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      My body was never confused.

Only quiet.

Only waiting

for me to listen.
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  Preface



This is a memoir. An erotic one.

The distinction matters to me. The details you’ll encounter are not exaggeration or embellishment. They’re not added for confession’s sake. They belong to the truth of what happened, and to the truth of how it lived inside me.

As far back as I can remember, my body understood things before I could. Before I had language for them. Longing and desire arrived before identity. Sensation before explanation. Shame, curiosity, and pleasure were not footnotes to my life, but the first draft of it. To tell this story without the touch of flesh, without the heat of desire, without the subtle electricity that simmered beneath certain moments, would flatten it into something safer and less honest.

This book does not separate reflection from arousal, or memory from sensation. Life didn’t put distance between them. My body was not a side character in my life. It was the witness. The archive. The place where truth registered long before I knew how to speak it aloud.

If I stripped out the erotic elements, I wouldn’t be protecting the story — I’d be distorting it. I would be offering a version of myself that’s easier to consume, but less real.

So I’m not doing that.

What follows is memory as it felt — not as it might be recited in polite company, but as it moved through breath and skin. I am not only recounting what happened. I am recreating how it lived: the pull, the tension, the charge that made certain moments linger. This book allows space for reflection, but it also allows space for arousal.

Memory doesn’t arrive in tidy order. It comes as sensation first — a tightening in the chest, a rush of heat, the echo of words that linger longer than they should. Only later do we shape those sensations into narrative.

The memories here are true, but shaped by time and carried forward in my body long after the original moment passed. Some scenes are compressed. Some conversations are reconstructed from how they settled in me rather than from exact phrasing. I have prioritized the accuracy of feeling over the precision of sequence. Time bends in memory.

I am writing this as the person I am now, remembering the person I was then. That distance matters. At the time, I didn’t always understand what was happening inside me. Now I do. Both versions of me are present here — the one who lived it, and the one who can finally name it. This is not an attempt to prove what happened. It is an attempt to honor how it felt.

Desire did not orbit my life. It ran through the center of it.

Long before I understood identity, I understood wanting — the magnetism toward certain bodies, the sudden quickening of pulse, the way a glance could rearrange my breathing. Shame and arousal often appeared side by side, almost indistinguishable. Curiosity and secrecy shared the same voice.

The erotic in these pages is deliberate. The details are placed with care. If something inside you stirs while you’re reading, that’s not an accident. Certain awakenings did not happen in thought. They happened in heat, in tension, in the slow recognition of what my body already knew.

Some names have been changed. Some identifying details have been altered — not to blur the truth, but to protect the people who moved through it.

Not every moment is here. There are conversations that will remain private, and encounters that belong only to the bodies that experienced them. Some details are withheld — not out of shame, but out of care.

This is my story to tell.

This book is not revenge. It is not an exposé.

It is not an apology — for who I was or who I became.

It is not a manifesto, though it may contain conviction. It is not a plea for approval, though it may demand attention.

If it unsettles, it is not an attack. If it excites, it is not an accident. If it refuses to resolve neatly, that is because life rarely does.

As you read, notice what happens in you. Where you tense. Where you soften. Where warmth rises or resistance surfaces. Discomfort and arousal do not have to be opposites here. Reflection and sensation can share the same space.

You may recognize parts of yourself in these pages. You may recognize someone you once were.

There is no required response.

Only curiosity. Only attention.

Take what resonates. Leave what does not. Move at your own pace.

For a long time, I edited myself for safety. I thinned my desires. Softened my voice. I learned to tell stories in ways that made others comfortable.

This is not that version of me.

What follows is offered fully.

Not perfectly. Not cautiously.

Fully.






I

PART ONE — YES TO ME

Before anyone answered,

before I asked aloud,

there was a quiet heat

learning its own name

in the dark.
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  Yes to Looking

  
  




I grew up in rooms full of mirrors.

Gymnastics first. Then dance. Then cheerleading. Entire walls of glass reflecting every landing, every turn, every smile. Mirrors weren’t there to admire yourself. They were there to fix things. Straighten your knees. Lift your chest. Tighten your core. Check the angle. Adjust. Try again.

I got very used to looking at myself that way.

Not to see who I was. Just to see if I was doing it right.

Outside the gym, I was the kid who liked reading and writing. I loved romance. I liked stories where people said what they felt. I liked paying attention to emotion, to softness, to the subtle shifts in someone’s voice. I wasn’t a bad athlete, but I also wasn’t what most people picture when they think of a “real boy.”

I liked strength. I liked adrenaline. I liked applause. But I also liked sensitivity. I liked stillness. I liked noticing things.

Those qualities didn’t always sit comfortably next to each other.

No one sat me down and told me how a boy should look at himself. But you pick things up. You learn that confidence is good, but too much self-attention is suspect. You learn that mirrors are for checking, not lingering. You glance, make sure everything looks acceptable, and move on.

That’s what I did for years.

My body was something I trained. Something I relied on. It carried me through routines and performances and classrooms. I respected it for what it could do. I just didn’t spend much time being curious about it.

Not really.

There’s a difference between checking your posture and actually looking at yourself. Between tightening your stomach because you think you’re supposed to and noticing how it feels when you let it soften. Between performing strength and simply standing there.

I don’t think I would have said any of this out loud at nineteen. I probably would have laughed it off. But looking back, I can see how careful I was. Careful not to linger. Careful not to let the act of looking mean something.

Because what would that say? That I was vain? That I was insecure? That I was… interested?

It sounds dramatic when you say it that way, but it didn’t feel dramatic at the time. It felt normal. Automatic.

Until one afternoon, standing alone in my room, I didn’t look away.



Mirror’s Secret


I don’t remember deciding to stop.

I just didn’t look away.

I was halfway through changing.
Shirt off.
Room quiet.
Nothing dramatic about it.
Just a normal afternoon.

Usually I glance, adjust, move on.
Make sure everything looks fine.
Make sure I look fine.

Chin up.
Shoulders back.
Okay. Done.

But that day I stayed.

I don’t even know why.
I just… stayed.

The light wasn’t flattering.
It wasn’t moody or soft.
It was the same light that always made everything look a little dull.

And
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Passing
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