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    DedicationTo the ones who exist only in fiction—but mirror the pain we're too afraid to name.

This story is for every silent soulstill searching for their truth in the dark.May you find your light… and walk in it.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Where fiction becomes truth...It's time to take the mask off.
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"Held Hostage in the Light" 

A Novel Based on a combination of True Lives Survived

By Jeremy B. Sims
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Important Note to Readers

Please be advised that some language used throughout this book may include profanity or raw expressions of emotion. This was not done for shock value or entertainment, but to reflect the authenticity of lived experience and to reach readers from all walks of life.

In a world where too many people have suffered in silence, this story is told unfiltered — because pain doesn’t always speak in polite tones, and healing doesn’t come in sanitized phrases.

We used real words to reach real people.

If you’ve ever been silenced, dismissed, or told your story was “too much” — this book is for you.
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📌 Author’s Disclaimer 

Author’s Note:

This book began as fiction — a way to process, protect, and preserve the truth while still finding the voice. But what lives in these pages isn’t just imagination — it is experience. It is what happens when trauma meets testimony... and refuses to die quietly.

While names, places, and some timelines have been altered for the sake of privacy and clarity, the emotions, violations, and victories shared here are grounded. These are stories pulled from the underbelly of many lives  — where abuse, betrayal, disability, and silence nearly swallowed the lives  whole.

If you find yourself between the lines...

If you feel exposed, called out, or held in any moment of this book...

You are not alone.

This may be labeled fiction.

But for some of us, this is the only way to tell the truth without being buried for it.



⚖️ Legal Disclaimer 

This is a work of creative nonfiction presented as a novel. While some names, places, and situations have been fictionalized or altered, the core themes and events are based on real-life experiences. Any similarity to actual persons, living or dead, is not entirely coincidental — it is a reflection of how often truth has been silenced, misrepresented, or ignored.

This book is intended to raise awareness, foster healing, and amplify the voices of those often erased. Reader discretion is advised, especially for individuals who have experienced trauma.
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Prologue – “The Mask They Applauded”
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They clapped.

Some even stood. A few wiped away tears like they knew something about me.

The lights were bright — too bright — washing over my skin like judgment. I felt the flashbulbs pierce my vision as I stepped onto the stage. Someone handed me a glass plaque etched with my name. "For Exceptional Courage, Dedication, and Service."

Courage.

Dedication.

Service.

Funny how they only recognized the parts that made them feel comfortable. No one asked about the scars they couldn’t see. The ones that lived beneath my skin, the ones stitched into my memories.

No one saw the child who flinched in the shadows in his own home. The boy who was told to smile while he was dying inside. The teenager whose body was misused so often that he couldn’t tell the difference between love and violation.

They didn’t see the soldier who wore the uniform with pride and was repaid with silence, suspicion, and sabotage. The man with restless limbs, a disobedient thyroid, a mind that never knew peace, and a heart that kept breaking — quietly.

Instead, they saw a polished version of me. A product. A symbol. They gave me a platform but not a voice. A title but not the truth. They held me hostage in their version of "light” where vulnerability was weakness and silence was survival.

So, I smiled. I took the plaque. I posed for the camera. And I thought:

"Maybe it's time to tell my story — the real one."

Because you think you know me.

But you only know the mask they applauded.

_______________________________________

Author’s Note

Jeremy B. Sims (Fictional Work)

This is a fiction work. But the pain is real.

The people in this book may not exist by name, but their stories do — whispered behind closed doors, hidden under professional titles, disguised by applause, and silenced by shame. Held Hostage in the Light is not about one person. It is about many.

It is for the ones who were touched too soon.

The ones who never got to be children.

The ones who were praised in public but punished in private.

The ones who looked whole, dressed well, and spoke intelligently — but were breaking on the inside.

This novel offers every soul who has suffered silently, especially those with invisible disabilities, trauma-induced coping mechanisms, and scars no one sees.

To those navigating life with:


	Restless nights and restless bodies.

	Mental illness is hidden behind ambition.

	Shame weaponized by religion.

	Hurt disguised as love.

	Pain inherited from people who called themselves “family.”



This is for you.

And to those who still carry the lie that being “strong” means never speaking about what happened to you — I hope this story gives you permission to breathe, break, and begin again.

I wrote this book not to shock, but to shed light.

Not to glorify trauma, but to tell the truth of what happens when we don't address it — and more importantly, what can happen when we do.

If you see yourself anywhere in these pages, know this:

You are not alone.

You are not dirty.

You are not weak.

You are not your diagnosis, your mistake, or your past.

You are worthy of peace, healing, and love — the real kind.

And if no one ever told you this before, let me say it now:

I see you.

I believe you.

And I honor your fight to be here still.

This book may begin in darkness. But it does not end there.

Keep reading.

There is light ahead.

With grace,

Jeremy B. Sims

Author & Advocate for the Unseen
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Chapter 1 – “Shattered Before Sunrise”
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I was eight years old the first time I realized home could be hell dressed in Sunday clothes.

They say kids forget things — that trauma slips away like fog when the sun comes up. But what they don’t tell you is this: some mornings, the fog never lifts. It lingers. It haunts. It whispers your name while you’re brushing your teeth, or sitting in a meeting pretending you’re fine.

Back then, I slept with my shoes on. Just in case. I wasn’t running from monsters under the bed. I was running from the ones who sat at the table and bowed their heads to pray.

My mother’s voice could cut through silence like a blade. One minute she was soft-spoken and spiritual — quoting scriptures about obedience and honor. The next, she was shouting curses so sharp they stung long after the bruises faded. I learned early on that her love came with conditions. Her hugs were booby-trapped with backhands. Her approval was a carrot she dangled above my head but never let me taste.

There were good days — and those were the most dangerous. Because they gave me hope. And hope in a toxic home is like a knife in a sheath: always waiting to be pulled.

Then came the others. The ones who were supposed to protect me — older, trusted, family. They didn’t need weapons. They used touch. Words. Silence. And shame.

I didn’t know what was happening at first. Only that my body felt wrong. That I couldn't breathe in my own skin. That the word “no” didn’t matter when you were smaller, softer, and scared. And when I finally tried to speak up, I was told:

“You’re too young to understand.”

“You must be imagining it.”

“You’ll ruin this family.”

So I swallowed my truth. Buried it under my tongue like a splinter I didn’t know how to pull out. I wore a smile like a costume and played the role they wrote for me. Quiet. Obedient. Strong.

At school, they called me “gifted.” At home, I was called “a problem.” Too emotional. Too sensitive. Too much. I became fluent in emotional code-switching before I could even multiply.

I remember one Christmas, my stepmother bought me socks while my siblings got toys and gadgets. I smiled and said thank you. Because I knew better than to ask why. I knew the socks weren’t a gift — they were a message: You are not one of us.

And still, I tried. I tried so hard to be seen. To be chosen. To be enough.
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