
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Into the Wild of You: 

​A Queer Tantric Odyssey of Love, Scent, and Sacred Surrender

––––––––

[image: ]


Pete Cossaboon

Copyright © 2025 Pete Cossaboon

All rights reserved.

ISBN: 9798316080588

Dedication

Dedication

For every man who was ever told to hold it in—

his breath, his tears, his scent, his softness.

For the boys who feared their bodies,

and the men who found their holiness in the dirt.

For the ones who ache to be touched,

not to be fixed, but to be felt.

For the wild, the tender, the sacred in all of us.

This is for you.

You are not too much.

You are already holy.

Love.  Peace.  Release.
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“YOU ARE NOT A MAN PRETENDING to be wild. You are wild pretending to be a man. And I see you now. I see the stag.” 

- River
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​The Smell of Bleach and Baby Powder
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He was six years old the first time he realized that something inside him was wrong. Not evil, not wicked—he didn’t know those words yet—but wrong in a way that made people wince when they looked at him too long. It wasn’t his manners; he always said “please” and “thank you.” It wasn’t his behavior; he rarely shouted or played too rough. It was something else. Something closer. Something closer than skin.

It was in the way he smelled.

The house on Hawthorne Street never smelled like people. It smelled like lemon-scented disinfectant, like air freshener on a timer, like warm linen from the dryer and cool bleach from the mop bucket. The windows were always cracked just enough to let the scent of jasmine from the front hedges float in, but never wide enough to let in dust or noise or pollen. In that house, everything had a place, and every smell had a meaning. Bleach meant control. Powder meant innocence. And anything else—sweat, spit, soil, anything of him—meant failure.

Mornings began with steam and silence. The bathroom tiles were white and sharp-edged, smooth beneath his feet like glass that had been scrubbed too often. His mother moved through the house like a whisper in heels, her hands always gloved, her perfume always exact: lily of the valley with a citrus twist, and just beneath that—something cold and alcoholic, like the mouth of a freshly opened bottle of rubbing alcohol.

She never hugged him without first washing her hands.

In the bath, the water was always too hot. He never said anything. It felt like a test he didn’t know how to pass—how long could he sit in the heat before crying out? The pink tiles fogged over and the porcelain rim turned slick with bubbles as she poured liquid soap over his scalp, humming softly. Church songs. Hymns. “Holy, Holy, Holy.” She washed him like she was erasing something.

After, she would pat him dry with too much pressure and powder him, thick and soft and chalky, clouding the air between them in a snowfall of fragrance. It made his nose itch. He never sneezed. She would murmur, “There we go. Now my little angel smells like heaven,” as if she were warding off something darker that might still be clinging to his skin.

He wanted to be good. More than anything. He wanted to be her perfect boy. Her angel. Her gift. The child who never got dirty, never cried too loud, never smelled like anything but lavender and Lysol and line-dried cotton.

But his body had other plans.

His armpits, though smooth, began to stick. His feet sweated in his dress shoes. His neck creased when he looked down at his workbook. Something ancient and warm began to rise in him when he saw other boys running shirtless through sprinklers. And when he ran too hard—when he forgot himself and played too long—his skin would slick with salt, and his mother would catch the scent before he did.

“Thaddeus.” Her voice, sharp and thin. “You reek.”

She said it once in the foyer. He had come inside from the backyard, a rare burst of unguarded joy in his limbs. His face flushed. His T-shirt clung to him like wet leaves. She was standing by the door, polishing the brass doorknob with a soft cloth. The smell of her perfume met the air first, sweet and crisp, and then she turned—and he saw her face change. Just slightly. Her smile flattened. Her nostrils flared.

“You reek,” she said again. Not loud. Not cruel. But final.

The joy drained out of him like water down a pipe.

He remembered that moment for years—not because she raised her voice, but because she lowered her eyes. Because she would not touch him. Because for the first time, he saw himself through her face, and he looked...offensive.

He learned not to run. Not to sweat. Not to linger too long next to another body. He learned that armpits were private things. That thighs must never rub. That shirts should be white and spotless and changed often. He learned to sit still, cross his ankles, and keep his hands in his lap. He learned to check his underarms every hour on the hour. And when he caught the faintest scent of his own musk—like sun-warmed skin or damp cotton—he would rush to the sink, rubbing soap up to his elbows, scrubbing as if trying to wash away something invisible and incriminating.

He started holding his breath.

Not just when he smelled. But when he entered a room. When he passed someone in a hallway. When he sat in the car next to his mother. He learned to shrink his presence. To pull his scent back into his skin. To become a boy who left no trace.

By the time he was eight, he had his own routine: deodorant first thing, then talcum powder inside the socks. Double brushing after breakfast. Underwear changed twice a day, sometimes three if he had gym. The thought of someone smelling his body—his real body, unpowdered, unwashed—made his chest clench. He would rather die.

At night, he lay in his bed and inhaled the clean linen of his pillowcase like a prayer. Outside, the world moved in dirt and dogs and sweat and rot. But inside—inside he was safe. Inside he was pure. Inside he was nothing. And nothing, he believed, was better than being wrong.

He didn’t know the word shame yet. But his body did.

It pulsed through him every time a teacher leaned too close. It bristled in his skin when the boys changed in the locker room. It hissed in his ears when he caught the scent of another boy’s armpits, sharp and heady and alive, and something in him ached and wanted and then curled into itself like paper touched to flame.

He didn't tell anyone. He didn't have to. The walls of his house spoke it for him. The bleach bottle on the counter. The air freshener by the toilet. The way his mother’s lips pressed tight when she saw a dirty child at church. The way she scrubbed the doorknobs twice every Sunday before guests arrived.

There was no room for need in that house. No room for odor. No room for the body to be what it was.

And so, he began to live just outside of himself. Close enough to move the limbs. Far enough not to feel them. He became immaculate. Invisible. Almost holy.

But beneath the powder and the pressed collars and the practiced stillness, something stirred.

Something warm. Something wild. Something waiting.
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​His Mother’s Perfumed Distance
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There are forms of starvation that leave no bruises. Thaddeus Bloom never missed a meal, not once, not ever. His lunchbox was packed with geometric precision—apple slices wrapped in parchment, crustless sandwiches, carrots so crisp they cracked like twigs between his teeth. Dinner was served at 6:00 sharp, with cloth napkins and salad forks. There was always food. But there was never hunger. And somehow, that was worse.

His mother’s name was Margaret, but no one called her that. She was Mrs. Bloom, even to his father. She moved like a whisper, like lace, like steam from a teacup that never spilled. Her voice was soft and perfectly modulated, pitched just high enough to be sweet, just low enough to be final. She never yelled. She never raised her hand. She never needed to. She governed through atmosphere, through implication, through the artful withdrawal of warmth.

Her hugs were always after-bath, never spontaneous, and always with a filter of fabric between them—a towel, a cardigan, a robe. Her perfume was her armor: Chanel No. 5, measured and misted with exactitude. It lingered on every pillowcase, every doorknob, every collar of every shirt she laundered. It was a smell Thaddeus would come to associate not with closeness, but with the threat of it—a warning, a wall, a boundary wrapped in jasmine and aldehydes.

Touch in their house was a planned event. A performance.

His mother kissed him goodnight each evening with a gesture so practiced it felt choreographed: a swift peck to the forehead, a smoothing of the bedsheet, a careful tucking of the blanket at the corners. It was not affection. It was containment. And in that containment, Thaddeus learned the unspoken rule: need nothing more than this.

When he cried, she never scolded. She simply paused. Her expression grew still, as if observing an error in an otherwise flawless script.

“There now,” she’d whisper, dabbing his cheek with the edge of a tissue. “Let’s not get worked up.”

She never said, don’t feel.

She didn’t have to.

She said, compose yourself.

She said, take a deep breath.

She said, you’re alright.

She said, shh.

Each word was a thread in the silken cage that would become his nervous system.

There was one day—he was maybe seven—when he had a nightmare about drowning. In the dream, the water was warm and gray, and he could feel it pressing into his ears, his mouth, his chest. He woke with a scream caught in his throat and stumbled into the hallway, calling for her.

She was already up, as she always was, in her nightgown and robe, tea steaming quietly in her hand.

She did not run to him. She did not lift him. She did not kneel.

She waited. He stopped halfway down the hallway.

“What is it?” she asked, calmly.

“I... I had a dream,” he said, breath hitching. “I was in the ocean and I couldn’t breathe.”

Her eyes flicked to his hands, which were shaking. “You’re not wet now,” she said, and motioned for him to come closer. He obeyed, and she gently guided him back to bed, tucking him in again like a nurse might.

“No more dreaming tonight,” she said, smoothing the sheet over his stomach. “Close your eyes. Be still.”

He obeyed. Of course he did.

But that night, and many nights after, he would lie awake with his arms at his sides, his breath shallow, practicing stillness as a form of worship. Not moving became his only language for love. Not crying. Not reaching. Not wanting.

He stopped asking for bedtime stories. He stopped asking to be carried. He stopped asking.

Because asking created a pause in her—just long enough to feel like disapproval, but soft enough to be deniable.

Because hunger, in all its forms, was something that made her eyes go quiet.

And so, he ate every bite of his dinner with a straight back and no noise. He accepted praise with a small smile and never reached out to hug her first. He learned to say “I’m fine” in a dozen different tones. He learned to meet his own longing with silence.

In his private world, though, longing pressed out through his skin like heat. He would sit in the bathtub after she left, watching the water swirl around his knees, pretending the ripples were hands. He would press his palms to his own chest and whisper things he wished someone would say to him. He imagined holding someone. Being held.

Once, in secret, he wrapped himself in one of her silk scarves and lay curled on the floor of her walk-in closet, breathing in the ghost of her scent. He wept—not because he was sad, but because he felt close to something. And then he wiped his face clean and never did it again.

Years later, he would find that same scarf in a box marked “Winter.” The scent was gone. The silk was cold. He pressed it to his cheek and felt nothing but the echo of a boy who once wanted too much.

By the time he was nine, he could go a whole week without asking for a single thing beyond necessity. He didn’t notice the ache anymore. It had folded into him like breath held too long. He was polite. He was clean. He was bright and articulate. His teachers adored him. He never raised his voice, even when he fell. He never told his father when his stomach hurt. He never interrupted.

And his mother never had to remind him.

He had learned: want is messy. Want is animal. Want is embarrassing.

Want will make people pull away. And so, he grew up never showing hunger. Not for food. Not for touch. Not for love.
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​Church Pants and Tucked Shirts
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The pants were always too stiff.

Pressed the night before and hung like commandments from a brass hook on the closet door, the dark navy slacks stood waiting each Saturday night like soldiers at inspection. Beneath them, a pair of matching socks lay folded like sleeping tongues—exact, silent, obedient. The shirt, starched and ghostly white, was buttoned to the throat and draped over the back of the desk chair, its stiff collar yawning like a noose.

Sunday mornings in the Bloom household were not days of rest. They were rituals of preparation, of perfection, of presentation. The house became a temple of quiet choreography: the kettle began to hiss at precisely 6:45, the blinds were drawn open by 7:00, and the air grew heavy with the twin perfumes of lemon polish and heated iron.

Thaddeus woke before his mother called for him. He always did. He lay motionless in his twin bed, his body already rehearsing stillness, while the golden light of morning poured across the floor like syrup, illuminating the closed door, the clean carpet, the carefully folded blanket at his feet.

He did not stretch. He did not yawn.

He did not allow himself to want more sleep, even though his eyes still burned at the edges. Wanting, he had learned, was the first step toward sin.

Instead, he rose.

He moved quietly. He dressed with sacred precision. First the underwear—white, snug, seamless. Then the socks—one, then the other, smoothing each wrinkle, aligning each toe seam like a soldier polishing boots. The pants came next, their zipper cold against his lower belly, the waistband slightly too tight but never acknowledged. He tucked in his undershirt so it wouldn’t bunch, then layered the white dress shirt on top, the fabric whispering as he pulled it down over his chest.

The collar came last.

It was stiff, always stiff, and it pressed against his throat like a reminder. A reminder that this body of his—this growing, sweaty, tingling, aching body—was not yet holy. It had to be tamed. It had to be dressed properly, buttoned tight, restrained until God could look upon it without disgust.

His fingers trembled slightly as he worked the top button. He always had to hold his breath to get it through.

And then the tie.

Navy blue. Diagonal stripes. A half-Windsor knot, which his father had taught him the previous year—though his father was rarely there to see it. He kept the knot just loose enough to allow for breathing, but not so loose that his mother would notice.

By 7:30, he was dressed.

By 7:35, he had smoothed his hair flat with water and a palm.

By 7:40, he had wiped the shine from his shoes with a cloth and stood waiting at the foot of the stairs like a sentry in some quiet war he didn’t understand.

He was, by all accounts, the perfect child. Polite. Pressed. Punctual.

And no one—not even God—would have guessed that beneath the thin cotton of that buttoned-up shirt, his skin was screaming.

Because Thaddeus didn’t fit right in his own clothes. Not just the slacks that pulled at his knees when he sat. Not just the shirt that stiffened with starch and sweat at the small of his back. No—his very being didn’t fit inside the boy he was performing. There was something else in him. Something warmer. Wilder. Something that twitched when he saw other boys loosen their ties and run barefoot through the grass after Sunday service. Something that recoiled when the preacher said “abomination” with too much spit. Something that wanted to shout, or cry, or tear the collar from his throat and run screaming into the woods.

But he didn’t. He couldn’t.

He smiled when he was told to. He bowed his head. He sat with his knees closed and his back straight and his face blank as the marble Jesus above the pulpit.

Because Sunday morning wasn’t about truth.

It was about display.

Every moment was a mirror. Every glance from his mother, a checkpoint. Every whisper from the pew behind him, a judgment. Every hymn sung slightly off-key became a warning that too much emotion would betray him.

He watched the men in the front rows, stiff-backed in dark suits. Their voices loud in song, their brows furrowed in false passion. He watched the boys his age, some still squirming, their mothers holding their knees or hissing into their ears. He watched the girls with their braids and bows and sweetness, and wondered what it would feel like to be allowed to cry without shame. To reach for someone. To stink of innocence instead of sin.

And in the middle of all that watching, he forgot to breathe. He held it. Not on purpose. Not fully.

But his breath became shallow, tight, suspended. As if to inhale too deeply might let something escape.

And deep inside him, the wildness paced. The part of him that wanted to sing louder than the others. The part that wanted to take off the jacket and feel the sun on his bare shoulders. The part that wanted to know what another boy’s body felt like, not in shame, but in awe. The part that wasn’t good, wasn’t clean, wasn’t quiet.

He didn’t know what to call it yet. But he knew it had to be hidden.

He held it in his chest the way he held his posture. With tension. With silence. With the kind of effort that looks like peace from the outside.

And he tucked his shirt tighter. And he smiled at the preacher’s daughter. And he clapped when they clapped. And he folded his hands when it was time to pray.

And he told God, silently, that he was sorry. Again. For whatever it was he hadn’t done yet.
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​Don’t Let Them See You Sweat
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The locker room was always too bright.

Not the warm golden brightness of afternoon sun or the muted glow of reading lamps, but a harsh, cold fluorescence that buzzed and flickered overhead like a thousand whispered threats. It illuminated everything—every pore, every pit stain, every stray pubic hair, every wet towel and discarded sock. There was no shadow to hide in. No corner to disappear into. The light came from above and showed everything.

It was the light of exposure.

The boys—louder now, taller, reeking of Axe body spray and something older, more feral—peeled off their shirts with the ease of snakes shedding skin. They did not flinch when the air hit their nipples. They did not shy away from their own scent. They laughed about it. Compared it. Flaunted it. One boy proudly declared his left armpit smelled “like nachos and regret.” Another offered his chest for sniffing after a mile run.

Thaddeus laughed, too. But only on the outside.

Inside, he was a storm of static. He sat on the edge of the wooden bench like a carved statue—still, silent, the towel over his lap bunched tightly in his fists. He had already developed a system: shirt off fast, deodorant re-applied in the bathroom stall, a quick wipe-down with pre-moistened wipes (kept hidden inside a zippered pouch), and then back into his next shirt before anyone could see the way his skin flushed red at the collar.

He hated gym. Not because he lacked coordination—he could run, jump, even climb the rope. But because everything about gym class was a reminder that he lived in a body. A male body. And that it was betraying him.

Armpits.

They were the first problem.

Theirs were bold. Hairy. Dark. Musky. His were pale and smooth, with the faintest shadow of peach fuzz just beginning to grow in. But worse than how they looked was how they smelled. He could smell himself before anyone else could—just the barest edge of sweat, warm and sour and human. The scent made his throat close. It wasn’t just unpleasant. It was humiliating. It was proof. Proof that he had failed to be perfectly composed. That his body had dared to express itself without permission.

He kept an extra stick of deodorant in his locker. A dry, clinical brand—unscented, anti-perspirant, maximum strength. He wore it like armor. He applied it three times a day.

And still, he sweated. The second problem: hair.

He didn’t have enough. Or at least, not in the right places. His legs were still mostly smooth. His chest was bare. His arms—thin, pale, trembling—looked like they belonged to someone younger. Meanwhile, the other boys sprouted fur like animals waking from winter. Some had trails of dark hair leading from their navels down into their gym shorts, and they scratched their bellies with proud, lazy confidence.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
)
@)
VI
il
@)
S

W






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





