

    
        
          I Am Gay

        

        
        
          Jacob Aldridge

        

        
          Published by Jacob Aldridge, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      I AM GAY

    

    
      First edition. November 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jacob Aldridge.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232040789

    

    
    
      Written by Jacob Aldridge.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter One: Truth One

Chapter Two: Truth Two

Chapter Three: Truth Three

Chapter Four: Truth Four

Chapter Five: Truth Five

Chapter Six: Truth Six

Chapter Seven: Truth Seven

Chapter Eight: Truth Eight

Chapter Nine: Truth Nine

Chapter Ten: Truth Ten

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For my fiancé, my future husband and my answered prayer.You are the living proof that love is both gentle and powerful, patient and brave.You remind me daily that God's timing is perfect, and that love, when true, asks us only to be ourselves.
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Chapter One: Truth One
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Truth One: “You were not born broken. You were born human, complex, feeling, and worthy of love.”

That is the first truth.

And if no one has ever said it to you before, let this be the moment you finally hear it.

For many of us, the story begins not with celebration, but with silence. 

We grow up in classrooms, churches, homes, and friend groups where a single word, gay, is used like a weapon.

You hear it first as a joke.

“That’s gay.”

“Don’t be such a fag.”

“You’d probably like that, huh?”

And you laugh. You have to. Because if you don’t, someone will notice the way your stomach drops, the way your pulse skips. You laugh to hide. You join in because pretending feels safer than being seen.

Sometimes it’s not just jokes, it’s the words that sting sharper: Cock sucker. Fairy. Queer. Fag. Words that were born to hurt, to shame, to reduce something sacred to a slur.

And when those words are said in front of you, about you, or even near you, the pain burrows deep. You learn to flinch without moving. You learn how to disguise your hurt in sarcasm or humor. You learn to take part in your own erasure, to nod, to smirk, to add one more cruel comment just to prove you belong.

That is a wound too many of us carry.

The ache of pretending that being mocked doesn’t hurt.

The quiet grief of watching people you love say things that make you feel small, and realizing they have no idea what they’ve done.

If you’ve ever felt that, this book is for you.

If you’ve ever laughed along while your heart cracked open, this book is for you. If you’ve ever stayed silent to stay safe, I see you.

You are not weak for hiding. You are not cowardly for protecting yourself. 

Safety matters. Survival matters. Sometimes silence is the only way to make it through the day.

But please remember, that silence does not define you. The mask you wear to survive is not who you are.

And one day, when it’s safe, you deserve to take it off.

You deserve to breathe.

You deserve to live as yourself, not half, not hidden, but whole.

For many of us, the story begins with confusion. We spend years learning to hide pieces of ourselves before we ever understand what those pieces mean. We grow up believing that love is something to be earned, that happiness has conditions, that truth is dangerous. We learn how to smile when it hurts, how to nod when people talk about “normal,” and how to fold ourselves into shapes that fit into rooms never built for us.

But here’s the truth that shame can’t erase: There is nothing wrong with you. There never was.

You are you, and that is what makes you special and pure. You were born exactly as you were meant to be. You don’t need fixing. You don’t need to apologize. The world told you to chase “perfect,” but perfect isn’t real. What’s real is you, imperfect, growing, curious, beautiful, and alive.

You are not meant to be perfect.

You are meant to be true.

There is nothing more important, more courageous, or more sacred than living your life authentically. To live true is to live right, because truth is what connects you to everything good: to love, to joy, to peace, to purpose.

You are a miracle, not because you meet expectations, but because you exist in defiance of them. You are living proof that love takes infinite forms, that the human heart refuses to be caged. Every laugh, every scar, every heartbeat is evidence that you belong here, fully, unapologetically, gloriously.

This book is a mirror, not to change who you are, but to help you remember what was never lost. It’s about unlearning the lies that told you your love was wrong, your faith misplaced, or your joy too loud. It’s about reclaiming your light from the shadows others cast upon it.

You have spent enough time surviving.

It’s time to live.

Living means letting yourself breathe without fear. It means no longer asking permission to exist. It means stepping out of the boxes others built for you and realizing you were always too vast to fit inside them.

Living true doesn’t mean you will never hurt, it means you will finally heal. It doesn’t mean everyone will understand, it means you will. And that understanding will become your peace.

You are meant to live as yourself, not as a version of what someone else believes is right. You are meant to love who you love, to speak as you are, to stand in the light of your truth without shame.

And if you ever forget that, come back here.

Read these words again.

Breathe them in until they live inside you.

You are right and perfect in your truth.

You are unique, irreplaceable, and full of light.

You are gay, and you are good.

So take this moment to lay down your armor.

Let your shoulders drop. Let your breath steady.

You have made it this far, not by accident, but by strength.

And now, finally, you can rest in the truth that will guide every page to come:

You are loved.

You are whole.

And you are free.
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Chapter Two: Truth Two
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Truth Two: “Knowing is Sacred, Not Shameful.”

There’s a moment.

Maybe it comes softly, like the first light before dawn, creeping in before you even know the sun is rising.

Or maybe it arrives all at once, a lightning flash across the sky of your mind, too bright to ignore, too true to take back.

But sometimes, it’s neither sudden nor quiet, it’s a series of moments, small and scattered, like puzzle pieces you don’t yet know fit together.

A passing glance that lingers.

A flutter in your chest that you try to brush off.

A warmth that feels right but “shouldn’t.”

The way you feel safer, freer, more yourself around certain people, and the ache you can’t explain when they walk away.

It can take years to realize that those moments were speaking to you all along. 

That the laughter you felt with one person wasn’t “just friendship.”

That the admiration you buried under excuses, I just like their style, their energy, their confidence, was something deeper.

That your heart had been whispering the truth long before your mind dared to listen.

Sometimes, you look back and realize you always knew, in the small things, the quiet things.

The song that made you feel something you couldn’t name.

The movie scene that left you staring longer than you meant to.

The way you looked at your best friend and wondered why your chest felt tight, or why you couldn’t stop thinking about their laugh.

You remember being young and hearing someone call a boy “handsome” or a girl “beautiful” and feeling a spark of something that both thrilled and terrified you.

Those moments don’t always come in one clear burst of clarity.

They come in layers. In whispers. In pieces that finally form a picture too complete to deny.

For some, it’s gradual, a slow unfolding of realization, a thousand small clues that add up to something undeniable: the way your eyes linger a second too long, the warmth in your chest when someone smiles at you, the ache when they look away. 

For others, it’s sudden, a single realization that knocks the breath out of you, leaving your heart both terrified and free.

And for many, maybe for you, it’s resisted.

You know, but you tell yourself you don’t.

You rewrite the story in your head a hundred times.

You try to crush the feelings, hide the truth, bury it under what the world tells you you’re supposed to be.

You date people you don’t love because you’re trying to prove something, to yourself, to others, to the mirror.

You convince yourself it’s just a phase, that you’re confused, that you can change.

That’s okay.

There is no wrong way to arrive at yourself.

Because that moment, whenever it comes, however it comes, is not the breaking of something. It’s the beginning.

It’s the whisper of
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