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Introduction: Why This Book Exists
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I want to tell you something before you read a single page further. This is not a book about semen retention the way most people mean it when they use that phrase. It is not a set of rules, a challenge you sign up for, or a promise that abstaining from something will turn you into a different man overnight. This is simply the story of what happened when I finally got honest with myself about where my energy was going and what I decided to do about it.

I am writing this for the version of myself that existed in 2021 and 2022, the one who had no idea what was wrong with him but knew, with total certainty, that something was. If that description fits you right now, this book was written with you in mind.

Here is where I was. I had just finished matric with no real plan for what came next, drifting through my days with a habit I could not control, quietly ashamed of myself while trying to look, from the outside, like a young man who had his life together. I was not lying to people exactly. I was speaking at schools, posting videos, staying visible. But underneath all of that was a private routine of compulsively watching pornography and masturbating, often daily, sometimes more than once a day, and I could feel it hollowing me out in ways I did not have the language for at the time.

I do not tell you this to shock you or to make my story sound more dramatic than it was. I tell you because I think a huge number of young men are living some version of exactly this, quietly, without telling anyone, assuming they are the only one who feels this trapped by something that looks, on paper, so small.

This book is about the decision I eventually made, on the first of November 2022, to stop living that way. It is about what actually happened in the weeks and months that followed, the real version, including the relapse that nearly convinced me nothing would ever change. It is about the discipline that slowly replaced the chaos, and about the very concrete, very unglamorous things I did with the energy I got back once I stopped giving it away every day.

I want to be honest about something else too. I am not a doctor, a therapist, or a scientist, and I am not going to pretend that semen retention is a medically proven method for transforming your life. What I can tell you is what I personally experienced, and I will let you decide what to make of it. What I believe, more than anything specific about retention itself, is that most of us are leaking our energy and attention in ways we have never stopped to examine, and that the moment you start paying attention to where your energy actually goes, your life starts to change whether or not you ever adopt a single one of my specific habits.

This book follows a fairly simple timeline. It starts with who I was right after school, a young man with no direction and a habit he could not admit to anyone. It moves through the morning I finally decided something had to change, the first attempt that fell apart within a week, and the version of the attempt that actually held. It ends in February 2023, holding a finished book in my hands for the first time, which felt, and still feels, like the clearest proof I have that a person can genuinely rebuild themselves if they are willing to keep showing up after they fail.

I also want to say plainly what this book is not promising, because I think honesty here matters more than sounding impressive. This is not a promise that abstaining from a specific habit will automatically make you successful, attractive, or respected. Plenty of men practise strict discipline in this specific area and change nothing else about their lives, because discipline without direction just becomes another private routine, only slightly less shameful than the one it replaced. What actually changed my life was not the abstaining by itself. It was what the abstaining freed up, energy, focus, a clearer head, and then what I chose to build with that freed up capacity. If you take one thing away from this introduction before moving into the rest of the book, let it be that distinction. The habit was never the whole story. What I did with what it gave back was.

If you are reading this while living some version of what I just described, ashamed of a habit you cannot seem to break, aware that you are capable of more than you are currently producing, I am not going to pretend I have a formula that guarantees your life will look like mine by a certain date. What I can tell you is that it is possible to change, because I did it, imperfectly, with real setbacks along the way, and I want to walk you through exactly how.

I also want to say something about shame specifically, because shame is the part of this story that kept me silent the longest. It is one thing to struggle with a habit. It is another thing entirely to struggle with it while believing you are the only one, while assuming that admitting it out loud would confirm something broken in you that other people do not carry. I spent years operating under that assumption, and it turned out to be almost completely wrong. Once I started paying attention, once I started watching the same videos and reading the same forums that eventually led me to semen retention, I realized how many young men were carrying an identical private struggle, dressed up differently depending on the person, but built from the same basic material. Compulsive habits, secret routines, a public self that looked fine and a private self that felt increasingly out of control.

I do not think shame is a useful teacher. It kept me stuck for far longer than the habit itself did, because shame convinces you that the problem says something permanent about who you are, rather than something temporary about what you have been doing. What actually moved me forward was not shame finally reaching some unbearable threshold. It was curiosity, a small, practical question that arrived almost by accident one night while I was scrolling my phone: what if this specific thing, the thing I keep giving away without thinking about it, is actually the reason I feel so drained all the time. That question did more for me than years of quiet self criticism ever managed to.
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Chapter 1: Lost After Matric

[image: ]


The day I received my matric results in 2021 did not feel like the beginning everyone talks about. It felt like being pushed off a ledge with no instructions on how to land. Around me, people were celebrating, making plans, talking about universities and jobs and the future. I remember standing in the middle of all that noise and feeling almost nothing except a strange, uncomfortable quiet inside myself. For the first time, I had to admit that I genuinely did not know who I was without a timetable telling me where to be.

School had given me structure for years, whether I appreciated it or not. Wake up, go to class, follow the system, repeat. Even the things I actually cared about lived inside that structure. Music was one of them. I spent a large part of high school writing lyrics and recording, chasing a feeling I could never quite name. There were moments in that process where I felt genuinely alive, like I had touched something real. But even then, if I am honest, I never gave it everything. I was present, but never fully there, the way you can be in a room with someone and still be somewhere else entirely.

The same pattern showed up everywhere. Chess, schoolwork, opportunities that came my way, I touched all of it without ever pushing to see what I was actually capable of. It felt like some part of me was locked behind a door I could not find the key to. After matric, with no more structure forcing me forward, that truth became impossible to ignore. There was no timetable anymore. There was just me, and whatever I chose to do with my days.

That is when things started falling apart quietly, in a way nobody around me could see. If you had looked at my life from the outside in 2021, you probably would have assumed I was doing fine. I was visiting schools in my area, talking to younger students, trying to encourage them. I was posting videos, trying to build something online, trying to look productive. Part of that was real. But it was only half the picture.

Behind that, there was another life running in parallel, one nobody around me knew about. A habit I had picked up back in high school, small and seemingly harmless at first, had grown into something I genuinely could not control. I was watching pornography and masturbating compulsively, most days, sometimes several times in a single day. In the beginning it did not register as a problem at all. Then it became routine. Then it became something I could not go a single day without, and the most dangerous part of it was that nothing about it showed on the outside. There were no obvious signs, nobody pulling me aside to warn me, nothing forcing me to confront it. So I kept going.

Every single day I told myself this was the last time. Every single day I found myself back
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