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Introduction: Why I’m Writing This Book
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I didn’t wake up one day and think, “Today, I’m going to face the disorder that’s been whispering lies in my head for years.” It wasn’t that clean, or that cinematic. Instead, it came in the form of fatigue from over-checking, from rethinking, from rituals that never seemed quite “complete.” Then, a test. A number: 27 out of 40. “Severe Risk,” it said.

I sat with that result—both relieved and rattled. Relieved to finally see something on paper that reflected what I’d been feeling for years. Rattled because I wasn’t sure what came next. Was I broken? Doomed to repeat the same cycles forever? Or was this just the beginning of understanding?

This book is not a clinical guide written by a doctor in a lab coat. It’s written by a person who has lived with obsessive-compulsive disorder in ways big and small. Who has argued with light switches. Who has feared letting people down simply because I couldn’t “turn my brain off.” Who has tried to "outthink" the very thoughts that held me hostage.

But this is not a story of suffering alone. It’s a story of survival. Of science. Of daily courage and long-overdue compassion—for myself and for others who live in the loops of OCD.

My hope is that you, the reader—whether you live with OCD, love someone who does, or are simply curious—will walk away with more understanding, less shame, and maybe even a few tools that actually help.

This book will blend two lenses:

	The Personal: My own experiences, struggles, insights, and even a few laughable missteps.

	The Educational: What research says, what treatments work, and how OCD is often misunderstood.


Together, they tell the story of a mind that’s not broken, but differently wired—and a life still deeply worth living.

So let’s begin. Not with fear, but with truth.

Kevin James Joseph McNamara
Brooklyn, NY
2025
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Chapter 1: What OCD Feels Like
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OCD isn’t cute.  
It isn’t quirky.  
It isn’t someone who likes things tidy or lines up pencils at their desk.
OCD is panic in a loop.  
It’s fear wearing a thousand different masks.  
It’s the brain setting off an alarm where there is no fire—again and again and again.
But because so much of it happens internally, most people don’t see the war that’s happening. They see calm. Control. Precision. Sometimes, even success.
They don’t see the hours lost to checking.  
The rituals whispered in silence.  
The torment of thinking a single bad thought means you’re a bad person.
OCD doesn’t ask questions—it demands reassurance.  
And when reassurance doesn’t come (or doesn’t last), it starts the cycle over.
—-
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It’s Loud. And It’s Quiet.
For me, OCD wasn’t always obvious.  
It didn’t always look like hand-washing or straightening picture frames.
Sometimes, it looked like replaying a conversation I’d had earlier in the day—fifty times.  
Sometimes, it looked like checking the stove even though I knew I hadn’t cooked.  
Sometimes, it looked like thinking a single intrusive thought and spiraling into shame because how could I think that?
And sometimes, it looked like nothing at all.  
Because all the rituals happened in my head.
Mental loops. Inner commentary. Rumination. Self-interrogation.
Outwardly, I looked calm.  
Inwardly, I was exhausted.
—-
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The Hidden Cost
Living with undiagnosed OCD for decades taught me to function while hiding enormous anxiety. And I got very good at it.
I performed normal. I played my part. I succeeded in some areas and quietly self-sabotaged in others.
But here’s the truth: OCD is expensive.
It costs time.  
It costs energy.  
It costs sleep.  
It costs relationships.  
It costs peace.
And it’s a cost you don’t even realize you’re paying until the bill comes due.
—-
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Not Always Obvious
There were no neat labels for me growing up.  
I wasn’t “the anxious one.” I wasn’t “the neat freak.” I wasn’t “the problem child.”
I was the quiet one. The thinker. The sensitive one. The underperformer who probably “just needed to focus.”
But I wasn’t unfocused.  
I was over-focused.  
Just on the wrong things—because OCD was driving the bus.
And it had been driving for a long, long time.
—-
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How It Feels
It feels like doubt with claws.  
It feels like fear you can’t explain.  
It feels like doing something to relieve the anxiety—only to feel it again five minutes later.  
It feels like chasing a sense of “complete” that never arrives.  
It feels like your brain holding a gun to your peace.
And then smiling like everything’s fine.
—-
[image: ]

This is what OCD feels like.
And for a long time, I thought it was just me.
But it wasn’t.
And that realization—that I wasn’t alone, that it had a name, that there were tools—became the first real crack in the wall I’d been living behind.
This chapter is that crack.
The next ones walk through it.
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Chapter 2: Shame in the Shadows
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I took the OCD test on February 3, 2025. I remember the date because I laughed it off—at first.
“Just an online test,” I told myself. “Not a clinical diagnosis.” The result said I was at severe risk for obsessive-compulsive disorder. Twenty-seven out of forty. But I minimized it, convinced it was a fluke or exaggeration.
Still, something strange happened in the days that followed. My memory started playing back scenes from my life like a reel on loop: the rituals, the mental spirals, the hours spent checking, re-checking, and second-guessing everything from locked doors to words I had spoken. It all started adding up—and I couldn’t unsee it.
And that’s when it hit me: this wasn't new. This had always been there.
—-
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Bedwetting & Control
I was a bedwetter as a kid. It wasn’t talked about, except in whispers or warnings. But I felt the shame loud and clear. Every morning I woke up wet was another morning I woke up wrong. I didn’t know it then, but this constant cycle of fear, secrecy, and overcompensation would become a blueprint for how I dealt with discomfort and disorder in my life.
It wasn’t just embarrassment—it was control. Or more accurately, the fear of losing it.
I began forming tiny routines, rituals, ways of managing what felt like chaos inside. Most people saw a quiet, thoughtful kid. But I was waging a full-on war of containment inside my own mind. Everything had to be checked, double-checked, cleaned, fixed. Things needed to be “just right” or else it felt like the world—or I—would fall apart.
—-
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Silence and Shame
The older I got, the more refined my coping mechanisms became. I became very good at appearing composed, functional, even “nice.” But inside, I was rarely at rest. I wasn’t just trying to manage my environment—I was trying to manage who I was allowed to be.
There were things I didn’t speak about: the endless intrusive thoughts, the intense guilt over tiny mistakes, the looped conversations in my head replaying every social misstep, imagined or real. I just figured I was “too sensitive” or “overly analytical.”
I also didn’t talk about being gay. Not for a very long time. That truth wouldn’t come out until I was 65.
—-
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The Loop That Started Early
When I finally owned the truth—that OCD had likely been a part of me for decades—something unexpected happened.
I didn’t collapse.
I didn’t break.
I felt...relief.
Because denial may feel like safety, but it’s just another loop. Owning the truth—really naming it—was the moment I started building a new path.
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