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			To every Judas.

			Thank you for rejecting me.

			Thank you for denying me.

			Thank you for deceiving me.

			Thank you for betraying me.

			Thank you for mistreating me.

			Because you pushed me closer to God.

			You forced me into purpose.

			You revealed who I was.

			You made me run to Him.

			And you will never take credit for 
what He birthed in me.

			— L’Tanya
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			Author’s Note

			Before you turn these pages, I need you to know something.

			When I first named this book The Penis That Hurt Me, it was about my childhood.

			It was about the sexual abuse I experienced as a little girl.

			I was going to tell it all—every traumatic detail.

			Because that’s what I thought healing looked like.

			But God took this book in a different direction.

			He showed me that while that pain shaped parts of me, it was never my identity.

			And in His kindness, He didn’t require me to relive it on these pages.

			Because what hurt me as a child wasn’t just a person—it was the silence that followed.

			The grooming, the shame, the secrets, the words I never spoke . . .

			That’s what kept me bound.

			So yes, this title started with my childhood story.

			But this book is about every manipulation.

			Every counterfeit love.

			Every betrayal that followed.

			

			I want you to know right now:

			You are not what happened to you.

			You are not what they called you.

			You are not what they did.

			You are God’s daughter.

			This book is my healing.

			May it lead you to yours.

			L’Tanya

		

	
		
			

			Part 1

			The Unraveling
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			Introduction to Judas: 
Where It All Begins
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			I wasn’t a teenager when it happened. I wasn’t naive. I wasn’t sheltered. I was a grown woman. A whole adult. And still, I got got.

			I met him with a full heart and open arms, thinking I had finally found something real. But what I didn’t know was that a grown woman can still be groomed. A woman with degrees, children, responsibilities, and wisdom—can still be groomed.

			It didn’t start with sex—it started with conversation. The smooth talk. The charm. The attention I didn’t know I was still craving. He knew what to say, how to say it, and when to say it. And I—still healing from years of pain, disappointment, and survival—fell for it.

			He studied me. That’s what predators do. They don’t pounce—they prepare.

			He found my soft spots and pretended to protect them.

			He learned my language and spoke it fluently.

			

			He didn’t just want my body—he wanted my loyalty, my silence, my submission.

			And he got it.

			In the beginning, worship was always on the agenda. He dressed the part . . . Bible in one hand, my hand in the other . . . reaching for what he knew mattered most to me. But little by little, I saw the mask slip. To me, his words said he believed, but the fruit of his life told a different story. He wasn’t pulling away from me but from the very God he pretended to hold on to . . . withdrawing from everything that mattered, until faith felt like it was mine alone to carry.

			Because the little girl in me—the one who still needed to be chosen, protected, and cherished—believed him.

			I thought I was in control. But I wasn’t.

			I thought I had standards. But I bent them.

			I thought I knew what love looked like. But I had only seen its counterfeit.

			This wasn’t just about a man.

			It was about what I hadn’t yet healed in me.

			That’s how the abuse got in.

			Not because I was weak.

			But because I was still waiting to be loved the way I was meant to be.

			And predators can smell that.

			He didn’t hit me. He didn’t yell. But he knew how to dominate my mind.

			He’d pull back just enough to make me chase.

			He’d say just enough to make me stay.

			He’d promise just enough to make me hope.

			And then when I gave myself to him—not just physically, but emotionally, spiritually, financially—I felt it.

			That shift.

			Something inside of me broke.

			Not all at once. But piece by piece.

			Every time he lied.

			Every time he left me questioning my worth.

			Every time I defended him to myself and others.

			I started to lose me.

			

			And I didn’t even realize it until much later.

			That’s the danger of emotional abuse—you don’t always see the bruises, but you bleed just the same.

			I played the role of the strong woman. The provider. The prayer warrior.

			But deep down, I was begging to be chosen. And I didn’t even know it.

			And that’s where it all started.

			Not in the bedroom, but in the lie that I was supposed to prove I was worth loving.

			This chapter may be hard to read.

			But I had to tell the truth.

			Because healing doesn’t begin until the truth is told.

			And my truth is this:

			He never loved me. He used me. And I let him.

			But that is not how my story ends.

		

	
		
			

			2

			When the Mask 
Started to Slip
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			He didn’t go to Baltimore.

			He didn’t go to New York.

			But the lies traveled with him anyway.

			There’s a certain kind of tired you feel when your soul is screaming but your mouth is silent.

			I remember standing in front of a hotel mirror . . . Baltimore . . . face beat, outfit laid, hair fresh. On the outside, I looked like I had it together. But inside I felt invisible.

			We weren’t arguing. We weren’t even talking. And somehow that silence felt louder than any shouting match ever could.

			That trip was supposed to be a reset. A recharge. But the only thing getting charged was my card.

			I was carrying everything . . . the planning, the payments, the prayers.

			

			Judas just showed up.

			And somehow, even in my presence, I felt abandoned.

			That’s when the whispers started. Not from Judas . . . from God.

			The kind that hits you between your ribs.

			The kind that says, “You don’t belong here.”

			But I wasn’t ready to hear that.

			So I did what I’d learned to do . . . I stayed.

			Later that night, I gave him my body, hoping he’d give me something back.

			He didn’t.

			Judas took what I offered, then rolled over like I was an afterthought.

			And still . . . I stayed.

			That wasn’t the only trip. New York was next. Or maybe it wasn’t. I don’t remember the order anymore . . . just the emptiness they left behind.

			Different city. Same silence. Same pattern. Same pain dressed in cologne and manipulation.

			In between those trips were others—other men.

			Not because I was healed but because I was hollow.

			Sometimes the fastest way to forget one disappointment is to fall into another one.

			So I did.

			They weren’t much better.

			They smiled differently. Lied better. Made love worse.

			Each one took something.

			But what I couldn’t admit back then was this: I handed it to them.

			Because I didn’t know what I was worth.

			Because I thought sex might turn into safety.

			Because I thought giving more would finally make someone stay.

			But nobody stayed.

			Not them.

			Not Judas.

			Not even me.

			I had been gone for a while . . . just a body moving through life while my soul sat in the corner, arms folded, waiting for me to wake up.

			

			And slowly, I did.

			I started waking up. Not all at once . . . but enough to know that either I was going to change, or else this was going to destroy me completely.

			I didn’t want to pray the kind of prayer that moves heaven and shakes the ground . . . because I knew what would happen if I did.

			I knew that if I truly submitted and asked God to break this, He would.

			And I wasn’t ready. Not because I didn’t believe . . . but because I did.

			I knew my gifts. I knew the power that moved when I got serious. So instead, I played
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