out, piece by piece, and as he spoke, his confidence was unmistakable. He wasn’t guessing anymore. He knew.
Then he looked at me differently—more seriously.
“Mr. Herrera,” he said, “I have never done this before. And I would never encourage it.”
He told me that every time he asked me about the case, I had told him the same story. No changes. No hesitation. No cracks. That consistency was why he took my case in the first place.
Then he said something that made my chest tighten.
“You haven’t been indicted yet. The grand jury has already questioned Michelle. They’ve questioned the other parties involved. They’ve questioned the detectives. An indictment is coming.”
He paused.
“But before that happens, I’ve put in a request.”
He told me he wanted me to testify before the grand jury.
He was clear—brutally clear. He would not be in the room. There would be no one defending me. I would be facing the district attorney, the detectives, and the grand jurors alone. Everything I said would be under oath. Anything could be used against me.
“I would never ask any of my clients to do this,” he said. “The only reason I’m asking you is because I know you’re telling the truth. And if you tell the truth in that room, I believe the grand jury will believe you.”
Then he asked the question.
“Mr. Herrera, are you willing to face the grand jury on your own?”
I didn’t hesitate.
“Yes.”
He gave me a small smile. “I had a feeling you were going to say that.”
He told me he’d set it up for either the next day or the day after. When I went back to my cell, I prayed—not for escape, not for sympathy, but for clarity. I asked God to speak through me. I knew I was telling the truth, and I knew I could answer any question they asked.
The next day, George came to see me.
“You’re set for tomorrow morning. Eight a.m.”
That night, I didn’t sleep at all. I didn’t know how to prepare. There was nothing to rehearse. George couldn’t be there. But deep down, I felt something steady. God had already shown up for me once. I trusted He would again.
The next morning came fast.
George walked me to the room. It wasn’t a courtroom—it felt more like a conference room. I stood outside the door in my orange jumpsuit, ankles cuffed, wrists chained. He looked at me and said, “Just tell them the truth. The same truth you’ve told me.”
Then the door opened.
Inside, the detectives sat along one wall. The grand jurors sat along the other. The district attorney and her assistants were positioned at the front. I had to walk the length of the room and sit alone at the end of a table, facing everyone.
The questioning started immediately.
It was intense. Aggressive. Relentless. The district attorney pressed me hard—trying to confuse me, frustrate me, provoke me. She wanted me to lose my temper. She wanted to show the jury I was capable of what they accused me of.
The questions went on for hours.
They asked things I didn’t even know were allowed. Twisting scenarios. Hypotheticals. Emotional traps. But I answered every question calmly and honestly. The jurors didn’t interrupt. They just watched. Listened.
By midday, it still hadn’t stopped.
Toward the end, the tone shifted. The district attorney pushed harder. She said my ex-wife was terrified of me. She said Michelle and her family had written letters describing who I was, the threats I had made, the danger I posed.
Then she asked, “Are you a jealous man?”
For the first time all day, I paused.
Before I could answer, one of the jurors spoke up. He had been silent for hours.
“Mr. Herrera,” he said, “aren’t we all jealous at one point or another?”
I looked at him and nodded. “Yes. We are.”
I turned back to the district attorney and said, “He’s correct. Every one of us experiences jealousy at some point in our lives.”
She didn’t know how to respond.
Then she asked when the last time was that I spoke to my ex-wife. I told her the truth—that I had spoken to her when calling my son, until they instructed her not to speak to me anymore.
She insisted I was lying.
She reminded me that jail calls are recorded. I told her to listen to every one of them. I told her Michelle had purchased phone minutes so Dalton could call me—and that when she stopped using her card, her Aunt Suzie started using hers. I told her the receipts existed.
“She wouldn’t speak to you if she was afraid of you,” I said. “That’s just reality.”
She stood up, furious.
“I’m going to go confirm this,” she said. “And I’m going to prove you’re lying.”
“I encourage you to,” I replied.
She left the room.
When I walked out, George was waiting. He could tell immediately.
“She’s angry,” he said. “What did you say that made her leave?”
I explained it all. He listened carefully, then asked one question.
“Are you absolutely certain you spoke to them?”
“Yes.”
He nodded. “Then if she finds what you say she’ll find… this is going to look very good for you.”
We walked back to my cell and waited.
And for the first time, the waiting felt different.
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As I walked out of the grand jury room, Mr. Parnham escorted me back toward my cell. My heart was pounding, and the only thing I could think to ask was the one thing I needed most.
“When will I know?” I asked him.
He shook his head slightly. He told me he didn’t know for sure. Maybe the next day. Possibly later. There was no guarantee of anything happening that day.
That answer was brutal.
All I wanted was certainty. I needed to know whether I was about to face a long, drawn-out fight for my freedom—or whether decisions were being made that might finally bring this nightmare to an end. The not knowing was torture. My mind ran nonstop, bouncing between hope and fear, imagining both outcomes in vivid detail.
When I got back to my cell, time stopped moving. I sat there for the rest of the day, replaying every moment of the grand jury testimony. That night, sleep barely came—if it came at all. I don’t know how my body functioned during those days. It had to be adrenaline, because it felt like I hadn’t slept in weeks.
The next morning, I went through the same routine as every other day inside—wake up, wait, sit, think, wait some more. The hours dragged on endlessly. Every sound echoed. Every announcement made my heart jump.
Around eleven o’clock, I heard my name.
They said George Parnham was there to see me.
My stomach dropped. I didn’t know what to expect. I didn’t know whether to brace myself for more bad news or dare to hope for good. I followed the guard into a small private area where Mr. Parnham was waiting.
He didn’t waste time.
“Val,” he said, “the grand jury no-billed you.”
I just stared at him.
I didn’t even know what that meant.
He explained it calmly—that the grand jury had declined to indict me, that the charges were dismissed, that I was going to be released.
And in that moment, the weight lifted.
The only thought that entered my mind was Dalton.
I’m getting my son back.
That was it. That was everything. That was the fight. That was the reason I survived every single day in that place. Relief flooded my body, but it wasn’t relief for myself—it was relief because I believed I was finally going to be with my son again.
I asked him when I could leave.
He told me the paperwork still had to be processed, but it should happen later that day.
Time could not move fast enough.
I went back to my cell and gave away everything I had—every commissary item, everything that no longer mattered. Then I sat on my bunk and waited. And waited. And waited. Minutes felt like hours. Hours felt endless.
Later that afternoon—probably around three or four—Mr. Parnham returned, this time with a guard.
“Mr. Herrera,” he said, “your paperwork has been processed. You just need to sign your release.”
My heart raced.
He walked me to the processing center. I signed the paperwork, and then he told me he’d be waiting outside while I finished checking out. I didn’t fully understand what that meant—only that I was finally leaving.
They took me to retrieve my clothes—the same clothes I had been wearing the day I first walked into the Clark County Jail. I handed back the orange jumpsuit and stepped into the dressing area to change.
That’s when two guards walked in with a man they had just arrested.
As they escorted him inside, I recognized him immediately.
He was the young man God had asked me to speak to while I was locked up—the one I had prayed with, the one I had warned, the one I had tried to guide. He had listened to the wrong voices. Other inmates had convinced him to run. His father had bailed him out. He ran. And now he had been caught.
As I was being released, he was being brought back in.
Our eyes met.
Tears rolled down his face.
He asked me what I was doing there.
I told him, “Son, I told you God was going to watch over me. Today I was no-billed. I’m being released. And I’m going home to see my son.”
He broke down.
“I should have listened to you,” he said. “I should have gone to my bunk and prayed.”
I looked at him and said, “Son, it’s never too late. God still has a plan for you. I came in here at my worst moment, and now I’m walking out because I trusted what He told me. Now you know what I know—He is real. And you still have a choice. What are you going to do now?”
Without hesitation, he said, “I’m going to go to my bunk and pray.”
That moment stayed with me. I was proud of him. It warmed my heart knowing that, even in that place, something real had taken root.
As he was escorted in, I walked out.
Mr. Parnham was waiting.
I got into his car and told him the one thing that mattered most.
“Mr. Parnham, I’d like you to take me to see my son.”
He looked at me, and I immediately knew something was wrong.
“Mr. Herrera,” he said, “I don’t have good news about that.”
My heart sank.
He explained that there was still a protective order against me—issued in a different county. Even though I had been no-billed, I wasn’t allowed to see or speak to Dalton until that was resolved.
It didn’t make sense.
It wasn’t fair.
I had just proven my innocence. The lies had been exposed. And still, I couldn’t see my son.
He explained that it was a separate process—family court. A different county. A different fight.
The joy I had felt moments earlier disappeared.
The ride back to his office was silent. Forty-five minutes of anger, disbelief, and heartbreak. I stared out the window, trying to understand how winning could still feel like losing.
When we arrived, he explained the next steps.
This wasn’t over.
I would have to fight again—this time in family court in Houston—to win my son back.
I asked him to represent me, and he told me he couldn’t. He wasn’t a family court attorney. I didn’t even know there was a difference. He assured me he would support me however he could and referred me to a trusted colleague.
But it meant another retainer. More court costs. More time. More money I didn’t have.
I was exhausted. I was nearly broke. I couldn’t return to Las Vegas. I couldn’t work because of what I had been accused of.
And just like that, the second nightmare began.
I had thought the fight was over.
I was wrong.
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The next day, I met with Mr. Parnham’s colleague—the family court attorney he had referred me to. Sitting across from him, I listened as he laid out what I was facing and what it was going to cost me to fight for my son, Dalton.
It felt unreal.
I had just survived one of the darkest chapters of my life. I had been no-billed. I had proven my innocence. I had walked out of jail believing the fight was over. My only goal—my only reason for surviving—was to get back to Dalton. And yet, here I was, staring down another battle, realizing I hadn’t actually reached the finish line at all.
After paying the retainer and reviewing the process, he told me he would request a court date in family court. And then I waited.
Day after day, I sat in a small apartment, doing nothing but thinking. Thinking about Dalton. Thinking about money. Thinking about how a man who had just been cleared of criminal charges could still be treated like a danger to his own child.
When the first court date finally came, it was delayed.
That delay cost me money.
And then there was another delay. And another. Each one meant more time, more legal fees, and more mental torture. The waiting was relentless. All I did was sit and think—about the accusations, about the lies, about how none of this made sense.
Eventually, my attorney told me an official family court hearing had finally been scheduled—the one where we would hear exactly what I was being accused of and why the protective order was still in place.
Before that day arrived, I met with Mr. Parnham and asked him to attend the hearing with me. He agreed, but he warned me.
“Stay calm,” he said. “We don’t know what they’re going to say. You haven’t seen these accusations, and neither have we. Don’t be surprised by anything.”
That warning didn’t prepare me for what I heard.
I sat in the courtroom, waiting. When the judge began reading the accusations, Mr. Parnham placed his hand firmly on my arm and quietly reminded me to stay calm—no matter what was said.
Then the judge read the first accusation.
The court had upheld the protective order not only because I was accused of trying to have my wife killed—but now they were also accusing me of planning to have my son killed.
I nearly jumped out of my seat.
Mr. Parnham physically held me down.
I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t process what I was hearing. Everything in me screamed that this was insane. The only reason I had fought through jail, through humiliation, through fear, was to protect my son—to be with him. And now I was being accused of wanting to murder him.
I walked out of that courtroom furious and broken, unable to understand how things had gone this far.
Now, I wasn’t just fighting to see my son—I had to prove that I wouldn’t harm him just to be allowed to speak to him. The thought of it was overwhelming. I could only imagine how long and ugly this battle was going to become.
I met with my attorneys afterward, and they laid out what we were up against. The process they described felt endless—one court assignment after another, hearing after hearing, each one focused on accusations instead of evidence.
Over the next three family court hearings, I stood before judges and tried to explain who I was. I talked about my love for Dalton. I showed that I had enrolled him in school, supported his education, and built a stable life for him. But no matter what I said, the same narrative kept coming back.
They claimed I was a danger to my son.
Every conversation revolved around supervision—how I would need an attorney present if I were ever allowed to see him again, how tightly controlled any contact would be. It felt like I was already guilty, and I was the only one who didn’t understand why.
Eventually, I asked my family court attorney what we could do to depose the people on the other side—the ones making these accusations. He told me that wasn’t part of the process.
That answer didn’t sit right with me.
As far as I could tell, the system was designed to delay. Delay meant more hearings. More hearings meant more money. And all the while, I was no closer to my son.
So I made a decision.
Against my attorney’s advice, I hired a third law firm.
I knew it would cost more money—money I didn’t really have—but I was determined. My goal was simple: get to the truth. I filed a defamation of character lawsuit against those involved so that I could force depositions and put people under oath. If lies were being told, I believed someone would eventually crack.
My family attorney warned me not to do it. He said it would only drain my resources further. But at that point, I didn’t care. I wasn’t willing to lose my son because I played it safe.
I hired the third law firm.
And just like that, round three began.
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I walked into the third law firm knowing exactly what I wanted.
I didn’t want delays. I didn’t want strategy meetings that went nowhere. I didn’t want to sit around waiting for another court date while my life stayed on hold. I wanted the narrative flipped. I wanted the people who accused me to be put under oath.
I told them that directly.
They listened—and they said they could make it happen.
So once again, I paid another retainer. More fees. More expectations. More uncertainty. But at that point, money didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was the truth. I asked them not to hold back. I told them to depose everyone involved—every family member, every witness, every person who had played a role in destroying my life.
And that’s exactly what they did.
They went after it relentlessly. Family member after family member was deposed. They pulled text messages. Phone records. Written statements. They obtained warrants, accessed records, and brought everything they could into the light. Judges were approached. Evidence was gathered. Nothing was off-limits.
For the first time in a long time, I felt like something was actually happening.
On the other side, family court continued its slow crawl—hearing after hearing, delay after delay. But this third law firm never slowed down. They kept pushing. They kept deposing. They kept digging.
There was only one problem.
The person who had made the original accusations—the man who had testified before the grand jury and set everything in motion—couldn’t be found.
We tried again and again to serve him. He disappeared. He avoided us. It became clear that someone was protecting him. Every other family member started to crack under questioning, but this one person stayed hidden.
We knew he was the key.
Then one day, I got the call.
“Val,” they said, “we found him. We served him. He’s going to testify.”
I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time—hope. I knew the lies he had told. I knew the story he had fabricated. And now, he was going to have to repeat it under oath, in front of me, in front of my ex-wife, and in front of every attorney on both sides.
The day of the deposition arrived.
We sat in a large conference room, gathered around a long table. My ex-wife sat across from me with her attorneys. I sat with mine. This wasn’t family court. This wasn’t criminal court.
This was truth, under oath.
The deposition began, and my attorneys went after him the same way the district attorney had gone after me during my grand jury testimony. The difference was simple: I had told the truth—and I was no-billed.
He hadn’t.
Question after question came at him. He told his story. Then he changed it. Then he backpedaled. Then he contradicted himself. You could see it on his face—confusion, panic, fear. He couldn’t keep it straight.
My attorneys kept pressing.
The room was silent except for his voice and the sound of pages turning.
And then it happened.
The moment I had been waiting for.
After one specific question, he broke.
“Okay,” he said. “Okay. I lied.”
The room froze.
No one spoke. No one moved. I looked across the table at my ex-wife, and tears rolled down her face. Even my attorneys paused for a moment.
Then one of them calmly asked, “What do you mean, you lied?”
And he said it.
“I lied about everything.”
My attorney didn’t react emotionally. He stayed composed and asked him to explain—slowly, clearly—what he had lied about.
The young man walked through the entire story he had told the grand jury.
When he finished, my attorney asked, “Which part of that story was false?”
And he answered, “All of it.”
The relief that hit me in that moment is impossible to describe. It was like a weight I’d been carrying for months finally came off my chest.
Then my attorney asked the question that changed everything.
“Who else knew you were lying?”
He didn’t hesitate.
“Detective Johnson.”
The room went completely still.
Detective Johnson was the lead detective on my case.
My attorney leaned forward and asked him to explain.
He said that when he first met with Detective Johnson, he told his story—and Detective Johnson instructed him to change parts of his written statement. Adjust details. Shape the narrative.
My attorney asked him directly, “So Detective Johnson knew you were lying when these accusations were made against Mr. Herrera?”
“Yes.”
“Do you know Mr. Herrera spent time in jail because of this?”
“Yes.”
“Do you know he lost his job?”
“Yes.”
“Do you know he lost his son?”
“Yes.”
“Do you know he hasn’t been able to see his son?”
“Yes.”
“Do you understand that you ruined his life with this lie?”
“Yes.”
“And do you understand that you could go to prison for perjury before a grand jury?”
“Yes.”
The silence in that room was overwhelming.
They escorted him out.
My attorney walked over, shook my hand, and said words I will never forget:
“Mr. Herrera, we just won Dalton back.”


[bookmark: _hka6seq2c4qo]Chapter 9
As I walked out of the conference room, there was only one thing on my mind—getting Dalton back.
I immediately called my family court attorney and told him to file for an emergency hearing. He had no idea what had just happened.
“Val, what happened?” he asked.
“I have him on a flash drive admitting the lie,” I told him.
He hesitated. He said it couldn’t be introduced into family court immediately. There would have to be a hearing. Another process. Another delay.
I didn’t understand it—and I wasn’t going to accept it.
I told him there was no choice. I had won. The narrative had shifted. I had proof—proof that the entire case had been built on a lie. I told him to request an emergency hearing immediately or I would go directly to the court myself.
Then I said something else.
I told him I would go to the media.
Months earlier, through a marketing agency, I had been approached by the media. I had refused. This fight was never about me. It wasn’t about what happened to me in jail or what I lost—it was about my son. And until that moment, I had stayed silent.
But now, silence was no longer an option.
I told my attorney that if I wasn’t granted an immediate hearing, I would expose everything—every delay, every lie, every act of corruption that had kept me from my son.
The next morning, he called me back.
“Mr. Herrera,” he said, “an emergency hearing has been set for nine o’clock.”
I later found out my ex-wife had reached out as well.
I walked into family court with adrenaline running through my body. The judge was there. The ad litem was there. My ex-wife sat with her attorneys. I sat with mine.
As soon as my attorney began speaking, the judge cut him off—questioning why this hearing was even happening.
That’s when I stepped in.
I spoke aggressively. I didn’t hold back.
I told the court that I had a flash drive containing a sworn deposition in which the man responsible for this case admitted he fabricated the entire story.
The room went silent.
The judge looked stunned. Then he said they would set another hearing—thirty days out—to review the evidence.
That’s when anger hit me like a wave.
Thirty more days. More fees. More delays. More time without my son.
I refused.
I made it clear that I wasn’t waiting another thirty days. I told them that if I didn’t leave that courtroom with my son, I would go directly to the media and expose the recording—expose everything about this case and how the system had handled it.
The judge warned me that if I went to the media, I would be held in contempt of court and sent to jail.
At that moment, it didn’t matter.
I had already been to jail for a lie. I wasn’t afraid of it anymore.
I told the judge again: either I get my son today, or the truth goes public.
The judge called a recess and took my ex-wife and her attorneys into another room.
When they returned, the judge spoke.
He said they had discussed it and decided that Dalton would be returned to me—but not that day. They wanted two weeks to allow him to “transition,” withdraw from school, and pack his belongings.
I exploded.
Absolutely not.
I told them that this was just another delay. Another tactic. Another attempt to control the situation. I said that everyone in that room knew the case was a sham, and there was no justification for waiting two more weeks.
I said it one last time: today, or the media.
The judge was visibly frustrated. Another recess was called. They left the room again.
Twenty minutes later, they returned.
This time, the decision was final.
Dalton would be returned to me that day—at two o’clock.
The exchange would happen in the parking lot of a McDonald’s.
I didn’t know how to process it. Everything I had fought for—everything I had endured—was finally coming to an end.
As I walked out of the courthouse, the media was waiting. They asked questions. Cameras were rolling.
I said nothing.
I went home and waited. Time felt like it was crawling. When it was finally close, I left early. I needed to be there.
I pulled into the McDonald’s parking lot and waited.
Then I saw her car.
My ex-wife and her twin sister stepped out—and then I saw him.
Dalton.
As he walked toward me, I knew.
I was getting my son back.
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As I watched across the parking lot, I saw my son step out of the car.
The moment he started walking toward me, nothing else existed. We met halfway and embraced the way we always had—tight, instinctive, familiar. Like time hadn’t been stolen from us. Like we had never been separated.
We were back together.
We decided to do what we had always done. We went out to the fields. We threw a football. We tossed a baseball. We talked. We laughed. We filled the silence with movement and memory. Sports had always been our language—our way of reconnecting without needing words.
The media was there. They followed us. Cameras rolled. Reporters asked questions.
But none of it mattered.
All we said was that we were happy to be back together. And that was the truth.
We didn’t know what the future looked like. We didn’t know where we were going or how we were going to rebuild what had been taken from us. But we knew one thing for certain—we were going to do it together, just like we always had from the day Dalton was born.
Later that evening, as we headed back to my place, I received a call from George Parnham.
I wasn’t expecting it, but that was George. He always checked in.
He congratulated me. Then he surprised me.
“Val,” he said, “I’d like you and Dalton to come to my office tomorrow morning at seven.”
I didn’t question it. After everything he had done for me, there was no chance I wasn’t going. I wanted Dalton to meet him—the man who had helped bring us back together.
I thought that was the reason for the meeting.
I was wrong.
When we walked into George’s office the next morning, he congratulated us again. He spoke to Dalton, asked him questions, got to know him. That was who George was—he cared about truth, but he also cared about people.
Then the tone shifted.
He told me, calmly and directly, that he believed Dalton and I should return to Las Vegas immediately.
I refused.
I told him I wanted to press charges against everyone involved. The young man who lied. The detective who knew. My ex-wife. Anyone who played a role in destroying my life and taking my son from me. I told him I was staying in Houston until everyone was held accountable.
George listened.
Then he looked at Dalton.
He explained everything—carefully, honestly. He told Dalton that Zach had lied. That the detective had been involved. That all the evidence had already been turned over to the district attorney that very morning.
Then he said something that changed everything.
He explained that if charges were not filed—especially against the detective—that meant corruption ran deeper than we could see. And if we pursued it further, the Texas Rangers would have to step in. That would mean a full investigation into the county, the district attorney’s office, and law enforcement.
Then he warned us.
He reminded Dalton that they had already placed a million-dollar bond on me. That they had accused me of soliciting capital murder—against his mother, and against him. That if we stayed and challenged the system, we would be challenging people’s careers, their power, their protection.
“And when that happens,” George said, “things can get dangerous.”
He told Dalton to be cautious. He said that if we stayed, we would need cameras on at all times. Because all it would take was one traffic stop, one false report, one accusation—and it could be made to look like I lost my temper.
He looked at us both and said, “Val has won. You have your dad back. That’s the victory.”
I still refused.
Then Dalton looked at me.
“Dad,” he said, “I think we should go.”
George smiled at him.
“I’m proud of you,” he said.
Then George looked at me and reminded me of something I had said from the very beginning—that all I ever wanted was my son back. That nothing else mattered.
He was right.
Between George and Dalton, I finally understood. Justice doesn’t always mean punishment. Sometimes it means survival.
That day, Dalton and I left Harris County. We left Houston. We left Texas.
We left broke—but together.
We didn’t know how long it would take to rebuild our lives. We didn’t know how deep the scars ran. Even now, we still struggle. We still fight. We still heal.
But we have each other.
And that is everything.
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Dalton
For a long time, I didn’t understand why everything happened the way it did.
I was a kid when it started—old enough to remember everything, but too young to make sense of it. One day my life was normal, and the next day my dad was gone. Not just gone physically, but erased from the story people were telling about him. I heard words no kid should hear about their father. Words that didn’t match the man I knew.
They told me my dad was dangerous.
They told me he was angry.
They told me he was someone to be afraid of.
But I knew my dad.
I knew the man who woke up early to take me to practice.
The man who helped with homework.
The man who never missed a game.
The man who fought for me even when it cost him everything.
There were nights I didn’t sleep. Nights I wondered if the world was really as unfair as it felt. Nights I questioned whether truth even mattered. I learned early that authority doesn’t always equal justice, and that systems built to protect people can be used to destroy them.
That changes you.
For a long time, I struggled with my identity. I wondered if I was defined by what happened to my family, by the lies that were told, by the trauma we survived. I wondered if being strong meant being angry, or if faith meant pretending everything was okay.
But watching my dad endure what he did taught me something different.
I watched him lose everything—his freedom, his reputation, his money, his peace. And yet, he never lost his love for me. He never stopped believing that truth mattered. He never stopped praying, even when he didn’t fully understand what faith meant yet.
That’s where my understanding of faith comes from.
Faith isn’t about religion or rules. It’s about choosing to believe that truth exists even when lies are louder. It’s about holding onto hope when evidence tells you to quit. It’s about trusting that your character matters more than your circumstances.
I watched faith show up in the darkest place possible—a jail cell, a dead phone line, a broken system. And I watched it change my dad.
That changed me too.
I learned that my purpose isn’t to be bitter about what happened. It isn’t to seek revenge or prove anyone wrong. My purpose is to live with integrity, to stand up for truth, and to protect the people I love—especially when it’s hard.
I also learned that injustice doesn’t get the final word.
Truth does.
Love does.
Choice does.
We left Texas with nothing but each other. No money. No guarantees. Just a decision to move forward instead of staying trapped in what almost destroyed us.
And that’s where my identity lives now—not in what was taken from us, but in what couldn’t be taken.
They couldn’t take my dad’s integrity.
They couldn’t take our bond.
They couldn’t take our belief that truth matters.
What happened to us will always be part of our story. But it does not define us.
I am not the son of a lie.
I am not the product of injustice.
I am the son of a man who refused to break.
And that is the purpose I carry forward.
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Father and Son
People often ask us how we moved forward after everything that happened.
The truth is—we didn’t move forward alone.
What held us together wasn’t anger or revenge. It wasn’t court victories or public validation. It was the quiet, daily choice to choose each other. To rebuild trust in a world that tried to erase it. To believe that truth, even when delayed, still carries weight.
I learned faith in a jail cell.
My son learned strength in uncertainty.
Somewhere in the middle, we learned purpose together.
We don’t pretend the scars aren’t there. They are. But scars are proof of survival, not weakness. They remind us that we endured something most people never see—and that we came out with our integrity intact.
Today, our bond is unshakable. Not because life became easy, but because it didn’t break us.
This book is not a victory lap. It’s a testimony.
A testimony that love can outlast lies.
That truth doesn’t need permission to exist.
That a father’s promise—and a son’s belief—can carry two people through the darkest chapter of their lives.
No matter where life takes us from here, one thing is certain:
We walk forward together.
Always.
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What happens when the system meant to protect a child nearly destroys a family?
This is a true story of a father falsely accused, imprisoned, and silenced—and a son forced to grow up inside a lie that threatened to take everything from them.
Told through lived experience, unwavering faith, and the unbreakable bond between father and son, this book is not about revenge or blame. It is about truth. About resilience. About choosing integrity when the world chooses convenience.
More than a story of injustice, this is a story of purpose—of how faith is discovered in the darkest places, how identity is forged under pressure, and how love becomes the ultimate defense.
This is not a courtroom drama.
This is a testimony.
And once you read it, you won’t forget it.



