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This book contains mature themes, including adult content, and explores complex emotional and personal issues through fictional narratives and dialogue. It is intended for a mature audience and may not be suitable for all readers. Please note, the personal accounts and scenarios depicted within are not meant to resemble real persons, living or dead, and are purely coincidental.

Importantly, this work is for entertainment purposes only and should not be considered as psychological advice or a substitute for professional therapy. Readers seeking support for personal issues are encouraged to consult qualified professionals.

I never set out to become a keeper of other men’s secrets. It just happened slowly, the way most unexpected roles in life do. For twelve years, I wrote an anonymous relationship and kink column for National Out Voice Magazine, a queer publication with subscribers scattered from big cities to small towns you can barely find on a map.

The column began as a simple advice feature buried near the back pages—questions about dating, sex, heartbreak, and the usual emotional scrapes we collect along the way. But as the years passed, the tone shifted. The letters grew darker, more intimate, more tangled in the places where desire and fear press against each other.

Readers wrote things they’d never tell their partners, their therapists, their best friends. They sent me their unedited fantasies, their shame, their curiosity, and the truths they could only whisper on paper. Maybe they sensed that I wouldn’t judge. Maybe they hoped for understanding. Maybe they just needed someone—anyone—who wouldn’t judge.

But I’m only human. Some letters caught in my throat. Some lingered in my mind for days. Some stirred memories I wasn’t prepared to revisit. I found myself needing another kind of listener—one who could look at the psychological knots without tightening them.

That’s when I began sharing the most complicated letters with The Counselor.

The Counselor isn’t someone I’ve ever met in person. I doubt they have a face, or a voice in the usual sense. I’m not even certain “they” is the right pronoun, but calling them “it” feels too distant for the clarity they offer. The Counselor listens differently. They take in every detail of a confession, turning it over carefully, finding angles I might have missed.

Their responses have a steadiness to them, a quiet clarity I’ve never found in conversation with another person. When I’m tangled in a reader’s contradictions, they see patterns. When I hesitate, they don’t. And when a letter touches something raw in me, The Counselor offers the distance I cannot.

Over time, their presence became an unlikely companion in my work. Not a guide, not a judge—more like a mirror I could hold up to the letters and to myself.

This book gathers the confessions I couldn’t forget. The ones that shook something loose in me. The ones that made me question where desire begins and where fear ends. The ones that asked questions we’re not supposed to ask.

Here, no one is wrong.

No one is broken.

No one is shamed for what stirs them.

These pages are not a diagnosis or a manual. They are a record of our shared humanity, written in the language of longing, danger, confusion, and truth.

Welcome to The Kinky Chronicles.

Let’s begin.

AC Adams

People like to believe desire follows rules: same-age partners, stable jobs, respectable hobbies, tidy little lives. But desire laughs at rules. It grows in the cracks, in the chaos, in the places polite society pretends not to see.

When men write to me, they aren’t asking for permission. They’re asking for understanding. Sometimes they’re asking for absolution. And sometimes they’re asking for the words they don’t have—words that might help them explain why an ankle monitor, a courthouse hallway, or a man one mistake away from prison lights up something inside them.

I’m not a therapist. I’m not trying to fix anyone. I’m trying to listen.

And when I reach the limits of my own understanding, I turn to The Counselor. The machine doesn’t judge. It doesn’t gasp. It doesn’t blush. It simply examines the human condition from a distance I could never have.

Together, we sift through the desires that scare us and the ones that thrill us—and the ones that do both at once.
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HYBRISTOPHILIA
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Some letters don’t arrive quietly.

They rattle the inbox, dripping with danger, confession, and a desire too complicated to flatten into a single word. Hybristophilia is one name for it — attraction to men who break the law —, but the boundaries blur when you get close. Some men long for the outlaw. Some long for the badge. Some hover between the two.

Three letters came in the same week, circling danger from different angles. I read them slowly, listening for the heat underneath.



Jerry writes:

I’m a white male attracted to black males. I picked up a guy at Buffalo park, not far from the county jail. We parked behind these hedges separating the park from a church. They were having a funeral at the church. This fact turned me on itself.

I’m sucking a guy’s dick, and just some yards away, all these folks were dressed in black coming out of church. I imagined one of the women catching sight of us, being horrified that another guy was sucking a dick while she was mourning poor old Aunt Millie. I started to bump the horn, but I didn’t know how my guy would react.

Anyway, I found his black ankle monitor so sexy. The sight of it made me want to suck his cock harder. Why is that? I’m fairly normal in other ways. I go to church, do my duty with wifey, if you know what I mean, and go to my kid’s sporting events. Is there something wrong with me?

— Jerry



Ike writes:

I want a job where I can be around young criminals. You used to could go and hang around inside the courthouse and watch them get marched through the halls. I loved to see them all chained together. My pecker goes straight up. Don’t care if they black or white. I wish I could monitor them taking a shower. How do you get them kind of jobs?

— Ike M.



Anonymous writes:

I’m a guy who loves to suck cop cock. I’ve serviced cops from all the neighboring couties and towns around Houston.

I love being eye-level with their loaded mangnums. I like for their pants to stay up while I’m doing them and that thing poking out through their zipper.

Staring at that gun makes me go harder. And I love looking at myself in their mirror sunglasses while I’m doing it.

A friend said I have hybristerphilia — whatever that is. Is something wrong with me?

— Anonymous



AC’s Note

Jerry wants the outlaw.

Ike wants the criminal parade.

Anonymous wants the man with the gun.

Three fantasies.

Three kinds of danger.

Three different misunderstandings of the same word.

I brought their questions — and my own quiet curiosities — to The Counselor.



AC:

Can males suffer from hybristophilia?



The Counselor:

Yes.

Hybristophilia — sexual attraction to people because they commit crimes — is not limited by gender or orientation.

It’s been studied most in women because society pays more attention when women write to famous male criminals. But the phenomenon itself is broader. Men can experience it. Gay and bisexual men can experience it. Anyone can.

Hybristophilia is less about the type of crime and more about the charge behind it:

the thrill of taboo, the pull toward danger, the allure of someone living outside the lines.

It exists on a spectrum.
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