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Dedication
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To the politicians who fight for us: you remind us that power can protect instead of destroy. You are proof that survival doesn’t always have to be defiance — sometimes it can be policy, compassion, and law. For every vote, every speech, every act of resistance you’ve carried on our behalf: thank you.

To the politicians who fight against us: you wanted me erased. Instead, you wrote me into permanence. Every time you spoke my existence like a curse, you handed me another reason to survive. You didn’t silence me — you insured that my story would be loud, inconvenient, and unignorable. If I haunt you, good. That’s what happens when you try to bury people who refuse to stay dead.

To my family: some of you will be reading parts of this for the first time. Consider this an advance apology — not because I regret writing it, but because honesty will hurt. This book is not camouflage. It is not polite. It is not softened for your comfort. If you find yourself in these pages and wince, know that I winced living it. This is the story you gave me, and now I’m giving it back.

To the family I chose: thank you for loving me without footnotes or conditions. You are the proof that survival doesn’t just mean saying no — it also means having people worth saying yes to.

To the reader: whether you are trans, queer, straight, sober, drinking, thriving, or clawing your way through collapse — this book is also for you. If you see yourself in these pages, I hope you find proof that survival is possible. If you don’t, I hope you find empathy for those who live this every day. Either way, thank you for carrying my story in your hands.

And if you need someone right now: in the U.S., dial 988 for the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline. If you’re LGBTQIA+, reach out to The Trevor Project at thetrevorproject.org or text START to 678-678. If you’re outside the U.S., find the crisis lines where you are — someone will answer.

This is for the silenced. For the queer kids whispering their truths into pillows. For the addicts bargaining with themselves in the dark. For every bitch in the mirror who hasn’t yet been brave enough to say: that’s me.

This is for you.
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Foreword
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This book is not just memory; it is argument. A story told in fragments of survival, stitched together with theory, data, and defiance. Between the chapters of lived experience, the book includes Intermissions — and one final Coda — written in a different register. These sections step outside the immediacy of the memoir and speak in the language of research, citation, and evidence.

Why? Because stories alone are too easy to dismiss. People call them exaggerations, confessions, or complaints. But when lived experience is placed alongside peer-reviewed studies, clinical definitions, and decades of scholarship, denial becomes harder to sustain. These interludes are here to validate what queer and trans people already know in our bones: survival is never just personal. It is structural, political, and deeply researched, even when unacknowledged.

The memoir voice and the academic voice do not compete here. They braid. One offers vulnerability and blood, the other offers context and proof. Together, they form a record: both the individual story of one trans woman clawing her way through addiction and silence, and the collective story of queer survival under siege.

So read the chapters as lived truth, jagged and unfiltered. Read the Intermissions as grounding, a reminder that what feels isolating is, in fact, systemic. And read the Coda as manifesto, proof that survival itself can be revolution.

Content Warning

This book does not come wrapped in bubble wrap. It deals bluntly with addiction, alcoholism, relapse, self-harm, suicidal ideation, sexual content, trauma, gender dysphoria, transphobia, homophobia, family toxicity, and political bigotry.

If those subjects are tender spots for you, proceed with care. Step away if you need to. Your survival matters more than finishing a chapter.

This isn’t about shock value — it’s about honesty. I refuse to sanitize what happened. I won’t polish it into something palatable for people who would rather I whisper. My story is raw because survival is raw.

If you are struggling, please don’t sit in silence. In the United States, you can dial 988 for the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline. If you’re LGBTQIA+ and need someone who gets it, reach out to The Trevor Project at thetrevorproject.org or text START to 678-678. If you’re outside the U.S., look up crisis lines in your country. Someone, somewhere, will answer.

Read this book if you’re ready. Step away if you’re not. Either way — know this: you’re not alone.
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Chapter One: Camouflage
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I was seven when I learned the art of camouflage.

Not the kind with tree branches printed on polyester, the kind hunters wore. This camouflage was stitched under my skin, an instinct you grow when there’s something about you that can’t be seen. Not yet.

It started in bedrooms and backyards. In the hallway of a beige Montana house where the carpet smelled faintly of dog hair and Pine-Sol. In the silence after friends left, when the air went too still and panic rose, hot and sharp. I dragged out goodbyes like I was stalling an execution. Don’t go yet. Don’t leave me here with myself.

They thought I was clingy. Separation anxiety. Maybe that was the polite diagnosis. The truth was closer to hunger — the kind you don’t name because even at seven, you know it isn’t safe.

The body remembers hunger. Mine still does. My chest tightened every time they walked away, like someone cinching a belt around me from the inside. My stomach flipped in ways I couldn’t explain. I didn’t know the words gay, trans, different. I just knew that closeness felt like water, and distance felt like drowning.

So, I played it off. Camouflage was survival. Laugh when expected. Smile on cue. Keep the mask straight and no one asked why my heart thundered when a boy’s shoulder brushed mine, or why I lingered when playtime was supposed to be over.

But silence is dangerous when it’s only in your head. I needed something to drown it out.

That’s where music came in.

Music was my sanctuary, my confessional booth, my church. My bedroom became a private radio station, and I was the only DJ. A battered boom box was my pulpit. I slammed cassettes into it with the reverence of communion. One hour it was Backstreet Boys or NSYNC, me pretending to be a top 40 host announcing a summer hit. The next it was Limp Bizkit or Cypress Hill, mouthing along to words I didn’t understand but felt in my bones. Then came Green Day, No Doubt, anything loud enough to shake the walls.

Making a mixtape was ritual. Sit cross-legged on the carpet. Wait for the song you wanted on the radio. Hover a finger over the record button like it was a detonator. Pray the DJ didn’t talk through the intro. Scribble the titles into a notebook, pressing so hard the ink bled through the page. Those tapes weren’t just collections of songs — they were maps of survival.

I wasn’t just listening. I was rehearsing. Every lyric was a script for feelings I couldn’t yet admit were mine. Longing hidden in a boy-band chorus. Rage channeled through Fred Durst. Yearning without a name yet, smuggled through Gwen Stefani’s voice, plaid pants and all, teaching me that confusion could sound like freedom if you turned it up loud enough.

On the outside, I was just another kid obsessed with music, clutching a boom box, memorizing lyrics. Inside, I knew it was something else. Those songs weren’t hobbies. They were lifelines. Each one was camouflage and confession at once — a way to bury my truth inside a melody no one questioned.

Looking back, I see it clearly: camouflage isn’t about disappearing. It’s about buying time. You blend in until you’re ready to be seen.

And for a long time, I wasn’t. I wouldn’t be for decades. But every rewind, every static-filled transition between songs, was a reminder: the disguise could only hold for so long before the real voice cut through.

And when it did, it would be loud enough to rattle the walls.
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