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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to all the gay men and women young and old. When you are young, it’s not easy accepting yourself no matter what time we live in. And family sometimes can be your biggest supporters or your biggest enemies. And bullying is a serious problem in schools for most gay young people. But no matter what, stay positive, love yourself, and seize the day because tomorrow is not guaranteed. Live and love.  
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Chapter 1
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My Bully, Jayce

It was a pleasant summer Monday morning. There were light clouds in the sky. The wind was blowing steadily. Gradually, the rush of students in the school was increasing.

Hayden walked into the school, his heart pounding. Dressed in an aqua blue shirt and white jeans, he thought the bright colors would ease his nerves like usual. He adjusted his orange glasses nervously, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. The high school in his small mountain town felt like a battleground, and today was no different. Hayden, a 15-year-old with brown hair, striking blue eyes, and pink lips, knew what was coming.

"Hey, nerd!" Jayce's voice rang out across the hallway. Hayden flinched as he turned to see his childhood bully approaching. 

Perfect. Just what I need to start the day, he thought sarcastically.

Jayce, with his loudmouth and rough demeanor, always managed to make Hayden's life miserable. Jayce smirked, blocking Hayden's path. Dressed in dark gray shorts, a dark blue shirt, and a black beanie, it wasn’t hard to miss him against the bright colored halls of the school. He was the perfect symbol for dread.

"Where do you think you're going?" he taunted, slapping Hayden's butt before pushing him against a locker. 

“Walk a little straighter next time maybe! Get it? Walk straighter...you’re gay. So it’s hard for you to be straight.”

He laughed.

Hayden's body vibrated. His face turned red with embarrassment, and he tried to push past Jayce, but Jayce wasn't done.

"What's the matter? Can't handle a little fun?" Jayce sneered, pulling down Hayden's pants in one swift motion. 

His body was exposed but his underwear was still on. His humiliation was complete when Jayce called him a fag.

"You're sexier than the girl I had last night," Jayce slapped his ass again. “Oh, wait...that was your mom.”

It was hard to stay mad at Jayce. For a boy the same age as Hayden, he was very attractive. With that strong jaw complemented with his dark brown eyes, shaggy black hair, and peach fuzz above his plump lips, he looked more like a young fashion model or a male popstar. But good looks were no excuse for bullying.

"Oh, Jayce," Hayden muttered and pulled up his pants, tears stinging his eyes. He had endured enough. Years of torment had pushed him to the edge, and he decided that it was time to stand up to Jayce.

I am not yours to torment. I’m so sick of your crap. Tomorrow...it ends.

The final bell was a physical relief, a shuddering release of tension that traveled from the base of Hayden’s skull down to his clenched fists. He didn’t wait, didn’t look back. He just walked, the sound of Jayce’s laughter—that laugh, sharp and knowing and just for him—still ringing in his ears. It wasn’t the shove against the lockers that lingered. It was the way Jayce had leaned in afterward, his breath hot against Hayden’s ear, smelling of mint and something faintly acidic. “Walk a little straighter next time, maybe.”

The words were a barbed hook, sunk deep.

Home was a sanctuary of quiet. The smell of lemon polish and brewing tea greeted him. He dropped his bag by the door with a thud that felt more violent than he intended.

“Hayden?” His mother’s voice floated from the kitchen, gentle. “That you, honey?”

“Yeah.” He tried to sound normal. It came out flat.

He found her at the table editing a novel that she had been working on for months. She looked up, and her smile faded instantly. She had a radar for his hurts, a mother’s sonar that cut through every fake smile.

“Bad day?” she asked, setting her red pen down.

He slumped into the chair opposite her. The words felt like stones in his throat. “Just... tired of it.”

“The usual?” Her voice was soft, an open door.

He nodded, staring at the grain of the wooden table. “It’s just... why does it have to be so hard? Being... me.” He couldn’t say the word. Not today. It felt too heavy, too loaded with Jayce’s mocking smirk.

She reached across the table, her hand covering his. Her skin was warm. “Because you’re different, Hayden. And different scares people who are empty inside. They try to fill themselves up by taking pieces of everyone else.”

“I hate it,” he whispered, the confession sharp and true. “I hate feeling like this. I hate that it’s a thing. I just want to be... normal. Or invisible.”

“Oh, sweetheart.” Her grip tightened. “Don’t you ever wish yourself away. What you are... it’s not a flaw. It’s a depth. A capacity for feeling and seeing the world in a way those boys hollering in the hallways never will. It’s a strength, even when it feels like a wound.”

He wanted to believe her. He truly did. But all he could see was Jayce’s square jaw, the confident set of his shoulders, the way his t-shirt stretched across his back. The confusing, maddening cocktail of revulsion and want. That was the real torture. The secret shame.
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