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This is my story — raw, real, and written in the blood of experience. The one I was never allowed to speak aloud.

The one buried under layers of silence, shame, obedience, and survival.

This book is not fiction. It is a life lived in silence, then rewritten in truth. Names, places, and identifying details have been changed or obscured to protect the privacy of those who walked this path with me. But nothing else has been softened. The emotions, the pain, the awakenings — they remain intact. Every revelation, every scar is real. May you read this not as voyeur, but as witness. Some loved me. Some broke me. Some did both. But all of them mattered. And if something inside you stirs — good. That’s where freedom begins. And I will not be silent anymore. Because silence has ruled too long.

This book is not for everyone. It is for those who have tasted shame, wrestled with identity, loved deeply, lost everything, and still chosen truth. It is for anyone who has ever lived in the dark and dared to light a match.

If something in these pages’ stirs discomfort, reflection, or recognition — good. That’s where healing begins.

I was raised Catholic. Not just in name or in the casual, cross-on-the-wall sense. No — I was raised in the full, unrelenting immersion of it. A home where the Virgin watched from every shelf, her sorrowful eyes ever fixed on you. A home where sin breathed down your neck like a second skin.  We knelt before bleeding statues, kissed cold marble feet, and choked on incense thick as guilt. My earliest lullabies were liturgical chants. My earliest fears were of hellfire, confession, and the gaze of a God who never blinked.

I knew the lives of the saints like other children knew fairy tales — but ours were stories of bodies torn apart for faith, of virgin flesh offered up for purity, of silence, obedience, and exquisite pain. I understood penance before I understood pleasure. Sacrifice before I ever learned self-worth.

But something inside me was never quite... still. Even as a child, something stirred. Something beneath the hymns and hollow rituals. It didn’t yet have a name, but it was there — buried like a thorn in holy soil. 

It whispered during Mass, it shifted in my gut when I saw images of the crucified Christ. It throbbed silently behind the prayers I mouthed so carefully.

I remember the first time I felt it clearly. I was around ten. It was Good Friday. I was dressed in crisp white robes, carrying a candle at the head of the procession — pure, spotless, chosen. The church was dim, the air heavy with incense and silence. I was sweating under my cassock, my hands steady, my back straight like the other altar boys. And then — a drop of hot wax spilled down, landing right on the back of my hand.

I flinched. It burned. And something inside me... came alive. It wasn’t just that it hurt — it was that I liked it. The sharpness, the surprise, the feeling of being marked in silence, in ceremony. It made me ache in ways I couldn’t explain.  It awakened something I had no words for, only a wild, private sense that I had just crossed into something forbidden. And thrilling.

I told no one. Not my parents. Not my priest. Not my friends. This wasn’t just shameful — it was dangerous. A betrayal of everything I was being taught to believe. So I buried it. 

But I never forgot it. I began to notice other things — the sensuality woven into the sacred. The Crucifix, front and center in every room, with that suffering man hanging helpless, pierced, his ribs exposed, his arms stretched wide. The rope marks on his wrists. The blood on his brow. The sorrow on his face. It was supposed to be redemptive. But to me... it was magnetic.

I was drawn to it with a hunger I didn’t understand. The saints were no different. They were beaten, bound, mutilated — and glorified for it. Saint Sebastian, arrows protruding from his soft flesh. Saint Lawrence, burned alive on a grate. Saint Agnes, stripped and humiliated. Their pain was holy. Their obedience was rewarded. And in some part of my soul, those stories didn’t just inspire awe. They awakened desire.

I didn’t know what to do with those feelings. So I hid them. I was a good boy. The best, if I could help it. Polite. Studious. Devout. I never caused trouble, never spoke back. I went to confession. I served at every Mass I could. I learned to be small, contained, invisible. But underneath, the storm churned. The hunger grew teeth.

The sermons only deepened it. Sacrifice. Obedience. Purity. The words were meant to cleanse me. But they began to seduce me. I started to crave surrender — not just in prayer, but in flesh. I imagined kneeling not before God, but before someone who would use me, mold me, own me. Someone who would tell me what I was and make it true.

The fantasies became more vivid. Rope. Discipline. Ritual. Command. The more the Church told me to silence them, the louder they became. And still, I had no one to tell. Not a single soul. I didn’t even know what it was I was feeling. Only that I was dirty. Perverse. Doomed.

There were other moments too, small and strangely intimate. A priest’s hand on my shoulder, firm and paternal. The snap of a ruler on a classmate’s palm. The collar of a cassock tight around my neck. The thick scent of wax and wood polish in the sacristy. 

I didn’t know it yet, but I was already building a language of desire out of ritual and restraint.  Church didn’t feel like salvation. It felt like theater. Like power. Like control. And it thrilled me. But I hid it all. I hid it so well that I almost forgot it was real. I buried myself in school, in chores, in the praise I got for being the perfect child. I dated girls. I memorized the rules. 

I learned to smile without speaking too much. And always, beneath the surface, I fantasized. It wasn’t just about sex. It never was. It was about surrender. About being seen and shaped and used — not violently, but meaningfully. Reverently. I didn’t want to be broken. I wanted to be unmade, with purpose.

I wasn’t sure if I was gay. Or straight. Or anything in between. I wasn’t chasing kisses or crushes like my friends were. I was chasing the feeling of being under someone’s control. Of having my will consumed by someone else's command. I didn’t dream of dates or dances. I dreamt of chains and silence and being told I belonged to someone. That my body was not my own.

But none of it — not the longing, not the hunger, not the unspeakable holiness I felt in my own skin — could exist in the world I was raised in. The Church taught me how to kneel, but never how to rise. It taught me how to confess, but never how to live. 

It handed me a catalog of sins, carefully alphabetized, but it never offered me a language for love. Especially not the kind of love that burned in me — wild, unorthodox, undomesticated. It taught me obedience, yes — but not the kind that leads to truth or liberation. Not the kind that is chosen. It demanded submission to silence, to shame, to a god I was told would strike me down if I ever dared to be whole. So I learned to hide.

Not just my sexuality — but my soul. Not just my desire — but my devotion. The closet was never just about who I wanted to touch. It was about the sacred, sensual truth of who I was. It was about locking away the most luminous parts of me — the parts that didn’t fit, that couldn’t be translated into the language of guilt and virtue. I buried it. Deep. So deep it almost felt like it had never existed. And still, it pulsed. Even in the silence. Even in the shame.

Even in the hours when I wept quietly under bedsheets, praying for God to make me normal, to make me clean. Even then — I never stopped believing there was something divine in it.

In the ache. In the longing. In my need to kneel not out of punishment, but out of reverence. I didn’t have the words for it yet. I didn’t know what to call it. But some deep, ancient part of me believed that the body could become a prayer. 

That surrender — real, unforced, conscious surrender — could become a sacrament. And that maybe, just maybe, the desire I was taught to fear was not my enemy, but my guide.

I didn’t know how. I didn’t know when. But I believed — down in my marrow — that if I ever found the courage to open that door, to step fully into that forbidden space... something would change. I would change. I would be free.

But freedom didn’t have a face I recognized. Not then. The world showed me a very narrow vision of what it meant to be gay. And I didn’t see myself in it. The men I saw on TV — if they existed at all — were punchlines, victims, or ghosts. 

They were limp-wristed, flamboyant, theatrical. They wore their difference like costumes, and I was told to laugh at them. Or pity them.

Or be afraid of them. I didn’t laugh. I didn’t pity. And I wasn’t afraid. I just didn’t see myself. I wasn’t like that. I didn’t want to dress in drag or speak in a higher pitch or perform for approval. I didn’t want to be softer. I liked my voice low. My presence grounded. I liked my shoulders square and my hands firm. I liked being masculine. It wasn’t an act. It wasn’t armor. It was me. But I couldn’t deny the fire that flared inside when I was around other men — men with presence, with gravity, with that unnameable energy that made the air hum.

I didn’t know how to say it yet, but I wanted power. Not over everyone — just over one. Or under one. I wanted to kneel. Or be knelt to. I wanted control — claimed or surrendered, but real. I wanted intensity. Ritual. Gravity. I didn’t want romance. I wanted revelation.

But there was no space for that in my world. My family didn’t just dislike gay people — they despised them. Openly. Proudly. Without shame. Slurs rolled off their tongues like grace before meals. Mockery was a second language in my house. If a gay character appeared on TV, the room would fill with derision. If a man wore eyeliner, they’d call him disgusting. And I sat there. Smiling politely. Laughing when expected. Dying inside.

So I learned the art of disappearance. I watched my hands constantly — kept them from gesturing “too much.” I trained my voice to be deeper. I studied boys around me and mimicked their speech, their posture, their silence. I built a version of myself that would survive. Not thrive. Just survive.

Every flicker of desire was followed by a lash of guilt. Every look, every fantasy, every dream that hinted at another man’s body was met with punishment — not from God, but from myself. And worse, my desire wasn’t just “gay.” It was kinky. Twisted.

“Depraved,” the Church would say.

I didn’t just want to be with men. I wanted to be owned by them. Or own them. I wanted bondage. Breathlessness. Surrender. Ritual. Pain and power, woven into love. There wasn’t a single word for that in my catechism classes. There wasn’t a single space in my childhood where I could breathe, much less speak that truth aloud.

So I turned inward. And for years, I thought I was broken. I begged God to fix me. I dated girls. I played the good student. I went to church. I smiled in photos. But nothing changed. I kept waiting for something inside me to die off — for the darkness to fade. It never did. 

And eventually I realized — it wasn’t darkness. It was desire. It was identity. I was attracted to men. Masculine men. Dominant men. But also — sometimes — I wanted to be that man. Strong. In control. Revered. Other times, I wanted to be stripped of all of it. Laid bare. It was a cycle. A hunger. A rhythm that lived in my body.

It took decades to understand it. What I felt wasn’t just about sex. It was about power. It was about truth. It was about who I was becoming. And I didn’t see that man reflected anywhere. Not in my home. Not in my church. Not on the television. Not in the mirror.

Because I wasn’t the man they warned me not to become. I was someone else entirely. Someone they didn’t have language for. Someone they didn’t know existed. Someone I barely believed could be real.

But he was. He is. And he had a name. He had a flag. 

But I wouldn’t find that tribe — that calling — for many years. Not yet. Back then, I was still hiding.  Still folding myself into smaller and smaller boxes. 

Still praying for permission to be. Looking back now, I realize: I didn’t live in one closet. I lived in several.  Each one stacked inside the other like coffins. One for being gay. One for being kinky. One for simply being me. And each of them came with rules. Locks. Punishments. Fears. But still — cracks began to form. Tiny ones. A word in a magazine. A book misfiled on a dusty shelf. A leather cuff in a stranger’s photo. A conversation in hushed tones. A look that lingered too long. Whispers. Signs. Omens.

And one day, I heard the phrase leather community for the first time. I didn’t know what it meant. Not really. But it stuck to me. Like ash on skin. Like scent in fabric. Like something I had known before I was born.

There were others. Men like me. Queer. Masculine. Strong. Submissive. Dominant. Men who had been broken by shame and rebuilt through ritual. Men who wore their truth like armor. Men who didn’t apologize.

The thought haunted me. And thrilled me. But I wasn’t there yet. Not even close. I still played the good son. The straight friend. The polite co-worker. I had built a life that looked fine from the outside — but it was hollow. It was a costume.

It would take years before I stood in a leather bar for the first time. Years before I put on a harness. Years before I whispered the word Master and heard it echo back. But even in those silent years — Even when I still thought I was broken — A deeper truth had already begun to stir.

I wasn’t afraid of pain. I was afraid of meaning. I wasn’t afraid of what I wanted. I was afraid that it might set me free. People called me “mature.” They said I was “well-behaved.” “Such a good boy,” they’d say. “So serious.” They praised the stillness. They never saw the war beneath it.

They didn’t understand that silence wasn’t virtue. It was survival. It was armor. Because if I ever let myself shatter, I knew no one would come to gather the pieces. So I became my own cage. My own priest. My own confessor. My own penance. But something in me refused to die. 

Some sacred, stubborn flame kept burning. Even in the dark. Even in silence. Even when I thought I’d been erased. Something in me whispered: You are not alone. You were never broken. You were always holy. You just hadn’t been seen yet. But you will be. And when that day comes — Everything will change.

I was never good at school. Not because I lacked intelligence—I learned quickly, too quickly sometimes—but because my body sat in the classroom while my mind floated somewhere far away. 

I used to sit by the window, staring out into the sky, the trees, the streets beyond the fence, dreaming about running away. 

Not to anywhere in particular. Just away. Away from the house. Away from the weight of violence that clung to my skin like a second, shameful layer. While other kids passed notes or whispered about crushes, I was calculating escape routes. Wondering if I could make it to the train station. Imagining what it might feel like to sleep in a park, cold and free. 

I wasn’t trying to rebel. I was trying to survive. To breathe. To exist outside the daily punishment of being me. I ran away. I didn’t get far—maybe two miles down the road—before the terror of what would happen if I were caught outweighed the terror of staying. But I didn’t turn back. She found me. 

My mother. Rage blooming behind her eyes like fire waiting for fuel. She grabbed me by the arm and didn’t let go until we were home. And when the door closed behind us, she hissed it in my face like a curse:

“You will never go anywhere. You hear me? You will stay with us forever.”

And in that moment, I believed her. The violence in our house wasn’t loud, not always. Sometimes it was a look. A hand tightening around a spoon. 

A dish placed a little too hard on the table. Sometimes it was a slap. Or a silence that made your skin crawl. It didn’t matter what set it off. A spilled drink. A wrong tone. A chore not done fast enough. Any excuse would do. The pain was never random—it was ritual. Predictable only in that it always returned.

My mother called it discipline. My father called it order. I called it home. I learned to dread the sound of my own name. To freeze at the creak of floorboards. To measure my words like they were explosives. And always—always—to smile in front of strangers. My mother’s favorite game was performance. She was charming, composed, and affectionate in public. She spoke about “family values” and “obedience” and how proud she was of her well-behaved son. 

No one saw the way her hand gripped my neck when I got a B instead of an A. No one saw the bruises on my thighs. I made sure they didn’t. I learned early how to hide.

School was the one place where I could pretend. Pretend I was normal. Pretend I was safe. But even there, I was haunted. I wasn’t afraid of bullies—I was afraid of being noticed. 

Because if anyone looked too closely, they might see the cracks. And if they saw the cracks, they might call home. And if they called home... I didn’t want to know what would happen. So I stared out the window. Dreaming. Wishing. Praying. Not for rescue. Just for the strength to last another day. If my mother came home with tension in her bones, I became invisible. I made tea, tidied rooms that didn’t need tidying, vanished into silence.  

If my father walked in with a shadow behind his eyes, I stayed out of sight—or offered some polite phrase like a sacrifice to keep the air calm. I became the mediator. The peacekeeper. The scapegoat. But never the child. 

Children are allowed to be loud, messy, wild with wonder. They’re allowed to cry, to ask, to need. I had been trained out of that. My childhood was replaced by performance—smiles timed perfectly, voice modulated just so. I learned not to feel, but to manage the feelings of others. What I didn’t know then was that I hadn’t just been abused—I had been shaped by it. It wasn’t only the bruises or the shouting behind closed doors. It was the architecture of my identity, built brick by brick from everything I was forced to become in order to survive. 

It was every instinct I silenced, every need I denied, every truth I buried just to keep the peace. I became a child who performed goodness not to be loved—but to avoid being hated. I became a teenager who mistook fear for discipline, and obedience for virtue. I became a young man who didn’t know what he wanted—only what was required of him. And through it all, I clung to God.

Not out of trust. Out of desperation. I needed the pain to mean something. I needed the story to have a moral. The idea that it was all meaningless cruelty was unbearable. So I crafted a theology of survival: if I suffered well enough, maybe it was for a reason. Maybe God was watching. Maybe I was being tested, forged for some divine purpose.

I told myself, “God gives His hardest battles to His strongest soldiers.” And I wanted to be strong. Even if it killed me. I remember the silent hours—when nothing happened outside, but everything screamed inside me. My body was a map of stories no one wanted to read. My bruises remembered things I wasn’t allowed to say. 

At school, I rehearsed my lines: I fell off my bike. I tripped on the stairs. Gym class accident. I lied with precision, because truth was dangerous. Adults never pressed. Teachers looked away. And my parents made sure I understood: silence was survival. The pain didn’t stop when the belt was hung back on the hook. The real torture was the pretending. We’d sit at dinner afterward like statues, the clink of cutlery the only sound. I was expected to smile, to pass the salt, to be grateful. 

“If you don’t act right,” my mother hissed through clenched teeth once, after hurling a chair across the kitchen, “people will know something’s wrong. And it’ll be your fault.” 

I understood. Don’t make her look bad. Don’t make her shame visible. So I learned to vanish, even while standing in the room. The worst beatings weren’t always physical. Some of the deepest wounds came wrapped in Sunday dresses and scripture. My mother had a way of looking at me that made me feel like I was something that had soiled her hands. When she was angry, her voice turned to ice. “You’ll never be anything,” she said once after I spilled milk on table. “You ruin everything.  I believed her. Who was I to question the verdict?

Even when I ran away, it wasn’t freedom I was chasing. It was silence. A breath. A pause. I wanted the beatings to stop. I wanted to feel wind on my skin without bracing for the slap that followed.  I always came back—sometimes caught, sometimes returning on my own, afraid of what might happen if I didn’t. 

And every time, the punishment grew worse. Running was a betrayal. An insult. A humiliation. They told everyone I was “troubled,” asked relatives to pray for me, told neighbors I had a rebellious streak. But the truth was simpler: I was a child trying to survive. When the belt no longer achieved the desired submission, my mother turned to the sacred for new tools. 

She made me kneel for hours with arms behind my back. Church was not a sanctuary—it was an extension of the prison. A stage where we played the perfect family. Front pew, polished shoes, rehearsed smiles. And beneath it all, my skin still burned under my shirt.

They preached love. We performed it. I never felt it. My father never came to church... My mother made me go with him, even if I didn't want to be with her. The beatings fractured more than my bones—they fractured my sense of reality. If I cried, I was too sensitive. If I stayed silent, I was sulking. If I defended myself, I was disrespectful. There was no way to be good. I wasn’t being raised—I was being accused, every day, of crimes I didn’t understand.  My father’s questions were traps. “Why did you lie?” he’d bark, punishing me for things I hadn’t done. 

If I said I didn’t lie, it was proof I was lying. If I confessed, I got hit. There was no winning. Just less pain.

My mother weaponized my emotions. If I showed pain, I was weak. If I didn’t, I was cold. Sometimes she beat me and then demanded I say I loved her. If I hesitated, the blows returned. I learned to say “I love you” with blood in my mouth—not because it was true, but because it made her stop. Or pause. “See?” she’d say, smiling. “He knows I’m doing what’s best.”

She needed to believe that hurting me was holy. Otherwise, she might have had to face the truth.

And that may have been the cruelest part of all—the way the violence was wrapped in righteousness. My suffering was always my fault. I was the one who provoked it. The one who deserved it. The only way I could be loved was by vanishing—by becoming exactly who they needed me to be, no matter the cost.

So I tried to become perfect. I prayed nightly—not for love, but to be less of a disappointment. Kinder. Smarter. Easier to love. But deep down, I hated myself for still wanting their love. Sometimes, I thought I was possessed. That had to be it. Why else would I be treated like something that needed to be exorcised? 

I remember kneeling in the pew, palms sweaty, eyes shut tight, as the priest thundered about sin. I didn’t understand the theology, but I understood the tone: shameful. Dirty. Unworthy. I didn’t know what sex was, but I already felt unclean. I didn’t know what I’d done, but I knew I needed forgiveness. At home, sin wasn’t confessed—it was punished. And I always paid.

Confusion crept into everything. My body felt like evidence. I was never sure if I was clean enough. If my thoughts were pure enough. If my soul was salvageable. 

I’d scrub myself raw in the shower after one of her tirades, trying to wash off the bad. I remember staring into the bathroom mirror, maybe nine years old, whispering, “What’s wrong with you?” The face staring back had no answers. Only the same hollow, pleading eyes.

There was no one I could tell. No one I trusted. Not even God. I had been taught He saw everything, and that terrified me. What if He agreed with them? What if He thought I deserved it too?

I believed the lies: that no one would believe me, that I was too dramatic, that I brought it on myself. When my mother spat, “You’re just like your father,” I didn’t understand what she meant—but I knew it wasn’t good. I knew it meant I was broken. The older I got, the more careful I became. Childhood peeled away like burnt skin. There was no space for mistakes. No room for innocence. 

I learned to track every mood, every footstep, every slammed door. If my father came home silent, I knew it would be worse. If he spoke, I braced for impact.

I became an expert in vanishing. My mother was an expert in performing. At church, she smiled. But at home, she was a storm. Cold. Unrelenting. Always right. She never apologized—not once. Not for the bruises. Not for the words that gutted me more cleanly than any blow.

Sometimes, I wondered if she hated me because I looked like him. Or maybe I reminded her of who she used to be. Or maybe she hated herself, and I was simply close enough to carry the wound. 

One night, after a savage beating—my back welted from a broken curtain rod, my mouth split from her palm—I crawled under the bed and stayed there until morning. I didn’t cry. I didn’t sleep. I just lay there, breath shallow, waiting for the sun so I could pretend to be human again.

That became my rhythm. Put on the mask. Play the role. Peel it off when the world goes quiet.

Even school wasn’t a refuge. I was too quiet. Too stiff. I didn’t know how to play. I watched other boys with envy—their laughter, their ease, the freedom in their movements. I flinched when teachers raised their voices. Jumped when someone touched my shoulder. I was already living in a different world. One where touch was a threat, and kindness a trap.

And yet, somewhere beneath it all, something in me still hoped. A flicker. A stubborn ember. Maybe it was fantasy. Maybe it was grace. But I dreamed of rescue. I imagined a stranger appearing—an angel, a teacher, someone who saw. Someone who would look me in the eye and say:  You don’t belong to this. 

This isn’t your fault. You are not what they say you are. And I would believe them. Because I needed to. Because the alternative—that I was truly alone, that no one was coming, that this was all there was—was too unbearable. I clung to even the possibility of kindness like it was oxygen. 

The smallest gesture—a soft word, a hand on my shoulder, a look of concern—could sustain me for weeks. I learned to feed off crumbs. To build entire hopes from scraps. And still, no one came.

I stopped praying for miracles and started praying for numbness. If I couldn’t be saved, maybe I could stop feeling. I tried to shut my body down from the inside. I dissociated before I even knew the word. I floated above my own life like a ghost haunting a house no one lived in anymore. I watched myself walk through the motions—polite, helpful, obedient—while something deeper inside me curled up in the corners, cold and silent and hidden. 

Sometimes I’d look at other families and wonder what made them different. Was it something in their blood? Their God? Their luck? I didn’t envy their vacations or their toys—I envied the way they touched each other without fear. The way they could laugh out loud.  The way their parents looked at them like they were worth something.

It didn’t occur to me that I was, too. I had no concept of intrinsic worth. I only understood conditional value—what I was worth if I performed, if I behaved, if I stayed small enough not to disturb anyone. My whole existence was an apology. A performance of not-being-trouble. And yet, I was always in trouble. 

There was always something I’d done wrong, even when I hadn’t done anything at all. I was punished for being too loud, too quiet, too slow, too emotional, too stubborn, too much like my father, too different from my mother. There was no way to win. So I stopped trying.

I stopped dreaming. Stopped hoping. I started planning instead. Planning how to stay out of the way. Planning what to say and how to say it. Planning escape routes, alibis, exits. 

I trained myself to scan rooms for danger the way other kids looked for toys. I could tell what kind of night it would be just by the way my mother set the dinner table, or whether my father loosened his tie before or after walking through the door. And I hated that I was good at it. 

Because that meant I was living in a war zone. That meant my instincts weren’t imagination—they were survival mechanisms. That meant the threat was real. It was around that time that I stopped believing I’d make it to adulthood. Not because I was suicidal—though some nights, the thought of disappearing felt like relief—but because I genuinely didn’t think I was built to last. I figured one day, my body would just give out. My heart would stop. My brain would crack. I’d vanish into nothingness, and it would almost be a mercy. And yet I didn’t die. That might be the most surprising part of all. I lived. Somehow. 

Through all of it. Through the nights under the bed and the mornings at church, through the bruises I couldn’t explain and the guilt I couldn’t escape. Through the ache of wanting love from people who only knew how to hurt.  Through the shame of believing it was all my fault. Through the silence that swallowed me whole. I lived.

And that meant something. Even if I didn’t know it yet. Even if it would take years before I could name what had happened to me. Even if I still had to climb out of the wreckage and learn to walk again—this time as myself. Even if I still had to climb out of the wreckage and learn to walk again—this time as myself. But who was that? 

What self had survived beneath the masks and apologies, the careful silences and invisible wounds? I had no map for that journey. No language for who I was beyond the bruises and betrayals. My body was foreign to me. My voice untrusted. My desires dangerous. And yet, beneath it all, something insisted. A pulse. A spark. 

A whisper in the dark. It was not loud. It did not scream or demand. It whispered more. More than this pain. More than these lies. More than what they told me I was. And for the first time, I listened. I began to question the truths I’d been fed. The stories about sin and shame. About obedience and suffering. About what love was supposed to feel like. I remembered the cold eyes that followed me after confession, the priest who asked too many questions, the doctrine that condemned and never comforted. I remembered the belt and the bruises and the way my mother could smile through her fury as if it were godliness. I remembered, and I let myself feel the betrayal.

Because that’s what it was. Betrayal. Of the most sacred kind. Not just of my body, but of my soul. Of the child I was—the trusting, tender boy who once believed that goodness was enough. That being kind and quiet and helpful would protect me. That if I could just figure out the right combination of behavior and faith, I’d be safe.

But safety never came. And so I became my own savior. Not all at once. It wasn’t clean or beautiful or cinematic. It was slow. Messy. It came in fragments. In therapy sessions where I couldn’t speak. In lovers’ arms where I flinched at tenderness. In journals I ripped to shreds after writing too much truth. 

In moments of sex that made me sob afterward—not because I was ashamed, but because I didn’t know I could be touched without disappearing.

It came in broken prayers and desperate longing. It came in silence, too, the sacred kind. The kind that isn’t emptiness, but space. The kind that lets new things grow.

I began to reclaim the things I’d been taught to fear.

My body. My voice. My power. My pleasure. I realized one day, standing in front of a mirror, that I didn’t hate what I saw—I just didn’t know him. This man staring back at me. Scarred, yes. Weary, yes. But here. Still here. Still standing. Still whole in ways I’d never been taught to recognize. And so I introduced myself.

Not as the boy they broke. Not as the sinner they scorned. But as the man who rose from it all. 

The man who learned to love not despite the pain, but through it. Because of it. The man who could name what had happened and say: It was not my fault.

The man who could finally stop hiding. The man who could finally live. Several years later, when I told them about what they had done to me, they denied it, I had imagined everything. They had never touched me, they told me. What could I say then? I even started to think that I had imagined everything, even if my body still bears the marks today.
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2 Shame and Silence
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I spent most of my teenage years living in fear — not of something external, but of being discovered. Not because I was doing anything “wrong” by the world’s standards, but because I was becoming someone the world had warned me never to be. It was a quiet, insidious terror that shaped every part of my existence — how I walked down a hallway, whom I dared to look at, the words I chose, even how I breathed around others.

Because this wasn’t just about hiding my sexuality or my kinks — it was about hiding myself. My whole self.

In high school, I became an expert in camouflage. I didn’t want to stand out. I didn’t want to draw attention or stir trouble. I laughed at the right jokes, nodded along when boys talked about girls I was “supposed” to like, and avoided eye contact in locker rooms where bodies and secrets were on display. I learned to make myself small, invisible, forgettable. But inside, there was a storm. A longing. Not just a sexual hunger — though that was there — but a desperate craving for connection, for touch, for truth. 

I wasn’t just a confused boy; I was a soul hungry for belonging in a world that told me I didn’t belong anywhere.

There were moments — brief, flickering — that exposed what I was trying so desperately to bury. A lingering glance at a teammate’s strong jawline, the tight twist of jealousy when a confident guy entered a room like he owned it, a night spent alone with nothing but fantasies I couldn’t dare speak aloud. Those moments terrified me because they cracked the carefully built mask.

All of this happened in silence.

At home, sex was a ghost, a word never spoken aloud. Desire was dirty. Masturbation was a sin that could send your soul straight to Hell. The church taught it was a sacrifice you made — not an act of joy or intimacy. You were supposed to wait until marriage, and even then, sex was duty, not pleasure.

Breaking those rules was dangerous. I learned that lesson early. The first time I was caught touching myself, the punishment was swift and brutal. My father didn’t just punish me — he unleashed a fury meant to erase me. I remember the disgust in his eyes — not disappointment, not sadness, but pure loathing. 

Like I was a stain on the family name that needed to be scrubbed clean. The pain wasn’t just physical; it was a message drilled into my skin and soul.

And yet, deep inside, beneath the terror and shame, something stirred. A dark contradiction — a forbidden thrill hidden beneath the blows. I didn’t have the words to explain it then, but the fire had been lit. Pain and arousal tangled together, confusing and binding me in ways I couldn’t understand.

That contradiction — shame and desire, punishment and awakening — became the secret heartbeat of my youth. And it was a
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