Power 10 Financial

navigating your long-term care

The Red Line

| ran the numbers last night.
Not the retirement projections my advisor sends me every
year. Those look like a sunrise. A smooth, upward curve that

ends with a beach at sunset.

No. | ran the other numbers.



The Real Numbers

The ones whispering in the back of my mind every time |
help my mom up the stairs. The ones that tap me on the
shoulder when | see the monthly charge for my dad’s
memory care facility—a number that looks like a luxury car
payment, but for loss.

| opened a blank spreadsheet. My own DIY stress test.

Column A: Age.
Column B: Our Savings.

| typed in our hopeful, hard-earned number at Age 65: $1.2
Million. | used the optimistic 6% growth rate. The green line
climbed. Beautiful. | could almost hear the gentle waves.

Then, | created a new variable.
Column C: The Event.

| didn’t call it “long-term care.” Too soft. | called it what it is
in my house right now: The Need. The bathing. The dressing.
The watching. The feeding.

| picked an age not out of malice, but probability: 78. The
year my dad started to fade. | modeled three years of care.
Not in a fancy place. Just a decent one. At future prices.



| hit enter.

The green line didn’t just dip. It fell off a goddamn cliff.

At Age 82, the year I’d hoped to finally take that
Transatlantic cruise with my wife, the spreadsheet turned
red.

$1,200,000 became $417,203.

At Age 83: $142,880.

At Age 84: (-$18,455).

A negative number. In red, with parentheses. The software’s
polite way of saying: Broke. You are broke.

But the spreadsheet lied. It said we were broke. That’s not
the truth.

The truth was a few cells over, in the story the numbers told:

My wife was broke at 84.
Her “secure” retirement, vaporized by my need. Her
independence, gone. Her security, traded for my care.



My daughter was bankrupt at 32.

Not with money, but with time, choice, and ambition. The
“Daughter Tax” levied in 80-hour weeks, missed promotions,
and a quiet, grinding resentment.

| had just written the blueprint for generational collapse. In
12-point Calibri font.

The red line wasn’t a projection. It was a countdown. A timer
on my family’s future. And | was holding the detonator, doing
nothing.

| stared at the screen until the numbers blurred. The quiet
hum of the computer was the only sound. No crisis, no
sirens. Just the silent, accelerating erosion of every promise
I’d ever made to protect them.

That red line wasn’t in a spreadsheet.

It was drawn directly through my wife’s face in our wedding
photo.

It was slashed across my daughter’s college diploma.

It was the barrier between the life they deserved and the
burden | was about to become.

| finally saw it. Not as a “risk,” but as the inevitable cost of
my inaction.

| closed the laptop. The room was dark.



The question wasn’t, “Can we afford care?”
The question suddenly was, “Can they afford ME?”

And for the first time, | had the answer.
It was in red.
And it was unacceptable.

That was my Red Line.
Where’s yours?

We don’t show you pretty graphs of a rich retirement. We
show you the single point where it all falls apart—and
exactly how to build the bridge across the gap.



YOU ARE CLOSER THAN YOU THINK

YOU ARE LIVING IN THE PREQUEL TO YOUR OWN CARE CRISIS

THE RED LINE HAS BEEN DRAWN.
It's not a projection. It's not a "what if."

It's the countdown that's already ticking in the background
of your life.

Every time you transfer money to your parent's account.
Every time you miss your kid's game to sit in a doctor's
office. Every quiet moment when you wonder, "Who does
this for me?"—that's the second hand moving.

The red line is coming for you.



It doesn't care about your 401 (k) balance. It doesn't care
about your job title. It only cares about time and biology. And
both are working against you.

WHAT HAPPENS AT THE RED LINE

This isn't about money running out. It's about lives being
dismantled.

Your Spouse's Retirement: Erased. Not trimmed. Erased.
The cruise, the grandkids’ trips, the peace—gone. Replaced
by rationed pills and resentment.

Your Child's Future: Hijacked. That promotion in another
state? Can't take it. That startup idea? No time. Their own
family? Delayed. Your crisis becomes their full-time job.

Your Dignity: Annihilated. The man who built a career,
coached Little League, fixed the sink becomes... a patient. A
bill. A burden. The final chapter of your story, rewritten by a
spreadsheet you ignored.

This is not fear-mongering.
This is the mathematical, unemotional outcome of the path
you're currently on.



YOUR MOVE. RIGHT NOW.

You have two choices:

CHOICE 1: Keep pretending.

Close this. Go back to your day. Tell yourself you'll deal with
it later. That the market will save you. That your kids will
"understand.”

Result: You officially accept the red line. You sign the silent
contract that says your family's security is negotiable. You
become the detonator.

CHOICE 2: See your own red line.

Not a hypothetical. Yours. Your age. Your savings. Your
spouse's face. Your kid's ambition.

Result: You move from victim to commander. You see the
enemy clearly for the first time. And you can actually fight it.



THIS IS YOUR BRIDGE.
We don't sell peace of mind. We sell war plans.

We don't do "retirement projections.” We do Red Line
Autopsies.

In 30 minutes, we will:

1. Run YOUR numbers. Not generic examples. Yours.

2. Show YOU the exact year, age, and dollar amount where
your current plan fails. (We'll put it on screen. You'll see it.)
3. Map the three escape routes that didn't exist for your
parents. (This is the new model. Your money doesn't vanish.
It gets armor.)

This is not a sales call.

This is a reconnaissance mission.
Your mission.

THE INVITATION



If you've read this far, the red line is already real to you. The
whisper is now a voice.

Silence it by facing it.

— Click here to book your 30-minute Red Line

Reconnaissance.

You will leave with:

- Your Personal Red Line Graph (the truth, on paper)

- The 3 Modern Escape Routes (clear, jargon-free options)
- Your Next Step (one single, manageable action to take
within 48 hours)

No charge. No obligation. No pretty sunrise graphs.

Just the coordinates of your crisis, and the path out.

This is the work of a generation that refuses to pass the
burden forward.

The red line is drawn.



Will you be the one who crosses it—or the one who erases
it?

Power 10 Financial
We don't navigate your care. We destroy the red line.

P.S. The call you don't make today is the conversation your
child will be having with their spouse in 15 years.

"How do we afford dad?"

Be the parent who answered that question for them. Book
the Recon.



