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Who Am I Without
them?

Breaking Free From Coercive Control

The Mirror
Moment

"Even Shattered Glass Reflects the Truth!" Evie

It’s 6:42 a.m. The
bathroom light flickers overhead, casting a yellow haze across the
mirror. You’re staring at your reflection, toothbrush in hand, but
you haven’t moved in minutes. The glass throws back a face that
looks familiar—but not known. A vessel with hairline cracks. You
tilt your head slightly, searching for something. Recognition.
Belonging. A spark of “you.”

But all you see is
someone who’s been shaped by other people’s needs, wants and
desires. Other people’s expectations, and ideals. You slowly run
your eyes over your hair. It’s thick and long. Uncut, as the Bible
demanded. A living symbol of submission. Your face is clean—devoid
of makeup, stripped of adornment, because Jezebel in the bible was
fed to the dogs for her vanity. You never painted your face. Not
because you believed in the concept, but because blind obedience
from fear was easier than defiance.

As you look closer,
it’s your eyes that betray the deep fracture. Desolate. Empty. Let
down. Sad. They carry the ache of trying to be good and still
feeling so wrong. The confusion of asking, “Why is
it so hard to gain approval?” and getting silence in
return.

You aren't failing.
You are performing. And now, after many years the performance is
slowly cracking.

The silence of the
pastel room presses in. The hum of the fridge. The distant sound of
traffic. The absence of voices that once filled every corner of
this house with decrees—commands, expectations, sermons, rules are
still. They were not just any rules. These were divine mandates,
spoken from pulpits and echoed in this living room. You were taught
that obedience was holiness, that submission was the action of
love, and that questioning the pulpit was rebellion. You learned to
bow your head, bite your tongue, and call it devotion.

The sermons weren’t
just on Sundays. They lived in your wardrobe, with what you could
and could not wear, your toiletry bag, that contained the bare
necessities of hygiene, and finally your calendar. There were many
days in the week dedicated to the church.

Your relationships
and friends were solely from the church as you were not to mix with
unclean people. Your modesty was measured in inches of your
hemline, your expression of joy was suspicious, and desire was
condemned as dangerous. Each command and rule that silenced your
basic instincts was another fracture line, another splinter in the
vessel of yourself.

You were taught
that Jezebel was devoured for her vanity, and you believed that
beauty could betray you. You muted your voice, softened your edges,
and become plain enough to go unnoticed in the big world.

That erasure mirrored its way
into relationships, where the coercive partner made new rules for
home life to suit them. With those rules came threats, ultimatums -
some shouted, others whispered through clenched jaws and
conditional affection. ‘If you were a decent
woman, you would keep your mouth shut.’ ‘You will never amount to
anything.’ ‘You are stupid.’ ‘Useless, ‘You are only something
because you are with me.’ With each sentence another
fracture was carved into your soul. The wounds were deep and the
rawness unrelenting.

You once knew
exactly what to wear, what to say, how to smile to please pastors,
peers and partners. You mastered the tone that would keep the
peace. You learnt that silence would avoid the storm, and reading
moods like weather maps could predict outbursts, and ultimately
save your life. You were conditioned in obedience at every level
and knew how to shrink to survive. You became fluent in fear. Now,
even choosing what you like to eat when you are out with friends
feels like rebellion. Or failure. Or both.

So now when your
relationships or jobs mirror the cult in controlling behavior, it
doesn't feel wrong. It feels familiar. You know how to disappear.
How to serve. You call it love, and loyalty. But it is fear and you
are clearly under coercive control.

Your chest
tightens. You whisper, “Who am I without
them?” And the silence answers—not gently, but with a loud
kind of nothingness. It echoes through the small room, bouncing off
the tiles, the mirror, the ache in your ribs. Your mind responds,
quiet but brutal: “I really don’t
know.”

You weren’t just
surviving toxic relationships; you were surviving a system. One
that has taught you that love means control, that safety means
silence and that obedience is the price of peace.

This is the
rupture. Not a scream, but a whisper that splits you open. Like a
hairline crack in a teacup. You’re not just grieving people—you’re
grieving a version of yourself that was never truly yours. And now,
in the quiet, you begin to hear something else. Not their voice.
Not their rules. Your whisper. Faint. Trembling. But it's
there.

You feel the ache
of grief—not for a person, but for a self you never got to be. You
remember the therapist who told you to “honor your
past.” The yoga teacher who said, “just
breathe.” The friend who said, “you’re free
now.” But none of them saw the fracture. The way your voice
still trembles when you speak your truth. The way you shrink when
someone looks too long your way. The way you still ask permission,
second guess your choices…. even when no one’s around.

They never understood. Not really. Not the way
scripture was wielded like surveillance. “A woman
shall not wear that which pertaineth unto a man…”—they
didn’t need to finish the verse. You already knew it by heart. It
was stitched into your psyche like a curse. Pants were masculine.
Masculine was rebellion. Rebellion was abomination.

In everyone's eyes at church
you were doomed. Everyone outside of the church just thought you
were weird.

 

Every fiber in your body was screaming urgently "Who am I? I need to find
me.

To find what I like to eat, wear, and what I like
to do. Because I feel I am wasting my life sitting here acting
like a puppet for everyone else's whims."

You remember
standing in front of the mirror, denim in hand, trembling. Not from
vanity. From terror. In that cult world, pants are forbidden. They
are branded masculine, worldly, sinful. To wear them is an
abomination to God.

As you stood there
trying to get the zipper up, your fingers shook. The jeans weren’t
just denim. You were zipping up defiance on your hips. Masculine.
Worldly. Tight. You held them gently like contraband, like they
might burn your fingers. The fabric felt foreign, almost
hostile—rough against skin that had only known skirts and
submission. "Is this your vibe? Is this your color? Is this who you
are?"

Your heart is
palpitating while you look in the mirror at the shape of each leg.
The fear of sermons past invade your every thought. You expected
the ground to yawn beneath you, to swallow you whole for daring to
wear something so brash. You braced for divine retribution. For the
lightning bolt. For the judging voice. For the punishment.



And then you walked. Through Perth City. In daylight. In denim.

It was a hot summer
day, you had beads of sweat dripping from your body, but the sweat
down your spine wasn’t from the sun. It was from the doctrine. From
the dread. Every car that passed was a threat. Every man a judge.
Every sound a signal. You were fluent in fear. Steeped in
obedience. Trained to anticipate wrath for the smallest deviation—a
hemline, a button, a breath.

The denim clung to
your thighs like accusation. You imagined the voices: “You’re grieving the Holy Spirit.” “You’re inviting lust.”
“You’re becoming one of them.” "You are going to hell!"

You braced for the retribution.

But the lightning
never came. The sky stayed blue. The ground did not split open, and
life still carried on like nothing spectacular had happened. But it
did that day. You challenged the beliefs, you challenged the
consequences, and you challenged yourself.

Still, it took
years. Years to believe that fabric couldn’t damn you. That
salvation wasn’t found in trembling, but in truth. That rebellion
could be zipped, buttoned, and worn without consequence.

Because it was
never just about the jeans. It was about the way you were trained
to fade, to be a nobody. How blind obedience was stitched into your
seams long before denim ever touched your skin. You were taught to
be who they told you to be. A vessel fractured by design.

But listen to me,
you’re not broken. You’re not buried. You're not a nobody.

You were shaped to
be silent, sculpted to serve, conditioned to disappear. Your
instincts were over written. Your desires were redacted. Your voice
was edited out of your own story. This was not done by accident, it
was well thought out manipulative conditioning.

And now, standing
in this flickering bathroom light, holding the fragments of a self
you were never allowed to be. The pieces are sharp, but they are
yours. You bend down, pick up the crumpled denim, and press it to
your face. The scent you are smelling isn’t fabric; it’s the smell
of freedom. It's not clarity yet. It's definitely not confidence.
It’s something quieter. A pulse. A tremor. A flicker of defiance in
the chest.

You exhale. Not in
relief, in recognition. ‘I did it!” you
whisper. Not to anyone in particular. Just to yourself. And it's
enough.



‘I'm Ok.’ And for the first time, you start
to believe it. This is the break in the script. Not a scream, but a
crack that splits you open. You’re not just grieving people you
lost to differences in ideology —you’re grieving the self that was
stolen, silenced, scattered. And in the quiet, you begin to hear
something else. Not their voice. Not their rules. Yours. Faint.
Trembling. But it's there.

You reach for the
toothbrush but pause. You’re not ready to perform the ritual. Not
yet. You’re still listening—to the silence, to the ache, to the
question that started it all.

“Who
am I without them?”

You don’t have the answer.

You don’t yet have
the gold, and You don’t yet have the repair.

But you have the question.

And that, for now, is enough.








The Diagnosis- What's Really Going On.

“The diagnosis didn’t change you. It gave language to the ache
you’ve carried for years.” Evie Joy

Here’s the blatant
hard truth: You left the cult, but the cult didn’t leave you. You
walked out of the building, but the rules followed you home. They
didn’t just linger; they embedded into every cell of your body.
They invaded your relationships, crept into your body, your mind,
your emotions, your speech and even into your silence. Like cracks
spreading through porcelain, the fractures multiplied until you
could no longer tell where you ended and the system began. Your
blood pulsed the rules through your veins. There was no longer any
spark of you left.

They had spent
years rewriting your natural instincts. They influenced your
choices. They curled around every bit of joy you owned and squeezed
the pleasure out until all that was left was guilt.

You changed your
clothes to fit into their society, and now the denim fabric of the
jeans felt like contraband and like something unholy.



You spoke your truth, but still doubted what your truth even is, or
is it just made up for this moment? To please another?

You kissed
someone's lips, and braced for punishment, judgment and the slut
shaming. The failure of virtuosity. Your fragments were scattered,
and you were told they were shameful.



